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Reflections from the Rectory 
I am writing this in early February, with sleet falling outside my study 
window. Snowdrops are breaking through the earth but are not yet in 
flower.  
The 1st of February is St Bridget/St Bride’s Day, also known as Imbolc, 
the celtic Irish/Scottish/Welsh first day of Spring, which originated as a 
festival in pre-Christian times. It is halfway between the winter solstice 
and the spring equinox. I think this festival shows that humankind 
throughout the ages has been in touch with the annual cycle of the 
seasons and could accurately measure the progress of the seasons. I 
think it also shows an element of optimism, especially in Scotland, 
maybe less so in southern Ireland, to start Spring on 1st February. But 
there is no doubt, that each year by 1st February there are clear signs 
of the hope of Spring: lengthening days, the sun slowly getting higher 
in the sky, birds starting to sing and creating territories, and willow 
buds and some very brave catkins forming. 
The COVID19 restrictions over these last 10 months have enabled us 
to be more attentive observers of the seasons and of God’s creation, 
the flora and fauna that abounds, and more so without human activity, 
noise and pollution. 
Like the reassuring progression of the seasons, our liturgical year 
follows a familiar and reassuring pattern. I have realised that one of 
the challenges of these restrictive times is that there is little we can 
plan for, little we can look forward to doing that are ‘treats’ or different 
from the ‘everyday’. I found myself getting quite excited trying to plan 
my year, and what I may be able to do in terms of a holiday, who I 
would like to meet up with and share a meal around my dining table, 
and where I would like to go for a walk in the hills. I reflected that all 
the little plans we make, to see friends, to visit places, are small joys 
and give us something to look forward to. We have the benefit of being 
a denomination with liturgical seasons; this can help us look forward to 
different focuses for our faith and different liturgies.  
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We have just completed the season of Epiphany, which ended on 2nd 
February, the Festival of the Presentation of the Lord in the Temple. 
That was 40 days since Christmas Day. And we now have only two 
weeks or ‘ordinary time’ (ordinary means numbered weeks) before 
Shrove Tuesday and Ash Wednesday lead us into 40 days of Lent (46 
days if we include Sundays). 

As I reflect on the small 
things that I miss during 
these times, I have 
chosen to l i s t and 
appreciate these things. 
I have reflected on why I 
enjoy them. I have 
undertaken a personal 
inventory of them and 
reviewed what it is that 
brings me joy in these 
things. I have also 
reflected on what things 
I may wish to do less of, 
and what new things I 
might want to try, when 
e v e n t u a l l y t h e 
restrictions are lifted. 

We are all on our pilgrimage through life, and some things are with us 
for only a season and some things remain a constant. It seems timely 
to have a stock-take, not just carry on doing the same things 
(Ecclesiastes chapter 3 comes to mind). During the season of Lent, it 
is not appropriate to look to ‘give up something’ (see my February 
Rector’s letter). I recommend it as a time of reflection and 
appreciation, and of preparing for the next season in our life that will 
spring forth when the restrictions are lifted. Like a snowdrop bulb, a lot 
of the preparation and growth starts before anything is visible above 
the ground. What may you wish to prepare like a snowdrop bulb, that 
will be ready to greet the world one day, one day soon we pray?   

Nick Bowry 
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Message from the editor 
It seems no time at all since the last issue, and already, here is In 
Touch Issue 3. I’m bowled over by the enthusiasm with which you’ve 
submitted material for this issue! There’s a wonderful range of news 
and articles here. As before, I thank Ian Fuge and Georgina Phillips for 
proof-reading.  

Sue Owen

Page 4



News from the Congregations 
Thank you 
I just want to say a big thank you to all who have kept in touch with me 
during this time of pandemic, cleared the snow from my driveway and 
brought me some shopping when I couldn’t get out. THANK YOU. 

Catherine Pow 

Seeking sponsors for Ad-free YouTube hymns for our 
Zoom services 
After more cases of Zoom service hymns being interrupted by 
advertisements, some of which are rather more inappropriate than 
others, a member of the St James the Less congregation wondered 
whether we should subscribe to YouTube's premium ad-free service.  
But obviously, we should not be burdening our resources with another 
bill for £12 a month.  However, it was suggested that if 12 people or 
families or groups were to contribute £1 each per month, we’d cover it. 
An alternative suggestion is for several people or families committing 
to donate £12 every so often (depending on the number doing this) to 
'sponsor' a month’s YouTube feed - or perhaps £3 for a week.   
Several members of the St James congregation have already agreed 
to contribute regularly, and Nick has agreed to the idea and already 
subscribed. There’s a special offer, so the first two months of ad-free 
streaming are free of charge, and we’re covered for a few months after 
that. But the more on board, the less each individual (or group) has to 
pay. If you’re interested, please contact Graham, the St James the 
Less Treasurer whose details appear at the end of the magazine. 
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The Old Hospital Cottage, Penicuik 
When I was young and we first came to Penicuik in 1951, this is where 
we lived for a few years, me, my sister Marion and our parents. 
The cottage was situated on the Loan Burn, down a pathway beside 
the North Kirk, next to Penicuik Fire Station. The house was 
demolished in the 1970s to make way for John Knox Place, at the 
corner of Tait Drive. 

Dad came to Penicuik as a policeman and the house belonged to the 
Police force, so we were allocated it. We weren’t sure when it was 
converted to a house, but the only signs that I could see that it was 
once a hospital, were the large glass panels at the top of the walls in 
the corridor between the bedrooms. 
The building was in fact part of the Burgh hospital for infectious 
diseases, built in 1904. That explains the large grounds and high walls 
that surrounded us and a large gate to keep people out, or in! 
It was an ideal place for a young family to grow up, lots of safe places 
to roam and play. There was a lot of room to plant fruit and veg - as 
our parents and everyone else did in those days if they had a garden.  
Although I was very young I can still remember all the fruit bushes and 
produce that we grew. Our Gran came to live with us for a while and I 
still remember her sitting at the table surrounded by veg which she 
prepared for our Sunday dinner, or for the many jars of pickles she 
made. 
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I believe there were chickens too, but Mum had to get rid of them as 
the cockerel frightened her too much! 
We always knew that the house had been a hospital at one time, but 
as children it was just our house, it’s only as you grow older and 
interested in history that you want to find out more. 
According to the website “Historic- hospitals.com/Lothians“ there were 
two buildings, ours was the “newer” one, but we never knew if the 

cottages behind ours were hospital 
buildings or whether the earlier 
hospital was demolished. 
There doesn’t seem to be much 
more to be discovered about the 
history of the Old Hospital. It  
doesn’t appear in the Annals of 
Penicuik, but here is a picture circa 
1957 of Marion and me dressed 
for a winter outing! 
Incidentally, I started going to 
Sunday School in the North Kirk 
when I was 3 years old as it was 
so near to our house, until Mum 
discovered St James  Episcopal 
church which was similar to the 
Church of England tradition that 
she was used to. The rest is 
history, as they say! 

Val McGavin 

Sisters Val McGavin (right) and 
Marion Mather (left) outside their 
home - the Old Hospital Cottage
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Reflections on Shielding during the Covid19 
Pandemic   

On the 21st of March 2020, shielding was to commence for people 
who were extremely vulnerable to covid19. That was me. The phrase 
“extremely vulnerable” had never been words I would have used to 
describe myself. A wife, mother, grandmother, daughter and sister, I’ve 
always been an independent woman and still working with children 
very part time within the NHS.  
What on earth did shielding involve? This is what I discovered:  
1. Physically distancing from people you live with in your home 
2. Keeping 2 meters apart. My husband and I decided we would both 

shield together as this would be easier for us and we were in the 
fortunate position that we did not have to work.  

3. Keeping contact with other people to a minimum (very hard for me 
as I like a good chat) 

4. Registering for online shopping. This was easier said than done in 
a pandemic with 2 million people clinically extremely vulnerable, or 
elderly, and everybody else trying to avoid shopping. Our eldest 
son took on our weekly shopping and eventually set us up with 
click and collect, which he collected and delivered to us. 

The hardest part for me during these 16 weeks was lack of seeing 
people and their lovely faces Thank goodness for the telephone, which 
was only way I could keep in touch with my mum as she is partially 
sighted and has no internet access 
I was able to keep contact and see my oldest son’s face through a 
window when he bought the shopping, and later on into shielding he 
would bring one of my grandchildren so I could chat to them through 
the window.  
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My other son lives twenty miles away and we kept in touch on a 
Saturday night with a quiz which became our routine for many a week, 
as I am sure it did with many others. His children kept in touch with 
regular postings of home baking, trampolining, arts and crafts, and 
keeping fit in the garden.  
My daughter lives in Hertfod with three little ones who hadn't quite 
grasped facetime so sometimes we were left speaking to the ceiling or 
the floor (their skills have greatly improved over the last year!). We 
watched them in the paddling pool, read them stories, listened to them 
singing, and was shown a first Tooth for the fairies. All lovely but how 
we missed them – all their hugs and kisses – as I am sure did 
everyone who couldn't see family, and missed the birthdays and other 
special times. They’re all on hold until better times.  
We kept fit walking up and down the garden path and both managed 
our 10,000 steps a day. I also had a wonderful Pilates teacher who did 
classes on Zoom, this also became part of a regular routine. I’m still 
not managing the “roll ups and down” but hey ho! 
I write this as the situation is still ever-changing. I am back shielding 
again since Christmas and have now taken up knitting. I am at least 
able to go out for walks which keeps me sane.  
I am so grateful for all the support I have had from my family and 
friends, via telephone calls, people facetiming, and people speaking 
through the windows. I’m grateful to whoever sorted Zoom for the 
quizzes, church services and my Pilates classes. I am grateful to all 
the scientists who worked to get the vaccine out there. I am in the 
lucky position of having had both of my vaccines already. These are 
just my memories of getting through a tough time with family routine 
and sometimes meals becoming the most important part of the day 
deciding what we would have for tea. 
I would like to thank also the Red Cross in Penicuik for their support in 
delivering vital medication and for the libary books they delivered -  
some good, some not so good, but certainly killed time.  Again it was 
lovely to see the young man’s face who delivered these things. 
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During shielding I learnt many new skills. I have always been a keen 
baker and set myself goals to new try skills l had not used before, 
some were successful, some not so. The biggest learning curve for me 
was technology, such as ordering shopping using Amazon. But most 
important was the use of Facetime and Zoom to keep in touch with 
family and friends (thank goodness). I also set myself a personal goal 
of hoopla hooping (not achieved!).  
Where do we go from here? I don't pretend that shielding was easy 
Sometimes I would get up and think here we go again, what will we do 
today? I was lucky as I was not doing this on my own, but the days 
were long and oh for a change! Along the way I learnt skills I may not 
have done if not forced upon me and will carry these into the future.  
With the vaccination and better weather there is hope for a brighter 
future and I am sure everybody, whatever their age, will have some 
good and some hard memories of 2020, as we as a family have.  
I am looking forward to meeting up with family and friends going back 
to work and most of all our annual family trip to Centre Parks which 
was cancelled from last year. We’re planning to go at Easter - fingers 
crossed!   
I leave you with a photo of my family taken prior to covid. 

Ishbel Procter 
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In the Bleak Midwinter 
Many people will remember the harsh winter of 1963 with its almost 
unprecedented snowfalls and very low temperatures with serious 
implications for transport and everyday life. 
I was living with my parents and brother in the village of Fountainhall, 
off the A7 and very near the Waverley Railway line. The village was cut 
off for three weeks, only accessible on foot or horseback. We did, 
however, still have milk delivered by horse and cart from Bankhouse 
Farm (by Tommy Yeomans)! The trains were still running so our 
shopkeeper, Mr Brotherstone (who also did the school run in his van), 
could collect provisions from the station. Much use was made of dried 
and tinned goods. The snow was so deep that the drifts were twice the 
height of dad’s car and mum hung out the washing folded over the 
clothes line with about three feet clearance above the snow. 
When the roads were open again, I was sent to live with my 
grandparents in Selkirk until Easter to avoid any more disruptions to 
my schooling at Galashiels Academy. I was so well-fed by my Grannie 
that I gained considerable weight by Easter - no Lenten forgoings for 
me that year! 

Gillian Little 
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Scottish Episcopal Church Mission 
Association 

(SECMA) 
This is a fund which aims to help overseas projects to start or 
continue work with those needing help. Obviously, this year has been 
difficult as fund raising events were cancelled. 

During the last year SECMA has supported projects in South Sudan, 
Kenya, Botswana, Myanmar and South Africa, to name but a few.  
The projects do not have to be run by Christians – it is the project 
itself which is important. It also gives small grants to volunteers who 
work overseas for a short time. Reports from the projects and the 
volunteers are published in the SECMA magazine. 

In Lebanon, the large numbers of refugees on top of economic 
collapse resulted in major unemployment, and the port explosion 
added to the problems of suffering, hunger and homelessness. 
SECMA helped with a scheme to replace doors and windows and 
also helped to counteract the disruption of schooling. SECMA also 
contributes to the rent for a warehouse where Syrian refugees have a 
sewing project making masks and scrubs for health care workers. 

In South Sudan, SECMA contributed to providing water for hand 
washing and equipment for schools. 
  
Wau received a grant from SECMA to buy equipment for the Mothers 
Union Tea shop where profits will be used to benefit destitute women. 
In the middle of March 2020, these women were evicted from their 
“homes” in the Wau cathedral compound and elsewhere in the city 
and sent back to their villages as a Coronavirus prevention initiative. 
They were not welcomed and were refused water from the wells. 
Extra bore holes were provided with financial support from SECMA, 
who contracted a team from the American charity “Water for South 
Sudan”. 

SECMA continues to help the Raphael Centre in Grahamstown, 
South Africa. This is an HIV support charity offering tests and support 
and is now partially run by the South African government. 
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SECMA is supporting a clinical psychologist in Victoria Primary 
School in South Africa, with the aim of smoothing over the many 
difficulties which might otherwise badly affect a child’s education.   

In Kenya, SECMA supported a project to dig a spring to provide 
water for the Kolwal Special school for physically disabled children, 
thus saving on buying in water.  SECMA now plans to provide 
accessible latrines for the children. 

The Aglow Polokong Day Centre for the Elderly in Maun, Botswana, 
also received help. Sadly the centre had to close for a while due to 
strict lockdown laws as social distancing was impossible on the mini-
buses that brings them to the centre. However, the volunteers 
continued to do their best for their clients, queuing for up to five hours 
at the police station every week for permits to take food to the elderly 
in rural areas.  

Caroline, a trained rehabilitation and mobility officer, is in Uganda to 
work with the visually impaired people in the community, examine the 
Opthalmic healthcare in the country and visit blind and partially 
sighted students at a school in Kabale.    
  
If you want to read more about this work I have copies of the SECMA 
magazine. There is so much that is being done and even more 
waiting for help. Thank you to those in St James who support 
SECMA. 

Angela Sibley 
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Scottish Episcopal Church Mission Association 
Project List 2020

Medical Care 
Raphael Centre, South Africa, HIV 
prevention: £500 
Home-based care teams, eSwatini, caring 
for terminally ill (Aids): £750 
Al Ahli Arab Hospital, Gaza Strip, essential 
medicines: £1000 

Education 
The Orthodox School 
for girls, Palestine: 
£400 
Caritas, Lebanon: £500 
Victoria primary 
psychologist: £500 

Aid for Refugees 
Arsal Refugee camps, 
Lebanon, via Edinburgh 
Direct Aid, £1000

Emergency Response 
Lebanon, Beirut, rebuilding after 
port explosion £1000 
South Sudan, Wau, provision of 
water as Covid response, £1000

Relief of Poverty 
Neighbourhood care centres, eSwatini, for essential food for those 
who can’t provide for themselves: £750 
Widows sewing group, eSwatini, for fabric, to assist women in 
making their own living: £100  
Agape Children’s home, Myanmar, for rice and school fees: £400 
Tea Shop, Wau, S. Sudan, to set up to help destitute women and 
their families to make a living: £1000 

Care of the elderly 
Aglow Polokong Day Care Centre, Maun, Botswana, for furniture 
to accommodate the lonely  elderly: £540 
Senioru Club, Riga, Latvia, for hot lunches and essential social 
contact for lonely elderly in poor housing: £500

… & more to report from 2020
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Mothers’ Union news 
Meeting of Worldwide MU Trustees on Zoom 
A Eucharist of Thanksgiving was celebrated on 1st December 2020 by 
Rev Canon Libbie Crossman, (who gave the Sermon) assisted by her 
husband, Rev Bill Crossman (in Australia) . My son Paul in Glasgow 
read Psalm100. The prayers were lead by Sheran Harper (Worldwide 
President living in Guyana). After the service each Trustee was invited 
to introduce their guests. Paul had invited his wife, Pat, me and 
Catherine Pow. It was a wonderful opportunity to meet and talk 
informally especially to Sheran Harper, who should have visited 
Penicuik in 2020 but for the Pandemic.   

The global Trustee Board photographed in 2019: Nikki Sweatman 
(South of England), Rev Libbie Crossman (Aotearoa, New Zealand 
and Polynesia, Australia, Melanesia, Papua New Guinea), Canon 
Catherine Hilton (North of England), Jennifer Barton (Wales), June 
Buter (All Ireland), Thembsie Mchunu (Central Africa, Nigeria, South 
Sudan, Sudan, Southern Africa, Kathleen Snow (Canada, South 
America, U.S.A, West Indies), Roshini Mendis (Korea, Myanmar, North 
India, South India, Sri Lanka), Paul Hindle (Scotland), Deaconess 
(Mary Kamwati (Kenya, Tanzania, Uganda, Jerusalem and the Middle 
East) and  Marie-Pierrette Bezara (Burundi, Congo, Indian Ocean, 
Rwanda, West Africa). 
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Poetry corner
The Priest and The Mulberry Tree 

Did you hear of the curate who mounted his mare, 
And merrily trotted along to the fair? 

Of creature more tractable none ever heard: 
In the height of her speed she would stop at a word; 
But again with a word, when the curate said "Hey," 

She put forth her mettle and gallop'd away. 
As near to the gates of the city he rode, 

While the sun of September all brilliantly glow'd, 
The good priest discover'd, with eyes of desire, 

A mulberry tree in a hedge of wild brier; 
On boughs long and lofty, in many a green shoot, 
Hung, large, black, and glossy, the beautiful fruit. 

The curate was hungry and thirsty to boot; 
He shrank from the thorns, though he longed for the fruit; 

With a word he arrested his courser's keen speed, 
And he stood up erect on the back of his steed; 

On the saddle he stood while the creature stood still, 
And he gather'd the fruit till he took his good fill. 

"Sure never," he thought, "was a creature so rare, 
So docile, so true, as my excellent mare; 

Lo, here now I stand," and he gazed all around, 
"As safe and as steady as if on the ground; 

Yet how had it been, if some traveller this way, 
Had, dreaming no mischief, but chanced to cry “Hey'?" 

He stood with his head in the mulberry tree, 
And he spoke out aloud in his fond revery; 

At the sound of the word the good mare made a push, 
And down went the priest in the wild-brier bush. 

He remember'd too late, on his thorny green bed, 
Much that well may be thought cannot wisely be said.  

Thomas Love Peacock 
1831 

Shared by Colin Chaplin
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Dementia on Ward 108 

‘Where am I?’ the beautiful old woman asks. 
‘I need help’ she whispers, plucking her bedclothes 
With ineffectual hands. Searching for herself. 
The lost buzzer is out of reach, forgotten now.  
Her soft voice begs for comfort from those 
Who love her, and give her a place to be at peace. 

Across the ward, another troubled soul 
Tosses and turns, winding the blankets round 
Her long and pain-wracked arms and legs, needing 
To escape from the bed, but unaware of how to 
Find a way to ask for help. How to break free. 

I am not able to help, except to call the nurses 
And point them to their patients’ several needs, 
Frustrated by my failings to give them comfort. 

The day brings light into their troubled lives, 
And work routines calm down their tortuous fears. 
Washing, eating are so normal to their days, 
And kindness eases them through daytime hours. 

Then the long, confusing nights of darkness 
Haunt them both again. Living in nightmares. 
Alone and lonely, cut off by covid rules. 

I can’t forget the sadness that dementia brings, 
Weaving its emptiness around the once 
Bright minds that leapt and sang through life. 
My prayer is that there is an arm to guide, 
And a heart to love the fading lost and lonely ones. 

Written by Jill Drought

Page 17



This beautifully written poem was sent to Marian Hunter by her niece 
Aimee, who’s been ill for some time. Thanks for sharing it with us 
Marian!
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The Difference 

I got up early one morning and rushed right into the day; 
I had so much to accomplish that I didn’t have time to pray. 

Problems just tumbled about me, and heavier came each task. 
‘Why doesn’t God help me?’, I wondered. 

He answered, ‘ you didn’t ask,’ 

I wanted to see joy and beauty, but the day toiled on, grey and bleak, 
I wondered why God didn’t show me, 

He said, ‘but you didn’t seek’ 

I tried to come into God’s presence; I used all my keys at the lock. 
God gently and lovingly chided, 

‘my child, you didn’t knock’. 

I woke up early this morning, and paused before entering the day, 
I had so much to accomplish that I had to take time to pray. 

attributed to Grace L. Naessens  

Shared by Jenny Wright

Page 19



I first heard this poem many years ago at a storytelling festival in Cape 
Chlaire, Ireland. It was recited by a man called Roy Arbuckle. He 
played the bodhran slowly. He had grown up and lived in Derry and 
had done lots of cross community projects involving drumming. I was 
so moved by it and when I returned home I had the poem inscribed 
and framed on my wall.  
I met Roy at another storytelling festival 20 years later. We were both 
performing. I was late due to traffic and Roy went on the stage just as I 
arrived. I was wishing that he would recite Beannacht. He paused, 
hesitated and said he wasn’t sure what he should do. Then he said 
that whenever he wasn’t sure what to do, he did this...Beannacht! It 
was beautiful. To see him recite this as an ‘older’ man brought a 
different hue to the words.  

Shared by Ruth Kirkpatrick 

On the day when 
The weight deadens 
On your shoulders 
And you stumble, 
May the clay dance 
To balance you. 
And when your eyes 
Freeze behind 
The grey window 
And the ghost of loss 
Gets into you, 
May a flock of colours, 
Indigo, red, green 
And azure blue, 
Come to awaken in you 
A meadow of delight. 
When the canvas frays 
In the currach of thought 
And a stain of ocean 

Blackens beneath you, 
May there come across the 
waters 
A path of yellow moonlight 
To bring you safely home. 
May the nourishment of the earth 
be yours, 
May the clarity of light be yours, 
May the fluency of the ocean be 
yours, 
May the protection of the 
ancestors be yours. 
And so may a slow 
Wind work these words 
Of love around you, 
An invisible cloak 
To mind your life. 

Beannacht by John O’Donohue
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Notes from St Mungo’s Vestry 
With the re-imposition of lock down, church activities have been very 
much curtailed and we are grateful to Nick for all his work via Zoom to 
keep the show on the road.  
The AGM was held on 24th January with 15 members present. It was 
the shortest meeting I can recall as written reports had been circulated 
to the whole congregation prior to the meeting. 
Specific items of interest were: 
• A second draft of the church vision had been prepared, but this 

project has been paused until it is possible for the congregation to 
come together in person. 

• In line with the aims of being an eco congregation, we hope to be 
able to improve insulation and heating in the church. 

• The care van is now a project that involves the whole village and 
our teams have continued to go out throughout the Covid 
pandemic. 

• Elections, all current members of vestry have agreed to continue 
in post (in line with the constitution David King stood down and 
was re elected). 

The vestry members remain as follows: 
Ian Kerry – Secretary/Lay Representative/Treasurer 

 David King - Property Convenor/Rector’s Warden 
 Alan Cameron – Deputy Lay Representative/Peoples Warden 
 Sandra Hemus  
 Natalia Hepworth 
 David Collin 
 Susie Compton 
 Hannah Haynes 
It is with great sadness that I record the recent deaths of Charles 
Ritchie, David Bachop and Alison Cameron. In their own way, each 
contributed so much to the life of St Mungo’s and they will be greatly 
missed. 

Ian Kerry 
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News from St James Vestry 
The AGM was held via Zoom on Sunday 29 November 2020. 
Approximately 30 members of the congregation attended. At the 
meeting Faye Clerk, Sue Crosfield and Kathleen Keys ended their 
term of office. They received a bouquet of flowers in recognition for 
their work and support for Vestry. Fortunately, Dyane Harvey, Gill 
Amos and Alan Murray were nominated and proposed in accordance 
with the Constitution.  All three were appointed as new members of the 
Vestry. In addition to the new members the Vestry now includes, Rev’d 
Nick Bowry, Graham Smith (Treasurer), David McGavin (Rector’s 
Warden), Andy Longmore, (People’s Warden) Jill Drought (Alternate 
Lay Representative), Gillian Little (Lay Representative), Marion Mather 
and Charlotte Kemp (Vestry Secretary). 
In agreement with government regulations, at the end of December, 
Vestry approved the closure of the St James for a second time. 
The new Vestry met for the first time on 13 January 21, at 3;00 pm on 
Zoom, when it was agreed Vestry will return to meeting at the original 
time of 7:30 pm, on the second Wednesday of the month.  
Annually, and after the AGM, congregations are required to submit 
reports to  Dioceses Office by 31 January each year. The forms can be 
accessed and submitted on the Diocese web site which made the task 
easier. These  documents included: 
▪ Congregational Statistics 2020 
▪ Diocesan Schedule incl. Lay Rep Return 2020  
▪ Safeguarding Annual Checklist 2020  

I’m pleased to say that the reports from St James the Less were all 
submitted by the deadline. 
Andy Longmore, Kathlyn Topham, and Ian Fuge have been working 
together on a new format for our Risk Register. This has now been 
approved by Vestry. As this is a living document and Vestry are 
responsible for keeping it updated, Risk Assessment will be a standard 
item on the Agenda for each Vestry meeting.  
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There has been much discussion related to the priority of maintenance 
work, resulting from the Quinquennial Review. The top priority is the 
replacement of the church heating system. Alternative heating systems 
and costs are being investigated and it is hoped by September a 
decision will be made, allowing a new heating system to be in place for 
the winter. The second priority is the improvement of the Rectory’s 
insulation. Vestry agreed the expenditure for a professional survey to 
identify the insulation options and costs.   
Vestry express their thanks to Ian Fuge for the commitment he gives to 
the Fabric of our church, especially during the lockdown period. Fabric 
concerns need action even when the church is closed. Not only this, 
but the Quinquennial Review had to be organised and undertaken. Ian 
has led, investigated, and researched the work required for the new 
heating system and the insulation for the Rectory. Every month he 
provides Vestry with a very precise report on all the Fabric needs and 
requests Vestry to commit to the work. Equipped with Ian’s expert 
knowledge Vestry are able to make decisions relating to the 
maintenance and repair of the fabric of St James.  
All Vestry members are looking forward to approving a request to open 
our beautiful church once more, and for the congregation to join 
together for worshiping.  Until then take care and keep safe.     
With my love 

Charlotte Kemp
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Eternal God 
In the strangest of years, 
As we have watched winter bloom 
to spring, unfold to summer 
From behind our windows and 
doors, 
Speak to us, God of promise and 
hope, 
That in Your shaping hands, 
You hold all time: 
The quick and slow, 
The full and empty, 
The wasted and well-spent. 
Present God, 
In this strangest of years, 
As we have heard the voices of 
loved ones from afar, 
And communicated with many, 
But not face-to-face; 
Speak to us God of promise and 
hope, 
That with Your gentlest, calmest 
voice, 
We may find Your reassurance 
That in good time, we will meet 
again, 
With those from whom we have 
been separate. 
Understanding God, 
In this strangest of years, 
As we have seen our plans 
crumble, or go on hold, 
And we have found it hard to focus, 
And concentrate, and be resilient in 
our thinking, 
Untangle our minds; 

That we might piece together 
steadily 
Our way ahead, one step, one day, 
one hour, one moment, 
Beside our thoughtful God Whose 
paths 
Already lie beneath our feet, 
prepared to lead us on. 
Loving God, 
In this strangest of years, 
Take us by Your hand and with 
Your smile, 
Forgive, encourage and set free 
each child of Yours, 
Each Church, community and land, 
That healed by grace, emboldened 
by Your love, 
We may with daring faith, 
Resolve our hearts to face the 
future, 
Confident that our future, now as 
always, 
Invites our discovery, and our trust 
in You. 
Amen. 

Thank you Marion Mather, for 
sending these lovely prayers from 
the Church of Scotland. 

Prayers for Covid times
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Christmas celebrations 2020!

Cosy Christmas family with Georgina and Richard 
Phillips

A family visit to Val and David McGavin - with 
blankets, soup and presents!

Page 25



The Hunter family festivities, with 60th Wedding 
Anniversary flowers on display - Marian and Barney 
send huge thanks to the St James the Less 
congregation for their flowers

Young family members make an exciting Christmas 
visit in the dark to Richard and Heather Finch
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Joy and Pete Middleton also enjoyed a Christmas visit 
in the dark from family - and a lovely roaring fire!

Ian and Ishbel Proctor sitting at their son Richard’s, with 
doors wide open and the family at the other end of the 
room! 
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A very long service award
At the funeral of a certain Jones, a longstanding member of his 
congregation, the minister giving the eulogy mentioned something 
which had happened soon after the deceased had started to attend the 
church. The minister was organising a church social event, and had 
heard that Jones had a reputation as a singer. He asked Jones to do a 
turn at the social, and Jones agreed. When his turn came, Jones stood 
diffidently at the side of the stage, and then began a recitation song, 
telling a story that dates back centuries. The story goes that, in order 
to justify looking at a pack of cards in church, a soldier (or a servant) 
explains that the deck reminds him of the calendar and of God. 

Although the song is relatively modern, the 
story itself has a long and interesting 
history. 
The oldest printed example of each 
number card being spiritualized is found in 
a book called Het Geestelyck Kaertspel  
(The Spiritual Card Game with Hearts 
Trumps, or the Game of Love) by Joseph a 
Sancta Barbara published in 1666 in 
Belgium. The book is illustrated with 
playing cards and each of the Hearts cards 
is equated with a Christian subject. But the 
idea of some spiritual mnemonic goes 
further back, almost to the arrival of 
playing cards in the West. 
There certainly have been plenty of 
prohibitions historically against playing 
cards; usually the focus was anti-
gambling. However, right from the 
beginning there have been those who saw 

cards as a popular artefact that could be 
used as much for moral purposes as immoral. Conversely, there have 
also been laws allowing card playing, especially during certain times of 

image from https://dbnl.org/tekst/
sanc007gees02_01/index.php

Some material in this article is taken directly from https://marykgreer.com/
2011/01/12/moralization-of-the-game-of-cards-part-1/ and https://
marykgreer.com/2011/01/12/moralization-of-the-game-of-cards-part-2/
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the week or year, particularly Christmas, and sometimes even allowing 
penny bets. Martin Luther, who elsewhere spoke against gambling, 
declared himself to be God’s Ace who trumps the Pope in 1525.  
Sometime in the 17th to early 18th century this account with the 
spiritual mnemonic idea gave birth to a popular storyline that has 
continued, little changed to this day. The story goes that, in order to 
justify carrying a pack of cards, a soldier (or a servant) explains that 
the deck reminds him of God and the calendar (see Box 1 below). The 
private soldier in the story was originally named Richard Middleton, 
and he was enlisted in the 60th Regiment of Foot.    
The earliest known reference to this story as it is known today, is found 
in a commonplace book belonging to Mary Bacon, a farmer's wife, 
dated 20 April 1762. The story of the soldier can be found in full in 
Mary Bacon's World. A farmer's wife in eighteenth-century Hampshire, 
published by Threshold Press (2010). The folk story was later recorded 
in a piece of 19th century British literature usually called The Soldier's 
Almanack, Bible And Prayer Book. Mary Bacon was well-read (she 
owned 57 books!), and she copied by hand many stories and poems 
she read. The sources of some of her stories have been traced to 
various broadsheets, but no earlier printed version of this story is 
known. This seems to be the first record of what became the best-
known version of the soldier’s story. 
The next example, known as The Servant’s Almanac is found in Brett’s 
Miscellany by Peter Brett, 1748, which contains the main elements 
found in the later versions: 

"A Certain Gentleman having two Servants, one Servant 
complained to his Master of his fellow-servant, that he was a 
great Player of Cards, which the Master would not allow in 
his family … ." 

Did you know that the word “deck” of cards originates from 17thC 
English? 
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The London Magazine: Or, Gentleman's Monthly Intelligencer..., 
Volume 45 1776 p545 contains the full text as copied by Mary Bacon 
and also found later on an undated broadsheet found in a family Bible 
in the 19th century. This story has been reprinted many times, and has 
also appeared in the United States between 1763 and 1771, Brussels 
in 1778, another in Paris 1809, also the Netherlands. The basis of the 
story is practically the same in each case. Middleton’s faith has 
sometimes varied: Prophetical, Educational and Playing Cards by Mrs. 
John King Rensselaer, published by George W. Jacobs and Co. (1912) 
contains a variant of the Richard Middleton Story with a Jewish faith 
slant to it. 
In Durham University Library Archives & Special Collections is the 
memoranda book of Thomas Wilkinson (d.1792), a former chief 
constable of Chester Ward, Co. Durham. It contains an Account of 
Richard Middleton, a soldier, and why he had playing cards in church 
at Glasgow. 
So who was Richard Middleton? A Revd Richard Middleton was 
Chaplain to Prince Charles (afterwards King Charles I of Great Britain), 
who wrote a couple of books as primers for the young prince, exactly 
the place one might expect to find such mnemonic devices. So the 
story might go back that far. There also exists a Protestant mnemonic 
version of the cards. Then there is the confused list of Green Grow the 
Rushes, O. 
The Richard Middleton’s pack of cards story has lasted well. Since at 
least the mid-18thC and possibly earlier, he has served in many wars, 
through the campaigns in WW2 in North Africa, where he apparently 
also served with the US army, through Korea, and onwards. In more 
recent times his name has been lost and his preamble scene altered, 
the story somewhat abridged, but it is still going around.  
There is a Vietnam version (by Red Sovine), the Gulf War (by Bill 
Anderson), the 2nd Iraq War, and an email variation circulating from 
around 2003 featuring a soldier serving in Afghanistan. 
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In 1948 the popular country and western style song Deck of Cards 
(sometimes known as A Soldier's Prayer Book, see Figure 1 below) 
was written by "T." Texas Tyler and was recorded by (among many 
others) Tex Ritter in 1948, Wink Martindale in 1959, and Bill Anderson 
in 1991.  The song was based on the broadsheet found sandwiched 
between the pages of an old 19thC Bible. However, in that 1948 
musical version, the story is set during World War II and stars a soldier 
whose outfit, which has been fighting in North Africa, is newly arrived 
at Casino. This is the version now best known (see box 2 below). This 
song was later updated with an anticommunist twist for the Korean 
War as The Red Deck of Cards written by Dave McEnery and 
performed by Red River Dave in 1953. In The Red Deck of Cards, the 
truce of 1953 and the resulting POW swap has returned a soldier to 
the American side where he is resting in a Red Cross tent. There he 
interrupts a card game with a tale of how the Communist guards used 
playing cards to try to teach the prisoners the Communist "false 
doctrine" of godlessness: 
  And this "TREY" stood for three religious superstitions that  
  the Reds would soon destroy, 
  The Catholic, the Protestants and the Jewish... 
  The Heart stood for Christ's blood, all shed in vain. 
  The Diamond signified the real precious jewel, the    
  Communist Party. 
The POWs kept faith, however, and were immune to the Red 
propaganda. After the soldier tells his story, he rips up a deck of 
playing cards and heads off toward a Korean chapel. 
The concept has evolved into telling other stories, both Christian and 
secular, from a pre-arranged sequence of cards. There have also been 
several amusing parodies. 

Richard Phillips 

(Ed: Thanks for this fascinating account Richard. When we’re next in 
church together, I hope Nick isn’t too surprised when we all get out our 
packs of cards during his sermon!) 
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Showing how one Richard Middleton 
was taken before the Mayor of the 
City he was in, for using Cards in 
Church during Divine Service 

Then the soldier pulled out of his 
pocket the pack of cards, which he 
spread before the mayor, and then 
began with the ace. 
When I see the ace, said he, it puts 
me in mind that there is one God only; 
when I see the deuce, it puts me in 
mind of the Father and the Son; 
when I see the trey, it puts me in mind 
of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost; 
when I see the four, it puts me in mind 
of the four Evangelists that preached 
the gospel, viz. Matthew, Mark, Luke, 
and John; 
when I see the five, it puts me in mind 
of the five wise virgins that trimmed 
their lamps; there were ten, but five 
were foolish, who were shut out; 
when I see the six, it puts me in mind 
that in six days the Lord made heaven 
and earth; 
when I see the seven, It puts me in 
mind that on the seventh day God 
rested from all the works which he 
had created and made wherefore the 
Lord blessed the seventh day and 
hallowed it; 
when I see the eight, it puts me in 
mind of the eight righteous persons 
that were saved when God drowned 
the world, viz. Noah, his wife, three 
sons, and their wives; 
when I see the nine, it puts me in 
mind of nine lepers that were 
cleansed by our Saviour; there were 

ten, but nine never returned God 
thanks; 
when I see the ten it puts me in mind 
of the ten commandments that God 
gave Moses on Mount Sinai, on the 
two tables of stone. 
He took the knave and laid it aside. 
When I see the queen, it puts me in 
mind of the Queen of Sheba, who 
came from the furthermost parts of the 
world to hear the wisdom of King 
Solomon, and 
who was as wise a woman as he was 
a man: for she brought fifty boys and 
fifty-girls all clothed in boys’ apparel, 
to show before King Solomon, for him 
to tell which were boys and which 
were girls; but he could not until he 
called for water for them to wash 
themselves, the girls washed up to 
their elbows and the boys only up to 
their wrists, so King Solomon knew by 
that. And also of Queen Victoria, to 
pray for her. 
And when I see the king, it puts me in 
mind of the great King of Heaven and 
Earth, who is God Almighty. 
Well, said the mayor, you have given 
a very good description of all the 
cards except one, which is lacking. 
What is that? said the soldier. The 
knave, said the mayor. Oh, I can give 
your honour a good description of 
that, if your honour won't be angry. 
No, I will not, says the mayor, if you 
will not term me the knave. 
Well, said the soldier, the greatest that 
I know of is the serjeant of the city 
that brought me here. I don’t know, 
said the mayor, that he is the greatest 
knave, but I am sure he is the 
greatest fool….. 
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Figure 1 The Soldiers Prayer-Book
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During the North African Campaign, 
a bunch of soldier boys had been on 
a long hike and they arrived in a little 
town called Casino (sic). The next 
morning being Sunday, a sergeant 
commanded the boys to Church and 
after the Chaplain had read the 
prayer, the text was taken up next. 
Those of the boys who had a prayer 
book took them out, but this one boy 
had only a deck of cards, and so he 
spread them out.  
The Sergeant saw the cards and 
said, "Soldier, put away those cards”. 
After the services was over, the 
soldier was taken prisoner and 
brought before the Provost Marshall. 
The Marshall said, "Sergeant, why 
have you brought this man here?" 
"For playing cards in church, Sir."  
"And what have you to say for 
yourself, son?" 
"Much, Sir," replied the soldier.  
The Marshall said, "I hope so, for if 
not I shall punish you more than any 
man was ever punished."  
The soldier said, "Sir, I have been on 
the march for about six days. 
I have neither a Bible nor a prayer 
book, but I hope to satisfy you, Sir, 
with the purity of my intentions." And 
with that, the boy started his story:  
Ace: The one true God. 
Deuce: The Old Testament and New 
Testament in the Bible. 
Trey (three): The Holy Trinity; the 
Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. 
Four: St. Matthew, St. Mark, St. 
Luke, and St. John, evangelists and 
authors of the four Gospels. 

Five: The two groups of five virgins 
who trimmed their lamps for a 
wedding. Five were wise (by saving 
enough oil) and were admitted, while 
the other five were foolish (did not 
have enough oil) and were shut out. 
Six: God created the Earth in six 
days. 
Seven: God rested on the seventh 
day, now known as the Sabbath. 
Eight: The eight righteous people 
whom God saved during the Great 
Flood: Noah, his wife, their three 
sons, and their wives. 
Nine: Of the ten lepers whom Jesus 
cleansed, nine of them didn’t even 
thank him. 
Ten: The Ten Commandments God 
handed down to Moses. 
King: God, the Father. 
Queen: Blessed Virgin Mary, the 
Mother of Jesus and Queen of 
Heaven. 
Jack or knave: Satan or the Devil. 
365 spots: The number of days in a 
year. 
52 cards: The number of weeks in a 
year. 
Thirteen tricks: The number of weeks 
in a season, or quarter of a year. 
Four suits: The approximate number 
of weeks in a month. 
Twelve face cards: The number of 
months in a year. 
So you see, Sir, my pack of cards 
serves me as a Bible, an Almanac 
and a Prayer Book."  
"And friends, the story is true. I 
know, I was that soldier." 

Box 2 - Text of the WW2 version
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The Leprosy Mission 
The work with people affected by leprosy never stops. Around 200,000 
people are diagnosed every year. Early diagnosis and removal of 
stigma are all that remains to rid the world of leprosy. TLM’s goal is 
complete eradication of the disease by 2035! This will be the 
completion of the work began by Jesus.  
There is now a cure for leprosy. The World Health Organisation have 
made Multi Drug Therapy available and millions have been cured! This 
is a wonderful good news story which we are part of. 
What is Leprosy?  TLM have the following reply in their  Annual Prayer 
Diary 2021: 
“Leprosy is often considered a disease of the past. In fact, it continues 
to destroy lives all over the world as one person every two minutes is 
diagnosed with the disease. 
Leprosy is a mildly infectious disease caused by the bacillus 
Mycobacterium leprae. It is most common in places of poverty as 
overcrowding, poor nutrition and bad sanitation weaken people’s 
immune systems, so they are less able to fight the disease. 
What does leprosy mean for those affected? 
Physically 
The first signs of leprosy are pale patches of skin. Leprosy is curable 
with a treatment known as Multi Drug Therapy (MDT), but if it goes 
untreated, the consequences can be severe. 
M. leprae also attacks the nerves of the body, meaning people affected 
by the disease see changes in their bodies. 
These changes can mean people affected by leprosy may lose feeling 
in their hands and feet, which is dangerous as a cut on the foot from 
walking on rough terrain goes unnoticed, or a boiling pan is picked up 
without realising the damage that is being done to the skin. These 
injuries can lead to ulcers and even amputations in extreme cases. 
The damage that leprosy does to the nerves around the elbows and 
knees can also lead to muscle paralysis resulting in clawed hands and 
foot drop. Paralysis of the eye muscles can eventually lead to 
blindness. 
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Acute episodes of inflammation, called reactions, happen in up to half 
the people diagnosed with leprosy. Reactions cause swelling and pain 
in the skin, nerves and eyes, and patients may have to be hospitalised 
for months. 
Socially 
The Social consequences of leprosy can be as severe as the physical 
consequences. The stigma surrounding leprosy in many communities 
means that people affected by the disease face incredible levels of 
discrimination from their communities, friends and family.  
Children will find they are turned away from their schools and families. 
Adults are turned away from jobs and from housing. Far too many 
people affected by leprosy have no choice but to beg in order to get by. 
The Leprosy Mission tries to turn the tide on that discrimination across 
the world. 
Like all other charitable organisations,TLM have been unable to raise 
funds in the normal way during the last year. So instead of the usual 
Blue Tubs used for collections in the street, Scotland’s quarterly 
magazine Dochas (which Gaelic for Hope) promoted a Virtual 
Collection Box in the last issue. This was a good idea but a sad 
reflection on these times of restricted social access. 
Most of St James’ the Less congregation will know that Penicuik 
churches had a rich vein of willing workers for TLM. St James Church 
has maintained links with TLM for some time and your SJtL 
representatives (presently Jennifer Edge and myself, previously Mona 
Bennett) value your support. There are other active members of the 
Leprosy Mission Team in Penicuik, including Church of Scotland 
members Roberta MacKenzie, the team’s treasurer and Alison Troup, 
pancake chef! 
Pre-covid, the team came together regularly, holding teas and coffee 
mornings, making pancakes to serve with jams and cakes. My taste 
buds are reacting to the memory of Mona Bennett’s shortbread, and 
my nose to the smell of Alison Troup’s “before your eyes“ griddle 
cooked pancakes!  
But 2020 was not a barren year. Through donations to our Penicuik 
treasurer (Roberta MacKenzie), sales of Quizzes and the plant stall in 
the Main Street, a total of £1739 was sent to TLM headquarters in 
Stirling. 
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This is a joint Penicuik church effort and St James has been prominent 
in its success. Congratulation on your wonderful support and 
generosity, particularly to our Agnes Thorburn who is inspirational in 
her unwavering determination to help those affected by Leprosy. 
Closed church doors being no restraint, Agnes, undaunted, found 
Roberta’s door and knocked on it (socially distanced) to hand over her 
donations! 
Please remember in your prayers TLM staff members who are working 
on the front line with people affected by Leprosy. They are 
demonstrating God’s love amongst some of the most vulnerable 
people in the world. 
If you wish to find out more about TLM in Scotland, email 
contactus@leprosymission.scot. 

Marian Hunter 

If I had a wish, I would give to you  
The brightest star in the sky, 
An ocean full of dolphins and whales, 
A desert that stretches for ten 
thousand miles. 
You are such a wonderful person,  
Nothing in your life should be ordinary. 
And you are such a wonderful person, 
Everything in your life should be 
spectacular. 

May your year be filled with rainbow days! 

Shared by Gillian Little 

Birthday greetings for a grandson 
Gillian’s grandson in Lincolnshire will be 10 on 25th February. Like all 
grandparents, she is missing seeing her grandchildren very much. She 
found some lovely birthday greetings for him in this wee book.
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What do Colin Dexter, Inspector Morse, Bletchley Park, and, surely, 
several of us, all have in common? An addiction to cruciverbalism! 

Colin Dexter, apart from being a distinguished writer, was a leading 
crossword setter (his pseudonym was Codex) many decades before 
his most famous fictional detective, Inspector Morse, arrived on the 
scene. The name of Morse was taken from that of one of Dexter’s 
fellow crossword setters, as was that of Morse’s colleague, Sergeant 
Lewis. Inspector Morse was an inveterate solver of The Times 
crossword puzzle, always trying to beat his own best time. He likened 
crime solving to solving a puzzle – ‘get stuck, leave for ten minutes, try 
again, and Eureka!’ Good advice, whether solving puzzles, searching 
for that elusive jigsaw piece, or hunting down the charger for your 
toothbrush! (ask Richard!) 

Why Bletchley Park? The home of wartime British codebreaking 
searched far and wide for recruits, and the crossword has been 
described as a butterfly net used to capture the most ingenious brains. 
Do try to solve the Daily Telegraph crossword for 13 January 1942 in 
under twenty minutes to see if you would have made the grade: [http://
www.stephenpeek.co.uk/gchq_competitions/1942_crossword_puzzle/
1942_crossword_puzzle.htm]. Don’t worry if you’re completely 
stumped – Alan Turing, WW2 codebreaker and world-leading British 
computer pioneer, was hopeless at crossword puzzles! The first 
documented puzzles are riddles. In Europe, Greek mythology 
produced examples like the riddle of the Sphinx. Many riddles were 
produced during the Middle Ages as well. The Exeter Book, from 
around 950 AD, is an Old English manuscript, and contains riddles of 
all types (tending to the bawdy, I believe!).  

[http://www.literaryplaces.co.uk/?p=32] describes the Exeter Riddle 
Sculpture created in the book’s honour. 

PUZZLEMANIA 
part 1
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The ancient Romans loved word puzzles, (try 
reversing ROMA!). The first known word square, the 
so-called Sator Square, was found in the ruins of 
Pompeii and elsewhere, at least one in Britain. The 
Sator Square (or the Rotas Square, depending on 
which way you read it – word order doesn’t matter in 
Latin – is a 5x5, five-word Latin palindrome: SATOR 

AREPO TENET OPERA ROTAS – it’s easier to understand if you set it 
out for yourself as a square.  

In 19th-century England, word squares 
had become the basis for primitive 
c rossword puzz les fo r ch i l d ren , 
sometimes with pictures as clues or with 
an educational slant. Adults didn't do 
them until 21 December 1913 when the 
Sunday New York World printed a 
diamond-shaped puzzle called a word-
cross, devised by Liverpudlian Arthur 
Wynne.  

Solve it here: [https://www.thelightbox.org.uk/blog/the-crosswords-
puzzling-history]. The puzzle was an immediate success and became 
a weekly feature. The name evolved into cross-word, and finally, 
crossword.  
Oxford mathematician Charles Dodgson, better known as 
Lewis Carroll, invented a game called doublets, also known 
as word ladders, in which one word is transformed into 
another of equal length and related theme, changing a single 
letter at a time to make legitimate words, and using as few 
moves as possible. Try making WHEAT into BREAD, or 
BODY to SOUL.  

BATH

BATS

BUTS

RUTS

RUBS

TUBS
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A Cryptogram is a type of puzzle consisting of a short piece of 
encrypted text and is one of the oldest word games in existence. 
Monks from the Middle Ages reputedly were the first to use 
cryptograms for entertainment. Before that, they were used personally 
and for military and security purposes. Around the thirteenth century, 
Roger Bacon, an English monk, wrote a book in which he listed seven 
different cipher methods. In the 19th century Edgar Allan Poe helped 
to make cryptograms popular in many newspapers and magazines. 

Word searches are a relatively simple puzzle, whereby words can be 
read, always in a straight line, vertically, horizontally or diagonally 
within a frame; nevertheless, they offer a good success rate and are 
therefore very popular with all ages. 

Logic grid puzzles are a favourite of mine. You are given a series of 
categories, and an equal number of options within each category; each 
option is used only once. Your goal is to figure out which options are 
linked together based on a series of given clues. The grid allows you to 
cross-reference every possible option in every category. They first 
appeared in the 1970s. Read more here: [https://www.puzzler.com/
puzzles-a-z/logic-problem] 

The concept of codeword puzzles is simple: each number represents 
a letter, so, starting with the solved letters, use your logic and 
vocabulary to reveal more letters, form words, and then crack the 
code! Play online at: [https://www.havos.co.uk/en/Codeword.htm]. 

(Part 2 will appear in the next issue of “InTouch”) 

Georgina Phillips
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Mission to Seafarers 

Recently a box of hats, scarves and neck-warmers was sent for the 
Mission for Seafarers in Linlithgow. The knitting has certainly kept us 
occupied during these difficult and anxious times. 

We have received a letter thanking all who knitted for the Seafarers 
from Jennifer Gray, the Mission’s knitting co-ordinator based in Fort 
William. She says one of the chaplains recently wrote his own 
reflection on the woolly hats. 

He said “…they are practical, they keep people warm when work is 
difficult. They are pastoral, they show there is a link between the 
generous and kind people who knit them and the seafarers who serve 
us so well. They are also permanent, once given they are a memory 
for both the seafarer and their loved ones, of how, even though 
thousands of miles away from home, some-one knitted the gift for 
them and some-one from the Mission to Seafarers took the time to 
seek them out and give them that gift, to show they are not forgotten, 
and their work is appreciated. You make our work possible.” 

Some of the centres are closed and shore leave for the seafarers is 
cancelled, and chaplains’ visits are restricted. Fortunately now they are 
able to distribute warm, woolly items to them from the gangways. 

Jennifer wishes us well and stay safe and please do keep the knitting 
needles clicking again whenever you are able. 

Angela Sibley 
Ed: If you’re interested in joining the “Ministry of knitting” group, please 
contact Angela 01968 674211. The group also knits for premature 
babies, for bereaved parents and for Penicuik community projects. 
David McGavin pointed out that SJtL would normally have a 
Fellowship Lunch and collection for the Mission to Seafarers, and 
suggests that this year, we could send donations to Graham Smith 
(details at the end of the newsletter).
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Keeping a Spiritual Journal 
I’ve intended to keep a spiritual journal ever since I first heard about 
them over 20 years ago. In fact I have kept one briefly a couple of 
times. I also kept a diary as a teenager, again briefly. People are 
starting to write poems, record happenings and feelings during this 
global pandemic as their experiences are like nothing most have gone 
through in their lifetime. That and what the family has gone through 
and is going through with my daughter’s fight against cancer, now 
terminal, prompted me to want to try again. Where has God been in all 
this? 
So what is a spiritual journal and why keep one? It is a record of your 
journey with God. It can be times when God has felt close, times of 
prayer or answered prayer, other conversations, creation moments 
when everything seems right with the world, the sky is blue, the birds 
are singing, everything is blooming, sunsets, silence; moments when 
the goodness of God shows in a kindness or a caring. It can be an 
epiphany moments when something in a bible reading/study/sermon 
jumps out and speaks to you. It can be moments when you feel 
isolated from the world and God, times when you’re angry or sad 
about a situation, times when it’s difficult to find God. 
Keeping a journal allows you to look back on your journey, to see if 
times of isolation or hardship have strengthened you, to see if prayers 
have been answered and how; to remember the joy of a particular time 
or event can be uplifting in times of sadness. 
When and how often? A good time can be at the end of the day when 
you do a daily examine; remembering what has happened during the 
day, recalling moments to give thanks for, people who may need 
prayer or other help, times when you haven’t been kind, or 
opportunities to listen or help ignored or acted on; time to say sorry or 
thank you, time to commit to doing something. These are things that 
can be recorded. However it’s a question of what works for you: some 
people only write weekly or when something major happens; others 
keep a notebook in their pocket or handbag. Some keep more than 
one journal or a binder with sections so that, for instance, prayers and 
answered prayers are kept separately.
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Another thing that prompted me to start again was that while having a 
sort out I found the empty journal I bought on Iona, either in 2015 or 
2018 and a book I acquired in ?2004 when a friend was having a clear 
out and which I’d never found time to read called Keeping a spiritual 
journal. I’ve read this in the last couple of weeks and found it very 
helpful and that has prompted me to write this article. It was edited by 
Edward England in 1988 and is a selection of writings by 10 authors 
who all journal; one even included excerpts from other journalists 
following a request she made to find out how many others were writing 
spiritual journals and how helpful they found it. Maybe reading it would 
resonate with you and one or more of the writers encourage you to try. 
It is available from various online booksellers. 
What do you need to write a journal? A spiral bound or loose leaf 
notebook, a pen, to make time and commit, and to be transparent and 
honest. 

Jenny Wright 
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Rest In Peace  
David Bachop - Eulogy 
It’s a sorry sign of the times we are living through right now that so 
many of David’s good friends who would normally be here in Scotland 
to say their farewells are having to do so online. But nevertheless, we 
are grateful for the technology that has allowed many people to 
participate from miles away, in some instances thousands of miles 
away. 
Because, of course, in his own field David was a master of technology, 
to the extent that for the last few years of his working life, David was 
as often as not in his study in Dolphinton using the same broadband 
technology that we are using today to help clients all over the world 
master the intricacies of their scanners rather than flying off to meet 
them in their offices. 
David McAllister Bachop grew up in Edinburgh, went to George 
Watson’s School, and the roots of his deep Christian faith were forged 
in the Brethren Assembly in Oxgangs. David won a place at Belfast 
University to read medicine, before deciding to switch and follow his 
passion for languages at Cardiff University, before, rather ironically, 
deciding his languages wouldn’t offer him a career, so switched to 
training as a radiographer in London. He then returned to Edinburgh to 
work at the Western General Hospital, before returning to London in 
1982 to work for General Electric, where he spent almost all of the rest 
of his career before retiring at the age of 60. I gather he was the most 
inexperienced of the 80 applicants but got the job because he could 
speak so many languages! By my reckoning he could speak or read at 
least 10 languages and maybe more – several fluently and others 
more of a smattering. 
The easiest way to describe David is to say that he was a polymath. 
Not only was he an outstanding linguist, but he was also a very good 
mathematician and an accomplished pianist – characteristics that often 
go together apparently. 
That’s all true but David was far more than that. For a start he was a 
life enhancer, you invariably came away from any length of time spent 
with him feeling better about life. 
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David of course had a wonderful way with words. As well as 
languages, he loved language for its own sake. As one friend put it, 
David had mastered the ABC of language, he was accurate, brief and 
clear. 
He could tell a story with the best of them, full of humour and wit and 
keep a completely straight face until a twinkle and a smile gave the 
game away. As most of us, I suspect, know, the mythical Mrs 
McGregor’s performance as David’s housekeeper was generally sub-
optimal, but David always made up for it by being a very generous 
host and you would never have known that Mrs McGregor had let him 
down yet again. 
I always enjoyed his regular use of the phrase sub-optimal. He once 
memorably regaled us with GE’s efforts to fly him from Edinburgh to 
Frankfurt for an early Monday morning presentation by suggesting that 
instead he flew Sunday morning to Montreal to catch an overnight 
flight back to Frankfurt to save the company £10. We can all imagine 
his response to that sub-optimal suggestion – delivered ‘in a very 
caring way of course’, another of his catchphrases. 
David was a very humble man, simultaneously giving people his full 
attention but at the same time not interested in drawing attention to 
himself. But he was never averse to telling a good story against 
himself, not least about the time he and Ila, a GE colleague, were 
mistaken for man and wife, something David found hilarious and dined 
out on regularly. 
Markie and I spent countless convivial evenings at Pentland Edge as 
the Dolphinton Shakespearean Society, and it was a rare occasion 
when at least one of us didn’t fall asleep thanks to his unstinting 
hospitality. 
Unstinting is a word well suited to David. In particular, David was 
unstinting in his efforts to care for Norman and to look after his 
interests after Norman fell ill. At our church in West Linton, he was 
unstinting in his willingness to fetch people who didn’t have the means 
to get there under their own steam and take them home again or to 
take them to hospital appointments.  

Page 45



His willingness to help others, together with his kindness, his deep 
faith and his humour, have been constant themes of the comments I 
have seen since his untimely death.  
When David put his mind to do something, he spared no efforts to get 
it right, whether it was ensuring Norman’s welfare, being a godfather, 
doing very complicated mathematical equations, or, most recently, 
teaching himself Biblical Hebrew, to which he devoted hours and 
hours. It got to the point of getting to the top of a global leader board 
for answering questions and able to read much of the Book of 
Genesis. When one of his godchildren married a Welsh woman, he 
taught himself enough Welsh to join a few others in singing Calon Lan, 
a very well-known Welsh rugby anthem, at their wedding. 
And not so many years ago he was as happy devoting himself to 
teaching English to foreigners living in Edinburgh as he was to 
teaching Spanish to a teenager belonging to St Mungo’s. He was a 
man who gave generously of his time and his talents, even at a cost to 
himself.  
Yet at the same time David had very firm ideas of what was right and 
would not be persuaded to do something he did not want to do. For a 
start he didn’t even own a jersey and as a young man he wore a tie so 
often that he had the grace to laugh when he asked whether he wore it 
in the bath. 
In many ways, David was a very private man and very successful at 
compartmentalising his life. While I had heard of many of his friends 
from his pre-Dolphinton life, sadly it is only since his death that we 
have had any direct contact. 
David’s library is a fascinating mix of some very different books, many 
serious and quite academic, but also with Harry Potter stories and 
John Grisham novels dotted among them. But of course, being David, 
they are not in English. Only the other day I saw a Harry Potter story in 
Latin. 
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One of David’s many languages was Russian, which came in very 
handy when he had to go to the Kremlin in the 1980s to help sort out 
the treatment one of the ailing Politburo presidents – but not so handy 
when the Russians realised he could understand everything they were 
saying and quickly ushered him out!!  
David’s faith was so grounded that it didn’t seem to matter to him 
whether he worshipped with the Brethren, Elim Pentecostals or 
Scottish Episcopalians. As far as he was concerned God was bigger 
than any denomination. Perhaps unsurprisingly, he took advantage of 
lockdown to start worshiping from time to time – digitally of course – at 
Kensington Temple, where he used to worship for many years when he 
lived down south and made lasting many friends. 
A modest man, David had modest tastes. He took great pleasure in 
keeping his garden spick and span, and his idea of a good holiday was 
going to Funchal in Madeira in October sitting in the sunshine with his 
Kindle, enjoying good food and, of course, some Chateauneuf du 
Pape. Sadly, lockdown put paid to that last year, as his commitment to 
Norman was incompatible with the need to quarantine on his return 
even if he could have found convenient flights. 
David may have had an inkling that he was sicker than he ever let on 
as he said a few weeks before his death that he had had a good life. 
Indeed, he did, highly respected by his colleagues and customers, 
much loved by his family and friends, he wouldn’t have had it any 
differently. But it will be even better now, resurrected and reunited with 
his beloved Jesus in heaven and hopefully making good use of all his 
many languages.  
It was entirely befitting of the sort of man David was that he chose to 
leave all his worldly goods to a single charity – generous and thinking 
of others to the very end. A man of good character, his highest 
accolade for anyone, we will all miss him hugely. 

Peter Woodifield
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Peter and Ursula Plein, German twinning friends 
P e t e r a n d U r s u l a P l e i n ’ s 
granddaughter, Isabell Busch, sent 
this photograph and some sad news. 
Peter had died in March 2019 and 
Ursula had died in June 2020. Peter 
was a member of the Ubacher 
Gesangferein choir. When the choir 
visited Penicuik in 1979,  Peter and 
another tw inn ing f r iend, Ot to 

Schellong (with a wonderful base 
voice and who died some years ago), sang in St James. I met them 
when the Rullion Green Singers (of which I was accompanist for 25 
years) took part in a twinning visit to Germany. My only living contact 
with the Germany Twinning scheme now is Norbert Brendt, who writes 
to me every Christmas. He was music teacher and choir conductor of 
a school in Heinsberg and, though now retired, still plays the organ. He 
asks me to pass on his regards to anybody who remembers him.  

Jean Hindle 
Josette Buisson - French Twinning friend 
Again, my personal contact was made through the Rullion Green 
Singers. I recently received a note from Jean Buisson saying that his 
wife, Josette, had died. She had been Cantor and organist at the 
church in L'Isle sur la Sorg (near Avignon) in Provence. Ralph and I 
stayed with them several times. On another occasion when we stayed 
with another family, Jean met us on the steps of the church and I was 
taken up to the organ loft to sit with Josette. At the end of the service 
Josette handed me a piece of music which she asked me to play. I felt 
very honoured. 

Jean Hindle 
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Marion Rowley, Trustee for Edinburgh Diocese MU 
Gillian McGovern writes that her Mum (Marion Rowley) passed away 
on Sunday 10th January. She was taken to hospital on Christmas Day 
with an infection, but had a massive stroke on the 7th January and 
never regained consciousness. She would have been 93 this month. 
There was a funeral live-streamed and available to view on line at 1pm 
on Wednesday 10th February. Gillian will hold a memorial service 
when it’s possible, and she hopes you will pray for Marion. 

Jean Hindle 

Marion 2nd from 
right on front row) 
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Paul Settle 
My son Paul told me that his friend and school mate Paul Settle has 
died aged 66. Paul Settle's mother was secretary for Penicuik High 
School during Paul's time at school. Marion Mather was in the same 
year too. Paul is Godfather for one of Paul Settle's children. 

Jean Hindle 

(Ed: Sad to hear that so many of your friends have died recently Jean, 
but it seems you have a wealth of special memories and experiences! 
I’m sure that others in the St James the Less oongregation with 
remember the people you mention.)

Shared by Marion Mather
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Last Word 
I have been doing a short course on the psalms in January and 
February. It has been an opportunity to read them and engage with 
them in a different way to how I engage with them each weekday 
when saying the Daily Offices. It has reminded me once again of 
the richness of the psalms, and how they speak into our human 
condition, and into the times we are living through just now. Are 
there psalms you turn to on a regular basis or are more familiar 
with? I know I have fair few I like and read depending on my mood 
and at times I select one based on a sense of being prompted by 
God to pray with a psalm. Maybe the psalms are a resource you 
have not become acquainted with yet? 
As we journey through Lent, can I recommend the psalms to you. 
We shall be studying five psalms on a Monday evening in Lent. 
Even if you are not able to join us on a Monday evening you may 
wish to read through the psalms we shall be discussing and discern 
what they may be saying to you. The psalms are 85, 88, 121, 27 
and finishing with psalm 22. 

 Nick Bowry 

Dates for your diary and website 
There is no list for this issue, but plenty coming up for Lent, Holy 
Week and Easter. Please refer to Nick’s monthly newsletter and the 
St James the Less website. The website has undergone a complete 
facelift and contains lots of information, including downloadable and 
audio files of sermons, Nick’s newsletters and the church calendar. 
https://stjamesthelesspenicuik.org/ 
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Contact details 

Revd Nick Bowry 

The Rectory 
23 Broomhill Road 
Penicuik EH26 9EE 

01968 678254 
email: 
Rector.PandWL[at]gmail.com 

For donations to any of the causes mentioned in this 
issue, please contact Graham Smith 01968 673012 
(treasurer for St James the Less). 

Next Deadline 

Please send copy to Sue Owen by  
Sunday 2nd May 2021 

The next issue of In Touch will be distributed on  
Sunday 23rd May 2021 

Email: intouch[at]stjamesthelesspenicuik.org 

Mobile: 07815052929 

Landline: 01968 670678


