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Reflections from the Rectory

The autumn weather is with us. After a long mild spell we have had
days of heavy rain and the first ground frost. The first ground frost, on
3rd November, was much later than it used to be not that many years
ago. A first ground frost later than mid-October would have been quite
exceptional and remarkable. It is now becoming a common
occurrence.

This trend in later frosts is just one more sign of our changing climate,
and despite being thankful that the central heating has hardly been on
until now, the changing climate is not one to really be thankful for. With
COP27 starting in Egypt this week, we all have a huge, vested interest
in nations taking urgent action to meet the commitments they made
last year at COP26 and also go further. Please hold all those attending
COP27 in your prayers, and also those whose lives depend on
meeting and preferably exceeding the commitments made.

The warm weather, as | said, has helped reduce the need for central
heating to be on and has helped keep the utility bills lower than they
otherwise would have been. From Tuesday 1st November the hall at St
James the Less will open weekly from 10 am to midday, to provide a
warm welcome. It will be a place for a cuppa and a chat, and for those
who come along it will hopefully contribute to reducing their need to
have their heating on at home. Someone challenged me the other day
as to why we were doing this action, a form of social justice. | said that
many of the teachings of Jesus described various ways of caring for
our neighbours, especially those who were struggling to provide for
themselves. And | said our actions are also a sign of faith in God and
are signs of hope to those around us.

As the clocks have changed back to GMT and we enter a time of ever
decreasing daylight for the next seven weeks, it seems to me more
important than ever that we live in whatever ways we can that show
Christ’s light to others and explore how we can also be beacons of
hope.

Nick Bowry
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News from the Congregations

A new grandchild! Jenny Wright is delighted to introduce you to
Lottie (Charlotte) Grace Katherine Mossop-Prescott. She was born to
Chris Mossop and Sarah Prescott on the 28th August 2022. All doing

well. Jenny’s seen her twice and had a cuddle. She can’t wait to see
her again in person!

Birthday celebrations for Below Left Gillian Little (18th October) and

Joy Middleton (22nd October) and Right a special 80th for Angela Sibley
(12th November). Many happy returns of the day too for everyone else
who'’s had a birthday in the last three months!
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Another new grandchild!

Dy Harvey writes “Let me introduce you to my
newest grandchild Lochlan Mark McGavin known
as Lockie. Born on the 19th September 2022
another son for Fiona and Jemma and wee
brother for Finlay.”

Finlay certainly looks delighted with his baby
brother!

i Congratulations to Peter Woodlifield,
| Associate Priest

In his recent newsletter, Nick wrote “Peter has now
completed his three-year curacy, the culmination of
six years since he commenced his formal studies
with the Scottish Episcopal Institute. Over the
summer the necessary paperwork was completed
by Bishop John, Peter and me. Bishop John duly
~ authorised the completion of Peter’s curacy and

p & agreed with my proposal that Peter’s title should
SN%—= now be Associate Priest. A celebration was held at
St James the Less to mark this milestone on 25th
September, and another at St Mungo’'s on 2nd
October.

Congratulations to Nick Bowry - three years with us!

On 9th October 2019, the service of institution was held in St James
the Less for our very own priest, Nick Bowry. Nick said in his
newsletter: “The hymns and readings all pointed to my concern to work
for justice and peace, wholeness and reconciliation, and a care for
God’s beautiful creation... In hindsight | feel most fortunate that |
commenced my ministry six months before COVID lockdown. Several
colleagues who moved during the following two years have found it
much harder to settle into their new charges.” We're two lucky
congregations.
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Weddmg Ann/versary Congratulations

, ‘ I Jennifer and Anthony Edge celebrated their
 ( L .L 60th weddlng anniversary on 3rd September

(among other things) to St James the Less for
many years. We offer our congratulations to the
happy couple!

“Anthony and | met as teenagers at the
Methodist Church Youth Club in the village of
Codsall in Staffordshire. When he and his family
moved to Somerset and | began training as a
nurse, we kept in touch by phone, letter and the occasional visit to
each other.

We were married on September 3rd 1962 in
the small Methodist church packed with our
many aunts, uncles, cousins and friends.
Anthony’s friend Nigel was Best Man and my
young cousins, Sally and Philippa, were
bridesmaids. After a reception for everyone in
the village restaurant, we travelled by train to
London and on to Bournemouth where we
enjoyed trips to the New Forest, Brownsea
Island and a tour of Poole Pottery. A few days
later we travelled by train again to Weston-
super-Mare in Somerset, and our first home
together.

Sixty years later, in contrast to our rather big

wedding, our Diamond Anniversary was celebrated very quietly.
Anthony and | travelled by bus from Penicuik to the attractive little town
of Kirkcudbright where we explored the pretty streets, art galleries and
hidden gardens and looked back over sixty eventful and happy years.”

jenmfer fdge
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Welcome to our church family
Aiden Soon Zhi Hao!

| After having to cancel at the last minute on
the 24th July 2022 because of Covid in the
family, Aiden was baptised at St James the
Less Church on the 23rd October 2022.
Soon is the family name and Zhi Hao
means wisdom and bravery.

A happy family celebration for proud parents
Wai Cheong Soon and Charlotte Topham,
~ and godmother Aunty Rachel. Maternal

‘ grandparents Nigel and Kathryn Topham
(Penicuik) were able to be at the baptism service in person, while
paternal grandparents Soon Teck Thong and Thian Yoke Leng (who
live in Kuala Lumpur) will watch it on a video recording.

RIP John Ford

John Ford died on 14th September 2022. The Ford family were
members of St James for many years. His funeral was held on 7th
October 2022 in St Margaret’s, Burnham
Norton, Norfolk, the church where his wife
Joy was buried. Joy was brought up in
Norfolk. She died in 2008 and Neville Suttle
travelled to Norfolk to conduct Joy’s funeral.

This is a picture of the church. It is one of the
many churches with a round tower that
= Norfolk is famous for.

Incidentally, David and | visited this church in
& July when on holiday in Norfolk and were
i unaware of the connection with John’s family.

" May John rest in Peace.

Val McGavin
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A warm St James welcome!

Invitation Sunday and Harvest

Invitation Sunday was celebrated at the start of September. We were
all asked/challenged to bring along someone who doesn’t usually
come to church - friend, neighbour, colleague or family member, for
instance. As we went through the service Nick explained each part and
why we were doing it, which was helpful to regular members as well as
visitors. The success of this was followed by an excellent meal and
much chat.

Harvest lunch at the start of October was so well attended that we had
to set up extra tables; the final count was forty-two folk — surely a
record for any fellowship lunch! Mark Wells, project manager, was
invited to speak during the service and spoke confidently about the
history of FFF and the current services it provides at the Community
Hub. Our donations of food etc went to Food Facts Friends project in
Penicuik along with £333 in cash collected after the Harvest lunch. Gift
Aid will be added. Lovely to see so many folk sharing food and
fellowship; thanks to all who participated. Roll on the next occasion!

Marion Mather & Georgina ‘Pﬁi[fiys

Welcoming flowers on the font A wonderful fellowship Harvest
for Invitation Sunday on lunch on 2/10/22
4/9/22
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Acorns!

The Church of Scotland have been promoting missional discipleship
using the acronym ACORN. The article below, copied from the Church
of Scotland website, is a good description of the process, and the sort
of outcomes that can arise. | commend this practice of intentional
missional prayer and action.

A wise friend of mine often described ‘nudges’, brief thoughts about
someone that nudged him to pay them a visit. In many cases the
nudge led to a timely pastoral visit. These are not coincidences, but
the workings of God that in our busy lives we can miss, dismiss or
delay acting on. However, the nudges normally come at a Kairos
moment — the right moment to do something.

Nick CBowry

ACORN

The lady seemed overly surprised and beyond happy that someone
had come to her door. Our friend had arrived, with flowers. The lady
said “Thank you so much for remembering me, on my birthday”, and
shared that no one else had come to see her. Our friend had no idea it
was her birthday. But God did. When our friend had asked God earlier
that day, whom He wanted her to be in touch with, it is no surprise that
He pointed this lady out. What a day they both had! There was no
coincidence here; our friend is trying a practice called Acorn.

ACORN is a movement that seeks to connect Christians with the work
God is doing in others through caring conversation. Acorn does this
through missional discipleship, by involving some Christian friends and
sending them out to try the acronym A-C-O-R-N;

Ask — ‘Lord, is there anyone beyond the church You want me to
connect with today?’

When God Calls and reveals a person for us to get alongside,

we simply Obey and follow through by contacting them in any way
appropriate.

We then just ask the person “How are you?” God is already there, with
the other. Our job is to find out what God is doing and join God in that
conversation. God then reveals deeper hurts, desires and opening for
the Gospel.



Page 9

Christians then frequently gather to disciple and encourage each other
by;

Reporting what God has been doing in and through them, and by
Noticing together what God is up to and doing in the other person.
Christians are then encouraged to mentor other Christian friends in
this way of life.

Michael Harvey, initiator of ‘Back to Church Sunday’, has developed
this practice and many Christian lives are being changed and
invigorated, instigating well over 12,000 God conversations in Scotland
in 2021. ACORN is helping them in their lives, to put God in charge, to
put mission first, to be faithful and fruitful.

On show

Recently some of you were
kind enough to comment on
my display in Penicuik Library
on locks and keys during
September.

It took a lot of time to
organise and set up, but
it's fun to share an
interest. Ever a glutton for
punishment, | exhibited
some of my moneybox
collection during October.
Happy to answer any
enquiries!

Richard ‘Pﬁi[fijos
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Come write a psalm ...

Two sessions were planned, for successive Saturday mornings. We
were a small band on the 17 September 2022, but it was interesting
and, hopefully, fruitful. Nick discussed ideas for alleviating the effects
of the climate emergency and promoting sustainable living. We also
looked at psalms and their themes, before attempting to write our own
eco-Psalm. This was more difficult than first seemed, but here are our
efforts. Although the workshops are past, Nick urges folk still to attempt
writing their own for personal satisfaction.

Eco-psalm — Nick Bowry

1.

11.

O Lord my God, creator, sustainer, redeemer; your word, your
breath, birthed such beauty.

Through a child’s eye there is wonder and awe for all of your
creation; the vision they see is of your majesty in all that
inhabits the earth.

The birds of the air, the creatures that slither, crawl and burrow;
the creatures of the deep and that tread the earth.

The slivers of green grass, the dandelion seedheads, the
towering oaks and spreading cedars.

How delightful they are in the eyes of the child; they speak of
your creative will and desire.

O Lord my God, creator, sustainer, redeemer; how we have
abused our dominion of your creation.

We were innocent and used the earth’s bounty; we enjoyed
and consumed your creation without any care.

We are no longer innocent, and yet do we care? We deny our
actions, and deny a future for our children,

O Lord, make haste to help us; O Lord, direct and guide us.

We give thanks for your creation; we commit to action in your
name.

We will not offer to you something that costs us nothing; we will
sacrifice and give back to your creation.



12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.
19.

20.

21.

22.

23.
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Help us so once again, O Lord; be ever present with us, our
creator;
That we shall change through praise and action, through loud
voice and sweet music.
We shall once more see the world through a child’s eye, and
dedicate our lives to restoring your creation.
May our children and our children’s children, to the seventh
generation, enjoy the wonders of your creation, restored,
healed and loved.
Restore us, again, O God of our salvation; stretch out your
hand and guide us.
May your love and truth meet in us; may your righteousness
and justice inform us.
You Lord, are our constant; you Lord, bless us and keep us.
We shall once more hear your voice; the people will listen and
hear your word.
You promised a land of milk and honey; let us work with you,
so all may live in that land
Let the Lord’s name be praised; praised under the spreading
cedars;
Praised by the vines and olive trees; by the snow-capped
mountains, and fertile plants.

And once again may children wonder at your abundant
creation, and live in awe of you.

Two psalms — Jill Drought

1.

Lord God, my life is shackled by guilt and sorrow, and | have
lived by false rules and selfish acts.

| have sought pleasure and not looked at what the world is
calling out for.

Rivers of life are dying year by year and our earth is not able to
multiply the food we need.

Forgive us God for our careless care of the earth. We look to
far horizons and weep to see barren land where once were
fertile plains and fresh flowing water.
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Help us Lord to change our destruction and create a new world
where Arctic ice does not crash down, and green fields flourish;
flowers of the land shall bloom again.

We will sing with joy again when trees grow tall and bear fruit,
and animals of the wild world leap and run and find food.

Lord God, we beg you to forgive our foolishness and do not
take the colour from our world. Help us to create a new life and
sing a song of creation. We will glory in our world’s rebirth and
walk with pride along the path of life.

*hkkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

Lord God, our world is ailing and we have a burden of guilt that
lies justly on us.

The brown and barren lands stare back at us as people hold
their empty bellies and cry for food.

Nations have been washed away. Meagre lives paying for our
selfish deeds.

God of mercy, we beg you to stop the crash of melting ice from
Arctic cliffs and give us wisdom to know that time is hurrying us
to rescue our dying world.

Give us skills Lord, to green the desert, dry the floods and
restore life in barren lands.

May our animals leap again for joy and let us rejoice in new
life. May the thirsty find water and the hungry find food.

God we beg your help to avert the danger and save the earth.

With your help Lord we will sing with joy again and flowers of
the fields shall bloom once more and shall thank you for our
living world.
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A psalm for the earth — Georgina Phillips

10.

11.

12.

O God our father, hear our voices.

As the sun warms my body, so my spirit is refreshed; as my
head lifts from my shoulder, so my heart is uplifted.

| see the beauty of Creation spread about me and | take
strength for the day ahead.

We praise you for your creation of this world; yet, O God, my
whole being despairs for the despoiling of this same Creation.

O God, you made this whole earth: the sea and sky, all that
grows and breathes.

Yet we have plundered and exploited for our own needs and
wants; we take far more than we give back, and we equate
desire with necessity.

We have plundered the waters of the earth and laid waste the
forests; we have displaced people and driven to extinction the
wildlife.

We plunder the earth’s resources and yet we cry out still for
more possessions, more land, more money.

Why, O God, do we not instead weep for the destruction of
your gifts to us? Why, O God, do we not live in harmony with
nature, at peace with all peoples.

We whimper and show a public face of grief, yet, O God, we
are unwilling to change our way of life; we do not care to be
inconvenienced.

Forgive us, O God, and guide our hearts and minds into paths
of awareness; open our eyes to the desolation creeping upon
this earth; let our ears listen to the words of warning before it is
too late.

Let it not be too late for our children’s children; hear our prayer,
O God of all Creation.

Georgina ?ﬁim’}os
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The Holy Beekeeper

"How sweet are your words to my taste, sweeter than honey to my
mouth." Psalm 119:103

Recently | wondered what do Christ's disciples prioritize in their first
prayer of the day? Is it for God to bless our day, plans, concerns
responsibilities, families and our ministry services and so on? Then we
go out there and do our best to get the jobs done and get through the
day. These things are right and proper to do but do we take a few
moments in the day to sit down and just be, be in his presence?

We need to invite the Holy Spirit to come. Come and settle our busy
minds.

Then we can try and listen to what God may want to say to us. God
speaks to us in many ways but also through our senses and
imagination. Take note of a picture that comes to mind or a song or a
memory. Speak to God about it. What is he saying?

God delights in our prayers but he also enjoys those special intimate
moments of fellowship.

As the beekeeper reaps the fruit of the labour of his busy bees so let
us allow the billows of God's grace to blow over our souls and still our
hearts and let him take his fill of our love and adoration for him. He will
refresh and restore you (Jer 31:25).

My heart is like an alabaster jar
Filled with love refined.

As | sit at His feet

Its perfume runs out

As a sweet

Sacrifice for love Divine.

Valentina Russell
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Notes from St Mungo’s November 2022

With the clocks having gone back last weekend and fireworks this
weekend, summer now seems a distant memory.

The church now feels more in use. As well as Sunday worship, the
Thursday communion and Wednesday contemplative prayer services
are much appreciated. Some of the community groups such as the
beekeepers have resumed their meetings and we always welcome any
other groups or individuals that would like to make use of our building.

Sadly one of our most long standing members, Pauline King, died on
the 14th September 2022. Pauline was part of a group of formidable
ladies who for many years contributed massively to the church in so
many areas, but more specifically she was instrumental in starting and
supporting our link with the Care Van. Our condolences are offered to
all the family.

Work on the building continues, but not as quickly as hoped. We have
now received three quotations for the heating, and planning
permission from the Council has been granted. However the Energy
Savings Trust, who will be partially funding the work, have now asked
that a new survey be completed. This means it is unlikely that work will
start before Christmas.

New energy efficient lighting has been installed, but a new dimmer
switch is needed for it to work effectively.

At the recent Harvest Festival Brunch £124 was raised for the St
Catherine’s homeless mission in Edinburgh and we are currently
collecting boxes of tea bags for the Peeblesshire Youth Trust Hamper
Appeal.

Incidentally, last year St Mungo’s gave a total of £2,428 to various local
and overseas good causes.

Jan CKerry
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Pauline King — Eulogy

Mum was born in Broadway,
Worcestershire in 1927, the youngest
of three children. Her father, Jack
Coldicott, (to whom she was very
close) came from a local farming
family, and had wanted originally to be
a market gardener. Perhaps this
b explains her lifelong love of the country
and wildlife. Her father got a job with
Lloyds Bank and remained there for
the rest of his working life. Her mother
May was the daughter of a local
architect, whose family came from the
island of Islay in the Hebrides.

Keith, Pauline’s elder brother, was killed in Normandy in 1944. Pauline
and her elder sister, Ailsa, remained best friends throughout their lives
until Ailsa’s death in 1997. The family moved around as her father
changed bank branches and lived in several towns in rural
Worcestershire and Gloucestershire.

In Cheltenham, Mum and Ailsa attended Pates Grammar School. The
headmistress was the fearsome Muriel Jennings renowned in the
1950s and 1960s as the headmistress of Mary Erskine’s school in
Edinburgh. Mum remembered fondly Stow on the Wold, where her
father was the Bank Manager between 1938 and 1948. In later life she
often recited the doggerel:

“Stow on the Wold,

Where the wind blows cold,

And the Cooks can’t cook their dinners,
Take Wind in the Cold

From Stow on the Wold

And spell me that in 4 letters!”
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For secondary education, both sisters boarded at an Anglican convent
school, St Helens & St Katherines, in Abingdon. Mum often referred to
herself, with a glint in her eye, as “convently educated” but she didn’t
want to be a nun!

On leaving school she took a Poultry Husbandry Diploma which led to
her moving to Edinburgh in 1948 to work at the Poultry Research
Organisation.

It was here that Pauline met our father, John King, at King’s Buildings
in Edinburgh where he worked for the Animal Breeding Research
Organisation (ABRO), a precursor of the Roslin Institute. They were
married in Oswestry in 1951 and for a honeymoon toured France in
John’s BSA sports car. As was the custom then, Pauline gave up paid
work and became a full time housewife. Their first home was a cottage
belonging to ABRO in Roslin next to one of the research farms. Peter
was the first born in 1952 followed eighteen months later by their only
daughter Sally who sadly died in infancy. Michael and Timothy followed
in quick succession. At Christmas 1957, the family moved into
Edinburgh to a house in Gilmour Road, to be nearer John’s work place
at King’s Buildings. The family was completed with the birth of David in
1960.

The family worshipped at St Peter’s Episcopal church in Lutton Place
where Pauline made many lifelong friends. Mum was an active
member of the Young Wives group, played badminton, and held
Tupperware and Avon parties. She also served with the WRVS and
enjoyed her visits to the elderly, delivering Meals on Wheels. At home
Pauline was an excellent cook, baker and home maker. She knitted
constantly, kitting out her menfolk with sweaters as well as teaching
my other brothers how to knit. She enjoyed watching tennis and cricket
on the TV, playing board games and cards - rummy was her favourite.
Throughout her life mum was an avid reader. Mum would play cricket
with us as children, but her favourite pastime was doing the daily
crossword, something Mum and | shared a love for.
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Family holidays were usually spent with one of the sets of
grandparents, either her parents on the edge of the Cotswolds, or
Dads parents near Stroud, in Gloucestershire. These included lots of
country walks, and an annual trip to Bristol Zoo. There were also
memorable caravan holidays near Oban when it rained nearly every
day, but everyone still went fishing. Despite this, as gluttons for
punishment, the family returned the next year to the same caravan.

Mum was very fond of her mother-in-law, Gwen. They had a notorious
holiday together to Bournemouth, without men. They spent the entire
trip people watching, as they walked up and down the prom. People
watching was an enduring hobby, particularly small children. Even in
the later stages of dementia, mum loved a trip to the Botanics café in
Edinburgh where she could be entertained for hours watching toddlers
playing.

In 1971 we moved to a larger house in Merchiston Avenue, where
John’s mother Gwen lived with us. Mum cared for her until her death in
1974. As the family grew up and left home they acquired the first of a
series of Yellow Labradors, Gypsy, followed by Teal, Beck, and Brock.

Mum was always very hospitable, welcoming my mountaineering
friends and feeding them as they passed en route for the Scottish
Highlands. Many hills were climbed powered by her famous fruit cake.

In 1981, while John was still working for ABRO and a Professor at the
University, they moved to Cottage Farm on the edge of the village of
West Linton. This was a working sheep farm. Having completed her
job bringing up the four boys, Pauline embarked on her next job as a
working farmer’s wife which spanned a period of thirty years. She
enjoyed this life and rose to the many challenges, which included
dipping black face sheep when the time came round, not a pleasant or
easy task! Mum kept hens and ducks, purchasing bald ex-battery hens
cheaply and bringing them back to be fully feathered “happy hens”, as
she called them! Finally putting to practical use the training from her
youth.
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Having been brought up on rations, she was notoriously thrifty, not
wanting to waste anything. Once Tim and friends called by and were
fed chicken soup. Asked where the chicken had come from, she said “I
was collecting the eggs, when one of the hens dropped dead in front of
me”! So her thrifty nature turned it into something useful.

She was often left to manage the farm on her own whilst John
continued to travel widely for the Food & Agriculture Organisation of
the United Nations. This was typical of her support of Dad’s career,
holding the fort while he was away on many occasions. She was
incredibly tolerant of Dad’s academic absent mindedness.

Pauline also became a stalwart of village life. Her lemon drizzle cakes,
baked for village coffee mornings were legendary, they never made it
to the counter as other volunteers snaffled them as soon as they came
in the door. The annual village sheepdog trials were hosted on the
farm for many years, and Mum produced the tea and whisky
afterwards for the Committee and Judges. She also joined the
Women’s Rural and local Action Aid group, one summer hosting a car
boot sale at the farm with pony rides and an ice-cream stall. Mum also
enjoyed acting as a volunteer driver for the Red Cross, taking people
to hospital appointments in Edinburgh. In her spare time, (what spare
time? you might ask yourself), she joined a painting class and enjoyed
producing watercolours of the farm.

Perhaps my favourite memory of Mum is when she came to visit me
and Rose, my wife, when we lived in California. We took her hiking in
Yosemite, and in the evening, sitting round a camp fire, were
astonished by her command of risqué songs, aided by copious
quantities of Gallo wine.

In time we boys all had our own careers and homes, and one by one
we married and provided Pauline with ten grandchildren. Despite
having had four sons, she had only two grandsons but eight
granddaughters: Robert, Katie, Jessica, Rachel, Anna, Andrew,
Charlotte, Louise, Sarah and Aisla. Jessica provided her with her first
great grandchildren, Evie and Beau. Perhaps some of Pauline’s
happiest days in later life were hosting family gatherings at the farm:
the annual New Year’s Day and Easter lunches.
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As Michael and Janet lived in Cornwall, their annual summer holiday
was spent at the farm where Pauline hosted summer picnics for all the
families and children in the garden. They were very happy gatherings
where the sun always seemed to shine. The grandchildren enjoyed
helping granny feed the orphaned lambs, and collecting the hens’
eggs. Grandpa used to give tractor rides and get the children to help
planting trees.

Pauline was very stoical and had never liked being fussed over. At the
age of seventy, she took her grandchildren ice skating and joined
them, skating herself for the first time ever. She fell over, but carried
on the next day, cooking their Sunday roast lunch with a makeshift
crutch. Only when the family had gone home did John take her to A&E
where they diagnosed a broken hip!

For the past forty years Pauline has been a committed and active
member of this church St Mungo’s. She served in numerous
capacities, on the Vestry, helping with coffee mornings and
fundraisers, arranging flowers and volunteering on Bethany’s Care Van
into her late 70s serving the homeless on Edinburgh Streets.

About 2000 Dad developed Lewy body dementia and by 2003 had
become severely disabled with it. Mum dutifully nursed him at home,
with support of carers, until his death in 2006. Sadly soon after his
death she herself was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. Thanks to the
support of the whole family, and Michael and his wife, Janet, in
particular who by now were living on the farm, she was able to be
cared for at home until the late stages of her illness. Mums’ accepting
nature, sense of humour and gratitude made this possible. We were
grateful for the support of the local authority carers. Gillian became a
family friend over fifteen years, initially caring for dad and then
supporting mum at home with weekly outings for lunch at the Golf
Club. The last two years of Pauline’s life were spent happily in Cluny
Lodge Nursing Home in Edinburgh. It was a great comfort to the family
knowing she was being well cared for, and were grateful for the staff’s
care and attention. Pauline enjoyed joining others for board games,
where she was known as the one of the Queens of Scrabble! For
many hours she happily amused herself with wordsearch puzzles. she
could be coaxed to do almost anything with the promise of a glass of
sherry, her favourite tea time tipple.
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She loved Dad’s Army, watching the same episode night after night
and never failing to rock with laughter. Despite Pauline’s failing
faculties she never lost her sharp, self deprecating sense of humour:
the last time | saw her, a few days before her death, she greeted me
as always “How come it's your turn to visit the old goat today?”
Equally remarkable, Pauline never failed to recognise each of her sons
by name.

We are grateful for Mum’s long life; she celebrated her 95t birthday
last month. She was the same generation as the late Queen, and her
life too was one of Duty and Service to others, informed by her Faith,
with family being central to her life. She was a much loved mother,
mother in law and grandmother, who will be sadly missed and who has
left us with many happy memories to treasure.

‘Peter CKing

Fancy a change of scenery?
% Fancy a bit of company? &
Want to get out of the house for a bit? '
Christmas Day 2022

Open Doors Afternoon

Come along and join us for tea, coffee, tray-bakes and a
blether Also board games, for folks that enjoy that sort of thing!
The upstairs church space will be available for anyone
wanting a bit of quiet, reflective time

EVERYONE WELCOME

at St Mungos Church,
Chapel Brae, West
Linton.
3.30-5.30pm
25th December
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The Family Firm?

Editor’s note: lan submitted this article for the last issue of In Touch,
totally unaware that Nigel Johnston was also submitting an article
about his life at sea. A huge coincidence to have two members of our
congregation with these amazing stories of their nautical careers! lan
agreed that we hold back his story for this issue. Thank you lan!

On a dreich November day in 1960, aged nineteen and dressed in a
crisp, new, clean white boilersuit, | found myself in a cavernous space
on a metal catwalk next to an enormous machine. If the machine had
been a building, | would have been at second floor level and with at
least another storey’s worth of machine above me. | was next to a pipe
sticking out of the side of this machine, looking as if it should have a
hose attached. It had a stopcock on it. | was told that as soon as
flames started to come out of the end of the pipe, | was to close the
stopcock!

So where was |, how did | come to be there and what was | doing?

Go back a year and | was in my last year at school. | had the
advantage (or, depending on your view, the disadvantage) of being at
a prestigious public school. [For the record, | found it was both in
almost equal measure.] At the time, it was expected that one left the
school to go to university, into the services or to join the family firm.

An advantage was that there was a great deal of help to get where one
was going. A disadvantage was that unless it was Oxbridge, Sandhurst
or Dartmouth, there was minimal help or even discouragement. For a
family firm, of course, no help was ever needed!

A year before that, having ended up, almost by default, studying
maths, higher maths and physics for my three A levels, | still had no
idea what | wanted to do when | left school until a civil engineer visited
and gave us an illustrated talk on the newly rebuilt Waterloo Bridge in
London which he had help design and build. | thought then (and still
do) that it was one of the most elegant structures | had seen and from
then knew what | wanted to do. There was little engineering at Oxford
at that time; at Cambridge it was highly theoretical and one needed to
pass a qualifying exam as well as a normal college entry exam.
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| had an abortive attempt at qualifying but decided that, anyway, it was
not right for me. Much better, | felt, would be one of these new-fangled
(only 100 or so years old) so-called ‘redbrick’ universities. But as |
wasn’t taking one of the Oxford, Cambridge, Sandhurst, Dartmouth or
family firm routes out of school, | was on my own. No-one at school
was able to help, so | had to set to and research and apply. | secured a
place at Manchester, but by the time | had done that, they couldn’t take
me until the year after I'd left school - there was no UCAS or Clearing
in those days.

So, what to do in the spare year? Answer - go out and see some of the
world; but where? That was quite easy. Not only is New Zealand about
as far away as | could get but | had contacts there. How to travel was
a trickier question. Flying was not an option - far too expensive. The
overland hippy trail hadn’t yet been invented. Sea, it had to be. Going
as a passenger would have been expensive too; think about the
equivalent of almost six weeks full board plus 12,000 miles transport
each way. What if | could get a job on a ship, even for a pittance,
working my passage? | wrote to all the shipping lines that | could find
that sailed to New Zealand. | got (mostly polite) refusals from them all.
A couple mentioned that they would have liked to help me but couldn’t
risk upsetting the unions as a damaging strike had only just finished.
There was another problem that | didn’t know about at the time; it is
extremely difficult to get signed off from a ship’s crew midway through
a round voyage, because it meant hiring a replacement overseas to
complete the voyage.

Leaving without getting signed off is jumping ship and is illegal. If | had
done so, | would never have got home.

After all the job refusals, and seeing that | had at least made an effort,
my mother stepped in. | knew that her step-father’s family had nautical
connections; | might even have known then that my step-grandfather’s
father had sailed round the Horn before the mast (worked on a masted
ship - and | don’t mean a yacht - that had sailed through the
treacherous waters round Cape Horn) - presumably before the
Panama Canal had opened. What | didn’t know was that he had gone
on to be managing director of Shaw Savill, a company with a large
fleet plying between UK and NZ. Using her inherited family preference
shares as a lever, my mother wrote to the then managing director
asking if he could help.
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He could. As | was going to be studying engineering, he suggested
they could find a position for me in the engine room on one of their
ships and asked me to go and see the superintendent engineer in
London. It ignored the fact that civil and marine are two very different
branches of engineering, but no matter, it was getting me to New
Zealand. | was then duly signed on as a supernumerary engineer on
the QSMV Dominion Monarch sailing via Las Palmas, Cape Town,
Fremantle, Melbourne and Sydney to Wellington. ‘Supernumerary’ is
like ‘non-stipendiary’; | was being employed for no pay. Except that
theoretically, so that | was legally and contractually bound to do as the
ship’s captain said, | was being paid a shilling (5p) a month. When |
got back to the UK, | asked the Superintendent Engineer for my 3/-,
not that it would have bought much more than my first pint at
university, but | thought it would be nice to have it as a souvenir. He
said that of course | could - if | paid the ten shillings a week (or
whatever it then was) NI contributions plus other statutory deductions!
| didn'’t press the point.

The day to join the ship came and a trail through what was then a
rather down-at-heel part of east London to Canning Town, past the
grim Tate and Lyle sugar refinery, and on to the Royal Docks, which
now lie beneath London City Airport. At the bottom of the crew gang
plank - not a smart covered passenger walkway - | looked up at this
huge vessel with slight trepidation. | had absolutely no idea what | was
letting myself in for; if | had, | would probably have been petrified,
turned tail and fled.

But it was to be, without a doubt, one of the best things that ever
happened to me. | like to think (and hope) that it knocked the
complacent, privileged public school stuffing out of me and opened up
the real world after years of isolated monastic 1950s boarding school
existence.

The QSMV Dominion Monarch was the largest refrigerated cargo ship
in the world. Because of containerisation, she might still hold that
record. She also carried around five hundred passengers - all first
class. If the picture of her seems vaguely familiar, she has appeared
week after week on television screens. As an ex-merchant mariner in
the congregation (a full time salaried one!) pointed out to me, she is
the ship that appears in the background in the opening titles of Call the
Midwife.
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That then is where | was on that November afternoon and how | came
to be there. But what was | doing? The cavernous space was, as you
can guess, the engine room and the enormous machine was one of
the four main engines. QSMV indicates that the DM (as she was
invariably called) was a Quadruple Screw Motor Vessel, which means
she had four propellers each turned by its own diesel engine. The
propeller shafts are continuations of the engine crankshafts, without
any gearing - so no neutral. To start the propellor turning, the engine
has to be started and to stop it turning, the engine has to be stopped.

When an engine has been idle for a time, condensation builds up in
the cylinder and this has to be expelled by turning the engine until it
will fire and start. The pipe | was guarding is the way the condensation
escapes and when flames appear, it shows the engine is firing in that
cylinder. So, flame appears, the valve is shut, and we are under way to
pick up passengers at Tilbury. First job done and my gap year (not that
it was known as a gap year then) was under way too. But that, as they
say, is another story.

Writing this sixty-two years later, it is only now that | realise that |
wasn’t quite the unconventional rebel that | thought | was and that | did
in fact follow one of the conventional paths on leaving school. | went,
however briefly, into the (step-) family firm (sort of).

Tan ‘Fuge
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St James the Less Vestry Notes November 2022

Vestry met on Monday 5th September 2022 and on Wednesday 12th
October 2022, when the standard items including Reports from the
Rector, Treasurer and Fabric Convenor, were addressed.

Vestry have been requested to consider the following matters:

Vestry supported the request to create a weekly Warm Space in the
Church Hall over the winter months. Tuesday was the chosen day
with the first Warm Space on Tuesday 1st November 2022. A few
volunteered helped, but more are required.

There was a request to consider purchase and installation of a
Hearing Loop for the Church Hall. Although Vestry believed this
would benefit users of the hall with hearing disabilities, they
considered the expenditure as a low priority when competing with
other claims on the limited budget. If a source of funding was found
Vestry would approve the request. An application for funding has
been made to Midlothian Council for £2,500. The outcome will not
be announced until Spring 2023.

Improved signage to the entrance to the West Door was agreed. An
order was placed for the bright red banner which has been attached
to the railings at the church door.

How the production costs of InTouch could be reduced. It was
agreed to have the magazine printed by the Diocesan Office on a
less expensive paper thus reducing the costs. More copies were to
be printed which could be ordered at a set price for members of the
congregation who prefer a hard copy. The magazine would still be
circulated electronically. Hard copies will not be delivered but
collected in church.

As Covid restrictions have been removed Vestry approved the
request to use the Communion Rail as of the first Sunday in
November.

Vestry approved the expenditure for three members of the
congregation to obtain Food Hygiene Certificates. This is required
for volunteers responsible for food prep at both FFF (Food, Facts,
Friends) and Warm Spaces.
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* The money raised from Harvest Lunch and donations to the Harvest
Festival on Sunday 2nd October 2022 to be donated to FFF.

* St James to purchase where possible Fair-Trade goods.

* Vestry agreed to continue to support Charitable giving to both local
and overseas organisation. Special Collections at Christmas will be
divided between the Aberlour Trust and FFFs

* Cupboards in the Church Hall will be cleared and used to store
archive records

* As both the Fabric Convenor and Church Architect have notified
Vestry of their retirement as of the AGM, Vestry needs to identify a
new Fabric Convenor and Church Architect. If you have the skills
to become Fabric Convenor, please speak to lan Fuge who has
undertaken this role so magnificently.

The next Vestry meeting is on Wednesday 16 November 2022 when

the main items will be the Final Accounts for 2021/2022  and

organisation of the AGM for Sunday 4 December 2022 at 12 noon.

If you are interested in the work of the Vestry please consider

volunteering. Speak to a Vestry member. Nominations need to be

submitted to Vestry Secretary prior to the AGM on 4 December 2022.

Charlotte ﬂ(em]o
\/estry Secremry

Editor: Gillian Little sent this photograph of
Malcolm the stonemason’s mate, who’d
just removed a large root from the stone
wall around St James church. Malcom’s
work reminded Gillian of a St James
equivalent of Shane, a character played by
Alan Ladd in the1953 film of the same
name, who persevered and dug out a root
to help a settler family.

Having never seen the film this
comparison was lost on me! But maybe
others remember seeing it. Well done and
thanks to Malcolm, in any case!
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To be a Pilgrim

Pilgrimage to Santiago de Compostella

In mid-May this year a group of twelve willing, but slightly
apprehensive, peregrinos assembled in the Galician town of El Ferrol
at the start of a 120 km walk in six days to the shrine of St. James in
Compostella. The Camino Ingles replicates the route followed by
pilgrims who arrived by ship from Northern Europe. It is the easiest of
the caminos. The distances between stops are the shortest, and do not
require hill-walking. Still, to this pilgrim it seemed quite a physical
challenge.

Our individual experience of long-distance walking varied considerably,
as did stamina, age and approach. Revd Nick, our guide and leader,
had organised a training walk along the length of the Water of Leith in
early April to make sure that everyone could cope with the distance. At
one end of the scale of fitness was Tony who was in training for long-
distance running, and whose 4-kilo pack for the week reflected this,
and those like myself who carted their house on their back...slowly.
The very sensible opted to make use of the service provided by the
Spanish post office, which conveyed big packs from stop to stop,
leaving the walker with just a day-pack to carry.

The first three days walking were around the very large sea inlet to
Betanzos (rather like Plymouth Sound). It was mostly level, but | found
the second day very tricky. A combination of pack weight and rain had
me considering seriously whether | was up to the task. | managed to
keep going thanks to the support of my companions. Shedding
unnecessary weight, and sunshine on the third day, improved my
mood. It is very green and seemed in many ways quite like Brittany,
Cornwall or the south-west of Ireland. In attitude it is a region that
looks to the Atlantic as much as to Madrid. One old gentleman told me
(I think) that they talked about ‘going to Spain’ whenever they left
Galicia. As a group we seemed to be welcomed wherever we went, a
reflection on the fact that Galicia is not yet a major tourist destination
and, thanks to Covid, peregrinos were still rare visitors.
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By day three the daily routine was well established. Up and ready to
move after a coffee and bun at around 8 o’clock. We tended not to
move as a complete group, but to split up into twos and threes, which
varied during the course of the day. This allowed us to find out
something about each other’s life and interests, and, for me,
companionship was one of the best outcomes of the whole adventure.
A further coffee stop, after around a couple of hours or so walking,
included a further pastry or slice of tortilla providing fuel for the rest of
the morning. The speediest pair would arrive at our daily destination
around 1-2 pm, and the rest would tumble in within the next hour or so.
We stayed in hostels or modest hotels, and were pretty good; always
clean and with ample washing and drying facilities.

Days four and five took us up into the rural hinterland of Galicia, and
was for me the most interesting part of the walk. We went on country
paths and bye-roads, past fields of potatoes and cabbages and
through scented eucatyptus, pine and oak woods. As we gained
height there were some spectacular vistas across to the bay we had
just left. We began to meet other pilgrims and in the usual way of these
things began to chat in the mangled languages of such encounters.

More than half of the last day was through the outer suburbs of
Santiago. It was quite a shock to arrive in the Cathedral area and
suddenly find ourselves in the midst of a great tourist throng after the
comparative peace of the previous days. Some attended the Cathedral
mass, but | arrived too late for it, so contented myself with getting my
Credencial verified, and acquiring my pilgrimage certificate. Finally, on
Sunday morning most of us attended the holy communion service in
the English Church, which seemed a fitting conclusion to the week.

| liked Galicia, and am determined to visit it again in a more leisurely
fashion before it is discovered as a major tourist destination. Would |
would tackle another camino? Probably not, certainly not in high
summer, and not without days off to explore the places passed
through.

Alan Cameron
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Pilgrimage

| finally achieved a twenty-five year old ambition to walk the Camino
back in May when | joined a group organised by Nick.

We left very early on Sunday morning, flew from Edinburgh to Madrid,
then train and bus from there to Ferrol. There were a couple of hairy
moments when we queued for a long time at passport control and then
decided to stay on the train to A Corufia as bus seats from Santiago
didn’'t seem to be available. But we all arrived safely and enjoyed our
first taste of Spanish cuisine outside (raining but warm).

We spent six days from Monday walking seventy-six miles through
varying countryside - coastal, hilly, eucalyptus forest (the smell of pine
will always remind me of this), through towns and villages, staying at a
mixture of hotels (shared rooms en-suite) and a couple of Albergues
where we shared larger rooms with members of our group and
bathrooms with many! All were scrupulously clean and welcoming.
Dyane, Liz and | used the post office service to carry some of our
luggage. It was very efficient and we were able to carry others’ excess
when it got too much. We arrived in Santiago on Saturday in time for
the service in the cathedral.

High points

- Sharing stories of our journeys with members of our group and a
variety of pilgrims we met en route. Some we kept leapfrogging. There
were a couple of ladies who were investigating the route before
bringing other more mature ladies to prove to them they could do it.
Two young Dutch girls were so excited to have done it when we met
them in Santiago and for the reception they received.

- The care shown by members of our group for each other and the
bonds that developed. Pete has recently completed another Camino,
much longer this time and we were able to follow and support him
through the WhatsApp group that had been set up.
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- The architecture, particularly in Santiago.

- Shared conversations in outside bars after finishing walking each
day and shared evening meals (not served until 8pm). The most
memorable one for me was a little way from the albergue in a great
barn of a place with one long table set for many peregrinos. \We were
treated to a three course meal with a choice of two dishes for each
course. The service was so friendly, catering for any dietary needs
(never thought | would enjoy eggs and rice so much as a starter; their
rice was to die for - and all for less than £10). A wonderful atmosphere!

- Arriving in the square in Santiago with all the wonderful architecture
and the cathedral was spectacular and overwhelming. We went to the
service in the cathedral at lunchtime which was standing room only but
the great botafumeiro was swung.

- Walking round the city on the last night after sunset with that special
light and everywhere lit up. The next day (Sunday) when we went to
the Episcopal church of Santa Anna with the service in English. As we
started with Almighty Father, | had a very spiritual and overwhelming
moment realising just how Almighty our Father is. Would | have had
that moment if | hadn’t just walked the Camino? | don’t think so.

I've been reflecting on that journey and how | met God in others, in the
countryside and finding out things about myself and learning how to
deal with some of them and appreciate others. It was a sense of
achievement to complete the walk and in fact | found | wanted to
continue to Finnistere. It was meant to be a one-off but I'd like to do
another! Once I'd got into the rhythm and found my comfortable pace |
would have been happy to continue. There are thirty-nine routes
merging into seven that arrive in the square; so much for it being the
Camino.

So pilgrimage, a journey of life experiences and sharing and learning
and so enriching our relationship with God. Life’'s journey. And so | will
continue on that journey, taking time out now and again for a special
pilgrimage, reflecting on the past, not to live in it, but to give wisdom to
my future plans and actions.

Thank you Nick for arranging this and for the rest of the group for
helping to make it so special.
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Typical socialising after a day’s walk

Nick Bowry - pegrino! All finished! - Congratulations
to everyone!
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John Ford (1935 - 2022)

John, and his soon to be wife, Joy, met as undergraduates reading
Botany at the University of Hull in the early 1960s. Their passion for
natural history stayed with them all of their lives. For John this was a
passion he followed both in personal and professional life. They
moved to Edinburgh temporarily in the late 1960s with John taking up
a lectureship at Napier Polytechnic. As it turned out they ended up
staying in Penicuik, Scotland, until their respective deaths. John spent
all his working life at what was to become Edinburgh Napier University.
Alongside his interest in natural history was photography.

John'’s formative years were spent in his place of birth, York. At the age
of twenty-one he was given a birthday present of a 35mm camera. At
first this was used to photograph York’s historical buildings, not least
the Minster which had a strong influence on his early years. He sang in
the Minster choir and freelanced as a flautist. Although he obviously
had fond memories of this time in his life, he was drawn to academia,
which after seven years culminated in a degree in biological sciences
and a doctorate, which then resulted in the offer of a lecturship in
Edinburgh.

His early research work in Edinburgh involved counting and identifying
species of birds on the Firth of Forth. It was here he combined his
interest in natural history and photography. Specifically on the Bass
Rock, in the Firth of Forth, is when he became hooked. He took his
family on some of these trips; the rock being full of birds, particularly
Gannets intent on dive bombing visitors, steep drops towards high
cliffs with precipitous drops into the sea, and the challenge of jumping
from boat to shore. Perhaps more sedate, or at least less perilous, was
his love of Norfolk, introduced to him by Joy. As well as the family
connections to Burnham Market, the area has significant wildlife
habitats to explore and photograph.

In the early 1980s they both discovered Glen Fender, and shortly after
made contact with one of the farmers, and curator of the local
museum, John Cameron. This resulted in tens of years study and
photography of the Glen Fender Meadows, with John continuing after
Joy’s death in 2008.
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Eventually John published a book of the work! that provides a
fascinating insight into the range of wildlife in a small area, and
remains a record of how agriculture and nature can co-exist, though
this existence can often be so fragile. It is this fragility that influenced
much of his academic life, developing curriculum around ecology and
pushing for acceptance of the field, at a time when it may not have
been quite so accepted as it is now. Both John and Joy carried out
voluntary work for the Scottish Wildlife Trust for many years surveying
roadside verges for wild plant species to influence a reduction in
roadside spraying and over-mowing. The practice of reducing pesticide
use, and mowing, is being reintroduced in many areas today.

As John grew less able to travel to Glen Fender he became an active
member of the Leadburn Wood committee. This group took on a piece
of former Forestry Commission land, a few miles from Penicuik, and
replanted to encourage different habitats and species. Right up to his
death he was involved with the Committee, and able to draw on a
lifetime of experience. The woodland also provided photographic
interest so he could continue to actively participate in the Royal
Photographic Societies Nature Photography Portfolio group - his latest
submission being prepared when he was taken ill.

He leaves two loving sons, who have been on much of this journey,
sometimes relishing visits to Glen Fender in the highlands, sites in
Norfolk, or elsewhere, though the passing of time now permits a wry
smile in recalling having to sometimes sit very quietly, and very still,
whilst their father was trying to photograph some nearby wildlife. His
grandson, Tavis, has developed a passion for photography too, this not
only provides a link between the generations and memories of John,
but hopefully continued enjoyment.

David and Bob Ford

'Glen Fender Meadows — A Celebration of Diversity in the company of
John Ford; pub John Ford 2012 1sbn 978-0-9573433-0-6
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Medical Care in Malawi

Gill Pilling was a GP who worked for many years on the Black Isle.
She also specialised in palliative care to support a local hospice. She
moved back to her native Lake District when she retired, but has
strong links to the hospice movement in Malawi. Nick Bowry knows her
through a mutual friend, Helen Robinson.

Jenny Wright first met Gill through Cursillo when Jenny was living in
the Inverness area, and they became friends through various Cursillo
connections. With her palliative care experience, Gill was a great help
and listening ear when Jenny’s daughter Katherine was ill. Jenny
thought this message from Gill, who is currently in Malawi, would
interest our congregations

“It is almost 5 o’clock, still too hot to sit in the sun, even though it is
sinking towards the horizon. The sunsets in Africa are amazing so I'm
sitting in the shade in anticipation, with a cup of Rooibus tea, of
course! | have been back in Malawi for a few weeks and what a joy it
gives me to be here. The medicines, all arrived with no questions
asked - two large suitcases full. They duly put the cases through the
scanner at the small disorderly airport on arrival here but | don’t think
anyone was watching the screen, or it might not have been working.
This is Malawi - cheerfully organised chaos. The staff at the clinic were
thrilled to receive the medicines, the paediatric palliative care clinic
had not had baclofen, a drug for muscle spasm, for two years. It
makes such a huge difference to many of the children they care for. |
know how carefully they will dispense all the drugs, just sufficient for
the patient’s need, carefully counted into small plastic bags printed
with four pictures: the sun in the morning, the sun at midday and at
sunset, and lastly, the moon. A small tick under the pictures indicates
the times the patient should take the tablet. Most people do not
possess watches.

So I'm back in the hot dusty city of Blantyre, with dilapidated minibuses
careering everywhere, belching out fumes, hooting their horns,
shouting out their fares to anyone in the vicinity. The lodge where |
stay provides a minibus each morning to the hospital - | shut my eyes
and cling tight.
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Then | join the throng of Malawians crowding into the Hospital - mostly
women with baskets or bundles on their heads. These are the
guardians taking breakfast to their relatives. A patient in hospital has to
have someone (a guardian) with them, to look after them to cook their
meals, do their washing, help them, be the advocate if the patient is
too drowsy. It is usually a family member. It makes the wards chaotic -
people everywhere, sitting on the beds, on the floor, in the corridors.
As | have probably told you before, most of the beds have rickety rusty
iron frames and if there is a mattress it is plastic covered - but no
sheets, just a couple of lengths of crumpled coloured cloth - chiteniji -
used for everything from skirts to carrying babies and bundles. They
are very colourful but are neither wide nor long enough to be much use
for sheets. Malaria is the commonest cause of Hospital admission but
there are no mosquito nets in the hospital even though this is one of
the biggest hospitals in Malawi. Many windows on the wards are
broken so they offer no barrier to the marauding mossies and sadly it
is not uncommon to catch Malaria whilst an inpatient

The charity running Tiyanjane, the Clinic where | volunteer, has
struggled for funding since Covid and sadly most of the experienced
staff were made redundant. The good news is that the Government
now employs staff for the Paediatric and Adult Palliative Care clinics,
albeit much less experienced nurses, but very enthusiastic. Since its
inception in 2005 the staff at Tiyanjane have worked hard to teach
many many nurses in the rural Health Centres of South Malawi how to
support people with end of life conditions and how to prescribe
morphine for pain relief. As a result far fewer patients need to make
the minibus journey into the city to visit Tiyanjane for help and the
clinic is much quieter. The education program with nurses from
elsewhere sitting in on clinics in order to learn from Tiyanjane has
continued so there is plenty of opportunity to teach, which | have been
doing both formally and informally. | was impressed by the standard
and enthusiasm of the BSc nurses both in the hospital and at Kamuzu
University next to the hospital. Teaching them was a joy. Until a few
years ago there were no degrees in Malawi for nurses. | feel heartened
to see that education is slowly making a difference, but the poor are
still painfully poor. Most families only manage one small meal a day
and because of undernourishment many Malawians both male and
female are very small in stature.
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| witnessed the reality of the poverty when | went for a rural visit with
the team from the clinic. The patient had had a severe stroke but had
been discharged from hospital before her condition had been
explained to her family or any advice given about managing at home.
Sudden discharge without explanation of the condition is a common
occurrence. We went to assess and advise and provide any pain relief
should it be necessary. The patient we visited was living in a very rural
area, off the dusty dirt road down a path only wide enough for walking
single file. The ‘ambulance’ (a minibus - with only a hard metal floor to
accommodate a patient should that be necessary) lurched and
bumped through the bush crushing the vegetation as it went tipping
and rolling from side to side. | thought we would turn over, but we
made it. The family were very poor. They had lost their annual crop of
maize in very heavy rain earlier in the year (due to global warming)
and had no spare seed to plant any more. Although they were very
caring for their mother they had few possessions and she was being
nursed on a bamboo cane mat on the hard floor, no mattress, just a
few chitenji. The advice from the clinic staff would help the family cope,
but living in these conditions and nursing someone on the floor who
isn’t able to mobilise is so hard. One of the small granddaughters
outside the house had a brick sized stone. She was wrapping it up in
some old cloths and cuddling it as though it were a baby. | felt very
sad. Children in rural Malawi have no toys. Staying in the city doesn't
give a true picture of the poverty in Malawi. It is when | visit the
villages, and see people in their home environments with few
possessions, struggling to grow enough on their small plots of land
that it really hits home. | had also forgotten how desperate some of the
cases which we see in the clinic are: a young man in his thirties very ill
with end-stage TB and only one lung partly functioning, a young
woman with a young family whose advanced cervical cancer was only
discovered when she delivered her second child. Her children will be
orphans. TB is common in Malawi, particularly in the townships where
poor people live in close proximity. Cervical cancer (cancer of the
cervix) is the second commonest cancer in women in Malawi.
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It is usually only discovered at a late stage. Although palliative
chemotherapy to improve symptoms, though not cure, is now available
in the two main cities in Malawi many many poor people living in rural
areas are not able to afford the minibus fare to access treatment. At
least now morphine is available in these rural areas to ease the pain
patients experience. Medecins Sans Frontiéres, MSF (or Doctors
Without Borders) have been running a vaccination, screening and
treatment programme for cervical cancer in Malawi since 2018 in
collaboration with the Malawi Ministry of Health. | spent a day with the
Blantyre team and witnessed the impact they are making: progress,
albeit slowly.

Laughter helps Malawians cope with their day to day struggles. It is an

amazingly cheerful country and even though | only speak a few words
of their language, Chichewa, | can still share laughter. Malawi is called
the warm heart of Africa and a friendly smile to people you meet is
returned with a big beam of warmth and welcome. Laughter really is a
tonic. It helps a lot when the internet or the electricity or the water
supply are down, or all three together. Lack of the first two has delayed
the sending of this update to you. I've been a little slow writing it
having spent the first couple of weeks preparing PowerPoint
presentations for teaching. | needed to assess the level of the students
understanding before | prepared. | am now having a few days away
with a friend who lives in Malawi, she was in need of a break and
travelling through the country rather than just staying in the city gives
me a slightly better knowledge of life in Malawi. We are by Lake
Malawi and I'm watching the villagers here come down to the water to
wash their clothes, their cooking pots and themselves. The children
have a great time splashing about. | find it sad that this is the water
they have to use for everything, especially with the significant risk of
schistosomiasis from being in the water. | suppose that is looking at it
from my western perspective though, for the Malawians here it is a
daily cheerful and social occasion. Thank you all for your prayers and
for your help with the medicines. | really appreciate your support. With
best wishes,”

Gill Ti[fing
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Book Review:

Do | Stay Christian?: A Guide for Doubters, the
Disappointed and Disillusioned

by Brian McLaren

In the latest of his long list of publications, Brian McLaren details his
spiritual development, from unquestioning pastor in the USA to a
writer, determined to change the course of Christianity and praxis of
the church. The book is divided into three parts, the first coming with a
spiritual health warning: only the bold should enter in! Part 1, entitled
NO, lists ten sins of the church fathers that the author had found
impossible to condone. These include: anti-semitism; ecclesio-political
compromises from the 3rd to the 20t century; the branding and bloody
pursuit of heretics; the acquisition of wealth; toxic theology; white,
supremacist ‘Christians’; being on the wrong side in international
conflicts. That ‘Christians’ could have behaved in such un-Christ-like
ways pointed to a misunderstanding of Jesus’ intentions. The ten sins
marred the present and threatened the very survival of humanity.

Three of the sins merit unpacking. The startling phrase toxic theology
is a catch-all for what the author considers to be harmful
consequences of interpreting scriptures literally: this had led to the
teaching of creationism in some American schools and the preaching a
doctrine of original sin in fundamentalist churches. Such teachings
were toxic in the sense that they were causing young families to leave
the church in droves, turning off for new enquirers and providing grist
for the atheist mill. Siding with Jew against Arab was being taken to
extremes with projects to raise funds that promoted Jewish settlement
of land historically farmed by Arabs. By fulfilling an apparent biblical
prophecy that total Jewish occupation of ‘the land’ would presage the
final day of judgement, they were fast-forwarding the end times. The
Christian hope had been distorted into a cult of innocence, whose
unifying hope was to reach a heavenly destination where the forgiven
will be eternally separated from the filthy unforgiving.
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Part 2, entitled YES, lists ten reasons for staying Christian, amongst
them are these: leaving would hurt the few good Christians left to sink
with the ship; leaving makes things worse because the vacuum will be
filled by the ungodly; the legendary founder, Jesus, deserves better;
and Christianity is in its infancy and changing;

God can be freed from all unchrist-like baggage, even to the extent of
dropping the tag. There is a higher endpoint than the one enshrined in
the Advent hope, based on universal harmony.

Jesus had set an inclusive pattern in which all could be woven and
held together by love and self-sacrifice. An anticipatory religion-
building would strive for an ever-improving future here on earth - a new
creation. The pattern has universal appeal and by staying aboard, the
Christian ship can be tacked onto the founder’s course. This need not
mean turning one’s back on the treasury of wisdom in the scriptures.
Instead the bible can be read literarily as a poetic, metaphoric and
allegorical mix that tried to articulate the indescribable; what theologian
Thielard de Chardin called the noosphere (Ed: the biosphere including
and modified by such human activities as agriculture, forestry, animal
husbandry, urbanization, and industrialization.)

Part 3, entitted HOW, suggests ways to stay Christian that achieve
urgently needed transformation and they are aptly summarised by an
aspirational quote from Dorothy Soelle, repeated below in the poetry
section. Brian suggests that spirituality can develop into a stage in
which we become more fully and maturely human, bonding with all
created things in a rewilding process that is not restricted by words
and language. We are encouraged to Find The Flow, by which he
means a confluence of transforming intiatives from religious and non-
religious sources that constitute a meta-movement or tide. Together
they evoke hope that the prophecies of Isaiah can yet be fulfilled,
making the book an excellent Advent read, despite challenging some
traditional Advent expectations.

Neville Suttle
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Poetry corner
From ‘CREDO’

| believe in Jesus Christ-----

every day | am afraid that he died for nothing,
because he is buried in our churches,

because we have betrayed his revolution

in obedience to and fear of the authorities.

| believe in Jesus Christ who resurrected into our life
so that we shall be free

From prejudice and presumptuousness, from fear and hate
and push his revolution onward----

| believe---

in the possibility of meaningful life

for all humankind

Dorothee Soelle

Song of the World

Turning, turning, turning
At the fingertips of God, you see our world
Shining, shining, shining.
The beauties of the earth have been unfurled.
From dewdrops trembling.
To the wide and rolling waves that chase the seas.
From the leaf now floating, falling.
To the tall and swaying autumn trees.
From the pebble on the ground,
To the soaring snow clad mountains high above.

We gaze with awe around

At artistry so surely made with love

T7ill Drougﬁt
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Grandmothers
(allegedly by an eight year old schoolboy!)

A grandmother is a woman
who has not children of her own,
so she loves the boys and
girls of other people.
Grandmothers have nothing to
do, they only have to be there.
If they take you for a walk,
they go slowly past beautiful
leaves and caterpillars.
They never say
“Come along quickly”,
or “Hurry up for goodness sake “.
They are usually fat, but not
too fat to tie up my shoe laces.
They wear spectacles and
sometimes take out their teeth.
They can answer any question,
for instance why dogs hate cats
and why God is not married.
When they read to us, they never
leave anything out. They do not
mind if it's always the same story.
Everyone should have a
Grandmother especially those
who do not have a television.
Grandmothers are the only
Grown ups who have plenty of time.

Shared By ﬂnge[a Siﬁ[éy
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Last Word

Our Faith Book discussion on 30t October was a book by Ami-Jill
Levine, a Jewish academic who studies Christian scripture and offers a
Jewish faith perspective. It was a very interesting read and gave me a
fresh insight on how the words of Jesus may have been heard and
received. It also helped me better understand a Jewish perspective on
some of the New Testament. On holiday | had an interesting
discussion with someone from Israel about the Hebrew Scriptures, and
(I am not quite sure how or why) we spent some time discussing the
Book of Job.

These two experiences are good illustrations of how entering into an
inquisitive dialogue and exploring matters of faith with people we may
not agree with can lead to greater understanding.

Julian of Norwich has also featured in my life in the last few weeks, in
different ways. And then, when | was looking for a suitable poem the
other day, | found it in a book of poems and prayers by Martin Wroe,
called Julian of Norwich’s Teabag. Sometimes when these clusters of
references or conversations about someone or something happen, it is
worth paying attention to them.

So, it seems appropriate to end with the well-known saying of Julian of
Norwich, and to ask each one of us to discern how we can live in
response to the force of love she refers to.

“All shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner of things shall be
well... for there is a force of love moving through the universe that
holds us fast and will never let us go.”

Nick Bowry
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