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The ‘Great War’ 

Our uncharacteristically grey cover shows how service men and civilians celebrated 

the end of World War I in London on the eleventh of November, just one hundred 

years ago. Nigel Day’s powerful reflection on Pages 17 and 18 is a fitting tribute to 

the unimaginable horror faced by that conflict’s combatants. On Page 8 we learn of 

a personal connection with events at the time, and on Page 25 we take a break from 

our usual light-hearted look at life by recording some of the gallows humour of men 

facing death. 



 
 

CTK parishioner Julie Hudson recently took her 
third trip to Bangalore as a physiotherapist to 
deliver much needed treatment, advice and 
equipment. Following her talk at the Harvest 
Festival, the collection was donated to her work 
and we raised £226.80 Here, Julie tells how the 
money was spent and what her trip involved. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Thank you to the parishioners of Christ the King for the very generous 
donation from the Harvest Festival to support our therapy project at 
The Unit of Hope at St John’s Medical College, Bangalore. The UK 
Camp this year was made up of four orthopaedic surgeons, one 
anaesthetist and two physiotherapists (myself and my colleague, 
Jane Field). On the day we arrived the surgeons (who all originally 
trained at St John’s, and therefore established the link to the UK) 
assessed 85 children it was felt may benefit from lower limb 
reconstructive surgery. Of these, 35 children were selected and 
operated on during our stay. Children were selected dependent on 
severity of deformity and the likelihood of a functional outcome, such as 
reducing pain and improving the ability to stand or walk. 
 
Meanwhile, Jane and I were introduced to Pushpilatha who is the 
new Therapy Support Worker whose training was part funded by 
donations we have provided. We were to spend the next week 
training Pushpilatha, along with a newly qualified physiotherapist 
and a community social worker. 
 
Part of the purpose of our visit was to attend meetings with managers, university lecturers, paediatricians and community 
health workers to help improve protocols and pathways of therapy care, and to develop clinical knowledge. We met with 
the Director of St John’s Hospital to discuss the UK camp and its objectives. He was grateful for our support as the Unit of 
Hope is now becoming a flagship department within the Diocese and this work is creating positive publicity. We also met 
with local Government officials for Mugulur village and surrounding areas who were interested in our project and the 
outreach work being provided.Discussions with the paediatricians at Unit of Hope enabled us to focus on how they can 
improve their referral pathways to allow children with disabilities to gain access to healthcare sooner, avoiding the current 
lengthy delays.  



 
Village health workers are to be trained in early identification of 
disability and will then refer patients to a junior doctor at the clinic 
who will complete a baseline assessment. From this they can then 
prioritise who needs to see the paediatrician who visits rural health 
centre for one day every eight weeks. We were keen to meet with 
managers to discuss the feasibility of sponsoring the therapy 
assistant Pushpilaptha and physiotherapist Nimmy to visit the UK in 
2019 for a 3-4 week training programme with Barnsley Children’s 
Therapy team. We felt this would further develop their skills and 
knowledge and provide an opportunity that otherwise would never 
be available to them. This was supported by UK Camp surgeons who 
felt our plan to provide some intense UK based training would help 
to reduce the number of children requiring surgery. 
 
We completed 30 individual patient workshops - with therapy 
assistant and junior physiotherapist family members, village 
healthcare workers and other observers (physio lecturers, 
paediatricians). We worked across two bases: The Unit of Hope and 
Mugular rural village health centre. We provided a training 
afternoon on assessment techniques, modifying specialist 
equipment and managing a child with complex neurodisability in the 
home setting. This was attended by paediatricians from both the 
Unit of Hope and from Bangalore state hospital, physiotherapists 
and support staff. We discussed holistic assessments and child centred goal setting. We were able to promote team 
working, skill sharing and joint goals. 
 
Thanks to the donations from CTK and others, we were able to take with us 60kg allowance of resources such as 
sensory, back supports, neck collars, surgical dressings, special boots, and splints. We also took training materials 
which we could leave with the team. 
 

Since last year’s visit the physiotherapists have been able to source special boots locally which are similar to those that 
we have donated. They are currently trying to source an elastic neoprene fabric which we have found useful to 
provided back support. 
 

We have been able to make suggestions for suitable appliances and 
equipment for a child and this was then to be followed up with an 
appliance clinic at the end of this month. 
We were able to refer those children we feel require surgery  to 
orthopaedic surgeons for follow up. We were also able to request review 
of children by a paediatrician if we felt a child could be provided with 
medication to reduce muscle stiffness.  
 
Other than work, we did have time in the evenings to visit friends, eat 
out and explore the local markets. It was a privilege to work with such 
amazing staff and families over the week. We had curry for breakfast, 
dinner and tea! 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Lots of fundraising ......so that we can sponsor the 
physiotherapist and therapy assistant to visit the UK in 2019. We 
are likely to need about £2500 as we have to get them passports, 
visas, plane tickets and other travel expenses. We are hoping for 
some support from The Chartered Society of Physiotherapists 
who support overseas development projects. 
 

 



 

 

….begs Professor Helen Stokes-Lampard 

Helen is a proper doctor. She has a white coat, a stethoscope 
and everything. She is in charge of the Royal College of 
General Practitioners, so she knows a lot of stuff. And she 
has serious concerns about the health of the world’s most 
welcome long-distance winter traveller. 
 

He already has problems, she says, due to his gruelling night shifts 
which lead to sleep deprivation, work stress and consequences for his mental health. He’s quite obviously 
overweight, and we don’t help his obesity problem by leaving mince pies out for him in houses all over Britain 
and across the world. Add to that the risk of alcoholism due to centuries of sherry drinking, and it’s a wonder 
he manages to do what must be one of the most demanding jobs of all time. “He could shed a few pounds 
by running between houses rather than jumping onto his sleigh,” the professor says. “And if he was a patient 
at my practice, I would be encouraging him to adopt a healthier diet and take more exercise in the New Year.” 
We trust all our readers will play their part in helping Santa to stay healthy in 2018 by setting a good example. 

 

 

 

….asks Dr Jason Chapman 

Jason is the other kind of doctor. He’s an academic, and a Research Fellow 
at the University of Exeter. He’s a Movement Ecologist, which means he 
specialises in such things as animal migrations. “People talk about the 
journey Santa makes,” he says, “but it’s the reindeer who do all the hard 

work. Santa has a sitting down job.”   Jason estimates that the reindeer cover 
around 50,000 miles on their  big night as they zig-zag across the globe, 

giving them an average speed of 1,700 miles an hour – three times that of a 
jumbo jet. By contrast, the next most impressive traveller in the animal kingdom is 

the Arctic Tern, which flies even further – 60,000 miles, but it sensibly spreads them out over the whole 
year, averaging a measly 164 miles a day and making numerous comfort stops along the way.  
And it’s got wings.  

[With thanks to the i newspaper which drew BUZZ’s attention to the above issues] 

 

 
 

• They’re religious                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
         The cinnamon, cloves and nutmeg represent gifts the Magi brought to the baby Jesus.  
 

• They’re a bit foreign  
       Crusaders brought the recipe back from the Middle East in the 13th Century.  
 

• They used to be illegal 
       Oliver Cromwell banned them because of their link with Roman Catholicism. 
 

 

 

 



 

 

By Dorothy Kyne 
 

Do you remember Santa’s Grotto, in Lewis’s in Leeds? If 
so, like me, you’ll have a long memory.  A visit was one of 
the vivid experiences of the Christmas season, if you 
were a child mid- way through the last century.  You went 
up the escalators (so modern) to the top floor where the 
toys were, queued, and entered a dark tunnel, with 
illuminated caves on the right, full of miniature scenes 
with little figures, some actually moving, depicting scenes 
from familiar fairy stories.   
 
 
 
 

The climax was the red-robed, 
white bearded, Santa himself, 
seated by piles of presents, 
and flanked by fairies.  These 
were the impossible objects of 
my desire.  To wear a white, 
frilly, sticky-out dress, 
sparkling wings, and glittering 
tinsel crown, and hold a wand 
with a silver star was the 
height of glory.  There may 
have been elves there too.  I 
don’t know how much entry 
and gift cost – that was my 
mother’s affair.  I can’t 
remember any of the presents 
either.  But Santa’s Grotto 
shines in memory. 
 Lewis’s then was new – 
a white palace at the junction 
of Briggate and the Headrow.  
My mother and I would 
usually enter by the middle 
doors.  As it was built on a 
sloping site the middle and 
top doors led to wide, pale, 
marble steps down to the 
ground floor, with substantial, 
shining , brass banisters, 
broad for small hands to hold.   
 
 
 

My mother would go more 
frequently than I, but a day 
out in Leeds was one of the 
holiday treats.  There was 
serious shopping to be done – 
a new winter coat or shoes.  
This could be done in Lewis’s, 
or at one of the two 
department stores that faced 
each other down Briggate – 
Hitchens and Matthias 
Robinson’s.  The latter was 
slightly posher than Hitchens, 
but Hitchens was very 
respectable.  Both were 
trumped by the upmarket 
Schofields, opposite Lewis’s 
on the Headrow.  We did go 
there, but more to look, and 
for materials when my aunt 
came over from Huddersfield.  
Then we would go to 
Schofield’s Restaurant 
(instead of Lewis’s Self 
Service) and look with respect 
at the manager who had a 
false hand and ran a tight ship.  
We would shop at 
Woolworth’s, below Hitchens, 
but never ventured along 
Bond Street, to Marshall and  
 

Snelgrove, who catered for 
the aristocracy of Headingley 
and Roundhay and Adel. 
 

Where are they now?  Dead 
and gone.  The department 
store was born in the mid- 
nineteenth century and 
enriched the lives of 
generations of women.  They 
shopped, they met, they 
laughed together, tried on 
hats they’d no intention of 
buying (just looking!) took 
their families, ate and drank in 
comfortable spaces.  They 
gave employment to many 
women, and most were 
excellent employers.   
 

Their successors, BHS, 
Littlewoods, House of Fraser 
have gone.  Debenhams has 
possibly gone by the time this 
is published, and even the 
mighty John Lewis may be 
trembling.  In Tennyson’s ‘The 
Passing of Arthur’ he writes 
‘The old order changeth, 
yielding place to new’.   
 

Let us hope the ‘new’ gives as 
much joy and solace as the 
department store. 
 



 

Dorothy Kyne suggests ways to spice up your fruit salads 
 
According to the Old Testament, only one fruit growing in the Garden of Eden was forbidden to Adam and Eve – 

the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge.  Traditionally it was an apple, but there are other contenders.   

Times and traditions change, but there is a fruit that is definitely forbidden on the Singapore Rapid 

Mass Transit System -  the durian fruit.  This fruit grows on trees in Indonesia, Thailand and 

Malaysia.  It is usually large, oval, and covered in prickles.  The smell can turn the air in 

public spaces rancid.  It has been described as a mixture of turpentine and onions 

garnished with a gym sock – or just raw sewage.  So why do people care, unless they live 

near a durian orchard?  If you can brave the smell and open the fruit, it is wonderfully 

delicious.  One description is of a savoury, sweet and creamy taste.  A more detailed 

account is of chives, mixed with sugar, diced garlic and caramel, poured into whipped cream.  That 

ticks all the boxes, but I don’t think you’ll find it in Waitrose any time soon.  It has a minor relation, the jackfruit, 

but this lacks the smell and alluring taste. 

The problem of the prickly pear fruit is different.  The prickly pear grows in the drier, hotter parts of 

the Americas.  It’s that cactus composed of a collection of large flat paddle appendages.  They are 

covered in thorns.  The oval fruit grows from the edges, and ripens to yellow or red.  It is covered 

in prickles.  They can be detached, carefully, and skinned, carefully.  The pear has hard seeds 

which can  be removed, or swallowed.  It has a delicious juice – a blend of sweet bubblegum and 

watermelon – yum, yum. 

 England scores poorly for funny fruit.  The only contender I could find is the 

medlar.  It is related to apples and pears, and was popular in Tudor times.  I know 

this because it is mentioned by Shakespeare.  It has fragrant and juicy flesh, but only when it 

is ‘bletted’ – going rotten. ‘Rotten ere it be ripe’ as Shakespeare says, with some reference to 

women lacking proper virtue.  He should have met the durian! 



A Cross of Sacrifice – a family memento from the First World War      
by Ian Grange  
 

The Hardest Part is a book by the Revd Geoffrey Studdart Kennedy, the World War One army chaplain known as 
‘Woodbine Willie’. It is a collection of essays written while he was serving in France.  In many ways it is an 
indictment of the horror that engulfed NE France and Belgium during the four years 1914-1918. A time that saw 
destruction of property and livelihoods and the degradation of human life and so many, many deaths.   
  

Reading this book 
recently, and in light 
of the centenary of 
the Armistice this 
month, I thought 
about ‘a souvenir’ 
that my wife Helen’s 
granddad had 
brought back from 
The Great War. 
This is a small brass 
crucifix which we 
understand Herbert 
Wormald found on 
the wall of a bombed 
out house in a town 
somewhere in NE 
France.  
 

Now, whether his actions were ‘looting’ or an act of 
‘rescue’ we will now never know. Granddad Wormald 
brought it back and it means we have a tangible link from  
a century ago; a reminder of a world torn apart by war. 
 

One thing that has always surprised me that such a very 
catholic image had been kept on display (cleaned up and 
frequently re-polished) in what was from the 1920s 
onwards a Nonconformist home in Batley; Helen’s family 
were Congregationalists. However, as a young woman 
before her marriage Helen’s grand-mother had been an 
Anglican. She’d attended S. Peter’s, Mansfield, where she 
was confirmed.  

This simple image of The Crucified Christ – this memento of WWI – is a 
poignant reminder (as are the words of G A Studdard Kennedy) of just what 
the horrors and suffering of that war meant. We have been 
commemorating this last month the outbreak of peace.  And will continue 
to remember those who died. For remembrance does not glorify war; it 
calls us to work for peace. In doing this we hope and pray that the world in the 
21st century may never suffer again the horrors that so marred the last one.  
 

Although Helen’s grandfather survived the First World War, his health 
was severely affected. As a result of his having been gassed, he suffered 
with respiratory problems for the rest of his life. 
 
Ian Grange is honorary chaplain of the Mirfield Branch of the Royal British Legion  

 

from The Hardest Part   Chapter III - God in History                                         
 

For the foolishness of God is wiser                                

than man, and God’s weakness is                           

stronger than our strength.     

If the Christian religion means anything,                             
it means that God is Suffering Love, and that all real 
progress is caused by the working of Suffering Love     
in the world. 
 

If it means anything, it means that progress is made 
in spite of, and not because of strife and war. Human 
strife is not God’s method, but God’s problem: a 
problem that arises from absolute but temporary 
necessities inherent in the task of creation. Strife and 
warfare arise from the limitations which the God of 
Love had to submit to in order to create spiritual 
personalities worthy to be called God’s children.    
War is the crucifixion of God, not the working of 
God’s will. The Cross is not past, but present. Ever 
and always I can see set up above this world of ours 
a huge and towering Cross, with great arms 
stretched east and west from the rising to the setting 
of the sun, and on that Cross my God still hangs and 
calls on all brave people to come out and fight with 
evil, and by their sufferings endured with God help to 
lift the world from darkness to light.    
 

Herbert was in the Army Cycle Corps  
and served on the  

 Western Front  
 

Perhaps this meant that the crucifix was a link to her own past and life before the war. After her parents’ deaths Helen’s 
mum, Margaret, also kept the crucifix on display and brought it with her when she moved into Royd Court in 2008.  
And now of course, since her death three years ago, we have it in our home.  
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Congratulations to our valiant ‘Walkers for Water’ who slogged the whole 192 miles of the Coast-to-
Coast walk across the breadth of England, in aid of ‘Water for Life’ - a charity which provides water to 
remote villages in Africa. In doing so they climbed a total of 35,990 feet, which exceeds the height of 
Everest.  Our photo has been slightly doctored, but you get the general idea. Their target was an 
ambitious £8,000, which was swiftly overtaken until it reached £10,000 as they finished the walk, then 
continued to climb to its current £13,000+. Many thanks to all who contributed to this amazing effort. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Christingle is captivating. It is a deeply powerful 

service that catches the imagination of over a million 

people each year and brings light to the lives of 

thousands of vulnerable children all over the country  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This year is a very special one for Christingle as it is 50 years since the 
first service in England at Lincoln Cathedral on 7 December 1968. But 
Christingles themselves actually go back much further and began in 
1747 in the Moravian Church in Germany, where children were given 
a symbol as a simple way to explain the happiness that Jesus brought 
to people’s lives.  

In 1968, John Pensom of The Children's Society adapted Christingle 
and introduced it to the Church of England. This involved decorating 
an orange with a red ribbon, dried fruits, sweets and a candle to 
create a new visual representation of Christ, the light of the world, 
celebrated by the lighting of the Christingle candles.  

Christingle collections raise millions of pounds to support The 
Children’s Society’s work with young people who are experiencing a 
range of complex issues, often on their own. Thanks to Christingle 
events they are able to provide a network of services all over the 
country for vulnerable children who feel they have no one they can 
turn to for help. Last year they worked with 13,000 children and 
young people between the ages of 10 and 18.  

 

                                          Our Christingle celebration           

                      is an opportunity to bring our whole 

community together, to share the Christian story 

and to experience the joy and wonder of this well-

loved Christmas tradition.  Please come along to 

Christ the King at 4pm on Christmas Eve and join 

us for a very special start to your Christmas! 



 
 

 
 
Our church’s relationship with Tanzania goes back 
thirty-six years, and in October we were delighted 
to welcome four visitors from our linked dioceses 

of Mara, Rorya and Tarime. Their team leader was 
Lay Canon Arthur Mauya, pictured left, on the latest of  

                  his many visits to Leeds Diocese.  
 

Two of the team, Charles Mwita and Peter Oyoo, were lodged next door at the Community of the 
Resurrection, so were often able to pop in to Christ the King when their busy schedule of visits to schools 
and churches in our area permitted. Both Charles and Peter are former students at Issenye Secondary 
School, which we have supported since its creation, 28 years ago. The fourth visitor was Melina Galibona. 
Melina is Director of the Mugumu Safe House, which rescues girls from the threat of female genital 
mutilation, FGM.  
 
All four attended a service at Christ the King to celebrate 30 years of the link with churches in Mara 
Region, which now includes the more recently created diocese of Tarime and Rorya. 
                             

  
Charles, left, now an ordained priest and Link Officer for the 

Diocese of Tarime, was enthusiastic about the ways in 
which churches here in Leeds Diocese are helping to 

spread the Gospel in Africa by their support for his 
young diocese. “Also I have learned,” he said, “that 
people here are lovely, hospitable, and honest. God is 
with you and working with you to help his people all 
over the world.”  He concluded by thanking everyone 

for the welcoming reception he had received 
wherever he went, and said that he was even getting 

used to our food! 
 

 
 

 
 
 
Peter, right, is also ordained, and acts as Link 
Officer  in the Diocese of Rorya. He spoke of 
the generous hospitality of everyone he had 
met during his visit. He also expressed 
surprise at how many older people are 
working hard for God in our country, but 
commented on how few younger people he had 
seen in our congregations. He was impressed with 
our strict adherence to time management. “People 
 here do respect time,” he said. 
        



 

 

 

Melina, left, spoke of her admiration for the way in which 

people here use their hands to create things of beauty. She 

was particularly struck by our Rainbow Panel and asked 

many questions about how it was made. She was inspired 

by it to think how the girls in her care at the Safe House 

could learn to do such work, and was delighted to accept 

the gift of three books on basic embroidery techniques. 

She hopes that such skills will give her young charges a 

better self-image and also provide them with a source of   

                income to help run this vitally important project. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Arthur summed up the visit by declaring “I cannot thank the people of Leeds Diocese enough for your 
continued prayers and generosity that have been extended to us over the last thirty years. The 
exchange visits we make rekindle and strengthen our friendship.” He also said that he was particularly 
encouraged to see churches working together with the schools in their parishes. “In this way the 
church will grow,” he added. He then gave us two bits of advice, based on normal practice in Mara. 
Firstly, each church should create a ‘Backsliders’ Committee’ to support and encourage the return of 
former members. Secondly, one of the things parishioners should bring to a Harvest Festival Service 
as well as food and money is…a  non-churchgoing friend! Maggie appeared to be taking notes. 
 

Pictured below – some of Arthur’s domestic duties when staying with the Joneses! 



 

What do Alistair Cooke (of Radio 4, Letter from America fame) and the 
celebrated poet, Philip Larkin have in common? Well, apart from both 
now being deceased, and apart from a decades-long friendship which 
stemmed from correspondence about the finer points of pre-1950s 
jazz, for which both had a passion and deep knowledge, they both 
shared the habit of playing a recording of Handel’s “Messiah” in its 
entirety every Christmas.  
 
Cooke attributed his custom to his non-conformist childhood in 

Manchester either side of the First World War, a time when every local chapel, however large or small, staged its 
own performance of the greatest of all oratorios at Christmas. This tradition persisted on both sides of the 
Pennines for many decades so that even a stripling youth such as your author can remember the chapels of 
Dewsbury in the 60s and early 70s competing with each other to put on the most lavish rendition.  
 

The desire of the great Yorkshire public to hear this magnificent work every Christmas finds its most grandiose 
expression in the Huddersfield Choral Society’s annual December concert for which tickets are usually as easy to 
obtain as unicorn eggs.   But, the question must be asked: why has the tradition arisen at all? The vast majority of 
the movements of “The Messiah” have nothing to do with the Nativity of Jesus but point towards the coming of 
the Risen Christ and the overthrow of Death through the prophecies of Isaiah, the Psalms, Haggai, Hezekiah and 1 
Corinthians, amongst others. Handel’s libretto is drawn from a wide range of sources, but Luke and Matthew’s 
Gospels only feature in the five Nativity movements from the fifty-two movements which comprise the whole 
work. It is pre-eminently an Easter work – its first performance was on April 13th 1742 in Dublin – yet woe betide 
the choir nowadays which fails to schedule a performance around the Christmas holiday.  
 

There is no obvious reason for this, but musicologists have come to a consensus about “The Messiah’s” migration 
from Easter to its status as a Christmas staple. They argue that it was probably forced by the fact that around the 
time Handel’s piece was establishing its reputation there was already a lot of good music around which had been 
composed specifically for Easter. Bach’s two mighty works of the Passion, St John’s and St Matthew’s, had been 
around for fifteen years when “The Messiah” reached the public, and they tended to dominate the lucrative 
London concert scene in spring. In contrast, there was little sacred music of a comparable stature and quality 
written for Christmas. Also, unlike Bach’s work, “The Messiah’s” first two sections are exclusively about the 
prophecy and event of Christ’s birth, so it has some direct relevance to the Christmas season. Funnily enough, 
Bach’s Christmas Oratorio, composed in 1734, never really attained great popularity with the British concert-goers 
of the 18th century, and so the field was left clear for Handel. 
 

It may surprise many to learn that the great popularity of “The Messiah” as a Christmas work probably originated 
in America where Protestantism was perhaps more militant than in this country. However, by the middle of the 
century the English non-conformist churches with their traditions of singing and direct engagement with Biblical 
text had taken Handel’s masterpiece to their bosoms and in the working-class areas of the country where 
their influence was strongest, the tradition honoured by Alistair Cooke’s and Philip Larkin’s annual playing 
of recordings was firmly established. 
 
 Despite its popularity down the years, it remains astonishing to me that most of us only recognise the 
Hallelujah Chorus from this peerless work. Trust me, “The Messiah” is a sublime piece in its entirety, but 
don’t take my word for it; no less a genius than Beethoven regarded it as the greatest work ever 
composed, and he knew a thing or two about music.  
 
     We all have our own Christmas traditions, but with a recommendation like that, who could refrain from 
exploring and seeing if Beethoven was right? You won’t regret it, I promise you. 



 



  
Rachel Batty (left) has been appointed as our Church School’s permanent headteacher. She 
told Buzz how pleased she was to welcome everyone back for the beginning of the new 
term and excited to have the children back “filling the classrooms with energy and 
enthusiasm”  
 

“It is our aim,” she said, “to help every child feel welcomed, connected and a part of our Battyeford 
family, and we strive to challenge all our children to grow in their skills, knowledge and abilities and 
be ready for the next stage of their academic journey.”  

 

She speaks enthusiastically about the outstanding teachers who spend hours planning and creating classroom 
activities for the children, using research-based best practices and analysing results to determine current skills and set 
goals for their growth and improvement.  
 

Rachel is a firm believer in life-long learning. She wants to make Battyeford a learning place for everyone, helping 
parents to support their children, and providing professional development opportunities for her staff. But the 
education of her pupils is her number one priority. 
 

“Children are at the heart of all we do at Battyeford and as Headteacher and Governor all actions taken always have 
the best interests of the children at their core. Battyeford is a very large family and I am proud to promote the school 
ethos of inclusion and support.”  
 

She believes that all children should leave the school prepared for the demands of the next phase of their education, 
and learning to become effective citizens. She says she is honoured to serve as the Headteacher at Battyeford and 
feels it truly a privilege to be part of a community where parents, teachers and children care for each other and strive 
to build positive relationships that support academic, personal and social growth. 
 

Rachel strives to maintain and strengthen the close links with Christ the King.  
 

“Together with the staff and liaising with Maggie, I will ensure that all the children at our Church of England school 
continue to uphold Christian values, particularly through collective worship and church visits at special times of the 
year such as Christmas and Harvest.”  
 

She hopes to enhance the moral and spiritual development of the children and will work closely with our Children’s 
Worker, Sheena Grills, who runs thought-provoking weekly sessions with the pupils at Battyeford during lessons and 
at lunchtime. Sheena’s work truly cements the connection with Christ the King and shows the school’s commitment 
to its Church school status.  
 

Welcome, Rachel! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 



  
 

Wilfred Owen is widely regarded as our finest WWI poet.  Along with 
his mentor, Siegfried Sassoon, he contested the concept of a ‘glorious 
war.’ Nigel Day here re-imagines him delivering a tortured battlefield 
monologue, based on his poem, Dulce et decorum est.  (‘Dulce et 
decorum est pro patria mori’ is a quotation from the Roman poet, 
Horace, meaning ‘It is sweet and fitting to die for one’s country,’ which 
Owen calls ‘the old lie’.) 
 

You see, Ralph, I’m having trouble… putting matters to the back of my mind. What is it,  
four days since we slung him in the ambulance to the Étreillers clearing station? Since we got back from the line I’ve 
been drilling the men hard, keeping them - keeping myself - busy. I’ve written the letter to his parents and I’ve filed 
my report to the colonel. You know, I must have lost, what, twenty-five or thirty men since I came to France. Why can’t I 
put this one behind me? Why has he wormed his way into my nightmares?  
 
Well, we’d had a hell of a time up in the line, just forward of Étreillers. You know it, Ralph? Course you do! Sector D, 
just south of Savy Wood. That spot where the Boche wire is only sixty yards from our own. Completely flat. The only 
cover is shell holes, and they’re dreadfully flooded with the rain we’ve had for the last week. We’d spent our six days 
in a collapsing firing trench, up to our knees in water and slime. The firing step kept slipping into the trench floor and 
we had the very devil of a job repairing it. The men couldn’t make any tea because of the rain, and hot rations didn’t 
seem to be finding their way up to us. What with that, and praying the Boche wouldn’t send any more minnies or 
whizz-bangs over, my men were exhausted by the time C company came to relieve us. We knew the Boche had a 
couple of their mortars in the woods, and they liked to use them every day to keep us on our toes. I can’t speak for 
my boys, but I know my nerves were strung out like piano wires by relief time. How we got by without any serious 
casualties I’ll never know. Only Wilkins and Morepath caught some shrapnel, just superficial stuff. A rifle grenade 
landed between them at stand-to on Thursday; it was a miracle they weren’t killed. They’ll be back with us in a couple 
of days, I think. 
 
Well, I handed over to Manningham at about six pip-emma – you know him Ralph? Good man. Captain of C company. 
Been out here six months. I think he went to Malvern School. Anyway, I briefed him about those bloody mortars, and 
ordered Sergeant Martin to direct the men out of the line. Well, they looked a dreadful mess after six days in that 
sump. You can’t keep men looking soldierly in those conditions, but they still made me proud as I watched them 
shuffling and grunting off down the communications trench to safety. Corporal Jenkins led off down Charing Cross 
Road and Martin brought up the rear. I followed Martin. 
One grows to love one’s men, Ralph. I’m sorry, I’m rambling, aren’t I?  
 
You’ve been on that walk from Sector D, down Charing Cross Road to the line at Étreillers, haven’t you?  I bet you 
know it as well as I do, and you know how hellish it can be slogging your way down that trench even when the going 
is dry, and you can see what you’re doing. Well, my men were exhausted beyond endurance after six days and five 
nights of cold and wet. We’d had broken sleep and those beastly exploding minnies from the first night we took over, 
and the poor lads had almost nothing left. It was nearly dark and the communication trench was a slurry pit. They 
were staggering around like drunkards; most of their uniforms were in rags and many of them had lost their boots in 
that sucking mud. You would scarcely have recognised them as men. They looked like nothing so much as… oh what 
am I trying to remember? Oh yes, the ‘black and midnight hags’ I saw in that rather ropey production of Macbeth at 
the Old Vic just before the war.  You’re smiling? Ah, yes. Sorry about the trite simile, Ralph. At all events, it would’ve 
broken your heart to see them. It certainly broke mine. They were marching asleep, as though they were blind to 
everything around them. I suppose that’s why it happened, why I feel responsible. I should have kept them sharp, 
alert, listening for danger…… 

 

 

 



You know, we simply didn’t hear them falling. Five-nines, they were. After all this time, the Boche know when we 
change over, don’t they? They probably thought it would be fun to lob a couple of shells over to cause a bit of mischief 
as we were coming out of the line. It was falling dark; we wouldn’t hear the shells landing in the mud between the 
forward positions and the reserve lines; we wouldn’t see the gas deploying until it was on top of us, would we? We 
didn’t. The first I knew of danger was a screech like a banshee coming out of the gloom ahead of me. “Gas. GAS! Quick, 
boys!” 
 

Suddenly the men became jerking marionettes. They 
would have looked funny in any other circumstances, 
all palsied fingers and twitching elbows as they tugged 
their helmets out of their cases and fumbled to drag 
them over their heads. I managed mine only just in 
time, as the first vapours were beginning to make my 
eyes water. Chlorine, I believe. It was certainly green, 
anyway. That much I could see through those wretched 
eye-pieces.  I remember tightening the drawstring 
around my neck and slumping against the trench wall. 
My God, I was relieved! Once my heart had stopped 
hammering, I heaved myself up to take charge of the 
situation. The men were standing with their backs to me: 
they were stock-still, watching something.  
 

“Step aside, there!” I shouted, quite the commanding officer. They heard me, I know - those helmets don’t block ALL 
sound, Ralph - and yet, I still had to shoulder my way past them down the trench to see what they were staring at. 
Have you ever been in a chlorine gas attack, Ralph? No? Well, time seems to stand still until you get your helmet on, 
and once it’s safely over your head you feel like a deep-sea diver, completely removed from those around you. You 
can’t take it off until you come up to the surface, and until you do you feel utterly cut off from everything. Very strange 
feeling. Safe and yet completely helpless. When I found my way to the head of the line I saw why the men were so 
still. I, too, saw him, drowning. He was floundering about as though on fire, and we could do… nothing. Not without 
choking in the same green sea. After what felt like an eternity of watching him, he seemed to see me and came 
plunging towards me. He tripped on a duckboard. He fell and tried to cling to my knees as if he could somehow claw 
his way back to life that way. He stared up at me…   His eyes were bulging with terror, I remember. Blood and foam 
were already beginning to dribble from his mouth. I couldn’t move. 
 

Yates, his name was. Wilfred. Yes, ironic, isn’t it? Private 465521. He’d joined us as a replacement only two days before 
we went up into the line; he’d taken the King’s shilling only eight weeks before that. Barely 20; from Salford. He had 
never been called upon to fire his weapon in anger. We hardly knew him. It took him six hours to die, Ralph, drowning 
in his own blood. We got him to the clearing station and the MO took one look at him at ordered for him to be made 
as comfortable as possible…  It took him six hours to die. You know Ralph… whenever I shut my eyes I can still see his 
face…  I see it, twisting, screaming, accusing...  
 

Accusing me? What a waste. What a fearful, bloody waste. Why do they do it, Ralph? Why do WE do it? Why do we 
trick boys like poor Yates into believing there’s something glorious about being here? I remember when that fat idiot 
mayor came to our town square in November of ’14, prating about how we should do our bit for the honour of King and 
Country. What was it he said? “It was our glorious duty to fight the Hun!” Ha! Where was the ‘glory’ in what happened to 
Yates? I tell you, if he could have seen the poor boy’s face as hung in that wagon, the last things the fool would be talking 
about would be glory and honour. 
 

I’m sorry, Ralph. I know you don’t deserve me ranting at you like this. Heaven knows it isn’t your fault. But the truth 
is, I can’t get rid of him. Every time I close my eyes to sleep he’s there, plunging at me, and I jerk awake, drenched in 
sweat, heart pounding and gasping for breath, as though I’d been drowning with him. 
What on earth can I do to exorcise this ghost, Ralph? 
 

 

 

 

Just 100 years ago, November 11th 1918 saw the end of World War One.  
An estimated 9 million combatants and 7 million civilians died in this ‘War to end Wars’, and it was  

the indirect cause of the 1918 flu epidemic, which killed a further 50 to 100 million people worldwide. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Using a hand mixer cream together butter and sugar. Spend time on this making sure that the  
colour changes to a pale yellow. 
  
Add the well beaten eggs; a small amount at a time. If the mixture looks as though it’s falling apart,  
start adding flour little by little. Fold in the flour gently with a metal spoon.  
 

Mix together the instant coffee with a little hot water and add to the mixture. The mixture should be rather  
soft, but if too thick add more warm water gradually by the teaspoon to adjust – don’t add too much though. 
 

Turn into 2 x 7 inch tins lined with baking parchment.  
 

Bake (middle shelf) for 30-35 minutes until springy and firm to the touch. Gas mark 4, 180 electric, 160 fan.  
 

Allow to cool for a few minutes and turn out onto cooling rack. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Dish 
Sue Doubell shares a favourite 

recipe with BUZZ readers. Sue joined 

the Tuesday Luncheon Club team as a cook in 

September.  Already she’s bringing new and 

exciting recipes to the CtK’s discerning & 

appreciative diners.  

 

 

 

Diane’s Coffee Cake 
Sue writes: “Diane was my boss (Head of Fashion) 

when I worked at Bretton Hall. She was also a good 

friend and like me had a great love of cooking and she 

always passed on favourite recipes. Sadly, she died 

young, but every time I make this delicious cake I 

remember her fondly.” 

 

 

For the cake 

10oz castor sugar (golden if possible) 
8oz SR flour (sifted) 
 

4 large eggs (well whisked) 
2 heaped dessert spoons instant coffee 
mixed with a little hot water. 
 

For coffee cream filling 
4oz butter 
8oz sifted icing sugar 
3 dessert spoons cold milk 
3-4 teaspoons coffee 
 

Beat butter until soft. Gradually beat in coffee (mixed 
with hot water) and sugar alternately with milk until 
light and fluffy.  
 

For the coffee icing:  
Mix 2 teaspoons of instant coffee in a very small 
amount of hot (just off the boil) water. Add this to 6 
heaped tablespoons of icing sugar and mix well. 
Adjust with more water if needed to get the right 
consistency and pour over the top.  
 



 

We know that stars don’t stop and start. But something happened, so what did the Magi see? There are 
several explanations of what they experienced all those centuries ago, long before we began to 
understand how the universe works with the advent of modern astronomy. 
 

• A bright meteor.  
Would have captured their attention, but have been too transient to guide them on a long journey. 
 

• A bright comet.  
Could have been interpreted as a ‘star’ and could have been visible for several weeks. Ancient Chinese 
records identify two possible comet sightings at about the right time. 
 

• A flaring nova or supernova.  
Would fit the bill. There is some record of a nova in 5BC, although it does not seem to have been particularly 
bright or noteworthy to those reporting it. 
 

• A planetary conjunction.  
The apparent close approach of two bright planets - perhaps the most promising explanation. Astronomers say a 
triple alignment of Jupiter and Saturn did occur at around the time of Jesus’s birth.  
 

• And then, of course, it may just have been a star on a not-yet-understood trajectory… God knows. 
But something drew those ‘Three Wise Men’, just as it draws us still to that ‘Star of Wonder’.   

 

      Happy Christmas, everyone! 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

‘When you’re rockin’ and a rollin’, can’t hear your momma call’ 
 

Thus sang Little Richard, back in 1958, when Rock’n Roll was King. And now our very 

own Miss Molly, biologically a Springer Spaniel but who identifies as a writer, has 

rocked the literary world with her gripping account of a 15-day trek across England to 

raise money for water projects in Africa. Short-listed for the prestigious Barker Prize, 

The Coast-to-Coast sold out soon after publication, putting £112 into the ‘Water for 

Life’ charity. A re-print is under consideration, subject to demand. To apply, talk to 

Molly’s agent, typist, and financial adviser, Bill Jones, or sign up in the church foyer. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our Luncheon Club had a surprise visitor 

recently when local MP Paula Sherriff dropped 

in unannounced.   Paula stayed for half an hour 

and chatted with members as they were 

arriving for their weekly meal. She told 

luncheon club organiser Helen Grange how 

impressed she was by what she saw and 

thanked all the cooks and other volunteer 

helpers for the great job they were doing. 

“Support for the vulnerable and isolated is 

vital at the present time, and the good work 

you all do is really appreciated,” she added. 
Paula with Luncheon Club member, Norman Pape 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To the ordinary soldier, humour was 

as essential an armament as his rifle 

or his bayonet. It was a defensive 

weapon, used to stave off the despair 

or descent to insanity that would 

have been the logical reaction to the 

surrounding hellishness of his life. 

Laughter was the soldiers’ and airmen’s way of raising 

two fingers to the Grim Reaper by making light of what 

they feared most.  Royal Flying Corps Ace Major Mick 

Mannock, who lived in dread of burning to death in his 

cockpit, joked with grim humour about ‘joining the sizzle 

brigade’ before he was finally shot down in flames. 

The competence of national leaders was openly 

challenged in such journals as the ‘Wipers Times’.  

 

The automatic reverence hitherto shown to authority was 

eroded by the experience of war. Even the officer class 

came in for ridicule, as seen in this mock advertisement. 



 



 


