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Reflections from the Rectory 
We enter a period of Remembrance in November. All Saints’, All 
Souls’, Remembrance Day… 

This time of year was also when my maternal grandfather’s birthday 
fell. I can remember many of his stories of being in the Royal Navy 
from 1916-18, based in Scapa Flow. It is sometimes hard to believe 
that I heard a first-hand account of life in World War 1, and it is now 
over 100 years ago since that ‘war to end all wars’.  

And this year, more poignantly, I recall memories of my mother telling 
me her recollections of her grandparents. Her paternal grandmother 
was instrumental in her faith being awakened and developed. In the 
1930s, when my mum spent the summer holidays with them (they 
lived in Broadstairs, by the sea), she would be taken to the local 
church every Sunday, and during the week my mum’s grandmother 
would pray and sing hymns with my mum. 

Faith in the home was commonplace. Reading from a family Bible on a 
Sunday and during the week was a natural part of a family’s time 
together. 

By the time I was born, much of that practice of family time, reading 
the Bible together had gone. We had Bibles in the house, I was given 
one as a present by my grandparents. We went to church almost every 
Sunday. We were not different from many other families, although a 
significant minority didn’t go to church. 

Passing the Christian faith on, generation to generation, was partly 
what helped the church to thrive and maintain its role in the lives of so 
many people. But, today, I sense that important family time has long 
gone. Apart from anything else, everyone is on their own device, doing 
their own thing rather than talking to each other.  
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Family conversations about Bible stories no longer happen - I suspect 
because people are far less familiar with the Bible and have less 
confidence in knowing where to find the stories and then also have 
less experience of telling the stories. 

So, I ponder, how do we reach out to the next generations, because if 
we don’t pass on our faith to people considerably younger than we are, 
we are just caretakers, keeping things going until the last one ‘leaves’ 
and someone else turns the lights out. 
We live in a time of what is coined ‘spiritual thirst’ rather than ‘religious 
zeal’. People are seeking to understand their world and what lies 
beyond it, including a sense of purpose and meaning. It was 
interesting to hear Michael Palin’s passionate talk about the feelings 
he experiences when visiting churches, even though he professes to 
have no faith, and his desire to ensure these oases of spiritual calm 
are maintained for future generations. 
I am sure our faith can help guide people who are seeking but have no 
strong denominational allegiance or knowledge. In today’s world, we 
cannot sit in church and expect people to come to us in any great 
numbers. We need to meet people where they are. We need to show 
Christian love in action, and find ways to name it.  
There is a story of a stained glass window that proclaimed, ‘Glory to 
Christ in the highest’ under a representation of our Lord. At some point, 
a stray stone had damaged the window and the glass where the ‘e’ 
had been was knocked out. The stained glass now proudly proclaimed, 
‘Christ in the High st.’ Maybe that piece of vandalism was prophetic. 
We need to go outside of our church walls and proclaim Christ in the 
High Street.  
‘Proclaiming’ certainly doesn’t have to be by words; I am not sure 
standing by a sandwich board declaring the end of the world is nigh 
has ever bought someone to faith. But finding ways to proclaim God’s 
love, to find ways to do as Jesus urged us to do, ‘To love your 
neighbour as yourself’, may be a good start. 
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As many in our congregation are grandparents, and some are possibly 
even great-grandparents, is there a gentle role in talking about faith 
and making young ones aware of the true meaning of Christmas and 
Easter, for instance? 
I will be praying, talking and listening to see how the shape of my 
ministry should change to reflect the challenge. Maybe you too, can 
see how the ministry of all the baptised can respond. This challenge is 
for all of us, as the picture below reminds us. The person who wrote 
this is clear that my leadership role is to make mature disciples, and by 
that I think he means people who are confident enough in themselves 
and their faith to find ways to share it with others, and to feel secure in 
inviting them to join them in church. 

Nick Bowry 



Message from the editor 

As I do the final bit of work assembling and editing the articles for this 
Issue of “In Touch”, I’m working on my computer in our back bedroom, 
looking out of the window which faces straight up the Cornbank path to 
Cornbank school, and the trees are stunningly golden against a pale 
blue sky in the late autumn sunshine. I’m savouring this moment of 
feeling good, and hope that you are also able to enjoy the gorgeous 
autumn colours. 

Once again, we have a full and interesting Issue of “In Touch”. Many 
thanks to all contributors, and as always, our painstaking proof-readers 
Georgina Phillips and Ian Fuge.  

I’m still hoping very much that some of you will feel moved to write  
something about your past (or present) work - whether paid or 
voluntary. Please do think about offering something for future issues! If 
you don’t like writing, or are unable to write for any reason, let me 
know and perhaps we can write it together. I’ve done this with a few 
people over the years for various newsletters (not just for church) and 
it seems to work well. Just let me know! 

Sue Owen
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St James the Less AGM will be in the church 
on Sunday 5 December 2021, at 12 noon. 



Said and Sung Services of Compline 
Every Wednesday evening at 9 pm there is a service of Night Prayer, 
otherwise known as Compline, held online using Zoom. We use the 
liturgy from the 1929 Scottish Prayer Book. It is a short said service 
lasting no longer than 15 minutes. 
Compline is the final of the Sacred Daily Offices (or services) of the 
day in the tradition of canonical hours held at fixed times each day. 
Compline is derived from the Latin word completorium indicating it is 
the completion of the waking hours of the day. In monasteries it was 
and is normally said or sung at 9 pm. 
The term was first used by St Benedict and is included in his Rule. 
Compline is a contemplative office that emphasizes spiritual peace. In 
most monasteries it is the custom to begin the "Great Silence" after 
compline, during which the whole community, including guests, 
observes silence throughout the night until after the service called 
Terce at 9 am the next day (the third hour after daybreak, fixed as 
being at 6 am). 
On Sunday 31st October after the evening All Souls’ Day service and 
some refreshments, 14 of us gathered back in the church to hold the 
service of Compline. The difference was that it was a sung Compline 
service, using Anglican Plainchant. Although a little bit rusty as I 
haven’t sung it in probably over four years, the leading and 
congregational responses seemed to go well. In holding on to the 
tradition of Compline, at the end of the service, people left in silence. 
The silence maintains the spiritual peace that is gained during the 
service.  
Feedback on the sung Compline service was favourable, so we shall 
be holding another sung Compline service at St James the Less. It will 
be on Sunday 12th December, at about 8.00 pm.  
Please feel free to join us to experience this lovely peaceful service. If 
people wish to continue to hold a sung compline service every few 
months, then we may invest in copies of the books from RSCM. As 
RSCM members we get a discount on the price.
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I have found the service of Compline to be a great comfort at times of 
stress in my life, and a great cure for getting back to sleep after waking 
in the early hours of the morning. The opening words, said in a fairly 
soft relaxed voice really do set the tone and help draws one into the 
rhythm and cadences of the liturgy. 
‘The Lord Almighty grant us a quiet night and a perfect end. Amen. 
Our help is in the name of the Lord, the maker of heaven and earth… ‘ 

Nick Bowry  
  

Daily Message from Pope Francis 
Sunday, November 7, 2021 

“The joy of the Christian is not a fleeting emotion or a simple human 
optimism, but the certainty of being able to face every situation under 
God’s loving gaze, with the courage and strength that come from 
Him… Without joy, faith becomes a rigorous and oppressive exercise, 
and risks ailing with sadness… Let us ask ourselves this: are we joyful 
Christians? Am I a joyful Christian or not? Do we spread joy or are we 
dull, sad people, with a funeral face? Remember that there is no 
holiness without joy!” 

Shared by Jenny Wright 
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News from the Congregations 

Special Birthdays! 
There were some special birthdays in the St James the Less 
Congregation this autumn - Catherine Pow, Ian Fuge, Kathy McIllwhan 
and Jean Hindle. 

Jean’s 90th birthday was on 21st August (see her article of thanks). 

Catherine celebrated her 80th birthday on 3rd September, and would 
like to thank everyone for the beautiful bouquet 
of flowers she received from St James the 
Less. 

Ian Fuge (right) celebrated his 80th birthday on 
13th October. I thought his happy smile was a 
good advertisment for the benefits of working 
hard for many years in the Fabric Team, but he 
tells me it was due to having two grandchildren 
tucked under his arms for the first time after 
lockdown last year. 

Kathy McIllwhan celebrated her 90th birthday on 7th October. The 
photographs below show her looking radiant on her special day, with 

her birthday flowers from St James the Less. 
Congratulations and Many Happy Returns to Catherine, Kathy, Ian and 
Jean! 



Thank you from Jean Hindle 
I would like to thank everybody at St James for my 90th birthday 
greetings, cards and flowers, for the lovely basket of flowers presented 
to me in church on Sunday 22nd August by Revd Peter Woodifield.   

My lounge was a mass of flowers and cards from family and friends.    

Thank you to the Mothers’ Union for a lovely lunch at the Navaar, on 
Wednesday 25th August which raised £120 for the MU Relief Fund in 
lieu of gifts. Jill Drought presented an arrangement of flowers to me at 
the Navaar.  

My son, Paul, and my daughter-in-law, Pat, took me out for lunch at 
the Navaar on my birthday Saturday August 21st. Because many of 
my family couldn’t be with me on the day, we had a family gathering in 
my conservatory on Saturday 28th August. My granddaughter, 
Kirsteen, had discovered that the Gordon Arms, West Linton, supplies 
a menu for take-away that used to be available at the Old Bakehouse. 
My daughter, Jackie, and son-in-law, Dougie, collected an order from 
there. A baker in West Linton supplied a lovely gluten free cake, 
suitable for a coeliac guest. It was lovely to have my grandson, Mike, 
with us as well as Dougie, Jackie, Pat, Paul and Carol (who was on 
duty on my birthday).  

My celebrations continued to October 3rd. Jackie and Kirsteen took 
me to the Dalhousie Castle Hotel for afternoon tea, which is served in 
a very unusual way in a wooden box with shelves for two people’s 
servings.  Kirsteen and I shared one wooden box. 

Jean Hindle 

Birthday flowers for Jean, 
presented by Jill Drought
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Mothers’ Union birthday lunch for Jean at the 
Navaar Hotel

Birthday tea for Jean with Jackie and Kirsteen at 
the Dalhousie Castle Hotel.
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Daffodil Tea! 
As the worst of the restrictions are lifted, it seems like a good time to 
start planning how we might resume our fundraising activities. A tried 
and tested old favourite is the Daffodil Tea, so that seems like a good 
place to start.  

It’s always impossible to set an exact date so far in advance, as a lot 
depends on the weather over the winter. However, the intention is to 
hold a Daffodil Tea in St Mungo’s Hall, Penicuik on a Saturday in early 
April 2022.  

Restrictions permitting, we’d have Home Baking, a Tombola and Lucky 
Boxes. These boxes are sold for £1 and we would welcome donations 
of wrapping paper and clean boxes (from cakes, biscuits, tea bags for 
example), also small gifts such as toiletry items, stationery, sweets, 
biscuits etc to be hidden inside.  

Please keep this in mind over the coming months so that we can fill 
and wrap the boxes in the spring. 

We are always interested to hear of new ways to raise funds so please 
get in touch with your ideas. New and willing members of the 
Fundraising Team are always needed, so please get in touch if you 
can assist. Of course, if you’d like to organise an event (with our help), 
that would be wonderful! 

Wishing you a blessed Christmas when it comes and looking forward 
to working together on fundraising events in the future. 

Kathleen Cox and Marion Mather 
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“You have it in you to save a life” 
This slogan from the Blood Transfusion Service certainly rings true in 
my family. My “wee” brother, Christopher, born in June 1952 in Selkirk 
Cottage Hospital, was one of the first “blue” babies to survive a 
complete blood transfusion. After his birth, when it was noticed that he 
was not thriving, my mother was asked if she knew her blood group. 
“Rhesus negative” she replied (quite impressive for a 22 year old!) 
“And the father?” “Rhesus positive”. With Christopher being the 
second child, that had resulted in antibodies from my mother attacking 
the baby. He was whisked off in an ambulance up to the Sick 
Children’s Hospital, to have a successful complete blood transfusion. 
But unfortunately he contracted Scarlet Fever and was transferred to 
the “Fever Hospital” (the City Hospital). My mother did not get him 
back for six weeks!. 

Christopher was so energetic from his childhood onwards that 
Grandpa used to say, “ l think they gave him tiger’s blood!” referring to 
the advert for Esso petrol “Put a tiger in your tank”. 

In an attempt to show gratitude for his baby grandson’s survival, 
Grandpa presented himself to give blood in Selkirk, but was so 
severely affected by the smell of antiseptics that he keeled over and 
was unable to donate! In fact, he felt ever after very reluctant to visit 
relatives in hospital because of “that smell”.  

However, my father gave many blood donations during his life. 

My mother, having lost her third baby during the pregnancy, was asked 
to donate some blood to make a serum for other expectant mothers in 
a similar situation (I believe this is now produced in a laboratory). 

All through our childhood and teenage years, Christopher and I were 
told how important it was to give blood. On reaching my 18th birthday, 
(over 50 years ago!) I presented myself at the McEwan Hall with my 
new student friend, Maureen. She was accepted, but I was rejected as 
I was underweight (!!) 



Over the years, I have donated whenever possible, interrupted by 
three pregnancies and certain medications. 

Now, at the age of 71, I have been told very kindly that I can no longer 
donate because of vasculitis. A sad day indeed for me, but the nurse 
sympathetically pointed out that with 32 donations, I could have 
helped, if not saved, as many as 90 people! That did bring some 
comfort! 

I asked how I could help now, and the nurse said “Spread the word!” 

My former husband, Alistair, and our sons have donated many times 
over the years. Chris (now 41) was travelling from York to Christie’s in 
Manchester to donate platelets for a while. 

How the Blood Service has moved since 1952! 

If anyone reading this feels inclined to make enquiries about giving 
blood, call 0345 909 0999. 

Gillian Little

Thank You from Margaret Coull 
This is to say thank you for all the good wishes I received when I was 
in hospital and when I had my cataract op. I also want to say a big 
thank you to all who helped in one way or another sometimes above 
and beyond, they know who they are. 

Thank you to the Church for the flowers/plants which Georgina and 
Richard brought in the shape of a container- 2 dianthus and a 
cyclamen- I look out at them every day. 

Margaret Coull
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Penfest “Let Penicuik Flourish” Exhibition 
Monday 27th September - Sunday 3rd October 2021 

As many people in both congregations will know, five years ago, St 
James the Less congregation began to put on an art/craft exhibition as 
a contribution to Penicuik’s Arts Festival week (Penfest). The first of 
these exhibitions was in September 2016. It was a huge effort on 
behalf of the organisers (Georgina Phillips, myself and my husband 
Dave, and Jill Drought) and the many many contributors of arts and 
crafts. It was a unique event in many ways because people offered 
their once-in-a-lifetime very special hand crafted heirlooms and 
creative efforts. Church floral art, church edible art(!), church art 
(vestments, kneelers, windows, wall panels etc) were all included.  

We knew this couldn’t be repeated, but in 2019 we put on a more 
modest exhibition led by Jill Drought with the help of myself and Dave 
again. A report I wrote for vestry says “Although not as well attended 
as hoped, Jill and Sue feel that the exhibition was an overall success. 
Art was shown from three primary schools and from sixteen adults, 
including three from St Mungo's West Linton and an offering from their 
children's group. Fourteen members of the congregation offered food 
and help in the kitchen on the Preview on Monday evening. This was 
reasonably well attended, and everyone seemed to enjoy the art and 
the socialising which lasted until 9pm. Fifteen members of the 
congregation offered their time on the stewarding rota during the week. 
A total of 175 visits was made to the church - some of them repeat 
visits by members of the congregation. About 100 visits were from 
people who do not go to our church, including two groups of musicians 
who rehearsed there on the Friday morning and Sunday afternoon.” 

Last year (2020), Jill was keen to try to put on a small exhibition in the 
church hall, and work from 4 or 5 adult artists was duly displayed 
during the September Penfest week, but all along, it seemed unlikely 
that it would be safe to open it to the public.
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Sure enough, when the time came, we realised that it wouldn’t be 
prudent to open to visitors, although I know that a very few members 
of the congregation with legitimate business in the church building had 
a sneak peak! However, all the art was photographed and it was 
displayed on the Arts Association’s website for some time. 

Nothing daunted, with the relaxation of lockdown and distancing 
measures, Jill was keen again to put on an exhibition again for this 
year’s Penfest week at the end of September. A meeting between Jill, 
Nick and myself at the end of May 2021 crystallised what this 
exhibition would look like. Nick suggested we adopted the Penicuik 
Development Trust’s initiative of “Let Penicuik Flourish”. We decided to 
limit the exhibition to work by P7 school children. The schools were 
sent a brief to submit art from the P7 pupils on the theme of caring - 
Caring for myself, Caring for other people, Caring for my place, Caring 
for Penicuik, or Caring for the planet. 

Jill then took on the challenging task of contacting all the local primary 
schools and getting them on board. She was 100% successful with 
this, though it needed quite a lot of communication and reminders, as 
schools and teachers have been incredibly busy during the lockdown 
period and in the aftermath of lockdown. I was frankly amazed at her 
success. We had no idea how many pieces of work we would receive, 
but a week or so before the exhibition was due to open, we were 
gazing at 35 paintings from Mauricewood, 15 from Sacred Heart, 70 
paintings from Cornback shaped as puzzle pieces to fit together, 14 
from Strathesk and 28 from Cuiken.  

We then spent two very long afternoons juggling with display units, 
tables and peg boards to decide and agree the best way to display the 
art. The final layout was very effective, leaving plenty of space for 
visitors to wander around with no feeling of being crowded. All the art 
work was photographed and can still be viewed on the Arts Association 
website (https://www.penicuikarts.org/, scroll down a bit and click the 
“Penfest Exhibition” icon on the home page.) 

Page 15



We were open 11am until 5pm each day from Monday 27th September 
until Saturday 2nd October, and from 1 - 5pm on Sunday 3rd Ocober. 
We were glad to have Lynda Smith and Angela Sibley volunteer to give 
us a break from the “sitting” duties. To minimise Covid risk, we 
supplied hand gel and masks, and kept the hall and outer door wide 
open. We did not offer refreshment unless a visitor appeared to be in 
great need! 

We counted visitors each day, and the week seemed quiet, almost 
disappointing, but it was gratifying that a small number of families 
came to admire their P7 son or daughter’s work. I noticed a proud 
posting or two on facebook of photographs taken of their child with 
their displayed work! It was surprising to find at the end of the week we 
had almost 100 visitors, the majority of whom were not members of 
our congregation.  

What did we achieve? 

It was clear from the art work and the children’s written comments on 
the work which we had encouraged, that the children and their 
teachers had engaged in some important discussions - mostly about 
the environment around them and climate change. These children 
paint a clear picture (literally) of the choices that humans face at the 
current time. Some of the work was extremely moving. 

As well as that, at least 50 more people are now aware of where St 
James the Less church is, and hopefully have carried away a good 
impression of us. 

Many thanks to Jill Drought for being the main source of motivation for 
this exhibition, and for all the hard work coordinating the engagement 
of the schools and the collection and return of the art, as well as being 
the chief exhibition-hanger! 

Sue Owen 
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Art work from Penicuik’s P7 pupils on the theme of “Caring”
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Richard Finch 
(Richard has recently taken on the Treasurer’s role for St James the 
Less Vestry) 

I moved to Penicuik in September 2020, with my wife, Heather, at the 
height of the Covid pandemic. Consequently, it has been very difficult 
to meet and get to know people, not only at St James, but in the wider 
community. We moved here from Forfar, Angus, to be nearer family, a 
common reason for “older” folk such as ourselves!! 

In Forfar, I was much involved at St John’s church, having been in the 
local area since retiring (early) from Scottish Power in 2004. I have 
been a Vestry member, and was Vestry Secretary for a long period, 
acting Treasurer while the officer was on an extended family visit to 
New Zealand, and acting Property Convener latterly, amongst all the 
other things that one gets called upon to be involved in!! 

However, my background is not in finance, but in electricity! I worked in 
the Electricity Supply Industry, as it was known back in the day, 
starting on the south east coast of England and finishing at Cruachan 
Power Station in Argyll, from where I retired. Church music has also 
featured heavily during my working and retired life, and continues to do 
so. 

I look forward to getting know the people of St James now that the 
Covid restrictions are gradually being relaxed, and church life starts to 
get back to the “new” normal. 

Richard Finch

Richard and his wife 
Heather enjoying a bit 
of off-road driving in 
North Wales in August 
this year.
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Peter Woodifield - Assistant Priest 
It is a real pleasure for me to return to St James and St Mungo’s for 
the final year of my curacy, and hopefully for many years to come as 
assistant priest, working closely with Nick, Neville, Joy and Chris as 
we all continue together on our Christian walk. 

Over the last 30 years or so, ever since Markie and I started 
worshiping at St Mungo’s, I have got to know a number of you at St 
James the Less, not least as I was on the selection panel that chose 
first Rob and then Lynsay as our previous rectors. But there are still 
quite a few unfamiliar faces let alone names that need to be dredged 
out of the memory bank, so please bear with me as I work at that. 

My background is that for almost all my working life was a journalist, 
first in politics when I worked at the House of Commons for the Press 
& Journal in Aberdeen during the 1980s, covering everything from the 
Falklands War, the miners’ strike and the Brighton bomb on the one 
hand to the subsidies paid to hill farmers for untupped gimmers on the 
other. That I didn’t know what an untupped gimmer was didn’t seem to 
matter to much as the sub-editors in Aberdeen certainly did! 

I moved to Scotland in 1988 and worked in political and business/
financial journalism for the next 25 years, apart from five years in PR, 
before being made redundant at the end of 2103 

At that point I hadn’t had any thoughts about becoming a priest, 
although I had laughed at the idea when a friend mentioned it 
previously. However, everything changed in October 2014 when, to cut 
a long story short, it became apparent that I should explore the 
possibility of ordination. And as no-one said no at any point, here I am. 

Like many of my generation I was confirmed as a teenager, but then 
rather drifted away from church after I left school. I only started going 
to church regularly again after I met Markie, and eventually 
recommitted my life to Christ at a meeting in Chelsea Town Hall in the 
late 1970s where the late David Watson, the vicar of St Michael-the-
Belfry in York and a wonderful evangelist was the speaker. 
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By that time, we were worshiping at Holy Trinity Brompton in central 
London, where we spent 9-10 happy fruitful years. Home of the Alpha 
course, we were exposed to some really high-quality evangelical and 
charismatic teaching at HTB, coupled with introductions to a more 
modern worship style and the healing ministry. We hosted a house 
group at home – Markie more than me as I would generally get home 
from work as the meeting was drawing to a close. 

We spent our last year in London at an HTB plant in Battersea, as the 
church was only 300 yards or so away from home. 

When we first moved up to Scotland, there was no Episcopal church 
near us that we were aware of, so we worshiped at two nearby Church 
of Scotland churches. It was only when we moved to Dolphinton in 
1990 that we discovered that Anglicanism was alive and well in 
Scotland, specifically at St Mungo’s, where we were immediately made 
to feel very welcome and which has been our church home ever since. 
Nick is our sixth rector in that time and each of them has had their own 
style and way of doing things and we have been able to learn from 
each one. Of course, Neville has been a constant throughout these 
past three decades, as indeed have some of you! 

For most of that time we have belonged to the St Mungo’s house 
group, which has a varied diet of activities, sometimes working our 
way through one of the books in the Bible, or having a extended time 
of worship or intercessions. We don’t have a leader as such, with the 
result that different people will lead at different times, depending on 
what we are doing. 

Being exposed to a wide variety of spiritualities over the years has 
broadened my horizons. As part of my training, I did placements at St 
Michael and All Saints in Tollcross and also at the ‘other’ St Mungo’s in 
Balerno. It’s hard to imagine two churches further apart on the high-low 
spectrum!! 
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They were both very fulfilling experiences and will stand me in good 
stead in the years ahead. Having said that, don’t expect to me to 
cantor any services as whether I sing the right note is a matter of luck 
rather than judgement, and that is no way to enhance a service that 
requires a cantor. 

As well as leading Sunday services I will be taking my turn leading 
various studies, including this Advent which will be based on Paula 
Gooder’s book Journey to the Manger.  

So hopefully our paths will cross over the next few years – either in 
church or online or preferably both.  

Peter Woodifield 

Notes from St Mungo’s Vestry November 2021 
Vestry had meetings in August and October, and it was good to be 
able to sit round a table again to discuss church matters. Progress has 
been made with the review of church heating and we are hopeful of 
having the new system in place by Christmas. Our application to the 
covid recovery fund was successful and we have been awarded a 
grant of £5,000 towards the cost of equipment that will improve our on 
line worship offering. We have also awarded a contract for the 
redevelopment of the St Mungo’s web site. 

The monthly pattern of worship has now settled down and we are able 
to have Communion every Sunday. Peter and Chris lead worship on 
the first Sunday and Neville is back with the family service on the third 
Sunday. Nick leads on the second and fourth Sundays. We will be 
having a contemporary worship evening on 21st November with Chris 
and Brian. 

Rev Dr Tony Foley was inducted as the new minister of St Andrew’s 
and linked parishes and we look forward to working with him on joint 
activities. 
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Harvest at St Mungo’s Church

The church was beautifully decorated for our Harvest Festival service, 
including a magnificent display of garden vegetables. As well as the 
food items, we were able to donate £255 from a special collection to 
support the work of St Catherine’s convent in providing meals and 
support to homeless and lonely people in Edinburgh. 

As usual, our Christmas appeal will be in aid of the Peebleshire Youth 
Trust hamper appeal – this year we have been asked to provide 150 
bags of lentils. A good start has been made but there is still some way 
to go. 

Ian Kerry 
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St James the Less Vestry Notes November 2021 
Vestry met on 8 September and 13 October 21 when our discussions 
focused on: 
• Finance and Gift Day 

Vestry have been looking at St James’ income and expenditure over 
recent years. A need to increase our future income has been 
identified. Ways to increase income have been considering and are 
being investigated. The first action was to hold a Gift Day in 
October.   

• Risk Register 
The Risk Assessment Register has been updated, thanks to Andy, 
Kathryn, and Ian. The effect of the pandemic to risk assessment and 
the Church Hall has been added. A physical inspection of the church 
and hall was made in October. Vestry were very grateful for all the 
work undertaken to bring the Risk Register up to date. 

• Fire and Safety 
While the Risk Register was being updated it was realised Vestry 
were unsure of Fire Safety Procedures. A Fire drill was undertaken 
at the start of October to test out the procedures and ensure they 
were fit for purpose. 

• Safety Officer 
Kathryn Topham has researched Risk Assessment, Fire and Safety.  
She has been an excellent support to Vestry, preparing paperwork 
and giving advice. Vestry wish to appoint a Fire and Safety Person.  
Kathryn would be the best person for the job, but unfortunately, she 
has increased family commitments, and is unable to commit to the 
role. We are looking for a volunteer to take care of the Risk 
Register, Fire and Health and Safety. 
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• Church Hall Letting Policy 
A new church hall letting policy has been created. Paperwork for lets 
has been approved. This need to be completed by the hall users in 
advance of use. Hall Booking will be recorded on the church online 
calendar. A charge of £20 per hour will be made for commercial 
users. For church members and local organisations there will be 
100% discount.  

At the end of the Financial Year, Graham Smith retired  as Treasurer.  
For over 20 years Graham has meticulously taken care of the finances 
of St James and insured there was always money to pay the bills. 
Graham took over from Ian McLennan. Ian also served as treasurer for 
many years. St James has been blessed to have our finances 
administered by two very dedicated people for such a long period of 
time. 
Vestry welcomed Richard Finch as treasurer at the October Vestry 
meeting. As he had only been in post for 13 days and being the start of 
a new financial year, he appreciated not having to report any changes.  
He is already considering St James’ income and expenditure while he 
drafts the budget for 2021/22. I am sure Richard will be a safe pair of 
hands to take over from Graham. 
Since retiring Graham has had a fall while on holiday. He was in 
hospital for several days before returning home and he is making a 
slow progress. We are hoping he will have recovered to give his 
financial report to the AGM on Sunday 5 December 21, at 12 noon. 
This is a brief record of Vestry, in the last few months.   
Best wishes  

Charlotte Kemp
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Poppies 
We recently observed Remembrance Day, and some 
of us might have worn a poppy. We’re probably 
familiar with the history of its inspiration, but it never 
hurts to be reminded.  Amidst the devastation of 
WW1, one man was inspired by the vision of Nature 
bearing witness to the regeneration of life.  The 
opening lines of the poem, In Flanders Fields, refer to poppies growing 
among the graves of war victims in a war-scarred region of Belgium.  
The poem was written by John McCrae, a Canadian physician, on 3 
May 1915, after witnessing the death of his friend and fellow soldier 
the day before.  It was first published on 8 December 1915 in Punch. 
In 1920, the National American Legion adopted the poppy as their 
official symbol of remembrance, and the idea was also adopted by 
military veterans' groups in parts of the British Empire. 

In June 1921, Field Marshal Earl Haig formed the Royal British Legion 
Scotland (Legion Scotland as it is now known), by bringing together 
several charities that had been established to assist those returning 
from the horrors of the WW1 and residing in Scotland.  Around the 
same time the Royal British Legion, as it is now known, was also 
formed to assist those returning and living south of the border.  The 
Earl Haig Fund Scotland, now commonly known as Poppyscotland, 
owns the Scottish Poppy Appeal, although heavily supported by 
Legion Scotland. 

Did you know?… in England, Wales and Northern Ireland, the poppies 
typically have two red paper petals mounted on a green plastic stem 
with a single green paper leaf and a prominent black plastic central 
boss.  The stem has an additional branch used as a pin to anchor the 
poppy in the lapel or buttonhole.  In Scotland, the poppies are curled 
and have four petals with no leaf. 
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Did you know?… there have been several different 
coloured poppies produced. Some people choose to 
wear white poppies as an alternative to the red poppy.  
The white poppy and white poppy wreaths were 
introduced by Britain's Co-operative Women's Guild in 
1933.  Today, white poppies are sold by Peace Pledge 
Union or may be homemade. According to the PPU, 

the white poppy stands for three things: remembrance for all victims of 
war, a commitment to peace and a challenge to attempts to glamorise 
or celebrate war. This includes wars still being fought, people of all 
nationalities, both civilians and members of armed forces.  In wearing 
white poppies, we remember all those killed in war, all those wounded 
in body or mind, the millions who have been made sick or homeless by 
war and the families and communities torn apart.  We also remember 
those killed or imprisoned for refusing to fight and for resisting war.  
Some women in the 1930s lost their jobs for wearing white poppies, 
and today some view the wearing of such as detracting from the 
meaning and the funds of the red poppy.   

To commemorate animal victims of war, in 2006, Animal Aid in  Britain 
issued a purple remembrance poppy, and in 2015 they 
felt it was being misinterpreted ‒ the animals are not 
heroes but victims. It was replaced with an enamel purple 
paw badge that can be worn all year round.  The purple 
poppy symbol was subsequently picked up by the 
Murphy's Army charity in 2016 and continued to be sold 
by them.  Animals like horses, dogs and pigeons were 
often drafted into the war effort; in particular, many horses were killed 
or injured in World War One.  Donations to the Purple Poppy Appeal, 
which is organised by the War Horse Memorial, will go to charities like 
World Horse Welfare and the animal charity, Blue Cross. 
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Introduced in the 2018 Centenary year by Jitesh 
Gadhia and The Royal British Legion, the khadi 
poppy is intended to represent specifically 
gratitude for the contribution of 1.5 million people 
from undivided India, as well as Commonwealth 
nations more generally, to WW1.   

These poppies are identical to the Legion red poppy except the petals 
are made of khadi, a spun cotton cloth popularised by Mahatma 
Gandhi on his spinning wheel. 

The black poppy has two different meanings 
attached to it. It is most commonly associated 
with the commemoration of black, African and 
Caribbean communities' contribution to the war 
effort ‒ as service personnel, and as civilians. 
The campaign organisers say that while they 
also support the red poppy, they feel that the black poppy highlights 
this contribution and the place of black, African and Caribbean 
communities in remembrance. 

Some view the introduction of separate categories as divisive. The 
original red poppy is a survivor, rising from earth disturbed and 
desecrated by human activity, and remains a humble, poignant symbol 
of Remembrance and hope. 

Is there a ‘correct’ way to wear a poppy?  It’s a matter of personal 
choice whether folk choose to wear a poppy, of whatever colour, and 
how they wear it.  There is a story that once an elderly poppyseller 
asked a woman if he could reposition her poppy; he told her that 
women should wear their poppy on their right side: the red represents 
the blood of all those who gave their lives; the black represents the 
mourning of those who didn't have their loved ones return home; and 
the green leaf represents the grass and crops growing, and future 
prosperity after the war destroyed so much.  
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The leaf should be positioned at 11 o'clock to represent the eleventh 
hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month, the time that WW1 
formally ended. He was worried that younger generations wouldn't 
understand this and there wouldn't be many around for much longer to 
teach them. This seems to read too much into it. However, general 
opinion is that the best way to wear a poppy is simply with pride – and 
eternal gratitude to all who risk their lives for others.  Their finest 
memorial would be the final extermination of war itself. 

Georgina Phillips 

Image of Infant St James the Less 
Norfolk is famed for its historic churches 
and earlier this year I visited Ranworth 
church. It has a lovely rural setting on the 
edge of Ranworth Broad and houses a 
beautiful painted rood screen dating from 
around 1470. Each of the side chapels has 
a reredos and on one of these is a painting 
of St Mary Cleophas with her four children, 
James the Less, Simon, Jude and Joseph. 
The infant James the Less is on the bottom 
left and playing with a bubble pipe. 

I will leave it to others to judge the 
historical accuracy. 

Ian Kerry 
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St Mungo’s History (Part 2) 
Part 1 appeared in Issue 5 of In Touch 

Buchan, in his History of Peeblesshire has this to say of William 
Forbes: “It is to William Forbes that the present and future prosperity of 
West Linton as a health resort is due. The lands were treeless and 
were practically a stretch of rough heather. But at great financial 
sacrifice he expended large sums in draining and reclaiming his 
property with a view to bringing it into a state of cultivation. He planted 
an enormous amount of timber.” 

That timber, with nearly a century’s growth behind it, may be seen, and 
its splendour enjoyed, in the popular Cat Walk which runs from the 
path behind the post office up and through the woods and coming out 
behind Lynedale House. No other community in Scotland has such a 
beautiful setting for its games and fair days as West Linton.   It is 
largely due to William Forbes of  Medwyn. 

In order to guarantee the stipend of the incumbent to the extent of 
£100 per annum, Mr William Forbes and his family gave £2000 which, 
invested, has largely maintained the living for seventy-three years. 

In addition to building the church Mr Forbes built a school which 
stands at the foot of the brae by the river side. It was the only 
Episcopal Church School in Peeblesshire. It had the capacity for about 
sixty scholars with a mistress and a staff of teachers. A Minute from the 
Sederunt Book says:  

“At a meeting of the managers held at Medwyn on this date, 
August 17th, 1908 it was unanimously agreed to ask the sanction of the 
Scotch Education Department not to re-open the school on September 
15th, and to give notice to the teachers of the termination of their 
engagement. 

The Managers were moved to take this step on the following grounds:
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1. The decrease of the number for children on the roll, owing to 

repeated removals of families from the district. 

2. None of the present pupils’ parents belong to the church and 
therefore not having any particular attachment to the school as a 
church school there was a certain prospect of further withdrawal, when 
the new school provided with the latest educational equipment, and 
now in course of erection, should be opened. Although government 
grants have been very far from sufficient to meet the expense of 
carrying on the school, this in itself would not have led the managers 
to take the action proposed, especially as changes in, and additions to, 
the buildings and furnishings had been completed less than a year ago 
at considerable expense. 

But the reasons given above seemed to the managers to point 
exclusively to the advisability of closing the school on their own 
initiative, which they did with very great regret, remembering the good 
and faithful service, on a religious foundation, rendered by the school 
to the community for more than fifty years.” 

The school remained the property of St Mungo’s until 1928, and was 
used as a recreation room. It was then sold to the West Linton Bowling 
Club. 

Mr William Forbes maintained his active interest in St Mungo’s Church, 
as lay-representative, chairman of the vestry, secretary-treasurer of the 
congregation and patron until 1889. He died in 1891. A lasting 
memorial to his character and service is found in the strikingly beautiful 
window on the south side of the church. It is a Kempe window, the best 
of the stained glass art of that period. The inscription reads: to the 
glory of god and giving thanks to him for the honoured memory of 
william forbes, of medwin, who died march 12th, 1891. His Friends, 
Relatives and Neighbours dedicate this window. 

Shared by Ian Kerry
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Poetry corner

Remember 

We stood close together, hands cupping faces – 

a torrent of words, hesitant, breathless, 

a deluge of half-finished sentences; 

oblivious to the scarlet poppies crushed beneath our feet. 

Will you remember me, far overseas? 

You carved our initials on the gnarled tree trunk 

amongst the mossy, faded hearts 

entwining youthful hopes and dreams. 

Warmed by the August sun that nurtured our days, 

we’d be immortal, remembered for ever.  

Now, I trace your name on the smooth, cold stone – 

one of thousands, a myriad 

etched on a silent wall, 

lit by the eternal flame that keeps memory alive –  

lest we forget, oh never forget. 

Georgina Phillips 
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Beech Trees 

The long legged branches of the Beech 
 Are undressing for their winter show,  
Weaving and dancing as the cold winds blow. 
Their russet clothes are scattered out of reach.                 
They will stand till spring, so beautifully bare. 
Sometimes hiding in an ermine coat of snow. 
Their frozen fingers drawing shadows down below. 
Their limbs can make a concert stage to share 
With all the winter birds that come to sing. 
Their rising songs give endless joy, and bring 
An extra  beauty to the music of the ice cold sky. 
Grey green and smooth to the touch of hands, 
The beech tree like a kindly giant stands 
Strong against the heavens swirling by. 

Jill Drought 
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  Blind Man 
In his own dark he came, 
Striding through the city’s light; 
Heedless of his claim 
Through blindness, to invite 
Protection. 
He thrust fast into the wind, 
Tipping the kerb with white stick, 
Seeing in his mind 
The traffic’s  rush and press with quick 
Detection.  
With life held loose 
And burning free he came, 
Unaware of time’s noose 
That shackles life to tame 
Direction. 
His body knew no fear, 
Nor thought of ages binding bars,  
Or longing that might tear 
His heart, to see the star’s 
Perfection. 
And so he passed me there, 
Leaving his lightness transient 
Upon the evening air, 
And darkness creeping in obedient 
Subjection. 

Jill Drought



An Ode of English Plurals 
From Davya Cohen 

 
We’ll begin with a box, and the plural is boxes, 
But the plural of ox becomes oxen, not oxes. 
One fowl is a goose, but two are called geese, 
Yet the plural of moose should never be meese. 
You may find a lone mouse or a nest full of mice, 
Yet the plural of house is houses, not hice. 

If the plural of man is always called men, 
Why shouldn’t the plural of pan be called pen? 
If I speak of my foot and show you my feet, 
And I give you a boot, would a pair be called beet? 
If one is a tooth and a whole set are teeth, 
Why shouldn't the plural of booth be called beeth? 

Then one may be that, and three would be those, 
Yet hat in the plural would never be hose, 
And the plural of cat is cats, not cose. 
We speak of a brother and also of brethren, 
But though we say mother, we never say methren. 
Then the masculine pronouns are he, his and him, 
But imagine the feminine: she, shis and shim! 

Let’s face it, English is a crazy language. 
There is no egg in eggplant nor ham in hamburger; 
Neither apple nor pine in pineapple. 
English muffins weren’t invented in England. 
We take English for granted, but if we explore its paradoxes, 
We find that quicksand can work slowly, boxing rings are square, 
And a guinea pig is neither from Guinea nor is it a pig. 
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And why is it that writers write but fingers don’t fing, 
Grocers don’t groce and hammers don’t ham? 
Doesn’t it seem crazy that you can make amends but not one amend. 
If you have a bunch of odds and ends and 
Get rid of all but one of them, what do you call it? 

If teachers taught, why didn’t preachers praught? 
If a vegetarian eats vegetables, what does a humanitarian eat? 
Sometimes I think all the folks who grew up speaking English 
Should be committed to an asylum for the verbally insane. 

In what other language do people recite at a play and play at a recital? 
We ship by truck but send cargo by ship. 
We have noses that run and feet that smell. 
We park in a driveway and drive in a parkway. 
And how can a slim chance and a fat chance be the same, 
While a wise man and a wise guy are opposites? 

You have to marvel at the unique lunacy of a language 
In which your house can burn up as it burns down, 
In which you fill in a form by filling it out, and 
In which an alarm goes off by going on. 

And in closing, if Father is Pop, how come Mother’s not Mop? 

Shared by Vera Leiper 
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Post-natal Questions 
Attributed to David Jenkins 

Imagine it! A day or two after the first Christmas, God is opening his 
morning mail. On top is a letter post-marked Jerusalem. His secretary, 
whose name happens to be Gabriel, opens it and reads it to Him. 

“Dear God, 
We apologise for writing to you so soon after Christmas; we know this 
has been a particularly busy time for you, but there are certain things 
on our minds which we have to talk about, and you’ve always been so 
good at listening in the past. 

We hope you are not upset by what we are going to say, but we feel 
we must say it right now. It can’t wait until next Sunday. Allow us to 
begin quite positively. We want to say “Thanks for coming.” We really 
do mean that. Sincerely we do! We knew that one day you would turn 
up yourself. We’ve tried to be patient. We’ve read all the prophets, 
studied the writings, and it had been our intention to give you a 
massive welcome, you know, good press coverage, photographs, 
interviews, even TV time. They talked about changing Newsnight to 
Goodnews Night, just for you! Unfortunately things did not turn out as 
we expected…more about that later…but it is great to see you and to 
know that, at last, you are with us. Imagine that! God-with-us! 
Fantastic! Mind you, word hasn’t really got around yet, but there’s 
plenty of time. 

Now to the other points we want to make. You will gather from the fact 
that we have written that we are a bit worried. We’re not sure we 
understand what you have in mind. Take the timing for instance. We 
know it’s not for us to tell you your job, but we reckon you have come a 
bit late. We could have done with your arrival about 160 years ago for 
instance, when the Maccabaean brothers, Judas and Simon, were 
fighting up in the northern hills. But you have chosen to turn up when 
the chances of gaining power are extremely limited. The Romans have
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a stranglehold not only on our own land, but on the whole world. The 
chances of success are minimal. We are sure you will find support for 
whatever you have in mind but it isn’t going to be a walkover. We are 
understandably a bit apprehensive about taking on the Romans at this 
point in time. 

Another thing. This concerns the timing as well. There could not have 
been a more confusing or humiliating time for you to arrive than at the 
time of the Roman census. They seem obsessed by numbers and they 
treat us like cattle. For the royal tribe of Judah, the House of David, to 
be tallied up like peas in a jar is the most degrading of experiences 
imaginable. The Romans are no fools when it comes to showing the 
world who is “Lord”. And then what happens. You decide to come to 
Bethlehem. At our most embarrassing moment, the Messiah comes. 
When we are at our weakest and our oppressors are parading their 
strength, you come along. After all our hoping and praying, all our 
elaborate preparations, we were taken completely by surprise. In busy 
Bethlehem, amid all the confusion, with full hotels and desperate 
families looking for shelter, you are suddenly discovered. We couldn’t 
even prepare Herod for the shock, and his reactions, as we all know, 
can be irrational and violent. 

Please don’t imagine we are ungrateful to you for coming, but we are 
puzzled. Why come in such weakness when you are King of kings and 
Lord of lords? In this world, weakness just doesn’t pay. We have learnt 
through hard experience that it’s the survival of the fittest that matters, 
whether you like it or not. So if you are coming to be with us, you can’t 
beat them unless you join them. You have to play the power game and 
show them who is boss. Now you may still do that, but we think you 
have started out on the wrong foot. You have come in weakness: a 
shabby stable and a powerless family. We were expecting you to come 
to your Temple. We thought you would be born into riches and royalty. 
In other words, you are a bit too far down David’s line for our liking. 
And furthermore, you are going to need money if you are going to get 
on. But look at the parents you have chosen. They may not be 
paupers but they will hardly inherit the earth!
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While we are mentioning money, another important matter must be 
aired. We have heard that there are some wealthy princes on their way 
bringing gifts for you, expensive gifts at that. How they knew about 
your coming you may know, but we don’t. We don’t mind others 
offering you gifts of course, but you had led us to believe that you were 
coming to us first. You would make us a great nation, and then later 
the other nations would come and present their gifts to us…er…we 
mean to you of course, but at our own Temple. These kings are getting 
close to the borders of our land now and they say they are following a 
star leading them to a king. We are afraid that you have changed your 
mind. We thought that you were going to use your coming to judge the 
nations not to welcome them.  Instead it seems that you are judging us 
without telling us, and whereas we expected darkness for the Gentiles, 
you have offered them light.  

It’s time we concluded this letter. It hasn’t been easy to write. Please 
forgive our arrogance. We are sure you will understand our feelings. 
We are bewildered by the events of the last few days, and although 
this may be a sort of post-natal depression after such a long period of 
hoping, we are sure you will explain your reasons for coming as you 
have. 

Yours Sincerely, 
The People of God.” 

“Well!” Gabriel exclaimed, “How do you answer that one?” God 
seemed concerned but not unduly perturbed. “Take this down”, he said 
quietly. 

“Dear People-of-mine, 
It was good of you to write so speedily and frankly about my sudden 
arrival. I am not completely surprised by your response. Remember, I 
have quite a record of surprising you! There was Moses, for instance. 
You may look back upon him now as the right man at the right time, 
but during his life-time you were not exactly keen on his ideas and his 
actions.  Then there were the prophets, Elijah included. Again, it was 
only much later that you appreciated his greatness.
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And you accuse me of being late? 

But allow me to say a few things about my latest decision to come in 
the person of Jesus. I want you to realise that this is not going to be 
like any of the previous ways in which I have spoken. You cannot 
judge this on past records and prophesies alone, for I am doing 
something completely new, and although I cannot tell you all the 
secrets, they should become clear if you share his growing life. He will 
show you that my love for you as a nation is no less than it has ever 
been. I have not broken my covenant. That is why I have been born 
into your nation. Jesus is my Son, and he is a Jew. In him will be 
focussed all my hopes for my people. It is clear from your letter that 
your hopes for the nation and mine may be slightly divergent. So 
beware. If I had believed that the Maccabaean brothers’ answer was 
the right one, I would have come then. Maybe you ought to search the 
scriptures again. You may come across words like ‘Wonderful-
Counsellor, Mighty God, Eternal Father, Prince of Peace’. You still 
think I am the Lord of Hosts as you used to call me, a God of marching 
armies, a rod of anger against your enemies. I am not a war machine. I 
am a God of life, not death. I come to save, not to condemn. I offer 
light, not darkness. So arise! shine! for your light has come. My Son is 
the radiant light of my glory, a perfect copy of my nature. Your needs 
are not for political freedom alone. My son’s name will be “Jesus” for 
he will be a saviour, but not like Joshua or Samson were saviours. He 
will declare my redeeming love for you and the world. 

This brings me to the part in your letter which concerns the Gentile 
princes. Need you be so jealous? Was not the coming of the Messiah 
promised to the Gentiles as well? Remember the prophet’s words? 
‘The nations come to your light and kings to your dawning brightness’. 
When you reflect on my deeds as Creator you remember the time 
when the whole Earth was in darkness and I said ‘Let there be light’. 
What has happened in the last two days is just like that. It is as though 
Creation is beginning all over again. All nations, including my own 
beloved Israel, are in darkness. 
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Night covers the earth and darkness the peoples. So lift up your eyes 
and look around. New light is dawning. A new sun rises. Put away dark 
and jealous thoughts. I have no favourites. And watch that child born 
among you, lest you prefer darkness to light. 

Thank you for writing. Remember, I am now with you. I may seem 
weak but my weakness is stronger than your strength, or Herod’s, or 
the Romans’. For light wins. It always overcomes darkness. 

Yours Sincerely, 

God” 

Gabriel wiped his brow. “That should do the trick” he said, relieved. 
“Don’t be so sure”, God said gently. “It’s like I said to Isaiah years ago: 
‘Go and say to this people: Hear and hear again, but do not 
understand; see and see again, but do not perceive.’ This generation 
is not different. Maybe this time however, some will see and 
understand. Just a few maybe.” 

David Jenkins was, you might remember, the Bishop of Durham who 
caused quite a stir when he was quoted as saying he didn’t believe in 
virgin birth and expressing controversial views about resurrection. [As 
is the way with these things, the press omitted the full details of what 
he said; why let nuances get in the way of a good story!] I have no 
idea of where the article originated. Before Joy started her 
Comparative Religion course, I went to the bookcase to retrieve an 
envelope from next to my Bible. The envelope was labelled 
‘Comparative Religion’ and in my mind it contained the notes from a 
5th or 6th form class at school on that subject. I found Jenkins’s 
sermon, or whatever it is, in that envelope when I took out the other 
notes.  From the paper (A4 not foolscap) it must date from some time 
after my schooldays. Neither Brigitte nor I have any recollection of 
seeing it before, so it may have been left in the envelope after I lent 
the notes to someone who was doing a comparative religion course at 
their Church a number of years ago. 

Ian Fuge 
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(Ed: We must point out that this article that Ian found was typed by an 
unknown person at an unknown time many years ago, and comes 
from an unknown source. We don't even know if Bishop David really is 
the author. But it’s a lovely story and we felt it was worth including as 
we approach Advent. We apologise if we've infringed copyright and 
wonder if anyone has any information about that? Please let us know if 
you do! Many thanks!)

Last Word 
The headlines have recently been about supply chain difficulties; about 
the lack of HGV drivers to bring food and goods from our ports to our 
local shops or to our doors. They have also pointed to the lack of 
abattoir workers, which means seasonal foods such as turkey, may be 
in short supply this Christmas. The most alarmist headlines have 
declared that ‘we must save Christmas!’.  

I hope you agree that if we don’t have the latest gadget, or we can’t 
get the ‘must have’ toy as a present for a child, if we don’t have a 
turkey for Christmas dinner, it doesn’t mean Christmas is cancelled. 

We shall celebrate the true meaning of Christmas whatever the shops 
may have on their shelves. We can share quality time and make 
memories without fancy presents. 

This year, at both St James the Less and at St Mungo’s, we shall have 
services at 11.30 pm on Christmas Eve, and at 10.30 am on Christmas 
Day. We will hear the familiar nativity stories once more, and celebrate 
the birth of Jesus, Yeshua, the one who saves. Maybe inviting a 
neighbour along to one of our Advent or Christmas services would be 
an easy way of making Christmas extra special this year, turkey or no 
turkey. 

 Nick Bowry 
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