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Dear Readers
I have a clear memory of sitting on the
sofa aged about 6 covered in itchy pink
spots and daubed generously with
calamine lotion. I was watching the
wedding of Princess Margaret to Anthony
Armstrong-Jones on our small black and
white television. I thought this was some
pay back for feeling ill and uncomfortable
until I realised that all my friends would be
watching too because schools were closed
for the day. There was then no vaccination
for chicken pox or for that matter for any
of the other childhood diseases that I
worked my way through: mumps, measles,
whooping cough, rubella and scarlet fever.
I am so very thankful that my grandchildren do not have to suffer those potentially
dangerous illnesses but can be protected by vaccinations. What would it have been like over
this last 18 months if we had not had vaccines developed so speedily by our doctors and
scientists? It really doesn’t bear thinking about.
We had our first and second jabs by appointment in Wycombe Town Hall and our boosters
in a pharmacy in Desborough. So quick, so easy, so efficient. And we are so grateful.
Hughenden Valley is blessed with its own vaccination centre at the local surgery. Apart from
the people required to actually do the injection, the whole operation needs a huge number
of volunteers to enable the smooth running of this enormous task. We need to give thanks
for everyone involved. Do read Elizabeth’s article giving first hand experience (page 4).
I hope you have taken up the offer to be vaccinated and I wish you a happy 2022. Let’s hope
it is a better year for us all.
With best wishes
Susan Brice
Editor
The editor for the February edition will be Sylvia Clark.
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From the Vicarage
The Curate’s Egg

Tracey Jones (TJ)
Curate

St Michael & All Angels,
Hughenden

DON’T PANIC! You haven’t
just chanced upon the Easter
edition of the Outlook
Magazine! It’s just that I only
heard this expression for the
first time, today, before
sitting down to reflect on
this last year and what I
might say about the New Year
we are now approaching FAR
too fast.
For those who also haven’t
heard the phrase before, a
curate’s egg is something that is
partly good and partly bad. It
can be traced back to a cartoon
published in Judy magazine issue
22nd May 1895, drawn by artist

Parts of the year were
actually excellent!
Other times, not so much.
Mr Wilkinson. In the cartoon, a
nervous curate is eating an egg
at the bishop’s table. The bishop
says, "Dear me, I'm afraid your
egg's not good!" The curate,
desperate not to offend his host
and superior, replies, "Oh, yes,
my Lord, really – er – some
parts of it are very good."

Now, not wishing to write off
2021 as completely rubbish or to
give it too much credit and
describing it as totally excellent,
perhaps we can agree that it has
indeed been a bit of a curate’s
egg? Parts of the year were
actually excellent! Other times,
not so much.
Among our congregation there
have also been a wide range of
experiences over this year. Sadly,
we have lost some lovely people
from our church family and will
mourn their loss for a long while
yet … but we have also added to
our number, as babies have been
born and children have been
brought for baptism. Weddings
have been celebrated (sometimes
after being postponed once or
twice along the way) and families
and individuals welcomed as they
have joined us for on-line
services and are now beginning
to join us in person as we rebuild
our worshipping community in
the church building.
Talking of the building, the tower
is now surrounded by scaffolding
as the more visible rebuilding
takes place to repair the damage
to the roof and so save the bells

SCENE: BISHOP'S BREAKFAST TABLE
Bishop (to timid Curate on a visit), "Dear me, I'm
afraid your egg's not good!"; Timid Curate. "Oh,
yes, my Lord, really – er – some parts of it are
very good."
Originally published in Judy, 22nd May 1895

from arriving unannounced in the vestry
below if the rotten beams give way. I think
this is perhaps an external perspective of
what is going on spiritually for our church at
the moment. We are beginning to rebuild
spiritually as people start to meet together
for worship and in Home Groups around the
parish. As spring approaches, I imagine the
glimmers of hope we are seeing will come to
blossom as life bursts out of the darkness of
a hard winter (or even a couple of winters!).

As a clergy team and with the PCC we are
looking to the next year as a time of New
Beginnings and a fresh start. We can only
do this with Holy Spirit’s help and guidance
so let’s start as we mean to go on, rooted
in prayer and worship.

Lord Jesus, thank you, that you
make all things new. Thank you for
the good things AND the tough
times … that remind us how much
we need you and rely on your
presence filling us every single day.
We pray for your Spirit to lead us
as we step into the New Year. We
ask that you will guide our decisions
and turn our hearts to deeply desire
you above all else. Would you open
doors needing to be opened and
close the ones that need to be shut
tight. Please help us to release our
grip on the things to which you’ve
said “no,” “not yet,” or “wait” and
trust in your will for our lives, this
year and in the years to come. Amen.
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Leading the Fight

for Vaccination in Hughenden
I have been asked to write about the
Hughenden Pharmacy Vaccine Centre
but first I would like to cast your minds
back to the harrowing scenes coming out
of Italy in January 2020 and Iran early
February. China officially told the world
about the deadly virus and admitted to
cases on 8th January 2020 but it is
suspected they had cases long before
this. In fact, there was a Hughenden
family whose son came back from China,
a long distance from Wuhan, who
became ill and then infected his brother
at their Christmas party. On 23rd January
2020, a Chinese couple flew in from
Wuhan to visit their son at York
University and a week later they became
the first official cases in Britain.

rapidly built emergency hospitals set up
around the country, should we need them.
The remarkable break through when
University College Hospital engineers and a
clinician working with Mercedes Formula 1
revamped the CPAP (Continuous Positive
Air Pressure) machine, which enabled most
patients to be treated off ventilators and
therefore needing fewer medical staff to care
for them. Patient survival then started to
improve. Although like most other countries
we had insufficient PPE; we did not need our
newly built emergency hospitals. Very sadly
we lost many of our beloved citizens but
others stepped forward to provide help
networks, food banks, transport, shopping
and friendship during periods of lock-down
when there was shielding and isolation.

The disease Covid-19, virus strain SARSCov-2, the silent enemy, had invaded
Europe with some affected without
symptoms and others with severe, acute,
respiratory disease. In Italy, there were
scenes of overwhelmed hospitals, patients
unable to breathe, lying in corridors waiting
for beds, medical staff working to
exhaustion and the death tolls rising daily.

The Race Was On

Although there has been much criticism of
our Government for not dealing with the
Pandemic early enough, the NHS has by and
large coped remarkably well. From first
scenes of teams of medical staff caring for
seriously ill patients in induced comas on
ventilators in Intensive Care Units to the

BioNTech / Pfizer
Turkish-German husband and wife
scientists, Ugur Salim and Ozlem Turecci,
co-founded the German firm BioNTech.
They initially worked on cancer research
but turned their attention to immunology
and with their team worked round the
clock to come up with a vaccine. They
formed a collaboration with Pfizer, a USA
pharmaceutical firm originally started in
the 1880’s by two German emigrees, to
help with manufacture and distribution.
They developed a Covid-19 vaccine, which
was available by December to be
administered.
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Regulatory approval of Pfizer/BioNTech
vaccine for Covid-19 by the Medicines and
Healthcare products Regulatory Agency
(MHRA) came on the 2nd December 2019, a
full six months before approval in the USA.
The first dose was given on the 8th
December 2020 to a 91 year old
grandmother. The first of 800,000 doses to
be administered in the coming weeks.
The Oxford Vaccination Group /
AstraZenica
Dr Sarah Gilbert, professor of vaccinology
heard about the new virus on New Years Day
and with her team The Oxford Vaccine Group
worked tirelessly in their laboratories to
create a new vaccine against the virus. Funding
and equipment had to be found. In March, The
Oxford team collaborated with AstraZenica.
Mr Pascal Soriot, Chief Executive of
AstraZenica said the partnership would
combine the university’s “world-class
expertise in vaccinology” with the
pharmaceutical company’s “global
development, manufacturing
and distribution capabilities”.
They gave a non-profit
making pledge, affordable
and available to all. By the
summer clinical trials
started with citizens coming
forward to offer to take
part. At the end of
November sufficient
vaccine had been produced
to start the NHS Vaccine
Program with the over 80’s. On
30th December The Covid-19 vaccine
developed by Oxford University/AstraZeneca
was approved by our MHRA.

The first dose was given on 4th January 2020.

Roll Out of the Vaccine
Hundreds of vaccine centres were put in
place with an army of professionals and
volunteers. In January, Hughenden and
Chequers Surgery under the Mid Chiltern
Primary Care Network set up a
Vaccination Clinic at Chesham Town Hall.
Three surgeries of the network of 5
surgeries set about vaccinating firstly all
those over 80 and those who were
vulnerable.
Each Practice Patient Participation Group
was asked to provide volunteers to help
with various tasks from parking marshals,
caring duties, booking patients in and
clerical activities. 65 volunteers came
forward from our practice to help.
On 22nd January, an agreement was made
with the PCN for vaccination clinics to take
place using the AstraZenica vaccine at the
Chequers Surgery. These clinics finished at
the end of April 2020.

Chesham Town Hall Vaccination
Centre ceased on
15th May 2020.
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Hughenden Pharmacy Vacccination
Centre
The practice decided to open a vaccine
centre to provide close availability for the
patients who lived some distance from a
centre. The whole program was
mastermind by our then Practice Manager,
Scot Ridley. A large marquee was erected
and over a period of a week the vaccine
area was provided with water, electricity,
desks, chairs and a refrigerator. The
recovery area provided two screened beds
for any unwell or frightened patient and the
rest of the area provided chairs at two
metres distance for the recovery time of 15
minutes. During the summer months the
patients could sit outside.
After booking in at the front desk, the
patients walked around the building
entering the marquee at the side of the
vaccine area. The Village Hall Committee
was approached to aid with parking at the
Village Hall.
On 27th May, the Pharmacy Vaccine Clinic
opened for two days per week on a
Thursday and Friday providing clinics from
8.30 am - 1.00 pm and 2.00 - 6.30 pm. Jag
Gill , the chief pharmacist ran the clinic with
members of his staff, volunteer vaccinators
and patient volunteers. A facility was set up
for easy access for those with ambulatory
difficulties, the vaccine given in the recovery
chair so less movement was required or
patients could be vaccinated in their car.
This has been much appreciated.
At the end of October, the vaccine days
changed to three days per week due mainly
to a change in parking facility arrangements
and demand. Over time the numbers being

vaccinated rose from a few hundred to our
peak day of a thousand. The centre was
efficiently run in a friendly manner and
many rang its praises, even in the House of
Commons.
This was achieved despite NHS clerical
problems and appointments not kept. Staff
juggled appointment bookings with walk-ins
and advertising over the internet and to
date have managed to use all the vaccine
with none discarded. No mean feat.
Since the latest government directive to
vaccinate all over 18 years and give
boosters to all eligible over 18, the
pharmacy has provided two minor clinics of
300 vaccinations on the other two
weekdays and In December, Saturday and
Sunday clinics have been opened, providing
that the vaccine is available. The practice/
pharmacy are doing as much as possible to
play their part in vaccinating as many
citizens they can with an end view to get
back to a pre-covid normal life, if possible,
as soon as possible.
Approximately 46 patient volunteers are
required each week, to help man the
centre. Over the weeks, the team has built
up and become a very friendly cohesive
group which enables the vaccine centre /
clinics to exist. Many friendships have been
made and the RAF have and continue to
play a part.
Our community have been very supportive
and understanding, and I am very proud to
report that 40,000 have been vaccinated. The
very best Christmas present we can give.

Elizabeth Carless
Volunteer Co-ordinator
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Stan Cole
In His Own Words
Stan Cole, long-time churchwarden and member of
St Michael & All Angels Church and the community of
Hughenden Valley, died peacefully in November 2021.
Former Vicar Revd Canon John Eastgate wrote of Stan:
‘He has not only proved himself a very faithful servant of the
church, always carrying out every duty meticulously and willingly;
a friend to all, well known by all the congregations; but to me he
has been a tower of strength from the very beginning.’
The article that follows is a précis of Stan Cole’s own
writing about his life.
I was born in 1927 and for the first eleven
years of my life I lived in Gravesend, in a
modest terraced house for which the
weekly rent was ten shillings and six
pence (52½ pence in decimal currency).
There was neither a bathroom nor an
inside toilet, nor any electricity.

Harry, Stan and Ron

After attending primary school at Cecil Road
School I eventually passed a scholarship
examination and was able to move to the
Technical School in September 1939.
However, it seemed certain that war was on
its way and indeed we were all soon supplied
with gas masks and Anderson shelters.
Plans were made for the evacuation of
children and on Sunday 3rd September, the
actual day on which war was declared, my
brothers Harry, Ron and I boarded a
pleasure boat and set off down the River
Thames, eventually arriving in Lowestoft.
Since it was the practice to keep siblings
together, Ron and I were transferred along
with Harry to the small Suffolk town of
Beccles. Those early months of the war
were known as the “phoney” war because
very little seemed to be happening so at
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Education (now known as the Bucks New
University) and there I stayed rising to the
grade Senior Lecturer on my retirement in
1987 and holding the qualifications of C.Eng.,
C.Mar.Eng., M.I.Mech.Eng., M.I.Mar.E. Not
bad for somebody who failed what would
now be known as the 11 Plus Examination.

Gravesend Technical School
Easter 1940 the Technical School boys
returned to Gravesend. Soon though there
was the Battle of Britain and we thought it
was an exciting time as we became familiar
with Doodle Bugs and V2 rockets.
Come 1942 I was due to leave school and I
started my engineering apprenticeship.
While working at Sandfords I also studied
for the Ordinary and Higher National
Certificates in Mechanical Engineering and
that was done with a mixture of day release
and evening classes.

Also in my early days at High Wycombe I was
invited by the Oxford Delegacy of Local Ex‐
aminations to become an Examiner in Tech‐
nical Drawing at “O” Level and later I was
invited to be Senior Examiner in the same
subject which meant the setting of the exam‐
ination papers and supervising the standard
of marking of the ten or so examiners.

On the 9th August 1952 June and I were
married at St. James’ Church, Gravesend by
the Rev. George Seamer and following our
honeymoon in Guernsey, June and I settled
down to married life in High Wycombe in a
two room flat.
On the 10th June 1954 June gave birth to
Ian in the Shrubbery Maternity Home and it

On completion of my apprenticeship in
February 1948 I began to look around for
another position. At that time there was a
certain thrill about working in London and
in the end I obtained an appointment as a
draughtsman with a small engineering firm
just off the Blackfriars Road. It was one of
those daily journeys to London that I first
met a girl by the name of June Craddock
who was later to become my wife.

After a period of working in London I
thought I would like to become a teacher.
Eventually on completion of the course in
1951 I was appointed as a Grade A assistant,
the lowest grade, at what was then known
as the High Wycombe College of Further

June and Stan, 1952
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became obvious that we would have to
look around for somewhere else to live.
Eventually we settled on a brand new semidetached house, 118 Chairborough Road,
for which we paid £1,950. I know it sounds
very cheap now but at the time we
wondered what we were doing taking on a
thirty year mortgage and paying it off at
£9.00 a month.

June and Stan with Ian
In the year 1957 Andrew appeared on the
scene and a few years later came our move
to Trystdene in Hughenden Valley. We were
there for nearly 20 years before buying 2
Combe Gardens, which we thought would
satisfy all our requirements, being near the
Village Hall, bus stop, doctor’s surgery and
local shop. Sadly, whilst living there, June
died in April 2005.

As for church life, as a child I was brought up
to attend morning service every Sunday and
Sunday school classes in the afternoon at St.
Mary’s Church, Gravesend. Later I started
to go to St. George’s, the Parish Church of
Gravesend and renowned as being the burial

June and Stan, 2002

place of Princess Pocahontas. After a short
time there I joined the choir, was elected to
the PCC and attended confirmation classes,
being confirmed at St Mary’s church in
February 1946.
Settling in High Wycombe meant looking
around for another church that would suit
us and eventually we settled on Christ
Church, about half way up Crendon Street
and on the right hand side. While there I
was also in the choir and on the PCC. When
Christ Church was closed we once again we
had to find a Church and by then we were
living in Hughenden Valley so we settled on
Hughenden Parish Church, St. Michael & All
Angels, situated in National Trust parkland
just below Hughenden Manor and the burial
place of Benjamin Disraeli, at one time
Prime Minister of the United Kingdom.
Again I joined the choir, was elected to the
PCC and the Deanery Synod of which I was
treasurer of for about twenty years. Later I
was elected Churchwarden, a position I
held for thirteen years. June was also very
active being a member of the Mothers’
Union, arranged flowers, laundered the altar
linen and distributed copies of the Parish
Magazine.
Stanley George Cole
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A Tale of Two Churches

Jaffa

St Michael & All Angels, Hughenden and
St Peter’s, Jaffa
As you read this, hopefully you will be
aware of how the repairs to St Michael &
All Angels’ belltower are being financed:
the church treasurer spoke to the church
in services on 21st November. In summary,
some generous grants from different
trusts mean that is very likely that the
costs will be covered without the PCC
having to ask the congregation to
contribute. This is a truly amazing result,
and a huge thank you has to go to Brian,
Richard and the team for all their hard
work on this. So, work on the tower roof
is now progressing, even if shrouded by
scaffolding and plastic. While future
necessary renovations and repairs mean
that we will probably need to do more
fundraising at some point, right now our
church has been truly blessed by God,
praise be! So, we wonder, what should our
response to him be … ?
As chair of our church’s Mission Support
Group, my thoughts inevitably turned to St
Peter’s, Jaffa, church of our link missionaries
Kevin and Jen Cable, who we support
through Church Mission Society. They are
now working to reopen that church to serve
both the international and the local
communities. Abandoned since the 1948 war
which established the modern state of Israel,
the church, while structurally sound, needs a
lot of work. The Cables and the Diocese of
Jerusalem are undertaking a huge fundraising
effort to raise the initial US$50,000 just to

clear the grounds,
replace broken windows
to make the building
both weather-tight and
pigeon proof again, and to
make the vestry usable as an
office and meeting place. (A display on the
board at the back of church has some more
detail.)
However, that amount does not include future
necessary work to repair/replace the main
ceiling, rewire the building, and clean and
furnish the main part of the church. Now, the
Diocese of Jerusalem does not have access to
the grant-making bodies that we have been
fortunate to access. Indeed, the Diocese has
many other calls on its finances as it supports
ministry not only in Israel, but in the
Palestinian territories, Jordan, Lebanon, and
Syria, the latter two countries very challenging
right now, as I am sure you will be aware.
The parallels between our two churches are
striking: while we are making St Michael &
All Angels watertight again and working to
make it fit for the 21st century, St Peter’s is
being made weather-tight, pest-proof, and
simply usable again.

So, should not a church that has been
blessed, like ours, not also bless other
churches? Well, there is a biblical precedent
here. Paul’s collections from grateful churches
in Macedonia, and others of his mission

11
areas, to support the church in Jerusalem
that had fallen on hard times seem quite
apposite (see for instance Romans 15.25-27)
I am pleased to say that at its meeting on
16th November, the PCC therefore agreed
to allocate £3,000 in 2022 to help with St
Peter’s renovations, with a view to making
donations in following years too. We are
pleased to stand with a sister church as it
gets back on its feet. Kevin Cable says,
“Thank you all for your Christian generosity. It
makes such a difference and is a real
encouragement to us.”
How can you help? We are stepping out in
faith a little here. If you would like to
support St Peter’s through our church, and
also to help to build up our reserves for
further work on our own church, then you
could consider increasing your regular giving
by standing order. It doesn’t have to be
much: what we are committing is less than
the cost of buying a cup of coffee each
month for everyone in our church.

Kevin Cable clearing the churchyard

A lot of work to do before the
church can host a congregation

If you want to you can give directly to the
Diocese of Jerusalem via the donation page
on the website: j-diocese.org/wordpress/
partnerships then select one of the links. If
you want to Gift Aid, use the UK website.
You will need to annotate your gift “St
Peter’s Jaffa Restoration Fund”.

The MSG will also look at further fundraising
opportunities. If you have any suggestions,
or indeed questions, do please speak to us.
The MSG is myself, Keith Johnson, Charlotte
Tester, Christopher Mettem, Lyn Watterston,
Sue Newton, and Rita Pulley
David Tester
Mission Support Group

Work to repair Hughenden
Church’s belltower is well underway
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Nature
Quest
At 23.59 on 31st December we’re definitely
still in the old year of 2021. At 24.00 (or
is it 00.00?) we suddenly start the new
year of 2022. At some New Year’s Eve
parties (whether legal or illegal) we even
need to count down the last ten seconds
until the magic moment of midnight,
when everything becomes wonderfully
hopeful and we can rightly say “nothing’s
gone wrong this year, so far!”
But every other creature on the earth is
completely unaware and indifferent to the
dong of Big Ben. At that split second, life is
neither better nor worse. Those species
becoming extinct are still becoming extinct.
Those thriving are still thriving.
In contrast to our short-lived celebration,
the lives of all creatures are changing, but
slowly and inexorably. We’ve heard a lot
about the effects of climate change,
exploitation of forests, and pollution of the
seas, and no doubt we’ll hear a lot more,
but for today something different. Invasive
species which thrive whilst pushing others
to extinction.
As a few examples: invasive plants include
Japanese knotweed and rhododendron.
Animals include rabbit and grey squirrel.
Some also name homo sapiens as an
invasive species. And you may have heard of
Covid-19 omicron variant which multiplies
faster than rabbits!

Invasive species start off small scale perhaps
doing little harm in some small area, but
somehow arrive in a new place which suits
them far better, or circumstances change
and they thrive! Such developments have
occurred throughout history and are a
natural process.
We humans have accelerated these changes.
The Romans brought glis glis for their feasts.
Ships brought rats across the continents.
Europeans took rabbits to Australia.

When we hitched up our holiday caravan to
come home from the sunny Mediterranean,
an unusual large insect jumped onto the
towbar. “That’ll soon get blown off when
we get up speed!” But halfway up the
autoroute it was still there! And as we
entered the ferry it was still there! As we
disembarked, it had vanished. Didn’t fancy
cold wet England? That was a lesson in how
easily creatures can move about, especially
with a little help from us humans.
Another holiday tale: In the Algarve they
had introduced eucalyptus as a fast growing
source of timber (from Australia of course).
It is a most beautiful tree but the local
environmentalists (from A Rocha, the
Christian Eco-group) pointed out that the
eucalyptus stifles anything else growing
there and is reducing biodiversity. There are
attempts to remove these plants but they
are strongly established.

Ring-necked parakeet
Back home we have ring-necked parakeets
as close as Marlow, though I’ve not seen
them at Hughenden. Their loud screeches
offend me, and their nesting in high treeholes competes with native birds. Defra is
considering a cull.

Himalayan balsam

Weevil eating a pennywort leaf

Floating pennywort was introduced here as
a tropical aquarium plant and first recorded
in the wild in 1990. Australian swamp
stonecrop, crassula, was introduced as an
oxygenating plant for aquariums, and first
reported in the wild in 1956. These plants
grow rapidly to choke waterways and
outgrow native species, and are difficult to
Many foreign creatures have been brought
control. CABI (Commonwealth Agricultural
to this country for zoos and pets and
Bureaux International) trials are underway
occasionally they escape or are
using the weevil Listronotus
deliberately let
elongatus from Argentina
loose. Most soon
we’ll have the
and Paraguay as a
die, but a few
biocontrol
thrive. I had not
consequences of past
for the
seen muntjac
carelessness and ignorance agent
pennywort.
until we came to this area.
for many years to come.
CABI are
They’re rather sweet, but a
seeking out other
nuisance in gardens, and
weevils and a Pest Risk Assessment is now
voracious in woodlands and that affects
in progress. CABI is experimenting with an
birds and butterflies.
Australian gall-forming mite as a biocontrol
Red kites are an amazing sight in our
agent. After field trials and a Government
Chiltern skies. Deliberately introduced a
Pest Risk Analysis, the mite has now been
few years ago, and well-fed in many a
released at five sites, and so far seems to be
garden. Not quite invasive, but very
surviving our winters.
significant.
Notice how many of these invasive species
Himalayan balsam has taken over many a
have been helped in their invasions by us
riverbank in the UK. It has been released
humans. We’re becoming more careful, but
many times since its arrival, not least by
we’ll have the consequences of past
beekeepers as a source of nectar. Chemical
carelessness and ignorance for many years
to come.
control would need the herbicide glyphosate,
but that has complications and may well be
banned. Meanwhile the plant’s shallow roots
Mike Hill
fail to bind the riverbanks.
nature@hughendenparishchurch.org.uk
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The Epiphany Girl
A panic of scrambling and scrabbling, a
grabbing of a hat and my mother hugs
me whilst also pushing me out of the
door. I run, leaving her goodbyes and
take cares lying on the ground behind
me. My breath whispers into the chill
night air and I pull the shawl firmly
around my shoulders as I catch up with
this strange caravan of travellers. It
should be my brother, not me, not
Maryam, following these smelly
camels.
I sidestep the largest one as he thinks he
can kick me and I make a face at him to
show I know his games. I may be a girl but
I've grown up with brothers. I can look
after myself.

everything is brighter. What can I mean by
that? Well, one of the men on a camel
smiled at me and told his servant to give
me some food. That's not ordinary, that
doesn't happen every day. Usually, as a girl,
I am invisible. And there is a purpose to
this travelling that suggests something
other than trading carpets and spices.
Well, who knows, maybe I have good
karma for once. Let my brother Cyrus lie
on a rug with a badly bruised ankle. I have
taken his place, no one has shouted at me
yet and if I were asked, I would say the
stars are shining brighter than I have ever
seen before. No one will ask of course but
that is alright. This is my voyage, a voyage
over a sea of sand. And I feel there is
something important at the end.

As I find my stride, I begin to wonder how
I feel about this sudden almost unexplained
journey. It feels good not to have the
family constantly calling my name, no
fetching and carrying for my mother and all
the men in my house. And yet, and yet
there is an ache in my head and my heart
thumps in my throat. There is a buzz
thrumming in the air and a tingle in my
fingers and toes. Nothing feels ordinary,

I smelt the bread and the tang of the feta
cheese before I even opened my eyes. And
then someone was calling to me: girl, girl,
and then this richly robed gentleman asked
my name. He asked my name and I could
even believe that he was interested. He
smiled when I told him and he said I should
get myself some breakfast. The hot,
fragrant tea would take the chill off the
early morning. As I licked the last of the
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orange blossom jam from my lips, one of
the servants told me to hurry up, there
were jobs to be done and mine was to
feed the camels. I knew there had to be a
catch. I wondered if my brother Cyrus
knew what he was signing up for. Maybe he
had changed his mind and hurt his ankle on
purpose. Anyway, nobody seemed
bothered that it was a girl heading off
towards the camels. They just needed the
jobs done. I dragged the leather food bag
towards the animals and decided that if a
camel spat at me then I would spit right
back and I would aim for his eye.
We moved off and at a pace. There was an
urgency in everyone's step and even the
camels didn't seem to need encouragement.
And as I listened to the talk all around me,
some of the words hung in the air with
importance. I realised that I had been right.
Right about the stars I mean and one star
in particular apparently. We were following
it and the gentlemen believed firmly that it
would lead us to a new king. Well, my
grandmother always said that you learnt
far more by listening than by talking.
Gracious she was right. A new king. Well, I
still hadn't worked out whether the men
who talked so earnestly to each other,
sometimes in a language that I didn't
understand, were kings or not. They
certainly were wise and presumably knew
much about the heavens. So, maybe we

were heading for a palace. I wondered
how close I would be allowed to get.
Sometimes we walked well into the night,
well I often had to run to keep up, tripping
in the blackness which wrapped itself
around me like a blanket. But faces were
turned to the skies with forceful pointing
and discussion and I soon realised it was
one particular star that seemed to be
important. It did indeed lead us to a
palace, one that filled me with fear and
confusion. Is this what we had come for?
My palms were cold and sticky and I had a
sudden ache for home. I was relieved that I
didn't even have to approach the guards at
the large foreboding gates. Only our
leaders went in whilst their servants took
an opportunity to doze and I leant against
the scratchy, dusty flank of one of the
camels. They had folded themselves up on
the ground, quick to rest but still endlessly
chewing. None of us had long. The robed
gentlemen reappeared, smiling, talking,
shouting instructions and urging us
onward. The sand churned up, sparkling in
the sunshine and filling my eyes and mouth
with grit.
Hours and days rolled over the desert,
while the wind scattered voices and
created ever changing folds in the sand.
And then I found that I was walking on
firm ground and my heart knew that our
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journey was coming to an end. Bethlehem,
Bethlehem, that was where we were. It
seemed an ordinary settlement and I
looked around wildly for something that
made it special. And then it happened and
I need wonder no more. I saw the kings (I
think they must have been royal, really,) I
saw them fall to their knees and bow
their heads. All the other servants
seemed to accept that they had to stay
outside but this time I couldn't. I crept to
the door and hoped to peer in without
being seen but a young woman looked up.
It was amazing. She gathered me in with
her smile and her eyes were full of love.
As I tiptoed towards her she asked my
name. Maryam, I said and her eyes
widened. Names are important. If you
know someone's name, you know
something of them. That is powerful. She
offered me hers in return. Mary. It felt as
if we knew each other and had made a
connection. I had an odd sense of
belonging from sharing a name. We
laughed but then she put a finger to her
lips and looked down at the child she was
cradling.
He had opened his eyes and the kings
gasped, truly overcome with awe. But I
heard nothing. I was drawn in to the light
that surrounded this baby and I knew
with a certainty I had never felt before

that I was looking at love and goodness
and endless possibility. And, more
amazing still, that all this was for me, if I
wanted it. A scruffy, skinny little girl from
a distant land who didn't use the right
tongue, held beliefs that definitely didn't
fit in here and would probably never
wear an embroidered robe could have all
this love. My blood pumped hotly in my
head and my lungs felt as if they might
explode. With a smile that made my face
ache and a voice loud enough to wake
any baby, I turned to the door and
beckoned to the others to come and see.
This is what we had travelled for. This is
what the star wanted us to find.

A treasure I would keep in my heart for all
my days on this earth.
Susan Brice
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Growing Hope is a Christian charity which
sets up free therapy clinics for children with
additional needs in partnership with local
churches. Their High Wycombe clinic will
be opening at St James, Downley in January,
to serve families in the whole of the High
Wycombe area. They already have two clinics
in different parts of London, so this is their
third, and their vision is to have 20 clinics across the
country by 2030.
15.9% of children in the UK have additional needs. Additional needs
are wide ranging and could include a physical disability, a cognitive disability, a mental health
problem or undiagnosed need that impacts participation in everyday activities.
NHS waiting lists are extremely long and many families struggle to cope. Growing Hope aims
to bridge the gap between need and provision by providing complementary therapy services
to enable children to reach their full potential. They also run courses to support the children’s
families; When Dreams Change enables parents to share how they feel about the challenges
they face, while Siblings Groups help brothers and sisters express their emotions through play.
The High Wycombe clinic has appointed their lead therapist, a speech and language specialist,
and will employ more therapists to meet other needs, as funds are raised.
Growing Hope’s services are open to everyone of any faith background. They aim to grow:

HOPE FOR CHILDREN | HOPE FOR FAMILIES | HOPE IN JESUS
Growing Hope will be our church’s mission focus for the first quarter of 2022 and Dr Naomi
Graham, founder and CEO of the charity will speak at our morning services on 6th February.
To learn more about Growing Hope in the meantime, do visit their website:
www.growinghope.org.uk
Mission Support Group
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Louise Jones
The Inspiration Behind
Hughenden Village Store & Coffee Shop
it’s as much about having a place to meet as
to buy a pint of milk.
Louise is a local girl; born and brought up
near Hughenden and now living with her
family locally. A Brownie, Girl Guide, pupil
at Beaconsfield School, College graduate
and dedicated marketeer, she is passionate
about the Hughenden Village Store and
Coffee Shop and exudes enthusiasm and
excitement about both its achievements
to date and the prospects for the future.
She was inspired by her early part time
work in bars and shops. She then worked in
marketing locally for an agency in Marlow,
followed by the Chartered Institute of
Marketing. From there she joined the HR
department at Wycombe District Council.
Her attachment for Hughenden was
underscored by its family friendly focus,
together with the original Village Shop,
Village Hall, doctors’ surgery, pubs and
schools, the Parish Church and the easy
access beyond with the bus service.
When the former Village Shop closed,
coinciding with Louise’s maternity leave
following the birth of the second of her
three children, Louise “googled” “Village
Shops” and came across VIRSA – Village

Retail Store Association, now the Plunkett
Foundation. It described the model of a
community village store that only sought to
cover its costs and the most popular model
being a paid manager position and a team of
volunteers. She was immediately hooked on
the concept of a community shop and what
she learned inspired her to send out to the
community, with the support of the
Hughenden Residents’ Association road
reps, a questionnaire, asking whether there
was support for a shop and seeking
volunteers for a management committee.
98.5% of replies were supportive and ten
people, nine of whom were retired men,
offered to join a management committee to
take the project forward.
This was 2006: Louise joined that year’s
Alpha Course at St Michael & All Angels
whilst she and her team grappled with the
logistics of the site, size of spaces, delivery
methods, addressing local concerns and, of
course, safety issues.
Funding was raised by donations,
shareholding and matched by Cooperative
Finance. With this, and local concerns
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timber building which was built in a vacant
space next to the shop. Known as ‘The
Cabin’, this was unveiled in December 2015
and was open during all shop opening
hours.
That was the position when, on the 4th
March 2016, the premises were burgled.
Most of the stock was stolen and the fire
that was started, destroying the physical
shop building and content, as well as the
CCTV monitoring system. However, luckily
the Cabin had not been set alight.

surmounted, a manager and team of
volunteer’s were recruited, and the shop
opened in May 2009.
Initially, it was called “shop in a box”,
following the modelling of other community
shops. The portacabin soon outgrew the
ethos of the founders, meeting and buying
combined; but issues, such as the need for
external venting of chillers and freezers and
internal air conditioning, proved both
expensive and unsatisfactory, as was the
absence of running water.
At first Louise herself, volunteered at the
shop but after two managers, Louise was
asked to take over as manager in 2012.
Over the years it became obvious that for
the health of the community, the shop was
as an important to provide a place to meet
as it was to be able to buy a pint of milk. In
conjunction with the Residents’ Association
again, this led to the next step of creating a
free and comfortable meeting area for
residents. Louise submitted the designs and
following approval, The Parish Council and
the Village Hall generously joint funded a

Although devastating to all involved, a week
after the fire there was a lucky break, (one
of many). Louise was contacted by
Wycombe District Council who were
demolishing a temporary shelter adjacent to
“NEXT” at Cressex and offered it on the
basis of “collect and take away”. Louise
made a public appeal on “MIX 96”. TJ
Robins of Luton came forward and for a
generous sum, dismantled and rebuilt the
structure, with a local builder undertaking
the footings and drains. Wycombe District
Council accepted, in advance, the need for
retrospective planning permission but their
conditions required another community
effort to arrange the site to requirements.
There followed a year of hectic and
determined rebuilding. Local Shareholder,
Barry Collins, a Project Manager working
for Tesco’s Express, offered to oversee the
refurbishment, as he was in between jobs.
He also carried out, with local volunteers, a
huge amount of practical work and declined
to charge for all that he did. The Village Hall
committee allowed half of the original
Cabin building to be adjoined to create an
area large enough for a combined coffee
shop area. Thanks to many selfless efforts
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of that nature, the shop was reopened
exactly one year after the burglary and fire,
on the 4th March 2017, by Mary Berry.
Then came Covid. The immediate effect
was that all volunteers over 70 had to leave;
but new volunteers came forward. With
the support of grants from the Parish
Council, the Princes Risborough Rotary
Club (twice), Bucks. Badgers and Heart of
Bucks and others, a delivery service was
started. Volunteer drivers came forward
and a team worked in the premises to
collate orders for collection and delivery.
Covid shut the shop for just one day. The
delivery service was managing up to 100
bags per day at one point which was
enabled by the support of the local
suppliers of food and produce who stepped
up and ensured that needs were met. At
one stage there was a local shortage of
flour: Louise sourced catering 5kg bags and
commenced with the process of re-bagging
into the normal amounts. The shop
managed a takeaway and delivery service
from November 2020 to April 2021.
In 2020 a marquee was erected with tables
and chairs for outside meeting, and the

coffee shop reopened inside in May 2021.
The Village Store and Coffee Shop is now
fully operational, with Covid appropriate
safeguards.
The operation is run as an Industrial
Provident Society which, although not a
registered charity, is a not-for-profit
organisation, as it has been from the start.
All profits go back into the shop for
reinvestment or are donated to the
community. That is the plan for the future:
to continue to provide the community with
a place to meet, buy essentials and offer the
facilities of a shop and café. The Vicar is to
be found there, usually on Mondays and
there is a warm and friendly bunch of
volunteers to meet and greet all comers,
including those who need assistance with
access and egress.
The Village Store and Coffee Shop needs
more volunteers! The atmosphere is of fun
and warmth. It is an invaluable community
asset and long may it continue under
Louise’s and her team’s inspired and tireless
efforts.
Christopher Tyrer
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From the
Potting Shed
Dear Friends, I realise I haven’t told you
the news over these last few months
but there has been an addition to our
family. Ruby has a baby brother, born
on Christmas Eve. ‘Hallelujah!’ I
shouted when I heard the news, only to
be scolded by Ruby, who was sleeping
over with us: ‘No, silly Grandma, that’s
what you say at Easter not Christmas!’
The baby is beautiful of course and is to
be called Seth. MacGregor approves, as
he would of a Bible name. He wasn’t so
keen on the name Ruby and tried hard
(but obviously unsuccessfully) to get it
changed to Ruth.

Ruby has been telling all her friends that
Seth is Jesus’ brother which is just a little
confusing. I shall be glad when her new
front teeth grow. At the moment she
spits all over you every time she says
Seth.

Jobs for January

1. Remove old hellebore leaves so that new
flowers will be more visible in the months
to come.
2. Now is a good time to cut back any
overgrown honeysuckle.
3. January is the perfect time to harvest
parsnips and leeks.
4. Clean up slimy patches on pathways and
patios. You can use a pressure washer but
MacGregor does it with an old broom.
5. Shred your Christmas tree and add it to
your compost, or, the bare branches
make good pea sticks.
6. If you have snow, make sure to brush it
off tree branches and perennials so that
they don’t snap and break.

Ruby and I put our coats on and took mugs
of tea into the garden. There is always
something to do out there.

Did you know that there are now bamboo
compostable nappies? I don’t think I’ll be
pegging those out on the line.

So, new year, new life, new hope I like to
think. For the next couple of months I will
be on serious Grandma duties, so sit back
with your glossy, colourful, plant catalogues
and dream of spring.

Happy new year my dears,

I will be back with Monty Don and the
change of the clocks.

Cecily MacGregor
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When is a puddle a pond, a pond a lake, a lake a sea?
And when does it become an ocean?
And what bearing has this on me?
Where does the sky begin and where does it end?
And how come we forget the sky is blue
Above the dullness of rain?
When does a hill become a mountain?
When does a field become a plain?
Is it just in our perceiving?
And is that down to youth and old age?
When does a wisp become mist, when is mist fog?
How high does it have to be from the ground,
Yes, how high to be a cloud?
When does the night begin, and the day to end?
And how come we forget the sky is blue
When the curtain of darkness is opened?
When does a stream become a river?
Where does a desert really end?
Are we willing to face the answers
Are we willing to make it our quest?
When does fascination turn to obsession,
and obsession to a crime?
When does a friend become one,
Who's responsible for this drive?
When does life begin, and when do we really die?
And how come we see the sky is blue
Is this reality a lie?
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When does like become love?
And similarly love become hate?
Are we ready for the answers?
Will we own them for ourselves?
When does an idea become a theory, a theory common fact?
When theories are based on theories
Why do these then control how we act?
Who declares what is right, And who is in the wrong?
When every glance at the blue sky
Produces another sentimental song
Why are we quick to throw out garbage?
What is the worth of all our stuff?
Are our feelings merely whimsy?
Have we really had enough?
Will the day come when all these things we'd learn
From the experiences of others, from books, our potted history?
Will we ever accept the fact that we are clueless from the start?
That in our quest for answers, we need to dream amidst the mystery
For life is a ready colour maze
Built to bamboozle and amaze
And true wisdom can only be found in that elusive boundary
Between question and answer, our perpetual quandary
The tension that holds love between disparate divides
That attitude of grace, that
open-armed roller
coaster ride.

Andy Hyde

© andyhyde.net
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Bookends
On one idle afternoon in lockdown (can’t
remember which one!) I decided to
count my books. It took some time and I
rather lost interest by the time I reached
2,500. This isn’t counting books belong‐
ing to other members of the family. I
then badly needed a cup of tea. And,
rather on the back of this counting pro‐
cess I have decided to read from home
for the year 2022. In other words I will
refrain from pressing the Amazon or the
Wordery button and if I wander in and
around bookshops (love doing that) I will
try and leave without clutching new de‐
lights. So hard, but I have done it before,
inspired I think by Susan Hill and her
books: Howard’s End is on the landing
and Jacobs Room. (Reference to Virginia
Wolf there.) Anyway, if I don’t re-read
my books what is the point of keeping
them? I am looking forward to some his‐
torical novels by Philippa Gregory and
Elizabeth Chadwick and, stories from In‐
dia by Vikram Seth, Amitav Ghosh and
Anita Desai are on the shelves waiting
for me. But, that is all to come.

I have recently read a series of books by Paul
Henke. I happened upon him at a Waterstones
book signing some long time ago and was al‐
most forced to buy the first book. If you like
to become absorbed into a long, involved fam‐
ily saga, then you will enjoy his offering. Henke
has had a vivid, exciting and diverse life in‐
volving much the travel, time in the navy work‐
ing with Prince Charles and periods working
on mine detection. He has written several
thrillers that make use of all this experience

but the books I have enjoyed are called the
Tears series: ‘A Million Tears’, ‘The Tears of
War and Peace’, ‘The Shadow of a Tear’, ‘Silent
Tears’ etc. They take an impoverished family in
a Welsh mining valley and follow through the
generations, all set in the first half of the 20th
century. There is the (slightly inevitable) emig‐
ration to the US, the building up of a trading
empire followed by financial loss in the depres‐
sion and the eventual return to England with
involvement in both government and the
Second World War. In many ways the style of
writing reminds me of Jeffrey Archer. I have
read his Clifton Chronicles, which struck me as
quite autobiographical. Those books kept me
page turning long into the night and eager to
start the next one. I heard Jeffrey Archer
speak once at Merchant Taylor’s School in
London. He was exactly as I had expected: su‐
per confident and utterly full of himself. No in‐
ner angst there. So why I wonder do critics
call Archer ‘ a great storyteller’ rather than a
good writer? I think they would say the same
of Paul Henke. Is this just some literary snob‐
bishness tinged with a slice of jealousy, because
they are using it as a slight? Archer has made
millions from his writing and I’m sure doesn’t
care a jot what any critic calls him. It is I think
something to do with style and oh my good‐
ness therein lies a swampy mire of difficulty. I
think I can recognise good, literary writing
style, simply from having read widely but ex‐
plaining what this is, is an entirely different
thing. And does it even matter? The books of
both Paul Henke and Jeffrey Archer have en‐
thralled me and given me pleasure and surely
that is what it is about. Anyway, I would be
very happy to be called a good storyteller!
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Regular readers of this column will know that I
like a varied reading diet, so now at entirely the
other end of the literary spectrum is Penelope
Fitzgerald. I have no problem in saying that
stylistically this is literature of the highest quality,
referencing both Evelyn Waugh and Muriel
Spark, thus having a distinctly English feel, and I
do specifically mean English not British.

Penelope Fitzgerald came from a high achieving
family, eminent both in the Church of England
and at Oxford University and hence seemed
destined for great things. She did however not
publish until she was 60 and her life took her
in very alternative directions. Her husband
might be said to have been wayward and she
taught to support herself and her children.
They lived on a houseboat in London which at
some point sank, leaving them to live for a
while in a refuge for the homeless. This,
despite having wealthy relatives in Hampstead.
In her third novel called ‘Offshore,’ which
won the Booker Prize in 1979, the houseboat

is used as a metaphor for emotional restless‐
ness, characters being unmoored, adrift, in
between land and water. As you read it (and
it is only slim, a long train journey’s worth)
you feel slightly unbalanced. The sharply out‐
lined prose, written with beautiful economy
allows you to look down a microscope as you
are shown the inner hopes and fears of the
people you meet. Penelope Fitzgerald, a
quiet, rather unassuming women, mousey or
frumpy some would have said, nevertheless
writes with authority. She does expect to be
listened to. There will be no more of her well
defined stories as sadly she died in 2000 but I
will continue to re-read these literary gems as
they delight me. Begin maybe with Offshore
and if you like the taste then move onto The
Blue Flower, At Freddie’s and The Bookshop.
There is also a film of the last title.

From chalk to cheese, I hope you find
something here to enjoy.
Susan Brice

26

Ely Cathedral
My discerning reader will recall that I
compared the Lady Chapels of Wells
and Ely Cathedrals in an article written
for the November issue of Outlook. I
was not anticipating a chance to visit
Ely Cathedral in November, but it came
up when I was in Norfolk.
The friend that I was with had been a boy
chorister on a scholarship to Ely and
Lichfield cathedrals and to their choir
schools, followed by appointment as a
lay clerk singing at Ely Cathedral. I
had been to Ely to record and
to sing music in the Lady
Chapel when I was a member
of the English Baroque Choir.
The visit was a trip down
memory lane for us both.
There has been a place of
worship at what is now Ely
Cathedral since
Christianity first
came to England.

Augustine built a monastery to The Blessed
Virgin, of which little history survives, but
there is a series of sculptures about St
Etheldreda, daughter of King Anna of the
East Angles, a devout Christian, who
founded two monasteries – one for men
and one for women - in Ely in AD 673.
Then the scene shifts to AD 870, as there is
a medieval wall painting depicting the death
of St Edmund in that year, who, as King of
the East Angles, was tied to a tree after
refusing to deny his faith and shot through
with arrows. It will be recalled from
another article that he was
defeated at a battle near Thetford
by the Danes or Vikings.
St Etheldreda’s church
was destroyed by those
Vikings but rebuilt
as a monastery for
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men only in about AD 970. This it
remained until the dissolution in 1539. In
the meantime, what is now the present
cathedral came to be built in stages. The
present South transept comprises surviving
Norman architecture, the Nave – one of
the longest in England, followed from
about the 12th century. The Word “nave” is
from the Latin “navis” meaning a ship and
the thinking behind this was that the
medieval church thought of itself as a
vessel in which the faithful could travel in
safety to GOD. Ely Cathedral is known as
‘The Ship of the Fens.’
It was in 1109 that the Abbey became a
Cathedral, with the Abbot becoming the
first Bishop. In 1322, on the night of the
12th and 13th February, the central tower
collapsed, revealing that the Norman
structure had been built on unstable
foundations. The replacement, an octagonal
tower, was designed not only for strength
but signifies the eighth day, taking us beyond
our earthly limit of seven days to the
eternal destiny sought by humankind.

The Lady Chapel is dedicated to the
Blessed Virgin Mary. It has superb acoustics
and is in much demand for a place to
record sacred music. It was completed in
1349 and was lavishly decorated, both with
stained glass windows and painted statues
in individual niches. All this was destroyed
at the Reformation. As the best Guidebook
remarks: “the damage is heart breaking: the

windows are now plain glass, all the
exquisite figures in the lower niches have
been defaced. The chapel is an eloquent
reminder of the power of religious ideas and
the way that they can be used destructively.
The death of JESUS was the result of the
same forces at work and signifies the pain of
this broken world.” Virtually nothing remains
of the cathedral’s medieval decoration.
Much of today’s glory is Victorian, Pugin,
Gilbert Scott and Roger Willis – all great
names in church design and delivery –
played their parts. Significant restoration,
refurbishment and repair was undertaken in
the 20th century, leaving the Cathedral is an
excellent state of repair. Now, as before, it
fulfils its Mission Statement of being a
Christian community, of worship, welcome
and care.
Christopher Tyrer
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God in the Arts
What hope, at the turning of the year?
A few years ago, one of the Sunday
magazines printed a Doom Directory. It
surveyed the possible ways in which the
world might come to an end - nuclear
disaster, famine, global warming and so
on. The cover showed a man bearing a
placard, “The end of the world is at
hand” he was at a bus stop peering
down to see the times of the last buses!
The speed at which we are using the earth’s
resources has put humanity’s very survival
at risk. It is a bleak thought to consider as
one year ends and another begins. Where
can we place our hope and find any
assurance? we ask ourselves. Do we need
to think of the last buses on our earthly
journey?
This month’s painting was painted in Italy at
a time when there was similar speculation
about the end of the world. A mesmerising
priest called Savonarola had preached in
Florence about portents of this end time,
and the final battle that would take place.
His own end was gruesome and horrific as
the church authorities silenced his voice,
but his influence lingered on among people.
Nowhere more so than in Botticelli, who
painted this ‘Mystic Nativity’ in 1500, two
years after Savonarola’s death.
At first glance, it looks a typical Epiphany
scene, for the wise men are shown to the
stable by an angel. But everything is basic

and rudimentary. The wise men do not
wear luxurious clothing, they have no
servants, they bear no gifts. The stable is
just a thatched roof propped against the
mouth of the cave, with Joseph oddly
hunched at one side. The babe kicks a leg
into the air as Mary and the animals watch
on, looking from the inside of the cave.
But then look above the scene. There is a
long inscription from Botticelli: it announces
that he painted this Nativity at the end of
1500, to provide a key to the violent and
confused times in which he lived. At the
bottom little demons scramble back to the
underworld, and those who have been
through the battle of life are comforted by
angels, and there are more angels engaged
in an ecstatic dance above the stable with
olive branches and scrolls in their hands.
At the heart of it all is the simple nativity
scene. Botticelli seems to be making a
heartfelt statement about his faith in the
light of all that he had experienced and seen
around him: his distress at the suffering war
had brought, and his sense of doom that
war was a portent of worse things to
come. But the painting also shows his calm
resignation that as one century turned into
another, and one year into another, there is
a birth which can be the pivot of that
turning. A birth which is a sign of a future, a
sign of new life, a sign of love. We can come
through, he says, if we realise where our
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‘Nativity’ by Sandro Botticelli
© The National Gallery, London
hope and trust should be placed - not in
the pursuit of power which leads to death
and destruction, but in a birth that leads
ultimately to a heaven of victory and
dancing and celebration.
The painting is not about winter, it is about
spring: a season of hope and new life. We
can draw the curtains across this nativity
scene and shut out the light and springtime.
But then, says Botticelli, chaos and war and
greed will flourish. Go to the stable with
the wise men, open the curtains, invite the
Christ-Child in, and all will be transformed.
Savonarola had preached the same message
a few years earlier, “If you wish to be at rest,
seek Christ. Come to this crib, seek none but
Him, and you will find rest. Be well assured
that you will never have peace until you come
to this crib and to this light of faith in Christ.”
Revd Michael Burgess
From the Parish Pump

Then come
along and join
HUGHENDEN
COMMUNITY SINGERS!
A new choir on Mondays from
7.30 pm to 9.30pm (resuming
10th January). There is no need to
be able to read music, or to have
sung before, and there are no
auditions. We will be singing a
wide variety of music and plenty
of refreshments will be provided.
Everyone is welcome, including
under-18s with parents, and there are
no fees. St Michael & All Angels has
kindly lent us the church to practice in
on Monday evenings. The acoustics are
great, and there is plenty of space to
sing and park!

To get more information, or sign-up,
contact Liz on 07768 790029 or email
evmoseley@btinternet.com
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January Recipe
Ham hash cakes with parsley sauce
I hope every body has had a lovely
Christmas after the difficult time last
year. As I write this it is not yet
Christmas and we are really hoping that
further restrictions are not introduced. I
now have a new oven and nearly a new
kitchen so I am looking forward to being
able to prepare for family this year!

Cooking at Christmas is a difficult time
though with wasted food much more likely,
so this recipe is for using up ham you may
have prepared for the celebration. It is a Delia
recipe from her Christmas book many years
ago. Parsley sauce is quite old fashioned but
as an alternative the hash cakes could be
served with a salad and a chilli sauce.

Julia Grant

Ingredients

Method

350g / 13oz cooked ham cut into chunks

1. If you have a food processor just put the
ham, onion, potatoes, egg and parsley
all in the bowl and blend until shredded
quite finely. Or you can use a conventional
mincer with a coarse blade.

1 onion quartered
8oz / 225g boiled potatoes (cooked weight)
1 egg
1 tbsp chopped gherkins
1 tbsp chopped parsley
50g / 2oz breadcrumbs
1 tbsp butter & 1 tbsp oil
For the parsley sauce:
15 floz / 425 ml milk
1 tbsp cream
1½ oz butter
¾ oz plain flour
3 tbsp chopped parsley
1 tsp lemon juice

2. Transfer mixture to a bowl and stir in
the chopped gherkins, taste and season.
Divide the mixture into eight equal
portions, shape into neat rounds and
press a light coating of breadcrumbs
over each one, chill until needed. To
cook melt butter (or oil) in a frying pan
and fry until golden and crisp (about
5-8 minutes).
3. To make parsley sauce, place the first
four ingredients in a saucepan and
whisk them over the heat until smooth
and thickened. Cook for 5 mins on low
before adding the parsley and lemon
juice and season to taste.
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What’s On at St Michael & All Angels
1st & 3rd Sundays

January
Union Committee Meeting:
4th 2.00 pm Mothers
Church House

5th 1.00 pm Knit and Natter: Church House
15

th

9.00 am Choral Communion
11.00 am Service of the Word

6.00 pm Evensong (Sung)

1.00 pm Memorial Service for Christopher Green

Preparation Morning: Church
29th 10.00 am Marriage
House

2nd, 4th & 5th Sundays
9.00 am Matins (Sung)

February

11.00 am Family Communion

1st 2.00 pm Mothers Union Meeting: Church House

6.00 pm Evensong (Sung)

Tuesdays

2nd 1.00 pm Knit and Natter: Church House
Preparation Morning: Church
26th 10.00 am Marriage
House

Regular Groups

11.00 am Holy Communion (Said)

One morning service is also
live-streamed every Sunday.
Find it on our website, or on
the church YouTube channel:
youtube.com/hughendenchurch

Friendship Morning
This is a get together in Church House on the third Thursday
each month at 10.30 am. Primarily for those who are bereaved,
who live on their own or who are lonely. The emphasis is on
companionship and the atmosphere is light and cheerful.
Contact Penny Austin on 01494 529596.

Babies & Toddlers @ St. Michael & All Angels
Babies and Toddlers @ St. Michael’s meets every Thursday in term
time from 9.30 - 11.30 am in the North Room. Come for chat, play,
craft and refreshments. Included, every second Thursday of the
month, will be ‘Tiny Tots’, a time of fun worship in church. For
details contact Helen Peters - helen.peters@peters-research.com
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January Lectionary
2nd : The Epiphany
Isaiah 60: 1-6
Ephesians 3: 1-12
Matthew 2: 1-12
Evensong: Psalm 98
Baruch 4:36 – 5:end
John 2: 1-11
9th : The Baptism of Christ
Isaiah 43: 1-7
Acts 8: 14-17
Luke 3: 15-17 & 21-22
Psalm 29
Evensong: Psalms 46 & 47
Isaiah 55: 1-11
Romans 6: 1-11

16th : Second Sunday of Epiphany
Isaiah 62: 1-5
1 Corinthians 12: 1-11
John 2: 1-11
Evensong: Psalm 96
1 Samuel 3: 1-20
Ephesians 4: 1-16
23rd : Third Sunday of Epiphany
Nehemiah 8: 1-3, 5-6 & 8-10
1 Corinthians 12: 12-31a
Luke 4: 14-21
Psalm 19
Evensong: Psalm 33
Numbers 9: 15-end
1 Corinthians 7: 17-24
30th : Candlemas
Malachi 3: 1-5
Hebrews 2: 14-18
Luke 2: 22-40
Psalm 24
Evensong: Psalm 132
Haggai 2: 1-9
John 2: 18-22

Who’s Who at St Michael & All Angels

Keith Johnson

Helen Peters

Tracey Jones (TJ)

Vicar

Associate Minister

Curate

Home: 01494 257569
Mobile: 07772 642393

Home: 01494 716772
Mobile: 07792 118357

Mobile: 07939 536879

keiththevicar@gmail.com

helen.peters@peters-research.com

Day off: Friday

Day off: Monday

Parish Office

rev.funkyfish@gmail.com

Administrator: Lynn Brooks
Office Hours: Monday, Wednesday, Friday 07928 536543
9.30 am - 12.30 pm
office@hughendenparishchurch.org.uk

Licensed Lay Minister

David Tester

563354

Churchwardens

Julia Grant
Frank Hawkins

Parish Clark & Verger

Servers

Andrew Cole

442191

565746

Safeguarding Officer

Roger Grant

07909 960938

565050

Church Flowers

Sylvia Clark

562801

Arthur Johnson 521471

Church Library

Alison Gieler

562473

Church Notices & Website Ben Brice

445899

Crèche Rota

Ali Skillen

PCC Secretary

Susan Brice

445899

Outreach and Social

Frank Hawkins

PCC Treasurer

Brian Morley

528633

Mothers’ Union Parish Link Louise Stallwood

Organist & Choirmaster Neil Brice

445899

Hughenden Village Hall

Worship Leader

Tony Sackville

446035

Captain of Bellringers

David Cornwall 714718

07709 487101

565050
712705

-

07815 163269

Naphill Village Hall

Norma Clarke

563116

Friendship Morning

Penny Austin

529596

All numbers are High Wycombe area code (01494) unless otherwise stated.

Our Mission is

Heavenly Father, whose blessed Son came not to be served but to serve: bless all
who, following in his steps, give themselves to the service of others; that with
wisdom, patience, and courage, they may minister in his name to the suffering and
the needy; for the love of him who laid down his life for us, your Son our Saviour
Jesus Christ, who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, for ever
and ever. Amen.

To enable all to follow Jesus Christ
We shall live out this mission through
Prayer, Presence, Persuasion and Proclamation by:

Leading lives centred on Jesus Christ
That are steadfastly based on the Bible and prayer.
That are based on Jesus’ example.
By being ambassadors of Christ to our friends, families,
neighbours, and work and school colleagues.

Being seen and known
in the wider Community by
Understanding the communities in which we live
and seeking to be fully involved in those communities.

Building appropriate bridges between our church and our community.
Taking every opportunity to share the good news about Jesus Christ.

Offering and receiving spiritual
and practical support and development
That is appropriate to wherever people are on their spiritual journey.

That is based on worship that is honouring to God
and accessible and relevant to all.

That is led by prayer that engages with the will of God and his purposes.

