
Change and our church 
‘Did we not feel our hearts on fire as he talked with us on the road and explained the scriptures to 
us?’  Luke 24: 32 
 That excerpt from the Easter story of the disciples on the road to Emmaus lies at the very heart 
of the Christian life. It describes precisely what the Christian life is: a journey towards a 
destination provided by God, accompanied at all times by the risen Christ who explains the 
meaning of our journey to us as we make further progress. He is our unseen companion 
ensuring we don’t take a wrong turning along the way and who is there to encourage and 
support us especially when the going gets rough. Our response to this needs to be the same as 
the disciples in the story: to invite the Lord to stay with us at all times and to break bread with 
him and with each other as a sign of that communion that exists between us and to emphasise 
and demonstrate that nothing can ever separate us from the love of God in Christ. 
  It’s the story that has been behind our efforts in recent years at planning ahead for the journey 
that we need to continue to take as the church in this place. The Emmaus principles are ones 
which we have tried to keep to the forefront in all our activities and planning. The most 
important one to remember is the idea of a journey, that we are not a static church but are 
called to journey onwards towards the fulfilment of God’s kingdom. It’s a hard principle to take 
on board because a journey suggests change and change is not something that comes easy to 
us. This is something that I have been much exercised over recently as regards my moving on to 
another parish. One side of me would be quite happy to stay on here where I have received 
many blessings over the last 10 years and where I have become attached to many people. I’m 
reminded of many of the old patriarchal stories in the Bible where time and time again the 
patriarchs think that they have arrived at the place they assume God wishes them to be only to 
find later on that God is calling them to pack up their bags once again and move on further. 
And what is true in ministry is true of church life generally; we must never assume that things 
can remain the same just because we are  happy with things as they are.  
   Our church audit which kick started this whole new Emmaus process emphasised the 
importance of always ensuring that it is God’s agenda we are seeking to follow and not our own. 
So often church life can become a mask for people exercising their own preferences on the 
grounds that what’s good for me must be good for others too. Church membership can become 
a hobby for people whereby the church is being used as a vehicle for self interest rather than a 
common society in which God is calling the tune and setting the agenda. Listening to his voice 
always has to take priority. This is one of the lessons we have learnt in setting our priorities for 
the future – putting prayer and teaching as the most important activity of the church and then 
finding the ways in which God is calling us to reach out to others in our parish and thus 
fulfilling our calling to extend his kingdom. 
   We have noted how much our parish has changed over the last 40 years or so – the quiet 
settled suburban Woodford of the 60s is now a bustling, multi ethnic, socially mobile 
community that has become extremely secular and which doesn’t depend on the local area for 
anything much more than a place to sleep and eat out in. Inevitably this means that what the 
church used to provide and the ways it provided it back then have now become largely 
redundant. We are faced with new challenges as to how we present the Gospel to these new 
generations of parishioners; how we make contact with them and how we can engage with them 
so that God’s word is being heard and understood. 
  The Emmaus story shows how Jesus was able to open up the hearts and minds of his 
travelling companions so that they could understand the scriptures in a new way; a way in 
which they were then able to benefit from a new relationship with the risen Lord.  That is our 
call and our challenge for the future here at St Mary’s. It will mean being ever open to the 
possibility of change and new ways of being the church here in this place. This is an ongoing 
process which needs every now and again fresh impetus and inspiration such as can be 
expected when there are changes in the ministry team.  
  My prayer for us all this Easter is that the unseen companion accompanying our journey 
through life, as individuals and as a church, will continue to show us the way forward and thus 
bless my new ministry in Loughton as well as bless the coming interregnum here in this parish. 
The immediate future, before a new Rector is appointed,  ought to be a creative period of fresh 
commitment from all church members and the desire to further our Emmaus programme for 



the next stage in the life of this church.  
The disciples on the road to Emmaus listened to the Lord explaining the 
scriptures to them and then their eyes were opened and they recognised 
him. They returned to Jerusalem and joined others who said ‘Yes it is 
true; the Lord has risen.’ May we all be able to make that Easter 
confession of faith this year and allow the risen Lord to bless our efforts 
at remaining his disciples for the coming year and allowing him to guide 
and lead us further along the road he wishes us all to take. 
Geoffrey 
 
 
 
 



Exactly what is an interregnum? 
Mike Clinch reveals what is in store for us 
Inter (between) and regnum (reign) is the term used by the Church of 
England for the time between a Rector, Vicar or Priest in Charge of a 
parish leaving or retiring and the time when a new person is appointed to 
the cure of souls in the parish. 
After Geoffrey and Leslie leave us in June the our Archdeacon will call a 
special meeting of the PCC (Parochial Church Council) and will formally 
announce that the Interregnum has started. PCC meetings will be chaired 
by the church wardens who carry on looking after the day to day business 
of running the church.   
  Naomi will continue to deal with all worship and pastoral matters and 
worship services will continue much as now. We will benefit from hearing 
some guest preachers from throughout the diocese; the diocese will also 
provide cover when Naomi is on holiday. 
  The interregnum sounds like a time of great change but in fact there can 
be no changes. It is not a time of stagnation however. The PCC will have to 
compile a Parish Profile which is a document used to try and match 
candidates for the post of Rector with the view the parish has of itself. The 
PCC will have to appoint two persons who will interview candidates; these 
two do not have to be the Church Wardens. 
  We do not know how long the interregnum will be, although about a year 
is average. During this time the PCC will be proactive in seeking applicants 
and if necessary revisit the Profile to ensure it really defines our needs and 
hopes. 

How’ve we changed 
As one step in the process that leads to the appointment of a new Rector a 
parish has to provide the Bishop and Archdeacon with a document 
mysteriously titled ‘The Parish Profile.’ In 1997 the PCC and Warden asked 
‘The Gang of Four’, Kathleen Whitfield, Michael Lovejoy, Geoff Jones and 
myself to write it.  
This was quite an adventure, and I certainly felt that I had a much greater 
understanding of the parish after the two or three months of work that the 
task required. I also still have all of the letters that members of the 
congregation submitted, and by 2097 they should provide a fascinating 
snapshot of church-goers’ concerns at the time. Reading through them the 
other evening brought it home to me how some issues always remain 
central to a parish while others that engender a great deal of heat can drop 
completely beneath the radar over a period of ten years.  
One of the wisest observations was that we should be in no hurry.  After a 
long incumbency it was necessary to put a lot of thought into what we saw 
as areas where possibilities of change should at the very least be 
investigated.  



The profile finally prepared for 1997 will be a helpful start to focus on 
both the continuing and the developing challenges of St Mary’s. But iti 
also useful to focus on describe what the Parish Profile will be, by 
emphasising the things it is emphatically not. First, it is not a person-
spec for the position of Rector. We can’t express preferences about age 
or family circumstances.  
Nor, indeed, unless we were to take what for St Mary’s would be the 
extraordinary step of declaring that we were not prepared to allow 
women priests to celebrate the Eucharist, should we be able to express a 
view about the gender of the prospective Rector. Rather than run a 
check-list of desirable qualities - ‘enthusiastic’, ‘committed’, ‘thoughtful’, 
‘caring’, ‘intelligent’ – we shall have to see if the contents of the Profile 
prompt enthusiastic interest. Mind you, though there may be clergy who 
could be described as unenthusiastic, uncommitted, thoughtless, 
indifferent or unintelligent, very few would be likely to recognise 
themselves as such. 
Nor is the Parish Profile a congregation profile. Certainly there will be a 
list of all the congregation activities, and the daily services but the 
Rector of Woodford is there for all the people in the parish, not just 
those who go to Church. The profile is of the whole parish. The new one 
will undoubtedly mention the huge programme of residential building, 
and the challenges this brings. How many people on the electoral roll 
live in a flat that was completed in the last five years? How many new 
houses and flats have been built in the parish since 1997? How does St 
Mary’s relate to those of different denominations, other faiths or of no 
faith who live or work in the parish? 
The process will not be the same as it was last time. Email has seen to 
that. Do those who would like to contribute their views also want them 
to remain confidential? Should there be somewhere on the website 
where thoughts could be posted? 
Mark Spencer Ellis 
 

Chris Winward settles in Leyton 
It is now more than a year since I felt moved to offer my ministry as a 
Reader to a Parish whose need for my services at that time was greater 
than that of St Mary's and, as you may know, finally, last September, 
the Bishop approved my placement at All Saints in Leyton for a 6 month 
period with a view to my move becoming  

permanent if all went well there.  
All Saints is a growing church of 16 different nationalities and ages and 
has a particularly lively group of youngsters (47 in all) aged 3-17 years 
and, during my time there I have been teaching a group of 10 
Pathfinders aged 11-14.As a Reader, I have also, of course, been 
preaching, leading worship, taking funerals and doing pastoral work 
much as I did at St Mary's.  In addition, I have been acting as Treasurer 
and been giving financial advice to a busy pre-school group which meets 



daily in the Church hall, so ,you can see that I have become quickly 
involved with many aspects of Church life. 
After Christmas, I discussed the issue of my staying there with the vicar, 
Maria Holmden and, after much careful thought and prayer, on January 
21st,we agreed that, subject to my meeting Geoffrey and the Bishop's 
approval, I should continue my ministry at All Saints.  It was subsequent to 
this, on February 3rd, that I heard that Geoffrey had announced his 
intention to leave St Mary's in June.  Soon afterwards, I did meet with 
Geoffrey and then re-considered my decision but, having made an 
agreement with Maria Holmden on the basis that it was God's will for me to 
work in Leyton decided that I should honour that decision.   I have now 
heard that the Bishop has formally confirmed that my licence should be 
transferred to All Saints. 
 I can only say how sorry I am to be officially leaving St Mary's where, for 
the last 20+ years, I have endeavoured to serve God to the best of my ability 
and where I have made so many friends. I hope, however, not to lose touch 
and, with the understanding approval of my new incumbent, I have already 
indicated to the new wardens and to Naomi that I will be pleased to help in 
various ways during the interregnum. No doubt, they will let me know in 
due course if I can be of service. 
Needless to say, Carol has fully supported my decision and has entered into 
the life of All Saints but she too will miss the fellowship we have enjoyed for 
so many years at St Mary’s. 
 With love in Christ and best wishes to you all, 
 Chris 

 

Guess Who’s coming to dinner 
I was sitting thinking the other day wondering what article to do for the 
magazine and came up with this idea: my dinner list of well known people.  
I made a rule that they must still be living and no-one political or too 
controversial. My imaginary list would be:  (alive) 
Ann Packer – how many of you remember her winning the 800 metres race 
in the 1964 Tokyo Olympics?  I found the race electrifying and thrilling to 
watch and although I cannot remember the name of the commentator his 
report of the race was something I will never forget.  No-one expected Ann to 
win because the 400 metres was her race but unfortunately she came 
second to Betty Cuthbert from Australia. 
Maeve Binchy – my very favourite modern day author.  I could read her 
books time and time again, in fact I have read ‘Evening Glass’ about six 
times and never tire of it.   
I just love reading about the Irish way of life, so matter of fact. I wonder why 
it is that these novels never seem to appear in people’s Book Clubs? 
John Humphrys the tenacious interviewer.  When I listen to him on the 
‘Today’ programme in the morning, he is an interviewer who will not give 
up, but in defence to the person being interviewed they can hardly make 
their point without John firing another question at them.  However he does 



have a softer imagine and is excellent with the younger viewers on Junior 
Mastermind. 
Steve Redgrave – will anyone else ever achieve his medal numbers.  How 
amazing it is that he competed in five Olympic games starting in 1984. 
And may be it was not until his last Olympics in 2000 that many of us sat 
up and realised what he had achieved. 
Paul McCartney – my hero of the world of pop in the 1960s. Whenever 
there was a party to go to invariably the music being played was that of the 
Beatles. However much one may have disliked the Beatles, their music 
goes on forever, even being played by classical  orchestras.   
Simon Weston – for me his name brings to the front, the Falklands War in 
1982.  How horrific his burns must have been but somehow he has 
overcome his adversity – He has written several books, is a founder 
member of the Weston Spirit and has appeared in numerous BBC 
documentaries. 
J.K. Rowlings  - a modern day children’s author who has bought back the 
magic in reading for children.  I must confess that I have not read her 
books but to me it is sheer delight that this author has captured children’s 
(and adults’) imaginations. 
Rolf Harris – how lovely to have my portrait painted by Rolf Harris.  I have 
been fortunate enough to meet Rolf many years ago through my job at the 
Bank when he was the entertainer at our Christmas Dinner/Dance and I 
was at the hotel early sorting out the table arrangements and Rolf was 
busy rehearsing.  Later in the afternoon he took a break and came and 
had tea with us. 
Kylie Minogue – I thought I needed someone young to equal things out 
and having been to the V&A and seen her exhibition, Kylie came to mind.  
I would imagine that she is not everyone’s favourite (and I do not have any 
of her CD’s) but I have a high regard for her particularly during her recent 
illness.  
Joanna Lumley – we needed an actress and who better than Joanna.  I 
think Joanna has wonderful diction and I just love listening to her 
speaking. 
And finally 
Ronnie Corbett – we could finish the dinner off with one of Ronnie’s 
stories.  I would have had Ronnie Barker as well, but alas he is not 
available.  We still sit and watch the Two Ronnies whenever 
  
they are on and laugh at the same old jokes and musical scenarios. 
Having done my list I wonder whether anyone reading the article would 
come up with their favourite list of dinner guests, it would be interesting to 
find out next time. 

Frances Davies 
 
 
 



Our Tower is 300 years old  

St Mary’s tower, a landmark in Woodford for many years, is 300 years old 
this year. It survived the war, the destruction by fire of the main church 
building in 1969 and the subsequent rebuilding in the early 1970s. The 
tower band hopes to mark the occasion with the ringing of a peal this year 
and some other celebrations are planned, perhaps including opening it to 
the public during food and fun day.  
  According to the book on St Mary’s by J.W.S. Litton and F.R. Clark, the 
decision to replace the original 15th century structure was made in 1703, 
but building did not start until five years later, when Richard Norton and 
Capt. John Nicholson were appointed churchwardens for the period 1707-
1709 “for ye two succeeding years it being ye suggested time for building 
ye steeple”. A 6p rate should be declared to pay for the work. Church 
records show the baptism of one “Ashton, Robt., son of Margaret and 
Jonathan, May 20th. (the day the first stone of steeple was lay’d by the 
Rectr) It is interesting to note that anyone who refused to pay the 6p rate 
“shall be sued by the present churchwardens at the expense of the parish”.                                                      
  The levy on the rates was not enough to cover the building costs, 
however, and in 1710 this was increased to 12p. And as the work went on, 
it appears more funds were needed (sound familiar?) The date of the 
reconstruction can be seen etched into the bricks about 10 feet up from 
the ground. 
  Over the years the tower has been repaired and patched up, most notably 
around 20 years ago, when major strengthening of the structure was found 
to be needed. It is an impressive building, especially from the inside, and 
for anyone with the nerve and the agility, climbing to the top affords a 
wonderful view of our part of London.  
Geoff Jones 
 

Jesus, the light of the world 
Mark Lewis on our need to fix our bearings 
Over recent centuries the civilised world has developed a concept that 
prompted E.M. Forster to passionately remark: “It is the one orderly 
product our middling race has produced. It is the cry of a thousand 
sentinels, the echo from a thousand labyrinths, it cannot be hidden…it is 
the best evidence we can give of our dignity”. The “orderly product” to 
which he is referring is a lighthouse. Lighthouses are those great edifices 
of coast and open sea that have become enduring symbols of security, 
reliability, constancy, physical and psychological safety. 
Before the presence of lighthouses, sailing at night could be a perilous 
experience, especially in stormy conditions, since there were no points of 
reference from which to take bearings. By day their structure is visible, 
sometimes quite strikingly, but by night it is only known by its powerful 
beam of light sweeping across the water. 
When sailing far out at sea, the source of light is not always the first thing 



that is seen. The first visual contact is made with what is often referred to 
as “the loom of the light”. The lighthouse may be just beyond the horizon 
but the light can be seen as a sweep of light scattered upwards. It is a 
sight that brings joy and relief to the mariner, for land is near and a 
bearing can soon be taken. 
The concept of the lighthouse sharply points up our deep human need for 
light. Light equates with awareness, seeing, clarity, truth and spiritual 
knowledge. Light is certainly not exclusive to any one tradition but is a 
metaphor found in all of them It seems to be a universal symbol of 
enlightenment and hope. 
Light has such power for us because we are so reliant upon it and human 
life would be inconceivable without it. Light is also a strong metaphor for 
mystery because the nature of light itself is very mysterious. After 
centuries of scientific investigation, light still does not readily give up its 
secrets. 
The Christian faith is steeped in the metaphorical power of light. The 
poetry of the New Testament is full of such metaphors. The metaphor of 
light is at its most powerful when it refers to Jesus. He is described as the 
Light of Light, the Light of the World. Jesus makes it clear that anyone 
who follows him will never walk in darkness. Back in the first century, 
just as today, many saw God as either non-existent or an angry, jealous, 
negative force. But Jesus lifted up the highest and best perceptions of the 
Hebrew prophets who spoke of a loving, relational God. God is love and so 
love stands at the centre of the universe. Light was and still is the best 
and most powerful symbol by which to express this love. 
Light is the instrument of an epiphany. It lovingly illuminates what was 
once dark; it reveals things that were hidden. And so it is with love. The 
manifestation of light is a mystical call to all of us to look and understand 
the world in a loving way. 
Our world has been made sacred by the light of Jesus Christ. It may well 
come to us unexpectedly and obliquely perhaps through art, music or 
literature, or through life’s great challenges – the sick, the poor, the 
dispossessed; even our own misfortunes. It is the light that illuminates 
every dimension of life if only we could see it. 
Sometimes we do our best to obscure that light. Sometimes we create 
distractions or deliberately allow ourselves to be side-tracked in things 
like the minutae of church life or liturgy. These can become false lights, 
which can lead us away from the radiance of the real thing. 
But the light of Jesus Christ cannot easily be shut out once we have seen 
it. Once we have made contact with the loom of the light in the dark, 
stormy seas of life it is difficult not be drawn towards it. I once read the 
following poetic words from an unknown source: “Light gives of itself 
freely, filling all available space. It does not seek anything in return; it 
asks not whether you are friend or foe. It only gives of itself and is not 
thereby diminished”. Those words could not be bettered as a description 



of the Light of Christ from which we take our bearings. 

 

Parish Profile: Heather Harston  

At the beginning of the war I was an evacuee. It took two miracles to 
enable me to go from school to a teacher training college. The first 
miracle was that a bomb was dropped in a nearby field when I was 
taking one of the exams for School Certificate. I am glad to say that no-
one was hurt. The examiners obviously thought that the rubbish I had 
just written was due to shell shock (not my ignorance) and so I was 
accepted at Bedford College of Physical Education. The second miracle 
was that I was summoned one morning to be interviewed by an army 
officer. I did not know what it was all about but shortly after we were 
informed that my fees would be paid by the army. My father had served 
in the London Scottish and The Royal Artillery from the age of 16 in the 
First World War and had already re-enlisted in this one.  
As soon as my father was posted overseas I tried to join each of the 
armed services in turn but all three turned me down because teacher 
training was a reserved occupation. In desperation I applied to the Land 
Army. In Bedford it was organised by a retired major. He listened to my 
story then said he could not by law accept me as a full-time member but 
if I reported to him every holiday he would enrol me temporarily. So, 
three times a year for the three years I was at college I worked from 
dawn to dusk in a farm near Bedford living in an unheated, unlit 
caravan in a field. 
My first post was at Enfield County School. The area was being regularly 
bombed at the time and my first job every morning was to collect the 
names and addresses of all the girls who had not arrived at school and 
cycle round to see if they were all right. 
After teaching PE in various grammar schools for 27 years, and enjoying 
every minute of it, the school in which I was then head-of-department, 
Southgate County School, was forced to amalgamate with the local 
secondary modern school and become a comprehensive school. Through 
this I took over the role of form mistress to the 15 boys and 15 girls who 
were labelled eighth stream and who were giving everyone a great deal of 
trouble. I enjoyed battling with them and fighting for them and their 
parents and after three years spent a year at the University of London 
getting a diploma in the Education of Maladjusted Children. 
For the next 12 years I ran a “special class” in a school in the East End 
of London for boys that other teachers refused to teach, for boys who 
refused to come to school or for boys that, for a variety of reasons, were 
unable to cope with the main school. During that time I did a year 
teacher exchange and taught in a young offenders prison in Pensacola, 
Florida. After her year in my school my exchange partner never went 
back to teaching. When I asked the boys what they had done to frighten 



her off, their reply was: “Honest to God, miss, we was good.” 
When the time came for me to retire from teaching, I mentioned to the 
boys that I would try and do some prison work. Their reaction was to 
say: “You’d better go to the Scrubs because that is where they will send 
us when they nick us”. I offered my services to the chaplain and after 
working for two years on a voluntary basis the chaplain was anxious to 
get me established as an assistant chaplain. To do this he had to get 
permission from the Chaplain General and the local bishop. The  
 
Chaplain General was no problem but the bishop believed in women 
going to church as long as they limited their actions to arranging the 
flowers or polishing the pews. I was asked to produce my qualifications 
and in due course he gave his permission, as long as I did not take an 
active part in the mass. What had swung it for me were “my experience 
and qualifications”. I heard later that what had so impressed him was an 
ornate certificate I have from the University of East Florida to say I was a 
counsellor. What he did not notice was that it was a two-day course that 
we all went on (most of that was spent drinking coffee and dunking 
doughnuts). 
I duly worked in the Scrubs for 12 years and learned a great deal. I am 
now a volunteer driver for Community Transport of Essex and still 
learning about people.  
 

Stratford Music Festival here again 
St Mary’s was used once again for the choir, orchestra and organ classes 
of the Stratford Music Festiva in February. The Festival is the oldest one 
still running in the country and continues to be well supported across all 
of its classes: from individuals playing their instruments in the beginner 
level classes to open recitals.  
 Due to the different half terms now operating, not all the schools that 
took part in previous choir classes attended this year. However, the 
standard was just as high, and the participants had a valuable 
opportunity to learn from each other and get used to performing in 
public in a supportive atmosphere. The judging took account not only of 
the basic singing (intonation and accuracy of rhythm etc) but 
presentation, communication with the conductor and the audience and 
working as a team. Enthusiasm for music making and particularly 
singing was very evident and is to be encouraged in this computer game 
age.   
  The age range went from infant choirs (7 years and under) to junior 
choirs with songs with and without actions, religious songs; youth choirs 
(11-18 years) and several adult classes. Gidea Park Primary School won 
the infant choir class and the school orchestra/band class with their 
Ocarina Orchestra (how many people have come across these?). In the 
junior section the honours were evenly divided between Churchfields and 



New Hall Prep School whilst St Augustine’s School and the Emerson 
Harmony Singers shared the youth choir classes. Among the adults, 
the Cantori Singers won the ladies choir class Ye Essex Babes (!) took 
first place in the amateur choir competition.   
 This year also saw the reinstatement of the organ classes. Young 
organists are a rare breed; something the City of London and East 
Organist’s Association, which I chair, is trying to tackle. Nevertheless, 
there were several people entered this year even in the manuals only 
class (so any pianists out there take note you don’t always have to use 
your feet!). Winners were Richard Cook and David Albon.   

Musical Treats coming 
Musical activities continue to thrive at St Mary’s and you may have had 
the opportunity of attending one of the many excellent concerts in 
church recently. If you haven’t yet been able to be present I do 
commend the idea of coming to see one (sometimes on a week day 
evening). Concerts are invariably given by individuals or groups who 
perform to a high standard and want nothing more than to entertain 
you and communicate the love of the music that they have within 
them. I have been to so many concerts where the numbers in the 
audience are pitiful and I really feel for the performers. I am glad to say 
that hasn’t happened bar one occasion at St Mary’s! People sometimes 
think that there will be a ready made audience of followers or that 
someone else is bound to go so I need not bother. Yes, it can sometimes 
be inconvenient or you just want to sit down with a cup of tea but what 
people miss out on is the enrichment, uplift and entertainment that 
you get by attending. In a wider sense, yes, performers have got to put 
on attractive programmes and styles of music that people want to go 
and hear and effectively market the concert but at the same time the 
potential audience has got to overcome the British sense of reticence 
that can so often pervade. St Mary’s is in the enviable position of 
having a good acoustic and a fantastic organ, which people want to 
come and use. The building is an excellent concert venue as it is light 
and has all the necessary facilities. I would ask you all to help the 
future of artists and their music making by coming along and inviting a 
friend as there is a veritable feast of music over the next few months, 
including Cantori Singers on 29 March, Redbridge Music Orchestral 
concert 3 May and then an opportunity to compare and contrast three 
vocal groups. Meljon singers and Felicitas on 21 and 28 June (who are 
both well known to us) but on Thursday 26th at 8pm (finish about 9.15) 
is a rare opportunity to hear Cantilena. This is a visiting Norwegian 
Choir who are international prizewinners and are on tour in this 
country, a date absolutely not to be missed. Further details about them 
are on  www.pnms.co.uk/cantilena 
Martin Seymour 

 



Book Reviews 
“Father Joe:the man who saved my soul” Tony Hendra  Penguin £ 
7.00 
In his Lent book reviewed here last year, Rowan Williams identified Joe 
Warrilow as one of two people who “take responsibility for God’s 
believability”. Put differently, he was someone who made others sense 
God’s existence. He spent almost all his life in a RC Benedictine monastery 
on the Isle of Wight but was gladly considered confessor, spiritual advisor, 
mentor but most of all beloved friend by remarkable numbers who met him 
there. One of them was Tony Hendra, a child of the 1960s counter-culture 
and media animal (co-founder of TV’s “Spitting Images”). Hendra was 
brought up a Roman Catholic, met Joe after an adolescent crisis, 
considered a monastic vocation that the wise Fr Joe knew would be wildly 
ill-advised and sustained a friendship with him that repeatedly gave him 
the assurance of loving acceptance when he most needed it.  
Hendra’s memoir is as readable as you might hope from an edgy comic 
writer, vividly evocative of a glamorous but often disastrous life contrasting 
with Joe’s own world of settled fidelity among the tall monastic oak trees. 
Visited after long absences Fr Joe seems not to change or to dilute his 
welcome, barely criticises Hendra and certainly never implies God’s 
disapproval. In other words he loves him, and that makes God believable: 
“…his knowledge came from his bottomless supply of love, a poor 
bedraggled, overburdened old word, but in Father Joe’s hands, revitalized. 
For Joe, love was a cure, an emollient, a diagnostic tool, a stimulus, a 
reward, a nutrient, a guarantor of health and peace. He was the living 
breathing proof that love will teach you everything you really need to 
know….”  
“This Immoral Trade”   Baroness Caroline Cox and Dr John Marks   
Monarch     £8.99 
A year on from celebrating the bicentennial of abolition, an estimated 27M 
people live in various forms of slavery. Its global reach is comprehensive, 
extending into the UK through people trafficking and subsequent bonded 
labour, domestic slavery, subsistence wages and especially prostitution. 
It’s salutary that we can assume there are slaves in or not far from South 
Woodford.  
Caroline Cox’s international work on human rights involves much direct 
fact-finding. This book documents the experience and voices of people in 
three areas where NGOs are rare - parts of Southern Sudan, Uganda and 
Burma. Such personal accounts take us far beyond statistics, though 
there are also useful sections on the causes and history of slavery and 
suggested ways of supporting the anti-slavery movement. Could this be a 
suitable activity to add to St Mary’s existing causes? A year on……. 
 “Into the Silent Land: a guide to the Christian Practice of 
Contemplation”  Martin Laird  Oxford  £7.60 at Amazon 
The substantial library of books on prayer must bewilder enquirers. Unlike 



those about praying with words, some books on meditation and 
contemplation can seem self-contradictory, hence the frequent resort to 
expressions like “depthless depths” which can easily become irritating. I did 
spot that one once here, but nonetheless Martin Laird’s book has been 
welcomed for its lack of jargon and ease of metaphor (we are “like the deep-
sea fisherman who spends his life fishing for minnows while standing on a 
whale”), as well as its wisdom. The author draws on the long tradition of 
those who have learnt to access the divine presence through silence, 
stillness and attention: Greek Fathers, St John of the Cross, Meister 
Eckhart, Simone Weill and the poet RS Thomas are offered as companions 
on this journey. Those in deep difficulty can benefit as well as the happily 
well-adjusted, although Laird notes that this is not unproblematic. Good 
coaching may be needed, alongside suitable counselling.  
Although arguably not for the complete beginner, anyone who’s tried to 
pray deeply will recognise Laird’s picture of the difficulties - one chapter is 
called “The riddles of distraction”. His book is profound and erudite but still 
practical about preparation, posture, breathing and the use of simple 
prayer words. It’s reassuring too. Apparently “ the inner chaos going on 
inside our heads, like some wild cocktail party of which we find ourselves 
the embarrassed host” affects even experienced contemplatives.    
“The Uncommon Reader” Alan Bennett Farrar Strauss £5.50 at 
Amazon  
Hardly a novella, more of a miniature, Bennett’s latest imagines HMQ 
accidentally discovering the pleasure of reading. Initially it’s the corgis who 
lead her to an unfamiliar part of Buckingham Palace where she discovers 
the Westminster mobile lending library. Borrowing a volume, more to be 
polite than from real interest, starts a train of events by which the Queen is 
changed (it was a dull life until books, she comes to see) while most of 
those around her are baffled and discomforted. She develops clearer 
opinions and interests (previously “One could be interested in others, but 
one could not have interests. Interests divide people.”), though these disturb 
the smooth management of royal life. Bennett is clever on the self-
interested equerries and provides memorable cameos of an oily prime 
minister and his reptilian special advisor who does the dirty work by 
phone.  
So, a delicious satire but also a sympathetically imagined and surprisingly 
plausible picture of a woman we take for granted. More than that, as her 
reading becomes increasingly serious the story becomes a manifesto for the 
transforming benefits of literature. Distinctively Christian? Not explicitly so 
- but we are still established, the Queen is still our Defender and Bennett 
still a loyal, if rueful, Anglican. In any case, there’s always much to be said 
for short good books. 
John Wiltshire 
 
 



Literary Pleasures  
In a recent sermon related to our Lent study course on finding balance and a 
sense of Sabbath in our lives Rowena recently spoke of the need to find a 
‘hinterland’ within to take us away from the world of work. For some it is 
painting, for others it may be gardening, pottery or music. For me, it has 
been literature: reading and writing. Through meeting up with kindred spirits 
at a local library book group I started a writers’ circle at my house six years 
ago. We meet fortnightly to share what we’re currently writing: stories, 
poems, articles, memoirs. As it turns out, we’re a very ecumenical bunch: a 
Roman Catholic, Methodist, Quaker and Anglican mix from local churches. 
That wasn’t deliberate at all; it just worked out that way!  
Around this time I started publishing The Hedgerow, a free publication that 
is available in bookshops and through public libraries in Redbridge, Waltham 
Forest and Epping Forest district. People from far and near have sent me all 
sorts of articles, stories and poems, often about the local area, and 
submissions are always very welcome. We have printed 21 editions so far 
and if you are interested in being involved please contact me. 
The Hedgerow is mostly funded from donations and a short story group that 
crams into my sitting room once a month to read stories by well-known 
writers. Just like a book group but you don’t have to do the homework! We 
read photo-copied material round the room and discuss the stories and 
writers afterwards. 
And last, but not least, is the poetry group. We have met monthly for over ten 
years to share our love of reading poetry aloud and often give performances, 
such as at the Loughton Festival last year and for the Corporation of London. 
Recently we have introduced a ‘With Great Pleasure’ slot where members 
choose favourite poems: a literary ‘desert island discs’! We invited Patricia 
Smith, a long-standing Methodist friend, and my ex-head mistress, to 
prepare a selection that we rehearsed, then presented to her in her own 
home. If that appeals to you, please contact me for details. 
‘There is no frigate like a book to take us lands away’, wrote Emily Dickinson. 
The same could be said for writing. Whatever you choose to create is yours 
alone and would never have happened if you hadn’t put pen to paper! 
Penny Freeston 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



What Chris Bradshaw sees in St Mary’s 

I have been asked as a relative newcomer to St Mary’s, to say a few words or 
at least introduce myself.  I came to Essex from my native Staffordshire 
about four years ago to take up teaching duties at a local school and after 
exploring the local area settled on St Mary’s as the Church for me. It 
seemed natural to me that if I was to join any church within the area then it 
should be St Mary’s.  Firstly St Mary’s was very close to where I lived 
though not quite within the parish boundary, though no one could tell me 
precisely where the parish began and ended.  Secondly I teach just up the 
road at Woodford County High School, an establishment that seems to have 
supplied a sizeable part of the St Mary’s congregation over the years. I have 
noticed that people who originate from Woodford often travel all over the 
world and then end up returning to Woodford, so the place must be special. 
What appeared a natural choice also turned out to be a sound one, if you 
will pardon the pun.  The “Mexican wave” of fashionable music typified by 
the “have a nice day” lyrics of Songs of Fellowship sweeping so many 
churches did not seem to hold full sway here.  The choir seemed to sing 
music from Byrd to Britten, unfashionable in trendy churches but accepted 
in good ones.  So after a while I was only too happy to join the Choir.  The 
surplice/sheet costume was a little less welcome but it comes with the 
territory!   
You may wonder why music even features as a consideration in joining a 
church.  I would argue that in part this wonder stems from a modern view 
that music is recreational and thereby justified by its popular appeal. We 
are back here to the hand waving and loud singing of the have a nice day 
tradition. There is nothing theologically wrong with having a nice day! But 
personally I believe that music is a little more important than this approach 
allows.  Music has a mathematical complexity and an internal cohesion in 
which each part inextricably relies upon and supports the other. There is 
nothing accidental.  Yet a piece of music as a whole is always more than its 
constituent parts. Hindu tradition ascribes to music something of the divine 
order at the heart of creation. The Judaeo-Christian scriptures show that 
the link between God and Man through music is very strong; the Psalms is 
an obvious example. Music therefore must never become merely a pretty 
tune, or even a boisterous one. Humanity has not been given a pretty tune 
to amuse itself but is in a sense civilised through the imposition of order 
and degree which music brings with it. The alternative is disorder, disarray 
and noise. The Christian apologist C.S. Lewis places into the mouth of a 
senior devil an infernal appraisal of the value of music by explaining that 
both music and silence are detestable to Hell that prefers unending noise: 
 “The exultant expression of all that is ruthless, noise which alone defends 
us from silly qualms, despairing scruples and impossible desires”. 
In an age that seems devoted to distracting noise and preventing the order 
and quiet that allows us to develop as Christians, that concentrates on 
bombarding us with propaganda for the other side, I for one am thankful 
that at least in places like St Mary’s there is a haven in which God speaks 



to us through the Word and through the worship of which music is a part. It 
seems only just that we should pledge to him the very best we can, and this 
includes, seasonal colds permitting, our music.  

 
 

Sheena Wright’s new role  
You could say my links with St Mary’s are in my genes; my father, Eric 
Wright regularly attended St Mary’s and was a keen bell-ringer. My mother, 
Joyce, was 15 when she met my father, and accompanied him to church. She 
was confirmed at St Mary’s in 1958. They married in 1962, moved to 
Woodford Bridge and attended St Paul’s. I attended St Paul’s as a child, 
sitting beside my father in the congregation.  
In January 1987 (when I was 17) my father died in a road accident. This 
made my mother and me think what being a Christian was about. A friend 
who had become a Christian late in life prayed with us. God was working 
through her and she brought us close to God. We started to read daily Bible 
notes and then invited Jesus into our lives as Lord and Saviour. 
The Revd. Rodney Matthews came to St Paul’s in December 1987 and I 
became more involved in the church: music group member (flute), a server in 
1989 (Rodney called me his “serviette”) and in 1994 I was licensed as a 
chalice administrator. This privilege enabled me to “bring church” to older 
people in their homes. 
In 2000 I completed the Course in Christian Studies and on a “vocation day” 
in 2001 was drawn towards evangelism and the Church Army (CA). I 
explored this further in Sheffield and Lowestoft, where I met CA evangelists 
and visited a XCA home for older people. 
Then my NHS work took up a lot of my time as I studied for a management 
qualification. I’ve worked in hospital office admin roles since 1986. My 
current job is at the Royal London at Whitechapel, in the clinical 
transplantation laboratory, dealing with bone marrow transplant registries 
and teams. 
Rodney retired as vicar in 2002 and after an unsettling time at St Paul’s we 
decided to attend St Mary’s in 2004. Here I’m a server, a contemplative 
prayer group member and learning to be a bell-ringer. 
It wasn’t until I noticed a leaflet in church that I was aware of a training 
course for lay evangelists. The leaflet would not get out of my mind until I 
acted on it. After meetings, I was accepted on the course by Penny Horseman 
in September 2006. Part of my training included a placement with the 
chaplaincy team in my workplace. Eleven of us from the diocese were 
presented with certificates in lay evangelism at Chelmsford Cathedral in July 
2007. 
A lay evangelist is someone “who communicates the Christian faith by word 
and action, working with others they encourage and enable the ministry of 
evangelism in their local context”. Evangelism is “co-operating with God in 
helping people discover and respond to the good news about Jesus, through 



prayer, lifestyle, conversation and concern”. It is primarily God’s work, not 
ours. 
You may have seen me at the charity bazaar last November standing beside 
our church display, showing the life of our church and its events. This is 
part of my new role, being a visible presence and coming alongside people 
who are on the fringes of the church.  

 

John Hills, much missed 

John Hills died recently.  His sister Jean writes: 
The tributes to John at his funeral service described him as a man of many 
talents and a generous spirit remembered for who he was rather than what 
he did. In his address Geoffrey reminded us of the uniqueness of each 
human being but that this had to be seen in the context of sharing a 
common origin and common end. 
Geoff Jones also stressed John’s individuality with a capacity to invoke 
humour in any situation. To quote Geoff: “Even when he must have been 
very ill we always laughed a lot. You knew that whatever you had to say to 
him, he’d have the good manners to take it seriously even if he thought you 
were talking codswallop, in which case he’d have the honesty to tell you.” 
His passing has left a great void but there are many happy memories. 
Going through his papers I came across the following verse written by him 
some years ago which I share with you. 
. 

The Anglican Communion comes to 
Chelmsford: Shared joys 
July 16th – August 4th this year sees the next Lambeth Conference and all 
the bishops (and their spouses) in the Anglican Communion have been 
invited to Canterbury. The Conference happens every ten years and is an 
opportunity for bishops and spouses to worship, pray and study together in 
order to deepen the bonds of friendship across the Communion.  
This Lambeth Conference will have a notable addition – the pre conference 
hospitality initiative. Instead of everyone travelling directly to Canterbury 
they will first be invited to visit one of the dioceses in England, Scotland 
and Wales where they will be honoured guests. So, a number of bishops 
from different parts of the Communion will come to Chelmsford diocese for 
the long weekend prior to the conference (July 10-16th). This will  give us a 
chance to welcome them to England, get to know them better, hear their 
stories of how God is at work in their diocese and allow them to see 
something of God’s mission in this diocese. 
The people planning this initiative are working closely with the chaplains at 
the major airports to ensure our guests get a warm welcome as soon as 
they arrive in the UK. Locally a group will co-ordinate the task of meeting 
the guests, bringing them to Chelmsford and arranging a programme that 
allows for space to relax after long journeys as and for some events before 



they get the guests and our own bishops to Canterbury for the Conference 
itself.  
 The activities will take place around the diocese starting with a service in 
Chelmsford Cathedral on Saturday 12th July and visits to places such as 
Writtle college, Bradwell, the Olympic site and Newham Renewal 
Programme are being planned. Sunday morning July 13th the visitors will 
be in individual parishes, so watch this space.  
We hope to have around 20 bishops and their wives in Chelmsford and 
that as many people as possible from the diocese will be involved in some 
way over this period; opportunities such as these underline the privilege it 
is to be part of that worldwide family we call the Anglican Communion. 
While, like any family it has its strains and stresses, it also has the many 
joys, that spending time together and sharing hospitality builds and 
nurtures.  
Wendy Littlejohns 

Cars without owners update 
In the article about driving without owning a car in the Christmas edition I 
mentioned that I use cars parked at Walthamstow and Stratford. If that 
distance was putting you off the idea of a car club, the good news is that 
there are now cars scattered all over Woodford Green, South Woodford and 
Wanstead. If you go to www.streetcar.co.uk and type in your postcode the 
nearest ones to you will pop up.  And the other good news is that if you 
have a driveway or other reserved parking you can offer as a home for one 
of their cars (VW Golfs and Polos) you will get free membership and free 
driving; and no more hassle looking after your own vehicle! Now does that 
not make it at least worth exploring? 
Viveca Dutt 
 
 

Parish Scrapbook 
Some of you may not know that we have a Parish scrapbook. Not long 
before she died, Jean Sherman, asked me if I would start a pictorial 
archive (posh description for a scrapbook) of St Mary’s as she thought 
future generations might find it interesting. I have completed two volumes 
which end in 2006 and I am working on 2007. I collect anything I think 
interesting and stick in one year’s gatherings at the beginning of the next 
year. Jenny Clinch has put the two completed volumes into a plastic 
carrying case and they are kept in the office for anyone who is interested to 
borrow and browse through.  
If any of you have photos, newspaper cuttings, programmes etc etc. that 
you would like in the scrapbook please leave the material in the foyer for 
me to collect. This will help me greatly in trying to cover our parish life as 
fully as possible. 
Anne Snowdon 
 
 
 



Greenbelt 2008 Might you be there? 
Greenbelt 2008 sees this distinctive festival reach its 35th year, but most of 
us still haven’t got there. We wrote about it here in 2005. Last year we 
enjoyed the best weekend of the summer on Cheltenham Racecourse 
(continuous sunshine, no less). This year there’ll be a few more of us, at 
least, so why don’t we treble that and have a strong St Mary’s presence? 
We’d bring a sack full of stimulating ideas back to our house groups, the 
PCC, etc - but before then it would be a great August Bank Holiday 2008. 
If you don’t know already, Greenbelt is unique on the Christian festival 
scene. Others - Spring Harvest; Soul Survivor; New Wine - are exciting, big 
events but they tend to be on the evangelical side and mostly for insiders 
to those traditions. Greenbelt is quite different: inclusive, political, 
campaigning, arts and music-orientated and always a feast of talks and 
ideas. Key sponsors include Christian Aid, CMS and the Church Times, 
which gives some impression but doesn’t convey how rich the mix is. 
Anyway, where else do 18,000 people take communion together once a 
year? 
 
Greenbelt is particularly good for enquirers. Most there are Christians but 
some of the artists, musicians and speakers are not (though all come 
across as positive / humanitarian / spiritual, etc). So, it’s a good landing 
place for the “just looking” or “not yet sure”, and that makes it an 
Emmaus-like event with the “fuzzy edges” we say we want at St Mary’s. 
Many of us would feel at home there. 
  

So do consider being part of the St Mary’s contingent at this year’s festival. 
You don’t have to camp on the racecourse, though that’s perhaps the full 
Greenbelt experience. There are student halls of residence and B+B 
nearby. Or, you can just come for a day rather than the whole weekend – 
either way you’ll find numberless, delicious food stalls, ideal for minimalist 
and non-campers.  
If you’re interested there are flyers in the porch, or you can look it up at 
http://www.greenbelt.org.uk/  Alternatively, talk to us! John and 
Kathy Wiltshire   020 8527 5148   
 
 
 

THE BEST OF BOTH WORLDS 
We don’t realise how lucky we are to have such a rich offering from 
our church on Sundays, says Geoff Weekes  
We’ve all heard, and probably used, the phrase “getting the best of both 
worlds”. Our reactions to it vary, I think, from time to time – sometimes, 
perhaps, with a cynical shrug of the shoulders, accompanied by a 
muttered “chance would be a fine thing” or perhaps with a tinge of guilt 
(“why should I be so lucky?”). Though, as they say, I don‘t buy that. I’ve 
always been a “both and” man wherever possible rather than an “either or” 
– why not? 



Because, liturgically, at any rate, I think we at St Mary’s are getting the best 
of worlds, though too few perhaps are aware of this blessed state of affairs, 
and I chose my words advisedly. 
In the mornings, we worship according to the rites laid down in Common 
Worship; it is often a lively service with a lot of active participation by the 
congregation. Lay people often lead us in the prayers of intercession and 
give readings from both the Old and New Testaments, the Gospel, of course, 
being read by the preacher, whether clergy or lay reader. I find such a 
variety of styles attractive and somehow representative of the people of God 
who have assembled to worship Him. And perhaps most significantly of all 
is the presence of the children, who once a month all but lead the service; 
and who come in at Communion on the other Sundays from their own 
activities, led and lovingly tended by the ever faithful, ever sure, “Auntie 
Shirley”, to receive a blessing: they, after all, represent the future of the 
church. I’m afraid I cannot sympathise with those few who regard their 
incursion and participation as unnecessarily disruptive. Who was it who 
said “Suffer little children to come unto me”? 
The relentless modernity of some of the language of Common Worship                                                                                                                                
sticks in the gullet of some worshippers and I must admit I wonder why on 
earth the compilers of our hymn book “mucked about” with some verses 
while leaving in quite a lot of theological jargon, meaningful to the 
theologically educated, probably obscure to the uninitiated. But then, as 
T.S. Eliot famously observed, “poetry can communicate before it is 
understood”. And I would suggest that Common Worship makes as 
comprehensible as perhaps it should and can the mysteries of our faith. 
Of few things I am absolutely certain, but one is that God is not an 
Englishman who speaks and understands only 17th Century English. If that 
were the case, however, then our services of evensong , using the Book of 
Common Prayer, would be the most appropriate form of worship we could 
offer. I find evensong wonderfully complementary to the morning sung 
eucharist. It is generally a quieter, more reflective service, and can be one of 
great beauty. 
Choral evensong on Epiphany Sunday was a case in point. The hymns 
included “Bethlehem of Noblest Cities” which we sang to the majestic 
simplicity in march time of “Stuttgart” and which commented poetically on 
the meaning of the star that guided the magi to that stable: 
“By its lambent beauty guided/See the Eastern Kings appear; 
See them bend their gifts to offer/Gifts of incense, gold and myrrh” 
and in conclusion that great mystic hymn, Of the Father’s heart begotten, 
sung to the lilting melody of an ancient hymn, dating from the 16th century, 
which attempts to put into words the creative activity of our God. 
 
Of the Father’s heart begotten, 
Ere the world from chaos rose, 
He is Alpha: from that Fountain 
All that is and hath been flows: 



                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                

He is Omega, of all things 
Yet to come the mystic close, 
Evermore and evermore. 
The choir, which on this occasion outnumbered the congregation, sang one 
of my favourite settings of the Magnificat and Nunc Dimittis, the Stanford in 
b flat. Has Mary’s song ever been more appropriately or beautifully set to 
music, from its jubilant opening – My soul doth magnify the Lord – through 
the brilliantly appropriate dismissive melisma of “and the rich he hath sent 
empty away”, to the triumphant chorus of the doxology? In marvellous 
contrast after the second lesson comes the blessed Simeon’s quiet 
acceptance and faithful recognition of who this Babe is – “Lord, now lettest 
thou thy servant depart in peace”, sung in solemn unison by the sopranos 
and basses, until the whole choir joins in joyfully with the doxology again. 
We heard the rector read a lesson unusually from the Apocrypha, Baruch, 
in the sort of dignified poetry I associate with Isaiah, and John Sainsbury 
enunciating so carefully and with total understanding the well-known story 
of the “first sign”, the wedding in Cana in Galilee; then it was the choir’s 
turn again, to sing Warlock’s Bethlehem Down, whose aching beauty with 
its strangely rich harmonies I must admit brings the odd unbidden tear to 
the eye. 
What new could be said about that so familiar story from John? Needless to 
say, Geoffrey made me at least see the wedding feast in a new light. He set it 
in its historical and biblical context and then drew parallel inferences of 
God’s gracious but essentially non-coercive invitation to us to His banquet; 
how the sometimes dull and tasteless water of our mundane lives can be 
transformed by the wine of His kingdom. And this thought was taken up 
poetically and imaginatively but also realistically in the prayers that 
followed the penultimate hymn. 
Obviously, we can meet our risen Lord at His table in the eucharist; I am 
equally sure that we can meet with God at the service of evensong. If so, it 
will surely be worthwhile to forego the odd hour in front of the box or even 
the seductive comfort of our fireside. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 


