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Peter Bolt was a fine man and an outstanding Methodist Minister. We 
don’t make Ministers like Peter anymore. 

He served the Methodist Church faithfully – not always in the easiest of 
situations, like at the Mint in Exeter, where just after he arrived they 
found the Church was collapsing; or as Chaplain at the Leys in 
Cambridge. He served in the 3 great cities of the South West, Exeter, 
Plymouth and Truro. 

Peter was always on the go. We have heard about the Praisemakers and 
his other choirs. And the Praisemakers did not just involve the odd bit 
of singing here and there, but tours to America and all over the country. 

Peter and Joan had a gift of building relationships with children, youth 
and young adults, born out of their training as youth workers; and out of 
their deep love of people and God. 

They radiated God, through their lives, through their energy, through 
their love. As Benton Heisler, now Director of Connectional Ministries 
in the West Michigan Conference of the United Methodist Church, one 
of the countless people whom they inspired, wrote. “It was 
transformational!” Benton came to Cornwall as part of the exchange 
programme Peter set up which enabled young people to give time to the 
Lord.  

Peter’s links were of course world wide – he served for over 20 years as 
the British Secretary of the World Methodist Council. He truly lived on 
the world scale; yet throughout all reminded humble and grounded. 

 

Peter was a visionary leader with boundless energy, deep faith, unique 
creativity and a musical gift for both lyric and tune that was truly 
bequeathed upon him by God. 



 

 

He was a writer of no little skill. We have heard today from one of 
Peter’s many little books. His style is deceptive; with an extraordinary 
ability to communicate Gospel truths through story and life experiences; 
in an accessible and readable style, but still carrying great depth. But 
then Peter was a great communicator; with a desire to share the love and 
grace of God. And he did. Even after a recent spell in hospital he said 
he would be back preaching again – and he still is, but in a different 
place. 

Peter’s whole ministry, indeed his whole life was “A Way of Loving” 

I think it was the last time that Peter preached, he couldn’t get through 
to the end – so Joan completed the sermon. What a parable for their live 
together. 

For as much as we celebrate Peter the minister we should not forget 
Peter, the husband, the father, the father in law, the relative, the 
grandfather and great-grandfather. He loved them all dearly. 

In Loughborough all those years ago, through Youth group, now there 
is a surprise, a friendship started and a romance grew and a livelong 
partnership began. Peter and Joan were married for 71 years. And I saw 
those far off times just a couple of weeks ago and the young lady, Joan, 
who snuggled up to her husband, who was and is, so in love with Peter. 
A love that death cannot take away. Joan, above all, your love is 
immense; please know you have our sympathy, our support and our 
prayers.  

A father to Chris and Andy, indeed so loved by all the family. You can 
be immensely proud of him. 

 

Peter packed so much into his 91 years. He was resilient, humble too; 
hewn out of the Dartmoor landscape into which he was born. A man 
who throughout his life travelled miles on his bike, producing more than 
the odd adventure – read his books. 



 

 

Peter was always one of Mr. Wesley’s preachers. On the Monday 
before he died Peter, Joan and I shared bread and wine. As I used that 
great prayer from the Covenant service 

I am no longer my own but yours. Put me to what you will, rank 
me with whom you will; put me to doing, put me to suffering; 
let me be employed for you, or laid aside for you, exalted for 
you, or brought low for you; let me be full, let me be empty, let 
me have all things, let me have nothing: I freely and 
wholeheartedly yield all things to your pleasure and disposal.  

As I said that, although inaudible, Peter’s lips were moving in 
synchronism with mine and Joan. 

Then last week we were looking for a picture for the front of this order 
of service and Joan suggested I look in Peter’s desk. There in one of the 
draws, clearly visible was a little booklet – it was the order of service 
from Peter’s ordination service. 

And now, glorious and blessed God, Father, Son and Holy 
Spirit, you are mine and I am yours. And the covenant now 
made on earth, let it be ratified in heaven. Amen. 

That was Peter’s belief in which he lived and died – Christ crucified but 
Risen. That is our hope and consolation. 

That is indeed why we can celebrate today. 

In the note Peter left outlining the hymns for today he finishes:- 

“And remember love survives death and one day we will be united 
again.” 

Always the preacher. 

In his book, “They came to Bethlehem” he finishes the sermon on 
Naomi and Ruth thus:- 



 

 

Naomi and Ruth, in the midst of their sorrow came to 
Bethlehem. There they found hope, and eventually joy. God has 
given us the chance to go in spirit to Bethlehem, that there we 
too might find fresh hope. For the one who was born there so 
long ago has conquered death for us. In Him we find our hope of 
eternal life, that one day we shall be again with those we love in 
Heaven. 

Thanks be to God for Peter Bolt and for the Gospel by which he lived. 

Amen 


