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A Happy New Year to all our readers. We start 2019 in uncharted waters at national 

level, with alarming historical precedents highlighted by Ian Grange on Page 23. 

Better news closer to home, with ways to avoid the ‘Winter Blues’ on page 6, and an 

inspiring musical note on Pages 11 & 12. Your editorial team members are always 

happy to receive feedback. Do tell us what you like…….and even what you don’t! 



  
By Chris Swift 
 
The organisation for which I work, MHA, celebrated its 75th anniversary this year. As a charity 
supporting the care of older people, and with roots in the Methodist Church, it chose to mark the 
anniversary with a service in Derby Cathedral. 
 

In planning the service, it came to my attention that one of MHA’s care homes 
has a close association with a notable organist and composer.  For nearly 40 
years Nigel Ogden presented Radio 2’s The Organist Entertains and has 
played and composed for most of his life.  Twice a week he now visits an 
MHA care home to give recitals for residents and staff.  I asked Nigel if he 
would be interested in composing a Fanfare for the Older Person to be the 
opening piece for the anniversary service - a commission he accepted 
gladly.  Both stirring and reflective, the music gave a magnificent start to 
the liturgy. 
 
It has been the tradition at MHA that at each significant anniversary a 
new hymn is written.  On this occasion it was prepared by a chaplain 
based in Scotland, the Rev Cliff Jackson.  Not only was the hymn new 
but the music to go with it was penned by an 86 year-old resident in 

an MHA retirement village.  In part the hymn grapples with some of the 
challenges posed both personally, and in terms of faith, by the experiences of dementia.  

Cliff wrote: “In writing this hymn I wanted to express two timeless truths: that God finds our love and 
devotion more eloquent than mere words and that, by holding us in his living memory, he reassures us 
of his care moment by moment”.  A verse of the hymn expresses this reflection: 
 

When muddled word and clouded brain 
make strangers of my family, 
remind me of my worth again 

in worship and community. 
 
In order to involve as many people as possible in helping us 
celebrate the anniversary a special floral arrangement 
had been created.  As people arrived this appeared to 
be a rather dull affair; a square structure of green 
oasis over five feet by five feet.  However, apart from 
some green foliage, space had been left clear for 
those arriving to place a single stem into the design 
which, as it grew, became a vibrantly multi-
coloured ’75’.  During the course of the service a 
memorial moment was held, during which twelve 
people of different ages came forward to add 
twelve poppies in remembrance  
of all those MHA has cared for over 75 years and  
who are now at peace. 
 

 

Before…………….. 



 

 
As with so many services well-attended by members of the Methodist Church, the singing was second-
to-none and the Cathedral staff are still expressing their delight at the service several months since it 
took place.  It was a service rich in meaning and expressed the great fondness many people feel for 
MHA and its commitment to care for those in later life which it has developed over nearly eight decades. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

……and after! 

And from a contributor in another part of the forest…………… 
 

It’s always heartening 

to see staunch Anglican 

Chris Swift operating 

seamlessly in the world 

of Methodism and so 

reinforcing that great 

message: ‘One Church, 

One Faith, One Lord’. 

 

Ans as our cartoon 

(reprinted from the 

Church Times – always 

a good read) indicates, 

we may all even agree 

about the best way to 

worship Him one day! 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The lecture’s theme was 
‘Purpose in Politics’ and Mr 
Brown quickly rejected the 
definition of politics as ‘The art 
of the possible,’ in favour of 
‘The art of making the 
desirable possible’. He then 
went on, speaking for forty-five 
minutes without notes, to 
explain what he meant by 
‘desirable’. 
 

We soon had to dispel any 
image we may have of Gordon 
Brown, the humourless ‘Dour 
Scot. He told several jokes, 
some of which caused the 
capacity audience to explode 
with laughter. Talking about 
Harold Wilson’s spectacular 
fall-out with a colleague, and 
their later reconciliation, 
Wilson was asked if he had 
finally buried the hatchet. “Yes,” 
Wilson is said to have replied. 
“But I know where it is.” 
 

He was scathing about the 
ways in which politics today 
seem to lack any commitment 
to social justice. “How is it”,  
he asked, “that 40% of 
pensioners currently live in  
poverty, whereas in 1979 the 
figure was only 25%?” 
 
 
 

Unlike previous speakers at 
this annual event, Brown 
talked a lot about Wilson, 
rather than about himself. He 
contrasted his hero’s building 
of three million homes with 
today’s woeful shortage of 
houses, both in the private and 
public sectors. He admired his 
commitment to a tolerant 
society and his series of acts in 
connection with race relations, 
sexuality and, above all, the 
abolition of the death penalty.  
 
The core of his message was a 
four-part social contract which 
he maintained should be at the 
heart of government. 
 

• Wages – a decent income 

• A ladder of opportunity 

• High salaries based on merit 

• A national minimum wage                       
 
He decried the way in which 
Universal Credit is being rolled 
out, and deplored the fact that 
young people today are the 
first generation to have lower 
expectations than did their 
parents. He was most critical of 
all about the bloated pay of  
 
 
 
 

our top business men and 
women. “In the 1970s and 80s” 
he said, “top earners were paid 
20 times as much as their work 
force. Today they pay 
themselves 120 times as much. 
And why do they do it? Because 
they can get away with it. Such 
unjustifiable wage gaps make 
social harmony increasingly 
difficult.” 
 

Whichever side of the political 
spectrum one might occupy, it 
was difficult to disagree with 
such sentiments, and to see 
Christian principles of justice for 
the poor underlying this Son of 
the Manse’s philosophy. In the 
closing question and answer 
session he addressed the issue of 
international justice, in response 
to a question from a young 
African student.  
 

“Africa depends on its ability to 
educate its children”, he said, 
“and they are 100 years behind 
developed countries such as ours 
in delivering such education. 
Should we be surprised that so 
many of them want to leave?” 
 

It was a compelling tour-de-
force which left us all longing 
for more. 
 

 



 

New research has shown that one in three people in the UK may suffer from 
‘seasonal affective disorder’ (SAD), often called ‘the winter blues’ writes Linda Saltmarshe. 
 

Most scientists believe that the problem is related to the 
way the body responds to daylight and that the shorter 
daylight hours of winter mean that the body produces higher 
levels of the sleep hormone melotonin. If the short, dark 
days are getting you down, here are a few simple ways to 
help. 
 

Get as much natural sunlight as possible - it’s free!  
Whenever possible, get outside during daylight hours. 
Sunlight, even in the small doses that winter allows, can 
help boost serotonin levels and improve your mood. 
Take a short daily walk outdoors in the middle of the 
day when light levels are highest. Increase the amount 
of natural light in your home and workplace by opening 
blinds and curtains and sitting near windows.  
 

 

Keep active.  
Simply spending 20 minutes every day being active can 
boost serotonin, endorphins, and other feel-good brain 
chemicals helping to improve sleep and boost 
concentration. Even something as simple as walking the 
dog, for example, can be good exercise and a great way 
to get outdoors and interact with other people. 
 

 
 
 

Eat well 
While the symptoms of SAD can make you crave sugary 
foods and carbohydrates such as chocolate, pasta and 
bread, don't forget to include plenty of fresh fruit and 
vegetables in your diet. Eating small, well-balanced 
meals throughout the day, will help keep your energy 
levels up.  
 
 

Light therapy 
Light therapy is often used to treat SAD. This aims to 
replace the missing daylight of winter and involves sitting 
for 15 to 30 minutes each day, in front of a light box that 
produces a very bright light. Exposure to the light can 
suppress the brain’s secretion of melatonin to help you 
feel more awake and alert. Your GP can give you more 
information.  
 



 

Poet, artist, craftsman, mystic, prophet, revolutionary – all these in one man.  I’m going to confine 

myself to one book of his poetry, and his art.  William Blake was born into a lower middle-class 

family in 1757 and left school, at his own insistence, at the age of ten.  He wanted to be an artist, 

trained at a drawing school for five years and then entered seven years of learning the craft of 

engraving. At the same time, he self-educated by reading voraciously.  He attended the Royal 

Academy, but disagreed with current fashions in art.  Consequently, he had to make a living by 

engraving the art of more successful and conventional artists.  He was also composing poetry, and 

made many friends in the literary society of the day.  The poems I want to deal with are the ones 

eventually published as ‘Songs of Innocence and of Experience’.  The Songs of Innocence express a 

child’s view of life, or an adult’s view of a child’s life.  From ‘A Cradle Song’ – ‘Sweet dreams form a 

shade…     

‘O’er my lovely infant’s head. 
Sweet dreams of pleasant streams 

By happy silent moony beams.’ 
 

But time, the world, adult emotions and relationships convert Innocence into Experience.  Some of 
the poems of the two groups are paired.  In Innocence Blake asks  ‘Little Lamb who made thee  Dost 
thou know who made thee?’  In the second stanza there is a clear answer.  It is He who called Himself 
a Lamb and the poem ends with the harmonious trinity of Christ, Lamb, and Child.  In Songs of 
Experience the lamb appears again – in the poem called ‘The Tyger’ 
     

‘Tyger, Tyger, burning bright, 
In the forests of the night; 

What immortal hand or eye, 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?’ 

 

The following stanzas express the terror, beauty, and sheer destructive power of the tiger, and ends 
with ‘Did He who made the Lamb make thee?’  ‘The Lamb’ asks questions that are firmly answered.  
When Blake asks ‘Did he who made the Lamb make thee?’ he goes to the heart of the Christian 
mystery, and, understandably, cannot answer.  As he looked at the world of Experience in the 
society he knew, in England of the late eighteenth century, he became very aware of the exploitation 
of the poor and vulnerable.  In ‘Holy Thursday’ in Songs of Innocence he celebrates an annual ritual 
in St. Paul’s Cathedral when six thousand children from the charity schools of London processed to 
give thanks to their patrons for their care.  In ‘Experience’ his parallel poem begins, 
    

‘Is this a holy thing to see, 
In a rich and fruitful land, 

 



Babes reduced to misery, 
Fed with cold and usurious hand?’ 

 

Blake would not approve of our present Age of Austerity.  He was deeply religious – in his own way.  
Christ was his god of love and freedom and life.  God the Father was ‘Nobodaddy’, the god of 
tyranny.  Consequently, Blake had no happy relationship with the Established Church. 
    

‘I went to the Garden of Love, 
And saw what I never had seen; 
A Chapel was built in the midst, 

Where I used to play on the green. 
 

And the gates of this Chapel were shut, 
And Thou shalt not, writ over the door; 

So I turn’d to the Garden of Love, 
That so many sweet flowers bore, 

 
And I saw it was filled with graves, 

And tomb-stones where flowers should be: 
And Priests in black gowns were walking their rounds, 

And binding with briars my joys and desires.’ 
 

He also wrote the poem we all know – as a triumphal song or hymn.  When we sing ‘And did those 
feet in ancient time…’ we are singing Blake.  It may be that the ‘dark Satanic mills’ are not the mills 
of the northern industrial revolution but another of his hostile references to churches.  What would 
Blake have made of his revolutionary anthem sung in churches and meetings of the W.I.?  I think it 
would have amused him.  ‘Songs of Innocence and of Experience’ are the best known of a vast 
output of poetry, and prose.  Amongst them are brief, Blakean proverbs.  ‘A fool sees not the same 
tree that a wise man sees.’ ‘If the doors of perception were cleansed, everything would appear as it is, 
infinite.’  And a delightful finale – ‘Damn braces.  Bless relaxes’. 



 

 I now appreciate why Putin is restless and dissatisfied.  In 1985, the USSR was enormous.  Russia is 

big now, but not as it had been.  To the west it stretched to the Baltic, to the north to the Arctic Ocean, to 

the east to China and Mongolia, to the south Iran and Afghanistan.  The connection to the Arctic remains, 

but all the rest is changed.  The Baltic States, Belarus, Ukraine, Moldova, Georgia, Azerbaijan, Armenia….  

Then there’s the ‘Stans’ –  Kazakhstan, Turkmenistan,  and so on…   It’s no wonder international sporting 

occasions involve far more teams than they used to do. Peter the Great’s port on the Baltic, his link with the 

West, is Leningrad according to my 1985 atlas.  In 2015 it has returned to its original name – St. Petersburg.  

There was another name in between – Petrograd. 

  

 Some years ago, in the last century, I had a holiday in South India.  We arrived in Madras, now 
Chennai, and visited Mysore, Pondicherry, and Cochin, now Mysuru, Puducherry and Kochi.  I can see how 
the inhabitants wish to cast off reminders of a not too comfortable past, but the old names have a magic for 
descendants of the old Imperial past and its stories.  I wonder whether an atlas published in 2048 will show 
many more changes in national boundaries and the names of countries and cities.  I expect so – but I won’t 
be here to record them. 
 

 

By Dorothy Kyne 
A couple of years ago I thought I’d buy 

another atlas.  I had a Bartholomew’s 

World Atlas, published in 1985, and 

suddenly realised the world had 

changed.  So I got a Philip’s World Atlas, 

published in 2015.   

              Politically, the world had changed.  Way back in the last century, I’d gone on holiday, like many other 
English people, to Yugoslavia, formerly Jugoslavia.  It was a very enjoyable Communist country.  Tito was 
dead, but his influence survived.  You can’t go to Yugoslavia now.  Instead you must choose from a selection 
of states – Slovenia, Croatia, Serbia and others.  They include Bosnia and Kosova, torn and stained by conflict, 
after 1985.  Czechoslavakia, another Communist state in 1985 whose name caused spelling doubts like 
Jugoslavia, divided peaceably (as far as we knew) into the Czech Republic and Slovakia (not to be confused 
with the aforementioned Slovenia).   
 



 



The Mrs Sunderland 

Music Festival 
 

2019 is a milestone year for the Mrs Sunderland Music 
Festival which takes place in Huddersfield each February. 
Not only will 2019 be the 130th Annual Festival but also the 
bicentenary of the birth of Mrs. Sunderland. Ruth James 
tells us more…and how William (and Dad) got involved! 
 

 

What is the Mrs Sunderland Festival? 
The Huddersfield Mrs Sunderland Festival is known as one of the most prestigious in the North of England. It 
attracts performers from all parts of the UK, eager to perform their talents in music, drama and speech. The 
venue for the event is Huddersfield Town Hall providing the entrants with a wonderful performance 
experience. The Festival ends with the Last Night Concert held on the final evening to include some of the 
best talent from the whole festival. 
 

So who was Mrs Sunderland? 
Susannah Sunderland (nee Sykes) was a soprano soloist, born in Brighouse in 1819. Her natural talent for 
singing was noticed by local blacksmith Luke Settle who began to train her voice. Susannah first sang in public 
in 1833 at a local concert. Before long, she was in constant demand throughout the local area. She was a 
founder member of the Huddersfield Choral Society for whom she also sang as a soloist. Soon, her travels by 
rail extended to the rest of the UK. 
 

Her accolade "The Yorkshire Queen of Song" followed a visit to London to sing for Queen Victoria. The Queen 
is said to have told her "I may be the Queen of England, but you are the Queen of Song". Susannah also sang 
before the Queen at the opening of Leeds Town Hall. 
 

She married Henry Sunderland, a farmer, in 1838 and was mother to six children. She retired from performing 
aged only 45, whilst still in her prime. She and Henry celebrated their Golden Wedding Anniversary in 1888 
and this was the occasion of a special concert. With the money raised from the Golden Wedding concert, a 
local committee decided to start a Vocal Solo Competition to be held in Huddersfield and named as a tribute 
to this great soprano. It was initially for singers but later expanded to include pianists alternating annually 
with violinists. 
 

And how has the Festival expanded? 
The first "Mrs Sunderland" was held in April 1889 with 
37 competitors; Mrs Sunderland herself presented the 
prizes. A choral class was introduced in 1895. Susannah 
died, aged 86, on 7 May 1905. The festival has taken 
place every year since except in 1940, the first year of 
World War II.  
 

Since its modest beginnings, the festival has expanded 
vastly so that it now covers nine days. As well as an 
extensive range of vocal solo classes, there are classes 
for adult and junior choirs, piano, brass, woodwind, 
recorder, strings and percussion, as well as school 
orchestras and bands. The Choral Workshops have been introduced for both Juniors and Adults, plus very 
important Special Needs Workshops. There is also a Speech and Drama section which includes solo verse-



speaking, prepared reading, solo and 
group dramatic classes and poetry-
writing. The Festival now operates on 
a huge scale; over 4,000 people of all 
ages entered and performed at the 
2018 Festival. Constant updates and 
the introduction of new classes aim 
to attract even more participants 
year on year. 
 

Getting involved  

 
My family had our first experience of 
the Mrs Sunderland last year with 
William performing in the Under 9s 
Piano solo class. He was privileged to 
play the grand piano on the imposing 
Concert Hall stage. He was not fazed 
at all, and was awarded second place 
from the adjudicator. He then took on 
a duet with his dad in the family piano 
class; they both enjoyed the 
experience.  
 

William has got his entries in for 2019, including one for the film theme piano class where he will play the 
Jurassic Park music. However, I don’t think dad is rushing to get his entry in after the sleepless nights of last 
year – he didn’t take it in his stride like William did! 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

According to the satirical poster shown here, Columbus 
was guilty of a number of offences, writes Bill Jones, of 
which the most heinous was the promotion of tourism! But 
there’s more. We all know that ‘In Fourteen Hundred and 
Ninety-two, Columbus sailed the ocean blue……,’ well, those 
of us no longer in the first (or even second) flush of youth 
do. But what about the belief that he was the man who 
proved that the earth was spherical rather than flat? He 
supposedly did this by carrying right over the horizon and 
failing to fall off. And, despite the continuing existence of a 
die-hard Flat Earth Society, his hypothesis has enjoyed a wide 
measure of acceptance ever since. Even though he did think 
that the Caribbean islands were in the Indian Ocean and that 
Cuba was China. It’s a mistake anyone could make. 

It turns out that people knew that the world wasn’t flat centuries before Columbus was around. 
Pythagoras (he of the hypotenuse), born more than 2,000 years before our famous navigator came 
into the world, was the first to predict that the earth was round. Aristotle (200 years later) agreed, 
and supported the theory by observing that the southern constellations rise higher in the sky when a 
person travels south. He also noted that during a lunar eclipse, the Earth’s shadow is 
round.  Eratosthenes (3rd Century BC head librarian at the Library of Alexandria) built on their ideas 
and calculated the circumference of the Earth to be about 252,000 ‘stadia’. His calculation proved to 
be just 1% short of what we now believe the actual measurement to be.  
 

So how did the ‘people thought the earth was flat’ myth persist for so long? It seems that an American 
short story writer called Washington Irving (1783 – 1859) is the main culprit. Best known for writing 
Rip van Winkle and The Legend of Sleepy Hollow, he also published The Life and Voyages of 
Christopher Columbus, which was largely fiction, but presented as a factual work of scholarship. He 
romanticised Columbus and credited him with overturning the belief that the earth was flat. In truth, 
no educated person of the time believed any such thing.  
 

Nothing new about fake news, then. 
 



 



 

  

Youth Clubs  CtK Youth Club continues to grow in numbers... We now have 

12 members! We have had an Autumn craft evening, making tealights with a 
harvest theme; a challenge evening making foil animals, biscuit pizzas, drawing 
fantastic beasts and building the tallest tower out of spaghetti and jelly babies; 
an evening thinking about Advent and random acts of kindness - please see the 
board at the church with the youth club ideas of ways they can show kindness 
to others and finally for our Christmas Film Night we watched the latest "Peter 
Rabbit" film with popcorn! The Youth Club starts again on 18th January 2019.  
 

 
 
 
 

 

JAM Plus   Our focus on the Fruit of the 

Spirit continued with FAITHFULNESS and GENTLENESS. Two fantastic acrostic 
poems were written around the theme of Faithfulness and are displayed on 
the JAM Plus notice board - please take time to read them. We used bubbles 
to display Gentleness (bubbles caught on a special glove demonstrated during 
the morning service), we thought about the fact that gentleness is not 
weakness. Our bible reading focus was 1 Peter 3:15 "But in your hearts set 
apart Christ as Lord. Always be prepared to give an answer to everyone who 
asks you to give the reason for the hope that you have. But do this with 
gentleness and respect". 
 

CtK Matters   Our post confirmation group continues to meet at the vicarage once a month to share in 

food, Bible study, discussion and chat! We considered how we have followed God and dared to believe; we 
learnt how during the building of St Paul's Cathedral, Christopher Wren added some extra pillars following 
the advice of some older and more experienced architects. He truly believed that his design was inspired by 
God and that the extra pillars were unnecessary.  Fifty years after Wren's death workers were repainting the 
ceiling when they discovered something strange. Each of the six additional pillars were a few inches short of 
the vaulted ceiling - Christopher Wren had kept faithfully to his design. 
 

Battyeford Primary School 
The Christian Value of Trust has been our focus this half term. Using the 'Human Knot' exercise groups of 
children have joined hands and tried to untangle without breaking the chain - to do this successfully they 
must rely on each other and listen to the ideas of others... not always easy! I then told the story of Daniel 
and the lions, how even in a terrifying situation Daniel trusted in God to bring him out of the lions’ den 
without even a scratch. We can do the same if we are worried or scared we can always pray, and God will 
listen. We then finish the time together "Transporting the Injured" - who will trust their classmates to carry 
them across the room using a plank of wood and 2 lengths of rope?! 

 



Collective Worship at Battyeford Primary I have led Collective Worship 

with KS1 and KS2, focusing on who we trust, what 
makes others trust us and when is it important to trust 
ourselves and our own abilities. 
 

 

CtK Lunch Clubs at Battyeford Primary 
School 
Attendees continue to grow from 11 at the start of term to as many as 24 on some 
weeks! We have made Scarecrow plates for Harvest. One of our activities centred around the Centenary of 
the end of the First World War, the children designed their own medals for bravery and we made paper 
aeroplanes with prayers for peace written inside, sending them up into the air to God. 
 

Old Bank Primary School 
At Old Bank Primary School we undertook a project - painting cereal boxes to create a town. The children 
discussed what was necessary to make a community, supporting the needs of everyone, such as a Police 
Station, different types of shops - bakery, supermarket, pet shop, a hotel, restaurants, doctors and a Church. 
 
I told the story of The Greatest Pearl and considered how sacrifice is an important part of friendship. This was tied in 
with the Centenary of the end of the First World War, of the sacrifice of many that is still felt by us even today. 
 

We had fun "All Adrift" considering what items we would grab if our boat was sinking, this was an important 
lesson enabling the children to develop their communication and negotiating skills, also the importance of 
compromise when others don't agree with our ideas. 
 

Butterflies 
In the October Butterflies service we thought about Autumn and during the November service I used Godly 
Play to tell the story of The Good Samaritan and we bandaged our teddies as we helped others. 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Crack the code to fill in the 

crossword grid.  

Each letter of the alphabet 

makes at least one appearance 

in the grid and is represented 

by the same number wherever 

it appears.  

A number of letters have been 

decoded to help you. 

And if the solution still proves 

elusive, consult our Bletchley 

Park trained Linda Saltmarshe. 

 



A collective sigh can be heard from mums across the country when 

they receive this message from their child’s school, writes Ruth 

James. Far from being ‘excited’, they are consumed by the feelings 

of panic and dread as they mentally audit the dressing up box.  

 

Some rely on the idea that there must be a book somewhere that features a princess or a superhero – the 
failsafe for every dressing up day. Others, armed with the sewing machine and a face paint palette, go to 
town on ingenious creations, replicating all they have found on Pinterest. This is guaranteed to turn heads in 
the playground during the morning drop off. Failing that, supermarkets are cashing in on the idea that 
stressed parents need to grab the outfit plus all the accessories in one fell swoop at the same time as they 
load the weekly shopping into the trolley. Harry Potter seems to be the supermarket favourite – cape, tie, 
glasses and wand – hey presto! All for a tidy £20! 
 

The more co-operative children will happily go along with whatever mum puts them in, but you can always 
rely on one strong willed 7 year old who flatly refuses to be drowned in the oversized red and white stripy 
tee-shirt form the holiday bag to be Where’s Wally and instead insists they will only be Fantastic Mr. Fox!  
 
With a family of three little avid readers, no corners can be cut in our house when it comes to World Book 
Day. However, each creation is guaranteed to be worn three times so nothing is wasted (as seen in the 
photos). We have gone through plenty of children’s favourites: a Hungry Caterpillar and Gruffalo for the little 
ones, Gingerbread Man, Willy Wonka with an 
Oompa Lumpa and Harry Potter as they got a bit 
bigger and last year we got to the Wimpy Kid stage 
which was an interesting challenge. I have spent 
many hours googling, planning and wandering 
charity shops to find just the right trousers / hat / 
hairspray to complete the look but usually without 
blowing the budget.  
 

Last year, World Book Day fell on a very snowy 
March day when West Yorkshire ground to a halt and 
schools were closed. However, there was no 
stopping my boys who all got dressed in their outfits 
that they were going to wear for school, and they 
spent the morning reading and chatting about 
books. 
 

There have been 22 annual World Book Days 
designated by UNESCO and it is a fantastic 
celebration of everything book-related. National 
Book Tokens ensure that every child under 18 
receives a £1 book voucher and a number of authors 
release special books for the day that can be 
purchased with the voucher. The emphasis of the 
day is promoting the endless benefits of reading and 
ensuring reading is sustained into teenage years. In 
a fast-paced world of social media, speedy communication and gaming, reading can be neglected. However, 
schools across the UK and Ireland admirably embrace the celebration. Even though it’s yet another thing to 
add to mum’s to-do list, it’s a valuable and enjoyable day to encourage and maintain a child’s love of reading. 

‘We are excited to celebrate World Book Day next Thursday – 
children are to come dressed as a book character. Thank you.’ 



 



 

 

‘You’re uglier than you think’, writes Bill Jones. Before you get cross, it’s 

not me that says so, but Dr Julia Shaw in her fascinating book, ‘The Memory 

Illusion’. We all change a wee bit over the years, but according to Julia, our 

self-image is still partially based on history. We all have a picture of 

ourselves, maybe on Facebook these days, that we describe as ‘a good 

likeness’, having discarded others less flattering.  Such rejects, however, 

may still be perfectly accurate records of what we actually look like. After 

all, she writes, we can’t spend too much time looking at ourselves, so we 

conveniently forget what we look like. Our friends, who have to look at 

us all the time, have a much better idea! Consequently, our self-image is 

neither accurate nor up to date, and it generally tends to be an 

improvement on reality. If you doubt the truth of this, cast your mind 

back to that day you unexpectedly caught sight of yourself in one of 

those disconcerting full-length mirrors in Marks & Spencer’s, or in any high street shop 

window. Did you like what you saw? Neither did I.  

 
Dr Shaw’s book is all about memory, and the ways in which it deceives us. She has a serious reason for doing 
this as she is frequently called in as an expert during criminal trials where a witness’s memory of what happened 
can lead to serious consequences for the accused. What she concludes from her research is as intriguing as it is 
disturbing. It appears that we unconsciously manufacture memories, made up of bits and pieces from a variety 
of sources. If told often enough about the difficult circumstances in which we were born, we may even come to 
‘remember’ it, even though such a thing is biologically impossible. As we get older, and to an age where memory 
is possible, we can still have it altered by other people’s different accounts of the same event. If they are 
sufficiently persuasive, we come to agree with them and tell their version as if it were our own. We can even 
‘borrow’ other people’s accounts of an event and tell them as if they were our own experiences. This is not a 
premeditated effort to deceive, but rather a way of making the story more immediate and, perhaps, enhancing 
our own history, albeit unconsciously. 
 

It also seems that our memory is akin to the game of Chinese Whispers. We remember things that happened 
recently quite well but, when recalling them later, we do so less accurately. Then each time we subsequently 
‘remember’ the event, what we actually recall is the last time we dragged it to the front of our minds, and whenever 
we do so in the future, there is the risk of further variations.  
We also ‘adopt’ other people’s memories as our own. This has serious consequences in the courtroom and this is 
where Julia Shaw’s professional expertise comes in. She recounts a horrifying case in which a youth worker was 
imprisoned for improper conduct with young children based on the evidence of children whose ‘memories’ were 
manipulated by over-zealous but well-meaning investigators. 

 

It’s a great read, with just one of the chapters (about the way the 
brain works) over this reviewer’s head, but she recognises that 
danger and kindly invites us to skip it. A warning though – once you 
know that we all remember things that never happened, you will 
never again be able wholeheartedly to trust your (or anyone else’s) 
memory! 
 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We all know that the centenary of the Great War has passed: it finished on November 11th last year. We are 
also painfully familiar with the war memorials to be found in almost every town, village or city in the land, 
commemorating the sacrifice of those who fell in that horrendous conflagration and keeping their names as a 
matter of record, if not alive.  
 
Why is it, then, that every so often when travelling around the country we come across a memorial which, like 
the one pictured above, is dedicated  
 
to those who died, not between 1914 and 1918 as we might expect, but between 1914 and 1919? Trust me, 
they are more numerous than you might think. Is it an acknowledgement that perhaps the war only really came 
to an end with the signing of the Treaty of Versailles in June 1919, exactly five years after the assassination of 
Archduke Franz Ferdinand in Sarajevo?  
 
Or, perhaps it is a tribute to the millions who perished in the Spanish influenza pandemic which swept  
 
Europe in the winter of 1918/19. 
In fact, the unusual dating of this and other memorials reflects the fact that although the main conflict of World 
War 1 did indeed cease in November 1918, Allied forces were also involved in the Russian Civil War until the 
end of 1919, and Britain incurred a further 350 killed after the Armistice, fighting in a war which few now 
remember. 
 
Russia’s disastrous showing in the First World War was the principal cause of the Russian Revolution in 1917, 
and when the Bolsheviks, under Lenin, seized power they lost no time in withdrawing Russia from the conflict 
by concluding the Treaty of Brest Litovsk in March 1918 with Germany, thus allowing the Germans to divert 
large numbers of troop to the Western Front.  



 
Britain was horrified when this news broke. Huge quantities of British materiel had been supplied to the Tsarist 
forces before the revolution and these risked falling into the hands of the hostile, communist Red Army, or 
even the Germans. The British, French, Americans and the Japanese all agreed that something had to be done, 
so shortly after the signing of the Treaty, some 30,000 soldiers were dispatched to the Arctic ports of 
Murmansk and Archangel, and a similar number to the Caucasus in the south.  
 
Their instructions were to keep the Trans-Siberian Railway open and to support the campaigns of anti-
Bolshevik civil war forces known as The Whites who were mainly made up of Russian aristocrats and generals 
who were still loyal to the old regime. 
 
However, the British troops were of generally poor quality: most were originally deployed because they were 
not graded fit to fight the Germans. Furthermore, the British were war weary and reluctant to engage fully in 
the conflict, particularly after the Armistice with Germany.  
 
An illustration which demonstrated Britain’s unwillingness to participate in full force came in early 1919. 
Alexander Kolchak, an ex-admiral in the Imperial Russian Navy and White supporter, went on the offensive and 
took the city of Perm. His forces now stood at the banks of the Volga, within distance of Moscow. The British 
were meant to help form a two-pronged assault from Archangel, but backed down as the advance came to 
nothing. This would be the White’s best chance to defeat the Reds. 
 
When World War I finally ground to a halt, the White Army generals were hopeful that Britain could divert 
more of its forces to helping their fast-failing cause in Russia. However, this did not happen. Britain was 
exhausted from four years of conflict and was becoming tired with the corrupt and anti-Semitic stance of the 
majority of the Whites. Furthermore, soldiers were needed back home to help in the post-war rebuilding 
project, not fighting wars in the east.  
 
Besides, as far as Britain was concerned, a divided Russia was a weak Russia and it would be beneficial for 
Britain for the Reds and Whites to continue fighting among themselves. The Whites didn’t help themselves 
either. When reports surfaced of their armies committing atrocities on innocent civilians, the British, along with 
the other Allies, sought to distance themselves from the cause to save international face. 
 
The intervention in the Russian Civil War was never a cohesive attempt. The British in particular supported the 
Whites over the Reds but didn’t warm to the White leaders, who they saw as a lesser evil. The main motivation 
initially was to get Russia back in the war; it didn’t matter if Russia was led by Reds or Whites, the manpower 
was required against the Central Powers.  
 
Luckily, for the Allies, the German war effort broke down as the German Empire collapsed and war was won. 
After the Great War ended, Liberal David Lloyd George, along with Socialist French Prime Minister Georges 
Clemenceau and Democrat US President Woodrow Wilson, was particularly reluctant to wade into the conflict, 
but Conservative Winston Churchill was keen to stem the Red tide.  
 
Germany was no longer a threat in the east and the only motivation now was political: destroy Communism in 
Russia before it could even begin. However, severely weakened after the war, Britain, Japan and the USA did 
not take any further action and the Soviet Union was born. The last British troops left Russia in November 
1919. 
 
Overall, British involvement in the Russian Civil War was a half-hearted attempt to first save the war and then 
subdue the rise of Lenin. It is easily forgotten these days, but at least, next time you see a war memorial with 
those dates on it, you will know why. 
 
 

 



 

1819 was a year of hunger, mass employment, 
political repression and murderous, state-sanctioned 
violence. The pivotal event was the Peterloo Massacre in 
Manchester.   A cavalry charge on an unarmed crowd of 
protesters in which at least 15 people were killed, 
“starv’d and stabb’d in the untill’d field”, as Shelley put it 
in his poem, England in 1819. This last year Mike Leigh’s 
film Peterloo has graphically reminded the present 
generation of this event. 
 

1919 didn’t get a poem and, as yet, I’m unaware of any proposed film.  But if you’re looking for an annus 
horribilis, this is it. There was rapid demobilisation, 
an economy struggling to adjust to peacetime 
conditions, combined with industrial unrest, the Spanish flu, and the conspicuous absence of a “land fit for 
heroes” in the aftermath of the most terrible war in history. All this culminated in violence on the streets and a 
genuine fear in government of an impending Bolshevik uprising. 
 

Soldiers awaiting demobilisation rioted in their camps. In Luton the town hall was burned to the ground by a 
crowd, in the so-called Peace Riot. Tanks were dispatched to Glasgow as it was feared strikes might become a 
revolution, and when the police went on strike in Liverpool two Royal Navy destroyers were sent up the 
Mersey. In nine British cities, including Cardiff, Hull and London, mobs attacked minority ethnic communities. 
    

With our historic run of form, we might be at risk of making it three in a row, with talk of large-scale job losses, 
a sterling crash, the stockpiling of food and medicines, and crops rotting in the fields or on the back of lorries 
on the M20, combined with dark mutterings from the Brexit camp about betrayal.  
 
Given the above, is a historical coincidence beginning to look like it might well take that big step towards being 
more like a pattern? 
 

In 2019 there are, of course, those who are confident that 
disaster will be averted and that 2019 will turn out to be a year 
little different to any other – the ‘B’ word notwithstanding. A 
deal to minimise the effects of Brexit will (May?) still be 
possible. And even if we have the hardest of no-deal, cliff-edge 
Brexits, things will have to go very wrong for 2019 to be 
anything like as bad as 1819 or 1919. If there is any great law 
to British history, it is that even in the darkest, most divided 
moments we display a strong aversion to revolutionary action; 
let alone revolution. 

 
If on 29 March 2019 we do fall off an economic cliff- edge, what future historians might well marvel at most is 
the way in which we came to regard Brexit almost as external, an irresistible, unstoppable force over which we 
have no control, like a natural disaster or a global economic crash that had swept in from Wall Street.  
 
Just as today’s historians are struck by the parties and general joviality that characterised the long hot summer 
of 1914, future scholars might wonder how we remained so calm as we approached the edge of the cliff, 
especially as the decisive moment happened to come at the beginning of the 19th year of the 21st century. 
 

 

“What hope is there for 2019?”   asks Ian Grange 
Last summer, when we were basking in glorious sunshine, I read a piece by the historian and broadcaster David Olusoga 
which began by asking a rather frightening question: Is revolution in the air?  It pondered on momentous events in the 
19th years of the last two centuries and considered whether 2019 might prove another ‘bad year’?  
 

 

 

The facts above are based on an article published in  
The Guardian newspaper in August 2018. 

Peterloo Massacre.  Contemporary print by Richard Carlile 



 

Education Secretary Damian Hinds is apparently reversing his predecessor’s  
preoccupation with exams, tests, ratings, and noses to the grindstone, writes Bill Jones. 
And he wants to reduce the time that children spend looking at a screen. His vision  

for an education that views character and resilience as being just as 
important as exam results and qualifications was prompted by a visit to 
St Werburgh’s Primary School in Bristol. He discovered that the school 
gives its   young charges a ‘passport’ with a list of things they should try to accomplish 
each year. The list is based on the National Trust’s ’50 things to do before you are 
11¾’. The Trust found that, disturbingly, more children can identify a Dalek than they 
can a Magpie, and they don’t think that’s healthy. (You can test yourself by studying 
our helpful illustration.) 

 

Readers may identify with such aims, and wistfully cast their minds back to those days when ‘playing’ 
didn’t involve a console, tablet or smart phone, but meant getting your tea down as quickly as possible 
so that you be out with your friends. And if you ‘liked’ them, you didn’t do it with a sideways swipe on 
Facebook. (I think that’s how it works.) You told them. 
 

The pursuit of excellence in the fields of spelling, arithmetic and grammar is, of course, laudable, but 
Mr Hinds seems to think the pendulum may have swung too far, at the expense of character building 
for an all-round future as an adult. St Werburgh’s ‘bucket list’ for its pupils includes the following. 
 



 



 



 


