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ELECTRICAL. PLUMBING AND TILING SOLUTIONS FOR THE HOME 
 
 

Call to discuss your project. Whether it’s a new light fitting, or a complete 
rewire of the home; a new tap washer or a new bathroom, we can help. 
 

                                                                      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                      07850 390097                 020 8505 8340                      WWW.JBPP.Co.Uk                        INFO@JBPP.co.uk     

GARDEN PROJECTS – Outside Power Sockets and Lighting; Security Lights; Water Features 

We are a local firm of solicitors specialising in:
 Wills   Probate   Deputy Orders   Mental Health   Divorce
 Family Law   Property   Lasting Powers of  Attorney
 Business Wills and Forward Planning

226 Chingford Mount Road, Chingford London, E4 8JL
Tel: 020 8524 9111   E-mail: ybacchus@bacchuslaw.co.uk   Web: www.bacchuslaw.co.uk 
Authorised & Regulated by the Solicitors Regulation Authority No: 282253

Make all your wishes  
come true today.
Make a Will.
A Will is the only way to ensure that all your wishes are carried  
out after your death. Join the many people who protect their loved  
ones from financial hardship even after they have passed away. 

Make a Will today with Y Bacchus & Co Solicitors and bring  
your affairs up to date before it’s too late.
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In recent months there have been 
many anniversaries within our parish 
and around the world. In the chron-
icles we report on the 60th anniver-
sary of Fr Brian’s ordination and on 
Brother Malachy’s 80th birthday. The 
greatest of all anniversaries though 
is surely the commemorating of the 
commencement of WWI on 28th July 
1914? Ann Farmer has penned an 
evocative poem, ‘One Hundred Years 
on at Dymchurch’; a stark reminder 
of the young men who once played 
on that sandy beach and died among 
the poppies of Flander’s fields. 

I have written before about October; 
(see the Christmas issue 2008 “My 
Refuse, My Fortress) historically the 
month in which many world changing 
events have and do happen. It was 
on the 29th October 1914 that a 25 
year old Gefreiter (a lowly rank in the 
German army) won the iron cross at 
the first battle of Ypres for his bravery 
in rescuing a colleague under heavy 
fire. This brave young man is not 
remembered for that deed but for 
deeds of a more sinister nature; he 
was Adolf Hitler. 

Forty years ago on the 9th October 
a 66 year old ex-Nazi intelligence 
officer died in Germany and was 
buried in the Catholic cemetery in 
Jerusalem. He had joined the Nazi 
party as an opportunist motivated by 
profit. As a businessman he was a 
total failure going bankrupt whilst in 
Argentina after the war. Thereafter he 
was supported by the people whose 
lives he had saved during the war. 
He was named Righteous among the 
nations by the Israeli government in 
1963. He is not remembered for his 
failures; contrary to Mark Anthony’s 
theory, it is the good that lives after 
him. He was Oscar Schindler. 

Two days before Adolf Hitler’s brave 

From the 
Editor’s 
desk

act on the 27th October 1914 there 
was born one who became a self-
confessed “roistering, drunken and 
doomed poet”. Doomed he certain-
ly was for he died in New York in 
November 1953 having just turned 
39. He is remembered for both his 
drunkenness as well as his literary 
works; who could fail to be com-
forted by ‘And Death Shall Have no 
Dominion,’ a poem in which there 
are similar sentiments to that of our 
own resident poet’s words in ‘One 
Hundred Years on at Dymchurch.’  On 
an emotional trip to Llanelly to bury 
an old friend I travelled the extra 30 
miles to Laugharne and stood on the 
veranda of that enchanted cottage 
jutting out into the Taf estuary and 
tried to think of Dylan Thomas as 
the writer of ‘And Death Shall have 
no Dominion’; so poignant for me 
at that moment but the media hype 
of his wayward ways distracted me. 
Regrettably he will always be remem-
bered for both good and bad. 

Dominating the headline news 
in October was the suggestion of 
fraudulent manipulation of profits at 
TESCO. It’s not for an editor to say but 
I will say ‘I told you so’ in the last issue. 
In another life I had a letter published 
in a financial journal, where I derided 
the policy of commission only sales 
personnel in financial institutions, 
“For people will turn to crime to put 
bread on the table.’ In the last issue 
I referred to public companies’ drive 
for profits which determine bonus-
es for employees, share values and 
dividend returns to investors; there 
is a similarity. I wrote, “What harm is 
done to society by such a philosophy 
being the expected norm?” Well now 
we know the harm done by expecting 
increased profits year on year is to 
turn people to crime.                   LMR

 Christmas was proving 
a trial this year, one 
way or another. After 
all the preparation, she 

had spent the day in a state of 
nervous anticipation. It wasn’t 
the responsibility of  produc-
ing a decent Christmas meal 
that worried her – it was the 
real fear that her son may be 
too much to cope with. The last 
few Christmases had been night-
mares in their own ways. Once, 
he had been a missing person, 
having walked out of his cur-
rent rehab programme two days 
before Christmas. The police 
had appeared on her doorstep 
on Christmas Eve to request a 
photo of him to aid the search. 
Last Christmas he had stashed 
heroin in her bathroom after 
promising faithfully to keep off 
all drugs while in her house on 
Christmas Day. This year,when 
he announced that he had been 
accepted in another rehab the 
week before Christmas, she felt 
guiltily relieved. Oh, to enjoy 
Christmas knowing he was safe 
and she could relax!

It wasn’t to be.  Three days before 
Christmas, he rang to tell her he had 
been asked to leave. It wasn’t his 
fault – it never was -  someone had 
offered him cannabis and he had 
taken it. It was unlikely they would 
take him back. He was reinstalled 
in his bedsit nearby and was looking 
forward to spending Christmas with 
her and the family. If only his father 
were here now, she thought, sadly, 
but he had died ten years previously, 
and the burden was hers alone. 
She prayed that she would have the 
strength to cope.

It wasn’t easy, but it was good to 
have the family together. His broth-
er and sister, back from university, 
were pleased to see him, and tried 
to steer him away from the alco-
hol while she prepared dinner. Her 
father and brother joined the party 
and, as the crackers were pulled, it 

was almost like Christmas past, when 
the family was a normal, happy unit, 
untouched by the tragedy of death. 
She could almost start to hope that 
her son could come through this, 
could live in the real world again. 
Despite all the setbacks, her natural 
optimism began to creep in. If she 
believed enough, it could happen. If 
she believed enough, he could kick 
his habit. Too many people, profes-
sional people, had told her otherwise. 
She had to stand back from it, they 
said, to save destroying herself.

“He has to get to rock bottom,” one 
psychiatrist had told her, when her 
son had been admitted to hospital 
with drug-induced psychosis. “He is 
using you as his emotional crutch. 
You have to let him go.”

“But he’s my son,” she said quietly, 
hopelessly. “How can I?” 

Now, looking round the table, at the 
most important people in her life, she 
allowed herself to hope. Miracles did 
happen, didn’t they?

In the evening, she drove him back 
to his bedsit, knowing he would prob-
ably find drugs or drink somewhere 
after she had gone. Maybe he would 
find no drug dealers on Christmas 
night, she thought, no off- licences 
open. Perhaps he would go to sleep. 
On the journey, he assured her he 
had his life under control now. He 
didn’t need drink or drugs. Hadn’t he 
proved it today, managing well with-
out either? He could take it or leave 

it – it wasn’t a problem. He wasn’t 
addicted. She had heard it all a mil-
lion times before – tonight she was 
too weary to argue the point. At this 
moment, he believed his own spin. 
He would never admit to being an 
addict and that was why the rehabs 
never lasted.

Later, as she drove her father 
home, she realized her mobile phone 
was missing. Her son had used it on 
the drive home to call a girlfriend. She 
searched the car. It wasn’t there. Her 
son must still have it. There was no 
choice but to drive back to his bedsit 
and collect it. 

The main door was ajar when she 
approached it. Inside her son’s room 
she could hear voices. She knocked, 
but there was no answer. Pushing 
open the door, she saw her 
son, obviously the 
worse for wear, 
clutching a can 
of extra-strong 
cider. Several 
empty cans 
w e r e 
strewn over 
the floor. 
Sitting on 
his bed was 
a very large 
West Indian man 
with dreadlocks. 
She knew she had 
walked in on his 
drug dealer and her 
heart sank. She want-
ed to say something but 
her mouth wouldn’t open. 
What was there to say? Years 
ago, aeons ago, it seemed, she 
had wanted to kill every drug dealer 
that had helped destroy her son. 
Since then, she had learned that for 
every dealer who fell by the wayside, 
there would be a hundred waiting 
to take his place. If her son wanted 
the drugs, he would find them. The 
hopelessness of the whole situation 
took hold of her and she felt suddenly 
drained.  The man on the bed hadn’t 
spoken, but he was looking intently at 

her. Her eye fell on a book lying open 
on his lap. It was a bible. 

“Mum!” Her son had finally realized 
she was there. “What are you doing 
here?” He waved a can in her direc-
tion. “Have a drink.” 

“My phone,” she said, looking at 
the man on the bed, trying to make 
sense of it all. “I think you have my 
phone.”  

“This is my friend,” her son slurred. 
“What’s your name again?”

“Gabriel. My name is Gabriel.” He 
smiled and held out his hand. “I 
met your son on the High Street. 
He wished me a happy Christmas. I 
brought him home.” 

Her son was approaching another 
planet by now. The cider had taken 
him there. In the morning he wouldn’t 
remember a thing about this good, 
kind man who had brought him 
home.   But she would. He was a very 
special angel who had saved him in 
his hour of need. And saved her too. 

The Angel Gabriel from Heaven came

“He is using you 
as his emotional 
crutch. You have 
to let him go.”

IN TOUCH 2014 ISSUE 4 5



6 

Shown below is an actual letter that was sent to a bank by an 86 
year old woman. The bank manager thought it amusing enough to 
have it published in the New York Times.
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And a Happy New Year 
to you too! 

Contact your local office and talk to one of our friendly professional team

Regulated by the Care Quality Commission and member of UKHCA

Essex West
Tel: 01277 230763
New North House, 78 Ongar Road,  
Brentwood, Essex CM15 9BB
Email: essexwest@bluebirdcare.co.uk

Redbridge
Tel: 0208 989 8444
137 George Lane, South Woodford,  
London E18 1AN
Email: redbridge@bluebirdcare.co.uk

NOW OPEN IN EPPING  

Epping
Tel: 01992 577776
172 High Street, Epping, Essex CM16 4AQ
Email: essexwest@bluebirdcare.co.uk

Dear Sir:
I am writing to thank you for bouncing my check with 
which I endeavoured to pay my plumber last month.

By my calculations, three nanoseconds must have 
elapsed between his presenting the check and the arrival 
in my account of the funds needed to honour it.

I refer, of course, to the automatic monthly deposit of 
my entire pension, an arrangement which, I admit, has 
been in place for only eight years. You are to be com-
mended for seizing that brief window of opportunity, and 
also for debiting my account $30 by way of penalty for the 
inconvenience caused to your bank.

My thankfulness springs from the manner in which this 
incident has caused me to rethink my errant financial 
ways. I noticed that whereas I personally answer your 
telephone calls and letters, when I try to contact you, I am 
confronted by the impersonal, overcharging, pre-recorded, 
faceless entity which your bank has become.

From now on, I, like you, choose only to deal with a 
flesh-and-blood person.

My mortgage and loan repayments will therefore and 
hereafter no longer be automatic, but will arrive at your 
bank by check addressed personally and confidentially 
to an employee at your bank whom you must nominate.

Be aware that it is an OFFENSE under the Postal Act for 
any other person to open such an envelope.

Please find attached an Application Contact form which 
I require your chosen employee to complete.

I am sorry it runs to eight pages, but in order that I know 
as much about him or her as your bank knows about me, 
there is no alternative. Please note that all copies of his 
or her medical history must be countersigned by a Notary 
Public, and the mandatory details of his/her financial 
situation (income, debts, assets and liabilities) must be 
accompanied by documented proof.

In due course, at MY convenience, I will issue your 
employee with a PIN number which he/she must quote 
in dealings with me. I regret that it cannot be shorter than 
28 digits but, again, I have modelled it on the number of  

 
button presses required of me to access my account bal-
ance on your phone bank service. As they say, imitation is 
the sincerest form of flattery.

Let me level the playing field even further. When you 
call me, press buttons as follows:

IMMEDIATELY AFTER DIALING, PRESS THE STAR (*) 
BUTTON FOR ENGLISH
#1. To make an appointment to see me
#2. To query a missing payment.
#3. To transfer the call to my living room in case I am 
there.
#4. To transfer the call to my bedroom in case I am 
sleeping.
#5. To transfer the call to my toilet in case I am 
attending to nature.
#6. To transfer the call to my mobile phone if I am not 
at home.
#7. To leave a message on my computer, a password 
to access my computer is required.
Password will be communicated to you at a later date 
to that Authorized Contact mentioned earlier.
#8. To return to the main menu and to listen to 
options 1 through 10
#9. To make a general complaint or inquiry. The 
contact will then be put on hold, pending the attention 
of my automated answering service.
#10. This is a second reminder to press* for English.

While this may, on occasion, involve a lengthy wait, 
uplifting music will play for the duration of the call. 
Regrettably, but again following your example, I must also 
levy an establishment fee to cover the setting up of this 
new arrangement.

May I wish you a happy, if ever so slightly less prosperous 
New Year?

Your Humble Client

And remember: Don’t make old people mad. We don’t like being 
old in the first place, so it doesn’t take much to arouse our ire. 
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Name the one 
sport in which

neither the spectators nor 
the  participants know the 
score or the leader until 
the contest ends.

What famous North 
American landmark 

is constantly moving 
backward?
 

Of all vegetables, 
only two can live for 

several growing seasons to 
reproduce on their own. All 
other vegetables must be 

replanted every year. What 
are the only two perennial 
vegetables? 
 

What fruit has 
its seeds on the 

outside?
 

In many off licences, 
you can buy pear 

brandy, with a real pear 
inside the bottle. The pear 
is whole and ripe, and the 
bottle is genuine; it hasn’t 
been cut in any way. How 
did the pear get inside the 
bottle? 
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A quiz for stuffed diners on Christmas 
day, these are not trick ques tions

Next day delivery for Christmas 
orders available until 12 noon 
on 22 December

 
 

Martin  P  Neary 
Dip.Hyp.MIHA. MBIH. CNHC  approved 

 
 
 

Registered, Clinical Hypnotherapist 
Buckhurst Hill, Essex 

 
Take back control of your life : – 

 
Help to overcome fears and phobias, anxiety, 

depression, stress. low self esteem, habits and addictions. 
Confront anger and trauma issues, problems with 
weight and  smoking. Enhance your concentration 

for exams, sports performance and in the workplace. 
 

Appointments Monday to Saturday (day or evening) 
 

Tel   : 0208 504 9594 
Mob : 07757 277443 

Email : neamar76@aol.com 
 

www.hypno-haven.com 
 
 
 

 

accommodation, weddings & functions
Packfords

Packfords Hotel,16 Snakes Lane West, 
Woodford Green, Essex IG8 0BS
Tel:  020 8504 2642  
Fax: 020 8505 5778 
E-mail: sarah@packfordshotel.co.uk
Website: www.packfordshotel.co.uk

YEARS
1963-2013

Packfords
CELEBRATING

St Thomas Canterbury 1/4 page Deadline End of Feb 2013

 Only three words in 
standard English 

begin with the letters “ dw” 
Name two of them.

There are 14 
punctuation marks 

in English grammar. Can 
you name at  least half of 
them?

Name the only 
vegetable or fruit 

that is never sold frozen, 
canned, processed, 
cooked, or in any other 
form except fresh.

GREENMANTLE

A  luxury care home  
for old people and 
people with dementia
“Living in comfort, dignity and 
style” in a warm family atmosphere

� �

20 Mornington Road � Woodford Green � Essex IG8 0TL
020 8506 2301 and 020 8504 3650

Members of the National care Homes Association

The Home
• An attractive modernised   
Edwardian home located within   
the Woodford Green    
conservation area close to all   
amenities offering:
• Comfortable single bedrooms  
 - four with en-suite facilities
• Choice of showers or bathroom  
 with hoist
• Luxurious lounge and dining   
room
• Double glazed heated   
conservatory
• Six person lift
• Full central heating
• Satellite TV, music centre and   
piano
• Regularly changed library   
books
• Beautiful gardens
• Own mini bus with tail lift

The Care
• Long and Short term stays
• Twenty four hour professional   
 care by fully qualified and   
 experienced staff
• Physician in attendance
• A nurse call system in every room
• First class catering to meet   
 individual needs and religion
• Home entertainment and outings
• Occupational Therapy
• Visiting hairdresser,    
 physiotherapist and    
 chiropodist arranged on request
• Residents’ own furniture and   
 belongings welcome
• Residents’ visitors welcome at   
 all times
• Resident meetings and   
 questionnaires
• Own newsletter in colour and   
 annual report

Woodford Green 
Funeral Directors
(inc TA C Lambart & co Ltd)

Local Independent Funeral Directors

A Complete 
Funeral Service

l Private Chapel of Rest
l 24 Hour Personal Service

l Arrangements may be made in the 
privacy of you own home

l A Golden choice of pre-paid funeral 
plans available

l Traditional courtesy and conduct throughout

354 High Road, Woodford Green, Essex IG8 0QX
(Opposite the castle Public House)

020 8504 4372 - 020 8559 1979

Name 6 or more 
things that you 

can wear on your feet 
beginning with the letter 
“S.”

They are straight forward questions with straight forward answers

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

1. The one sport in which neither the spectators nor the participants 
know the score or the leader until the contest ends. Boxing 2. North American 
landmark constantly moving backward . Niagara Falls (The rim is worn down 
about two and a half feet each year because of the Millions of gallons of water 
that rush over it every minute.) 3. Only two vegetables that can live to produce 
on their own for several growing seasons. Asparagus and rhubarb. 4. The fruit 
with its seeds on the outside. Strawberry. 5. How did the pear get inside the 
brandy bottle? It grew inside the bottle. (The bottles are placed over pear buds 
when they are small, and are wired in place on the tree. The bottle is left in 
place for the entire growing season. When the pears are ripe, they are snipped 
off at the stems.) 6. Three English words beginning with dw . Dwarf, dwell and 
dwindle.7. Fourteen punctuation marks in English grammar . . Period, comma, 
colon, semicolon, dash, hyphen, apostrophe, question mark, exclamtion 
point, quotation marks, brackets, parenthesis, braces, and ellipses. 8. The 
only vegetable or fruit never sold frozen, canned, processed, cooked, or in any 
other form but fresh  Lettuce. 9. Six or more things you can wear on your feet 
beginning with “S”.Shoes, socks, sandals, sneakers, slippers, skis, skates, 
snowshoes, stockings, stilts.



Submissions to Mary Knights c/o the 
editor 72 Malvern Drive IG8 0JP  

or email recipes@myintouch.co.uk

13 You’ll need to check the water 
from time to time and maybe top it 
up a bit. 

14 To serve, remove the pudding 
from the steamer and take off the 
wrapping. Slide a palette knife all 
round the pudding, then turn it out 
on to a warmed plate. 

Note: If you’re using gluten-free flour, 
you will need to add 3 pinches of 
baking powder to the 2 oz (50 g) of 
gluten-free white flour. 

Christmas Rum Sauce
3 (or more) tablespoons dark rum
3 oz (75 g) butter
21/2 oz (60 g) plain flour
1 pint (570 ml) breakfast milk
2 oz (50 g) caster sugar
1 tablespoon double cream

1 Place 2½ oz (60 g) of the butter 
in a saucepan with 2½ oz (60 g) 
flour, pour in the milk, then, using 
a balloon whisk, whisk everything 
vigorously together over a medium 
heat. 

2 As soon as it comes to simmering 
point and has thickened, turn the 
heat right down to its lowest setting, 
stir in the sugar and let the sauce 
cook for 10 minutes. 

3 After that add the rum, the 
remaining ½ oz (15 g) butter and 1 
tablespoon cream. 

4 Pour the hot sauce into a jug, 
then cover the surface with 
cling film and keep warm until 
required.

Edward II (early 1300s). The bean 
was also sometimes a silver ring or 
small crown. The first coins used 
were a silver farthing or penny. After 
WW1 it became a threepenny bit and 
then a sixpence.

You might also get other items 
(sometimes called ‘tokens’ or 
‘favours’) placed in the Christmas 
pudding which also meant to have 
special meanings:
• Bachelor’s Button: If a single man 
found it, they would be a bachelor for 
the following year.
• Spinster’s/Old Maid’s Thimble: If a 
single woman found it, they would be 
a spinster for the following year.
• A Ring: If a single person found 
this, it meant you will get married in 
the following year! It can also mean 
you will be rich for the following year.

Traditional Christmas Pudding 
Serves 8 - 10 This recipe is taken from 
Delia Smith’s Christmas.

This recipe makes one large pud-
ding in a 2 pint (1.2 litre) basin. If 
you have any leftover it will re-heat 
beautifully, wrapped in foil, in the 
oven or in the microwave. If you want 
two smaller puddings, use two 1 pint 
(570 ml) basins, but give them the 
same steaming time. If you can’t get 
barley wine use strong stout instead. 
The best way to use any leftover beer 
is to add it to a beef casserole to 
give it a beautiful rich sauce. I have 
also included instructions to make it 
gluten-free

4 oz (110 g) shredded suet
2 oz (50 g) self-raising flour, sifted
4 oz (110 g) white breadcrumbs
1 level teaspoon ground mixed spice
1/4¼ level teaspoon freshly grated 
nutmeg
good pinch ground cinnamon

8 oz (225 g) soft dark brown sugar
4 oz (110 g) sultanas
4 oz (110 g) raisins
10 oz (275 g) currants
1 oz (25 g) mixed candied peel, finely 
chopped (buy whole peel if possible, 
then chop it yourself)
1 oz (25 g) almonds, skinned and 
chopped
1 small cooking apple, peeled, cored 
and finely chopped
grated zest ½ large orange
grated zest ½ large lemon
2 tablespoons rum
21/2½ fl oz (75 ml) barley wine
21/2 fl oz (75 ml) stout
2 large eggs
Equipment
You will also need a 2 pint (1.2 litre) 
pudding basin, lightly greased.

1 Begin the day before you want 
to steam the pudding. Take your 
largest mixing bowl and start by 
putting in the suet, sifted flour and 
breadcrumbs, spices and sugar. 

2 Mix these ingredients very 
thoroughly together, and then 
gradually mix in all the dried fruit, 
mixed peel and nuts followed by the 
apple and the grated orange and 
lemon zests. 

3 In a smaller basin measure out the 
rum, barley wine and stout, then add 
the eggs and beat these thoroughly 
together. Next pour this over all the 
other ingredients, and begin to mix 
very thoroughly. 

4 It’s now traditional to 
gather all the family 
round, especially the 
children, and invite 
everyone to have a 
really good stir 
and make a wish! 

5 The mixture 

they, plenteously bringing forth the 
fruit of good works, may of thee be 
plenteously rewarded; through Jesus 
Christ our Lord. Amen.” 

It is the traditional Sunday to make 
Christmas puddings.

Although Christmas Puddings are 
eaten at Christmas, some customs 
associated with the pudding are relat-
ed to Easter! The decorative sprig of 
holly on the top of the pudding is a 
reminder of Jesus’ Crown of Thorns 
placed on his head at the crucifixion. 
Brandy or another alcoholic drink is 
sometimes poured over the pudding 
and lit at the table to make a spectac-
ular display. This is said to represent 
Jesus’ love and power.

In the Middle Ages, holly was also 
thought to bring good luck and to 
have healing powers. It was often 
planted near houses in the belief that 
it protected the inhabitants.

During Victorian times, puddings 
in large and rich homes were often 
cooked in fancy moulds (like jelly 
moulds). These were often in the 
shapes of towers or castles. The 
less well-off just had puddings in the 
shape of balls. If the pudding was a 
bit heavy, they were called cannon-
balls!

Putting a silver coin in the pudding 
is another age-old custom that is said 
to bring luck to the person who finds 
it. In the UK the coin traditionally 
used was a silver ‘sixpence’. The clos-
est coin to that in size now is a five 
pence piece!

The tradition seems to date back 
to the Twelfth Night Cake which was 
eaten during the festivities on the 
‘Twelfth Night’ of Christmas (the offi-
cial end of the Christmas celebra-
tions). Originally a dried pea or bean 
was baked in the cake and who-
ever got it, was ‘king or queen’ for 
the night. There are records of this 
practice going back to the court of 
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Christmas (or Plum) Pudding is 
the traditional end to the British 
Christmas dinner. But what we think 
of as Christmas pudding is not what 
it was originally like!

Christmas pudding originated as 
a 14th century porridge called ‘fru-
menty’ that was made of beef and 
mutton with raisins, currants, prunes, 
wines and spices. This would often 
be more like soup and was eaten as 
a fasting meal in preparation for the 
Christmas festivities.

By 1595, frumenty was slowly 
changing into a plum pudding, hav-
ing been thickened with eggs, bread-
crumbs, and dried fruit and given 
more flavour with the addition of beer 
and spirits. It became the customary 
Christmas dessert around 1650, but 
in 1654 the Puritans banned it as a 
bad custom.

In 1714, King George I re-estab-
lished it as part of the Christmas 
meal, having tasted and enjoyed 
Plum Pudding. By Victorian times, 
Christmas Puddings had changed 
into something similar to the ones 
that are eaten today.

Over the years, many supersti-
tions have surrounded Christmas 
Puddings. One superstition says that 
the pudding should be made with 13 
ingredients to represent Jesus and 
His Disciples and that every member 
of the family should take turns to stir 
the pudding with a wooden spoon 
from east to west, in honour of the 
Wise Men.

The Sunday before Advent Sunday 
(which is also the last Sunday in the 
Church Year), is sometimes known as 
‘Stir-up Sunday’. This is on account 
of the opening words of the Collect 
for the day in the Book of Common 
Prayer of 1549 (used in Anglican 
Churches) which says:

“Stir-up, we beseech thee, O Lord, 
the wills of thy faithful people; that 

should have a fairly soft consistency

 If you think it needs a bit more liquid 
add a bit more stout. 

6 Cover the bowl and leave 
overnight. 

7 Next day pack the mixture into the 
lightly greased basin, cover it with a 
double sheet of baking parchment 
and a sheet of foil and tie it securely 
with string  It’s also a good idea to 
tie a piece of string across the top to 
make a handle. 

8 Place the pudding in a steamer set 
over a saucepan of simmering water 
and steam the pudding for 8 hours. 

9 Do make sure you keep a regular 
eye on the water underneath and 
top it up with boiling water from the 
kettle from time to time. 

10 When the pudding is steamed 
let it get quite cold, then remove 
the parchment and foil and replace 
them with some fresh ones, again 
making a string handle for easier 
manoeuvring. 

11 Now your Christmas pudding is 
all ready for Christmas Day. Keep it 
in a cool place away from the light. 

12 To cook, fill a saucepan quite full 
with boiling water, put it on the heat 
and, when it comes back to the boil, 
place a steamer on top of the pan 
and turn it down to a gentle simmer. 
Put the Christmas pudding in the 
steamer, cover and leave to steam 
away for 2¼ hours. 

Mary 
Knights

Cooking 
with

Submissions to Mary Knights c/o the 
editor 72 Malvern Drive IG8 0JP 

or email recipes@myintouch.co.uk

Please send in any recipes of your own 
making that you have enjoyed. See that 
the quantities of ingredients are clearly 
stated and only send in recipes that you 

have tried and tested. 

Christmas puddings 
old and new

r
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3 100g golden caster sugar
oil, for greasing the bowl
6 ginger nut biscuits, broken into 
chunks
zest 1/2 lemon and 1/2 an orange
For the cranberry syrup topping
85g caster sugar
2 tbsp brandy
100g fresh or frozen cranberries

1. Mix all of the marinated fruit 
ingredients together in a bowl, then 
microwave on high for 3 minutes or 
warm gently in a small saucepan. 
Stir, then leave to cool completely, 
ideally overnight.

2. For the ice cream, put the spices 
in a saucepan and gently heat for 
3 minutes or so, stirring once or 
twice, until fragrant. Tip in the cream 
and vanilla seeds, bring to the boil. 
Meanwhile, whisk the yolks and 
sugar together. Whisk the hot cream 
into the egg mix, and then tip the mix 
into a clean pan and gently heat for 
5-10 minutes until it coats the back 
of a wooden spoon. Pour everything 
into a bowl or plastic container and 
leave to cool completely. If possible, 
chill it overnight as this will infuse the 
ice cream with a stronger Christmas 
spice flavour.

3. Pass the mix through a sieve into 
another container, and then freeze 
for 5 hrs, stirring in the frozen edges 
with a fork every hour until you have 
a smooth, thick mix. Oil a 1.4 or 
1.2-litre pudding basin and line with 
cling film.

4. Drain the marinated fruit in a 
sieve, mix the fruit with the ginger 
nuts and zests, then quickly stir into 
the ice cream. Tip into the basin, 
cover the surface with clingfilm, then 
freeze for at least 6 hrs.

5. For the topping, put everything 
into a small pan, gently heat until 
the sugar dissolves, then simmer for 
2 minutes. Cool completely. To turn 
the pudding out, let it sit at room 
temperature for about 15 minutes, 
then turn onto a plate. Ease the cling 
film away. Spoon the cranberries and 
syrup over to serve.

6. Serve with a crisp biscuit.

Brandy butter
Try this easy recipe for traditional 
brandy butter; perfect for serving 
with mince pies or Christmas 
pudding.

125g/4oz unsalted butter, softened
125g/4oz icing sugar
2 tbsp boiling water
3 tbsp brandy

1. Cream together the butter and the 
icing sugar. Beat in the boiling water 
and brandy until smooth.

2. Chill until needed and serve with 
mince pies or Christmas pudding

Chocolate & apricot pudding 
with glossy chocolate sauce
Traditional Christmas pudding is 
not universally popular, especially 
with children - this wonderfully moist 
chocolate version could be the 
answer

200g ready-to-eat dried apricots
4 tbsp brandy or fruit juice
100g ground almonds
25g cocoa powder
100g self-raising flour
1 tsp baking powder
100g softened butter
140g light muscovado sugar
2 large eggs, beaten
4 tbsp milk
100g dark chocolate
2 tbsp clear honey
For the sauce

100g dark chocolate
284ml carton double cream
1-2 tbsp brandy (optional

1. Butter a 1.2 litre/2 pint pudding 
basin and put a circle of greaseproof 
paper in the base. Put the apricots 
in a small pan and add the brandy 
or fruit juice. Bring slowly to the boil, 
then simmer, turning the apricots 
occasionally until all the liquid has 
soaked in. Leave until cool enough 
to handle.

2. Tip the ground almonds into 
a bowl, then sift over the cocoa, 
flour and baking powder and mix 
everything together.

3. In another bowl, beat the butter 

and sugar together for 2-3 minutes 
until light and fluffy. Gradually beat 
in the eggs and milk.

4. Chop half the apricots into small 
pieces. Chop the chocolate into large 
chunks. Lightly stir the flour mixture 
into the cake mix, followed by the 
apricots and chocolate.

5. Put the remaining whole apricots 
into the bowl and spoon over the 
honey. Add the pudding mixture and 
smooth the top. Cover with double 
thickness buttered greaseproof 
paper and tie down. Trim off the 
excess paper, then overwrap in foil, 
tucking the ends under the edges of 
the paper.

6. Put the basin into a large pan 
and pour boiling water into the 
pan, to come halfway up the sides 
of the basin. Cover and steam for 
21⁄2 hours, until it feels firm. (The 
pudding can be made to this stage 
up to 2 days ahead. Reheat by 
steaming for 1 hour, or microwave 
on medium for 6-8 minutes.)

7. Towards the end of the cooking 
time, make the sauce. Break up the 
chocolate and put in a small pan 
with the cream and brandy if using. 
Warm gently, stirring lightly until 
smooth and glossy.

8. Cool the pudding in the bowl for 
10 minutes, then turn out and serve 
with the chocolate sauce and cream 
or vanilla ice cream.

Christmas pudding ice cream
For the marinated fruit

85g raisins
85g sultanas
85g pack dried cherries
100g fresh or frozen cranberries
6 tbsp brandy
2 tbsp dark muscovado sugar
For the ice cream

2 cinnamon sticks, snapped in half
1/4 tsp ground ginger
1/2 tsp freshly grated nutmeg
1/4 tsp caraway seeds
4 cloves
600ml pot double cream
1 vanilla pod, split and seeds scraped 
out
2 3 large egg yolks
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By the time we got home the young-
er members of the family, considered 
too young to go to midnight Mass, 
were already tucked up in bed waiting 
excitedly for Father Christmas. The 
food for Christmas day was already 
laid out in the pantry; that was the 
snobby name we gave to what was 
actually a cellar no larger than my 
present bedroom. Whilst my mother 
had a well-deserved cup of tea Daddy 
and the ‘shoppers’ decorated the 
huge Christmas tree, encountering 
inevitably, the usual problems with 
temperamental bulbs. But when it 
came to setting up the crib Mum 
was up and at it before plying us with 
warm milk and biscuits before scoot-
ing us off for a rest before midnight 
Mass.

Earlier in the day, on his way home 
after closing the store, Daddy per-
sonally delivered an extra special 
present to the Friary. In those days 
as I recall the Friars did not handle 
money; they would open their bre-
viary to accept the notes from where 
they were passed on, untouched, 
to the bursar. Daddy told us that 
there was a special bell in the Friary 
that the Bursar would ring if the 

Friars ran out of food. To the eter-
nal shame of the people of Wexford 

the bell was said to have rung on 
one occasion. Since then the 

people of Wexford vowed it 
would never ring again and 

it never has done. My par-
ents did their bit to see that 

the ‘hunger bell’ remained 
mute.

Because the Midnight 
Mass at the Friary was 
always oversubscribed, 

 The most abiding mem-
ory of my childhood, 
imprinted indelibly on 
my mind is of the huge 

wardrobe cupboard in which 
my most generous mother, an 
inveterate collector of presents, 
stored birthday and Christmas 
presents. Each January it was 
almost empty. Birthday presents 
were somewhat itinerant residing 
only for short periods through-
out the year in the cupboard. By 
December the first, however, it 
was packed to the gunnels with 
carefully selected special gifts 
for each one of her nine children, 
their partners, 28 nieces and 
nephews, friends and even the 
odd neighbour. The practice con-
tinued to her dying day. I know 
because one day, returning in 
adulthood for a summer vaca-
tion, I took a mischievous peek 
inside; sure enough the thought-
ful generosity had not subsided.  

After Daddy took the older mem-
bers of the family shopping on 
Christmas Eve; (which the one and 
only occasion throughout the year 
that he went shopping), we would all 
visit our crippled Aunt Annie, my Dad’s 
sister. According to family legend she 
was crippled as a result of going 
dancing in damp clothes with-
out airing them. She lived in 
the family home where she 
always had an abundance 
of tea, cakes and presents 
awaiting us on arrival. Deep 
in the recesses of my soul 
I remember warmly and 
lovingly that on our way 
to and from my aunt’s, 
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in the Meyler Family

tickets had to be allocated (well that 
was the official story). Later in life I 
heard rumblings of another reason; to 
keep out those who had overindulged 
in liquid sustenance (the inebriated) 
prior to the Christmas celebrations. 
On reflection it occurs to me that 
it must have been only adults that 
needed to have tickets since the ever-
expanding Meyler family meant the 
requirement for an ever-expanding 
pew. I still remember my father stand-
ing back to let, first my mother then 
each one of us children, in chrono-
logical order by age, enter the pew. 
The same procedure was repeated 
with my father standing guard at the 
end of the pew as we all filed out for 
Holy Communion. He was the last to 
receive and formed the plug at the 
end of the pew when he returned. 
This is one of my fond memories of 
my father’s little foibles along with 
the clean handkerchief he carried 
which he draped over the kneeler 
to protect the knees of the trousers 
of his Sunday best suit. He had little 
patience with anybody who put their 
feet on the kneelers opining that 
people ruin their best Sunday clothes 
because of the thoughtlessness of 
such miscreants.

The high point of the Midnight Mass 
was the moment when Fr Guardian 
pulled back the curtain to unveil the 

crib as the friary choir sang the Gloria 
and what seemed like hundreds of 
altar servers, each with their own 
hand bell, vied with each other to 
welcome the New Born King.

Upon returning home, before doing 
anything else, the Christmas candle 
was lit and placed in the window as 
a welcome sign to any strangers who 
may have lost their way.  Only then 
were we allowed to take a ‘peek’ at 
the presents strewn at the foot of the 
tree and depending on our age and 
whether or not we believed in Father 
Christmas, some were packed off 
to bed and the non-believers were 
allowed to stay up to help Father 
Christmas. I was a total believer and 
wakened to Father Christmas’s spe-
cial present until I was twelve years 
old.

Christmas day no doubt resembled 
that of so many other homes; the 
younger children were taken to Mass 
by my father in spite of 
the fact that he and 
my mother were 
awakened in the 
middle of the night 
with shrieks of 
delight as Father 
C h r i s t m a s ’ s 
presents were 
opened. I now mar-
vel at my parent’s 
thespian talents as 
they showed sur-
prise and delight 
when one by one 
we would sleep-
ily enter their room, 
awakening the 
baby, (there was 
always a baby)! In 
the morning we vis-
ited our friends and 
exchanged pres-
ents and it seems 
to me now that the 
weather was always good.

Then there was Christmas Dinner 
with all the family around the table 
but it had to be over by 3 pm so that 
as a family we could gather round the 
radio to listen to the Queen’s speech 
to the nation. When the Queen had 
finished talking my father would stand 
up and invite anyone who wished to 

go for a long walk. There was no point 
in not going as the beautifully baked 
and lovingly decorated cake made 
by my mother, would not be cut until 
those who did go returned. After all 
the excitement of the day, the long 
walk and crisp fresh air, no lullabies 
were necessary to put us to sleep. 
But Christmas was not over yet; there 
was still St. Stephen’s day, we never 
called it Boxing Day.

St Stephen’s Day, occasionally 
called Wren’s Day, Day of the Wren  
(Irish: Lá an Dreoilín) usually started 
off rather bleary-eyed but we looked 
forward to the dancing, singing and 
begging bowls of the Wren Boys, 
now no longer boys as they origi-
nally were in mediaeval times. The 
tradition consists of “hunting” a 
fake wren, and putting it on top of 
a decorated pole. Then the Wren 
Boys dress up in masks, suits made 
of straw (straw boys) and colourful 

clothing. Then, accompa-
nied by traditional 
céilí music bands. 
parade through the 

towns and villages 
rattling their beg-
ging bowls their 
contents for later 
distribution to the 

poor and needy. It 
is not dissimilar to 
the English version 
of Mummers that I 
later learned about 
here. Mummers 
do a bit more act-
ing and play less 
music; they per-
form a little play 
usually involving a 
magical cure by a 
quack doctor but 
the objective is the 
same; to collect 
alms for the poor 

and needy.
Christmas really ended with the 

Wren Boys and their begging bowls 
which were poignant reminders of 
our good fortune in the lottery of birth 
compared to those who are much 
worse off. But then there were the 
January sales and an empty ward-
robe to be filled for yet another year. 

Daddy told us that 
there was a special 

bell in the Friary that 
the Bursar would ring 
if the Friars ran out of 

food.

Angela Meyler Remembers

CHRISTMAS

Whilst my mother 
had a well-deserved 

cup of tea Daddy 
and the ‘shoppers’ 
decorated the huge 

Christmas tree;

Only then were 
we allowed to 

take a ‘peek’ at the 
presents strewn at 
the foot of the tree

the excited atmosphere of Wexford, 
the bright lights, people bustling to 
and fro buying the last minute gift 
and stopping in their tracks to greet 
each other with the joys of the festive 
season.
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Installation of 888,246 poppies in 
progress at the Tower of London

Inspired by the editor’s speculations 
on time and space and on 
the 100 th anniversary of the 
commencement  of the Great War.  

The ocean mist rains upward to the
clouds,

Bright pebbles sparkle, stretching to 
the sea,

And in among the merry-making 
crowds

Grey ghosts of those who gave their
lives for me.

Now children play along the shore,
Excited chatter echoes from the 
banks;

To those who left to see this island 
nevermore

I humbly give my thanks.

 
For childhood passes like a dream,

Young manhood like a sunny 
afternoon;

The sand wears down life’s seam

And death for some comes all too 
soon.

 
And so their spirits or their shades,

Arrested in youth’s surging time

With hopefulness that never fades,

Join in our passing pantomime.

One hundred years is nothing in their 
eyes,

Commemoration, just a passing 
bow;

With God they rest and severed from 
earth’s ties,

Rejoice with Him in the eternal now.

One Hundred Years On, at Dymchurch 
By Ann Farmers



BFr Brian’s 
60th Jubilee

BThe Transitus 
of St Francis  
Reported by  

Angela Meyler

B
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Franciscan family but nephews, niec-
es, great nephews and great-nieces 
of Fr Brian. At one point it was men-
tioned how many there were but the 
number, somewhere in the hundreds 
now escapes me.

On Saturday 20th September at 
11:30 am Fr Brian celebrated with 
six other concelebrants, a special 
Mass for the 60th anniversary of his 
ordination to the priesthood. There 
were three ex-parish priests from our 
parish, of St Thomas of Canterbury 
on the altar, Fr Brian, Fr Quentin 
Jackson and Fr Isidore Faloona. Other 
priests of the deanery were 
also on the altar and there 
was a smattering of friars in 
the pews.

Fr Michael Copps, the current 
provincial, gave an amusing bio-
graphical account of Fr Brian’s 
life. He mentioned his love of 
words and of crosswords as well 
as his great energy that a new 
knee did not succeed in curb-
ing. As a very local boy, having 
spent his boyhood in Worcester 
Crescent on the Monkhams Estate, 
he never spent much of his life very 
far away from the local area. There 
were three brief sojourns ‘abroad’ 
and national service in the north-east 
down the mines as a Bevan Boy, a 
spell in Nottingham and some years 
in north of the border in Glasgow 
which only two days earlier had 
remained with the rest of Scotland 
in the United Kingdom. Most of his 
learned homilies, always being intro-
duced with a joke, have been deliv-
ered over these 60 years, in the 
parishes of Woodford, Stratford and 
Forest Gate.

Fr Michael mentioned how Fr Brian 
would disappear at a moment’s 
notice to visit parishioners of whom 

news had just arrived of their ill-
ness. He was so fast on his feet that 
perhaps he arrived by their bedside 
before the ambulance. Not men-
tioned by Fr Michael was the occa-
sion when Fr Brian himself was due 
to be admitted one afternoon for a 
minor operation. As his admission 
was not due until the afternoon he 
used the morning of that day to visit 
other parishioners in the same hospi-
tal. Now that’s dedication!

Following the Mass there was a 
grand reception in the Becket Centre 
where Fr Brian was seen chatting to 
Mrs. Ferrari, founder of Avon House, 
who lived next door to his parents in 
Worcester Crescent when Fr Brian 
was a youth. The occasion was very 
much a family affair, not just the 
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Thomas’ please put it in your diary for 
next year. Trinity Catholic High School 
enacted the death of St Francis with 
devotion, dedication and utter com-
mitment The Choir was first class as 
was the orchestra which was a joy 
to experience. The atmosphere was 
wonderfully captured by the genius 
who directed the lighting.

It was a privilege to share this 
special evening with the Friary com-
munity before celebrating Mass the 
following morning to commemorate 
their founder St. Francis and sharing 
their generous refreshments after-
wards prepared and served by our 
devoted CWL members.

A date for your diary: watch the 
newsletter as October 3rd will be on 
a Saturday in 2015.

and along with them altogether I 
have left on the Friday and returned 
straight after the race arriving back 
into London on the Monday morning. 
I think it has been a bit of an ordeal.  
But the Race for Justice was born; a 
catch phrase to draw attention to the 
work of CAFOD and BCCS, Brentwood 
Catholic Children’s Society.

Memories are flooding back as I 
reflect and write.  Berlin was amaz-
ing.  With my previous best marathon 
time of 2:30 I was placed at the 
very front of 45,000 runners and  
lined up alongside Dennis Kimetto.  
I am featured on Berlin TV.  On the 
marathon website video the Cafod 
and BCCS luminous shirt is visible, 
with my now ubiquitous peaked cap, 
alongside the eventual winners and 
the new men’s world record holder.  
I like to think I pushed Kimetto from 
the gun and was able to stay with him 
for the first 400 metres.  So, Tokyo 
left, February 22nd.  I am glad for 
these few months of rest now.  I am 
already planning next year’s schedule 
and I move fully into ultra- distances 
with entries confirmed in a couple of 
100 mile races and invites to some 
100km races.  Running has given 
me so much; I feel fit and healthy.  If 
you see a runner in Woodford 
with a peaked cap, it will 
be me; say hi to those 
who have contribut-
ed to the CAFOD & 
BCCS fund very 
many thanks.  
Know that 
together we are 
making a dif-
ference.  Keep 
on running (for  
justice).

Chronicle of
Parish Events

By PA Nache

Chronicle of
Parish Events Parish AGM  

reported by  
Jerry Crowley

Alan Mair Still  
Running for Justice 
 has enthralled the 

parish with his heroic 
efforts over the past 

year he writes:

Franciscan family but nephews, niec
es, great nephews and great-nieces 

on the altar, Fr Brian, Fr Quentin 
Jackson and Fr Isidore Faloona. Other 

-
graphical account of Fr Brian’s 
life. He mentioned his love of 
words and of crosswords as well 
as his great energy that a new 
knee did not succeed in curb-
ing. As a very local boy, having 
spent his boyhood in Worcester news had just arrived of their ill

Reflecting the poor attendances of 
recent years, this year’s AGM, on 
Sunday 19th October, was held direct-
ly after the 11:30 Mass. Attendance 
did rise a little: including Parish 
Council members and Friars there 
were approaching 50 people in the 

If you did not have the opportunity 
to come to the celebration of The 
Transitus on 3rd October  at St. 

When I embarked on my record 
breaking attempt at running the Six 
World Marathon Majors in one year 
I didn’t consider what it would feel 
like to sit here on the cusp of the 
final race.  London, Boston, Berlin, 
Chicago and New York are all com-
plete and I have been happy with 
my times; 3:27, 3:55, 3:25, 3:19 
and 3:22 respectively.  Marathons 
are always run in the spring or the 
autumn.  With London and Boston 8 
days apart in the spring I was faced 
with the second group of three mara-
thons in the space of five weeks.  At 
18 miles in New York my legs said 
no more.  They were tired and I 
was not able to sustain the pace for 
3:06.  I came over the line with my 
left leg cramping but a respectable 
time of 3:22.  Add in the flying miles, 
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Becket Centre, up from about 30 last 
year; but that still falls short of what 
might be expected for a once-a-year 
event that reveals so much about the 
affairs of the Parish. Furthermore, it 
was all done and dusted in under an 
hour, by 1:35pm, thanks to presenta-
tions kept brief and to the point. 

Fr. Austin reported that average 
weekly Sunday Mass attendance 
has held steady across the three 
Mass centres at 1,395, and also 
gave numbers for baptisms, First Holy 
Communions, confirmations, wed-
dings and funerals. He also reported 
that over £5,000 had been raised 
by the annual FMU Appeal by Br. 
Christopher, and proffered his thanks 
and fond farewell to Sister Maureen, 
now returned to Ireland. 

He was followed by four quick-fire 
presentations on activities that rep-
resent just a handful of the very wide 
range of activities engaged in across 
the Parish. These were TELCO (work-
ing for the common good by imple-
menting the Church’s social teaching; 
every parishioner is already a mem-
ber, so why not get actively involved); 
the Scouts (celebrating their 75th 
anniversary this year, in rude health 
and also really enjoying themselves); 
the SVP (talking and listening to vul-
nerable people and offering them 
practical help where needed; but 
now reduced to just five active mem-
bers, therefore badly in need of new 
recruits); and the Brownies, who pro-
vided a delightful slide show of their 

memorable and highly successful 
day out at Alexandra Palace.

 The Annual Accounts (for the year 
ended April 2014, therefore already 
passing into history) show an overall 
surplus of nearly £17,000, well up 
on last year’s £6,600, but below the 
levels achieved in the preceding two 
years. This is a function of a slight 
fall in Income, offset by a far bigger 
fall in Expenses following the end of 
the Church redecoration programme. 
The point was made that total Parish 
expenses tend to move around a 
base level of about £300,000  per 
annum, but are better covered by 
Income than in many other parishes 
of similar size. Offertory collections, 
the main component of Income, have 
held steady, although Gift Aid tax 
refunds fell somewhat, mainly due to 
timing differences, which should be 
recouped this year. 

In terms of future outgoings, this 
has been something of a “breath-
er” year following completion of the 
redecoration programme. Future sub-
stantial expenditure is now looming 
for electrical refurbishment of the 
Becket Centre, cleaning and refur-
bishment of the organ, and replace-
ment of the Friars’ three cars, now 
written down to negligible value in the 
Accounts. So with Parish net funds of 
approx. £338,000 constituting not 
much more than one year’s pres-
ent outgoings currently, there is no 
room for complacency over finances. 
Here the continuing miniscule invest-

BBro Malachy’s.  
80th Birthday 
Reported by 

Angela Meyler

ment income (just £116), reflecting 
the continuing very low interest rate 
regime, is cause for concern, but 
ways are now being investigated to 
mitigate this problem.      
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On the Feast Day of St Teresa of Avila 
Fr. Brian welcomed us all to celebrate 
Mass at 10 o’ clock and gave a 
special warm welcome to “our” new 
octogenarian, Brother Malachy. After 
Mass a large number of people gath-
ered in The William Scott Room for 
a champagne reception to mark this 
special occasion.

The CWL had decorated the room 
with 80’s banners and had prepared 
a delicious buffet which was given 
even a more celebratory feel when 
Margaret Crewe arrived with a cake 
decorated with an image of the Friary, 
Brother Malachy (the extra white icing 
for the beard came at extra cost!!!) 
and symbols of his former life; the 
Royal Artillery and the Pyramids rep-
resenting his sojourn in Egypt. We 
hope he enjoyed opening his many 
cards and presents later in the day.
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Hum   urHum   ur
By Jo King

Famous 
one liners, 
well maybe 
two, from 
the late 
Phyllis Diller, 
‘Dillerisms’.

Whatever you may look like, marry 
a man your own age. As your 
beauty fades, so will his eyesight. 

Housework can’t kill you, but why 
take a chance? 

Cleaning your house while your 
kids are still growing up is like 
shovelling the walk before it stops 
snowing. 

A bachelor is a guy who never 
made the same mistake once.  

I want my children to have all the 
things I couldn’t afford. Then I 
want to move in with them. 

Most children threaten at times 
to run away from home. This is 
the only thing that keeps some 
parents going. 

Any time three New Yorkers get 
into a cab without an argument, a 
bank has just been robbed. 

We spend the first twelve months 
of our children’s lives teaching 
them to walk and talk and the 
next twelve years telling them to 
sit down and shut up. 

Burt Reynolds once asked me out. 
I was in his room. 

What I don’t like about office 
Christmas parties is looking for a 
job the next day. 

The only time I ever enjoyed 
ironing was the day I accidentally 
poured gin in the steam iron. 

His finest hour lasted a minute 
and a half. 

My photographs don’t do me 
justice - they look just like me. 

I asked the waiter, ‘Is this milk 
fresh?’ He said, ‘Lady, three hours 
ago it was grass.’

Christmas a time for romantic memories
A couple was Christmas shopping at the mall on Christmas Eve and the 
mall was packed. As the wife walked through the mall she was surprised 

to look up and see her husband was nowhere around. She was quite 
upset because they had a lot to do.   

Because she was so worried, she called him on her mobile phone to 
ask him where he was. In a calm voice, the husband said, “Honey, you 

remember the jewelry store we went into about 5 years ago where you fell 
in love with that diamond necklace that we could not afford and I told you 

that I would get it for you one day?”          
The wife choked up and starting to cry said, “Yes, I remember that 

jewelry store.          
He said, “Well, I’m in the  

pub right next to it.” 

And this for grandpas to know how 
much they are loved

A six-year-old goes to the hospital 
with her grandmother to visit her 
Grandpa. When they get to the hospi-
tal, she runs ahead of her Grandma 
and bursts into her Grandpa’s room... 

“Grandpa, Grandpa,” she says 
excitedly,

“As soon as Grandma comes into 
the room, make a noise, like a frog!” 

“What?” said her Grandpa. 
“Make a noise, like a frog - because 

Grandma said that as soon as you 
croak, we’re all going to Disney Land!”
Which reminds me of the favourite 
place I like to be, in suspense; it 
really gets the adrenalin flowing and 
pumps up the old heart! At my age I 
need all the stimuli I can get! That’s 
why I jump the lights on amber.

And the last story for 2014: 

An old nun who was living in a con-
vent next to a construction site heard 
the coarse language of the workers 
and decided to spend some time with 
them to correct their ways.

She decided she would take her 
lunch and sit with them, so she put 
her sandwich in a brown bag and 
walked over to the spot where the 
men were eating.

Sporting a big smile, she walked up 
to the group and asked:  “Any of you 
men know Jesus Christ?”

They shook their heads and looked 
at each other, very confused. Then 
one of the workers looked up into the 
scaffolding and yelled out,

“Anybody up there know Jesus 
Christ?”

 One of the above steelworkers 
yelled back down, “Why?” the other 
replied “Cause 
his mum’s 
here with his 
lunch”.

CHIMNEY SWEEP
Have your chimney or solid fuel burning stove swept to ensure it 

remains safe and e�cient to use.
If you have a chimney fire, your household insurance provider 
may refuse to settle all or part of any claim if you have not had 
the chimney or stove flue pipe swept on a regular basis by a 

professional chimney sweep.
My name is Bob Gliddon, and by using the latest equipment I will 
provide you with an e�cient and professional service, leaving you free 

to use and enjoy your fire this winter and beyond.

Call 07552 238536 for an appointment
Member of the Guild of Master Chimney Sweeps.  Fully insured.
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their income from capital returns will 
normally outstrip wage earners. 

Consequently there are no natural, 
endemic forces to prevent destabilis-
ing, anti-egalitarian forces from pre-
vailing permanently, a finding which 
supports Karl Marx’s belief that capi-
tal would accumulate ad infinitum 
and become concentrated in ever 
fewer hands. And therefore the falling 
inequality of 1930-1980 becomes 
the exception to the historical rule. 

Because wealth begets wealth, 
achieving even pedestrian 
returns on large fortunes will 

shield the wealthy 
from recessions 

and further 
e n t r e n c h 
their domi-
nance, while 
the poor are 

less insulated 
from down-

t u r n s , and small fortunes 
will be wiped out before big ones.  
Hence sluggish economic growth, 
such as we have seen in the past 
decade, tends to exacerbate inequal-
ity. Accordingly from hereon there 
will be an increasing swingback from 
earned wealth to inherited wealth; 
and most important of all, contrary 
to conventional thinking, inequality 
is not just socially corrosive, but actu-
ally reduces economic growth. 

Piketty highlights the big rise since 
1980, in many developed countries, 
in the share of national income taken 
by the richest 1 percent. This is at 
its worst in the US, where between 
1977 and 2007, the richest 10% 
appropriated three-quarters of GDP 
growth, and the richest 1% percent 

 Huge inequality of wealth 
and income has been 
the norm throughout 
history. However it saw 

a big reduction during the mid-
dle decades of the 20th century, 
through a highly unusual com-
bination of circumstances: first 
the ravages of two World Wars, 
the Great Depression, and the 
destruction of inherited wealth 
wrought by death duty taxes; 
then from 1945, sharply higher 
progressive taxation, the creation 
of welfare states, and finally the 
wealth-eroding impact of ram-
pant inflation. Yet from about 
1980, inequality has been rising 
again, with the trend accelerat-
ing since the Millennium, due to 
the financial crash of 2008, the 
subsequent nasty recession, and 
the unintended consequences 
of policies intended to alleviate 
this, notably Quantitative Easing. 
Today rising inequality is a fea-
ture of most developed econo-
mies, at its most extreme in the 
USA but also evident in Britain.  

The great economic goal of our 
times is GDP (Gross Domestic 
Product) growth, effectively the mea-
sure of output of a given economy. 
Traditionally, some moderate wealth 
inequality has been accepted as the 
necessary price of greater prosperity: 
while successful entrepreneurs make 
the overall pot of wealth bigger, they 
also demand a larger share of that 
pot as a reward for their risk-taking. 
Such thinking was merely reinforced 
by the collapse of the former Soviet 
Union, predominantly caused by the 
failure of its egalitarian pseudo-Marx-

ist economic model. Accordingly, the 
redistributive taxes advocated by par-
ties of the left, however desirable 
socially, have been seen as militating 
against growth.   

These conventional wisdoms are 
now being stood on their head. The 
catalyst for this is the recent publica-
tion of French economist Thomas 
Piketty’s seminal work “Capital in 
the 21st Century” (by 
capital, he means 
wealth) which 
has gener-
ated a lively 
d e b a t e 
a m o n g s t 
e c o n o -
mists about 
the causes 
and effects of 
inequality. In a 
crowded field of similar 
studies, Prof. Piketty’s work stands 
out because of his (for an economist) 
unusually forthright conclusions, 
and because these are derived not 
from developing pre-conceived theo-
ries, but through exhaustive empiri-
cal research spanning the last 300 
years. His key finding is that inequal-
ity, as defined by the ratio of capital 
(i.e. wealth) to income (i.e. labour) will 
rise indefinitely, so long as the rate 
of return on that capital, achieved 
through investments in finance, prop-
erty etc., is higher than an economy’s 
rate of growth. Here he demonstrates 
that in rich countries at the forefront 
of technology and skills, over the 
long run, the rate of return on capital 
averages approx. 4%-5% a year, as 
against incomes growing at 1%-2% 
a year, ensuring that those drawing 
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Prosperity and democracy at risk from the 
comeback of inherited wealth By Jerry Crowley

nearly three-fifths of it. Globalisation 
and technological change, the stock 
explanation of most modern econo-
mists, are downplayed here since, 
while they may have played some 
role, they are common to all high-
income countries. Rather, he points 
the finger at the triumph of free-
market capitalism in both the US and 
Europe, and in the US, the rise of the 
“super-manager” receiving mind-bog-
gling remuneration. Result: while real 
(i.e. inflation-adjusted) wages for most 
US workers have barely increased 
since the early 1970s, they have 
risen by 165% for the top 1%, and 
by 362% for the top 0.1%. He care-
fully distinguishes between “socially 
useful” entrepreneurs - the wealth 
creators - and “rentiers” who grow 
rich through passive investments in 
finance, stocks, property and the like. 
But with a Marxist turn of phrase, he 
argues that “the entrepreneur inevi-
tably tends to become a rentier, more 
and more dominant over those who 
own nothing but their labour. Once 
established, capital reproduces itself 
faster than output increases. The 
past devours the future.” And this, he 
argues (this time contrary to Marx) is 
the central contradiction of capital-
ism: wealth will concentrate to levels 
of inequality that are incompatible 
with democracy, never mind social 
justice, and so are unsustainable.   

    

 To which must surely be 
added: the passing and 
occasional reversing of 
the redistributive/pro-

gressive tax regimes that char-
acterised the middle decades of 
the 20th century, especially in 

Europe; and the huge but largely 
invisible welfare state for the rich 
in the US that exists by virtue 
of their phenomenal level of tax 
exemptions and loopholes, rang-
ing from very low capital gains 
tax compared with income tax, 
to a very generous inheritance 
tax regime. Then there is the 
ever-greater role of high finance 
in English-speaking countries, 
as it outgrows its original func-
tion as a provider of funds to 
worthy enterprises, to become 
an end in itself. From the eleva-

tion of “shareholder value” to 
icon status, to the destructive 
short-term incentives provided by 
share options, to the rise of ven-
ture capital (load a company up 
with debt, the interest on which is 
tax-deductible, then extract huge 
cash dividends for the financier-
owners), all this is gradually gen-
erating a new cadre of super-rich. 
It therefore seems likely that a 
whole new phalanx of heirs is set 
in future decades to benefit from 
the huge financial and property 

estates now being assembled 
by financiers and entrepreneurs 
grown fat on the back of “share-
holder value”.        

From here, straight to the housing 
market, the latest form of substantial 
– and unforeseen  -  inherited wealth 
for many. It is entirely relevant that on 
both sides of the Atlantic, the 2007-
08 financial crash, the biggest crisis 
of capitalism since the Great Crash 
of 1929, resulted not from any busi-
ness downturn (though that inevita-
bly followed) but from epic property 
speculation, encompassing commer-

cial as well as residential property, 
and further fuelled by irresponsible 
lending by poorly regulated banks 
wielding an array of half-understood 
new financial instruments. Sustained 
house price rises are socially noxious 
as they promote tensions between 
haves and have-nots; and because 
so often, housing-originated wealth is 
primarily a function of the point in the 
housing cycle at which one stepped 
onto the house-price ladder.  

Then there is the insidious and 
often invisible influence of wealthy 

Return on capital 
averages approx. 4%-5% 

a year

incomes 
growing at 

1%-2% a year

Result: while real (i.e. inflation-adjusted) 
wages for most US workers have barely 

increased since the early 1970s, they have
risen by 165% for the top 1%, and by 

362% for the top 0.1%
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“Christianity in particular is accused 
of being ‘anti-science’ and ‘anti-
Planet’. As so often with such criti-
cisms, it is not borne out by reality. 
Throughout history, Christians have 
contributed to the study of science, 
most notably computer science 
pioneer Charles Babbage; chem-
ists Michael Faraday and Antoine 
Lavoisier; mathematicians Gottfried 
Leibniz and Isaac Newton; astrono-
mer William Herschel; chemist and 
microbiologist Louis Pasteur, and the 
‘father’ of nuclear physics, Ernest 
Rutherford. Radio pioneer Guglielmo 
Marconi, a Catholic, set up Vatican 
Radio in 1931. American scientist 
George Washington Carver (1864–
1943) was born a slave but largely 
by his own efforts became a botanist 
and an inventor who testified to his 
faith in Jesus as enabling his belief in 
God as well as science. Lutheran Max 
Planck (below) (1858–1947), seen 
as the founder of Quantum mechan-
ics, won the Nobel Prize for Physics 

elites, eventually enabling them to 
rewrite society’s rules in their own 
favour. Here Piketty cites the example 
of France’s Third Republic (1870-
1940). Despite its avowed egalitar-
ian philosophy, wealth and income 
during it remained nearly as concen-
trated, and economic privilege almost 
as dominated by inheritance, as in its 
British neighbour with its aristocratic 
constitutional monarchy. Its govern-
ments did almost nothing to prevent 
the economic domination of rentiers, 
with estate taxes being laughably 
low. Why didn’t the universally enfran-
chised citizens of France vote in poli-
ticians ready to take on the rentier 
class? Because then as now, great 
wealth purchased great influence, 
not just over policies but also public 
discourse, leaving Piketty to conclude 
that “no hypocrisy is too great when 
economic and financial elites are 
obliged to defend their interests”. 

Similar forces are at work today 
in the US, as plutocrats and large 
corporations dominate the financing 
of party election campaigns. With 
every Congressional or Presidential 
election, the problem gets worse. Yet 
in a recent ruling, the US Supreme 
Court refused to limit the size of multi-
million dollar political donations, on 
the ludicrous grounds that this would 
constitute an infringement of free 
speech. Then there is the huge influ-
ence of Wall Street in Washington, 
not least the strong representa-
tion of ex-Wall Street executives in 
almost every Federal administration. 
Alongside this stands today’s egre-
gious behaviour by directors of large 
corporations in awarding each other 
vast compensation packages, egged 
on by obliging remuneration consul-
tants, in a true confluence of elitist 
self-interest. As the US novelist Upton 
Sinclair observed, “it is difficult to 

get a man to understand something, 
when his salary depends on his not 
understanding it”. 

 In a subject as complex as 
this, caution is advisable. 
However, critics of Piketty’s 
work have found it diffi-

cult to refute his thesis, instead 
querying some of the detailed 
data behind his conclusions. 
His key findings are also sup-
ported by a recent IMF report, 
“Redistribution, Inequality and 
Growth”. This compares different 
countries with respect to their 
growth, and the degree of income 
redistribution they have achieved 
via progressive taxation, benefits, 
universal health cover and edu-
cation. It concludes that lower 
net inequality is robustly correlat-
ed with faster and more durable 
growth; and more interestingly, 
that there is only weak evidence 
that even very large wealth redis-
tributions hamper growth.  

Whatever your reaction, Piketty has 
radically changed the parameters of 
the debate over inequality. As well 
as undermining the free-market phi-
losophies of the political right, he 
also throws serious doubt on the 
complacent belief of today’s centre-
left parties that social justice can be 
achieved merely by some mild wealth 
redistribution, alongside the benefits 
of globalisation and a re-skilled work-
force. He cites the novels of Jane 
Austen and Balzac as examples of 
the 19th century world of “patrimo-
nial capital” to which he believes 
we are inexorably returning. Unless, 
that is, determined action is taken, 
through swingeing taxes on outsize 
salary packages, but even more so 
on inherited wealth.
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tion, especially of organisms - also 
contributed to the study of ecology. 
Georges Lemaître (1894–1966), a 
Belgian priest, pioneered the Big Bang 
theory. The devout paleontologist 
Mary Anning (1799-1847) became 
famous for discovering fossils in Lyme 
Regis, Dorset. Augustinian abbot 

– the eradication of Down’s children 
before birth. The first President of the 
Pontifical Academy for Life, he was 
named a Servant of God. 

Francis Collins, formerly director 
of the American National Human 
Genome Research Institute, has 
written on faith and science. Father 
Andrew Pinsent, a Catholic priest, is 
a particle physicist who contributed 
to the Delphi experiment at the CERN 
project, and is Research Director of 
the Ian Ramsey Centre for Science 
and Religion at Oxford University. 
Australian physician John Billings 
(1918–2007) developed the Billings 
ovulation method, used in natural 
family planning; in 1969, Pope Paul 
VI made him a Knight Commander 
of the Order of St. Gregory the Great. 
Anglican Sir John Gurdon, a British 
biologist, in 2012 received the Nobel 
Prize for Physiology or Medicine, along 
with Shinya Yamanaka; their discov-
ery that mature cells can be convert-
ed to stem cells is proving far more 
successful in treating disease than 

anist who worked on the Eden Project 
in Cornwall, is a past President of 
Christians in Science, as is scientist 
R. J. Berry.

Christians have also been involved 
in evolutionary biology, for example, 
Charles Foster, an advocate of theistic 
evolution. John T. Houghton, co-chair 
of the Intergovernmental Panel on 
Climate Change, was formerly a Vice 
President of Christians in Science. 
Professor Mike Hulme, a Christian, 
is professor of Climate Change at the 
School of Environmental Sciences at 
the University of East Anglia. Christian 
environmentalists have included 
economist and environmentalist E. 
F. Schumacher, who was influenced 
by the ‘small property owner’ system 
of Distributism developed by G. K. 
Chesterton, and the economics of 
Hilaire Belloc. Schumacher converted 
to Catholicism just before the pub-
lication of his famous work Small 
is Beautiful (1973), impressed by 
the Church’s teaching on economics 
but also on sexuality and artificial 
contraception, saying of Pope Paul 
VI’s encyclical Humane Vitae (1968) 
that “If the Pope had written anything 
else...I would have lost all faith in the 
papacy.”

Reviled for its rejection of artificial 
contraception, the encyclical warned 
of its negative effects, especially on 
women. It made four famous pre-
dictions about the fate of marriage 
and society if the Church’s traditional 
teaching about contraception was 
ignored, and the unitive and procre-
ative aspects of marriage separated: 
there would be an increase in infidel-
ity, with a “general lowering of moral-
ity”; men would cease to respect 
women in their totality and would treat 
them as “mere instruments of selfish 
enjoyment” rather than as esteemed 
partners; unscrupulous governments 
would use contraception as a weapon 
against the weak and marginalized.

And so it has become.

Science a nd Christian Apologetics
By Ann Farmer
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self-interest. As the US novelist Upton 
Sinclair observed, “it is difficult to 

on inherited wealth.
in 1918. The devout Austrian Victor 
Francis Hess (1883–1964) won the 
same prize in 1936 for discovering 
cosmic rays. 

Christians have also been promi-
nent in the natural sciences, some 
of them making a vital contribution 
to the study of the environment. For 
example Carolus Linnaeus (1707–
1778), known as the ‘father of mod-
ern taxonomy’ – scientific classifica-

Gregor Mendel (1822–1884), known 
as the ‘father of modern genetics’ 
for his study of sweet peas, over-
turned the theories of eugenicists. 
Asa Gray (1810–1888), who wrote 
Gray’s Manual, a seminal work on bot-
any, insisted that ‘natural selection’ 
was not inconsistent with religious 
belief. More recently, devout Catholic 
French geneticist Jérôme Lejeune 
(1926–1994) discovered the extra 
chromosome responsible for Down 
syndrome, but deeply regretted the 
use to which the discovery was put 

more controversial techniques using 
cells from human embryos. Biologist 
Brian Heap was a founding mem-
ber of the International Society for 
Science and Religion. Anglican theo-
logian Alister McGrath, a molecular 
biophysicist, has written extensively 
on the relationship between science 
and theology, and has rebutted the 
‘new atheism’. Ghillean Prance, a bot-



or die. Honourably, of course. What 
did these Yankees know. They had 
no code, no traditions like the South. 
Until now they had only faced the red 
man, savages, armed with bows and 
arrows they had massacred by the 
thousand. They’d find a difference 
with his Southern boys, they wouldn’t 
be so easy to kill.

He remembered bitterly, the com-
placency of some of his countrymen, 
burying their heads in the sand, con-

vinced them-
selves that the 
Yankees would 
never go to war 
against them 
to abolish slav-
ery. The very 
word offended 
him…..slavery. 
He remembered 
happy days on the 
plantation, the 
warm Southern 

sun, the Negro spirituals, sung with 
such feeling.

Slavery…nonsense. Everybody had 
a place in the order of things, every-
body was happy, including the Negro. 
He had his place too, and knew what it 
was, content with his lot. At least, until 
these damned Yankees put their high-
falutin’ ideas in his head, with their 
talk of freedom. Yes, life had been 
good until then.

Small wonder that those 
Northerners envied them and want-
ed to take them over, forcing them 
into a Union of the States they didn’t 
want, or need. For a long time now 
they had cast covetous eyes on the 
wealth of the Southern States, and 
their ‘abolishing slavery’ was just an 
excuse to enable them to get their 
greedy hands on them.

“Well, they won’t succeed”, he whis-
pered, “not while there’s breath in this 
body”. He stiffened, sure he’d heard 
the stirring sound of a bugle. Ours or 
theirs, he wondered. But it didn’t really 
matter, either way it meant that things 
were moving. Now to position his foot 

 He sat alone in the 
sparsely furnished room 
in the gathering gloom 
looking across the 

expanse towards the small town 
of Gettysburg. 

Again, he went over the plan for 
his own part in the coming battle. So 
much depended on the outcome, not 
only for the Southern cause, but also 
for him personally. Failure could see 
his military career in tatters.

This would probably be his last 
chance to vindicate the unusual tacti-
cal decisions he had taken recently, 
and justify Lee’s continued confidence 
in him. He knew only too well that he 
had many critics in the echelons of 
command beneath him.

He smiled bitterly, consoling himself 
with the sure knowledge that some of 
the greatest generals in history had 
their detractors, and had been pulled 
down by lesser men.

“But not me”, he muttered through 
clenched teeth, then again, more 
emphatically, “not me”

As long as he still had the trust of 
his men, and of Robert E. Lee, the rest 
of them could go hang. He was well 
aware that they were out-numbered 
and out–gunned by Meade’s Union 
army : he thought of the derisory nick-
name that his boys had given the blue-
coated soldiers of the North.

“Bluebellies”, He spoke the name 

aloud, and permitted himself a brief 
moment of amusement. He thought 
too of the nickname they had given 
in return to his Confederate army……..
Johnny Rebs.

“Well”, he growled defiantly, “we 
have something to rebel about. We 
won’t be taken over by those damned 
Yankees”.

He’d already formulated his plan 
of action. Instead of the usual tactic 
of throwing everything at once at the 
enemy, he would 
deploy his foot 
soldiers to attack 
in waves, keeping 
them mobile to fill 
in any gaps in the 
line.  His precious 
cavalry would be 
cunningly held 
in reserve, out of 
sight at the start 
of the battle. 
If the day was 
going badly, they would be his shock 
troops. His eyes grew misty for a brief 
moment. He’d always had a soft spot 
for his cavalry since his own days on 
horseback, as a greenhorn.

He remembered vividly the thrill of 
the charge, sabre held out in front, 
steady as a rock, powerful horse 
beneath, in full gallop.

He sighed, almost wishing it could be 
that simple again. Uncomplicated….do 

IN TOUCH 2014 ISSUE 4 29

Last Post By Edward Tilbury

soldiers. No time for more reminiscing.
He spent the next twenty minutes 

totally absorbed in his task. Finally, 
he positioned his cavalry out of sight 
behind a small copse, where they 
would be ready to hand when the 
right moment came. As he finished 
he heard the first canon salvos, saw 
many sections of his infantry mown 
down before they had fired a shot. 
The battle had really begun. He was 
in his element now, moving riflemen 
into new positions where gaps had 
been blown in the South’s line, and 
re-deploying their own light canon in 
support.

For hours the conflict raged back 
and forth, gains and losses on both 
sides, but gradually, inexorably, the 
blue figures of the North were gaining 
ground, pushing back the men in grey. 
When he brought the cavalry from 
their hiding place in a vain attempt to 
save the day, they were shot down in 
their tracks before they could get a ral-
lying charge going.

Word came first that Lee had 
ordered a retreat, then the crushing 
blow that he had surrendered.

The grey figures lay still, everywhere 
……a terrible defeat. There was only 
one honourable course open to a 
Southern gentleman.

Slowly, he un-buttoned the leather 
holster at his hip, and took out the 
heavy Navy Colt revolver. He gazed 
at it, unseeingly, for a few minutes, 
then placed it against his temple. He 
gave one last shuddering sigh, and 
squeezed the trigger.

His housekeeper found him the 
next morning. He’d fallen forward over 
the realistic table-top battlefield he 
had spent many hours painstakingly 
constructing.

Correct to the last detail, it was a true 
to life model, the scene of the battle of 
Gettysburg, in Southern Pennsylvania. 
Scattered in dis-array were hundreds 
of small figures, some painted in the 
grey uniform of the Confederate army, 
and the greater number, in the dark 
blue of the Union army of the North. 
“I just knew that his obsession with 
that there American Civil War would 
either send him mad, or be the death 
of him”, the housekeeper told the 
hushed Coroners’ Court at the inquest.

We have been helping children across 
our diocese for nearly 30 years. Last 
year we rebranded ourselves so that 
we no longer use the Childcare name 
or logo and we now only use the 
bccs logo in addition to our formal 
registered charity name “Brentwood 
Catholic Children’s Society”. We hope 
you like the new logo which we feel is 
far more modern and speaks of love 
and care for children of all ages. 

It is a sad fact that more and more 
children are experiencing problems. 
This year we have held nearly 20% 
more sessions with children than the 
year before. This is partly to do with 
financial poverty and partly with pres-
sures placed on children by society 
and their peers and partly due to fam-
ily breakdown. Whatever the cause, 
the children tend to be the innocent 
victims and as an organisation that 
wants every child to be loved and 
loving, valued and valuable we try to 
help whenever the need arises.

Our experienced team of social 
workers and counsellors work face to 
face with children and their families 
whenever they need us. We work 
closely with our partner schools so 
that when a problem is identified we 

can respond quickly and for as long 
as it takes to resolve. Early interven-
tion of this kind is recognised as the 
best way to help with emotional or 
behavioural difficulties and our years 
of experience in this field make us 
very effective and professional and at 
the same time loving and caring.

Our formal name reflects the fact 
that we are firmly rooted in the catho-
lic community but our branches pro-
vide shelter and support not just 
for catholic children but for children 
of all faiths and none. Our relation-
ships with parishes in our diocese 
are essential to keep our roots strong 
and healthy so that our branches can 
continue to provide shelter and sup-
port for children in need. 

Your recent sponsored walk and 
your continued support is truly valued 
by all of us working at bccs and I can 
tell you that head teachers, parents 
and the children themselves would 
all thank you personally if they could.

If you would like to know more 
about what we do please visit our 
website www.bccs.org.uk 

The Brentwood Catholic 
Children’s Society

By Steven Webb Director
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“Well”, he growled 
defiantly, “we have 
something to rebel 
about. We won’t be 
taken over by those 
damned Yankees”.
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Have you made a Will or Lasting Power of Attorney yet?
Timing is everything. Make a Will and Lasting Power of Attorney  
while you are fit and well.  
You cannot make these documents if you become mentally incapable.
You might not be able to make these documents if you suffer a fall,  
have a stroke or are too ill.

We do home and hospital visits.

Y. Bacchus & Co Solicitors
226 Chingford Mount Road, Chingford London, E4 8JL 
Tel: 020 8524 9111 / Mobile: 07932 506 031
E-mail: ybacchus@bacchuslaw.co.uk 
Web: www.bacchuslaw.co.uk
Authorised & Regulated by the Solicitors Regulation Authority No: 282253

Are you over 65 and retired?
Are you worried about your memory?
Are you becoming confused  
about your money? 

You can remember 
these days clearly.  
But you can’t remember 
what you did yesterday.

Life can be unpredictable 
Always expect the unexpected!
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Too busy  
for an eye test?
We are now open until 

8.00pm  
Thursday evening
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