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Reflections from the Rectory

Planning and Thinking is Hope

	 As the days get longer and the snowdrops make a brave 
appearance in our gardens, every priest will normally have planned 
their church’s activities in Lent and in the Easter season. After the 
penitential season of Lent, Easter is a season of 50 days of 
unremitting joy as one of my colleagues likes to remind me.

	 Our ministry team did their initial planning in early December and 
last week we put the finishing touches to the Lent study and Easter 
programme for this year. As we considered what to offer, we reflected 
on conversations we had with members of the congregations, we 
reflected on what materials are available, and we considered what 
may help members of the congregations on their personal journey of 
faith. We then factored in what we could offer with the existing COVID 
restrictions in place.

	 I seldom ask people directly about what would help them on their 
pilgrimage through this life and in their personal journey with God. 
Much of my sense comes from less direct conversations, including 
what people show an interest in during our Monday evening and 
Tuesday afternoon meetings, and from feedback from sermons I and 
others in the team have given.

	 As I, and I expect many of you also, hope that the gradual and 
careful lifting of COVID restrictions may enable us to meet in person 
for faith development activities and more frequently for worship, I 
wonder what ideas and dreams you have for being able to meet in 
person? What is it you would like to resume doing? What is it you 
would like to start doing? What are you happy remaining doing using 
Zoom? If you have never joined in with a faith development activity, 
such as our Monday evening discussions or Tuesday afternoon Bible 
studies, what holds you back? Are we discussing things that do not 
interest you? Is it daunting to join a group, believing that everyone else 
has the ‘right answers’? Are the groups meeting at inconvenient times? 
Are the ‘head’ activities not what feeds you and you are looking for 
something that feeds your soul? These are not rhetorical questions. I 
am genuinely interested, so provision can be made to meet the needs 
of all in our congregations.
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	 I have my own ideas about what I would like to offer in addition to 
our current services and activities. I would hope to be able to offer 
some short workshops, maybe on a Saturday morning or after a 
service and a shared meal on a Sunday. My particular interests are in 
offering sessions on writing intercessory prayer, on understanding and 
practising Christian meditation, on learning to write your own 
blessings, on the history and practice of worship in the style of Taizé, 
on sharing the simplicity and beauty of sung Compline, of exploring the 
spirituality of young people and meeting their needs. 


	 However, ultimately, what is offered to the congregations will 
reflect what you would like to do coupled with what may interest and 
attract people who are not currently attending church.


	 As we gear up for spring, just like a gardener, we need to tidy up 
and clear away those things that do not promote growth and start to 
plant new seeds that may develop green shoots and grow and become 
productive. 


	 As we look with hope to prepare the ground for the coming 
seasons, you can help me and the ministry team decide what seeds 
need planted. We may need to scatter quite a few different seeds and 
see which ones take firm root and flourish, and to see where the Holy 
Spirit guides us to focus our resources. I am always ready to be 
surprised by the Holy Spirit. 


	 How do you respond to the questions posed in this article?


Nick Bowry
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Message from the editor


	 This Issue of “In Touch” is a bumper one! It’s very heartening 
indeed that so many of you have offered items. The variety of subject 
matter is wonderful and I also very much enjoy hearing the voices of 
my church family in their articles.


	 Many thanks to all contributors, and as always, our proof-readers 
Georgina Phillips and Ian Fuge, ever reliable and eagle-eyed!


	 If you haven’t contributed anything to “In Touch” so far, please 
have a think about it. We’re interested in *you*, your life, your history, 
your work (paid or unpaid), the people you love, your special times, 
your concerns, your interests. As I’ve mentioned before, if you don’t 
like writing, or are unable to write for any reason, do let me know and 
perhaps we can write it together (you chat and I take notes, I type it up 
& you check it. Just let me know! Georgina Philips is also willing to 
write with you.)


	 Hope you enjoy reading Issue 7. Please let me know if you have 
any comments or suggestions. 


Sue Owen



140 years and still going strong!

What significant event occurred in Penicuik on 13 April 1882?


	 I trust we al l know the 
answer! This was the fulfilment of 
the local Episcopalians’ desire for 
their own permanent place of 
worship in Penicuik; this April is 
the 140th anniversary of the 
opening of St James the Less 
church. The Bishop of Edinburgh, 
Henry Cotterill [see photo below] 
delivered the licence for services 
to be held, although the church 
building was not consecrated until 
1885. The interior looked very 
different from today.


	 T h e c o n g r e g a t i o n n o r m a l l y 
encompassed miners and mill workers; a 
wide variety of tradesmen; members of 
professions such as education, banking 
and medicine. Truly reflecting the 
composition of the local community. 
Representatives of all the local paper 
manufacturers had been invited; the 
Duke of Buccleuch had given special 
permission for the choir of St Mary’s, 
Dalkeith to attend – Onward, Christian 
soldiers being the chosen processional 
hymn. A goodly number of clergy had 
assembled; and the church was full to 
bursting. Revd John Hammond was the 
Priest-in-charge – there was no office of 
Rector until 1919. 


Henry Cotterill, Bishop of 
Edinburgh 1871–1886

The new St James the Less 
Church 1882
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	 Who can foretell the Covid situation this April, but we hope to 
have some kind of recognition of this anniversary. At the least, it might 
be nice to have a small exhibition in the hall: plenty of old unnamed 
photos still to be identified. Preferably, we should focus not on the past 
but on all the church has done and is doing within the community of 
Penicuik and beyond. As part of our Mission Action Plan, it would be 
helpful to update the audit of activities undertaken by St JtL folk within 
the wider community; this is not blowing our own individual trumpets, 
rather, showing how the church strives to be more fully effective in 
outreach. Ideas welcome, as are any documents and photos you might 
wish to donate to the archive. 


		 Just in case you missed out, or 
have worn out your copy by constant 
browsing, we still have copies of Up the 
Lane available for sale – please look in 
church or ask me. It reveals the history 
of St JtL through the voices of members 
of the congregation as they recount the 
story of our friendly, small but active, 
church.


Georgina Phillips
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News from the Congregations


Marion Mather - Rector’s Warden for St James the Less

	 I was born and raised in Penicuik and 
baptised in St James the Less. My sister Val 
and I joined the choir when I was about ten, 
and we are still members now. Music has 
always played a big part in my life, as has 
Church attendance.

	 On leaving school, I trained to be a primary 
teacher and went back to my own school, 
Eastfield Primary, for my first job. After five 
years, I transferred to Special Education. The 
job involved supporting the families as well as 

teaching children with behavioural difficulties. It was a physical job, 
with assaults a regular occurrence, so I took early retirement before 
the injuries became permanent!

	 My son Steven was born in 1990 but suffered a stroke at four 
days old. It was devastating but I was blessed with support from both 
clergy and congregation, which I have always valued and never 
forgotten. Steven, as many of you may know, has grown into a fine 
young man. He lives in his own flat and has a regular job. He has been 
through a lot of major health issues, but has handled them amazingly 
well and I am so proud of him!

	 Now that I’m retired, I’m busier than ever! I fill my time with 
volunteering at the Foodbank in Food, Facts, Friends Community Hub 
in John Street, and I continue to fundraise for Church, when 
restrictions permit, as well as Marie Curie and Saltersgate School. 

	 I was surprised recently to be asked by Nick if I would consider 
being Rector’s Warden but, after a few minutes thought, I agreed! I’m 
still a bit unsure about what the job entails but I will do my best to 
support Nick in any way necessary.

	 I do hope that we’ll soon be able to resume the full range of 
Church activities, moving forward together and supporting each other 
into the future, whatever that may hold.


Marion Mather




Generations	 

	 My grandfather was born in 1852 during the Crimean War. He 
died in 1944. I remember him well, a heavy genial old man who 
clearly enjoyed the company of his grandchildren - much mellowed 
from the stern papa of my father's childhood.

	 His father, my great-grandfather, Robert Martin, was a parish 
priest, much of whose ministry was spent in Bermondsey, one of the 
most deprived areas on the Thames. There, dead dogs and 
untreated sewage could regularly be seen floating in the water which 
was also the only supply of drinking water for those living on its 
banks. This area is vividly described by Dickens in Oliver Twist “a 
maze of close, narrow and muddy streets, thronged with the roughest 
and poorest of riverside people - unemployed labourers of the lowest 
class, ballast heavers, coalwhippers, brazen women, ragged children 
- offensive sights and smells from the narrow alleys - warehouses are 
roofless and empty, the walls are crumbling down, the windows are 
windows no more” and so on. Robert got to know Dickens well and 
together they fought to improve living conditions. One of his first 
achievements was the filling in of the tidal ditches which flowed 
through the slum of Jacob's Island. It was said that during the 1849 
cholera epidemic a third of the total deaths in London came from 
Jacob's Island. But his main interest was in education.

	 The first task in setting up a school is of course raising the 
necessary money. By 1850 enough money had been raised for this 
purpose but such was the demand for places that a second school 
soon had to be built,  a second teacher and two assistants paid and a 
small fee charged - 4p per week for a single child, 3p for a second 
member of the family and 2d for infants.Then because so many 
children were severely undernourished, Robert saw the need to 
provide them with a free school meal. That meant more money 
raising but the final result was two flourishing schools. Charles 
Dickens again came to his aid by speaking at well attended public 
meetings.
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	 Robert had eight children, a fairly normal number in those days, 
of whom obviously my grandfather, Reginald, was one. Both my 
parents were born during the reign of Queen Victoria. They married in 
the “roaring twenties” and by the outbreak of war in 1939 they had 
produced five children, four girls and (at long last) one boy. All married 
and all, bar one, had three children, most of whom are now 
grandparents, and so the family grows and the family tree spreads its 
branches ever more widely. I can't begin to estimate how many 
descendants my great grandfather now has but it must be well into 
three figures and that will be typical of many families.

	 There are times when I wonder what lies ahead for these children 
as more and more bad news about the state of the planet hits us, but 
there is always hope and an admirable determination among many 
young people to lead a more carbon free life and thus help to stave off 
the dreaded global warming. But just to make the picture more 
complicated we are told that the falling birth rate in some European 
countries, especially Italy, is causing much concern, largely because of 
the cost of caring for the elderly. Sometimes it is tempting to think that 
you just can't win!


Susan Crosfield


Sue’s grandfather, 
Reginald Martin 

Sue’s grandchildren, Rory 
and Chloé
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Daffodil Tea!

	 Plans are going ahead for a Daffodil Tea and Saturday 9th April 
would be our preferred date. However, if the weather remains mild, we 
may have to opt for Saturday 2nd April or even Saturday 26th March! 
Please watch this space…..

	 As explained in Issue 6 of In Touch magazine, we’ll have Tombola 
and Home Baking stalls as well as Lucky Boxes. They cost £1 and are 
all wrapped, so it’s rather like a Lucky Dip. We need clean, empty 
boxes and would welcome small gifts to put in them as well as 
wrapping paper. We’d also like to have a yellow stall. This has been 
very successful in the past, so dusters, wrapped chocolate biscuits or 
anything else that looks yellow! Please think about whether you could 
donate some of these things.

	 There is now a box at the back of Church for boxes, paper, gifts 
and yellow items but I can collect from anyone who’s not coming to 
Church at the moment. 

	 Helpers will be needed to pick daffodils on the Friday, to help set 
up the hall on the Friday evening, to get ready on Saturday morning 
and to sell goods and serve teas. If you’d like to help with any of these 
jobs, do please let me know.

	 As this will be our first fundraiser for quite some time, it would be 
lovely to have a good turn out from St James as well as lots of 
customers from the town.

	 Hope to see you at the Daffodil Tea 10-12 in St Mungo’s Hall, 
Penicuik on a date depending on the weather between now and then!


Marion Mather




Candlemas at St James the Less

	 As part of the Sunday morning service celebrating Candlemas on 
6th February 2022, the congregation was invited to bring candles from 
home to be blessed, along with the church’s candles. Hopefully, 
burning these candles at home during the year would remind us to 
show God’s light to the world! Andy Longmore captured the moment of 
blessing in this photograph.


News from Margaret Paton (6 December 2021)

Dear Jean,

	 It is raining AGAIN which is pretty unusual for Australia and a bit 
further north in NSW there is flooding. People have lost their homes 
and farmers have ruined crops but thankfully only one person has lost 
his life. 

	 The Sisters I live with have been locked up for most of the year 
(that sounds like prison! It wasn't that bad.) It is only now that we are 
able to travel about again but for how long I wonder with the omicron 
virus abroad? The year has gone quickly in spite of restrictions. 
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	 I use a walker these days when I go out and about and a walking 
stick indoors but I manage to get where I want to go. I still drive which 
is useful for shopping and going a bit further afield to places like 
Picton, which I love going to. It could almost be somewhere in 
Scotland, surrounded by hills. It takes about an hour and a half from 
Sydney to get there - lovely coffee shops and gift shops. So we enjoy 
ourselves. I have only been able to go twice this year. Usually it is five 
or six times. I go to see my Spiritual Director, not just to have a cup of 
coffee!! 

	 Australia has been called the 'lucky country' and it still is. All 
through this pandemic I listen on the news to how other countries are 
faring and many have a far worse time than we do. NSW is over 90% 
vaccinated. I have been vaccinated twice and am heading for a 
booster shot, probably next month. 

	 It is hard for me to believe but next year I shall be 90!! I live semi-
independently with another Sister of St Joseph but we get our lunch 
cooked for us from Monday to Friday ( aren't we lucky) and if we need 
help there is a nurse who lives on the premises. We have a very 
comfortable house. The only problem is that we live on a Highway just 
on the other side of the fence and traffic is noisy, especially with fire 
engines, ambulances and police cars racing along. A few years ago 
traffic was quite light but not now. 

	 Next year, in January I think, I am having a book published. It is 
called Julian of Norwich - Voice of Divine Love. It has taken me ten 
years to write. The Paulists who publish just along the road are 
producing it. I am so fortunate. But I haven't finished yet! I am working 
on a book on Gertrude the Great of Helfta but whether it will ever be 
finished is another matter. 

	 Forgive me for having spoken so much about myself. I hope that 
you are well and your family is A 1 and covid free. I hope the year has 
not been as strange for you as it has been for us but at the same time I 
can ask 'Where has it gone'?

	 I hope you will have a very Happy Christmas and that 2022 will 
be a healthy and peaceful year for you and your family and the world. 	
	 God bless you.


Margaret Paton
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Irene Hair

	 Irene Hair was a member of St 
James for many years. She was a 
lovely, kind and generous lady who 
lived to the ripe old age of 96 and 
everybody loved her. 

	 Saturday 5th February 2022 would 
have been her 100th birthday, so the 
family got together that day, to 
remember the happy times we spent 
with her. 

	 Church flowers that weekend were 
done in her memory in her favourite 
colours - lilac, purple and pink. 

	 Gone but not forgotten by her 
daughters.


Val McGavin and Marion Mather and all the family 

Flowers for Irene, 

St James the Less Church
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My Amazing Mother

	 Born in February 1930 in Dunrobin Place, Stockbridge Colonies, 
Lilian Smith, my mother, was the fourth child of six to Lilian and William 
R Smith. Soon afterwards, the family moved to 32 Reid Terrace, upper 
flat, overlooking the Water of Leith and beyond to Inverleith Park 
(where you could watch the cricket!). Grandpa was a marine engineer 
with Brown Bros of Leith and he answered the call for volunteers by 
the Ben Line, Merchant Shipping Line (Leith) in World War II. He 
became Chief Engineer on the Ben Wyvis. He used to send a postcard 
from whichever port they put into and the first child to show him where 
it was on the family globe was awarded a bag of sweets. Having a 
lifelong thirst for knowledge, it was always Mum!

	 Tragically, the Ben Wyvis was torpedoes by a U-boat and sank 
very quickly. The first message from another boat was about the 
sinking on 20th March, 1941 - “Crew missing at sea, presumed 
drowned”.

	 Mum was only eleven when she lost her beloved father. She 
fantasised about him being like Robinson Crusoe on a desert island, 
but it was not to be.

	 She threw herself into reading books from Stockbridge Library. 
On one occasion, the librarian questioned her ability to read these 
books in one day and insisted she came back the next day!

	 Mum attended the Holy Cross Primary and then St Thomas of 
Aquin’s School for Girls. She used to tell us the story of a nun hitching 
up her habit to climb on a chair to pin something on the wall - thus 
revealing her ankles. When the class gasped, she turned round and 
asked, “Well, what did you expect? Wheels??!!”

	 She left school at fifteen with a Lower Leaving Certificate. She 
would have loved to become a primary teacher, but she had to leave 
school. (Actually, she was a great teacher to my brother and me (and 
my sister-in-law, Morag), and to her grandsons). She worked as a 
Legal Secretary until her marriage to my father in February 1950 in St 
Peter’s, Lutton Place. Dad had been in the Navy during the war and 
then lodged in Reid Terrace while he trained with the Prudential 
Insurance Co Ltd.
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	 He was sent to work in Newmains near Wishaw, Lanarkshire, 
where they set up home in 1950. I still remember my mother warning 
me of the dangers of going near the coal bings. “If you fell in, it would 
be like the burning fires of hell!” That worked!! The noxious fumes from 
the bings seriously affected my mother’s health and our sympathetic 
GP recommended to the Prudential that Dad be moved to somewhere 
with cleaner air - hence our move to Gala Water  - a year in Stow (on 
the A7), where I began my schooling and then nine years in 
Fountainhall (just near the Waverley Line). For me, that meant P2 - P7 
and then three years at Galashiels Academy before moving to 
Edinburgh.

	 One incident which springs to mind is of a visit from the Revd 
Waugh of St Mary of Wedale Church, Stow. We were preparing to go 
for a swim in Gala Water and, apparently, I invited the minister to join 
us, much to my mother’s embarrassment! Actually, we learned later 
that Mr Waugh had been very pleased about the invitation!

	 We moved to a brand new bungalow in Fountainhall in 1956 (still 
with the pantry and grills into the wall for ventilation) and with gardens 
large enough for sizeable vegetable plots. My mother, city born and 
bred, soon reaped the rewards of her horticultural labours. She and 
the Infant Mistress alternated the positions of President and Secretary 
of “The Rural” (Scottish Women’s Rural Institutes), and she learned 
many cookery, bakery and craft skills. Her mother-in-law taught her 
how to use the manual Singer sewing machine (and then gave it to 
her). She made all our clothes, and her own, and also thought up 
productive outfits for my brother and me for the annual fancy dress 
competition at Stow Sports. Until the pandemic, this was still taking 
place, including the parade through Stow, requiring the A7 traffic to be 
halted either end of the village. So gifted was my mother that we 
always won first prize. Mum was so embarrassed that she did not 
enter us one year!

	 I remember a birthday party for my brother when she invented a 
drink called Pimms no. 10, made of orange and lemon squash with 
slices of apple and orange. Soon afterwards she had several angry 
mothers demanding to know why Mum had been giving their children 
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	 Long before car radios existed, we had “car songs” to entertain 
Chris and me on car journeys. Many were from Mum’s days of being a 
Brown Owl. I taught a song We are the Red Men to a P3 class a few 
years ago and a little girl put up her hand to say “Please miss, we sing 
that song in Brownies!”. She was surprised to learn how I had known 
it!! 

	 When we moved to Sciennes Road in 1965, Mum was able to 
enjoy again the delights of the library (this time, the one on George IV 
bridge) and Usher Hall concerts. In 1967 she sat Higher English at 
evening class, while I sat mine at Boroughmuir Senior Secondary 
School.

	 Mum covered cushions with PVC for St Peter’s Youth Fellowship; 
she taught my brother to sew sails for the six-foot pram dinghy he built 
in his bedroom; she sewed my going away outfit of dusty pink denim 
and re-upholstered a second hand set of armchairs and settee for my 
new home in Ladywood. Later, she delighted in knitting jerseys for my 
three sons and dressed little teddies in whichever outfit was requested. 
She taught them the Cub and Scout knots and the International 
Alphabet (Alpha, Bravo etc). She fostered my sons’ interest in quizzes, 
crosswords and Scrabble.

	 About a year after Bill and I were married, in 2001, I invited Mum 
over for a Little family BBQ. After the meal, the “young ones” decided 
to go over to Vogrie to initiate Ross, aged about 3, into its delights. 
After doing the dishes, Bill, Mum and I were sitting enjoying a cup of 
tea in the sunshine and laughing. I said “It’s a good job the young ones 
are not here, we’re being really silly!” Whereupon my mother threw up 
her hands and said “Who cares?!!” - and that’s how I like to remember 
her - a really gifted lady with a great sense of fun!


Gillian Little
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A trip down Memory Lane!


	 Gillian Little sent this photograph of a birthday party in St James 
the Less Church Hall from 1990.

	 There are three children and one adult who were church 
members at the time - Can you spot them? Answers below!

Suzanne McCrae; Martin Phillips; Ben Miller (6th birthday); Gillian 
Little (her mother on the left and Lorna Mortis, Ben’s Godmother on the 
far left)
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Your 1800 weeks of work

by Matt Morgan, consultant in intensive care medicine 


(Although appearing in the British Medical Journal and written by an 
intensive care consultant, this article expresses sentiments that apply 
not only to the medically orientated but must apply to all of us. His 
Christmas gift book which he mentions, Four Thousand Weeks, relates 
to our concept of time and our approach to using it as a commodity 
and is an interesting read.)

	 As another year ticks silently into the next, along with the 
resolutions broken, I reflect on my place as a speck on this Earth. My 
Christmas gift of a brilliant book by Oliver Burkeman, Four Thousand 
Weeks: Time Management for Mortals (published by Farrar, Straus 
and Giroux, 2021), has helped to make this seemingly morbid festive 
activity feel life affirming. 

	 With just 4000 weeks or so in an average human life, Burkeman - 
a self-confessed recovering productivity geek - argues that we 
concentrate too much on getting more and more done while forgetting 
what it is in life that really matters. In any life there will always be too 
much to do, and, with the whole of documented human civilisation 
contained within the span of just sixty centenarian lifetimes in a row, 
you are really no big deal. Instead of denting the universe, Burkeman 
argues, what really matters is “making some tiny contribution to the 
betterment of the environment, or your neighborhood, or the political 
culture.” 

	 It struck me that those 4000 weeks of my life will contain 1800 
weeks of caring for patients. Eighteen hundred weeks of work. Boiling 
your entire career down to these simple numbers may help you to 
move from last year to the next with a different view of how you relate 
to time, to people, and to yourself. 

	 In any career in healthcare there will always be too much to do. 
As the whole of medicine’s documented history could be contained 
within the span of just twenty centenarian human lifetimes, you can 
make a big difference. Not in an Elon Musk, dent-the-universe kind of 
way, but by making tiny improvements for patients, for your colleagues, 
or to the health systems people rely on. 
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	 These seemingly insignificant gestures are not only enough - they 
are the ones that really matter. And, while the 24-hour news channels 
batter us with gloom, not everything that weighs us down is ours to 
carry. Allow the good days to bring you happiness; the bad ones will 
bring experience of this short life and even shorter career. 

	 So, when making resolutions for the next fifty-two weeks of your 
life in medicine, remember that the true value of any time management 
strategy lies in it helping you to neglect the things that don’t really 
matter. 


Shared by Nigel Johnston

(Matt Morgan is an honorary senior research fellow at Cardiff 
University, consultant in intensive care medicine, research and 
development lead in critical care at University Hospital of Wales. The 
article is from the British Medical Journal: first published on 4 January 
2022, and included here with the author’s permission)


Hedgehogs

How to help this endangered species


	 Hello, I’m a volunteer Hedgehog Champion with the British 
Hedgehog Preservation Society/Peoples’ Trust for Endangered 
Species (BHPS/PTES).

	 How long is it since you last saw a hedgehog? They are now 
officially classed as vulnerable to extinction in the UK. There are many 
reasons and it's sad to think of such a fate for this prickly little God’s 
creature. Here are ways to help (further details below):


1. Link your garden with Hedgehog Highways

2. Create a wild corner

3. Make your pond safe with a ramp

4. Clear away netting and litter

5. Put out food and water
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6. Stop using chemicals

7. Check before strimming

8. Be careful with bonfires

9. Make a home for hedgehogs


	 What these helpful actions mean:

1.	 Linking your garden with a Hedgehog Highway: Hedgehogs travel 
between1-2 km a night searching for food and a mate. Leave a small 
gap in your fence the size of a CD case to let hedgehogs through but 
too small for pets. BHPS/PTES sell snazzy little recyclable Hedgehog 
Highway signs, for a few pounds. Ask your neighbours to do the same!

2.	 Creating a wild corner in your garden: Let things go wild and 
leave some leaf and twig litter so they can snuffle around for insects!

3.	 Making your pond safe: Hedgehogs can swim but if they can’t 
climb out of steep-sided ponds or pools they will drown. Use a pile of 
large stones or piece of wood to create a simple ramp.

4.	 Tidying up netting and litter: This can trap hedgehogs due to their 
spines. Even rubber bands dropped by the postie can become 
embedded in their skin, causing a slow, painful death.

5.	 Putting out food and water: You can supplement their diet with 
wet dog or cat food (preferably not fish based). No bread, milk, 
mealworms or peanuts, which are all extremely bad for them. For 
those who are into simple DIY you can make a feeding station to stop 
other animals having a free supper - details on the BHPS website.

6.	 Not using chemicals especially slug pellets: Hedgehogs are a 
gardener’s best friend as they eat slugs as well as many other 
beasties which would otherwise be devouring your plants.

7.	 Checking before mowing or strimming: Hedgehogs sleep in long 
grass or hedges during daytime and won't move if they hear a mower, 
resulting in horrific injuries or death. Use gloves to move a single hog 
to safety. If there's a family, call the BHPS for advice on 01584 
890801, the SSPCA on 0300 999 999 or your local Hedgehog Rescue.
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8.	 Being careful with bonfires or burning leaves: Piles of debris are 
irresistible to a hedgehog looking for somewhere to hibernate or nest. 
Build your fire on the day of burning, or if you have to build it before 
then check carefully with a pole or broom, not a spade or fork.

9.	 Making a home for hedgehogs: A log pile is one of the best 
features for encouraging all kinds of wildlife and insects and provide 
nesting opportunities all year around. Alternatively, you can make your 
own hedgehog house – download instructions from the BHPS website.

10.	 Keep an eye out for hedgehogs when driving at night, and let it 
get over the road safely if you see one. If you see it too late try to steer 
so it will pass under the middle of the car where it is least likely to be 
harmed. Record hedgehog sightings, including dead ones, on The Big 
Hedgehog Map website. This builds up a picture of where they are 
most active and how we can encourage local populations. A hedgehog 
seen during the day is usually in need of help and you should contact 
one of the organisations above. If you’d like to do more, you can 
become a Hedgehog Champion by registering on the Hedgehog Street 
website (https://www.hedgehogstreet.org/), where you can find lots of 
resources to make your gardens, neighbourhood and Parish 
hedgehog-friendly zones.


Moira Grant

Image from https://www.britishhedgehogs.org.uk/

https://www.hedgehogstreet.org/
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Christianity After Religion

Book Review


	 When I looked inside the cover of this book by Diana Butler Bass, 
a Christmas present from my daughter, I was a bit disappointed: it had 
been written in 2005, was a First Edition and had distinct brown page 
edges to prove it! Having read it, I rate it a book whose spiritual time 
has grown. Part 1 belied the wisdom to come, consisting largely of an 
analysis of declining interest in religion in the USA up to the new the 
millennium. The ‘fireworks’ start with Diana’s analysis of events 
thereafter: in particular, the terrorist attacks on 9/11, the child abuse 
cover-up in the RC church, protestant conflict over homosexuality and 
the Ebola epidemic in Africa. These events prompted the same 
anguished question the world over: “Where is God?”. The answers 
offered from religious circles, particularly evangelical (‘wrath of God’) 
republicans in the USA, inflamed passions and intensified doubts: the 
decline in church attendances quickened. However, interest in 
spirituality remained steady, confirming what several philosophers 
were claiming, as the old millennium ended, that a ‘fourth awakening’ 
and time of spiritual renewal had begun. Herein lay the motivation for 
the book because Diana feared that all churches were sleep-walking 
through a spiritual revival that made their religious practices 
increasingly irrelevant.  

	 Entitled New Vision, Part 2 begins with a quote from Dietrich 
Bonhoeffer (Letters and Papers from Prison), words written as he 
asked himself that same question, “Where Is God?: “Our relationship 
to God is not a religious relationship to a supreme Being, absolute in 
power and goodness, which is a spurious conception of 
transcendence, but a new life for others through participation in the 
Being of God”. Thereafter, the reader is presented with  a handbook for 
such participation. Instead of trying to tell Christians from the outset 
‘What to believe’ , then ‘ What to do’ and What not to do ‘, the church 
should be inviting people to imitate Jesus. ’Doing Church’ should be 
less like attending a series of motivational lectures and more like a 
yoga class!



	 After all, that was the way Jesus had kicked things off: “follow 
me”, in other words, be a blessing to the hungry, the poor, the sick and 
the captive. The touchstone for deciding what to do in church and in 
life was whether words or actions were likely to initiate such blessings. 
Practice priorities were Belonging> Behaving >Believing, not the other 
way round: when it came to  ‘Believing’, that was a matter of putting 
trust in (latin root ‘religio’) a power other than, but accessible within, 
ourselves and not dispassionately assenting to a set of opinions about 
God, Jesus and traditional church practices.

	 The final part, Awakening, begins with another Bonhoeffer quote: 
“Jesus does not call men to a new religion, but to life”. We, the church, 
were challenged to seize opportunities presented by changes going on 
around us: the speed with which facts about our environment and 
planet circulate; the concerns, particularly of the young, about 
trajectories; the changes that can be wrought by concerted challenge 
to those holding the levers of power. Diana sees nothing less than a 
spiritual awakening that “rehearses paradise”. ‘When enough people 
experience this metanoia, our sense of whose we are, what we are to 
do and how we understand God changes’. Unfortunately, religion is a 
bulwark against change: it was in Jesus’ day and remains so today. 
The church needs to turn itself inside out, developing a mindset that 
locates and defines God as the lifeblood of creation and community. 
Core practices that mediated forgiveness of sins and gave an aura of 
self-importance need to be sacrificed on the altar of spirituality.

	 Then and only then will the great prophecies of the past (e.g. 
Isaiah 2 v2-4) be fulfilled. So says Diana Butler Bass and I say ‘Amen’ 
to that!


Neville Suttle

	 [Ed: Neville also shares a poem which follows very nicely from 
this article. Please see page 34]
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‘Remember, remember the fifth of November 
twentieth of March’


	 I know it doesn’t have the same ring to it, but we should all be 
keeping March 20th this year in mind – it’s Scotland’s Census day!

	 This Census was delayed from last year due to Covid, but 
planning is well under way; staff are being brought in even as I type 
and it will be happening this year. However, it will be significantly 
different from previous Censuses.

	 This year, instead of 11,500 Census enumerators pounding the 
pavements, delivering chunky envelopes of paper forms by hand to 
every household in Scotland, from February 28th every house will get a 
letter through the post with an Internet Access Code. Your Census can 
be filled out online from the minute you get your letter, but NRS 
(National Records of Scotland) are looking for you to fill out your 
information as if it was March 20th. You have two weeks from Census 
day (until April 3rd) to complete your Census. Then the pavement-
pounding enumerators are unleashed and will be knocking on your 
door to chase up your return! You can complete your return on a 
computer, tablet or phone but if you don’t have one of them don’t worry 
- there is a phone number on your letter to request a paper form.

	 Scotland has been taking a Census of its population every ten 
years since 1801 with a few minor head counts happening even before 
then. This will be Scotland’s 22nd Census since a compulsory Census 
was established by Act of Parliament. ‘Doesn’t add up’, I hear you say 
- there was no Census in 1941 due to the war, and this year’s is the 
first Census ever to be postponed and one in a year not ending in a 1.

	 Once all the returns are collected it will take a full year to crunch 
the numbers! Your Census return will be kept totally confidential for 
100 years. Any paper returns are loaded onto pallets, wrapped in cling 
film and locked up in our storage facility, but the information from it will 
be anonymised and used for a huge number of purposes. The Census 
is not just for the amusement of genealogists. It is used to work out 
budgets for local councils, to calculate how many schools and nursing 
homes will be needed in the next ten years and to inform university 
studies on socio-economic trends, to name just a few.
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	 So you can see that your Census return is valuable, not just to 
family historians but to inform all aspects of life for the next ten years 
to come – just please don’t tell us your religion is Jedi if it’s not!


Gill Amos

[Ed: Gill is Lead Business Analyst for National Records of Scotland]

St Mungo’s, West Linton History (Part 3)

From a document written in 1951


Parts 1 & 2 appeared in Issues 5 & 6 of In Touch

	 After the death of William Forbes, his son, John Houblon Forbes, 
became patron of the church and charge for a further thirty years, until 
1926, when the Medwyn estate was sold, and the family left Scotland 
to live in England. Thus the Forbes family maintained its influence over 
St Mungo’s for a period of seventy-five years.

	 An extract from the Sederunt Book reads:-

“To John Forbes Esq:

“The Rector, Office Bearers and Members of St Mungo’s Episcopal 
Church, West Linton, and while realising that, having left Medwyn and 
residing in London, you find yourself no longer able to continue 
carrying on the Patronage of this Incumbancy, and the offices connect 
therewith, so ably and so conscientiously carried out by you and your 
Father in the ….. desire at this time to place on record, in the Sederunt 
Book, as also to express to you, personally, their sincere regret at your 
demission of these offices, and your departure from West Linton.  Also 
to express their deep sense of gratitude, for your unceasing care, with 
which you and your family have watched over the interests of the 
church and congregation in the past, _that you and yours will ever be 
held, in the days to come, in their affection and esteem.

“On behalf of the said office-bearers, vestrymen and members of the 
congregation.

	 	 	 	 	 “L.S. CAMPBELL COLQUHOUN

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 “Rector

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 “9th December 1928”
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	 With the exception of two, all the memorials in the church are 
dedicated to members of the Forbes family. The three beautiful stained 
glass windows, two of them Kempe windows, are dedicated to William 
Forbes, to his wife, Mary Anne Forbes (the smaller window in the East) 
and to Louisa, the second wife of Sir James R Ferguson, of 
Spitalhaugh (the window in the Sanctuary).

	 The blue plaque is dedicated to John Houblon Forbes, his 
daughter Dorothy, and his sisters, Elizabeth and Helen.   St Mungo’s 
Church is a lasting memorial to the Forbes family and the house of 
Medwyn.

	 The brass tablet behind the lectern is dedicated to the Revd 
William Fancourt, M.A., who was rector of the church and minister to 
the congregation for 25 years, leaving behind him a fragrant memory 
of a man who went about doing good, because he was a good man.

	 The brass tablet behind the rector’s chair in the chancel speaks 
for itself, reminding us of the tragedy of war.


	 “To the Glory of God and the dear memory

	 	     of James Adam Hamilton

	 son  of  Sir   James   R    Ferguson,  Bart.   of

	 	 	   Spitalhaugh

	 	    Born  22nd  March, 1892

	 Killed  in  action  at the Battle  of  the  Aisne

	 	     20th September, 1914.”


	 It is interesting to learn that before the building of St Mungo’s 
there was a private Episcopal Chapel at Dolphinton House, 
Dolphinton, built by a member of the Mackenzie family, Mr Richard 
Mackenzie.   His son, John Ord Mackenzie, and his family attended St 
Mungo’s church in turn with their attendance at their own Episcopal 
Chapel at Dolphinton. Kenneth Mackenzie, son of John Ord 
Mackenzie, served on the vestry for many years, and now his son, 
John Moncrieff Ord Mackenzie, is rector’s warden at St. Mungos to-
day and in turn his son Richard Windham John Mackenzie is one of 
the younger members of the congregation.
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	 Other notable Episcopalian families living in the parish at that 
time were the Brodies of Whim, the Fergusons of Spitalhaugh, the 
Beresford – Hopes of Macbie Hill, one of whom, Alexander J. B. 
Beresford-Hope gave the beautiful Communion Set used to-day, the 
Nichols of Netherurd, besides a number of business men and 
tradesmen with their families living in West Linton and the 
neighbourhood. 

	 Several of these friends of St Mungo’s helped to furnish the 
church: the Communion Set already mentioned, the first lectern Bible 
by Elizabeth Hume, the first Altar Book by the Revd George Forbes, 
the younger brother of Mr. William Forbes.

	 In its one hundred years of history St Mungo’s has had sixteen 
incumbents – F. Woodward, 1851; William Minniken, 1852-53; William 
Y. Moir, 1853-56; William Stephen, 1856-58; Walter Bell,1858-67; 
James Hicks, 1867-73;  John T Raymond, 1873-75; George Charles,  
1876; David Preston, 1877-81; William Fancourt, 1882-1907; J.S. 
Begg, 1907-13;  Percy Young, 1913-21; M.E. Carrington, 1921-26; L.S. 
Campbell-Colquhoun, 1926-29; A.B. Caird, 1929-44; J.R. Kennedy, 
1944 - present rector.


	 Among prominent laymen who supported the church in their day 
and generation not the least was Professor Hannah of Whim, whose 
son is rector of St John’s, Selkirk.  To his memory the family presented 
the Lectern Bible now in use.


	 In the Children’s Corner hangs the strikingly beautiful painting 
known as The Madonna of the Candelabra by Raphael, a 
contemporary copy by one of his pupils. It was gifted to St Mungo’s by 
Lady Constance Erskine, who purchased it at the sale of Miss Dorothy 
Forbes’ pictures in 1941. The picture used to be in Medwyn House 
which Lady Constance so often visited. She and her sister, Lady 
Francis Tufnell, were specially fond of the painting, and are delighted 
that it has found a home in St Mungo’s.
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	 Lady Constance Erskine and Lady Francis Tufnell are sisters of 
the present Earl of Mar and Kellie. Their mother was the eldest 
daughter of William Forbes of Medwyn. Both are generous supporters 
of St Mungo’s.


	 What of the present and future of St Mungo’s? It is as strong to-
day as it was a hundred years ago. With the exception of the 
Mackenzie family of Dolphinton, the older families have passed on, 
either by death or removal. The old connection with Medwyn House is 
maintained by Miss MacGregor and Mr & Mrs MacGregor, Spitalhaugh 
is maintained by Mr J. Roger Orr and his family. 

	 New estates have been founded in the district by incoming 
families, several of whom are staunch Episcopalians. Amongst the 
business families in West Linton, no family has served St Mungo’s 
more loyally than the Walter family. For two generations they have 
served on the vestry and provided an organist for the services. And no 
history of St Mungo’s could be truthfully written without mention of Miss 
‘Minnie’ Low, the oldest member of the congregation (the members of 
whose family have kept the church clean and sweet for sixty years),   
Mrs Laidlaw and Miss Mary Morris of Blythbridge.

	 St. Mungo’s has been aptly described as:

	 	 	 The smallest church

	 	 	 The highest steeple

	 	 	 The largest parish 

	 	 	 The fewest people.

	 The Episcopal Church in Scotland has grown steadily, if slowly.   
Her members number 160,000 and her communicants 60,000. They 
are under the care of seven bishops and about 330 clergy. Each of her 
seven dioceses possesses a cathedral, and although the number of 
her members is small when compared with the total population of 
Scotland, she looks forward, with faith and courage that have been 
well tested during her history, to the future that is one day to dawn for 
the eventually reunited Church of Scotland.

July 1951; Retyped May 2006


Shared by Ian Kerry
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Keepers of the word

	 Pepys, Queen Victoria, Anne Frank, 
Nella Last and Mrs Dale – what links them? 
They are, of course, all diarists, albeit one 
fictional! Many folk started chronicling 
Covid lockdown life, but several fell by the 
wayside as monotony crept in. Some have 
produced one-off pieces about their 
experiences; members of our congregation have shared these with us 
via our magazine, In Touch.

	 Perhaps you might not recognise one of the above names? Nella 
Last was born Nellie Lord on 4 October 1889, an English housewife 
who lived in Barrow-in-Furness, and died 22 June 1968. Where does 
she fit in? Nella wrote a diary for the Mass Observation Archive from 
1939 until 1966, making it one of the most substantial diaries held by 
Mass Observation. Her diary, consisting of around 12 million words, is 
one of the longest in the English language.

	 During the Second World War she worked for the Women's 
Voluntary Service and the Red Cross. An edited version of the two 
million words or so she wrote during WW2 was originally published in 
1981 as Nella Last's War: A Mother's Diary, 1939-45 and subsequently 
republished in 2006, when interest for her work grew again, as Nella 
Last's War: The Second World War Diaries of Housewife 49. A second 
volume of her diaries, Nella Last's Peace: The Post-war Diaries of 
Housewife 49, was published in October 2008, and a third and final 
volume Nella Last in the 1950s appeared in October 2010. The 
wartime diaries were dramatised for TV in 2006 by Victoria Wood as 
Housewife, 49, which is how Nella headed her first entry at the age of 
49. Victoria played the lead role.

	 Her published writing describes what it was like for ordinary 
people to live through WW2, reporting on the bombing of Barrow in 
April 1941 (including her own home at 9 Ilkley Road) and offering her 
reflections on a wide range of contemporary issues. She is said to 
have anticipated the post-war women's movement in her account of 
her own marriage and her liberation from housewifery through her war 
work. 
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	 What is the Mass Observation Archive? It specialises in material 
about everyday life in Britain, containing papers generated by the 
original Mass Observation social research organisation (1937 to early 
1950s), and newer material collected continuously since 1981 (Mass 
Observation Project). The Archive is a Charitable Incorporated 
Organisation in the care of the University of Sussex. It is housed at 
The Keep as part of the University's Special Collections.


	 My husband, Richard, remembers 
visiting the Archive many years ago. He 
recalls that many of the diaries were 
written in Biro on poor quality wartime 
economy paper, and thus difficult to 
read as the ink had spread (see photo 
on the right).


	 In 1937 Mass Observation had called for people from all parts of 
the UK to record everything they did from when they woke up in the 
morning to when they went to sleep at night on 12th May. This was the 
day of George VI’s Coronation. The resulting diaries provide a 
wonderful glimpse into the everyday lives of people across Britain and 
have become an invaluable resource for those researching countless 
aspects of the era.
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	 On 12 May each year, the Mass Observation Archive repeats its 
annual call for day diaries, capturing the everyday lives of people 
across the UK. The written diaries are stored in the Archive at The 
Keep to be used by a wide range of people for research, teaching and 
learning. On Wednesday 12 May last year, 2021, I again wrote my 
thoughts and feelings to contribute to the Mass Observation Survey. It 
is anonymous – no personal identification details are asked for, merely 
a brief sketch of your background. This was only the second year I 
participated, but I shall continue to in coming years as long as I am 
able.

	 When clearing my aunt’s house several years back, we came 
across an old tin box at the back of a large wardrobe. Hidden 
treasure? Inside was a collection of diaries dating back to 1938. 
Imagine Letts tiny pocket diaries, minute cramped writing as my aunt’s 
eyesight was very poor, and some passages in shorthand, and you’ll 
understand why I have still not deciphered all entries. The juxtaposition 
of significant events, such as the outbreak of war, beside worries over 
the dog or shopping, make for interesting reading and give an insight 
into the life of this somewhat eccentric relative!

	 History is written by the victors, but for a true snapshot of a 
nation’s life, go to the writings of the people who live and work therein. 
The Paston Letters, not a diary but a collection of correspondence 
between members of the Paston family, who were Norfolk gentry, and 
others connected with them in England between the years 1422 and 
1509, provide an invaluable source of history at grass roots level. The 
collection also includes state papers and other important documents, 
and abounds with illustrations of public events, as well as of the 
manners and morals of the time, and some valuable examples of 
colloquial English. Yet another example of the importance of 
preserving and, most importantly, making accessible, ephemera and 
oral history accounts, warts and all. Despite the gainsayers who decry 
the value of history, we need to do this in order to learn from our 
history, to progress.

	 Flag up 12 May on your computer or mark on the calendar, and 
do think about taking part each year. See more at: http://
www.massobs.org.uk/


Georgina Phillips
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A storyteller's story

	 When she returned from kindergarten, my eldest daughter would 
rarely tell me what she’d done all morning. One day she said she’d 
heard a story she thought I’d like and proceeded to tell me the story 
below. She was told by her teacher who was not able to give me a 
source. It is a story I have told to all ages for over twenty years! 

	 My mother liked snowdrops and said that their neighbourhood 
police officer had once told her that if there was a chance of 
reincarnation, then he would like to return as a snowdrop …’cos 
aabody is aye affa pleased to see ye.’ 

Story: Do you know why the snowdrop is the first flower of the year? 


	 Long, long ago, the earth was created by the 
great Creator. All the animals were made, all 
the birds and trees, and then all the flowers 
were given beautiful colours. Just as the 
Creator had finished this huge task, Snow 
approached the Creator shyly and, clearing her 

throat, said, “Hughugh, I think you’ve missed me out. I have no colour 
yet.” 

	 “Well, I am sorry, Snow. I have run out of colour because I’ve 
given the last of it to all the flowers.” 
	 “But if I have no colour I will be invisible and no one will enjoy the 
snow when I am here,” said Snow sadly. 

	 “Well, why don’t you go and ask the flowers if one of them would 
share some of their colour?” suggested the Creator. 

	 So Snow walked off down the path and, after a little while, she 
came to a magnificent sunshine yellow flower - and what do you think 
it was? [I accept whatever is suggested, usually daffodil if telling in 
Spring. Be excited and amazed by any answer with correct colour - 
‘That’s it! How did you know?!!] Snow approached the [daffodil] and 
asked, “Excuse me, [daffodil’], could I please have some of your 
sunshine yellow as I have no colour?” 

	 “Certainly not,” said the [daffodil] “I want to keep all my sunshine 
yellow to myself! Move along now, you’re shading my sun.”
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	 “Oh dear,” mumbled Snow as she plodded further down the path. 
Next she came to a flower which was a beautiful, bright blue - and 
what do you think it was? [Usually bluebell is suggested]. That’s right, 
a [bluebell]! 

	 “Excuse me, [bluebell]” said Snow, as politely as she could, 
“could I please have some of your beautiful blue as I have no colour?” 

	 “And just why would I do that? Get lost, you little, cold squirt, I’m 
keeping my beautiful blue all to myself!” said the [bluebell]. 

	 Poor Snow gave a big sigh and trudged further down the path. 
Then her breath was almost taken away by a gorgeous pretty pink 
flower - and what do you think it was? [Rose/hyacinth] That’s right, a 
[rose/hyacinth]! 

	 Snow crept up to the [rose, hyacinth] and, stuttering, said “[Rose/
Hyacinth] could I please have some of your pretty pink because I have 
no colour?” 

	 “You must be joking,” snapped the [rose/hyacinth] “The Creator 
gave me this pink and I’m keeping it for myself. Now buzz off!” 

	 By now, as you may guess, Snow was so miserable she was 
almost in tears. It seemed that no one would help her, when all of a 
sudden she heard a little, wee voice say, “Snow, Snow, I will help you.” 
She looked around and eventually spotted a small clump of snowdrops 
with their heads modestly bowed down. 

	 “Would you help me?” asked Snow, amazed. “Yes,” answered 
Snowdrop, “I will give you some of my brilliant white, so you too can be 
white and when you snow everything will be covered in a marvellous, 
brilliant, sparkly white mantle. It will be fantastic!” 

	 So Snowdrop rubbed her petals and gave Snow some of her 
white colour. 

	 “Oh, Snowdrop, I’m so grateful to you. You will now be my best 
friend. Each year, when winter still has her tight grip on the earth, I will 
make certain that your flowers are the first to break through. Even Jack 
Frost or the North Wind will not harm your delicate blooms. None of 
those other flowers will blossom before you!” 

	 Now, if you look closely at the petals of a snowdrop you will see 
some green patches where she rubbed off her white to share it with 
Snow. 


Ruth Kirkpatrick
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Poetry corner

I’m with Thomas


Don’t rush into joy, 
Death needs grieving, 
Beliefs deserve thinking about,

Mulling over, 
Considering. 

My heart needs warming, 
The soul needs stirring 
Strength needs building 
Mind needs stretching. 
All my heart, soul, strength and mind. 

Truth takes time,

To be revealed, 
To be understood. 

Blind faith is no faith. 
Faith seeks understanding.

Faith wrestles before it rests. 

Belief isn’t knowing the answers,

Belief is asking the questions.

Belief is an adventure into 
the ever unfolding unknown. 

Living with paradox.

Letting go of certainty.

Enjoying faith’s journey. 

Breaking with old ways and building new.

Being, becoming and growing - 
Learning, 
and turning - 

Towards the Light. 


Meryl White; Shared by Neville Suttle 
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Bloomin’ Bassoons!

	 I wonder if anyone else out there has heard of Double Reed Ltd – 
a company dedicated to all things double-reeded. As we have two 
granddaughters who play bassoon and oboe, it has recently swum into 
our ken, especially since our daughter drew my attention to a poetry 
competition. Of course, dear daughter, why would I not pen a ditty 
about a subject of which I wot virtually nothing! 

	 The prizes were a number of reeds, costly fragile items 
apparently consumed in vast quantity by practitioners. She coerced 
both grandmas into entering, so the gloves were off! Eagerly awaited 
results, but no prize for either of us; however we were included in the 
‘Top Runners-up’ category, whatever that might mean!

	 The poem is overleaf!


Georgina Phillips
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For a blossoming bassoonist, from her grandma


I’m a bassoon, feel the tune curl right down

to your toes, and swoon to my baritone notes.

I’ve been called clown,

put down by some so-called pals 

who envy the smile I conjure on faces.

I’m formed from the maple tree, silken and smooth,

subtle and tactile for my player of choice –

discerning practitioner of my seductive voice.

My requirements are simple; don’t ask for much,

deep lungfuls of breath and a dexterous touch 

make for a mutually happy performance.

I give body to symphonies, warmth and foundation,

yet lend my staccato to tiptoeing passages.

Classic and jazz – mere putty in my hands;

I’ve even boosted the steps of marine marching bands.

Vivaldi and Bach – what a lark – wrote pieces to challenge

a much lesser creation,

whilst Dukas chose me for his brooms’ incarnation!

So forget flaunting flute, a mere reedless pretender, 

and let’s hear it for reeds, whether single or double.

Single-tongued clarinet might be a contender,

but hail to the doubly-blessed, convoluted performer,

the oboe’s companion, the mighty bassoon!


Georgina Phillips



Winter


Not for me those sundrenched lands,

Where cloudless skies and burning sands

Sap my strength and hurt my winter feet.

I would choose the ice green skies that meet

The snow clad mountains near me now,

And frosted trees that dance and bow.

Magical in beauty, their icy fingers draw

Dark shadows on the pristine forest floor.

The sharp pistol crack, on a frosty day,

Of glassy puddles, shattered on the way

By joyous jumping children, fresh from school.

Humming stones skid across a nearby pool

And they leave a wobbly snowman standing by.       

Evening paints a red and fiery sunset sky ,

Fading to patterns of a cold clear night,

And the moon hangs huge and silver bright.

I treasure these scenes of winter day by day.

Not for me the heat where tourists go to play.


Jill Drought
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Notes from St Mungo’s, West Linton February 2022

	 Covid has continued to 
have had a major impact on 
St Mungo’s with church 
attendance significantly down 
from pre-pandemic levels and 
the relaunch of Kingdom Kids 
has not really taken off. We 
will be restarting coffee after 
Sunday worship and hope 
that other restrictions will be 
lifted soon.

	 We were pleased to 
welcome Bishop John to our 
service for the Feast of St 
Kentigern (Mungo) on 16th 
January.

	 Two very successful 

“Sing to the Lord a New Song” worship and fellowship evenings have 
been held on Sunday evenings where we were able to learn and sing 
some of the newer worship songs, with refreshments shared during an 
interval. We hope to follow this up with contemporary themed worship 
on one Sunday each month.

	 Vestry met in August, October and December and the next 
meeting is planned for later this month.

	 Progress continues with our plans for the church building:-

	 New audio-visual system: a grant of £5,000 has been received 
from the province towards the cost of providing an improved on line 
offering and having a live feed of services into the undercroft. One 
quote for the work has been received, but the cost would be 
significantly higher than the grant and a less expensive solution is 
being investigated.


Bishop John visits St Mungo’s 
congregation on 16th January 2022
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	 New heating system: we continue to explore options for an 
energy efficient and effective system. Quotations have been received 
and we have approval in principle for a 30% grant from the energy 
savings trust. However, before proceeding we need to visit a reference 
site to satisfy ourselves that we have an effective proposal.

	 We now have a new much improved web site which can be found 
at https://stmungoswestlinton.org/. Sincere thanks to Nick for all his 
work in setting this up.

	 We continue to support various local and overseas charities with 
regular monthly donations to Bethany Trust, the children’s hospice 
(CHAS) and Tear Fund. In addition, our Harvest appeal raised £255 for 
the St Catherine’s convent homeless project, £175 for Mission to 
Seafarers and 150 boxes of tea bags were collected for the 
Peeblesshire Youth Trust hamper appeal.

	 Our AGM was held on 23rd January 2022. Church finances are 
sound and there is little change to church officers – see below


Ian Kerry – Secretary/Lay Representative/Treasurer

	 David King - Property Convenor/Rector’s Warden

	 Alan Cameron – Deputy Lay Representative/People’s Warden

	 Sandra Hemus 

	 Mark Hepworth 

	 Susie Compton - PVG Co-ordinator

	 It is hoped that we may be able to recruit additional vestry 
members in the course of the year.


Ian Kerry
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St James the Less Vestry Notes November 2021

Summary from Vestry February 2022


	 Minutes of AGM  held on 5 December 2021 have been circulated 
to the congregation. Any comments should be emailed to 
charkemp@talktalk.net.

Members of Vestry for 2022 are as follows:


Chairman	 	 	 	 Revd Nick Bowry

People’s Warden	 	 Andy Longmore

Rector’s Warden	 	 Marion Mather

Treasurer	 	 	 	 Richard Finch

Vestry Secretary	 	 Charlotte Kemp

Lay Representative	 	 Gillian Little

Alt Lay Representative	 Jill Drought

Ordinary Members	 	 Gill Amos

	 	 	 	 	 	 Dyane Harvey

	 	 	 	 	 	 Alan Murray

	 	 	 	 	 	 Nigel Johnston

Co-opted Member	 	 Valerie McGavin


	 A Vestry Meeting was held on Thursday 13 January 2022

	 Discussion included:


• The bishop will be visiting St James on Sunday 1st May 2022. 
The rector has asked for volunteers to organise activities for 
the Saturday and Sunday. Valerie McGavin has offered to plan 
a lunch after the service on Sunday.


• The income for the year to date was bolstered by arrears due 
to the church from HMRC for Gift Aid. This is a one-off. The 
amounts of income and expenditure are almost equal. Any 
unplanned expenditure will most likely create a deficit at the 
year end.
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• There is a contract in place securing the current gas pricing for 

a further year with EDF. 

• A new Independent Examiner needs to be appointed.

• Finance Committee to research the possibilities of investing 

some of our cash reserves, to gain a better rate of return. The 
SEC’s Unit Trust Pool is under consideration.


• The insulation of the Rectory is one action to help the church 
reach net zero by 2030. A joint meeting with St Mungo’s to be 
arranged to discuss work on the Rectory.


• Andy Longmore will be the first point of contact for Risk 
Assessment, Health and Safety and Fire Safety


• Three times a year there will be a tour of the Church, Hall, and 
Rectory to check Risk Assessment, Health and Safety and Fire 
Safety


• A Fire Safety Book will be used to record monthly electrical 
and fire exit lights checks.  Nigel volunteered to take on this 
task


• During the Spring, Vestry will review and draft an update to the 
Mission Action Plan (MAP). The updates will be shared and 
approved by the congregation.


• Vestry approved the request for a donation of £50 for the 
funding of a Family Mission Event organised by Members of 
Penicuik Churches Together (PCT) Prayer Group


• Annual General Meeting for 2021/22 will be held on Sunday 4 
December 2022 at 11:45am


• A Special Annual General Meeting is required to approve the 
Accounts for 2021/22.  A date will be agreed and the 
congregation informed.


• Next Vestry Meeting was planned for Wednesday 16 February 
2022 at 7:45pm


Charlotte Kemp
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Financial Report October 2021-January 2022

St James the Less, Penicuik

	 The finances over the last four months have remained fairly 
stable, but it should be noted that our general income and expenditure 
for the period are broadly similar. This is not a comfortable situation to 
be in, certainly not for the long term! There are a number of 
maintenance and other capital projects in the pipeline, for which, we 
do not have the financial resources to fund. Grants and other sources 
of funding are being, or will be, sought.

	 I have appended two pie charts to show, pictorially, where the 
income and expenditure have come from and gone to. Please see next 
page.

	 In addition to the “routine” income and expenditure as indicated in 
the charts, we have also received additional (restricted) income as 
follows:

	 Donations for church heating 	 	 	 	 £2410

	 Donations for Pew Bibles		 	 	 	 £150

	 Diocesan Covid Recovery Fund Grant	 	 £5000

	 Restricted expenditure, from previously restricted funds, has 
amounted to £1541.

	 This is a very short and general summary of St James’s finances 
over the last four months. If anyone would like to know more detail, 
please contact me at treasurer@stjamesthelesspenicuik.org.


Richard Finch


mailto:treasurer@stjamesthelesspenicuik.org
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Pension £2913

Rector Stipend 
£9325

Music £110
Travel £193

Admin £102
Misc £308

Printing

etc £173Worship £430


Bank Charges £73


Pastoral Care £267


Quota £913


Repairs/

Maintenance


£5166


Heat/Light £1372


Council Tax £925


Rectory Phone £60


Rectory Maint. £302


Expenditure October 2021 to January 2022
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West Linton £3832

Miscellaneous

£2361

Special

Donations


£2950

HMRC Gift Aid 

£7321

Envelopes £895

Donations £1567

Direct Giving

£11970

Receipts October 2021 to January 2022
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Brian Shaw RIP

	Brian Shaw, a member of St Mungo’s 
since shortly before the pandemic, died 
suddenly at home on February 4 2022, a 
tremendous shock for everyone, but 
especially for Chris, his wife and one of 
our lay readers, their son Andy and 
daughter Melanie, who are all in our 
thoughts and prayers at this desperately 
sad time. 

	A number of us in the St Mungo’s house 
group had been with him and Chris in 
their lovely home in Rutherford Castle 
only the night before he died, when he 
had been in very good spirits.

	Brian and Chris moved to Scotland in 

2019 to be nearer Andy and his family, his wife Anne and their 
daughter Emily, having lived in Ripon for the past 35 years. Brian was 
an engineer by training and spent most of his working life with 
Yorkshire Electricity and the Central Electricity Generating Board as 
well as British Steel. He also spent some time working for The Prince’s 
Trust.

	 Brian was a wonderfully talented musician and worship leader, 
and only a few days earlier had been teaching us some new (to us) 
modern worship songs that were all very much Jesus-centred. As he 
quite rightly reminded those of us lucky enough to be present in St 
Mungo’s, it’s all about grace. He held on to God’s loving grace through 
thick and thin

	 Like all of us, Brian had his moments of doubt and questioning, 
but he had a truly authentic faith and it was easy to see the Holy Spirit 
shine out of him through his worship, his words of prayer, and his 
constant encouragement of others.



	 Brian absolutely loved the outdoors – a keen skier until recently, 
he was forever posting photos of his walks, both around here, but also 
in his beloved Lake District and Yorkshire Dales, often accompanied 
by Chris. He also took full advantage of his mountain E-bike to explore 
the hills around here and elsewhere. Brian and Chris went regularly to 
Switzerland to see Melanie and her husband Gawaine, where they 
skied and walked in the mountains. In the summer they were regular 
visitors to Kefalonia with their boat

	 Brian was a very creative person. Apart from composing music, 
he was also an excellent cook and host, his sourdough eliciting much 
admiration. Brian and Chris made a wonderful double act in the 
kitchen. In addition, Brian took eye-arresting photos, some of which 
hang on the walls of their home, a permanent reminder of one of his 
many talents.

	 As many of his friends from all walks of his life have said, Brian 
was both a gentle man and a gentleman. He will be greatly missed. 


Peter Woodifield
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Celebration of the life of Alan Sibley 

(1st December 1935 - 1st January 2022)


Adapted from the Eulogy 

	 Alan Michael Sibley was born on 
the 1st December 1935, one of 4 
children born to Albert and Winnifred.

	 Alan, along with his brother John 
and sisters Joan and Margaret, 
attended King Sombourne primary 
school before gaining a scholarship 
at the prestigious Peter Symonds 
school in nearby Winchester. Alan 
enjoyed school, particularly the 
sporting side, enjoying and excelling 
in both cricket and football, and 

worked hard to pass six standard grades and two advanced levels in 
maths and physics.

	 On leaving school in 1954 he did his national service at Salisbury 
as a Spotter in the Royal Artillery, with his ambition to follow his older 
brother John into the Civil Service.

	 When he left National Service in 1956, he took his entrance exam 
for the Civil Service. Much to his disappointment, out of the 500 taking 
the exam he scored the 51st highest score, but only the top 45 got a 
job. He changed career, joining the Yorkshire Bank in London and 
started his actuary exams, living at Fairbridge Road in Holloway. 

	 While there he met his future wife, Brenda. By 1960 he had 
proposed to Brenda and bought a building plot in what was to be in 
Childscroft Road, Rainham. After their marriage in August 1961 at King 
Somborne, they moved into their new house. 

	 The honeymoon was one of the few occasions I know of my Dad 
going abroad, as they flew to the exotic destination of Jersey!

	 Looking to further his career, he moved to the London Office of 
Stutter and Son in January 1962 and he quickly became a valued 
member of their team. 
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	 The travelling and London life did not suit Alan and Brenda and in 
1964 he requested a move to Scotland. After his employers initially 
agreeing to this, it was a further five years before he finally got his 
move to Scotland. By the time they moved, they’d had another two 
children, Graham and Neal born in 1966 and 1969 respectively.

	 They bought a house in Penicuik close to St James the Less 
church and quickly became regular worshippers there. They settled 
into a happy life and as the boys grew, they moved to a bigger house 
in Eskhill. 

	 Sadly in January 1978 Brenda passed away, but happiness 
returned in December when he married Angela and quickly became 
Dad to Andrew (another one!!!) and Hilary. The family moved into 
Terregles before buying a house at the bottom of Rullion Road where 
they lived happily for more than forty years. 

	 Alan enjoyed working but he always found time for his family - 
Angela, his five children, and of course his garden. He spent many 
years running a cub football team and, having earned many medals as 
a player for both his village and work teams at football, he passed this 
knowledge on to his boys. Alan was still recognised by many footballer 
boys many many years after he had retired. One lovely card we 
received upon his passing was from one of his players from forty-plus 
years before who said that Alan instilled respect, hard work, team work 
and honesty which sums him up so well.

	 He loved his sport and followed Southampton football club as a 
child, and had an absolute passion for cricket. Both his oldest son 
Andrew and grandson Callum play to a good level. Alan loved hearing 
of their exploits as well as watching when he could.

	 Alan also spent much time devoted to Angela and of course the 
church. As a youngster Alan sang in the King Sombourne church choir 
and his sons all followed into this tradition, some with more ability and 
enthusiasm than others.

	 Alan’s garden was (and still is) the envy of many in Penicuik, he 
grew flowers along with many varieties of fruit and veg throughout his 
life, especially after his retirement at the age of fifty-nine.
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	 He threw himself into his garden as well as the church and filled 
many roles on the vestry and  sidesman as well as helping many of the 
congregation, visiting relatives, helping them in the garden or house, 
etc.

	 Just as Alan’s pace of life started to slow he became a grandad to 
Joleen and Stacy followed quickly by Nadine, Cameron, Callum and 
Andrew. Every Friday he became the fun grandad and many happy 
days were spent with his charges exploring Penicuik and the Lothians. 
Every visit was full of energy and fun and often included juice and 
cakes or lunch at one of his and Angela’s favourite restaurants like the 
“Hole in the Wall” in Linlithgow next to the palace

	 He loved nothing more than attending his grandchildren’s birthday 
parties and sporting events and was always there with the biggest 
proudest smile.

	 Later on further grandchildren arrived - Reagan in Australia, then 
Evan and Ella in Canada, then the blessing of three beautiful great 
grandchildren Aria, Colt and baby Sienna.

	 In later years Alan and Angela spent time travelling and exploring 
in the UK, often with Angela’s cousin Geraldine and husband Martin. 
National Trust and Historic Scotland were two of the main drivers for 
destination. They would love to stay in bed and breakfasts and explore 
castles, abbeys, churches and the countryside.

	 We children find ourselves recounting stories of our Dad; some 
small, some funny, some silly, and some most definitely big and 
lasting. There are a thousand memories of what our Dad did that 
shaped our lives forever.

	 He was a loyal and loving husband, first of all with Brenda, 
nursing her through her illness with the compassion of a man who truly 
cared, and then with Angela who he shared more than half his life with 
and whose mutual deep love was never more apparent as they fought 
his terrible final illness together.




	 As a Dad he did everyday things that remain with us as a lesson 
to help us understand what being a parent is all about. I remember him 
taking me to my first football match as does Andy, different decades, 
but the same memories of sharing a pie and a Bovril, watching our 
team and sharing precious time with Dad.

	 I remember him turning up at the hospital unannounced outside 
visiting time shortly after Callum was born just to pop his head in say 
hello to Gaynor and present her with a bunch of flowers. Small, 
unexpected things, which made memories for a lifetime.

	 Andy remembers Dad for the small as well as the great things - 
searching for a wayward hamster in a bedroom wall at 2am, his pats 
on the back for good exam scores, or the summer with just the two of 
them commuting together to their jobs in Edinburgh. When he was 
applying to study in Canada in January 1993, due to a mix of illness 
and poor planning he was going to miss the application deadline. He 
unexpectedly received a phone call from Dad, who told Andy to meet 
him at the post office at Waterloo Place, where he had found a courier 
that would get his application there on time. The application was sent 
and received, he moved to Canada, forged a wonderful career and 
married Charlene. They are raising two lovely children. All this may not 
have been possible without Dad’s intervention, finding time and a 
solution to what seemed a lost cause.

	 Hilary’s memories cover a whole variety of fun outings with Dad - 
trips to Yellowcraigs, putting at Peebles or being her partner in the 
church picnic 3-legged race. She remember snuggling up on couch 
watching TV when Angela was out and Dad being the guinea pig for 
tasting all her “creative” baking. Dad was always there for her 
whenever she needed advice or help, whatever it was.  

	 Andy summed it up very well by saying the lesson he learned 
from Dad is that what is really important in life is not just the small 
things that turn out to be really big things, but also the many small 
things that together sum to something even bigger.

	 He will be sadly missed by all his friends & family but in particular, 
by his wife Angela who is most in our thoughts and prayers. 


Graham Sibley
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Last Word

	 I really enjoy the cartoons of Michael Leunig, an Australian whose 
faith inspires his writing, his poetry and his cartoons. There is a 
“Michael Leunig Appreciation Page” on Facebook that frequently posts 
his cartoons.

	 A few days ago the cartoon I saw was called A Man Meets Twelve 
Great Spiritual Leaders. It has twelve simple pictures of a man who in 
each picture is appreciating one of God’s creations; plants and animals 
of various sorts.

	 It was a timely reminder to lift my head from my computer and 
books, and gaze awhile out of my window and appreciate all of God’s 
bounty. A time to pause and give thanks. A time to be spiritually fed by 
a few minutes of silence and of focussing on things beyond my 
immediate deadlines and concerns.

	 As Michael Leunig often does, he points to some simple truths 
through his drawings. Simple drawings that are quite profound.

	 As the snowdrops lift their heads out of the ground, I hope you 
have time to be in nature, and to stop, to wonder in awe, and give 
thanks.


 Nick Bowry




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 the treasurer for St James the Less, Richard 
Finch (01968 620439; treasurer[at]stjamesthelesspenicuik.org)


Next Deadline


Please send copy to Sue Owen by 

Sunday 8th May 2022


The next issue of In Touch will be distributed on 

Sunday 29th May 2022


Email: intouch[at]stjamesthelesspenicuik.org


Mobile: 07815052929


Landline: 01968 670678


	Georgina Phillips
	Keepers of the word

