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The Spire
December 2020 -January 2021
Hallelujah!
In an Unprecedented Christmas and New Year, let us be glad for the joy
of Christmas and the blessing of the arrival of the Son of God. Father
James and the Churchwardens are tenuously planning a safe and happy
series of services for us.


Sunday 20th December -there is every likelihood that we will
have a shortened Carol Service, which we will repeat at 3.00, 4.30
& 6.00 p.m.. There will also be an “on-line” Carol Service conducted jointly by the Churches of Central Harrow – Trinity, Hindes Road, Harrow Baptist Church, St John, Greenhill and ourselves – at 7.00 p.m.



Christmas Eve we will maintain the 3.00 p.m. Crib Service, although it will necessarily be “more formal”



Christmas Day 10.30 Eucharist on Christmas morning will remain.

For all our Christmas services we will need to institute some form of
“booking system” details of which will be made available via the Vicar’s
email and on the website.
Father James also has an intriguing plan for us all to reflect on the Nine
Days of Christmas-more will be revealed!

Also in this Christmas Special:

St Thomas Becket is Coming to Town!!



Saving the World in our Climate Change project—we hear more from the Study Groups.

The Editor writes, We can have a little bit of fun, I think,
remembering how 850 years ago, one of England’s greatest saints and religious figures came to Harrow on 13th
December, and led worship at St Mary’s. I know personally, when I was first told of this, I was absolutely amazed!



Special Memories of St Mary’s—a super article sent in from a member of our choir.



Work in the Churchyard—we hear about the
work needed during lockdown to clear up the
churchyard and hear some of the stories from
beyond the grave.



Poetry and Cartoons which are timely and
enlightening.



A look back at an Unprecedented Remembrance Sunday, and the heroism of a young
pilot who died on Christmas Eve.



And lots more news not to be missed besides!

Inside, our very own leading expert, Marian Small, has a
beautiful summary for us of the great man’s life and impact.

We must never forget how fortunate St Mary’s has been
to have the footsteps of two great saints-St Thomas and
St Anselm within our church and churchyard.

O Tidings of Comfort and Joy
Dear Friends
There can be little doubt that this Christmas will go
down in history as “the one that was almost cancelled” or, at least, its festivities significantly curtailed.
Comment has already been made in the press that our
current politicians have come close to achieving what
Oliver Cromwell never quite succeeded in doing –
the abolition of Christmas! Christmas, of course, is
not cancelled and certainly not abolished, although
we will have to celebrate mindful of those who are at
risk from the continuing pandemic.
Christmas Services and Booking
There has been no Christmas Fair and there will be
no Advent Carol Service, which we usually hold in
association with Harrow School; this year, there will
be no Sunday School Nativity or Christingle but subject to the proposed tiering system after this second
“lockdown”, there is every likelihood that we will
have a shortened Carol Service, which we will repeat
at 3.00, 4.30 & 6.00 p.m. on Sunday 20 December.
There will also be an “on-line” Carol Service conducted jointly by the Churches of Central Harrow –
Trinity, Hindes Road, Harrow Baptist Church, St
John, Greenhill and ourselves – at 7.00 p.m. On
Christmas Eve we will maintain the 3.00 p.m. Crib
Service, although it will necessarily be “more formal”
and the 10.30 Eucharist on Christmas morning will
remain. There will be no “Midnight Mass”. For all
our Christmas services we will need to institute some
form of “booking system” details of which will be
made available via my email and on the website.
Nine days of Christmas Booklet
The central truth of the Feast, however, will not be
any less evident. The Bishops are encouraging us to
focus on a theme of “Comfort and Joy” and it is my
intention that each person on the electoral roll at St
Mary’s should receive a small booklet prepared by the
Archbishops of Canterbury and York for use over a
nine day period from Christmas Day onwards.

The period of nine days reflects both the ancient practice of a “novena of prayer” between Ascension Day
and Pentecost and the Festival of Nine Lessons and
Carols which will not take place in the manner to
which we are used in so many parish churches across
the land. What will take place is the celebration of the
miracle of incarnation whereby the creator of the universe becomes one with his own creation in the form
of a vulnerable, homeless child who quickly becomes a
refugee. Emmanuel, God with us, shares fully in the
uncertainties and dislocations of the human condition
thereby bringing focus to the message proclaimed by
the angels of comfort and joy. In the midst of pandemic, millions need comfort and all need some sense
of joy. Perhaps “stripped” of some of the usual excess,
this year’s Christmas may reflect more fully the truth
of God sharing in our fractured lives to bring hope
and light in the darkness.
Celebrating St Thomas Becket and the Pilgrim
Fathers
The Christmas of 2020 sees anniversaries of two historic events in the story of faith, both of which confront us with the uncertainties of life. Four Hundred
years ago the Pilgrim Fathers were contemplating their
first Christmas, although as those with Puritan sympathies their celebrations would have been somewhat
muted! It was actually on Christmas Day 1620 that
they left Provincetown, their initial landing point in
America, to set off for what is now Plymouth Bay,
Massachusetts. They had left the shores of Britain to
seek the religious freedom being denied to them in this
country. Hopefully, we have come to understand that
our responses to God’s coming amongst us and seeking us out can be varied, although that truth remains a
constant challenge.
The other anniversary of 2020 is much “closer to
home” and involves St Mary’s, at least indirectly, in its
account. The Martyrdom of Thomas Becket took
place 850 years ago on 29 December 1170; if we accept he was born in 1120, the 900th anniversary of his
birth takes place on 21st December. this 850th anniversary of his death.

As Archbishop of Canterbury he would have known
St Mary’s, worshipping in the building that St Anselm
had consecrated less than a century before. Records
suggest that he was present on the Hill for the Feast
of St Lucy, 13 December 1170, just over a fortnight
before he was killed in Canterbury, the result of the
feud between himself and Henry II, the Church and
the Crown in mortal conflict. I am hugely grateful to
Marian Small for her historical contributions to The
Spire but I particularly commend her articles from
November and in this edition on Thomas Becket.
Timely contributions on this 850th anniversary of his
death.
Both events remind us of the interplay of religion and
politics, no less absent in the days of Jesus than in our
own day. Indeed, I have just contributed to a major
Government survey being conducted by the Ministry
of Housing, Communities and Local Government in
which they are seeking to review how faith communities engage with Government. “The call for evidence
will pose a series of questions around how those of
all faiths, or none, perceive the government’s engagement with faith organisations.” Further information
and an invitation to contribute can be found here (if
you are reading this online.)
You will find in this edition reference to the study
groups being run by Alison focusing on Ruth Valerio’s book, Saying Yes to Life, which was the Archbishop of Canterbury’s Lent Book for this year. The
book addresses the crucial subject of our response to
the environmental crisis and our responsibilities as
Christians for our care of creation. We hope to re-run
the group next year and we will be looking at ways in
which we can respond in a more focused manner
both individually and as a local church to some of
these issues. Once again, we will find there are political challenges and questions to be addressed.

As we celebrate Christmas, we are celebrating God
being immersed, through the incarnation, in the stuff
of our daily lives. Jesus engaged with the political authorities of his day because he had to: “Render therefore unto Caesar the things which are Caesar's; and
unto God the things that are God's.” Matthew 22:21
The preaching of John the Baptist addressed the way
in which those in authority conducted themselves:
“And the people asked him, saying, What shall we do
then? He answereth and saith unto them, He that hath
two coats, let him impart to him that hath none; and
he that hath meat, let him do likewise. Then came also
publicans to be baptized, and said unto him, Master,
what shall we do? And he said unto them, Exact no
more than that which is appointed you. And the soldiers likewise demanded of him, saying, And what
shall we do? And he said unto them, Do violence to
no man, neither accuse any falsely; and be content
with your wages.” Luke 3:10-14 Central to the Christmas story is the response required of Mary and Joseph
to the census call which placed them in Bethlehem;
less frequently dwelt upon, yet no less part of the account, is the horror of the massacre of the Innocents
in response to Herod’s fear for his secular authority,
which renders the Holy Family refugees. Engagement
with the messy, compromised, conflicted world in
which we live is the story of the incarnation.
However you end up celebrating this Christmas this
year, be assured of my prayers that you will know the
comfort and joy expressed by the angels, and so it is
with those “tidings of comfort and joy” that I conclude this letter as we look forward to 2021.
With every blessing
Fr James

Saying Yes to Christmas—Revd Alison Christian looks at our Study Book in the context of Christmas.

After all we have been through this year, many of us
are anticipating Christmas like parched people longing
for an oasis they can see in the distance. The lockdown has seemed like an endless desert and now we
hope for some life, some energy, some joy.
At the heart of Christmas is extraordinary joy and extraordinary mystery. Heaven and earth come together
in the creation of a baby whose calling will be to save
the world. But as we look on the familiar picture it is
easy to forget the poverty set at the heart of it. I do
not think I will forget it this year because of the book
some of us have been reading together, “Saying Yes to
Life.”
We know that Mary and Joseph had to give birth to
their son in a stable and that his first bed was the
trough from which the animals usually fed. But I wonder how many of us have really taken on board the
poverty of the shepherds. Because of the nature of
their job, shepherds were considered unclean within
Jewish society. This meant they would not have been
able to mix with other people easily, to go to the temple in Jerusalem or the synagogue in their villages. Yet
these social outcasts are the first to be invited by heavenly messengers to visit the newly born baby. They set
a theme which occurs over and over again in the gospels, Jesus’ bias to the poor and outcast. There is also
another kind of poverty as the Christmas story extends
into Epiphany and we follow the journey of the Wise
Men. Initially, they seek for the answer to their search
in Herod’s palace, a place of power, wealth and worldly success. But they learn that the things of God are
not to be found in the trappings of celebrity and they
have the poverty of spirit (humility) to seek, to find
and to bend the knee to a very ordinary looking child
and two very ordinary young parents, when they eventually follow the star of wisdom.
The message of Christmas is simple and direct. No
one is outside the love of God. No one is too poor,
too desperate, too despised. In fact, God goes specially in search of such people, to invite them in as guests
on his birthday. No one is also too rich, too talented,
as long as they have the wisdom to recognise that all
they have is originally given to them, as long as they
know the best gift is their longing for God.
So, what has all this to do specifically with the book,
“Saying Yes to Life.” This powerful book about what
we are doing to the earth, has brought home to me my
personal responsibility when it comes to the life of the
planet and the lives of many, many people, whom I
will never meet but whose lives are affected by my actions. They are the world’s poor.

Saying this makes the book sound depressing but it is
not. It is invigorating and energising. My reaction to it
has not been one of feeling helpless in the face of the
many things happening to our planet, but on the contrary, that I can make a difference.
I have to face the fact that my consumerism, my greed,
my ignorance about what I am buying and where it
came from; my carelessness, is helping harm the planet
we all call home and make those who have little or
nothing, poorer still. Ruth Valerio puts it like this.
When we do not follow the God, whom Jesus reveals, and his
ways of love, compassion and faithful service, the results are devastating. They lead to a caste system of deep inequality; to people
working in horrendous conditions to provide the goods we want;
to children being trafficked for the sex industry or domestic slavery; to colonialism that destroys whole peoples and ways of life; to
war and ethnic conflict that wrecks many innocent lives, and
much more besides.
As I was thinking about this, I came across this piece
of writing by Thomas Merton, a monk and one of the
most famous writers on Christian spirituality in the last
century. He was considering his vocation as a monk in
this passage, but this spoke to me of my vocation as a
Christian.
Therefore, it seems to me to be a solemn obligation of conscience
at this moment of history to take the positions which . . . are, it
seems to me, in vital relation with the obligations I assumed when
I took my monastic vows. To have a vow of poverty seems to me
illusory if I do not in some way identify myself with the cause of
people who are denied their rights and forced, for the most part, to
live in abject misery. To have a vow of obedience seems to me to
be absurd if it does not imply a deep concern for the most fundamental of all expressions of God’s will: the love of God’s truth
and of our neighbour.
(Thomas Merton, “Seeds of Destruction”)
In the story of Jesus, we see God in human form
“identify (himself) with the cause of people who are denied their
rights and forced, for the most part, to live in abject misery.” It
begins at Christmas and it does not in any way take
away from the glory, the joy, the mystery and the delight of that story, because this is the God for Everyman and Everywoman. This is the God who delights
in all God’s creation. When we learn to delight in every human being and in all creation; when we learn to
take care of this beautiful earth and all its creatures,
then we will truly understand what it is to be made in
the image of God.

Moments of Being at St Mary’s
I would like to share with
you my first full Easter
Vigil. It was in 2019. I
can't remember exactly
what time we arrived at St
Mary's church but it was
well dark and most likely
after 10:30PM. While we
walked along the alley
leading to and around St
Mary's, we could only see
the silhouette of the
building as it was pitch
black.
As we came closer to the
giant church with its tall
spire looking over us like
the eye of God, I was
thinking it must have
been even more imposing
1,000 years ago when it
was built and there weren't any buildings around
to challenge its might.

But the red cross on top
of the spire broke through
the blanket of darkness
that enveloped the sky, as if it was God gracefully
floating down to Earth.
As we approached the main door which was looming
over us, we could make out a very faint almost timid
light through the west window.

It made me imagine how it
must have been 2020 years
ago in Christ's time, how it
must have been without
electricity or cars or (my
favourite) Lego. How it was
at that time and how people
were. And then 2000 years
of going to church on Sundays and baptisms and God
being in the very walls of
every church there has ever
been.
There was so much history
around me!!! All the silence
and the atmosphere around
me created the perfect conditions so my mind wandered around St Mary’s,
Harrow and London,
around the sea all the way
to Jerusalem ( I have never
been to Jerusalem but saw
lots of documentaries about
it, so I had an idea of how it
looks) and the long history
of it and that you are in a
place that Jesus set his foot
in and the idea that one step you take could once be
where Jesus once set his foot in was amazing.
This was a special time for me.

When we got inside, after passing the giant entrance
we had to stop a bit and let our eyes adjust with the
darkness that was inside the church.

This was my first experience (at 10 years old) of attending a full Easter Vigil. Before I only attended for a
short while and I don't really remember so this was my
first experience of an Easter Vigil and also an amazing
experience of St Mary’s that I will never forget.

As we walked inside St Mary’s, I sensed a strange feeling pass over me as if God was in the church at that
very moment.

When we left, I felt very calm, happy and comforted
and I knew next day everything will be good and God
will look after us.

Inside the church, Fr. James and Matthew were sat in
front of a lit candle taking turns in reading a scripture
from a book with long periods of silence.

That night made my connection to God even stronger
and I thanked him for allowing me to be part of this
special events and places.

When silence took over, there was absolutely no noise
and you would think you would be able to even hear
another person's heartbeat. Even our breaths were
stripped of their noise by this silence.

Eric Zoica

Throughout the Vigil, the light from the candles
looked like they were playing on the windowsill, making a shadow like a light in the night sky. They did this
as if they wanted to bring life to the motionless characters stuck on the walls and windows of the church.

PS. I am sending you a recent picture of St Mary's taken after the sunset. I will enter this photo in a photo
competition in my school. Hope it will win!!!!!!!!
Erratum-November Spire-‘CLARIFICATION
GLIMPSES OF THE PAST c.1236
John de Holtune was the Vicar in 1236. John de
Riseburgh was the Vicar when Archbishop Courtenay
assisted by making the copy of the Endowment in
1396.’

BECKET 2020: THE STORY CONTINUES
PART 2: THE HARROW CONNECTIONS

Marian Small

From Hostelry to Stained Glass Windows
Harrow 1143: birdsong, noises of livestock, rustling in the oakwoods.
‘Man goeth forth unto his work and to his labour until the evening.’ *
Two horsemen come into view, a young banker’s clerk, Thomas of London
seeking other employment, is being brought to meet Archbishop Theobald.
Thomas, strikingly tall, affable, personable, spends the night at the inn.
Entranced, his hostess dreams of his future archiepiscopal greatness.
Theobald trains him, promotes him, recommends him for service to the King.
At Tours in 1163 Archbishop Thomas petitions for the canonisation of Anselm
whose prayers, teaching and stand against tyrannical rulers he admires.
Conflict rages with Henry the Second: frequent disagreements inflame royal wrath.
Awaiting an answer to his appeal to the Pope, in need of succour and solitude,
Thomas comes to his Manor to cast his burden upon the Lord in prayer.
The papal messenger arrives: no solace: no support: no empathy: just exhortations
SUBMIT TO THE KING! …SEEK RECONCILIATION!
‘His words were softer than oil, yet were they drawn swords.’ *
No chance of success: Henry is too irascible, their positions too entrenched.
‘Put not your trust in princes, nor in the son of man in whom there is no help.’ *
Thomas is obedient. The situation deteriorates. Henry is vitriolic. Exile looms.
Canterbury December 1170: Exile over. Thomas complains beseechingly to Rome,
for Harrow’s usurping Rector, Nigel de Sackville, is a source of aggravation.
Prevented peremptorily at Southwark from proceeding to Woodstock, Thomas turns aside
and celebrates St Lucy’s Day and says the office for O Sapientia at St Mary’s.
He confers with the Abbot of St. Alban’s who goes gladly to young Henry in his stead
but fails in his quest: no meeting: hostility, abuse, threats: Thomas’s hopes evaporate.
‘I see that all things come to an end.’ *
Thomas departs in unseemly fashion : jeers and insults from clergy and detractors.
Christmas Day 1170: the solemn excommunication of de Sackville and the Vicar.
‘The wicked have waited for me to destroy me.’ *
Four days later Thomas goes to Vespers carrying his precious Psalter, once that of Alphege.
Struck down, part of his skull hacked off, he dies on the floor in a pool of blood.
For 350 years Lords of the Manor, much affected, respond to the import of this act.
Baldwin rides on Crusade under the banner of St Thomas the Martyr.
A subtlety, a confection sculpted to entertain guests between courses,
features Thomas kneeling, sword fixed in his head, at Stafford’s Installation Feast.
‘Set me as a seal upon thine heart, as a seal upon thine arm .’ †
From Walter to Warham seals of Archbishops depict the murder scene —knights, crucifer, fallen Primate — potent reminder of life’s uncertainties.

WALTER
1193-1205

LANGTON
1207-1228

Le GRANT
1229-1231

RICH
1233-1240

ARUNDEL
1397-1419

WARHAM
1504– 1523

‘Make me to hear joy and gladness: that the bones that thou hast broken may rejoice.’ *
Canterbury July 1220: Archbishop Langton ascends from the Crypt wherein lies the tomb,
reverently bearing the Saint’s bones for placement in a golden feretory,
skilfully crafted by Harrow’s Rector, the reputable artificer, Elias of Dereham.
‘We took sweet counsel together, and walked into the house of God in company.’ *
In groups on foot from Harrow to Southwark and along the road to Kent
pilgrims journey to Becket’s Shrine; penance, healing, obligation, curiosity.
Having fasted and confessed, they peer through the grilles, then enter the sanctum,
pray, make offerings, awe-struck as bejewelled casket sparkles in candlelight.
Arriving home safely, some will discard their souvenir badges of Thomas’s head
in gratitude into Rox Bourn, Yeading Stream, Kenton Brook or River Pinn.
Vicars John de Holtune as far as John Jenyns, following the Calendar,
observe the annual commemorations of the Translation and the Martyrdom.
A retrospective trial judges ‘Bysshop Becket a traytour to his Prynce’.
In 1538 he is to be removed from the public consciousness, obliterated.
NO SAINTHOOD: NO PILGRIMAGE: NO MENTION OF HIS NAME: NO IMAGES
‘Let them be ashamed and confounded that seek after my soul to destroy it.’ *
Demolition of the shrine, bones unceremoniously burnt, ashes dispersed by cannon-fire—
all masterminded by Cromwell’s protégé, Harrow’s Rector, Richard Layton.
‘Commune with your own heart upon you bed and be still.’ *
Harrovians holding to the old religion worship in the secrecy of home,
fortified by a medallion adorned with an image of the Saint’s bleeding wounds.
1873: More tolerance: Where Becket once rode or walked in Roxborough Park
the church of Our Lady and St. Thomas of Canterbury is built.
‘My tongue is the pen of a ready writer.’ *
To mark the Octocentenary of St. Mary’s the Reverend Done Bushell gives lectures
and writes tracts with evidence in Latin and Icelandic telling of Thomas’s life
and his three known visits, ‘in the happy springtide and the crises of the later years’.
A clerestory window records the emotion engendered by events at Woodstock.
‘Lord, how are they increased that trouble me.’ *
Archbishop and Abbot confer in much distress, immersi lacrymis, full of tears.
CHAINS, CHAINS, CHAINS: so prominent: so meaningful: so symbolic
Restraints: no escape: links in the path of life: passages in the continuum of history
On a shield in the East Window tracery crosses paty fitchy are impaled with choughs.
Lower down beside Mary stands the man chosen to represent Martyrs —
St Thomas Becket in vestments, mitre, pallium, holding a sword and processional cross.
‘I am now ready to be offered and the time of my departure is at hand.
I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith.’ •

* Psalms 104: 23 / 55: 21 / 146:3 / 119: 96 / 119: 95
51: 8 / 55: 14 / 40: 14 / 4:4 / 45:1 / 3:1
† Song of Solomon 8: 6
•

2 Timothy 4: 6-7

The Seals are based on images in Thomas Becket in Art (Borensius).

Saying Yes to Life-Reporting in from the
weekly Study Groups.
Our study groups on Ruth Valerio’s book, Saying Yes
to Life have continued throughout November and the
momentum is building. Not only are we saving the
world, but we are also moving into all sorts of new and
exciting areas! It really is an enlightening experience,
and not really time consuming at all. Each chapter is
about 20 pages, so perfectly readable in a week, and
the weekly Study Group is 90 minutes and a great
chance to debate.

Ruth Valerio has so many layers to her writing. One
minute she talks about animals and nature, the next
minute she discusses theological theories and seems to
have a very skilful grasp of the Bible and can talk
about the nuances of different translations. Then as a
director of Tearfund she has the global knowledge to
know what is happening across churches throughout
the world.
In the Water chapter, as an example, she starts by remembering stretches of water which had significance
for her and talks about happy memories on a lake as a
child. She encouraged us to think what expanses of
water meant to us and we had a nice time remembering beautiful places that we had been to. Each week
we get to see a different aspect of theological philosophy. In the “water week” it was the discussion of the
degree to which our methods of faith separate the
physical from the spiritual and Revd Alison Christian
produced an amazing icon which had three figures at a
table which helped to draw us in to make us realise we
were part of the trio of people at the table. The 15thc
Russian icon is commonly
held to be of the Trinity (but
is also called "The Hospitality of Abraham") and was
painted by Andrey Rublev.
Each week the chapter is
supplemented by a relevant
video of an interview which
Ruth Valerio has with someone who is an expert on
the subject matter.
In “water week” she interviewed the Archbishop of
Cape Town who explained the dramatic issues that

had been necessary when Cape Town had had to be
seriously water rationed because of water shortages.
That made us really think about how we must take care
of the water that we do use.
Week three was all about land and vegetation. That
week’s interview was with an expert on trees in Uganda
who spoke about how she was replanting trees to make
sure that there was no more soil erosion, that water
was retained and the climate protected.
Then in week four we moved to the heavens and the
stars. We were all absolutely bowled over by a professor in astronomy who explained to us that the earth
and the planets were 45 million centuries old! This astronomer had so much scientific knowledge but
brought home how even the tiniest insect is just so
amazing for a scientist. We discussed how reflecting
more on Creation could help our spiritual development. The astronomer warned that potentially human
beings do have the ability to seriously damage the
world before the end of the century. He emphasised
that yet again we really must partner with nature and
lead sympathetic lives which will enrich the environment for all. Revd Alison Christian explained that in
that week, she and Father James had been on a training
session with Ruth Valerio-where the aspects of how
churches can help at ground level on preventing further damage to the climate. And so the journey continues..!
other feedback has been—“Delighted to join in by landline. So heartening to experience deepening bonds of fellowship. So rewarding
to consider all aspects of God’s creation, our relationship to them and our responsibility for their worldwide
care and protection. Wide-ranging. Informative.
Thought-provoking. Strongly recommended.”
Revd Alison Christian says, “As facilitator of both
groups, I have had the pleasure of getting to share with
two sets of people the rich material of Ruth Valerio's
book. Without a doubt the opportunity to share deeply has been a great joy. To be reminded week after
week of the nature of God as Creator, not just at the
birth of everything we know but now, constantly, has
made God seem much closer. An added, unlooked for
bonus has been the sense that we are not powerless in
the face of this Climate Crisis but that the small choices we make as individuals and together really helps. “

Poetry Please
Eric Zoica has shared with The Spire, a poem written
for a school competition.
LOCKDOWN
As The lockdown fades away,
I can feel the end’s in sight,
It has been an interesting journey, but a confusing one
too!

The strangest thing by far
Were the streets….Oh, so bizarre!
So quiet and empty, so extraordinary!!

As I rode my bike I noticed
The nature unlike before,
Bustling and rustling through the air.

As the town got deserted
More people departed
The forsaken town,
As nature took over

Slowly and steadily, each and every animal
Took over the streets.
Birds singing at their loudest, and squirrels scampering
across the streets
Stars shining at their brightest

It has been an unusual journey,
A journey I will never forget
Because of the wonder it gave me,
As if God was trying to teach me a lesson….

BUT WHAT WAS THE LESSON????
Eric Zoica

Remembrance SundayLockdown Style
Judith Shepherd recalls An historic Remembrance Day,
with some remarkable stories...
Father James had identified the perfect place for the
wreath, at an RAF grave, just 10 yards or so from the
South Door. It is the grave of Flight Sergeant Wright
Cooper from Bomber Command who died in action
on Christmas Eve 1943, aged only 21.

Another pilot in the lower churchyard, was also honoured with a special wreath.-(see later Article)
There was the chance to chat with a
gentleman sporting his medals from
Malaysia.
And to speak to another veteran he should have been at the cenotaph but it was all cancelled.
On further investigation, we have found the story of
Flight Sergeant Wright Cooper, in Bomber Command
Records.
With aircraft loaned from 100 Squadron , seventeen
aircraft and crews were briefed for operations and to
attack targets in BERLIN. Two aircraft cancelled at the
last moment owing to unserviceability. Shortly after
takeoff two aircraft collided in mid-air, crashed and
were burnt out, the crews of both being killed. One
aircraft did not return - no news after take off. Two
aircraft returned early, the remainder successfully attacked the targets and in spite of very bad weather conditions over BASE - GRIMSBY landed safely.
RAF 550 Squadron Lancaster JB604 (BQ-K), flown by
the F/Sgt Cooper crew, was lost during the night of
23/24 December 1943 when it was in collision with
550 Lancaster ED730 (BQ-G2) and crashed at Fulston
at 00.30hrs. All of the men in both crews were killed.
The F/Sgt Cooper crew that night, with stand-in midupper gunner Sgt J A Jordan in place of Sgt Bowers,
was only on their second operation with 550 Squadron
the squadron only having been formed out of 100
Squadron the previous month (and in fact on the Commonwealth War Graves Commission web-site these
men are listed as 100 Squadron aircrew).

Ramblings in the Churchyard and Cemetery.
A local rambler has forwarded some of his reflections from St Mary’s Churchyard.
The small group of litter-pickers that have wandered about
the Church fields have known about the overspill into the
Lower Cemetery for years. The lockdown brought out
crowds at sunset; sadly they did not take their litter away.
When a plastic bag full of 60+ unused "NOS" silver canisters was recovered from the cemetery bottom hedge, it was
a final straw. Nitrogen oxide gas does not help your brain
cells!
Permission was sought to start to clear the undergrowth
below the trees and around the graves. Encouraged by others, the task expanded. The plan became to uncover inscriptions, where possible, by removing brambles and ivy.
The arrival of staff from the War grave commission, checking on their eight or so graves, led to the gathering of scattered stones of a WW2 pilot's grave; most were found and
replaced. A member of a major brewing family was surprised, when searching his family grave, that he was led
straight to it as it had only been uncovered a day or two
before.

No trees needed work as the School had previously taken
down dangerous branches a year or two ago. The Council
have kindly taken away two grand stacks of brambles, ivy
and windfall branches to date. A strimmer and parrot
shears have been the only tools used.
The public have flocked back in, walking the cemetery
paths that now have safe sight lines, fewer trip hazards and
dark overgrown places. Mushrooms and squirrels have appeared in force this Autumn.
Unsurprisingly with people walking around the open antisocial behaviour, litter and "NOS "cylinders have greatly
reduced.
Everyone has their own favourite graves. The stories each
grave tells, are of enormous interest.
In no particular order:
In the Churchyard:
Honor and Arthur Henry Bindloss. Arthur was born on
Sept. 25, 1863 in Archangel, Russia. He became a Harrow
doctor and adviser to Harrow School up until World War I.
During World War I Major Bindloss served in the Royal
Army Medical Corps and afterwards he returned to his job
at Harrow, and died in 1939. His wife died in 1944.

The cross had broken off and was found in amongst the
holly bushes. It has been replaced using stainless steel dowels and mastic this Autumn.
In the Cemetery:
George Joseph Gustave MASSON, (1819–1888) an educational writer, born in London on 9 March 1819. His father
had served under Napoleon I, and survived the retreat from
Moscow; his mother was of English origin. French educated
he, after ten years of literary struggle in Paris, came to England as tutor to the two sons of Captain Trotter of the
Woodlands, Harrow, and was in 1855 appointed by Dr.
Vaughan, headmaster of Harrow School, as French master
there. He was from 1869 the Vaughan librarian and published a catalogue. Masson was an author and translator on
a large scale, writing many books on French literature and
history, and editing with much success numerous French
classics for English students. He gave up his Harrow mastership in the autumn of 1888, and died a few weeks later..
And Pilot Officer Peter Britten
The grave is often visited and so the RAF crash report was
traced and the following details extracted. He was employed as a co-pilot in an Armstrong Whitworth Whitley
bomber based in Wick.
This is about as far north and east as one can go on the
mainland of Scotland and had an airfield used by Coastal
command. He was young but not the youngest and as he
had been a Volunteer Reserve, he clearly had an interest in
flying. On Saturday 13th March 1943, he was in a fourengined bomber which took off at 4.10am from Wick for
convoy escort duty. The captain was FO. Benzies and a
complete crew of six. This was not a training flight but to
support a specific convoy. They flew along the north coast
heading west on route to pick up the convoy when they hit
a hill Ben Huit at 1340ft, west of Castle Mey. Three were
instantly killed and three recovered alive. It appears that it
was an attempt at a controlled landing coming in from the
sea, as they hit the North side of the hill. The two pilots and
navigator were killed in the crash at the front of the plane.
One of the survivors appears to have died in hospital from
injuries two months later. Peter Britten was aged 19 and 8
months.
If you have time during lockdown do have a walk around
and find your own......and despite the graffiti, no trace has
been found of Bin Laden.

This month’s offering from Dave Walker reveals some of the reality of living, meeting and
worshipping “on-line” as we approach the end of 2020 and look forward to 2021!! The Vicar is
willing to “own up” to most of this on one occasion or another!!
These cartoons appeared in the Church Times of 23 October and 20 November respectively

Poetry Column

Greetings in this ‘winter of our discontent’

Not about poetry, this first bit but about two markets, that is to say magazines which will pay for a piece of
writing, which I commend to you all. They are on page forty-something of The Oldie magazine, readers’
submissions. You do not have to be a subscriber to enter though they have a Christmas offer price available
at present of £12 for the year’s twelve issues. The cover price is £4.75 so this is a marvellous offer. One is I
Once Met (500-600 words), the other Memory Lane (400 words). Both pay £50.
This month’s Memory Lane was about being in the Blitz. This being my only ‘claim to fame’ and I having
experienced both the Coventry and the Plymouth Blitzes, I could have kicked myself for not having had the
nous to write it myself. When I’d finally stopped alternately sobbing and gnashing my teeth at this lost opportunity for an easy getting into print, I addressed myself to the other and have had ‘I Once Met Peter
O’Toole’ accepted. I should think every one of you has one or both in you.
Back to poems: Dear Santa is a Shakespearean/English sonnet, rhyme scheme abab, cdcd, efef, gg
with the meaning divided lines 12/2. I modelled this on Keats’s Ode to Autumn. Perhaps you will hear
some of the echoes. January is a Petrarchan sonnet, rhyme scheme abba, abba, cde, cde, meaning divided
lines 8/6.
Dear Santa

January

Seasonal spirit, who’ll every promise keep,

The drab sky wears a uniform of greys.

who does not love you, out on Christmas Eve

Below, in ridged and stone hard, frozen ground

all night, when every child is sound asleep,

no scarlet petticoats of petals found

delivering toys so each one can believe

that flirt their frills from hems of summer days'

in you, the nearest thing to magic known
in life, and lasting for a few short years

green skirts. Now, naked hedgerow's thorned embrace

until betrayed by cynic or outgrown

elbows the robin as he shouts his bounds.

when even then the thought of you endears?

In chilling winds, torn rags of tattered clouds

I write to ask if you will ‘load and bless’

are dragged, dull streamers, through the wintry
skies.

all children with a little something good

to find and open in sweet eagerness
to know this carefree joy of childhood.
Then will their parents’ hearts also remember
some special twenty-fifth days of December.
Dorothy Pope

The stoic oak withstands the piercing cold,
moss stockinged trunk, enduring branches bare.
The thin fox trims his pride and eats from plate
of put out bread and scraps, no longer bold,
in humble gratitude accepting fare.
The earth and all its kind hold fast and wait.
Dorothy Pope
I wish you a very happy Christmas and a healthy
and better new year.
Dorothy Pope

