
‘….and they recognised the Lord Jesus in the 
breaking of bread.’  
(Luke 24: 13-35) 
The Emmaus story gives us a model of discipleship that our Church Review last year 
endorsed as being crucial to our own development here at St Mary’s . 
The story tells us of how after Good Friday the disciples decide to leave Jerusalem and go 
off somewhere else. As they do so they fall into conversation with a stranger who has 
noticed their downcast faces and he encourages them to talk about their disappointments 
and fears and the confusion the recent events have left them in. Having listened to their 
story the stranger then responds by opening up the word of God to them, showing them how 
it was all part of God’s plan that the Christ should suffer and so enter into his glory. This 
‘Good News’ encourages the disciples and they invite the stranger to stay with them, which 
he does. And in the breaking of the bread as they share supper with him they recognise the 
stranger as Jesus, realising that all along they had sensed his presence, without fully 
recognising who he was. And then they arise from the table, go out and proclaim the Good 
News that he was risen from the dead. This is a model of how we all need to relate to Christ 
and how we need to express our discipleship and membership of Christ’ church. 
 
We begin by bringing our everyday experience, our hopes and our disappointments before 
God in prayer. We need to pour out our hearts, holding nothing back, telling God exactly how 
we feel. Then we need to ponder God’s word as it comes to us through the liturgy when we 
come to worship, through other people as we encounter the Christ within them and through 
the scriptures as we read them ourselves. When we do this conscientiously and honestly we 
too will feel something stir with in us as we sense the presence of Christ, knowing that he is 
near. We need then to invite him to stay with us as we gather together for the Eucharist 
where in company with our fellow disciples around the table of the Lord, in fellowship and 
through our worship, we will recognise Christ in our midst and receive him into our lives. We 
then become witnesses to his risen life in the world today and in our own lives and need to 
share with others what we have seen. We then will walk with others as they journey, 
listening to them. We will help share the scriptures with them and nurture in them a hunger 
for the body of Christ and meeting the risen Lord and they too become witnesses.  
No longer coming to church 
This pattern of discipleship is one which has stood the test of time but the context in which 
this happens needs to be reviewed as our society changes. The Review group felt that 
whereas in the past much of this would happen in church, now it needs to happen outside 
church because seekers after truth are no longer automatically coming to church as part of 
their quest. 
The first stage in our redevelopment is to completely renew our House Groups. The plan is 
to have more groups set up, calling them Emmaus Groups, and that they will meet regularly, 
ideally once a month, and will engage in the process outlined above. Fellowship, study and a 
sharing of our journeys will be something open to non-church members and will also include a 
pastoral responsibility for people and perhaps a particular area of the parish. The study 
side will be directed from the centre and group leaders, for whom training will be provided, 
will meet with the Ministry team in order for this to happen. The ideal would be for every 



member of St Mary’s to belong to one of these new Emmaus Groups. 
In the Emmaus story the disciples engaging in this process felt a ‘fire burning within them’ 
as progress was made. Let us pray that that same fire may burn within us as we seek to 
continue our journey as a church down the Emmaus road, encountering the risen Lord as we 
do so, and enabling others to do the same as a consequence.  
Geoffrey 

 
Two Lady Ministers 
Naomi, our curate, and Eleanor, Minister of Derby Road Methodist Church, are 
frequently mistaken for each other. As it happens, apart from being friends, they 
started out on their paths in the ministry at around the same time. They met as 
students at Cambridge, at Fitzwilliam College for their theology degree, though they 
did their training at different colleges, Eleanor at Fitzwilliam and Naomi at Ridley 
Hall. Here they describe what they do. 

 
Eleanor 
When I am asked to write an article about myself I always find it difficult to know where to 
start. So let me begin with the basics: my name is Revd Eleanor Jackson and I am the 
Methodist Minister for South Woodford Methodist Church in Derby Road. I was born and 
brought up in Hertfordshire; first in Radlett and then in King’s Langley,  incidentally the 
birth place of the only English Pope – Nicholas Breakspear. My only claim to fame is that I 
was in the same year at Watford Grammar School for Girls as Geri Halliwell, formerly 
Ginger Spice. We were not in the same class though and I cannot say I  really knew her, so 
it is a pretty weedy claim! 
 
I have been in South Woodford since September 2005 having come straight from 
theological college. I did my training at Wesley House in Cambridge and whilst I was there I 
met Naomi, your curate, as we were in the same Old Testament lectures. It really is a very 
small world! As part of my Ministerial training I did various placements: as the Chaplaincy 
Assistant to the Cambridge Methodist Student Society, at the Queen Victoria Seamen’s 
rest, at the West London Mission of the Methodist Church, and at a small church in Canning 
Town. 
 
I am married to another Methodist Minister, Roy, who is the Superintendent of the 
Romford circuit. We have been married for nearly fourteen years and in that time I have 
lived in Ely, with a view from my front windows of the beautiful cathedral and in Poole, 
Dorset. This was also a very beautiful place to live, though our road was not particularly 
quiet as we were close to Poole Stadium where they held Speedway, Truckfests and 
Greyhound racing! 
 
Before I trained for the Ministry I took my first degree in English with a minor in Film 
studies  at the University of East Anglia and I still enjoy the occasional trip to the cinema. I 
am currently combining this interest in popular culture with my theological studies, as my 
dissertation for my MA in Pastoral Theology is examining: ‘the role of the ordained person 



through the lens of popular culture,’ specifically ‘MASH’ and the ‘Vicar of Dibley.’ I am 
probably one of the few people who can claim to have been working while watching the last 
two episodes of the latter programme at Christmas and New Year.  
Between my two periods of study and training, I did various jobs, which required what my 
mother in law refers to as ‘portable skills,’ working in retail and then administration, 
including three and a half years working for the Borough of Poole and six months working 
for Shelter. In my time off I enjoy walks exploring London with my husband, visits to art 
exhibitions and the theatre, looking after our elderly Border Collie, Bella and visiting my 
family especially my little niece and baby nephew. 
 
In addition to having pastoral charge of South Woodford I also look after another church in 
North Chingford. I am what is known in Methodism as a probationer Minister, which means 
that I am not yet ordained, although I have been given authorisation by the Methodist 
Conference to preside at Holy Communion. This does not happen automatically for 
probationers and has to be applied for each year. I hope to be ordained on 8th July this year 
at the Methodist Conference in Blackpool. 
 
Naomi 
At the Seekers party in February someone took a picture of me spinning six plates in the 
air: “a typical day in the life of a curate.”  Except there are no typical days in the life of a 
curate. There are, however, some fixed points. Most days, Geoffrey and I meet for morning 
and evening prayer and Holy Communion. Here we praise and worship God, pray for our 
world, our church, our Parish and ourselves and thank God for his goodness. Sometimes 
members of the congregation join us.  What about you? Are you free at 8.30 or 9.00am or 
5.30pm> At my last church 5 0r 6 members of the congregation met every morning for 
prayer. Could you join us once a week? 
 
Some days I will be preparing to lead worship or to preach; I may be preparing for a funeral 
or a school assembly. I need to spend time asking God for guidance, time studying the Bible 
to understand what it says, and time writing the liturgy, or the talk or the activities. Some 
days I lead worship in church – obviously on Sundays, but also for Mums and Tods, baptisms, 
funerals and visiting groups. Some days I am taking funerals at several different 
crematoria, or taking assemblies in schools. Some days I am visiting members of the 
congregation in different hospitals in the area or calling into to local nursing homes to meet 
the residents. Sometimes I take part in ecumenical services or go to Chelmsford for 
training. Some days I spend at my desk studying Scripture, doctrine and liturgy, and 
learning to love God and his people more. When I am not undertaking any of the above, I am 
trying to visit every member of the congregation in order to get to know you all. 
People often wonder why I wear my stole tied over one shoulder not two and why I can’t 
preside at the Eucharist. This is because I am a deacon not a priest. I have been fully and 
properly ordained as a deacon, and in the summer I shall be fully and properly ordained as a 
priest. The Church of England recognises three orders of ordained minister. Every minister 
is ordained deacon; most deacons will be ordained priest; a few priests will be ordained 
bishop. Every minister is first and foremost a deacon. Deacons work with other Christians in 
caring for the sick and needs; they strengthen the faithful by example, teaching and 
encouragement; they encourage those who have left the church or never acknowledged God 



in their lives to turn to Christ and to live godly lives; they assist the incumbent in preaching 
and leading worship. 
 
It is a tremendous privilege to have the opportunity to work with you in this parish. My 
desire is see more people recognise God at work in this world and to dedicate their lives to 
him. All Christians are called to speak of God and love godly lives and treat our neighbours 
and our world in such a way that God’s kingdom, which is the reconciliation of man with God, 
and man with man can be seen among us. My job is to help and encourage you to do this. 
Thank you for giving me this privilege. 

 
Prayers for Young People 
Bob Pamplin 

The second Deanery Prayers for young people was held at Holy Trinity Church Barkingside 
on Thursday 8th March.  The evening began with Hillary Musker the new Deanery Youth 
Worker welcoming us and telling us about the format of the evening.   
We began with two hymns Pour out your Spirit Lord and Over all the Earth. Then a reading 
from Isaiah 32 v 15-20. We then either sat and prayed in the pews or visited  one of the 4 
prayer stations that had been set up around the church. These were: 
Pray for ourselves and our churches 
Dustbin prayers – write confession prayers on a piece of paper and throw away in a dustbin. 
Psalm 51 v 1-2 
Map prayers – pray for specific churches, their leaders and their work with young people, 
stick a sticker on the map for the churches you have prayed for. Isaiah 32 v 3-4 
Pray for those living in difficult circumstances in Redbridge and throughout the world 
Candle prayers – There were various pictures and newspaper articles to read about and 
pray about. Or you could pray about people in difficult circumstances that you know about. 
Then light a candle to represent the light of Christ coming into that situation.  
Isaiah 32 v 1-2 
Pray for our local schools 
Pipe cleaner prayers – offer silent prayers for people you know who go to school or work in 
schools, young people involved in running Christian Unions. 
While you were thinking about individual people or groups of people and praying for them, 
you could make a pipe cleaner person or building to represent them. 
 
Ask for God’s guidance and blessing 
River prayers – read Isaiah 32 v15-17 & 20. Think about your plans, gifts, or dreams you 
want to place before God to be watered by his Holy Spirit. Talk to God about them. Listen 
to what He has to say to you. Choose a stone to place in the water and / or seed(s) to place 
to the ‘river’ as you bring these things to God in prayer. 
Flower prayers – Give thanks to God for all the good things in your life and in Redbridge. 
Think about young people who you know and ask that the Holy Spirit will guide them as they 
grow and blossom. 
If you wanted to, while you are thinking about and praying for specific young people, you 
could make a paper flower and place it by the ‘river’. 



The evening ended with the hymn Everlasting Lord. 
My feelings on the event were positive and very rewarding. If any one is interested in 
attending any of the Deanery services or Prayer evenings please let me know. 
 

Bill Kent, stalwart of St Mary’s  
Bill Kent died last month, at Whipps Cross Hospital after a series of setbacks to his 
health. Chris Winward was one of Bill’s close friends and delivered the oration to Bill 
at his funeral. 
We live in this great city surrounded by crowds of people.  People everywhere.  And it’s easy 
to fall into the trap of thinking that , because there are so many of us that one more or less 
doesn’t really make much difference, and therein lies the danger of ceasing to value each 
individual properly.  Since I became involved in pastoral work, one of the many lessons that I 
have learned is the enormous value of each single life. Especially so, when a person is in the 
evening of their life and an awareness comes over you that each individual has been precious 
to many different people on their life’s journey. And, of course, Jesus taught us how 
precious each person is to God.   
 
As Bill approached the end of his life on this earth, I was conscious of how little I knew 
about his earlier years and I am indebted to his elder sister Emily or Em for telling me 
about it. Bill began his life’s journey in Leyton on the 18th Feb 1924. His father William was 
a livestock lorry driver and life, as it was for so many in those days must have been pretty 
tough as his mother Susannah took in washing to help make ends meet. Nonetheless, Em said 
that they were very happy.   
 
Bill excelled at primary school and won a scholarship to the local grammar school (Leyton I 
presume) where he also excelled at cricket and football and he and I often discussed the 
pain and pleasure of watching his local team Leyton Orient.  He and Em were sent off to 
Sunday School every week at St Mary’s church along the road, and Bill joined the Boys 
Brigade. Em recalls that, like me, he was often in trouble with the officers because, like me, 
he failed to polish the brass buckle belt on his uniform. A typical boy you might say.   
 
When he left school, Bill trained as a toolmaker and worked for a local electrical goods 
manufacturer where he rose to a very responsible position. So much so that he was excused 
military service during the war as he was an essential worker.   
 
Happiest event of his life 
After the war, the happiest event of his life came about when he met his beloved Thelma at 
a local dance. They fell in love and married and lived at first in Leytonstone and then in 
Mulberry Way here in South Woodford where Bill remained until a few years ago.   
 
As I said, they had met at a dance and loved to go ballroom dancing together. Bill was so 
good at it that he actually became an instructor and during his later years he promised to 
one day teach me. He obviously relished a challenge! 
 
Bill told us how much he adored Thelma and they had many happy years together 
particularly on holidays abroad when they visited Majorca, Spain, Yugoslavia and Canada.  



They had a very well tended garden which Bill looked after and he enjoyed growing his 
flowers and veg. They both loved seafood especially a nice Cromer crab or jellied eels which 
Bill used to buy in Leytonstone or on his regular Saturday morning visits to the market in 
Walthamstow High Street.   
 
Sadly, however, Bill and Thelma had to face the kind of tragedy that very few have to 
contend with, when Thelma was delivered of stillborn twin boys. We may only imagine the 
strength of will and the bond of love that enabled them to overcome such a tragedy.   
And, sadly, Bill had to face tragedy again many years later when, in May 1978, Thelma 
suffered an aneurism and was taken into the London Hospital. Bill and other members of the 
family, particularly Thelma’s sister Audrey maintained a bedside vigil for three months until, 
sadly, the light of his life died in August and Bill was left heartbroken. Em told me that she 
had never forgotten how desolate he was and vowed that there would never be another 
woman in his life. He became a recluse for a year until Audrey and Philip coaxed him back 
into the world by having him at their home at weekends for a while.   
 
Bill retired in the late 1980s and it was then that he came into touch with us here at St 
Mary’s. There was an opening for the job of verger and Philip recommended Bill to Bob 
Birchnall, the rector at the time, and a happy chapter in his life began to unfold. Happy, 
because he was needed, happy because he was often surrounded by people and, as it 
transpired because he struck up such a wonderful friendship with the church secretary, a 
lady called Sandy.   
 
I asked Sandy what sort of hours he worked and she laughed because it had never been 
formally established with Bob but everybody knew that Bill spent many more hours at the 
church than he was paid for because he enjoyed his work. It had become the focal point of 
his life and he was so disappointed when for reasons of increased immobility, he had to 
retire.   
 
During his time as verger he was fiercely protective of church property and there was many 
a confrontation in the drive outside with people parking their cars in order to visit the 
Memorial Hall and, as we all know, Bill called a spade a spade so the air outside was quite 
heated at times. Bill, of course,  blamed Philip because he was secretary of the Memorial  
Hall!   
 
On a more positive side, Bill loved children and he was always around for the Mums and Tods 
service chatting to the children and their parents and making them feel welcome. This is 
why Sandy thought it appropriate that any gifts in Bill’s memory should be donated to the 
Children’s Society.   
 
Sandy recalled how they often laughed together as well especially when it came to the 
significant challenge of changing light bulbs whether in the chapel which I am told is quite 
difficult or up above here in church. Bill would disappear into the darkness above and say ”If 
I’m not back in 20 minutes you’ll have to come and find me.” He and Sandy and Sybil Eccles, 
the sacristan here for many years, who too became a good friend to Bill, used to go out for 
meals together. Bill loved eating out and never turned down an opportunity to go out, 



especially to eat.  In recent years, he always went on the church outings and Sandy recalls 
last year taking him to the flower festival at Hatfield Broad Oak when it rained so 
relentlessly that they and the rest of the St Mary’s team were forced to repair to the pub 
for the afternoon. Bill didn’t seem to mind!   
 
Much to my surprise, as Bill was such a practical person, he was a bit of a technophobe, 
which was evidenced when he was staying with Philip for a short while, whilst he was 
between homes. He became terrified of going into the house, not because there was a 
fierce dog or anything like that but because there was a burglar alarm.  Whenever he 
returned home from work he insisted on Sandy accompanying him so that they could face 
this challenge together.   On one occasion, they opened the front door, the alarm started 
sounding and Bill was in such a panic to get to the control to turn it off that he tripped in 
the hall and fell flat on his face. You can just imagine the pair of them sitting on the floor 
giggling can’t you?  
 
I mentioned that Bill was changing homes. As he had become increasingly immobile, he 
decided to move into Abbeyfield, briefly in Hermon Hill and then to Selworthy Close where 
he was as happy as he could be given the circumstances and where he was looked after with 
great care by Beverley and all the staff there, for which he was most grateful.   
The practical side of his life had, of course, been organised by Philip and in the last week of 
his life Bill told me how much he had appreciated Philip’s, kindness.  
 
Like having another father  
But, of course, if Philip had looked after the practical side, at this stage of Bill’s life there 
was really one person who kept him going with her personal loving care,  showing by her love 
that he was still, as Jesus taught us, a valued human being,  a great friend. And Bill, of 
course often told us that he could not have coped with life without her. As for Sandy, she 
said it was like having another father.   
 
She, of course, knew better than anyone Bill’s true character because she had worked with 
him for so long. Like all of us, he wasn’t perfect. He could be grumpy at times. If he didn’t 
like someone they knew it. Conversely, if he liked someone they knew that too. Bill tended to 
see life in black and white: there was very little grey in between. But, he had a kind, caring 
side to him. If someone in the congregation was ill in hospital he would take the bus to 
Whipps and visit. He was always appreciative of anything done for him and, speaking 
personally, I always valued his friendship because he was straightforward, kind and a 
pleasure to have around.   
 
Bill never spoke much about his faith but, as I said earlier, he had been brought up in 
Sunday School on the teachings of Jesus. He would certainly have learned more in Boys 
Brigade bible class and he was, of course, a regular worshipper and communicant here for 
many years. And I believe that those that knew him well could see that, despite his 
idiosyncrasies, there was a light deep in his life, a personal faith which had enabled him to 
overcome tragedy and continue his life showing, in his own way,  much loyalty, kindness and 
love to many of the people that he met.   
  William, Bill, brother and friend, we give thanks to God for your long and rewarding life.   



Philip Swallow adds: Bill was my brother-in-law, married to Thelma, whose sisters were 
Audrey, (who was my wife) and Ursula, married to Albert, who remained in Norfolk, where 
the family originated. Audrey and I met in Loughton at a school where we were both 
teaching just after the end of the war. Audrey was living in Bill’s house in Maybank load. She 
and I after our marriage moved to a house in Empress Avenue and saw Bill and Thelma on 
family social occasions. It was after Thelma’s untimely death at the age of 52 that I got to 
know Bill better. He became a recluse for the best part of a year and it was Audrey who 
finally managed to persuade him that socialising with other people was essential. For several 
years he spent every weekend with us in our house and gradually, I believe, we were able to 
bring him out of his self-imposed isolation. Of course, he had continued his working life as a 
toolmaker, and retired soon after he reached 60.  
 
I realised however that if he was not to return to his earlier isolation a fresh field of work 
was needed - and just at this point George Bunyan retired as verger and Memorial Hall 
caretaker. The latter position was inherited by Barbara Slaney and when I told Bob that I 
believed that Bill had the potential to make a sound verger Bob was pleased to talk to him. 
The two of them instantly developed a close and fruitful rapport and, as they say, the rest 
is history.  
 
For about 10 years I have done my best to look after Bill’s affairs. I supervised the sale of 
his house after his stroke and his settling in at Abbeyfield. Of course this situation in his 
eyes gave me no privileges whatsoever, and I shall never forget the day I returned to my 
car in the church drive after attending to matters at the Memorial Hall to find Bill had 
plastered a notice on my vehicle which urged me to depart as rapidly as possible. Needless 
to say I did not depart before forcibly remonstrating with him - a process which got me 
nowhere at all and simply revealed to me his implacability when he was exercising his divinely 
appointed role as verger and omnipotent guardian of church property.  
 
 Bill was Bill, sometimes towards the end of his life in curmudgeonly mood but always 
responsive to those who cared for him and above all utterly devoted to Sandy, who simply 
could do no wrong. We shall all miss him for different reasons and in different ways.  

 

Talking of Tea:the cup that cheers 
A strange thing happened a few years back – some ladies from a travel agency in Tokyo 
heard about my interest in tea, visited and marketed me on their Japanese web site! Every 
so often I find myself scrawling ‘Japanese week’ in my diary and welcoming tourists into our 
home. I can never really predict when this will be so I keep a file on the subject to remind 
myself of what it all entails. It is often combined with English conversation/language and 
literature classes but sometimes ‘tea’ is all that is required! Japanese ladies usually book in 
for a lecture about the history of English tea customs and tea drinking around the world – I 
have collected so many books on the subject over the years and out come my souvenir books 
of photographs from Laduree in Paris or Florian’s in Venice. I enjoy telling stories about the 
Earl of Sandwich who asked his servant to bring him two slices of bread with a slice of beef 
between, the Duchess of Bedford’s innovative tea parties and Earl Grey after whom the 
famous tea blend was named following a diplomatic mission in China. I keep a bag of half-
opened boxes of tea in the cellar and prepare saucers with samples of different blends and 



they are able to blend tea in a Georgian caddy just like one in an 18th century painting I have 
reproduced.  
 
Twinings provide me with leaflets to distribute and the ladies go home with a copy of a book 
I wrote containing menus and recipes inspired by extracts from favourite novels: literary 
teas throughout the year. They are given a tour throughout the house and shown examples 
of English china collected from many different factories including a row of Georgian and 
Victorian teapots on the kitchen dresser. The next day we start cooking – no one in Japan 
has seen a Rayburn before so that is photographed lots – as is everything! We prepare 
sandwiches, make scones and different types of cakes on the breakfast room table and set 
up a Georgian tea table in the sitting room with a three tier cake stand just like at the Ritz.  
 
This is where the serious photography starts! I put some music on, Chopin, perhaps, we make 
a pot of tea (Lady Grey seems to be favourite – a fresh packet, of course!) and we enjoy 
polite conversation as we attempt to clear the table of its contents! Sometimes they choose 
to have tea in a London hotel as well so I feel duty bound to keep up with researching the 
subject when times are slack. It beats breaking up playground fights in Walthamstow, 
something I did for many years previously!  
 
Thankfully Martin has shared my passion for tea and we have trawled the country in search 
of the best teashops, all weathers, all seasons. When I started to make a list of my 
favourite places I was astonished that it had taken three sides of A4 paper. Often I  
remember a town or village by its teashop remembering snatches of conversation, local 
accents, regional recipes years later. We love tea gardens and grand hotels too – a favourite 
was the Shelborne in Dublin with its green draped mahogany cupboards containing table 
linen and silver. Travel and tea evoke happy memories: a huge samovar on a snow-bound train 
between Moscow and St. Petersburg, sandwiches in a maharajah’s place in Jaipur, 
afternoons in tea salons in Florence or Istanbul: silver teapots, pastries and high-backed 
chairs. 
 
When all’s said and done, London apart, I think I like Bath best – I love to sit in the Pump 
Room watching the world go by. To quote Henry James: “There are few hours in life more 
agreeable than the hour dedicated to the ceremony known as afternoon tea”. 
But tell me of an ivy-clad hotel just outside a cathedral close I haven’t visited, a cottage 
covered in wisteria or a Tudor farmhouse up a deserted track and I will come running, my 
family in tow, to savour their home-made scones and clotted cream and to soak in, as 
P.G.Woodhouse affectionately describes, “its general atmosphere of leisured cosiness” to 
which I am quite addicted.   
Penny Freeston 
 

Do It Today  
Browsing through some old parish magazines on a cold February afternoon we came across 
this gem from the April 1990 edition. It was written by Chris Winward. He wrote: Jesus 
reminds us of the importance of that wonderfully child-like quality of living for today, 
implying the futility of becoming too obsessed with the anxieties of the future or, indeed, 



with the mistakes of the past. I was reminded of a piece that my father wrote suggesting 
guidelines for making the most of each day.  
Accept each day as a gift from God and make the most of it. Do at least one new thing 
each day. Life should be an adventure. Habit is a useful servant but a bad master. Plan 
something new every day, even if it is only a small thing like cooking a new dish, taking a new 
route, reading about a fresh subject, talking to a stranger.  
Do something each day just for pleasure and enjoyment. We are made for eternal joy and 
are meant to prepare for it in this life. Enjoy the little as well as the greater things. Don't 
live like an ant, scurrying around, so preoccupied with care that you do not have time to play 
with the dog, chat with a friend, gaze at the sunset, listen to music, stroll around the 
garden, kick a ball, dip into a book, go for a walk in the country...  
Be on the alert for the unplanned, unforeseen opportunities which almost every day brings. 
God is always coming to us down unlikely paths, meeting us in unexpected places. Look out 
for the bright ideas - the sudden impulse, the chance meeting, the appeal for help, the 
unplanned event. If we seize ‘opportunity time’ we may do what is impossible at any other 
time. Try to give something away every day - your attention to people, your energy to your 
work, a service to others, a gift in kind, money to a worthy cause, a word of praise or 
encouragement or love, a prayer for someone else, a letter. Count each day a loss if you have 
not given something to life, to people, to God.  
Do it today. Some things, of course, have to be left to the future but don’t postpone until 
tomorrow that which, without over-loading, you  can do today. Procrastination is not only the 
thief of time, but also the enemy of achievement and the destroyer of character. Do what 
you can today. The author of Hebrews uses the word five times in his sermon. Why? 
Because it is the time to listen and obey, to trust and serve God.  

 

Getting to the Goal 
Wendy and David Littlejohns on getting help to our partners in Kenya. 
When our parish group visited Kenya last October, they visited the Street Children project 
at Makutano that St Mary’s has supported. They asked the boys what they would most like 
to have. “A football!” was the answer. If they had said, “Food” or “Education” the answers 
would have been expected, and a lot more difficult to provide. Footballs were bought on the 
next visit to town, delivered not long after and almost instantly kicked with joy and 
surprising skill. 
 
Think of that as a thumbnail sketch of aid to a developing country. First, find out what is 
wanted; it may be a surprise but it is probably a better idea than what we want for them - 
perhaps hidden in “A football” were “Exercise” and “Fun”.  Second, make sure it gets there, 
and evades the obstacles of overheads and corruption. So let’s look more closely at those 
two obstacles – real predators, or mythical trolls? 
 
Not long ago, those disinclined (but not unable) to give to an appeal would claim that too 
much would go on overheads (administration and advertising). The Charity Commission has 
now done much to prevent mishandling of funds and publishes the audited accounts of each 
charity on its website. Two examples show costs are partly a matter of scale. Christian Aid, 
with an annual turnover of over £90m, can work in 50 countries and run programmes that 
influence a whole region. This means fundraising on a national scale making overheads of 15 – 



20% inevitable. Medicines for Muheza cannot be so ambitious with £80,000 a year at its 
disposal but administration is mostly simple enough to be done without charge by the 
founders, so overheads are under 2%. 
 
But will bribes and diversion of funds to private pockets leave little for the intended 
purposes? Prosecutions and business experience in the UK show that our highly (and 
expensively) regulated society is not immune to corruption. It is a reasonable guess that 
less regulated societies in the ‘two-thirds world’ are more open to it as officials earn tiny 
salaries, not always paid at all. But when this January the Secretary of State was asked 
what percentage of UK overseas aid was lost to corruption, his answer was obvious – nobody 
knows, since those who took the money are not telling. For all we know, corruption could be 
far worse than in the UK, or much the same. 
 
Despite a shortage of facts, there are some opinions that probably would be accepted by 
most of those working to help developing countries. First, those who picture rampant 
corruption as so routine that no meaningful help ever gets where it is needed are making 
faulty assumptions. Second, substantial government funds channelled through recipient 
governments are the most prone to corruption, though building into the project audit and 
verification can be cost-effective for large projects. Third, it saves much grief if you know 
the people you are dealing with, and this includes the general rule that working through 
Christian agencies carries little more risk than we would expect in the UK. 
 
This has been the experience of Christian Aid, Tearfund and similar agencies, which often 
have long-term relationships with Christian organisations in developing countries. On a 
smaller scale, our diocesan agreement with our partner dioceses in Kenya expects all funds 
to be transferred via the diocese – which can then monitor what occurs locally. As we use 
the services of CMS to get a good exchange rate, this makes the transfer of funds a bit 
tortuous. It is necessary to check each stage – arrival of funds with CMS Nairobi, transfer 
to the diocese, and transfer to the account of, say, the Church of the Good Shepherd in 
Munchunguri. 
   
Visits are very important. It is a big help to have met all those concerned, to know whether 
email or telephone works best to contact them, and to realise that their local bank would be 
40 minutes drive away – if only they had a car! And there is the evidence of our eyes. We 
saw the work done to renovate the hut and turn it into a secure dormitory for the boys, 
using tools we had provided. But our first parish gift to the Makutano project provided 
posts and wire to fence the compound, and it was fenced. Our money had got to the goal – 
and, with the footballs, actually provided the goalposts. 

 
Crossing the pond in style 
Geoff Jones samples luxury from a bygone age 
Jill and I travelled on the QE2 to New York in January. It was to be a present to ourselves 
after a pretty momentous year (leaving our comfortable old house after 22 years, helping 
daughter through a house move, losing son to his new partner) and meant to be an 



opportunity to relax and come to terms with our new life.  
 
Though chosen almost by chance, the voyage turned out to be a fascinating experience.  
a cruise it was not. It was a dip into the past; a crossing of the Atlantic in the world’s last, 
great, ocean liner. I grew up watching cinema newsreels of the great and the good arriving in 
New York or Southampton on the old Queens, before the economics of travel killed them 
off and brought in the faceless jumbo jets, and it was priceless revisiting these times, 
albeit for a brief period.  
 
The QE2 isn’t a young lady. She was the last liner built in this country, launched on the Tyne 
in 1967 amid a welter of forecasts that she would never pay her way. I was working on the 
Sunday Times during her construction and remember well preparing stories reporting on how 
the smart money of the time was on her spending her days as a liability to Cunard. Forty 
years on, she can look back on a profitable, popular career, as much in demand today as ever 
(our trip was fully booked). And far from being a white elephant, she has been joined by a 
sister ship, the Queen Mary 2. Soon there will be another, the Queen Victoria, in the fleet. 
(Incidentally, we heard how the old Queens came to be so named. In the late 1920s Cunard, 
planning a new kind of superliner as their flagship, went to see the king to tell him of their 
plans to call it the Queen Victoria. The name would follow the company’s policy of having all 
their ships having names ending “ia”. They told him they would be naming it after the old 
queen. George, misunderstanding,  said: Good idea, I’ll tell her now,” and as a result it was 
named after his wife.)  
 
The QE2 was built as a sleek ocean racer with a top speed of around 30 knots and the 
ability to use that speed in almost any conditions, though these days she is limited to around 
25 knots. We had unrelenting foul weather all the way over, with winds of 30 plus knots on 
the nose and swells of upwards of 10 metres, but the old lady handled it all without a 
murmur. From our cabin we could see the boiling mountains of water passing the porthole, 
but she was as steady as a rock, with none of the shuddering blows felt in more bluff- 
bowed cruise ships. There was some seasickness but it was confined to the upper decks.  
   
Our days were spent in a time warp. Breakfast in the swish restaurant served by waiters 
dressed in the company livery (there was a buffet as an alternative), morning coffee, four-
course lunch, afternoon tea (cucumber sandwiches with the crusts cut off, from white-
gloved attendants) and in the evening back in the restaurant a wonderful dinner for which 
you were expected to dress formally. Everybody got a chance to meet the captain. The 
entertainment was slightly biased towards the more mature traveller, with excellent 
recitals and lectures (Terry Waite was absorbing) and even grey-haired gentlemen in 
attendance to dance with unescorted ladies. The dress code was firmly enforced: no shorts 
or ridiculous baseball caps.  
 
We were ready for New York (coincidentally, as we got off, so the stomach bug that was to 
hit the ship later on its voyage got on). Daughter Sara met us and we had a perfect couple 
of days in the Big Apple. We did the usual touristy things and I got my birthday present of 
a helicopter trip skirting Manhattan (overflying the city has been banned since 9-11).  
  There was the odd uneasy facet to the trip. A lot of the passengers were advanced in 



years and one or two looked as if they would come back in the cold room. And the public 
address system had a code for calling the crew to deal with accidents (“category B incident 
in the upper restaurant” had us guessing. It transpired an elderly gent had over-indulged on 
the arctic roll but he turned up, near normal, the following day.) Also, among the passengers 
was a man recently released from prison after featuring in a high-profile grisly murder 
case: he almost seemed to relish the attention he got.  
 
We flew back in near record time on the wings of a belter of a high-altitude jet stream and 
landed bumpily at a very gusty Heathrow. The first thing we did after landing was to check 
where the QE2 would be next on her round the world cruise. We’re hooked.  

 
My year in Woodford 
Jeremy Kendall on his stay at St Mary’s 
I have been in London since September 2005 working at an educational charity, and two 
months ago I moved to South Woodford, which is proving to be a vastly more pleasant 
experience than the Kilburn area where I had been previously staying (even though the 
North Circular underpass does go directly under my window!). One of my first thoughts on 
moving into the area was finding a church to get involved in and fortuitously enough, as it 
turned out, St Mary’s was the closest. 
 
I had been involved with church music from a relatively early age and spent five years in my 
school’s chapel choir, during which time I was lucky enough to have the opportunity to sing 
evensong at most of the major cathedrals in central England. It was also at school that I 
started on the organ. It was only in my fourth and final year at university that I went back 
to the choir stalls and console when I was appointed organ scholar at a Church of Scotland 
kirk in Morningside, Edinburgh. 
 
It was with a sense of trepidation that I stepped through the porch of St Mary’s, having 
been out of the orbit of the Church of England for some time, but I feel I was instantly 
made most welcome by choir, ministry and congregation alike. Also, I was pleasantly 
surprised and grateful at how easy it was for me to gain access to the organ as compared to 
other churches I have been associated with. 
 
I have accepted a place at Edinburgh to go back for further study in the late summer, so 
sadly my time in South Woodford and with the church will be brief. However, I will look 
back warmly on my time here and I would like to take this opportunity to thank all involved 
with St. Mary’s for making me feel most welcome. 

 
Mary’s message to us all 
Chris Winward on a mother’s agony 
Reuben awoke. He rubbed his eyes, splashed some water on them and walked to the window 
to see what sort of a morning it was. As usual it was hot and humid but something was 
different in the street outside. People weren’t lingering to chat today, they were on the 



move. There was a buzz - something was going on, and he resolved to find out what it was. 
As he made his way through the living room, his mother Rebecca called to him: “Reuben, why 
are you going out so early: and what about your breakfast?”  
 
But he was gone. He joined the crowds pushing and shoving through the narrow streets 
packed with visitors. Soon he was outside the main gate of the city, climbing towards the 
place where the Romans carried out their executions. He began to feel apprehensive but the 
crowds were pushing on up the hill and he wanted to see for himself what was going on that 
morning.  
 
When he reached the place known as Golgotha three crosses had already been driven into 
the ground, with a man on each of them. The one in the middle had a crown of thorns on his 
head and Reuben recognised him. This young man was the teacher, the same man that we 
had all welcomed into the city only a week ago. Then his eyes were drawn to a small group of 
three women and a man standing apart from the cross and the jeering crowd. They must be 
the friends and family of the teacher and the woman must be his mother, Reuben thought. 
There was such pain written in her face.  
 
And as he watched her agony, Reuben thought of his own mother. He knew that she loved 
him and he knew what she would be feeling if he were on the cross. He remembered her 
playing with him as a child, welcoming him home from school, teaching him how to pray, 
feeding him. Was this what this woman was recalling as she stood there? No wonder there 
was such pain in her eyes.  
 
Reuben of course was a character of the imagination, but Mary the mother of Jesus was 
real. And it was as I was trying to imagine Mary’s face that a photograph spoke to me from 
the pages of my newspaper. It was the face of a grief-stricken Muslim mother mourning the 
death of her daughter and two grandchildren after an outbreak of fighting in the Middle 
East. It could, of course, have been the face of an Israeli woman mourning the death of her  
child. And, in the wake of the discovery of an alleged plot to blow up the London 
Underground, it could equally have been an English mother grieving too.  
 
In the light of the ongoing violence in the Middle East, I thought we might just look at how 
Mary and the example she set in her life might talk to us in these present circumstances.  
There is very little recorded fact in the Bible about her. We do know that she was a native 
of Nazareth, a faithful and observant Jew, engaged to Joseph. She gave birth to God’s son 
out of wedlock and, with Joseph, raised Jesus through childhood into manhood. Like all good 
parents, they brought up Jesus so that he could lead his own life and follow his own calling. 
Sadly, Mary witnessed the untimely death of her son and finally, we are told, along with the 
disciples, she received the Holy Spirit at Pentecost. But surely Mary’s example of obedience 
and acceptance of God’s will must suggest that his spirit had been present in her life from 
the day that she was visited by the Angel Gabriel to announce her impending motherhood. 
God chose a very human young woman to bear his son and we might imagine therefore her 
having very human emotions as she stood at the foot of the cross:  
Anger at the people who had perpetrated this act of judicial murder;  
Anger at those who jeered and mocked her beloved son;  



Anger at the soldiers who gambled for his tunic;  
Helplessness that she could not share her son’s pain - and any one of us who has had to 
watch the suffering of a loved one will know what that’s like.  
And isn’t such pain written on the face of that woman and many like her in Palestine and 
Israel today?  
 
But how to break this terrible cycle of violence? How to bring peace to the thousands of 
innocents in that theatre of war, especially the children? Let’s go back to imagining Mary’s 
feelings at the cross. Her utter despair as darkness descends on that place and Jesus cries 
out: “It is accomplished!” Looking up at her son at that instant she could have been forgiven 
for crying out: “My son, what on earth has been accomplished.” And then Jesus’ final words 
from the psalms which Mary could well have taught the little boy Jesus to say each night 
before he lay down to sleep: “Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit”.  
 
Could it be that at that moment Mary recalled all that had been predicted about her son, 
and all the negative emotions were overwhelmed by a surge of that greatest positive 
emotion that God has potentially given to each one of his children, of whatever faith they 
happen to be - that of love?  
 
And isn’t that what Jesus meant when he said “It is accomplished”? The greatest act of 
sacrificial and redemptive Love that mankind has ever seen and not the end of a life but the 
dawn of a new kingdom based on peace and love?  
 
How to break the cycle of violence?  
Somehow, mankind has to learn how to live together without hatred and violence and Jesus 
has shown the world that ultimately there is only one way. Idealistic? Of course, but that’s 
what Jesus is. Impossible? With God, nothing is impossible.  
  So what does Mary say to us today? Quite simply, in her life she was the channel of God’s 
love in bearing Jesus into the world, in bringing him up and standing beside him to the end. 
And isn’t Mary an example of how we are all called to be channels of God’s love in a world 
which so desperately needs it?  
 

Sheena Booth Trust 
Entering its fifth year in good shape  
 

Edmund Booth says two new very local projects have been undertaken of which the Trust is 
particularly proud. 
 
The most recent project is at Haven House children’s hospice, next to Woodford High 
School, which is being led by Luke Crookes, a young professional bassoonist from the 
Guildhall School of Music and Drama in the Barbican.  For the last three years, Luke has 
been doing brilliant work at Whipps Cross hospital on the Acorn children’s ward where he 
has been working with student musicians to provide ‘musical experience’ sessions, full of 
imagination and participation by everyone from the patients, mums, dads and aunties, as well 
(of course) as the nursing and teaching staff.   He is now extending this to work on a similar 
sort of basis at Haven House.  The patients there have very special needs, and the hospice 



staff have decided that Luke would be most useful working with the patients’ siblings – a 
group who also have special needs but get much less attention than their sick brothers and 
sisters.  Working in a hospice is not easy, of course, and the project has taken a long time to 
set up, but both Luke and the staff he is working with at the hospice are very enthusiastic 
about it. 
 
The second very local project involves David Stoll, a distinguished contemporary composer, 
who has many years experience of working on composition projects in schools.  Last year, he 
started a composing class at Brookfields House special needs school, just down Oakhill from 
the County Hotel, which was funded by the Trust.  It was an inspiration to sit in one of his 
sessions with a class of half a dozen thirteen year olds; they had a variety of physical, 
emotional and learning disabilities but everyone contributed and collaborated, everyone 
learnt, and everyone took part in performing the piece they were composing together.  He 
has returned to the school this academic year, funded by another grant from the Trust, to 
take two more equally successful classes, and we very much hope he will return again next 
year. 
 
To find out more about what the Trust is currently up to – and to enjoy a wonderful 
programme of Mozart, Strauss and Brahms – come to a concert by the Hertfordshire 
Chamber Orchestra here at St Mary’s on Saturday 21st April at 7:30pm.  Tickets are £7 if 
bought in advance (telephone 8504 8103) or £10 on the door.  Check out the website 
(www.booth-seismic.co.uk/sheena) for further details. 

 
Stratford and East London Music Festival 
Martin Seymour writes: Early in February this year the 125th festival of music, speech and 
drama took place over a period of two weeks. Some of you may not know that the Stratford 
festival is one of the oldest in the country and is an excellent opportunity for individuals, 
groups and schools to take part in a competitive yet supportive competition.  
 
For the last couple of years the choral classes have taken place at St Mary’s due to the 
acoustic and other facilities that the building offers. The number of people taking part has 
grown so much that for the first time this year, two days were needed to cover all of the 
singing and orchestral ensemble classes. Coordinating coach loads of children all turning up 
in a short space of time was a task in itself but the festival had their well-trained staff at 
hand and it all seemed to work quite smoothly. The schools were drawn from quite a wide 
area with local representatives such as Churchfields and Bancroft’s to those from further 
afield, New Hall School from Chelmsford and Moreton  School (Linda Wiskin’s choir).  
 
There were so many children in fact that any observers or parents either had to sit in the 
lady-chapel or in the pews opposite the choir stalls. With such a full church you might think 
that communications would be difficult but the children (who were all ten years old and 
under) were extremely well behaved, listening intently to each other’s performances. When 
the adjudicator, Fiona Chryssidies, announced who had gained first and second places there 
was always an expectant hush! Some of the choirs were small, (one had only 10 children) 



whilst others filled the Deus. On occasions such as this it is as much about confidence 
building and learning from others as competing to win your class. 
 
The music performed was partly determined by the syllabus, which required religious songs, 
folk songs, songs in two or more parts and songs with actions. Nevertheless, the 
inventiveness and diversity of pieces was admirable as they ranged from The Keeper to 
Brother James’ Air, Elijah Rock, Dansi na kumba, My favourite things, I wanna be like you 
and When children rule the world, to name but a few! It showed that the children were just 
as adept at tackling ‘songs from the shows’ to gospel style pieces and the standard was 
universally high. The adjudicator was not only looking for quality of sound, but clarity of 
words, accuracy, connection with their audience and presentation (even just walking on to 
the dues). Not only did each school receive a written adjudication and certificate but most 
classes also had a cup on which the winning school will have their name engraved. The last 
class of the day was particularly close, now that most of the groups had already performed 
and were relaxed and more confident. The end result being, drum roll please….  Churchfields 
School won by one point from Linda’s Moreton Hall choir (which I accompanied) and 
therefore Churchfields were presented with the Sir J P Slade Cup.  
 
There is no doubt that in the right hands singing at this age can go from strength to 
strength. It begs the question why is most of this talent either lost or not fully nurtured 
when pupils move on to their senior schools. It is true that it is not always ‘cool’ to be seen 
to be involved with music although in some establishments where there is a strong choral 
tradition so much enjoyment can be gained from sticking with it. If you didn’t get chance to 
go to any of the classes this year I can highly recommend taking the time to attend them 
when the 126th festival takes place early in 2008.     

Simplicity and other reflections 
 
Book Reviews by John Wiltshire 
Although Easter is not far away, here are some broadly seasonal recommendations that 
aren’t exclusive to the full 40 days of Lent and a first cinema review. 
“Timeless Simplicity” John Lane Green Books     £8.99 
To John Lane simplicity doesn’t mean destitution, parsimoniousness or extreme self-denial, 
but the restoration of authentic wealth in the midst of an affluence that typically starves 
the spirit. Though not written from a Christian perspective, those traditions (the Desert 
Fathers; St Benedict; St Francis; Blake; Tolstoy) are interestingly prominent in this 
overview of the alternatives to mass consumption and the aesthetic poverty it trails in its 
wake. Inevitably, the book also concerns the future of the earth. As we collectively and 
systematically degrade our place of life, a more frugal lifestyle is going to become not just 
desirable but an unavoidable imperative.  
Like the birds of the air Jesus lived simply, owned nothing and left the smallest of 
footprints on our physical world. We too are called, in these consumerist times, to leave a 
small footprint while yet living an abundant life. John Lane’s book helps dispel the 
contemporary myth that these are contradictions. Embodying its own programme, it is the 
most attractively and simply designed of paperbacks. The quiet woodcuts, such as hands 
kneading dough, are alone eloquent.   



“The Eight Last Words of Jesus: In the passion according to St John”    
Michael Sadgrove SPCK £7.99 
The Gospels allow a very large proportion of their substance to the events of Passion Week, 
the conclusion of Christ’s journey being its meaning. At a production of Bach’s St John 
Passion, Michael Sadgrove (the Dean of Durham) was struck by Jesus’ stillness amidst the 
turbulent energy of the crowd around him. His few words stood out from the music, 
unignorable. This book resulted.  
We are more familiar from Good Friday services with the seven last words from the cross, 
which are drawn from all four gospels. The “Eight Last Words” covers the whole of the 
passion narrative in John (chapters 18 and 19), beginning in the garden of Gethsemane 
(“Who are you looking for?”) and ending in the extremity of the cross (“It is finished”). Each 
“word” is addressed at several levels of meaning - these, after all, are the words of The 
Word. By concentrating only on one gospel, a fuller picture of the evangelist’s vision 
emerges. For slow starters this approach would work well for late Lent reading, probably 
concluding on Good Friday, but it is also a good, approachable introduction to the profundity 
of the fourth gospel. 
“God’s Politician: William Wilberforce’s struggle”  Garth Lean  DLT  £10.95  
A growing preoccupation of our pessimistic age is that we lack all purchase on the large, 
impersonal forces that shape our lives. Christian optimism has always opposed this view. Two 
centuries on from the legal ending of the slave-trade, it’s encouraging to be reminded that 
William Wilberforce, with others of faith, achieved no less than the overthrow of such 
forces. Innocent as a dove, but cunning as a fox, he was widely viewed as a prospective 
Prime Minister - if only he would compromise a little, or “trim”, as his dear friend William 
Pitt did in that great office. 
Wilberforce’s “political capital” stood thus high. It reflected his oratory and his social 
vigour (in his prime, a quiet day meant less than 30 people at his breakfast table), but most 
of all his moral and evangelical persistence. Along with his friends in the Clapham “Sect” (a 
poor name for so lively and life-transforming a loose religious community) Wilberforce 
partially supplanted the heartless zeitgeist of the C18th, establishing altruism as a 
dominant force in public affairs for well over a century. 
“God’s Politician”, indeed, and the jumping off point for our Lent study groups. Garth Lean’s 
book is a political biography of the greatest of abolitionists, not a study of the C18/19th 
slave-trade. For a panoramic account of that blasphemous industry, go straight to “Rough 
Crossings” (Simon Schama;  BBC Books;  £8.99), a history book of particular seriousness 
but with the striking characterisation and narrative drive of a best-seller. 
“Into Great Silence”    (limited cinema release, so watch for the DVD)  
A 2 ½ hour film in which very little happens, with minimal dialogue, might not seem much of a 
draw, but this examination of the life of Carthusian monks (the most austere and normally 
the most hidden of the religious communities) won a clutch of prizes. Visually remarkable, it 
is a painterly film and so perfect for its medium. The succession of naturally lit interiors 
are like newly discovered Vermeers. The all but black of the night offices in the abbey 
church, only illuminated by the sanctuary lamp and the monks’ little night-lights, could come 
from Rembrandt. They are inter-cut with glowing exteriors, changing with the seasons: the 
snow-bound monastery; the vast French Alps; deep close-ups of raindrops on mountain 
flowers; sunshine lush on a grassy hillside.  
The resulting sense of stillness, silence and minimalism before God, far from being tedious, 



is revelatory. My companion pronounced the film “utterly counter-cultural”. So it is: luminous 
and numinous. It is too spare for a sub-title, but “Timeless Simplicity” would have captured it 
well.  
 


