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The stunning ‘Light of the World’ 

installation featured on our cover was created 

by Linda Saltmarshe, erected by Roger 

Harrap and photographed by John Hornby. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Who are the Rohingya? 
A father shoulders rescued family 
possessions as he shepherds his 
family across a muddy river. His 
wife looks fearfully for the 
opposite bank, not knowing what 
will meet them there. All they do 
know is that their village has been 
burned to the ground, their 
neighbours and relatives brutally 
beaten, raped or murdered.  
 

The Rohingya are Muslims  
who have lived for centuries in   
Buddhist Myanmar/Burma. They 
are now considered ‘non-citizens,’ 
and declared not to be one of  
the country’s one hundred and 
thirty-five official ethnic groups.  
 

They live in the western coastal 
state of Rakhine, one the poorest  
in the country with ghetto-like 
camps and villages lacking basic 
services and opportunities. They 
are not allowed to leave without 
government permission. Due to 
ongoing violence and religious 
persecution, hundreds of 
thousands of Rohingya have fled 
to neighbouring countries over 
the course of many decades. The 
current exodus is to Bangladesh. 
 

Why are they ‘non-citizens’? 
It’s partly our fault! During the 
century or so of British rule (1824-
1948), significant numbers of 
labourers were brought to what is 
now known as Myanmar from 
today's India and Bangladesh. 
Because the British administered 
Burma as simply a province 
of India, such migration was 
considered internal. This influx of 
labourers was, predictably, not 
welcomed by the majority of the 
native population. It rarely is. 
 

After independence, the new 
government viewed the migration 
that took place during British rule 
as illegal, and it is on this basis 
that they now refuse citizenship 
to the majority of Rohingya. This 
has led many Buddhists to 
consider the Rohingya to be 
Bengali, rejecting the term 
‘Rohingya’ as a recent invention, 
created for political reasons.  
The sad irony of this reaction is 
that traditionally peace-loving 
Buddhists are now accused by the 
United Nations of what amounts 
to a particularly brutal campaign 
of ethnic cleansing. 

 

Were things always this bad? 
Shortly after independence from 
Britain in 1948, the Union 
Citizenship Act was passed, 
defining who could gain 
citizenship. The Rohingya were 
not included, but the act did 
allow those whose families had 
lived in Myanmar for at least two 
generations to apply for identity 
cards. Many were given such 
identification and, in some cases,  
citizenship, with several Rohingya 
even serving in parliament.  
 

After the 1962 military coup, 
however, things got worse, and 
all citizens were issued with 
national registration cards.  
The Rohingya were given foreign 
identity cards. Rights to study, 
work, travel, marry, worship and 
access health services were all 
restricted. In 1982, a new law was 
passed, rendering them stateless.  
 

It is estimated that, soon, 
more than 1,000,000 
Rohingya refugees will be 
squashed into makeshift 
camps in neighbouring (and 
impoverished) Bangladesh. 
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I always expel a sigh of regret when I hear the minister declare, when reading from Matthew 12:8, that 
there will be ‘weeping and gnashing of teeth’, writes Bill Jones. When I were a lad it was always ‘weeping 
and wailing and gnashing of teeth’, and I miss the wailing. At least that is what I remember, but now when 
I scour different versions of the Bible, I can’t find the full, immensely satisfying phrase that remains lodged 
in my personal hard drive. I can find ‘weeping and gnashing of teeth’ and also ‘wailing and gnashing of teeth’, 
but I want the lot. It could be, of course, that I have unknowingly conflated both versions and accidentally 
come up with a more poetic form of what the Bible actually says, (watch out for the BJV from SPCK) but I do 
seem to have heard the phrase elsewhere and welcome readers’ own observations.  
 

And while we’re on the subject, what happened to ‘Now we see through a glass darkly’? (1 Cor.13:12) How 
did we ever allow philistine translators to come up with prosaic phrases about reflections in dull mirrors 
when such a striking image was there for the taking? Periodic attempts to bring the Bible up to date are 
doomed to failure, and especially now that things move so fast. Even a weekly revision would be out of date 
by Thursday, so why can’t we keep the poetry, and learn the meaning? Answers on a post card, please. 
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                                                                      ‘Messy Church’ is for adults and children, and 
involves creativity, celebration and hospitality. It 
was created primarily for people who don’t already 
belong to a church, but it welcomes everybody. 
 

Messy Church aims to introduce Jesus, to give an opportunity 
to encounter him, and to grow closer to him. It typically 
includes a welcome, a long creative time to explore a biblical 
theme through getting messy, and a shorter celebration time 
involving story, prayer, song, games and a sit-down meal. It's 
a church for people of all ages and at all stages of their faith 
journey – and it has now come to Christ the King! 

 

The first session, led by our 
Children’s Worker, Sheena Grills, 
took place on Sunday 19th 
November. The theme was 
‘Christmas’ and everyone was invited 
to join in making card characters of 
the Nativity and stars for display in 
the hall. CTK Kraftsmeister Linda 
Saltmarshe organised this, and the 
display took shape as Sheena spoke 
about thinking of the gifts we buy for 
friends and family, finding the perfect 
gift and pointing out that the wise 
men had their work cut out giving the 
perfect gifts to the most important 
person - Jesus.  
 

 
She talked about the meanings behind the 12 Days of Christmas 
song and finished with the thought that "God has given each of us 
many gifts. As we give our gifts this season, I pray that we will 
remember the reason for the season - that God gave us the precious 
gift of a baby, who grew to be a man, who can to this day touch and 
change the lives of those who open their minds, hearts and lives to 
Him."  Everyone then sang The ‘12 Days of Christmas’ song with a 
twist! Lots of props and 
lots of fun! Messy 
Church ended with 
sandwiches, cakes and 
conversation. 
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In a sermon on All Saints’ Day I asked: “Who decides that Mother Theresa has 

pride of place among the saints and my dear friend ‘Agnes’ doesn’t?”  The 

reactions have been interesting. One reply was, ‘The church, of course’, but how 

you think about ‘church’ depends on whether you’re high church, middle-of-

the-road church, low church or off the bottom! 

 

‘Who decides?’ is a deceptively simple question, anyway. We first have to decide 

what we mean by ‘saint’. The word translated ‘saint’ in many Bible versions is 

the Greek word, ‘hagios’, (‘holy one’).  All the New Testament letters from 

Romans to Colossians, except Galatians, are addressed to ‘saints’, eg: ‘To the 

saints and faithful brothers and sisters in Christ in Colossae:’  

 

‘Common Worship: Times and Seasons’ puts it this way: “No Christian is solitary. Through baptism we become 

members one of another in Christ, members of a company of saints whose mutual belonging transcends death”.  

Once we become Christians we are ‘in Christ’ and therefore ‘saints’. This begins in this life and continues after 

death.  In our earthly life we continue to be saints with feet of clay - but always with the possibility of 

transformation if we allow God to be at work in us. 

 

In some ways, then, that’s all that needs to be said - but this isn’t how people tend to think about ‘saints’. For 

many they are like spiritual super-heroes who lived especially close to God in this life and now, after death, have 

special spiritual powers attributed to them. So here is a bit more background followed by some personal thoughts 

- which you’re free to take with a pinch or two of salt and/or a healthy dose of scepticism. You may also hear 

the mighty thunder of hairs being split! 

 

When we watched a series of DVDs at a recent icon writing course we were left in no doubt that, for the 

Orthodox Churches (plural - there are many), only those subscribing to Orthodox practice, tradition and 

theology comprise the ‘true’ church. The rest of us, while being acknowledged as Christians, are not part of it. 

Very early in the Christian era there was a split between churches in the east and those in the west leading to a 

separate Roman Catholic Church - which isn’t recognised as part of the ‘true church’ by the Orthodox ones. Then 

we had the Reformation and the Church of England - which isn’t recognised as ‘true church’ by any of them! 

 

Orthodox and Roman Catholic Churches have procedures through which they declare some people who have 

died to be Saints (in the ‘spiritual super-hero’ sense). These then have a place in the Canon (list) of authorised 

saints (‘canonization’), a date in the liturgical calendar and become part of the worshipping life of the church. 

King Charles 1 is the only person to have been treated as a new saint by some Anglicans following the English 

Reformation. Some parts of the Anglican Communion think of him as a martyr rather than a saint - and others 

don’t acknowledge him at all!  

 

Mother Theresa or ‘Agnes’? 
 

I live alone and, while training for ordination, the bishop insisted that I had a prayer support network.  ‘Agnes’ 

was part of that group. Her prayers, including those for healing, were frequently answered.  She seemed to be able 

to reach the heart of God.  I’ve known many like her - all unknown to any church hierarchy.  A friend once said, 

“It must make Jesus weep to see us putting on pedestals the people who live as he wants us all to live”.   

 

We can all grow closer to God, reach the heart of God and see our prayers answered. We are told that people 

look at outward appearance but God looks on the heart (1 Samuel 16:7) and the parable of the sheep and the 

goats (Matt 25) tells us that we’re in for a few surprises, anyway!  It won’t surprise you to learn that I struggle 

with the idea of human institutions (however ‘holy’) declaring people to be ‘saints’. It implies comparisons and 

judgements which I don’t believe are ours to make.  The implications of all this are beyond the remit of this 

article but are equally complicated and important.   

 

So Who decides?   I’ll leave you to think it through for yourselves! 
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Mildred will address the ‘implications’ referred to above in our March/April issue. 
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Unless you are one of those 
people so sure of their abilities 
that they constantly like to 
remind us of them, you will 
probably say something like 
‘Not particularly’, or ‘What, 
me?’ in answer to such a 
question. But, of course, you 
are. We all are. The wonderful 
thing about us humans is that 
we aren’t a set of clones, all 
sharing equal dollops of good 
stuff and bad stuff. We’re all 

different. And we all have 
talents……and they’re all 
different too.  
 

In Matthew 25:14-30 we read 
of three people who use their 
talents in different ways. Two 
use them to create wealth for 
their master, whilst the third 
makes sure that he doesn’t 
upset his master by deeply 
burying his talent and keeping 
it really safe…..but unused. 

‘What’s your hidden talent?’ 
Maggie asked us recently. ‘And 
are you using it for God?’  
 
There are many different 
volunteering opportunities at 
Christ the King. Could one of 
them suit you and give you the 
chance to bring that hidden 
talent out into the open? Talk 
to Maggie.
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We all know about Cinderella, Red Riding Hood, and the other young girls led 
through peril into, usually, a happy ever after existence with Prince Charming 
in the sort of castle depicted by Disney.  This time of year, pantomimes put on 

their particular versions of these familiar stories.  So for most of us, fairy 
tales come  through children’s stories, films, and pantomimes.   
 

The originals however are not 
particularly child-friendly.  There 
are many versions of Cinderella 
and the one we are most familiar 
with was published in France, in 
1697, by Charles Perrault.  He 
introduced the glass slipper which 
was replaced by a series of 
expensive slippers by the 
Brothers Grimm in their 
nineteenth century German 
version.  But there was no Fairy 
Godmother there.  Cinderella 
cherished a tree that grew from 
her mother’s grave, and she was 
supplied by it and by attendant 
birds with what she needed for 
the three balls she went to in 
increasingly splendid clothes.  She 
evaded the prince after the first 
two balls (playing hard to get?)   
But the prince ordered a layer of 
tar so when she ran off again one 
golden slipper stuck.  When the 
wicked stepsisters tried on the 
slipper, one cut her toes off, the 
other her heel, and the somewhat 
dim Prince had to be alerted to 
the blood by Cinderella’s helpful 
birds.  The sisters appeared to 
recover to attend the wedding, 
but the birds flew down and 
pecked out their eyes.  We don’t 
get that in our beloved 
pantomimes. 
  
The story of Little Red Riding 
Hood is also familiar to European 
childhoods, and has versions not 
celebrated in pantomime or 
picture books.  It was known by  

 
French peasants in the 10th 
century, and recorded in Italy in 
the 14th century.  Perrault 
followed their gory versions and 
had Red Riding Hood gobbled up 
by the wolf who had already 
feasted on her grandmother.  The 
Grimm brothers had a more 
familiar twist with a helpful 
huntsman rescuing both and 
killing the wolf.  Another version 
had Red Riding Hood running 
away and being saved by some 
laundresses at their work by the 
river.  They held sheets taut across 
the water to make a bridge for the 
girl, then let go as the wolf followed 
so he drowned.  I like this early 
example of women’s solidarity.  
Sometimes the grandmother 
escapes; sometimes not.  All 
versions of the tale share a moral – 
a warning to young women against 
trusting a plausible stranger.   
 
The story is set in a world familiar 
to our ancestors.  Much of Europe 
was forested, with islands of 
civilisation – hamlets, villages, 
towns and cities. The forest was 
dangerous, with wild beasts, 
outlaws, and the possibility of 
being entirely lost.  ‘Hansel and 
Gretel’ tells a similar story to that 
of Little Red Riding Hood.  But the 
forest was there and offered 
profit to woodcutters and 
trappers.  It is a different world 
from that of Cinderella. We all 
know the story of the Sleeping 
Beauty.  That is, we all know Part 

1 by Perrault.  In Part 2 the prince 
marries Beauty in secret and they 
have two children.  When he 
becomes king he takes them 
home and acknowledges them.  
But, his mother is of ogre stock, 
and in the king’s absence (some 
war or other) sends them to a 
remote house in the forest, and 
orders the cook to kill and cook 
them.  She enjoys tender meat.  
But the kindly cook substitutes 
various animals.  Then the ogre 
mother-in-law discovers the 
deception, and prepares a large 
vat with vipers and other horrors 
for her victims.  The king returns 
in the nick of time, and she flings 
herself into the vat of poison.  
They live happily ever after.   
 
I don’t know what the message is 
here.  Don’t trust your mother-in-
law?  Avoid ogres?  Fairy tales, or 
folk tales, are really tales for adult 
enjoyment and instruction – not 
really child’s play! 
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choice when appointing a Children’s Worker!] 
 

 

The Christian Value for one half term at our Church School last year was ‘Trust’. Our 

Children’s Worker, Sheena, started by asking the children; “Do any of you trust me?” Lots of hands shot 

up, but volunteers began to look nervous as she put their trust to the test by placing a towel round their 

shoulders and filling a freezer bag with water. She then held the bag over their heads and started to fill it 

with pencils. Nobody got wet, so their trust was (eventually!) rewarded.  
 

Sheena went on to tell the story of Jesus walking on the water from Matthew Chapter 14, using the Godly 

Play format. The last part of the session involved team work, communication and trusting each other as 

the children lowered a long bamboo cane to the ground - sounds easy but they were only allowed to balance 

the cane on one finger each. We can imagine how that would have turned out without team work. 

CTK Youth Club has also been busy this term and for their last session  

before Christmas they ate lots of popcorn whilst watching the film ‘Arthur  
Christmas’ – about Father Christmas’s clumsy but well-meaning son.  
 

During Sheena’s CTK Lunch Club at the school her twenty-seven attenders  

(up from one when she started!) designed a bravery medal as they considered 

 all those who have been involved with and affected by war and conflict.  

They also made 'Choosers' - where you pick a colour, then a number, then  

another number to reveal a message such  as 'God Loves You'. She talked about 

 the fact that God has given us free will to make choices and that it's important to 

 make the right choices.  

 

[It looks to BUZZ as though Christ the King made a good  
choice when appointing a Children’s Worker!]  
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The juniper gave a pleasant taste 
to the spirit, and its French name, 
Geneva, accounts for the 
abbreviation, gin.  The Thirty Years 
War in the seventeenth century led 
to British soldiers fighting in 
Holland.  Because of the damp 
climate they were issued with the 
warming spirit, which led to an 
enhanced fighting spirit.  They 
acquired ‘Dutch Courage’, and took 
it back home.  It was very popular, 
with the poor especially.   
 

Charles 1st encouraged its 
development and founded the 
Worshipful Company of Distillers.  
It was popular too with farmers as 
it was a profitable way of using 
surplus wheat and barley.  There 
was further royal encouragement 
by King William (of William and 
Mary) and gin even became part of 
the wages of the workers.  It was 
cheaper than beer or ale!  So we 
can easily see the causes of the 
social damage that produced 
Hogarth’s engravings,’ Beer Street’ 
and ‘Gin Lane’.  The latter with its 
vivid depictions of alcoholic 
depravity and misery has been 
described as ‘arguably the most 
potent anti-drug poster ever 
conceived.’   
 

This could not go on.  The years 
between 1695 and 1735 produced 
rising death rates, in London 
particularly, and the governments of 
the time attempted to control the 
gin epidemic.  Various measures had 
some success, and when Methodism 
and the temperance movement 
developed in the nineteenth century 
gin- drinking was no longer the curse 
it had been.   

But it was still the favoured comfort 
of the poor, and splendid gin 
palaces, properly controlled and 
licensed, appeared in the poorer 
parts of cities.   
 

Charles Dickens was a journalist as 
well as a novelist, and knew them.  
He describes a ‘filthy and 
miserable’ part of London in great 
detail – then, ‘You turn the corner.  
What a change!  All is light and 
brilliancy….   the gay building with 
the fantastically ornamented 
parapet, the illuminated clock, the 
plate-glass windows…’ and on he 
goes with a detailed description of 
the interior of this glorious palace 
of assorted spirits, particularly gin.  
He concludes the article with: 
 

‘Gin-drinking is a great vice in 
England, but poverty is a greater; 
and until you can cure it, or 
persuade a half-famished wretch 
not to seek relief in the temporary 
oblivion of his own misery, with 
the pittance which, divided among 
his family, would just furnish a 
morsel of bread for each, gin-
shops will increase in number and 
splendour.’ 
  
It is a mystery to me, after this, 
how gin became, in the early 
twentieth century a smart, classy 
drink.  It may be the effect of the 
American invention of the cocktail.  
However, the British overseas, 
ruling the hotter portions of the 
world, did their share.  They 
needed quinine, the main remedy 
for malaria, and this is unpleasantly 
bitter.  It was mixed with soda 
water and some sugar and lime, 
and tonic water came into 

existence, and the G&T was born.  
Singapore is associated with the 
long cocktail, the Gin Sling, drunk 
on verandas by the right sort of 
chaps and their ladies.  The British 
Navy contributed too, with officers 
drinking pink gin.  An ex-naval 
officer explained the popularity of 
this to me.  It consists of neat gin 
with a few drops of Angostura Bitters 
– pretty nasty.  But the usual mixers 
were expensive on board, gin was 
cheap.  So the bitter option was the 
economical one.   
 

The shady reputation of gin 
persisted to some degree in 
America, especially during 
Prohibition, when the choice was 
either bootleg (smuggled) or 
bathtub (homemade).  Terms such 
as gin joint persisted.  Remember 
Bogart in ‘Casablanca’?  ‘In all the 
gin-joints in all the world …’ as 
Ingrid Bergman wanders into his.   

 
But that was then, and this is now.  
Gin has developed more and more 
varieties, flavoured not only with 
the traditional juniper, coriander, 
and citrus, but with such 
ingredients as wild clover, basil, 
rosemary, angelica.  Gin is the 
height of fashion.  Will the glorious 
gin-palaces return?  We shall see.  

 

 

Gin is a spirit distilled from grain and flavoured with juniper, writes Dorothy Kyne.   
It was developed as a medicine in the Netherlands, used to ease stomach complaints, 
gout and gallstones – and probably much else.  Medicine used a broad brush in those days.   
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The Coast-to-Coast is no walk in the park, even though it does cross the Lake District, Yorkshire Dales, and 
North York Moors National Parks. That’s 192 miles of varied terrain including lots of strenuous ups and foot-
slogging downs. Four members of Christ the King, including Vicar Maggie McLean, are tackling the Coast-to-
Coast in September 2018 in aid of WATER FOR LIFE, a project which provides clean water for rural areas in 
our link Diocese of Mara, in Tanzania. BUZZ talked to Maggie and asked her: “Why are you doing it?” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NOTHING NEW IN 
THE WORLD 

CORNER 
‘The young of 
today are rude 
and impatient. 
They frequently 
inhabit taverns 
and have no self- 
control.’ 
 

Inscription on a 
6,000 year old 
Egyptian tomb. 
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The answer is that she and her fellow walkers, 
Chris Swift, Meg Willard and Harvey Walsh, 
all believe that nobody should have to do 
what this child does to get water – water 
that’s for cooking, washing, and drinking. The 
lack of safe drinking water is at the root of 
many of the diseases which afflict African 
people, and the provision of it saves lives. It 
also enriches the day to day lives of women 
and girls who spend hours each day walking 
to and from the nearest source of water. We 
can all support Christ the King’s ‘Walkers for 
Water’ by sponsoring their arduous hike. 
Every penny raised will go directly to Africa 
via our long established and secure 
contacts in the Diocese of Mara. Full 
details on how to do so later in the year. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Confirm, O Lord, your servant with your Holy Spirit.  

With these authoritative words, Bishop Jonathan of Huddersfield confirmed nine 
members of the church in November last year. Friends and family were there in force 
to support them, backed up by a full congregation who also offered their support and 
prayers in their continuing journey of faith. Pictured above, from left to right: 
Lauren Rogers, Ruth Lockwood, Sophie Perry, Jill Harrison, Alison Day, the Revd Dr 
Jennifer Cooper, Bishop Jonathan, Amy Bell, the Revd Canon Maggie McLean,  
Jo Beynon, Amanda Henderson, Lloyd Henderson. 
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Welcome to the first in an occasional series in which Nigel Day ransacks a range of sources to discover 

interesting items for our consideration which occurred on or around the ‘bookends’ of the two-month 

period of the magazine in question which, in this case, are the 1st of January and the 28th of February.  

On Monday, January 1st, 1962, four Liverpudlian lads wandered into the Decca studios and laid down an audition 
session of thirteen tracks in under an hour, including four penned by two band members. They were, of course, The 
Beatles, featuring at that time, Pete Best rather than Ringo Starr on drums, and the songwriters Lennon and 
McCartney. After a gestation period of a few days, Decca rejected The Beatles with the infamous remarks, “Guitar 
groups are on their way out,” and “The Beatles have no future in show business”! How wrong they were… Months 
later, The Beatles signed for Parlophone, and the rest, as they say, is history. When The Beatles became successful, 
Decca were so desperate to clean the egg off their faces that they snapped up a little known blues outfit called The 
Rolling Stones in the hope that they could be the next big thing. Not bad for damage limitation, eh? 
 

Whether or not the second January 1st offering I have for you proved to be the selling of a colossal pup to the British 
public will depend upon how you voted eighteen months ago, but, whether you liked it or lumped it, on that day in 
1973, the United Kingdom joined Ireland and Denmark in becoming the newest members of the European Economic 
Community, or, as it has since become known, the EU. Then, it consisted of six member states: Belgium, France Italy, 
Luxembourg, West Germany and the Netherlands, a number which has since swollen to 28. It was conceived as a trade 
organisation which, since 1993, has become a single market, allowing tariff free trade to circulate across Europe, 
bringing with it economic prosperity and a colossal headache for subsequent Conservative governments whose Euro-
sceptic lobby has been vocal and politically troublesome ever since. As a consequence, we are now embroiled in 
disentangling ourselves from 44 years of close legal and economic ties. I wonder who will still agree with Prime Minister 
Ted Heath’s optimistic prognostications from all those years ago: “… from the point of view of our everyday lives we 
will find there is a great cross-fertilisation of knowledge and information, not only in business but in every other sphere. 
This will enable us to be more efficient and competitive in gaining more markets not only in Europe but in the rest of 
the world.” I confess that all hindsight tells me is that we are now living in “interesting times.” 
 

On February 28th 1935, one Wallace Carruthers, a chemist working for Dupont Laboratories in Wilmington Delaware, 
invented a substance which has enabled three generations of women to make their legs look tanned and shapely for 
a fraction of the cost of silk or a holiday in the sun. I refer, of course, to nylon, the petro-chemical industry’s most 
significant contribution to feminine pulchritude and to bank-robbers’ anonymity. Nylon has a myriad of useful 
applications beyond the manufacture of stockings and has proved a boon to mankind in all sorts of ways since it first 
appeared, but it is in that form that it captured the public imagination, particularly as the seduction gift of choice for 
American GIs in World War 2 when they were “over-sexed and over here” in the UK. 
 

The final event I would like you to consider is perhaps the one with the most profound implications for the future of 
mankind. On February 28th 1954, a pair of Cambridge University scientists named Watson and Crick finally confirmed 
the double-helix structure of DNA, a discovery which effectively unlocked the modern science of genetics with all its 
potential for medical good and Frankensteinian evil through gene manipulation. All the really exciting possibilities 
unfolding in the biological sciences at the moment stem from this one achievement. Their discovery does not fit the 
traditional models of scientific endeavour: those of sustained research effort such as the lifelong struggle to solve the 
structure of haemoglobin, or the flashes of intuitive insight given to such as Einstein. Neither Watson nor Crick were 
experts in Chemistry, the discipline which they knew mattered most to the discovery, and although they had a rough 
idea of how to do it, neither really knew what it would take to solve the problem. Crick was a crystallographer and 
Watson a geneticist, but they were both convinced that DNA and not protein was the genetic material, and their 
approach was to learn the chemistry that mattered and to build molecular models to make three-dimensional pictures. 
Model building is more art than science, involving, as it does, the patching together of imperfect data from multiple 
avenues, rational thinking and inspired guesswork to create a model of reality. Watson and Crick combined data from 
many sources to construct what, after much groping, stumbling and eventual navigating, became the famous double-
helix structure which amounts to the greatest biochemical triumph of the twentieth century! 
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Christ the King parishioners were treated to an active depiction of the birth of Jesus on 

December 17th. The standard of singing, instrumental and acting from our CTK Music Group, 

Youth Choir, and cast was remarkable. The surprise star of the production was young William 

James, who took the part of the Innkeeper. Rather than the surly curmudgeon who traditionally 

refuses to admit the holy family, we were given a tireless host who answered repeated knocks 

on the door, marched purposefully up and down the stairs and then dragged an unsuspecting 

Norman Pape to his feet to ‘come and have a look at the baby!’ It was a lovely start to the 

Christmas season and a credit to all who took part, both front of stage and behind the scenes.  
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Ruth James reflects on recent problems caused 

by the unaccommodating architecture of 

modern houses. 

Very few modern houses have the perfect wide chimney 
stack, open fire and large mantelpiece required for the 
traditional entrance for Father Christmas in the early hours of 
Christmas day. With question after question being asked from 
the curious minds of little four-year olds, some families have 
had to find ways of being more creative when it comes to  
preparing for the practicalities on the 24th. 
 
If it really is impossible for Santa to make it down a non-existent chimney as the traditional image tells us, 
maybe he has a special key for all front doors, although this idea might terrify some particularly sensitive little 
souls especially if they have seen Paddington Bear’s ‘companion’ on the Christmas advertising this year.  
 

Other families may allow Daddy to stay up late to let Santa in before locking up for the night. Snowy 
footprints left up the stairs to find stockings at the ends of beds to fill will surely be evidence that he is 
happy to take more of an unconventional route especially as he gets a bit older and less agile! Or maybe 
we should just let Santa’s magic dictate how the presents make their way to their rightful recipient. 

 
 A further and equally important point of discussion is 

of course the treats to be left out for the midnight 
visitors. Should it be the traditional sherry (if 

there is any lurking in the back of the 
cupboard) and mince pie or would Father 
Christmas prefer a nice cold beer, and 
possibly a quick burger as another popular 
Christmas advert has suggested this year. 
The four year olds are again wondering… 

doesn’t he get full (and maybe a little tipsy, 
asks mummy) from this midnight feast? 

Clearly not! He usually manages to munch his 
way through anything that is left, leaving just a few 

crumbs and always an empty glass behind.                   
               
 
What about Rudolf? Can he manage a million carrots in one night? Hopefully he shares them out among 
all the other reindeer who are precariously balancing on the wobbly roof tiles or next door’s conservatory. 
Some may argue that carrots are really not the most nutritious animal feed for a herd of reindeer 
especially with many miles to fly and hard work to be done. 
 

Despite the trials and tribulations of the all-important present delivery, with the hope that the letter 

addressed only to ‘The North Pole’ (but hopefully double checked by mummy before the envelope was 

sealed, just for interest…) has arrived and been read, somehow the magic happens, and all is well on 

Christmas morning.    
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There are still some 800 refugees still in Calais, a year after the ‘Jungle’ refugee camp was destroyed. They have fled 
war and persecution in Iraq, Syria, Afghanistan, and other dangerous places. They hope to make a new life in Britain, 
but we have not welcomed them.  
 

Ruth Saxton, Art Manager at a local children’s museum, decided to do something about it. She volunteered 
to work at the ‘Help Refugees’ charity’s warehouse, funding her own travel expenses, and talked to her 
friends Stephen & Jean Rochell about the experience: “When everything fell apart in Calais, they tore 
down the Jungle, the Dunkirk camp burnt down, and our government reneged on its promise to take the 
children as part of the Dubs Amendment. I took time off work and helped out at the Help Refugees 
warehouse, in the kitchen, sorting clothes, and doing admin. The situation in Calais has disappeared from the 
media, except when refugees are vilified by the right-wing media. And yet it is desperate.  
 

It’s a rollercoaster when you work there: you see the best and worst of humanity many times a day. You meet amazing 
people who just want to do what small bit they can, as well as people who have given up their normal lives to volunteer in 
France. Everyone is passionate and hardworking, and full of compassion. As new people pass through, systems improve and 
the way the warehouse and kitchen operate is remarkable.  
 

You also meet wonderful people who are trapped in this perilous situation, fleeing their native countries. They show such 
strength and generosity of spirit; you cannot believe how rewarding it is just to interact with these people as you serve them 
food. To say hello and smile, engage, ask them how they are. We know what a terrible, and life-threatening situation they 
are in, and yet they still show warmth and hope and gratitude. This year, the police in Calais have become even more brutal. 
They destroy the refugees’ beds and belongings, and they beat them up. It is truly shocking. Help Refugees works to improve 
the legal standing of these people, as well as feeding and clothing them, and trying to help them feel just a bit more human. 
I’m going again now, working directly with Help Refugees and taking exactly what they need. If anyone from your church 
has spare warm clothing I will gladly stuff it in the car and take it with me.” 
 
 

 

Ruth’s urgent appeal for warm clothing met with a huge response from Christ the King as parishioners turned 
out all those spare socks, gloves, sweaters, sleeping bags and even tents they had forgotten about. She set off 
for Calais with a heavily-laden car. We wish her well and hope to hear more from her later in the year.  
Read more from Ruth on:  http:/ /t l fw.co.uk/experiences-volunteering-calais  
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Angels come in all shapes and this was true 

for the multitude of angels distributed by 

Mirfield’s ‘Churches Together’ on a very cold 

and icy morning just before Christmas. Angels 

are messengers and our knitted angels took 

messages of love and peace around the town. 

Within moments of leaving them on school 

walls and garden fences, outside pubs and 

pizza places, perched on window sills and 

children’s playgrounds, messages appeared on 

Face Book and other Social Media sites of the 

delight and joy of finding one. 

 

“As the caretaker of Old Bank School, I dread 

this time of year, having to grit everywhere, 

and the thought of walking in the freezing icy 

weather to work. But today I have a huge 

smile thanks to the ladies of the churches who 

kindly give up their time and generosity to 

make the angels. I have found loads on our 

school fence. Our children will be so happy. 

We will place one on every tree we have in 

school. Thank you from all at Old Bank 

School and myself for making my walk to 

work a pleasure.” 

 

“Can't believe I have actually been lucky 

enough to find one of the Christmas Angels 

this year! It has made my day. Thank you 

to whoever made her. She will be well 

loved and looked after. I opened the blinds 

and what did I see? Beautiful angels looking 

at me.” 

 

Not only those who found the angels were 

full of joy; the secret angel deliverers also 

enjoyed their work! 

 

“Loved delivering the angels, went out at 

6.40 - very icy and slippy! I saw one of my 

neighbours walking to work and her daughter 

had texted to ask her to look for an angel for 

her child - people were already on Facebook 

saying the angels were around!  She had 

picked one up from outside the launderette. 

Another lady was waiting for a lift on Nab 

Lane and I gave her one. She was so pleased 

and said she would put it in her shop for the 

customers to see. Glad it wasn't raining; nobody wants soggy angels!” 

 

One thousand six hundred angels in total were distributed around Mirfield to the delight and joy of all involved. Thank you 
so much to everyone who gave their time and talent to this amazing venture. Never too early to start knitting for next year! 
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Just give me five 

more minutes. 
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Contacts 
Vicar: The Revd Canon Maggie McLean   01924 493 277    maggie@christ-the-king.co.uk 

  
Church Wardens  Helen Grange  01924 – 493108 Helen@christ-the-king.co.uk 

Tony Moore   01924 – 496978 Tony@christ-the-king.co.uk 

Buzz Editorial                Bill Jones  01274 – 872729 bill.jones.75@btinternet.com 
Buzz Advertisements Helen Grange  01924 – 493108 grange.mirfield@ntlworld.com 
Buzz Editorial Team:   Nigel Day, Helen Grange, Ian Grange, Ruth James, Bill Jones, Dorothy Kyne, 
                                       Linda Saltmarshe, Chris Swift. 
  

 
 

Opinions expressed in BUZZ may not always reflect those of the Church 

                    

                                                                     Christ the King, Battyeford                       

                      
 Main Services 
Monday to Friday 9am 
Morning Prayer  
 

Sunday 8.00am 
Holy Communion  
A quiet service, no hymns; 10-15 people attend. 
 

Sunday 10.00am 
Holy Communion; Music; 90+ people; Crèche,  
Sunday School, Refreshments.                              
 

Wednesday 10.00am 
Quiet Holy Communion; 30+ people; Refreshments. 
 

Friday 2.00pm                                    
‘Butterflies’ (Service & Activities) or 
‘Caterpillars’ (Activities only)                  

 

                                     

    

       

 

Other Activities 

Community Art Club:   Every Monday 10am                

Luncheon Club: Every Tuesday, 12 noon 

Various activities: Every Tuesday 7.15pm    

Community Fitness Club: Every Wednesday 1.30pm 

Tap Dance Class: Every Wednesday, 10am   

Community Dop In:  Every Thursday 1.30pm  

For more details, see weekly Notice Sheet available in church and signposted on the TV screen 

or ask for our ‘What’s On?’ flyer.  All our activities are open to everyone – welcome! 

 

www.christ-the-king.co.uk 
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