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“Through our worship, mission, nurture and service we want to enable all 

people to enter into a living relationship with Jesus Christ” 
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The Rector Writes Advent and Christmas 2021 
‘God gives His All so that we may give Our All at Christmas’ 

For to us a child is born, to us a son is given, and the government will be on his shoulders. 
And he will be called Wonderful Counsellor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of 

Peace. Isaiah 9: 6 
 

Autumn with all its beauty and colour 
is passing; winter will soon be upon 
us.  The Advent season has begun 
heralding a fresh journey to 
Bethlehem. Advent celebrates the 
approaching light, Jesus, the light of 
the world coming among us.  It is a 
time of preparation and reflection, a 
time that is both disturbing and 
thrilling as we make our personal and 
corporate journey drawing aside to 
worship and adore the King Jesus. 
 
Yet, of being able to invest in these 
precious days, we may feel 
overwhelmed with the details of 
events and services, doing the 
Christmas shopping and preparing for 
a few short days of Christmas 
celebrations.  The Tesco delivery slots 
opened in November!  Did you get 
one? 
 
Perhaps there is a greater emphasis 
on celebrating this year – after all 
Christmas was all but cancelled last 
year so let’s give it our all.   
 
Well I think that is the story of 
Christmas.  God gives ‘His all’ trusting 
a few risk takers, to give ‘their all’; 
people who were willing to let God  

 
disturb, challenge and change them 
forever. 
 
Mary, a young teenage girl who 
receives an unexpected visitor 
bearing news that was at the same 
time disturbing and thrilling.  “Me the 
bearer of the Saviour: How can this 
be?  Why me?  I am not worthy...” 
Then that same news shared with 
Joseph; a disturbing secret, shattering 
moment of great fear and concern 
that could destroy Mary and the child. 
“How could it be? Whose child is it?”  
Shepherds rough and hardened 
disturbed by an angel host – fear and 
trembling yet willing.   
 
The Magi, (astrologers) discover a 
new star, disturbing and thrilling 
news indeed.  A new star was a sign of 
a major event or new authority 
coming upon the world. 
 
Ultimately the news of Jesus’ coming 
sent a tremor through the political 
and religious authorities of the day.  
Herod was anxious at the news of a 
challenger King.  The religious leaders 
understood well the scriptures and 
the prophetic nature of this event. 
They too would have been 



 

 

concerned.  “What will it mean for us?  
What of our religious power and 
authority?” 
 
Disturbing news is never welcome but 
often brings with it the possibility of a 
greater hope and light. 
Mary the favoured one was totally 
obedient even in fear.  “Here I am the 
servant of the Lord; let it be according 
to your word.”  Joseph, righteous 
before God ‘awoke from sleep, and 
did all the angel of the Lord 
commanded him’ and took Mary as 
his wife.  Shepherds leave their all to 
be the first of all to see and tell of this 
wonder – Jesus - God born into the 
world.  
 
The Magi from the East came asking, 
“Where is the child who has been 
born King of the Jews?”  They were 
obedient and travelled far to worship 
the new born King Jesus. 
Herod and the Jewish authorities 
both had the freedom and 

opportunity to worship Jesus but they 
chose darkness instead of light, 
seeking to kill him as child and 
ultimately doing so as a man. 
 
What about us?  Two thousand years 
ago God called a few ordinary people 
to give ‘their all’ so that ‘His all’ may 
be given and received to transform a 
broken world. This is the story we 
know and are called to live out each 
day and more so as we celebrate 
Christmas whether at home, in the 
community, or at Christ Church.  Let’s 
give our all this Christmas to be as 
Christ, light to our world and agents 
of His all saving grace, mercy and love. 
 
To you all! 
 
With every blessing and peace for 
Christmas and the coming year 
 

 Paul 

  



 

 

Finding silence to hear the Angels sing  
Christmas message from The Right 
Reverend Dr Guli Francis-Dehqani, 
Bishop of Chelmsford 
 
At my house, the roar of traffic on the 
A12 is a constant companion. We all 
live in a very noisy world, whether it’s 
the noise of traffic, telephones, or 
(this time of year) the endless 
Christmas background music in 
shops. And if it’s not external noise, 
it’s our own internal soundtrack of 
anxiety about COVID, or work, or 
climate change, or our children, and 
so on. We might ask just where is the  
promised peace of the new-born 
Christ Child, the baby who was 
foretold as the coming “Prince of 
Peace”?  
 
It came upon the midnight clear, is a 
favourite carol for many, and it 
contains that wonderful image of the 
world falling silent in the middle of 
the night on that first Christmas Eve 
to hear the angels sing to the 
shepherds on the hillside outside 
Bethlehem; telling of the birth of 
Jesus, the long-promised Messiah. 
The carol goes on to remind us that 
the noise and clamour of our world is 
threatening to overpower and drown 
out the love song of the angels – 

perhaps even more true today than 
when the words were written in 1849. 
If only we could find some silence to 
hear the angels sing again – and there 
are so many in our world who need, 
desperately, to hear that song of 
peace, love and joy.  
 
The first verse of It came upon the 
midnight clear offers a wonderful 
image of the hope we cling to - that 
one day, that longed-for peace will 
come and we will all join in the angels’ 
song.  
 
In the busyness and noise of this 
Christmas season, my hope and 
prayer for us all is that we can find  
at least a few moments of peace and 
quiet to pause and reflect on the true 
heart of Christmas – and perhaps 
even hear the angels sing once more 
at the birth of the Saviour.  



 

 

Bishop Guli plants tree for The Queen’s Green Canopy 
initiative 
 
Bishops of the Church of England 
have each been gifted a tree by 
Forestry England to be plated as part 
of The Queen's ‘Green Canopy 
initiative’, which is encouraging 
people to plant a tree in preparation 
for Her Majesty’s Platinum Jubilee 
next year. 
 
Bishops in every diocese have 
received either a native hazel or a 
hornbeam, an outward symbol of the 
Church of England’s commitment to 
speak out and act on climate change. 

The Rt Revd Dr Guli Francis-Dehqani, 
the Bishop of Chelmsford is pictured 
planting her tree in the grounds of 
Bishopscourt. 
 
Bishop Guli said: 
I’m delighted to be able to plant this 
tree as a symbol of our commitment 
to tackle climate change. I hope it 
will serve as an ongoing reminder of 
our duty to care for the planet that 
God has given us.” 

  



 

 

  



 

 

Thank you
 
In March 2006, I sat in the lounge at 
the Rectory to be interviewed for the 
role of Christ Church Parish 
Administrator. The interview was 
held with Paul, Vic Tallowin and Roger 
Ennals. 15 years later I found myself 
in the same room talking to Paul 
about retiring. So much has 
happened in the life of Christ Church 
and in my personal life over these 
years.  
 
I’ve had the real privilege to serve 
God here at Christ Church and work 
with some wonderful people. Christ 
Church has changed so much over the 
time I have been with you. It feels like 
the movement of the Holy Spirit and 
the desire to serve the Lord and seek 
His will and face have deepened so 
much over this time.  
 
I consider so many of you as good 
friends. From my training days with 
the URC to the family bereavements 
and testing times I have been 
through, I will always be so grateful to 
you for your love, support and 
encouragement. Your acceptance of 
the two four-legged Admin Assistants 
who used to come into the office with 
me was really special – I know a 
number of folk who would come into 
the office and speak to them before  
 
 

 
speaking to me  ☺ - the two dogs used 
to love coming into the office. 
 

I have some wonderful memories of 
laughing with folk until it hurt and one 
or two great photos of certain church 
wardens enjoying their duties! Paul 
shouting “dead fish” as he offered 
food at Christmas at the Rectory. The 
excitement and noise of the various 
holiday clubs – seeing some hilarious 
costumes and cream pied faces. 
Hearing “our God is a great big God” 
and “my name is…” on Tuesday 
mornings during Time Together as I 
worked in the office. Getting to know 
some incredible people including 

Barney the Admin Assistant helping Andrew the Church Warden 
with the recycling 



 

 

dear Brian Denniss, David Forder and 
Trevor Hodder. Seeing Rosie, Ray and 
Jackie go through their training and 
ordinations. The dust through the 
times of building work. The list could 
go on.  

 
Working from home during the Covid 
pandemic means that I haven’t 
spoken to many of you other than by 
e-mail. I have missed catching up with 
folk I have to say. 
 
The decision to take retirement was 
taken through prayer and talking 
things through with David and very 
close friends. You may be aware that 
at Plume Avenue Church we lost our 
minister in July after he was 
appointed to be the Moderator of 

Mersey Synod. My time 
commitments to Plume Avenue have 
grown incredibly since Geoff left and 
this coupled with wanting to spend 
more time with David and our two 
dogs, Barney and Hamish, led to me 
considering taking retirement. The 
Lord really has led me to this place 
and I leave with many mixed 
emotions. The heading of this letter 
could have been “thank you and 
goodbye” but I really hope it isn’t 
going to be goodbye. I hope that I will 
keep up with many of you in my new 
found freedom of being able to spend 
more time meeting up with friends.  
 
I dare not to mention folk by name 
because I really don’t want to make 
the mistake of missing someone out. 
So many of you are really dear to me 
and I have considered it a real 
privilege to be part of the church for 
the last 15 years.  
 
I leave you with the words from 
Ecclesiastes 3:1 below and also my 
deep thanks to you all for your love, 
support, encouragement and prayers. 
 
Lizx 

  

How many church wardens does it take to put the new office 
chair together? 



 

 

The Norrington Band of Brothers 100 Mile Ride:  
Reading to Bristol in support of ‘Prostate Cancer UK’ 
 
Our ride from Reading to Bristol was 
completed on 24th September.  The 
weather was fine as were the many 
coffee, tea and cake stops on the  

way!  We clocked up 106 miles in all, 
the longest day being Thursday with 
50 miles – thank heavens for padded 
cycling shorts!  We received a great 
deal of support from a whole range of 
people including men who had 
already been diagnosed or had 
received treatment for Prostate 
Cancer.  Many people were 
interested in our story and made 
donations on the way. Our aim was to  

 
both raise money and spread the 
word when we could. My evangelistic 
rallying cry to any men on the tow 
path, road or cycle way was ‘men, 

look after your prostates!’  
 
The ride took us along the route of 
the Kennet and Avon Canal following 
the National Cycleway 4, mostly on 
canal towpaths of varied quality with 
diversions through hilly country at 
times. A Highlight was a visit to 
Norrington Common, near 
Melksham, possibly the source of our 
name. Towns we passed were 



 

 

Hungerford, Devizes, Bradford on 
Avon and Bath, finishing in Bristol 
where we caught a train back to the 
start at St Luke’s Church Reading.  
 
We had an original fund-raising target 
of £2000 but with Gift aid we have 
now raised over £10,300 thanks to 
the generosity of Christ Church 
supporters, friends, family and many 
others. Thank you to all who have 
helped us achieve this wonderful 
target to support Prostate Cancer UK 
a charity that is working so hard to 
raise both awareness of prostate 
cancer and funds for research into the 
disease. As the Norrington Band of 
Brothers we know that early 
diagnosis of prostate cancer is 

essential if treatment is to be totally 
effective but too often men are 
reluctant to consult with their doctor 
if they have signs of the disease. No-
one should be fearful of taking the 
simple steps to find out about 
possible symptoms and do something 
about it.  The NHS is there for us and 
its therapies and treatments of the 
cancer are getting better each year. 
Charities such as Prostate Cancer UK 
are at the forefront of funding work in 
this area. 
‘Men, look after your prostates!’ 
 
With thanks from a prostate cancer 
survivor - Revd Canon Paul 
Norrington 
 

 
 
 
 
  



 

 

Wedding celebration 
 
It is with great joy that Paul and I can 
announce that Rachel, our eldest 
daughter, married Calin on Saturday 
9th October at St Stephen’s church, 
Kirkstall, Leeds.  It was a huge 
privilege for Paul to take the service 
and marry them (just to be sure!) and 
for me to walk Rachel down the aisle.  
The service was of course, beautiful, 
with the bride and groom adding in 
their own declarati ons, which was 
very special.  
 
We met Calin’s parents for the first 
time and apparently reassured them 
that we are okay people, not too 
frightening after all! Considering they 
had never flown outside the States 
they coped very well.   
 
Thankfully it was a calm, dry day 
(unusual for Leeds) so I didn’t lose my 
hat.  Actually that’s not quite true as 
it got left on the roof of our car, which 
was then driven off. Emma kindly 
went to search for it and found it in 
the road just before a car came along.  
We all mucked in to decorate the hall 
for the reception, and apart from the 
bags of ice turning up late, all £80 
worth (didn’t think you could buy that 
much ice!) and a rather annoying 
photographer, everything went 
smoothly, with plenty of laughter, 

good speeches, great food and lots of 
dancing. 
 
 It was the first time for the Baptist 
church to allow alcohol on the 
premises so we were slightly anxious 
as to whether it would be the last 
time, but we needn’t have worried as 
everyone behaved themselves.   
 
We are very grateful for all your 
prayers over the summer when plans 
for their wedding in the States caused 
much anxiety with no-one really 
knowing what rules were going to be 
brought in from one week to the next.  
As it turned out Biden made it quite 
clear that they would need to make 
alternative plans, and as parents we 
are thankful Rachel was able to 
celebrate with all her friends and 
family around to support them.  
 
We pray they will have a long, 
healthy, prosperous life together with 
their love for God at the heart of 
everything they do.   



 

 

“What have we learned in the last 18 months?” 
 

We asked ourselves this question in 
summer 2021, as Lockdown 4 began 
to lift, 18 months after the arrival of 
Covid-19 in the UK.  
 
We tried to answer our own question 
recently. 
 
What did we come up with? Here are 
the “big headings” we gleaned from 
our evening on 7 November, and the 
email answers sent in. There is some 
detailed commentary under those 
big headings, which also comes from 
our discussions and emails. 
 
We have learned that: 
 
Gospel communication and worship 
can take new forms… 

• Rapid innovation allowed worship 
to continue using screen 
communications 

• We greatly missed gathered 
worship, and even missed the 
church building itself! 

• We heard the words in the 
Services – all the liturgy – afresh 

 
We learned new technologies… 

• We are better connected now 
with distant people because of 
this 

• Some of us have discovered the 
internet for the first time 

• Working from home has 
transformed family life (children 
see more of their parents, good; 
but homes are crowded when 
everyone is there all the time) 

 
We like having more stillness and 
contemplation time… 

• We were surprised at the relief of 
not having to go to meetings of 
every kind 

• We walked around our town more 

• We found peace in the almost-
empty church at the quiet prayer 
times 

• We loved the traffic-free streets 
of Lockdown 1 

• We took more notice of the 
natural beauty around us 

 
We took up new habits and want to 
keep the good ones… 

• More Bible reading time 

• The Eco-church / gardening group 
made the most of outside meeting 
permissions and has made good 
links with our neighbours close to 
the church building 

 
We really need one another!... 

• We began to value face-to-face 
meetings with others really deeply 

• Our pastoral group system did 
well in lockdown for many of us 

 



 

 

Inequalities in society were shown 
up and increased by lockdown… 
We asked new questions… 

• What does it mean to come to 
church? 

• How do I feel about not having 
Holy Communion for ages? 

• Why do I do so much? 

• I wonder if you agree with the 
findings? 

• I wonder if you have anything else 
to add? 

 
This season of Remembrance is 
surely the right time to be thinking 
about past events, building on our 
experience, and learning from 
others’ experiences. Let’s not waste 
it! No “opportunicide” here, please 
(a new word I recently encountered 
and rather liked…) 
 
Compiled by Sara Humphreys 

 
Thoughts during the pandemic from Eric 
A Church goer wrote a letter to the 
editor of a newspaper and 
complained that it made no sense to 
go to church every Sunday. 
He wrote: "I've gone for 30 years now, 
and in that time I have heard 
something like 3,000 sermons, but for 
the life of me, I can't remember a 
single one of them. So, I think I'm 
wasting my time, the preachers and 
priests are wasting theirs by giving 
sermons at all". 
This started a real controversy in the 
"Letters to the Editor" column. 
Much to the delight of the editor, it 
went on for weeks until someone 
wrote this clincher:  
"I've been married for 30 years now.  
In that time my wife has cooked some 
32,000 meals.  But, for the life of me, 
I cannot recall the entire menu for a 
single one of those meals. 

But I do know this:  They all nourished 
me and gave me the strength I 
needed to do my work.  If my wife had 
not given me these meals, I would be 
physically dead today. 
Likewise, if I had not gone to church 
for nourishment, I would be 
spiritually dead today!" 
When you are DOWN to nothing, God 
is UP to something! 
Faith sees the invisible, believes the 
incredible & receives the impossible! 
Thank God for our physical and our 
spiritual nourishment! 
 
IF YOU CANNOT SEE GOD IN ALL, YOU 
CANNOT SEE GOD AT ALL ! 
 
B. I. B L. E.   simply means:  Basic 
Instructions Before Leaving Earth! 
 

 



 

 

  A Christmas Poem 
by Helen Steiner Rice 
  
I have a list of folks I know, all written in a book 
And every year when Christmas comes, I go and take a look, 
And that is when I realize that these names are a part 
Not of the book they are written in, but really from my heart 
 
For each name stands for someone who has crossed my path sometime, 
And in the meeting they've become the rhythm in each rhyme 
And while it sounds fantastic for me to make this claim, 
I really feel that I'm composed of each remembered name 
 
And while you may not be aware of any special link 
Just meeting you has changed my life a lot more than you think 
For once I've met somebody, the years cannot erase 
The memory of a pleasant word or of a friendly face 
 
So never think my Christmas cards are just a mere routine 
Of names upon a Christmas list, forgotten in between, 
For when I send a Christmas card that is addressed to you, 
It is because you're on the list that I'm indebted to 
 
For I am but a total of the many folks I've met, 
And you happen to be one of those I prefer not to forget 
And whether I have known you for many years or few, 
In some ways you have a part in shaping things I do 
 
And every year when Christmas comes, I realize anew, 
The best gifts life can offer is meeting folks like you. 
And may the spirit of Christmas that forever endures 
Leave its richest blessings in the hearts of you and yours. 
 
Contributed by Andrea Elliot 



 

 

Early Days 
 

Recently I have been 
reading “The Anglo-
Saxons “by Marc Morris 
about the early days of 
this land. It’s a 
comparatively easy read 
and has received great 
acclaim, including from 

Dan Snow, no less! Some of this you will 
already know but hope there will be 
some “extras” for you. 
 
In the early days of the church on these 
islands, 2 styles of worship spread – that 
of the Celtic church, coming across from 
Ireland, through Southern Scotland, by 
Saints such as Columba, Cuthbert and 
Aidan. However, the Roman form, 
introduced from Europe, was 
championed by one Wilfrid, a not very 
saintly career-builder, always trying to 
grab bishoprics for himself. 
 
Soon the Celtic form of worship was 
spreading from Lindisfarne. The King of 
Essex went north to be christened near 
Hadrian’s Wall and Cedd was appointed 
Bishop of Essex and began christening 
folk and building churches, the most 
important of which was on the site of an 
old Roman fort at Bradwell-on-sea w  
here it still stands today. Worth a visit! 
 
However, all the time, the Roman form 
of worship was spreading from the 
South. The differences in belief were 
fairly trivial – the date of Easter, the way 
the monks cut their hair! But the 
competition became so divisive that the 

Synod of Whitby was called to decide 
the matter. Wilfrid was busy, as usual, 
stirring things, but the turning point 
came when he quoted to the King the 
words of Christ “Thou art Peter, and on 
this rock I will build my church”. The 
Roman system had chosen Peter as their 
head, of course 
 
“Is it true,” asked King Oswui “that 
Christ said these words to Peter?” The 
Celtic bishop had to admit that it was so, 
and the bishop of Essex immediately 
cast his lot in with the Roman church, 
seeing their head kept these vital keys. 
 
It is interesting to note that St Cedd of 
Essex acted as interpreter, as different 
languages were spoken. 
 
Bishop Colman, of the Celtic church left 
for Iona, taking with him his monks and 
the bones of their founding father, St 
Aidan. A sad end for them, but the 
simple Celtic form lives on still. 
 
As for Wilfrid, his career was very 
chequered, with many bids for high 
office, eventually landing the plum 
Bishopric of Northumbria. He believed 
that new bishops should have their seat 
in cities, not on Islands, so began 
restoring the dilapidated church in York. 
He made a very grand job of it, so that 
they said “the walls were washed till 
they shone” As a result, says his 
biographer, the new Bishop of 
Northumbria was loved by the whole 
nation!                           May MacAskill 



 

 

Autumn Gardening and Picnic  
 
Unexpectedly beautiful weather on 
Saturday 9th October, was perfect for 
our gardening day and picnic! 
 
We shared the sunshine with a lovely 
Pre-school event which saw dozens of 
children and their families at a party 
in the church, with a bouncy castle 
and indoor play – along with lots of 
people enjoying the church garden, 
sitting on the benches for lunch 
together while the children had 
adventures in the famous bushes and 
spotted worms and snails around the 
garden! We were also able to talk 
about our environmental aims and 
share the way we care for our piece of 
creation. 
 
Jean inaugurated our new battery 
powered strimmer to cut the long 
grass on the slope, and many others 
helped trim, weed, tidy and sweep 
the paths, flower beds, carpark and 
back wall along Cambridge walk. We 
were joined by new neighbours from 
Ireton Road as well as members of 
both congregations at Christchurch. 
 
 

 
Thanks to everyone who came to 
help. It was such a pleasure to catch 
up as we worked together before 
enjoying our picnics in the sun, with 
well-earned coffee provided by our 
in-house baristas, Marion and Brian T. 
 
The new lawn mower, also battery 
powered, is doing a great job on the 
shorter grass, thanks to Brian S’s hard 
work as our regular grass cutter.  



 

 

Gas Masks, Guns and a chap called Smellie 
 
As part of a major local history 
project, Colchester Recalled, the 
town’s oral history group, recalls the 
amusing tale of Michael Beattie 
whose account covers the period 
from early 1939 to August 1941 when 
he says I left the comfort of Hamilton 
Road Infants School to go to St Johns 
Green Junior School”. 
 
At the start of the war in 1939 I was 
six and a pupil at Hamilton Road 
Infants School. 
 
I’m afraid I don’t remember the exact 
chronology of events but it was 
certainly before any children were 
evacuated. My father was an air raid 
warden and above the age of 
immediate call-up. 
 
I can remember him going around 
collecting gas masks to tape extra 
filters to them and often I was 
deputed to return them to their 
owners.  He also had to check every 
person’s mask in his area and adjust 
the straps so they fitted correctly.  
Then every house was given a sheet 
of black numbers about six inches 
high from 0 to 9 in order to display, in 
a front window, the number of 
occupants in each house. Then a 
similar set of red numbers was 
distributed to identify the number of 
non essential personnel who might  

 
have evacuated in the event of an 
invasion, and finally a set of green 
numbers to identify essential workers 
who would stay on irrespective. 
 
Somewhere about the same time all 
the houses were visited and most 
were obliged to have soldiers billeted 
with them.  Although our three 
bedrooms were occupied, I had to 
give up my little back bedroom to two 
soldiers from the Royal Artillery.  
When they moved on, two more 
arrived who I think belonged to the 
Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire 
Light Infantry.  All seemed decent 
chaps. 
 
Residents had to suffer a bugler 
blowing reveille at the corner of 
Athelstan Road and Irvine Road, at 
half past six in the morning!  How two 
grown men managed to sleep in my 
little three foot bed in any sort of 
comfort is a mystery but in those 
times any niceties went by the board.  
This billeting only lasted for a couple 
of months and some time before local 
children were evacuated. 
 
We managed to avoid having any 
evacuees from London although our 
neighbours took in one who went to 
the Grammar School.  As I remember 
he was rather a wimpish type and if 
that was not enough of a handicap 



 

 

was called Smellie!  Sad to say he 
suffered a lot of verbal abuse and I 
don’t think he much enjoyed his stay. 
When the time came for evacuation, 
my parents decided not to let me go, 
so along with very few others from 
my class I stayed behind.  My best 
school chums did go however and 
although the school had closed, my 
choice of playmates was much 
limited.  We had a high old time, one 
long school holiday.  However, all 
good things must come to an end and 
I came home to lunch one day to learn 
that a teacher had been round to ask 
whether she could hold a class for a 
few pupils in our front room.  I think 
it was for one and a half days a week; 
but I know the teacher did have one 
or maybe two other locations.  Why 
we were chosen I don’t know but 
maybe it was because we had a large 
reinforced concrete air raid shelter in 
our garden which we shared with our 
neighbours and which could 
accommodate all those at home plus 
the children. 
 
Each time there was an air raid 
warning while we were at school we 
all filed into the shelters which still 
stand to this day (1997).  I remember 
that if the air raid warning lasted 

more than a certain time we were 
given a biscuit from a large tin which 
a ‘shelter prefect’ had to collect in the 
morning from the head teacher’s 
office and return there after school.  If 
the time was appropriate the 
caretaker used to bring in our milk.  
To keep spirits up we would sing 
songs, hymns and rounds such as 
London’s Burning, which in these days 
of political correctness would surely 
not be allowed.  We were also read 
stories.  One particular song I well 
remember was taught us by a small 
girl who sang it over and over at the 
request of a teacher until we had all 
memorised it.  It went like this: 
 
God watches o’er you, be not afraid, 
He will protect you, all through the 
raid. 
If bombs are falling, and danger near, 
He will be with you ’till the all-clear. 
 
Even at the tender age of seven or 
eight these words seemed to give us 
spiritual uplift.  It was good to know 
that God was watching over us! 
 
E Michael Beattie 
 
Essex County Standard November 14, 
1997 

  



 

 

Traidcraft 

 

Here’s why we love it so much…   
For those of you who may be new to 
our beer breads, allow us to fill you in 
on what you’re missing out on! You 
simply buy a bag, add a brew and 
bake… it really is that easy! With this 
authentic mixture of ingredients, you 
will have all you need to bake a 
steaming loaf in less than an hour! 
The bag provides all the dry 
ingredients – leaving you to add 
330ml of beer (could also use cider, or 
a soft drink like soda water), mix 
together and bake! If you’re not into 
your bread baking, that’s okay…the 
beer bread mix is extremely versatile, 

as it can be used to batter chicken and 
fish, too! Set up by Tayrene and based 
on her grandmother’s recipe, 
Barrett's Ridge Beer Bread is 
packaged at Ukama Holdings in Cape 
Town, who provide on-going training, 
mentorship and support to black-
owned micro-enterprises. They offer 
each micro-enterprises the platform, 
premises and required certification to 
run their own operation, each 
employing an average of four people 
from their local communities, who 
may have otherwise found it difficult 
to find secure and regular 
employment. 



 

 

 
 

 
 
 
This recipe is taken from the November issue of the Traidcraft bulletin  

Apple Caramel 

Cheesecake (unbaked) 
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Revd Canon Paul Norrington 

(01206) 563478 
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Judith Cronshaw  Nigel Humphreys 

(01206) 543178  (01206) 579379 

Jean Taylor   

(01206) 827207   

  Church Office: 

Ordinand  Liz Bird 

Dan Cant  (01206) 542307 

07960 069284  christ-church-vestry@btconnect.com 
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