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Reflections from the Rectory
Lent Ahoy!

We have just celebrated the Presentation of the Lord in the Temple,
which also celebrates Christ as the Light of the world. We celebrated this
on Sunday 5t February 2023, three days after the actual festival day of
2nd February 2023. The theme of Christ as the Light of the world reflects
the words of Simeon, a light for the revelation to the Gentiles and for the
glory to your people Israel. (Luke 2:32). For those in the northern
hemisphere it almost matches the timing of the halfway point between
the winter (hibernal) solstice and the spring (vernal) equinox, which is on
1st February.

In pre-Christian times and in Celtic Christianity which adopted and
Christianised many pagan festivals to do with the natural world and the
circle of all life, the 1st February was celebrated as Imbolc. St Bride or
Bridget's saint’'s day was assigned to this day, probably as part of the
Christianisation of the celebrations. Imbolc was seen as the day to cast
off winter and welcome spring. | sometimes think whoever celebrated
Imbolc had a lot of faith in the future. | am not sure winter was or still is,
always ready to admit defeat and quietly retreat northwards for the next
nine months or so.

However, the signs of new growth are all around us at this time of year
as the wonder of God’s creation in the northern hemisphere responds to
more daylight (eight hours and forty-five minutes at the beginning of
February) and the sun rising slowly higher into the sky (sixteen degrees
above the horizon at the meridian) increases the warmth of the sun on
the earth.

Our celebrations of Christ as the Light of the world invite us to live in the
light, to seek our own growth, and to cast off those things of winter which
will hinder our own green shoots. When we look outside we can see that
the green shoots of the Snowdrop are already emerging from the
ground. What look like very tender shoots break through the soil and
burst into small white flowers. Their botanical name (Galanthus) is Greek
for Milk flower, an apt description. Many people call them Flower of
hope, which also make sense, especially when they penetrate the hard
snow and burst into flower in the seemingly most inhospitable of
conditions.
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The season of Lent will soon be upon us. It starts on 22nd February
2023. Amongst other things it is a time for reflection, a time to take stock
of our lives, and to be as strong and determined as the Snowdrop to
seek the light. In the early church, the forty days were used to prepare
for baptism on Easter Day, or for those already baptised to renew their
baptismal promises. The wisdom of the early church was that a yearly
period of refocussing leading up to an annual public acclamation of faith
through the renewal of the baptismal promises was an essential
discipline. That is why it is a penitential season. That wisdom still holds
true today.

This Lent, we are offering the new Diocesan Lent Course on a Monday
evening. The course is called Faith is a Verb. In acknowledging that faith
has an active component (in addition to faith as belief), this course
explores how faith impacts on all aspects of our lives. Life is complex
and sometimes messy and difficult, and this course aims to help explore
our life and the choices we make in the light of our faith. | commend it to
you as part of your Lenten discipline this year.

Nick Bowry

Blue Christmas

Many folk in our congregations suffered the
bereavement of a loved one during 2022. We
were all aware that Christmas 2022 was going to
be a very difficult time for many people. With this
in mind, Nick offered a Blue Christmas service at
St James the Less, with a Christmas meal table
set up in the chancel. One of the places was
honoured with a sanctuary chair at the head of
the table facing the altar, and the place setting
empty. This symbolised the missing presence of
a loved one at Christmas time. A litany of names
- of those who have died this year was read out,
and congregation members were invited to write the names of their own
loved ones who are no longer with us on cards, and place them at the
empty place setting. Comforting prayers and music were included in the
service, to respect those who grieve, and those they grieve for.
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i' Fed up with the snow and ice?
Elﬂ@ U Seeking some sunshine in your life?

Make a date in your diary

SATURDAY 18 March 2023
7pm in the Church hall
St James the Less

A piskie & Presbyterian
go on aT
pilgrimag®
Experiences of Walking EI Camino

Nick and John Urquhart will describe their experiences of
walking as pligrims on el Camino de Santiago. John
walked his first camino (el Camino Ingles) in May 2022.
Nick walked his first camino in 2007 and led the May 2022
prigrimage, his sixth time following el camino. So, expect
to hear different perceptions, experiences and reflections.

It goes without saying that there will be some pictures to
iustrate our talks, and a chance o look at maps, guide
books, and the contents of a rucksack to sustain a pdgnm.
There will be suitable refreshments with a Spanish
influence.

No charge for lickets, but as this is a fundraiser for church
funds, we shall invite donations. Tickels 10 help catering
numbers are available from Marion Mather.

Hasta luego




Page 5

News from the Congregations

Remembrance poppies

It seems a long time ago now, but it's
worth sharing this photograph of the
beautiful poppy display at St James the
Less church. Gill Murray was the floral ‘
artist, and has been providing beautiful = &

# P ,-L
b

arrangements at St James the Less for _ 2

many years now. Thank you Gill!

A Wedding!

Photo from Val McGavin

On the 19th December 2022
Daniel Sutherland and | got
married here at St James The

- Less. We had a perfect day! All
. the ice had melted from the night
"~ before. God took care of us in

every way.

Thank you all very much to those
who helped us make our day
special. And to those who
attended and all your prayers.

Thank you Revd Nick for marrying us. We are so blessed and very

happy. We give God all the glory.

Valah Sutherland



Page 6
Thank you

In Touch gives me the chance to write a bit about Barney’s passing. He
died suddenly after being admitted to the Royal Infirmary of Edinburgh
(RIE) the day before. | was with him in his last hours. This is thanks to
Richard and Georgina who took me back to the hospital. | console
myself that | was with him. Now, far from a reaction of staying away from
church, loaded as it is with memories and meaning, | am comforted by
Sunday worship. Thank you for the hugs and condolences at the funeral
and since. Thanks to Nick, Neville and David and every one who came
and made Barney’s funeral memorable for all of us who bade him
goodbye. The sum of £650 was generously donated that day for Bethany
Christian Trust for Homeless people, a cause close to Barney’s heart. A
JustGiving Facebook page was also set up by Berenice, our daughter,
which brought the total to £925.

Marian Hunter

fﬁ_omord ‘Barney” Hunter

B Comntins %35 0 1iooe

Barney Hunter’s place set out in the choir pew at his funeral on 1st
December 2022, with a sprig of rosemary for remembrance (thank you
Georgina Phillips, for this lovely gesture)
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Fundraising

I'm aware that we haven’t done a lot of fundraising events in recent
times, especially since covid, so I'd like to set up a new fundraising
group to help plan and organise fundraising activities on behalf of St
James. Please consider whether you could help in any way and, of
course, new ideas are always welcome. Contact Marion Mather on
07795 033 090 for more information or to join the group.

Marion Mather
Fellowship Lunches

Vestry would like to resume Fellowship Lunches after Church on the first
Sunday of each month. They will be simple meals of homemade soup,
bread and cheese followed by tea/coffee and biscuits. Donations will go
to a good cause or charity, chosen by those organising each lunch. The
first of these was on 5th February 2023 with proceeds to Marie Curie.

The lunch on the 7th May 2023 will be a Coronation celebration lunch,
with invitations to our neighbours, as we did for the Queen’s Jubilee.
This is advance notice that we will need volunteers to help on the day,
and perhaps on the day before, as well as offers of baking. More details
later.

There’s a list on the notice board, where you can sign up to organise a
lunch, stating your chosen charity. If you'd like help with this, there are
people who can support you or perhaps you'd just like to give a hand to
someone else on the day. Speak to Marion Mather on 07795 033 090.

Marion Mather
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Prayer Shawl Ministry

After my husband Geoff died, a friend sent
me a prayer shawl. It was a gesture | much
appreciated and it gave me comfort at a
difficult time. Apart from being cosy, it
reminded me that | am wrapped in God’s love
and care, and held in the arms of my loving
Church family.

The shawl was accompanied by a card with
the following text:

May this shawl be for you

A mantle of security and well-being...
Sustaining and embracing you

In good times, and difficult ones.

May it bring you comfort

From all that feels as if it might break you,
From all that threatens your peace of heart.
Rest often within its softness,

So that you will be

Cradled in hope,

Kept in joy

Graced with peace,

And wrapped in God’s Love.

Amen

| wonder if we have any knitters who might be able to take up the
challenge and produce some shawls that we could give to friends and
family at times of illness or bereavement? I'm not a knitter, but it looks
like a simple pattern to me. If you're interested in helping with this,
please see Marion Mather or call 07795 033 090. Thank you.

Marion Mather
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A trip to the Usher Hall for the Messiah

(adapted from Nick Bowry’s January Newsletter)

On Monday 2nd January 2023, a
small group from the
congregation went with Nick
Bowry to the Usher Hall for the
annual Edinburgh Royal Choral
Union performance of The
Messiah, by Handel. It was a
sell-out. There were no
performances in 2021 or 2022 of
course; the performance on 2nd
January 2020 was in that time
before COVID, when lockdown
was still eleven weeks away, and
we had no real idea of what lay
in store for us and for others in
our country and across the
world. | suspect this year’s
performance was so popular
because people hadn’t been able
to go for the previous two years

Buffet picnic lunch during the
o oo Vo v, had missed this amnual evert
Nick Bowry, David McGavin, Moira of be_autlful music and_smglng a_nd
Morrison, Catherine Pow, and Sue ~ Sharing the experience with

Owen. Thank you Marion Mather for friends.

the photograph! The words of the Messiah are all

lifted from holy scripture of

course, and the message given is uplifting and one that | hope none of
us can tire of hearing. In the programme for the Messiah, the words are
printed. It rather blandly states the word of the final chorus is ‘Amen’.
That maybe factually correct, but in no way describes the stunning
delivery by the choir, the orchestra, the organ and the soloists. In our
own unique ways, as we seek to live a life that follows the way of Jesus
this year, may we each find times when our response is “Amen”, or more
colloquially, “So be it”.
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St James the Less Advent Candle wreath

Gill Murray, this time helped by Alan
Murray, created the beautiful Advent
candle wreath for St James the Less
church. Sturdy slow-burning candles posed
. no hazard to the gorgeous arrangement of
greenery.

< Many thanks to both!

Book Review
The Dorchadas Trilogy by Michael Mitton

The author, Michael Mitton, is an Anglican priest and canon emeritus of
Derby Cathedral, born in Edinburgh. He was formerly the Director of
Anglican Renewal Ministries, and has worked for the Diocese of Derby
overseeing Pioneer ministry and Fresh Expressions of Church. He is a
founder member of the Community of Aidan and Hilda.

Amazon summarises the first book of the trilogy (The Face of the Deep),
which “... follows Douglas Romer’s career as a Vicar which comes
crashing down as he fails to come to terms with his young wife’s sudden
and violent death....” Referring to the second book (The Fairest of
Dreams), an Amazon reviewer writes “This book's beauty is found not
only in the way the story is told, but in the truths that it conveys to all who
pick it up. This book holds together the tensions found in life - tragedy
and healing, suffering and restoration - and watching the way Douglas
walks through these deeper questions with courage, humour and hope,
causes faith to rise in the reader for the journey that lies ahead of them. |
can't recommend this book highly enough’.

| couldn’t put it better myself. A real page turner.

Jenny Wrigﬁt



Page 11
Being Well Prepared

(From Nick Bowry’s recent newsletter)

Our church family cares about you. If something were to happen to you
or your family, it is important for those in your community to know how to
reach your emergency contacts. Please consider providing me, Nick
Bowry, with information on how to contact the people who know you
best.

In September 2021, we ran a course called Well Prepared about
preparing for our own end of life, including discussions about Power of
Attorney, wills, anticipatory care plans, palliative care and funeral
arrangements. If you missed this and would like to participate in a repeat
course, please let me know.

Those that attended felt it would be useful to have a form to help think
through their wishes for their funeral and to record them for those who
would be responsible for organizing it.

An email (10t January 2023) was sent with both forms available to
download and complete. If you prefer to collect a paper copy, some will
be available in church, or ask me.

Do consider taking these steps to set your and your family’s minds at
rest.

Nick Q%owry

Rest in Peace

Our congregations have suffered several bereavements in the last few
months. In particular, we pray for the grieving families and friends of:
Barney Hunter

Cath Herriot
Jean Wright
Cathie Mcllwhan
Alex Barrett
Peter McGavin
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Remembering Bernard ‘Barney’ Wilson Hunter

23 December 1936 — 15th November 2022

Bernard - Barney, Dad, Grandad - was born in

Sunderland in 1936. His mother, Mary Cook,

worked with her sister Olive in Barney’s

grandfather’s cobbler shop. Barney’s father,

Wilson Hunter, was a driller in the Sunderland

shipyards, but died of cancer when Barney was -~
only three. Barney and his mother moved in with
his maternal grandparents. This was 1939, and
Sunderland was a target for German bombing;
the shop was destroyed by a bomb, and their )
house damaged, forcing them to live elsewhere ‘
for six months. When Barney was six, Mary

married John Bunce and they moved to Delves

Lane, Consett, where Barney’s sister Muriel was born. Barney’s family
were all a positive influence in his early life, encouraging his love of
music, vehicles, and his faith.

Barney left school aged fifteen for his first job as an apprentice in the
garage of Consett Iron Company, where he worked with his old friend
Allan Joicey (here today). His hobbies included cycling, with friends
including Bill Clarke (also here today), on trips as far north as Aberfeldy
and as far south as Bath - sleeping in Youth Hostels and in one case an
obliging barn.

In 1958 Barney began his National Service in the Royal Engineers, and
after training was posted to Hong Kong, where he volunteered to work in
creating new settlements for refugees from China.

After an early demob due to illness - his forearms were burnt working on
tank engines, and failed to mend in the humidity - Dad’s first experience
of flight came when he was flown home, first in an Avro Anson, then in a
De Havilland Comet - the first jet airliner.

Back in Consett, he met Marian again at the Methodist Church youth
club. Barney moved to Leamington Spa to work for Lockheed technical
department, and Marian was working as a nurse at Shotley Bridge
Hospital.
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The new couple planned to get married on the first
Saturday they both had a day off - Christmas Eve,
1960. Snow fell as they drove that evening to the
Lake District for a brief honeymoon. This was the
beginning of Barney and Marian’s sixty-two years
together, a partnership which was the foundation
for many of Barney’s achievements.

Barney and Marian’s first marital home was rooms
in Warwick, before buying a house in Coventry
when Barney was head-hunted by R&D at
Associated Engineering. There he helped to
develop the first generation of automotive
- electronic petrol injection systems, which included
test drives in a Mercedes 300SL on the M1 before
. it officially opened.

““ Bernard and Marian were blessed with three
children; Berenice was born in Coventry in 1963 and Tim in 1965.
Bernard left his dream job to take up a full-time role as a volunteer,
working for a faith-based organisation that was trying to keep churches
open and active. For a year, the family lived by faith, relying on
donations for income.

Then, following some part-time
teaching at Coventry College, the
family moved to Huddersfield
where Barney spent a year at
teacher training college. He began
his new career as a Lecturer in
Mechanical Engineering at Napier
College - later Napier University - |
in 1967. The family of four moved |
to Penicuik, where Janine was born §
in 1969.

Barney and Marian have lived here
for fifty-five years and made many
life-long friends; living first in Cornbank, then 22 Bridge Street, where
Dad fitted a bespoke central heating system himself. Dad built their next
house, 2 Valleyfield Road, in 1990.
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Later, he converted the garage which he had built into a cottage at 1
Valleyfield Road; this became a home for Tim, Catherine and girls when
they came to live in Scotland for a year in 2005.

Dad loved cars, particularly classic cars, which he bought damaged,
using very little money and his fantastic engineering skills to return them
to their former glory. We all remember him working evenings and
weekends in the garage at our home in Cornbank. These vehicles then
became for a while the family car.

Berenice, Tim and Janine remember with fondness the Bedford
Dormobile, used for the first of many road trips to France, in 1975.

Other favourites were a Lancia Fulvia, the Fiat 124 Sport, the Rover
2000, Triumph 2.5pi, the Ford XR4i, Triumph TR4A, Reliant Scimitar,
TVR, and, much missed by Janine, the Porsche 944. When he retired
aged sixty-five, Dad finally had time to get the Austin Healey on the road
- which arrived as a chassis, body panels, and the rest in cardboard
boxes. Earlier this year, the Austin Healey was shipped to New Zealand,
where Tim will look after it and drive it.

Dad also loved motorbikes - when courting Mum he rode a Velocette 350
Mac. He commuted to Napier on a Ducati 160, and his last two-wheeler
was a Honda C90. His love of bringing damaged vehicles back to life
has inspired Tim, who does the same
for many motorcycles in his garage in
Auckland.

Dad’s skills did not stop at cars or
motorcycles. When the children were
small, a great family day out would be
a trip to Inverleith Ponds in Edinburgh
to sail model yachts which Dad had
built. More recently he built a model .
Steam Tug, a copy of his Great- )
Grandfather’s tug ‘Vigilant’, including £y
building the steam engine from ¢
scratch. y
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Barney was a man of great faith. Both he and Marian were members of
many churches before joining St James the Less in 1978; both have
been in the choir here for many years. He took part or supported
charities and organisations in Penicuik and beyond, including the Air
Training Corps, and Strut, an aviation enthusiasts club. He played
squash and badminton, a tradition Rosina carries on. Barney and Marian
were members of Penicuik Twinning Committee, and during the 1970s
and 1980s travelled widely in Europe, exploring France, Italy and Austria
with three teenagers in the back, sometimes more, in the seven-seater
Peugeot.

This love of travel rubbed off on all three children, and Berenice lived for
many years in European countries before returning to settle in Scotland,
where she follows her father’s footsteps in working in education.

Throughout his life, Barney sought to help others. Along with Marian and
helpers from St James the Less and St Mungo’s West Linton, Barney
would drive the Bethany Care Van around Edinburgh, feeding soup and
giving clothes to the homeless and any who came in need. Today we are
collecting for Bethany Christian Trust in Dad’s memory.

Barney was an inspiring teacher, and all of us have known former
students of his who remember him fondly. He was dedicated to his
family, and loved his daughter-in-law Catherine, and sons-in-law Ed and
Andrew, with whom he also had much in common. Andrew enjoys caving
and discovered that Barney was one of a pioneering caving expedition to
Iran in 1973, tracing underground water sources.

Every meal we eat at home in Penicuik is on a pine table made by Dad
in the 1970s. In the 1990s, working with Napier friend and colleague
Colin Boswell, Dad developed models used in training surgeons. He also
built boards to be used by young people with cerebral palsy to help them
communicate.

On holiday in Mallorca, Barney tried flying in a microlight, on returning
home he passed his Microlight General Skills Test just before his 70th
birthday and bought a microlight. Finally he got to fly! He enjoyed
membership of East of Scotland Microlights, flying regularly into his
eighties.



Page 16

Both Barney and Marian felt
blessed to spend time with
their four granddaughters:
Isla and Bethan in New
Zealand and Ishbel and
Rosina in Scotland, and
they have both been a key
part in their lives growing &%
up. He was a fun and
helpful Grandad, as he was
a friend.

Barney was also a caring Uncle. In 1973, Barney’s Mum, Stepdad, and
Marian’s Dad all sadly died at a relatively young age. Barney was
cherished by his mother-in-law Jessie (Nana) and Marian’s siblings
Gordon, Bill, lan, Dennis, and Jean. For Jean, Barney was in many ways
a replacement Dad. As their families grew, Barney and Marian both
loved to spend time with their nieces and nephews.

Until the last months of his life, Dad enjoyed walking and exploring and
loved being surrounded by nature. He was widely read, and was
particularly interested in Roman remains, especially in Britain; he would
often point out possible Roman roads or buildings. Mum and Dad often
took us children to visit historic places, leading to a shared passion for
history.

Despite all these qualities and skills, Dad was a modest man, always
putting other people first. His main concern as his life neared its end was
for Marian, and the family. Dad, you will never be forgotten.

There are many people not named here who were so important to our
Dad, or whose lives Barney touched. In the many cards we have
received in recent weeks, Dad is frequently described as a lovely
person, a gentleman. Reflecting on Dad'’s life and sharing his story has
been a comfort and a pleasure; we hope you enjoy reading about his life
and remembering Barney.

Janine Hunter and siﬁfings
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Eulogy for Jean Wright
25th October 1932 - 30th November 2022

It will probably come as no surprise that my Gran has written her own
Eulogy. She was impressively independent to the end and quietly in
charge of us all. She was the family registrar, the genealogist and the
accountant. Taking control of the family paperwork, keeping us right with
who’s who in photographs and looking after not only her own savings but
ours and her sister’s as well. An incredible Wife, Mum, Gran and Sister
and Auntie (to name but a few of her titles). She was many things to
many people. Of all of these, | think we can all agree that her most
important role was that of Mum and she was a devoted mother to
Catherine. The bond between my Mum and Gran is what brings us here
today, a mere two days after Mum’s funeral. Just as their lives were
intrinsically entwined, they are now at peace together in death.

Gran was witty and wise and far more open minded than most. All of our
fondest memories include the way she looked after us, made us feel
special, and loved to treat us. From cooking our favourite meals just the
way we liked them, hiding midnight feasts under our pillow when Donald
and | used to sleep over, making sure everyone had a ‘holiday penny’
and singing happy birthday down the phone when she wasn’t able to do
it in person. This special treatment was extended to Chris and Laura
when they joined the family and then to Amelie, Isaac, Finn and Jenson.
We all tried to treat Gran too, but every time we tried to take her out she
would sneak off and pay so that often backfired. We enjoyed so many
holidays and special occasions together and lots more regular days too,
the memories of which are some of our favourites.

Gran embraced technology in order to keep in touch with us as our lives
grew busier and further away. This meant Facetime from holidays, family
WhatsApp groups sharing photographs, and I’'m not ashamed to say that
she was my number one instagram fan! With the help of my Dad she
also embraced digital banking. This was no mean feat at her age but this
was also a source of frustration not only for Gran, but for Dad too
especially when, heaven forbid, the statements did not match her
meticulous notes that made absolutely no sense to anyone but her.

The wider circle of appreciation and love for Gran was never more
evident than at her 90th birthday recently, when she had a stream of
visitors over several days all wanting to celebrate with her.
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Her house was full of balloons, flowers, brandy and most important of all
- love. How lucky we are to have had her in our lives for so long and to
have been loved by her. Gran obviously wanted to have the last word so
| shall leave you with her own words as she intended.

Jane Morgan

| was born to Willie and Nellie Topple, in Eskbridge on the 25th October
1932, the second of five daughters. | attended the Church School in Bog
Road (now Findlay Irvine’s) and then on to Penicuik Junior Secondary
School, which is now Penicuik High School. | left school at fourteen
years old and went to work in the Gas works office in January 1946. This
job really entailed going round all the houses in Penicuik, emptying
meters, which contained old pennies and one shilling pieces. The bag
we carried was really heavy by the time we got to the bank to pay it in! In
March 1946 | sat an exam for a job in Penicuik Co-op and went to work
there from April 1946 until | retired in October 1997. Having just two
short breaks when Catherine was born and when Charlie and | got
married. We had twenty-eight happy years before Charlie passed away
in 1998. | have been privileged to see Catherine and Michael, Jane and
Chris, Laura and Donald all married in church and Amelie and Isaac
baptised there.

| was always a home bird. Whenever | was away on holiday | was
always desperate to be home again. However, after Charlie died
Catherine and Michael asked me if | would like to go to France with
them. So | got my first passport in 2000 and after that | had lots of
holidays abroad. France and Belgium with Catherine, Michael, Jane and
Donald and Belgium, Austria, Germany and Italy with my sisters Helen
and Isabel.

| have been so lucky to have had a loving, caring family. Catherine and
Michael have done so much for me, | only hope they know how much
love and support they have given me. Jane, Chris, Amelie and lsaac,
Donald, Laura, Finn and Jenson all keep in touch and visit me when they
can. | know they will all be sad today but remember the happy times we
have had and remember life goes on - do all you can to enjoy it. | love
you all.

Jean Wn’gﬁt
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Catherine Mcllwhan (Nee Menzies)
/th October 1931 - 6th December 2022

Cathie was born on 7t October 1931 at 129 Leith Street Edinburgh,
which stood where the Omni centre now stands. She was the eldest of
six children brought up in this five storey crowded tenement building in
East Edinburgh along with her Mother and Father.

Her sisters have talked about playing on the Calton Hill in Edinburgh
and a pillow case being waved out of the window by their Mum when it
was time for Cathie to round up the siblings and climb the five storeys
for their tea.

Cathie attended London Street Primary School where she met Alex. He
often claimed in later life that he carried her books to school but Cathie
always disagreed with this memory, thus setting the format for many
lively discussions throughout their married life. On leaving school at age
14 she started work in Jenners department store and moved on to
clerical work in a lawyer’s office.

In April 1950, Cathie and Alex started married life in a single end in
Leith Street. John was born there in July 1951 and they subsequently
moved to a new house in Penicuik one year later; a new house with an
inside bathroom, hot and cold water and a garden, which was a big
improvement to the tenement living that they were used to. The country
living must have agreed with Cathie and Alex, as siblings for John -
Kath, Charles and Allan - appeared over the next few years. Cathie was
proud of her children, and in later life, of her six grandchildren and six
great grandchildren.

During the 1950s, Cathie was kept busy bringing up the family.
Although finances were still tight in these post war years, the family
always managed an annual holiday, initially to relatives in Largs and in
1958, a great bus and train adventure to Butlins in Filey.

The purchase of their first car, a 1935 Austin 10 broadened the holiday
horizons to include Oban, Aberdeen and Cromarty, in a tent which had
serious divorce potential, but Cathie always the calm one diffused the
situation and the rain stopping aways helped. Upgrading of the car led
to holidays in far flung parts, Seahouses, Morecambe and even
Portsmouth.
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In the late sixties holidays abroad became possible. There were no
charter flights in those days, you had to join a holiday club to get a flight,
but it was well worth it - NO MORE CAMPING!

Cathie and Alex loved going abroad and it would be an unusual year if
they did not have at least one holiday in the sun. After their first trip to
Benidorm, the world was their Oyster, travelling to Canada, America,
China, Australia, Germany and the Baltic, enjoying various cruises and
many trips to Tenerife.

Cathie returned to work in 1962 as a bookkeeper and wages clerkess at
the Forestry Commission at the Bush Estate where she worked until her
official retirement in 1996 although she did return for occasional spells
right up to her early seventies.

Cathie attended church from an early age, and the family have in their
possession prizes for good attendance at Sunday School which date
from 1938 when she would have been seven years old. She was first a
member of the Charlotte Baptist Church, followed by St Paul & St
Georges in York Place Edinburgh, where she was married in April 1950.
On moving to Penicuik in 1952, she joined St James the Less Episcopal
Church, where she remained a member for over 70 years. She was
actively involved in both the Mothers’ Union (MU) and the
Churchwomen'’s Fellowship (CWF).

(Neville Suttle adds “Cathie was not just a passive member of these
organisations. Penicuik tripled in size in the 1960s and 1970s and so did
the size of the congregation, swelled by young families new to the town.
The CWF was set up to accommodate them and local wives like Cathie
were instrumental in ensuring a friendly introduction to church and
community. Cathie graduated to the MU, like many members of CWF.
Non-churchgoers will not know what a formidable organisation the MU
was in the Anglican church - bishops were known to quake before its
formidable leaders. Cathie came to lead the local MU branch although
she was no dominatrix, indeed she was the opposite, timorous and
rather shy. Someone had to step up to the plate and Cathie did so,
drawing upon a strategy that had worked so well in the domestic context.
Her home was always littered with memos and ‘to do’ lists. She would
always arrive for crucial MU meetings nervously clutching a note of all
the things that needed to be attended to.”)
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Cathie was also a founder member of Penicuik and District Singers, who
performed shows locally cumulating in an annual concert every year
during the 1960s (long before Gareth Malone was a twinkle). She also
enjoyed knitting and dressmaking, and went to German classes at night
school in her mid sixties.

She was a member of Shottstown and Kirkhill Bowling clubs. Cathie said
she “took up bowls as it was the only way to see her husband in the
summer”, and although her husband Alex represented his club at the
Scottish Senior Team Final in Ayr, it was Cathie’s many trophies at local
level that filled the china cabinet.

Another lifelong interest was dancing. In their younger days Cathie and
Alex danced at Edinburgh Ballrooms, sometimes three times a week. As
time went on they danced regularly at Shottstown or Penicuik bowling
clubs.

A further dance memory is from a recent family wedding, when she was
87 years old. Cathie was noticed to be missing from the table. The
concerned search party found her in the middle of a Conga, walking stick
abandoned. This set the tone for the rest of her evening. (A photo of
Cathie at this wedding was shown on a screen at her funeral).

Latterly Cathie moved to assisted living accommodation at Heinsberg
House, and thereafter to Aaron House where she lived happily for almost
two years. Cathie still had full mental faculties (on most days) right up to
her passing.

She will always be remembered by many different friends as a wonderful
lady loved by so many, always a smile and never a complaint. She
recently said “At my funeral | would like music from any musicals®. The
music played for her was taken from shows that Cathie sang in during
her time with Penicuik and District Singers®.

If she was watching today she would undoubtably be singing along too.

Katherine McIlwhan

*Neville Suttle, who conducted the funeral service adds “We entered to
Edelweiss and left to Happy, happy, happy, talky talk; was the latter a
first for Mortonhall?”



Page 22

Tribute to Alex Barrett
30th March 1948 - 15th December 2022

Alexander Barrett, known to all as Alex. What can we say, they definitely
broke that mould when Alex was born. Here he lies under the ceiling that
he helped paint thirty years ago!

Alex was born on the 30t March 1948 in Goldie Terrace in Loanhead or
(Loanheid to the locals) to Agnes and Matt. Alex was the last sibling of
eight, the baby of the family and was placed in the bottom drawer
instead of a cot. Alex was a bit of a late talker (I know that’'s hard to
believe!!) not properly talking until he was four. However, at the age of
two the only words he did speak was when he told his mother who was
looking for something “it’'s in your peenie pocket” - he never spoke
another word till he was four. He certainly made up for it with his chat in
later years with his endless supply of dreadful one line jokes which we all
knew and indeed loved Alex for.

Alex went to the Catholic School in Loanhead and then to St David’s
High School in Dalkeith. Alex was a typical boy, always on his bike,
running in the woods with his pals, snipping cabbages from people’s
gardens. One family story that sticks out is when Alex and his three pals
misbehaving stealing the cabbages and the local bobby came along, so
all four of them hid in the bushes, only for the policeman to say “come
out boys, | know who you are”, and then politely named them all.

Sadly, just before the age of ten, Alex’s mum died and his Granny moved
in for a little while to help - this is where his dislike of cheese comes
from, she used to feed him a lots and lots and lots of cheese. You can
imagine how embarrassing it was when you went into a restaurant, Alex
would always ask, “is there cheese in that” even if it was just a chicken
sandwich!

Alex was a great swimmer and spent many an hour in Loanhead baths.
When his father went up to the baths one day he got talking to this man,
who said “you ought to see this laddie, he's a great swimmer, pointing to
Alex”.... I'm sure his dad was very proud that day.
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Typical of Alex, even before leaving school at fifteen he was offered an
apprenticeship at the local butcher, but because he couldn’t leave school
till his fifteenth birthday, they held the job open for him. Alex would
probably say that’'s because he was a cut above the rest!

Just after his fifteenth birthday, well, fifteen years and three months to be
precise, he met his beloved Tricia on her sixteenth Birthday and THEY
have never been parted since, just like Ying and Yang or more like Hod-it
and Dod-it. The first thing Tricia noticed was Alex’s beautiful long eye
lashes, his lovely green eyes and of course his charm. (Not his sense of
humour then Tricia).

They got engaged in Cambridge whilst on a visit to Alex’s sister. Alex
and Tricia were just seventeen and eighteen years old, and two years
later they were married. Alex loved to recount a time when he and Tricia
were dating back then (and remember him being a butcher) he rolled an
actual bulls eye over the table and said to Tricia ‘I've only got eyes for
you”. What a romantic! When they got married Alex did moan about
having to pay seven shillings and six pence wedding fees TWICE
because Tricia was in the Parish of Penicuik and Alex was in the parish
of Loanhead and Lasswade. In today’s money that’s around £13 or four
pints of Best!

They started off married life in a room and kitchen in Thorburn Terrace,
but after Sandy was born, they moved to Dean Road where Melanie was
born at home. Four years later Jacqueline arrived: who was planned and
is the favourite one!... can | just point out here that Jacqueline wrote this
part! (don’t you worry Jacqueline I'll be mentioning your main thing in
common with your dad was missing flights!)

Alex was also father-in-law to Shirley, Tam and James and also a very
proud grandad to Tommy, Christopher and Rachael.

Alex was a very hard worker, always having two jobs, making sure his
family were well provided for. Saturday mornings consisted of Alex
getting up before his work as a Butcher, going to the fish market, getting
the fish that his neighbours had ordered, bringing it home, and then the
kids would go round delivering them. I’'m happy Carping on and Herring
about Alex’s stories. Now you may hear the odd terrible pun or joke...
trust me this is deliberate....
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At Dean Road, on the 2nd January each year was the New Year Party
that Alex became known for making his famous steak pies followed by a
game of bingo which he always called, and this became an annual
tradition even to this year | believe.

In 1981 the family moved to Glaskhill Terrace, a bigger house which
became the family home for twenty years, and then just after the
millennium Alex and Tricia moved to Stephenson Rd. Now Alex didn’t
hire removal men, as you know Alex loved to save costs when he could
which is a good thing when things are tough, so the first time they moved
he used his butcher’s van, and when they moved to Stephenson Road
he used his coal lorry!

Alex was very much the family man, weekends were spent with activities
with Tricia and the kids, swimming, badminton, trips in the car, picnics at
Portobello after doing the weekly shopping. Going to dog racing at
Powderhall was a family favourite, annual holidays to Butlins in Filey,
then trips abroad to Spain in the 1980s. It was on one holiday to a
caravan park in Spain when, after noticing that there wasn’t much in the
way of evening entertainment, Alex organised and ran a Bingo night
which was so popular a nearby BBQ event was cancelled because
everyone was going to his Bingo night!

Although he was born in Loanhead, he quickly adopted Penicuik as his
hometown. He was on the Gala committee, and as he was then a coal
man, he started the coal race. They would carry a bag a coal from the
bottom of Queensway to the top and down again. Wow. | lived for
twenty-nine years at the top of that hill and couldn’t carry a Tesco bag up
it, never mind a bag of coal! Definitely one way to burn energy.

He would also enter the yearly gala day pram race and in those days,
you got a drink in every pub you passed, we’ll say no more...Also he ran
in the pram race dressed as a woman, the kids would say “when did
Aunty Agnes come to stay!” When the pram race had finished Alex and
his pal would go back round the pubs with their collection tins, promising
Tricia he wouldn’t be long and would bring her back a fish super but that
didn’t seem so appealing stone cold at 10’clock in the morning.

Alex always had the one-liners, an infamous sense of humour. I'm not
sure what book he got his jokes from but | don’t think it was a best seller!
Some were good though.
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He enjoyed life, he worked hard, he was a family man but still managed
to have regular nights out with his friends every Wednesday evening
with John Dickson and his mates at Penicuik Legion, not forgetting
Friday and Saturday nights too. Alex has been an associate member of
the Legion since the 1970s.

After being a butcher and a coal man for twenty years, he worked for
Wiseman Dairies and was there until he retired in 2013. At that time
Tricia was helping as a carer for young Adam and Alex then had the
opportunity to take on the job of driving Adam to and from his activity
classes at a college each day. Alex did this for nine years up to this
summer and a strong bond had been struck up between them both. Not
surprising really and | know that Alex would have had a very positive
effect on Adam - except his jokes of course.

Alex always did things for everyone else. When Sandy was a teenager
and his Boys Brigade needed to get their sports badge but no way to do
it, Alex sorted it through the Janny at Cuiken Primary. He sorted the hall
and sports teacher and just made it happen for them. He was always
making things happen to benefit others, not himself.

In 1986, Alex joined Freemasonry at Lodge Rosslyn St Clair and life
changed forever - the Masons was the love of his life - well apart from
Tricia and the kids of course. He and Tricia over many years would look
after the lodge hall whenever an event was on before and after they
would be cleaning the toilets, polishing the dance floor, emptying the
bins and lots of other chores, all without being asked, and all in the
background and not looking for any thanks.

Alex held many offices over the years and became lodge secretary from
1992-1996. He became the Right Worshipful Master (RWM) in
December 2013, Depute Master for the last six years, and Almoner who
looks after welfare of others, a role made for a man like Alex. He had
always supported the other Masonic lodges in Midlothian by visiting over
the last thirty-six years. We were very proud to have awarded Alex
Distinguished Service Membership of his Lodge earlier this year - an
Honour rarely awarded in our Lodge.

Over all these years Alex organised bingo nights and Raffles both at the
Lodge and at the Roslin British legion which he regularly attended in the
last ten years or so and he was also on the committee.



Page 26
Also it must have been nice to have his Mel running the bar at the
Legion and the lodge, both having her there and obviously available as a
taxi on occasion! He was an amazing fundraiser - he has raised
thousands of pounds on the many table tombolas at the Roslin and
Penicuik Street fairs.

In 2019 - 2020, he grew a ponytail for charity and raised a fantastic
£3000 for Prostate Scotland. That was quite a rock ‘n’ roll look for Alex |
must say. | think he would have kept it if he was allowed! He had also
donated around seventy pints of his own blood over the years up until he
had had a heart attack some years ago. He made up for it since though,
by his intake of a few pints of Best. On that note, he was infamous for
slipping, dropping, spilling, smashing drinks: well, | guess he literally
couldnae hold his drink then!

When Alex retired, he and Tricia bought their campervan which they had
always wanted to do, and enjoyed many trips in it. From up the West
coast, Ayrshire, Rothesay and even as far as Dunbar & Musselburgh. He
loved a bargain though, and when he got a bus pass would take a picnic
on the bus and travel to Dumfries get a cheap haircut then bus it back!

He liked his music and Eddie Reader was his favourite as well as the
Corries which, back in the day, he would buy their cassettes and play
them in the car constantly. Alex was always dressed early if they had to
go somewhere, way before anyone else was ready. He wasn’t always
early though. Last year he and Tom Drummond were heading to a
masonic installation in Spain they were in the airport having a pint in
Spoons and missed the flight - neither of them heard the tannoy shouts.
Jacqueline arranged their Edinburgh airport hotel and an early flight the
next morning. I'm surprised he got Jacqueline to do it as she once flew
to Alicante on mainland Spain instead of Gran Canaria an island 1,000
miles away.

These last few months have been difficult for the family since Alex fell ill
but Alex and Tricia enjoyed some days out: at the seniors’ lunch at the
Lodge, at this year’s Ball in October when they celebrated their Emerald
Wedding anniversary - fifty-five years that very day, and a few weeks
ago they all managed to come to the Legion in Roslin on Remembrance
Sunday. So we celebrate the life of our Alex Barrett, the family man, a
good man, a good friend to many of us; he did make a difference and
has left an indelible mark on us all.
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It is said some people make such a difference in our lives, simply by
being who they are. They make the world a better place. And when
they are gone, as we try to learn to live without them, we realise how
lucky we are to have known them.

We thank you Alex for the gift your loving brought to each of us. We
will never forget you.

I’m going to finish with the words of our national bard:

An honest man here lies at rest,
As e’er God with His image blest:
The friend of man, the friend of truth;
The friend of age, and guide of youth:
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm’d,
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d:
If there’s another world, he lives in bliss;
If there is none, he made the best of this....
by Robert Burns

So Alex, God speed, dear departed Brother.
Alan Henderson

https://rosslynmasonic606.co.uk/
obituary-brother-alex-barrett-pm/
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Gather On The Green

With the new developments above Mauricewood, Penicuik Churches
Together (PCT) has been active in reaching out to the people moving
into the new housing. This initiative is known as Gather on the Green.
The idea is to show a church presence, so that newcomers to the area
know that there are active, working churches in Penicuik.

Members of the congregations from the Penicuik churches gather once
a month around on a grassy area beside the park between Foster Road
and Meikle Drive. There is a gazebo with hot drinks, games, puppets,
swing ball and music to offer to passers-by and the people living there.
It's very informal, and there’s always the hope that some visitors to our
gazebo may also be interested in visiting a Church! These events
happen every second Sunday of the month. We start at about 2pm and
finish by 4pm.

Do you fancy joining us on the Green once a month to chat to folk? (you
don't need to do any serious faith talk). If you can play an instrument,
draw, play games such as Jenga, pour out drinks and chat, or can put up
a gazebo and also can help take it down, then you can help out. The
more volunteers we have, the more flexible we can be when holidays
and illness prevent attendance. Do please consider whether you could
become a volunteer, and keep Marion company. At a recent meeting, we
decided to focus our efforts into something topical when that’s
appropriate. So it's not always just a chat, as some people find small talk
difficult and that might stop them from coming along. Below is a list of
dates and activities for the next few months, but please check with Nick
or Marion to confirm the next date. By time you read this, you'll have
missed Pancakes on the Green which took place on Sunday 12th
February 2023. But there’s plenty more gatherings to come!

Sunday 12 February - a Valentine’s theme

Sunday 12 March - no set theme

Sunday 9 April - Easter egg hunt and related activities
Sunday 14 May - no set theme

Sunday 11 June - Barbecue

Sunday 9 July - no set theme

Sunday 13 August - Barbecue

Marion Mather and Nick CBowry
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Books do furnish a room

Who would be interested in becoming a librarian: boring, stuffy, musty
and dusty? I'd never really thought about entering that profession.
Rather, | fell into it by default. My school's careers advice department
consisted of a pamphlet box and a much revered teacher of Latin whom
we all assumed still lived in a previous age. You went to University (not
uni!) - Oxbridge for preference(!) - or just maybe a teacher training
college (remember those?). A friend who came from a farming family
wanted to go to agricultural college and this set the cat(tle?) amongst the
pigeons! My A level results were a mixed bunch and the advice I'd been
given, to read English, did not match with the highly competitive field
demanding the highest grades, of which | fell short.

Someone suggested librarianship - after all, the two desiderata for a
librarian must surely be a love of books and people? Schools of
librarianship offering a two-year vocational course were the obvious
choice, preferably with some practical experience beforehand.

| went to work as a junior
assistant in Guildford
library, a fine new 1960s
building just off Guildford
High Street. The main
lending library floor was a
large, light room, with a
bank of wooden catalogue Ercye cimrAR
drawers down the centre,
whereupon sat a talking
bird, which didn’t - this was
a library, where silence
was golden. We had to

learn how to tidy the

shelves before opening each morning, each of us being responsible for
our own section, and how to shelve returned books correctly (a book out
of place is a book lost). We also underwent an apprenticeship with a
rather scary elderly woman who taught us how to write readers’ tickets
clearly and legibly; only after we gained her approval were we let loose
on the real thing.
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This arena was where we gained our book knowledge; no amount of
academic study can better this. It was a large public library, with
reference and music departments, and a magnificent children’s library
under its own dedicated specialist. | enjoyed the rare moments working
in these. | was, of course, too young and tender-natured to be allowed to
retrieve certain books from the stack! | saw many girls from my old
school using the library, and oh, how snooty they could be on the
customer side of the counter - you didn’t merit a glance!

The most significant event was that | made a new friend, with whom |
have stayed in touch ever since - a valued and loving friendship of half a
century, for she was to be our bridesmaid, our daughter’s Godmother
and an inspiration for my Christian life.

During the 1960s British higher education expanded and developed
rapidly, creating an additional demand for professional librarians at a
time when there was already a shortage of professional staff to meet the
needs of an expanding public library service. We saw the beginning of
library schools in universities, and therefore the start of full-time study,
and entrants to the profession with degrees but little or no work
experience. The shift from qualifications awarded by the Library
Association to degrees awarded by the schools, and the Association's
decision to move to graduate status as the basis for future recognition of
an individual's professional standing was not always a smooth journey.
Graduates with a minimum of hands-on experience had a somewhat
unrealistic view of how the public and books reacted to each other, and a
high opinion of their own perceived skills.

| chose to enrol at Newcastle School of Librarianship. In 1968, the
department was still out at Long Benton, prior to moving into the College
of Commerce; this, in turn, became the Polytechnic, later evolving into
Northumbria University. I'd been up for an interview and was struck by
the friendliness of folk who directed me to Long Benton - the first time I'd
been called a hen, but in such a lovely lilting accent. | would live in digs
out at Whitley Bay, a place | fell in love with and where | thrived. It was a
large house on the sea front, and in windy weather the sand was driven
up the beach, across the road, up a long front garden and into the
house.
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There were six of us girls on different courses, spoilt with not just B&B,
but all meals if required. My dad drove me up from Surrey to start my
adventure, and he was warmly welcomed by the landlady who
commiserated on the long journey and poured him a whisky. | later
moved into the city as exams approached, but it was a soul-destroying
experience in comparison.

Our syllabus for the two-year course covered library history, book
production, classification and cataloguing, and | chose to specialise in
children’s literature. On completion of the course, we applied for
Chartership of the Library Association, a necessity for our career.

In 1970, my first professional post was at Harold Wood Branch in the
Outer London Borough of Havering - the former Essex part of London. It
was a small branch with only a few staff, one of whom, a tall thin older
man, had been in the Camel Corp in WW2. The junior staff member had
a father who was a distinguished author of railway books, including a
significant book on Nigel Gresley, one of the great engineers of steam
traction, designer of the Mallard. It was an interesting collection of
colleagues. | still have my first payslip; | earned £1,110 pa plus £90
London Weighting (an allowance to reflect the higher cost of living in
London boroughs). | was rich!

Oh yes - nearly forgot!! At Havering’s “welcome to newcomers” event -
three-line whip applied - | met a young man in a very loud tweed jacket,
whose name was Richard. And they say romance is dead!

| later moved to Surrey County Council, working at Egham Library. The
clientele was particular in its tastes, and amongst them was a tall,
gangling man who would wander in to check his books were on the
shelves - Mr Frank Muir, no less. | remember one fur-coated woman at
the annual ticket check who declared that she “never read FICTION” and
our records must be at fault.

Finally, to Lancashire County as my by then husband had a job at
Blackpool Library. | was based at Lancaster and Morecambe, in charge
of services to children and schools in the area. The schools mobile van
was a huge vehicle with a small driver who swung it with alarming speed
and incomparable skill around the twisty country lanes.
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They were lovely little villages, but the one name that sticks in the
memory was in the Forest of Bowland and originally founded in 1674,
Over Wyresdale Abbeystead Cawthorne’s Endowed School - a school
with almost more words in its name than pupils in school! Sadly, not all
the schools were so idyllic and boxes of books returned from some city-
centre schools often contained unwelcome wee visitors which left their
mark!

| left library service when we started our family, and actually spent more
time in various classroom assistant roles at Cornbank than | did in my
chosen career. I've never lost my love for books and reading and the
magic that sparks when the right person meets the right book. Richard
and | are delighted that our children, and now our grandchildren, are also
avid readers.

Georgina Tﬁi[ﬁ’]os

A challenge for you!

w «c: To your left is a photo of part of one of
\\& St James the Less church’s windows.

Can you identify:

1.which window this photo is from
and

2.which bible verse the visible text is
drawn from?

Answers and more like this, plus
some windows history will appear in
the next issue of In Touch. Hope you
can hold your breath that long!

?lnc[y Longmore
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St James the Less Vestry Notes January 2023

The Annual General Meeting was held after the morning service on
Sunday 4 December 2022. Moira Morrison and Kathryn Topham were
elected to the Vestry. They replace retiring members Alan and Gill
Murray, who had both contributed greatly to the work of Vestry. The
membership of Vestry for 2023 is as follows:

Chair Rector Nick Bowry
Rector’'s Warden Marion Mather
People’s Warden Andy Longmore
Treasurer Richard Finch
Vestry Secretary Charlotte Kemp
Lay Representative Gillian Little
Alt. Lay Representative Jill Drought
Ordinary Members Dyane Harvey
Val McGavin
Safeguarding Nigel Johnston
Fabric Convenor Moira Morrison
Eco Congregation Kathryn Topham

A presentation was made to lan Fuge as he retires as our Fabric
Convenor. lan had been a very conscientious Fabric Convenor for many
years keeping a keen eye on Church building, Hall, and Rectory. He
leaves everything in a good state with a list of items which will need
attention in the coming years. His wealth of knowledge and great
expertise will be missed. We have been blessed to find a replacement in
Moira Morrison, who was presented with the church keys at the end of
the AGM.

Nick wished the congregation to focus on the future and take forward all
the things we have found good during the Covid lock down, but also to
consider items which are no longer appropriate. These would be
reflected in the Mission Action Plan for the next three years.
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The newly formed Vestry met on Saturday 7t January 2023 to review
and amend the current Mission Action Plan (MAP). Nick has updated
the MAP for Vestry to agree at a future meeting. The final version will be
circulated to the congregation.

The first scheduled meeting of Vestry was held on Wednesday 11t
January 2023, when there were discussions related to rising expenditure
due to the increase to the Rector’s stipend, pension, and quota, plus
increase in fuel costs.

Vestry agreed or approved the following:

The Stonemason be instructed to carry out the work to the crack in the
nave south wall in accordance with his estimate of £560 and
authorise expenditure of up to £700 (estimate of £560 plus 25%
contingency) on the work.

Moira Morrison, as Fabric Convenor, has authorisation to spend up to
£1,000 on Fabric items, if necessary, without seeking approval from
Vestry.

Kathryn Topham to be the nominated member of Vestry to be the Eco-
congregation co-ordinator for St James.

To launch an Insulation Appeal. The insulation of the Church Hall and
Tower floor will help reduce the costs of heating, improve the levels of
comfort for the congregation, and take a step towards achieving net
zero greenhouse gas emissions.

To change Vestry meetings to a Monday evening at 7pm in the church
hall. They will be held approximately 6 weeks apart and not in July
and August. There will be several focused meetings on a Saturday
morning.

To order several sample greetings cards to be printed with the pictures
selected by Vestry. It is planned that the cards will be available for the
congregation to purchase. This will be a fundraising activity.

Future Vestry Meeting dates:
* 27 February 2023
* Saturday 1 April 2023 10-12 noon - Fabric Meeting
* 17 April 2023
°* 29 May 2023

Charlotte CKemy
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Poetry corner

God’s Realm - Where faith development discussions take
me...

Way back in June and July 2020, during the first lockdown, our Monday
evening Faith Development discussions (on Zoom of course) used the
Pilgrim Course booklet on the Lord’'s Prayer as a basis of our
discussions.

The six weeks enabled some great conversations and some deep and
rich observations, and some wonderful spiritual insights. At the end of
the six weeks, the discussions about Your kingdom come, your will be
done left me with a strong sense that | should use that experience to
write a hymn. | decided to write one that would be suitable as an
offertory hymn - a time of preparation for receiving the holy sacraments. |
wanted a well-known tune that was easy to sing, and could aid reflection
and preparation for communion. | decided to use the tune Repton (Ed:
this is the tune we sing for Dear Lord and Father of mankind, forgive our
foolish ways).

The hymn, with a working title of God’s Realm, has gone through (at
least) five iterations, with valued suggestions and comments from Alan
Murray and latterly from the choir who sang it through a few weeks ago.
The words are given on the next page.

| am sure others have been touched by conversations, by experiences,
by prayers, by readings and hymns and have wanted to express
something in verse. Why don’t you have a go yourself?

Nick Bowry
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God’s Realm - a hymn

We pray your kingdom come each day,
All round this whole wide earth.

Help us to act from what we pray,

That we may follow in your way,

And show the Lord’s Prayer’s worth.

Still, far is Eden from our worldly sight,
Your kingdom, is it near?

Where truth and equity delight,

Guide us each day to do what’s right,
To live in hope, not fear.

Inspire us, Father, your will be done,
For perfect peace to reign;

Where we show love just like your Son,
And neighbours know the three in one,
Shalom’s deep peace to gain.

Lord Jesus taught us how to pray,
Like yeast throughout the bread,
To change us every single day,
To make us agents of your way,
With Christ our figurehead.

As | prepare for bread and wine,
Christ’s presence is so dear,

| pray | know the Lord’s design,
Where does God'’s will and mine align,
To bring God’s kingdom here.

Nick CBowry
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Snow

A million soft white stars are falling from the sky,
Turning our grey world magically white.

Roads disappear, and houses throw their evening light
Onto the pristine palette hiding footsteps passing by.

It is quiet and peaceful. No traffic trundling past.

We are cocooned by the deep fallen snow.

A secret world, cut off from the noisy world we know.

| selfishly dread the rain that will wash away the last
Remnants of picture book scenes that please my soul.
Back to the everyday, back to the colours of a winter day
Back to the everyday, Beautiful snow is washed away

| must be content with other joys that can console.

Till @rougﬁt
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...And the Green Man cried (a song)

“Why do your arms hang low?” said Jack in the Green to the tree.
“Where did your acorns go? You look sick at heart to me”.
“The water ran high then the water ran low and my roots ran to rot and
decay.
Then the oak tree died. And the Green Man cried.

“Why do your leaves hang down?” said Jack in the Green to the flower.
“Why do you look so brown? Why do your blooms smell sour?
“They poisoned the burn and they poisoned the bees and the life-dust
came no more.

Then the daffodil died. And the Green Man cried.

“Why is your voice so still?” said the Jack to the tiny wren.
“Why do look so ill? Why won’t you sing again?
“The smoke filled the air and the sky turned grey and the oak trees
dwindled and failed.
Then the little wren died. And the Green Man cried.

“Why do you weep so sore?” whispered Jack to the elephant Queen.
“Why is your herd no more? What horrors have you seen?
“They shot my bull and they shot my baby and left me with a broken
heart”.

Then the elephant died. And the Green Man cried.

“Why do you swim so slow?” said Jack to the mighty whale.
“Where did your grandeur go? There are scars on your towering tail”.
“There’s oil in the sea and the food is gone and plastic chokes my lungs.
Then the Great Whale died. And the Green Man cried.

Alan Murmy

(Ed: | heard Alan sing this at Folk Club a few weeks ago - the tune is
beautiful. As Alan says, it's not a happy song.)
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Last Word

As most of you will now be aware, | have
a new dog. Well, in truth | have an older
dog that is new to me. Having been told
& about a farm with two dogs needing
B ‘retired” from active sheepdog work, |
, kidded myself by saying | will just go and
== have a look, no harm in that...

@ The two dogs were brought out from their
kennels in a barn. One (called Kate)
hardly looked at me before heading off
around the back of the barns. Clearly not
interested in me or its owner’s
ministrations to stay. The other dog, called
Mist, tail really wagging, came over to say hello, sat down at my side,
leaned into me and looked up looking very sweet and loving.

Suffice to say, Mist chose me rather than me having to choose between
the two dogs. We are on day nine of our lives together, and as an
intelligent sheepdog, Misty (a slight alteration to her name) has mostly
cracked the house training. She is a friendly companion and far more
extrovert than Jep (my previous dog) was. When Misty has properly
settled in and | think she is ‘ready’ to attend a Sunday service, she may
well seek out various members of the congregation to sit besides.

For now | am getting back into the routines of dog walking, and being
careful when | push back my chair from the study desk for fear of
bumping into a sleeping dog. It is also good to be back out bumping into
lots of other dog-walkers. | was surprised how many were already aware
| had a new dog. The local network of oral communication is working
well.

Dogs (of course | am biased) are full of unconditional love and don’t
seem to hold any grudges. They seem to live in the present moment,
and engage with whatever is happening there and then. Maybe there are
some lessons for us all in that...

Nick ﬂBowry
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