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At 11am, on the 11th November
1918, the guns fell silent, marking
the end of the First World War. To
commemorate the centenary of
this historic event, highlighting the
part that Warwickshire people
played in that terrible war,
Warwick
Poppies
2018
is
mounting a massive display of
thousands of hand made poppies
within the St Mary’s church from
6th October until 9th December.
11,610 soldiers from the Royal
Warwickshire Regiment alone lost
their lives in the Great War, and
we hope our display is a fitting
tribute to their sacrifice. Poppies
have been donated by hundreds
of individuals, local groups,
schools, businesses and many
people
living
overseas.
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bespoke
tributes
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Warwickshire
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Womens Institutes, the Woodloes
Evening Townswomens Guild,
and the Guild of Bellringers.
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Entry is free but all donations will
be shared equally between the
Royal British Legion Poppy
Appeal, and St Mary's Church.
Tony King

Footnote:
Copies of the magazine can be posted to your home or friends and relations. Subscription rates are
£6.50 for a year (6 editions), including postage. Please contact the Parish Office.

2

REFLECTIONS
Sunflowers
One of my favourite “modern saints” is Octavia Hill, the pioneering social
reformer
The
Church
of
England
th
commemorates on the 13 of August, the
day on which she died in 1838. One of the
three founders of The National Trust, Hill
was a remarkable woman, who believed
passionately in "the life-enhancing virtues of
pure earth, clean air and blue sky.” Hill’s
faith was central to her activism, and she
readily found God in the natural world.
Encouraging others to experience the
wonders of Creation was her way of
working in partnership with God. Recently, I,
too, have come to appreciate a similar
feeling of partnership with the Divine
Creator. Following my ordination last July,
Mark, Miles and I were offered an allotment in Barford. The previous
owner was negligent, and the plot in a dreadful state. It has not been
easy, and has often been backbreaking work. Particularly, during the
very hot weather, which prompted nightly treks ‘down the allotment’ with
the watering cans! Even so, the corresponding joy it has given us has
been immeasurable! (Not least for the wonderful sunflowers that
garnered Miles “Younger Gardener - First Prize” at the Fillongley Country
Show!) Watching hard, dry earth slowly transform into a place of life,
growth and fruitfulness has been a blessing. More than this, it has also
become a place of prayer and solace for us.
“The need of quiet, the need of air, the need of exercise…the sight of sky
and of things growing seem human needs common to all.”
Octavia Hill
The Revd Dr Alycia Timmis
Assistant Curate, The Collegiate Parish Church of St Mary, Warwick (Warwick Team
Ministry)
Chaplain to Warwick School
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MEMORIES FROM THE TRENCHES

“Whilst asleep during the night, we were frequently awakened by rats
running over us. When this happened too often for my liking, I would lie
on my back and wait for a rat to linger on my legs; then violently heave
my legs upwards, throwing the rat into the air. Occasionally I would hear
a grunt when the rat landed on a fellow victim.” (R L Venables)
“If you have never had trench foot described to you, I will explain. Your
feet swell to two to three times their normal size and go completely dead.
You can stick a bayonet into them and not feel a thing. If you are lucky
enough not to lose your feet and the swelling goes down, it is then that
the most indescribable agony begins. I have heard men cry and scream
with pain and many have had to have their feet and legs amputated. I
was one of the lucky ones, but one more day in that trench and it may
have been to late.” (Harry Roberts)
“The water in the trenches through which we waded was alive with a
multitude of swimming frogs. Red slugs crawled up the side of the
trenches and strange beetles with dangerous looking horns wriggled
along dry ledges and invaded the dugouts, in search of the lice that
infested them.” (Unknown journalist)
“To get a ‘cushy’ one is all the old hands think about. A bloke in the
Camerons wanted a ‘cushy’ bad! Fed up and far from home he was. He
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puts his finger over the top and gets his trigger finger taken off and two
more besides. “I’m off to bonny Scotland!” he says laughing. But on the
way down to the dressing station, he forgets to stoop low where an old
sniper is working. He gets it through the head.” (Robert Graves)
“We slept in our clothes and cut our hair short so that it would tuck inside
our caps. Dressing simply meant putting on our boots. There were times
when we had to scrape the lice off with the blunt edge of a knife and our
underclothes stuck to us.” (Elizabeth de T’Serclaes – nurse on the front
line)
“No 1……2 Private A B; the Battalion (Pioneers) South Staffordshire
Regiment was tried by FGCM on the following charges: “ Misbehaving in
such a manner as to show cowardice”. The accused, when proceeding
with a party for work in the trenches, ran away owing to the bursting of a
shell and did not rejoin the party. The sentence of the court was to suffer
death by being shot.”
“We must look out for our bread. The rats have become much more
numerous lately because the trenches are no longer in good condition.
The rats here are particularly repulsive, they are so fat – the kind we call
corpse-rats. They have shocking, evil, naked faces, and it is nauseating
to see their long, nude tails. (Erich Maria Remarque)
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MUSIC TO SOOTHE
The 2018/19 Early Music Season at St Mary’s, promoted by Leamington
Music, starts on Tuesday 9 October with a programme, Music Fit For A
Kingmaker, from The York Waits of music that
Richard Neville (1428-1471) would have been
familiar with. There will be a lunchtime lecture
demonstration by members of The York Waits
on the medieval instruments depicted in the
world famous stained glass windows in the
Beauchamp Chapel.
Stile Antico have appeared in nearly every
season at St Mary’s for the last ten years
and this time on 13 November the highly
acclaimed vocal group comes straight from
another
American
tour.
The
new
programme Queen of Music has some of the
finest music written in Tudor times, with
nearly a dozen composers represented and
led by Byrd, Tallis and Taverner.
The annual Christmas concert in the series is given on 11 December by
Sirinu, performing at St Mary’s for the first
time. Using recorders, shawm, violin, lutes,
hurdy-gurdy, percussion and a positive
organ, the group led by Sara Stowe and
Matthew Spring will also sing well known
carols like Nowell, Nowell and the Coventry
Carol, as well as introduce the Lord of
Misrule. Mulled wine and mince pies as always in the interval.
The season continues in the New Year with the Musicke Companye,
K’antu Ensemble and Ex Cathedra with the February and March
concerts transporting the audience to South America for some spirited
baroque. It is possible to make a useful saving by subscribing to the
complete series of six concerts. Call 01926 497000 or email
richard@leamingtonmusic.org.
Tickets for all these concerts are available at the St Mary’s Gift Shop and
Visit Warwick at the Court House. Online booking can be made through
www.leamingtonmusic.org or call 01926 334418.
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JUDGE ME BY THE FOOTPRINTS I LEAVE
BEHIND
A story is told about a soldier who was finally coming home after having
fought in Vietnam.
He called his parents from San Francisco.
“Mom and Dad, I’m coming home, but I’ve got a favour to ask. I have a
friend I’d like to bring with me.”
“Sure,” they replied, “we’d love to meet him.”
“There’s something you should know the son continued, “he was hurt
pretty badly in the fighting. He stepped on a land mine and lost an arm
and a leg. He has nowhere else to go, and I want him to come live with
us.”
“I’m sorry to hear that, son. Maybe we can help him find somewhere to
live.”
“No, Mom and Dad, I want him to live with us.”
“Son,” said the father, “you don’t know what you’re asking. Someone
with such a handicap would be a terrible burden on us. We have our own
lives to live, and we can’t let something like this interfere with our lives. I
think you should just come home and forget about this guy. He’ll find a
way to live on his own.”
At that point, the son hung up the phone. The parents heard nothing
more from him.
A few days later, however, they received a call from the San Francisco
police. Their son had died after falling from a building, they were told.
The police believed it was suicide. The grief-stricken parents flew to San
Francisco and were taken to the city morgue to identify the body of their
son. They recognized him, but to their horror they also discovered
something they didn’t know, their son had only one arm and one leg.
The parents in this story are like many of us. We find it easy to love
those who are good-looking or fun to have around, but we don’t like
people who inconvenience us or make us feel uncomfortable. We would
rather stay away from people who aren’t as healthy, beautiful, or smart
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as we are.
Thankfully, there’s someone who won’t treat us that way. Someone who
loves us with an unconditional love that welcomes us into the forever
family, regardless of how messed up we are.
Tonight, before you tuck yourself in for the night, say a little prayer that
God will give you the strength you need to accept people as they are,
and to help us all be more understanding of those who are different from
us!!!
There’s a miracle called Friendship that dwells in the heart. You don’t
know how it happens or when it gets started. But you know the special
lift it always brings and you realize that Friendship Is God’s most
precious gift!
Friends are a very rare jewel, indeed. They make you smile and
encourage you to succeed. They lend an ear, they share a word of
praise, and they always want to open their hearts to us.
***********************************************************************************

BEATING THE BOUNDS
A report from 19 October 1843 of the old custom of the beating of the
bounds of the parish of St Mary:
The vicar of St Mary’s, the Revd J Boudier, after reading some prayers in the church,
might have been seen proceeding, accompanied by his curate, church-wardens,
overseers, vestry clerk, and several parishioners, to St Peter’s Chapel, and from
thence across the road to the Castle wall, over which three boys went across the
drying ground, and again over the wall into Mill Street. Below the mill, some of the
party got into a boat, and proceeded down the river Avon, until they came to the
boundary in that direction, and then went across the fields and roads until they came
into the Birmingham road, and from thence into the Saltisford, where they finished for
that day. At various places halts had been made, when collects, psalms, epistle,
gospel, and other portions of the Bible or Prayer Book were read, trees and posts
were marked, and certain vagaries indulged in, such as throwing someone into a
brook, or cutting a cross in the ground, on which some boy stood on his head. The
next day the procession, after prayers in Church, went to the Saltisford, and thence
by Old Park, Fern Hill, Rounsill Lane, until they came round to the Priory, across the
grounds of which they came over the wall into Oil-Mill lane (now Priory road), and
then over the wall into Doctor Landor’s garden, and over some more walls finishing
up by going through the parlour window of the house between Landor House, and
the East gate, into Smith Street.
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WAR
Give me the money that has been spent in war and I will purchase
every foot of land upon the globe. I will clothe every man, woman,
and child in an attire of which kings and queens would be proud. I will
build a school-house on every hillside and in every valley over the
whole earth. I will build an academy and endow it, and a college in
every State, and fill it with able professors. I will crown every hillside
with a place of worship consecrated to the gospel of peace. I will
support in every pulpit an able teacher of righteousness, so that on
every Sabbath morning the chine on one hill should answer to the
chime on another around the earth’s wide circumference, and the
voice of prayer and the song of praise should ascend like a universal
holocaust to heaven.
Anon
******************************************************************************

WE SHALL KEEP THE FAITH
Oh! you who sleep in Flanders Fields,
Sleep sweet - to rise anew!
We caught the torch you threw
And holding high, we keep the Faith
With All who died.
We cherish, too, the poppy red
That grows on fields where valor led;
It seems to signal to the skies
That blood of heroes never dies,
But lends a lustre to the red
Of the flower that blooms above the dead
In Flanders Fields.
And now the Torch and Poppy Red
We wear in honour of our dead.
Fear not that ye have died for naught;
We'll teach the lesson that ye wrought
In Flanders Fields.
Moina Michael – November 1918
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THE CANVAS OFAUTUMN
Winter, spring, summer, and fall are God’s seasons. I have always been
a big fan of summer and spring and not too fond of fall and winter. But
lately I have changed. I think it is something about those leaves of red,
orange, yellow, and burgundy that fall from the trees. I feel as if I have
noticed them for the very first time.
I like taking a ride and watching people setting out pumpkins in the yard
with hay bales and planting mums in the yard. I am looking forward to
getting some lavender and yellow mums myself for my yard and a few
pumpkins.
The other day, one of my friends and I went to visit a friend who has
been ill, and in her neighbourhood, we noticed many yards decorated for
fall. I don’t remember seeing this too much in the past. Have I missed
this season all these years, or is it just that as I get older I appreciate
God’s world just a little more?
The latter is what I concluded. The Bible says, “This is day that the Lord
hath made, and I will rejoice in it.” Each day He has given me beauty to
enjoy, so I think I should sit back and take in this glorious creation.
God is the best artist in the world, for only He can create such different
themes. We see many artists that try to capture the seasons on their
canvases by painting what they see around them, and they do a
wonderful job. However, neither picture nor paint could ever replace the
real thing splashed across the sky and spilled over the earth like the
Master’s display of His finest artwork. God’s creativity is unmatched, for
every day is different, just like every snowflake in winter.
When people say there is no God, I know they do not see with eyes like
mine. They must see a plain, white canvas or a black drop cloth and not
the blue skies that fade into light pink in the evening. Nor do they see the
flowers that no paint on any artist’s palate could attempt to match or the
trees that were each given a certain colour leaf to change into when
autumn arrives. ‘No God,’ they say. It is just that they do not know the
Master of the seasons, the One who has created such magnificent
displays of perfect art.
Instead of always looking forward to the summer and springtime, I have
decided to enjoy the Master’s autumn masterpiece for the rest of my life.
Cathy Irvin
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NEVER A CROSS WORD!
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ACROSS

DOWN

1. How heathens get grain? (5)
4. Baronet gets run around for the sort of
offering we wouldn’t want. (5)
9. ABBA ran south hurriedly to meet a friend of
Paul. (8)
10. Crone returns in a shirt to Goliath’ s home
town. (4)
11. See girl point to a mountain? (6)
13. Goat man took to a valley on the way to
Gethsemane. (6)
15. Pattern of worship in a Scottish abbey? (7)
18. Man gets into the bishop’s seat. (6)
19. Devotion to a cooker in North America. (6)
21. Sad Presbyterian? (4)
22. City provides a barrier to a shipload of
copper. (8)
23. Copies the babies’ beds? (5)
24. Church dignitaries sending three notes to
two cardinals! (5)

2. Crabby ascetic? (6)
3. Astonished at the love feast. (5)
5. Young, gutless lord, confused and heathen! (7)
6. Saint on a roll for the people. (7)
7. Priest or sailor with a smelly shirt? (5)
8. OK – Len has brew for a city. (8)
12. Roughly it spends the clergy’s wages. (8)
14. Learned person sees energy around church. (7)
15. Adage for a part of speech. (7)
16. Four notes on a clergyman. (6)
17. Residence for Mother and cardinals. (5)
20. Hold forth with no interest. (5)
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THOUGHT FOR FOOD
Creamy pork and pear
cassoulet
A wonderful Autumn dinner for
four
Ingredients
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

2 tbsp vegetable oil
400g pork loin steak, cut into strips
2 medium onions sliced
2 garlic cloves, crushed
small pack sage leaves, chopped
2 tbsp plain flour
500ml bottle apple or pear cider
2 medium pears, cored and each
cut into 8 slices
100ml double cream
crusty bread, to serve

Preparation: 10 minutes
Cook: 50 minutes
Serves 4

Heat half the oil in a medium saucepan or flameproof casserole over a
high heat. Season the pork and fry for 3-4 mins, then transfer to a plate.
Reduce the heat to medium and add the remaining oil and onion. Soften
for 8 mins, then add the garlic and fry for another 2 mins.
Add the sage and flour, stir and cook for 1 min. Increase the heat, then
pour in the cider and bubble for 4 mins. Return the pork and juices to the
pan, season, then reduce to a simmer and cover. Cook for 10 mins.
Add the pear slices, stir and cook for another 10 mins. Stir through the
cream, season, then divide between bowls and serve with crusty bread.
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MICHAELMAS
The Archangel Michael was extremely popular in England in the Middle
Ages, and hundreds of early churches were dedicated to him. He was
one of the figures portrayed killing a dragon, and his reputation as
‘Captain of the heavenly host’ in the biblical ‘war in heaven’ (Revelation
12:7 – 9) ensured his popularity with soldiers as well as with the general
public.
The one feature of Michaelmas that affected almost everybody in the
country but is now almost entirely forgotten was the custom of eating
roast goose on the day. The Michaelmas goose tradition was once
stronger than the modern traditions of eggs at Easter and turkey at
Christmas combined, and as with most festival foods, there was a
widespread idea that it was lucky to follow tradition, and unlucky not to.
As Robert Forby’s Vocabulary of East Anglia (1830) says, ‘If you don’t
baste the goose on Michaelmas Day, you’ll want money all the year’, and
Jane Austen was clearly aware of the superstition when she wrote to her
sister Cassandra on 11/12 October 1813 (ie Old Style Michaelmas Day),
‘I dined upon goose yesterday – which I hope will secure a good sale of
my 2nd edition’.
There has never been a satisfactory explanation for the goose-eating
tradition, apart from the prosaic reason that geese are at their prime at
that time. One widespread, but completely untrue, historical story makes
it our patriotic duty to do so. It was said that Queen Elizabeth l was
eating goose on Michaelmas Day when she received news that the
Spanish Armada had been defeated, and she declared that henceforth
all true English people should eat the same on that day, in thanks and
remembrance for our national delivery. The romance of this story not
withstanding, there is evidence that the connection between Michaelmas
and the goose was already in place in the fifteenth century. It lasted into
the early twentieth century, but then rapidly faded from the national
conscience.
As one of the four quarter days, Michaelmas was an important time in
legal and economic affairs from at least medieval times to the late
nineteenth century. It was often the day that local courts were held, rents
were due, annual employment terms expired, and was one of the days
locally called ‘Pack Rag Day’ because so many families were busy
changing their accommodation at the time. In local government, it was a
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favourite day for new mayors to be elected or to take office, and was
thus a day of civic pomp and ceremony. James Cossins described
the scene in his youth in Exeter in the 1820s:
The election of Mayors for the City of Exeter, under the old Chamber,
was about Michaelmas … On the day of election, the members of the
body and freemen assembled in the Guildhall; the intended Mayor
was proposed, with the other officials; after taking the oath and duly
signing the documents, on the cheering subsiding, the Hall echoed
with the sound of various drawings of wine corks, the liquor being
freely passed around … A procession was then formed to
perambulate the walls, headed by the tradesmen’s corps of
constables, about twenty four in number, then the staff and macebearers, sword-bearers, the Mayor-elect walking uncovered, with his
hat in his hand; Aldermen, with scarlet robes and three-cornered
hats, followed by members and officials; in the rear being three
tradesmen’s sons, named Mayor’s stewards (the outside one being
called gutter steward), wearing long black robes, with tufts and threecorned hats, who had the privilege of dining at the Mayor’s banquets.
Some of the electors and inhabitants would accompany the
procession, and give vent to their feelings by an occasional cheer. At
two fixed points on the route … apples were thrown about for a
general scramble, and at another wine was provided. The ceremony
wound up in the evening with the good old English custom of dinner.
A generation or two before this, such mayor making was
accompanied by rougher activities. Traditionally the incoming mayor
would provide a bull to be baited in the street for amusement, and
there was a local belief that just before the new mayor took office
there was a ‘lawless hour’ when normal laws and regulations had no
effect! In Exeter, youths would dam up any streams or gutters to
create pools of water with which they could soak passers-by if they
were not paid a fee; in Kidderminster the people threw cabbage
stalks at each other and then pelted the newly-elected corporation
with apples.
Steve Roud
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Autumn 2018 Lunchtime Recitals
Fridays at 1:15pm
Collegiate Church of St Mary, Warwick
7 September
21 September
19 October
2 November
16 November
7 December
21 December

Oliver Hancock (St Mary’s, Warwick) - organ
Mark Swinton (St Mary’s, Warwick) - organ
Mark Swinton (St Mary’s, Warwick) - organ
Carleton Hetherington (Tewkesbury Abbey) - organ
Florence Lloyd (Kings High School, Warwick) - clarinet
Mark Swinton (St Mary’s, Warwick) - organ
Oliver Hancock (St Mary’s, Warwick) - organ

Admission free, retiring collection

***********************************************************************************

AND FINALLY …………..
CROSSWORD SOLUTION
ACROSS 1 Wheat 4 Burnt 9 Barnabas 10 Gath 11 Olives 13 Kidron
15 Paisley 18 Throne 19 Novena 21 Blue 22 Damascus 23 Cribs 24 Deans
DOWN 2 Hermit 3 Agape 5 Ungodly 6 Nations 7 Abbot 8 Ashkelon
12 Stipends 14 Scholar 15 Proverb 16 Deacon 17 Manse 20 Orate

Who’s Where in The Warwick Team
Contacts in our partner churches in the Warwick Team include:
All Saints
Revd Diane Thompson (Team Vicar)

492073

St Nicholas
Revd Linda Duckers (Team Vicar)

496209

St Paul’s
Revd Jonathan Hearne (Team Vicar)

419814
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ST MARY’S CONTACT NUMBERS
Revd Dr Vaughan Roberts (Team Rector)
Parish Office
Doreen Mills (Reader)
Oliver Hancock (Director of Music)
Gail Guest (Church Warden)
John Luxton (Church Warden)
David Benson (Deputy Church Warden)
Godfrey Hill (Deputy Church Warden)
Bell Ringers
1st Warwick St Mary’s Rainbows/Brownies/Guides
Choir
Friends of St Mary’s Choir
Collegium
St Mary’s Scholars
Flowers
Church Guides
Gift Shop
Sunday School
Friends of St Mary’s Church
St Mary’s Guild of Servers
Sidesmen
Churches Together in Warwick
Guild of Ex Choristers gec@stmaryswarwick.org.uk
Tony King (Magazine Editor)
Church Council Members
The Rector, the Reader and Church Wardens
John Adams (Treasurer)
Vicky Bartholomew (Secretary)
David Clark
Grahame Edmonds
Alan Faulkner
Desmond Jack
Gill James (Synod member)
Frances Humphreys
Tony King
Jayne McHale
Joy Nugent (Synod member)
Carol Warren
Alan Wellan
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492909
403940
494692
403940
885421
07740 046718
882207
02476 464432
492783
403185
403940
07549 534339
498851
403940
857351
403940
403940
312861
419991
07713 997769
882207
428420
740181
497349

07711 058935
403449
465081
495795
842024
410723
497349
497106
852565
493940
842828

