The Parish of Rivenhall and Silver End

It was a very poor parish and the church was in need of a coat of paint. There was just enough money to buy a gallon of cheap emulsion and the vicar decided to paint it himself.
When he

had finished one wall he did not have enough paint for the other three, so he thinned the remainder down with water.

As soon as he had finished the fourth wall there was a severe thunderstorm that washed the diluted paint off. The vicar was distraught and cried: "Oh God, what am I going to do now?” A deep voice came from above, saying: "Repaint, and thin no more".

The verger had the unfortunate habit of swearing when things went wrong, and the vicar did not approve.

He was knocking-in a nail one day and hit his thumb with the hammer. He shouted, "Dammit, I missed". The vicar reprimanded him, saying: "God will strike you down for using that sort of language”. Just then there was a vivid flash of lightning and a thunderbolt struck the church, killing the vicar, and a voice was heard from above, saying: "Dammit, I missed”.
