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Welcome to our July/August issue, in 

which we speculate about Jesus’ physical 

appearance and about his ascension. Still 

with Jesus, we learn to love the lilies of 

the field, but elsewhere we wonder about 

the reason for goose grass.  
 

And we’re recruiting! Please have a look 

at Pages 8 & 24 and consider whether 

one of them may be aimed at you! 



 

  

  

Asks Bill Jones 
 

Due to Apple’s tardiness in developing the iphone, we 

don’t really know. He is, however, the most painted figure in 
the whole of western art, so in Europe we have a certain image 
stuck in our heads, typified by Robert Powell’s blue-eyed 
cinematic version in ‘Jesus of Nazareth’, 1977.  
 
 
 
 

 
In medieval times, Jesus was often depicted with a halo. This 

idea came from a pagan source and was originally associated with 
Apollo, the sun god. It was added to Jesus to illustrate his heavenly 
qualities, but the underlying image was still that of the artist’s own 
place and time, rather than a man of Judea more than a thousand 
years before. 

 
Other cultures have made similar images of Jesus. 

Their aim has been to make 
his message more accessible 
to their peoples. And as 
Africa is where Christian 
belief and practice is 
expanding rather than 
shrinking, it is not surprising that there are now many challenges 
on that continent to the Hollywood version of what Jesus, the 
man, really looked like. 
 

So what did he look like?  
How do we picture a Jew of his time, and about thirty years of 
age when he began his ministry, according to Luke?  We are 
never told in the Bible that he was of a distinctive appearance – 
no mention of piercing eyes or towering height. In fact 
archaeologists indicate that men at that time and in that place 
were typically about 5 feet tall.  

 
In 2001 forensic anthropologist Richard Neave created a model for a BBC documentary, 

Son of God. He worked on the basis of an actual skull found in the region. He did not claim that it was 
the face of Jesus, but only hoped that it would prompt people to consider Jesus as being a man of his 
time and place. So have another look at the cover of our magazine, and see if you can recognise him. 

 



 

According to Genesis, Adam and Eve lived in a specially created garden, East of Eden, which 
appeared to produce fruit and vegetables with the minimum of effort, writes Dorothy Kyne.   
 

 Then they did what they should 
not have done, and were thrown 
out.  Then it was a matter of hard 
labour and the sweat of one’s 
brow, and so it remained for 
centuries and is still so in most of 
the world.  However, in our 
current time and place with 
supermarket shopping, the hard 
labour element is voluntary.  
Gardeners choose to wield the 
spade and hoe, and work for 
pleasure, not subsistence.   
 

I love gardening – my sort of 
gardening.  I’m best described as 
a rough gardener.  My ‘lawn’ is a 
stretch of clipped meadow, with 
interesting eruptions of leaf 
rosettes, occasional daisies and 
determined buttercups.  They are 
mown, and return.  I do root out 
dandelions – I have my 
standards.   
 

In a long dry summer, when 
grass fades, clover provides the 
green, and flowers for busy bees.  
One gardening authority, Anna 

Pavord, would approve.  She 
described the smooth sward 
desired by most male gardeners 
as ‘the sterile lawn’.   
 

Despite my tolerance of weeds 
in grass I do weed removal in 
borders  with enthusiasm.  I have 
a favourite tool.  I don’t know its 
technical name, but it looks like a 
carving fork, with wider, flatter 
prongs.  Recently I discovered a 
new (to me) technique.  I’ve 
usually dug straight down by the 
root and levered the weed out, 
but recently I’ve made sure the 
meaty part of the root is 
between the prongs and then 
twisted.  I have to use both 
hands.  It is very satisfying when 
the weed leaves spin helplessly 
round and the root comes up.  It 
can break, but who cares.  This is 
probably the way other people 
have always done it, but I am a 
slow learner.  But soil conditions 
have to be just right.  It is almost 
impossible in drought conditions, 
and it’s not easy in mud.   

There is a weed that has 
appeared only in the last few 
years.  It is Avens, the wild 
relative of the attractive garden 
flower, Geum.  The roots appear 
to be trying for Australia,  
but my new technique is 
effective.  I use it too on an old 
enemy – long narrow leaves with 
a central stalk aiming at 
flowering.  It doesn’t succeed.   
 

Another newish weed is 
Cleavers, or Goose Grass, 
pictured above.  It tries to 
envelop everything in its pretty, 
sticky, green star-shaped leaves, 
but is easily dragged away.  
However, it’ll be back – it 
probably grows a couple of 
inches a day.   
 

Grass has infinite variety.  It 
invades all areas.  I drag it out 
whether it is Couch Grass, Sweet 
Vernal Grass, Field Brome, 
Creeping Fescue, Floating Sweet 
Grass, or any of the other 
charmingly named grasses that 
invade my borders and herb 
patch.   
 

Such are the pleasures of a 
rough gardener.  I don’t think 
one is necessarily ‘nearer God’s 
heart in a garden’  But it does 
wonders for one’s state of mind, 
and the exercise ought to do one 
good. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Youth Clubs:  

We had our own Dragons’ Den 
challenge, in teams. 
Inventions were dreamed up 
and companies created. We 
have some budding 
entrepreneurs for the future!  
We also looked at the story of 
Nehemiah building a new city 
and building the highest tower 
out of jumbo building blocks. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BATTYEFORD PRIMARY SCHOOL 
The Christian Value of Thankfulness has been our focus this half 
term. It's easy to complain about the things we don't have, when 
we're busy or stressed we forget to say thank you for the good 
things we have. The more we think about the good things God 
has given us and practise our thanks, no matter what our 
circumstances, the more thankfulness will flow out of our hearts. 
We explored the story of Paul, how he was a bad man, arresting 
Jesus’ followers and worse. Then on the road to Damascus Saul 
experiences a life-changing transformation. He then dedicates 
his life to spreading the message of God. Even though he was 
shipwrecked, beaten up many times and thrown into prison, he 
was still thankful and taught others to always look for things to give 
thanks for. In 1 Thessalonians 5:16-18 Paul wrote "We can find 
reasons to be grateful even when life seems to be at its worst." 
 



Asks Maggie McLean  
 
Diocesan Synod voted in March to adopt an environmental policy which they wish to see taken up throughout 
the  Diocese. The motion: “That this Diocesan Synod adopts the Diocesan Environment policy to bring the Diocese 
of Leeds carbon reduction targets in line with the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change 
recommendations” was overwhelmingly agreed. Full details, and the workings out of the proposals, are on on 
the Diocesan website. 

 

I think few people would deny that humanity has had a negative impact 
on our environment and that some, even many, of the things we do affect 
our world adversely. We have David Attenborough and others to thank for 
keeping this on the political agenda, and we have seen an increased 
awareness of how we can do something about this in our own lives and 
choices and how it is not too late to reverse some of the effects. 
 
I am all too aware of the climatic changes that are taking place, across 
Africa. Just last month I received an email about another drought affecting 
people in the Bunda region of Mara diocese and the crops failing yet again. 
This leaves families without food or the means to generate an income.  
 

 
When Chris and I were away recently we had the delight of 
snorkelling above coral reefs, but we were devastated by the 
amount of dead and dying coral  - coral that is essential for 
these underwater worlds to survive and flourish. The 
Seychelles in some areas lost up to 90 percent of its coral reefs 
in 1998 in an environmental event known as bleaching, where 
coral in warming waters expel the colourful algae that live 
within their skeletons and, without their nutrients, starve. 
Another bleaching event occurred in 2016 after the reefs had 
partly recovered. 
 
 

 
 
During May I was able to have a day on the Farne Islands just at the 
moment that the Puffins were on land to breed. Puffins have been 
in decline over the years and are now on the red list of threatened 
species. Like many seabirds they are at significant risk from a wide 
range of threats including climate change, lack of food, pollution 
and marine litter. 
 

Wherever you stand in this debate, the three pictures I have 
outlined above are the result of something, and I am in no doubt 
who is responsible. What we do in response is an entirely different 
matter with many competing theories, but I think it is immoral of 
us to do nothing. I would like us to embrace the Diocesan Policy 

and do what we can as a church community to reduce our carbon footprint. David Atkinson was our 
environmental officer but stood down at our Annual Meeting this year. We would like someone to replace him, 
someone who will help us view all that we do through an environmental lens. Could this be you? If this is 
something that you feel passionate about, please do speak to one of the Church Wardens or to me. 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 get started. 

 

Good luck! 

 

Solution: Page 22 
 

1 2 3 4 5 

L 
6 7 8 9 10 11 12 13 

14 
 

15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24 
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every Monday morning at CtK.  

Sessions are led by Michelle Speight, a qualified Powerhoop 
trainer.  She said that she’d started Powerhooping in 

Huddersfield and had enjoyed it so much that she decided 
to become a trainer herself.  Currently Michelle runs 
several sessions each week in Mirfield and Morley. 
 
Background to Powerhoop: 
 

The hula hoop isn’t a modern invention; the ancient 
Greeks were believed to exercise with hoops and there 
is evidence of hoops being introduced into Britain 

around AD 1300. However, it was only in the 1990s that 
dance instructors started to teach gymnastic style 

workouts using lightweight hoops. A few years later fitness 
professionals experimented with adding weights to these 

dance hoops to increase impact on the body which showed 
significant promise as a means of tightening and toning muscles.  

The Powerhoop Workout – developed by Innertrak in Denmark – is 
based around a concept that uses dance, yoga, aerobics, 
Pilates and stretching exercises. It has become widespread 
across several north-western European countries during the 
last 10 years.   
 

“Absolutely brilliant classes! Loved it so 

much I bought my own hoop after the first 
week! Michelle is brilliant, she keeps you 

motivated throughout with the routines 
being suitable for all levels and abilities.” 
Kelly Barron 
 
“A fantastic class for all fitness levels, 

Michelle ensures everyone works at their 
own pace providing difficulty options for 
each routine. I have lost inches from my waist resulting in my size 14 jeans being traded in for 12s”  

Just come along and give it a go, it’s really friendly and informal - the hour just flies by!”  - Kerry Widgery 
 
“Without a doubt this is the best exercise ever!! You certainly know that you have worked hard at the end 

of one of Michelle’s classes” - Hilary Magee 
 

If you’d like to find out more about Powerhooping contact Michelle on 07592 444 901                                                      
or  email: powerhoop mirfield@ gmail.com or find her on Facebook: Powerhoop Mirfield   

Buzz went along to find out a 
bit more about this increasingly 
popular fitness activity. 
 

Michelle leading a class at CTK  

Here are what some enthusiasts 

say about Powerhooping 

 



Ruth 

James 

reports on 

a new 

Battyeford  

venture 

 

 

 

When book lover and mum Leanne Yeomans saw that the quirky little shop at the bottom of 
Nettleton Road was vacant, she jumped at the chance to fulfil a dream and open a children’s 
bookshop, along with her sister Sam. 
 
Prior to opening in April, the space was transformed into a reading haven for children of all ages. The shop stocks 
books for everyone from babies to teenagers (including signed copies), along with other accessories such as 
cards, gifts, notebooks and lovely knitted scarf bookmarks – some even in the Harry Potter colours.  
 

The design of the shop adds to the magic and wonder of a child’s reading 
experience. A lovely wooden tree nestled into the corner displays some 
of the books on offer. A perfect child-sized reading den (complete with a 
mini fairy door) and a comfy window seat allows the youngest customers 
to browse the books in a relaxing and welcoming place. 
 
Through the Wardrobe gives a personal experience of choosing books 
and asking for advice or recommendations that you really can’t get when 
buying on the internet or in supermarkets.  
 
 
 
 

As we all know, capturing the interest of reading in young children 
really sets them up for life and this little bookshop is helping that to 
happen in Mirfield.  
 
Leanne has also set up two children’s book clubs for ages 6-10 and 
11+ to further encourage reading and chatting about books. Lots of 
other events have been happening such as an Elmer Day in May to 
celebrate the 30th birthday of the colourful elephant with storytime, 
crafts and face painting. And more are planned for the future 
including several author visits, a celebration of 
independent bookshops and being part of Mirfield Arts 
Festival. 
 

The shop is open Monday, Wednesday, Thursday, 
Friday and Saturday – be sure to call in and have 

a browse. www.throughthewardrobebooks.co.uk Or check social media for regular updates. 

 

http://www.throughthewardrobebooks.co.uk/


 



 

 

The Victorian novelist, George Eliot, wrote:  
 

‘A woman can hardly ever choose…  She is 
dependent on what happens to her.  She must 
take meaner things, because only meaner 
things are within her reach.’ 
 
How times change., writes Dorothy Kyne. When we see 
scenes from foreign parts of turbulence and violence, man-

made or natural catastrophe, the calm commentator in the midst is usually a woman.  If we watch or listen to 
the BBC, we know Kate Adie. She was born in 1945, in Whitley Bay, and brought up in Sunderland, far north of 
the London Bubble.  After graduation from Newcastle University she started with the BBC in Durham and then 
Bristol, then joined the national news team with BBC London, in 1976.  Her big break came in 1980 when her 
shift as the BBC’s evening reporter coincided with the London Iranian Embassy siege and she reported live and 
unscripted while crouched behind a car door.  People might remember that a young policewoman was shot dead 
in that incident.  After that she was regularly despatched to conflicts and disasters.  Indeed, we judged the 
seriousness of these by her presence and reportage.  Somebody said it was advisable to get on a plane if Kate Adie 
was getting off.  However, in 2003 when the Iraq war was kicking off, she appeared to be sidelined, and so shifted her 
work from frontline conflict. 
 

Lyse Doucet is another female voice reporting from 
turbulent and dangerous places.  She is Canadian, born in 
1958.  After University she became a media journalist 
working for Canada and the BBC in West Africa.  This was a 
stepping-stone to her BBC career, reporting from Pakistan, 
Afghanistan and Iran – not peaceful pastures!  In 1994 she 
opened the BBC office in Amman, Jordan, then moved to 
Jerusalem.  She covered the Arab Spring and all major wars 
in the Middle East since the mid 1990s.  She covered 
natural disasters as well.  She reported on the tsunami in 
2004.  Recently she has used her considerable experience 
in documentaries – ‘Children of Syria’ and ‘Children of the 
Gaza War’. 
  

Orla Guerin is another of our formidable female 
journalists.  She is Irish, born  in Dublin in 1966.  She 
was the youngest foreign correspondent, at 23 sent 
to Eastern Europe in 1990 by the Irish News 
Organisation.  She was then issued with her first 
flak jacket by the Irish Army, but it was as much use 
as a white flag as the heavy armour plates were 
removed from the garment.  Lighter ones were 
issued later, and she was grateful.  Colleagues she 
knew died because they didn’t have that 
protection.  She joined the BBC  in !995 and 
reported from war zones  of the late 20th century 
and early 21st.  She became the Jerusalem 
correspondent in 2001, but the Israeli government 
did not approve of her reports.  Could we guess why?  
In 2006 Orla Guerin became BBC’s Africa  

correspondent – and   this year she is in Caracas, Venezuela!  Not easy.                                                      

George Eliot (Mary Anne Evans) would be delighted. 
 



A brand new visitor centre at the Yorkshire Sculpture 

Park opened this spring to enhance the visitor 

experience at the Park even further. 

Recently winning the RIBA Yorkshire Building of the 

Year, The Weston has been cleverly designed to fit 

into its landscape and have minimum impact on the 

surrounding environment. Housing gallery space, 

shop and restaurant with indoor and outdoor areas, 

the actual building emerges from the ground with a 

low profile and includes a wildflower roof. It is named 

after the Garfield Weston Foundation which part-

funded it along with Arts Council England, Wakefield 

Council and visitor donations of £50,000. 

The entrance leads from the former Country Park car park, nearer to the motorway than the Park’s other entrances. The 

centre has brought to life the lower areas of the Park and is an ideal starting point for a circular walk around taking in 

many of the varied and fascinating sculptures and exhibitions the Park has to offer. Currently, Yorkshire Sculpture 

International has presented seven major sculptures by Damien Hirst, three of which can be seen from the Weston. 

A new ‘Walk of Art 2’ has begun and will continue to be constructed leading to the doors of The Weston, featuring names 

of supporters of the work of the YSP, similar to the one at the entrance to the main visitor centre further up the hill. The 

pioneering low energy environmental control can allow ideal conditions for work displayed in the gallery area. A light 

and open restaurant space has a Scandinavian feel to it and promotes its use of sustainably produced local food. A tasty 

lunch or maybe brunch is reasonably priced and there are plenty of options for children too. 

At the opening in March, Peter Murray, Director of the YSP said, “The new centre is a reflection of our ambition 

to increase long term resilience and sustainability by building and further developing our artistic programme”.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

‘You shake my nerves and you rattle my brain…’ 
 
So sang Jerry Lee Lewis in 1957……..and some of us remember it well! He wasn’t singing about the 
coming of the Holy Spirit, but maybe that’s how it felt on the first day of Pentecost which Christians 
now celebrate on the Sunday which falls 50 days after Easter. The word ‘pentecost’ comes from the 
Greek Pentekoste, meaning ‘fiftieth’. It has its origins in the Jewish festival of Shavuot which the 
apostles were celebrating when the Holy Spirit descended on them. It is also called Whitsun (from the 
white garments of those seeking baptism at this festival), but these days does not necessarily coincide 
with the Whitsun Bank Holiday in the UK. 
 
The Holy Spirit is the third part of the Trinity of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit and is the way we Christians 
understand God. And when it descended on the apostles it sounded like a very strong wind, and it 
looked like tongues of fire. 
 
The symbols of Pentecost are those of the Holy Spirit and include 
flames, wind, the breath of God, a dove and as you might 
remember from the last edition of Buzz, a wild goose takes the 
place of a dove in the Celtic tradition. 
 
Here at CtK, we took our inspiration from our Easter celebrations 
and decorated the church with images of the wild goose, 
alongside the traditional colours of red, orange and yellow of the 
flames in which the Holy Spirit came to earth. 
 

Pentecost is regarded as the 
birthday of the Christian church, so, in true birthday 

tradition during the service the congregation were 
given party bags containing things relating to the 

Holy Spirit. These and the birthday cake which was 
served later at coffee time were greatly 
appreciated, and really 
helped to explain the 
meaning and purpose 
of Pentecost.  

 
The Day of Pentecost 

marks the conclusion 
of the Easter cycle in 

the Church year and 
heralds in the next season,   

                          when as "Easter people" 
Christians are called to discipleship, empowered by the Holy Spirit, 
just as the early apostles were, to tell everyone about Jesus. 

 



 

Urges Chris Swift 
 
An early task during my secondary school days was to observe a 
tiny patch of ground. The biology teacher had us all out there, each 
with our allocated square foot, and we had to discover and record 
every bit of life we could find. It might have been a great lesson in 
biology but it was also a lasting reminder of exactly how much every scrap of  
our planet teems with life. 
 
                                       Perhaps the only way I recapture that level of enquiry   
                         today is on holiday. On our recent trip to the Seychelles   
       I went snorkelling every day. It was wonderful to 

float in the warm water, with the sun on my back, 
with the chance to pour all my attention into 

the beauty and diversity of a single outcrop 
of rock. The diversity of fish, coral and plant 
life was amazing. It reminded me in some 
way of the comments I often hear 
residents make when visiting care homes. 
They talk about the community of the 
place, and their friends, but also the 
enjoyment of a view from the window in 

their room. Here, a bit of the world is 
framed, with all the life and changes of the 

year. It is a source of constant                                                                                                                
fascination and prompts many wistful memories   

               and reflections. 
 

 
 

In Ali Smith’s latest title in her project to write a novel for each season (Spring), a character describes a 
ludicrous middle-class dinner party: Meanwhile in the garden of the house there’s a pear tree, in full 
blossom. It stands there laden with flowers, stunningly lovely, nothing to do with any of the people who 
look at it, or admire it, or think anything about it, or don’t even notice it, nothing to do with their 
realities and their delusions, their conquests and their failures, the knowledge or the naivities of the 
people in the house who think they can own that tree. 
 
If we give it proper attention, the otherness of nature is a constant reminder to us of our place in the 
universe. A reality far less dominating and controlling than we like to think. When Jesus directed his 
followers to ‘consider the lilies of the valley’ he put them in their place. All our spinning and weaving may 
feel industrious and virtuous but we need to be mindful of just how precious and fleeting our days can be. 
 
So here’s a challenge for the coming days. Find some tiny patch of nature and give it full attention for a 
while. We may find that the little things of life have a lot to tell us about what we do about the bigger 
things - and to give us all a clearer and more awe-inspired sense of perspective. 

 



 



In Praise of the Pie 
 

‘Who ate all the pies?’ is a chant which rolls around many a football 
crowd across Britain, writes Nigel Day, and alludes, somewhat cruelly, 
to those of us, like myself, who are blessed with a fuller figure. The fact 
that the humble pie can be the subject of a manifestation of popular culture in 
this way is testimony to how deeply rooted the place of that culinary staple is in 
our collective consciousness.  
 

Readers may remember that some years ago I wrote a paean to the pork pie, but now I wish to broaden that 
focus to celebrate the pie in all its multifarious majesty. Whether we are talking about steak and kidney (a 
personal favourite), chicken and mushroom or simply apple, the good old pie is, as Jamie Oliver has it, is “Britain 
on a plate”. Indeed, it is such a popular feature of our national diet that entire industries have been established 
to satisfy our demand for savoury or sweet delights enclosed in pastry, and every supermarket has a counter 
supplying freshly baked, in-store snacks of this type. Deliciously unassuming and simple though a pie may be, its 
history is richer than you might suppose. Pie-like dishes have, in fact, been around since the ancient Egyptians, 
but it was the Romans who first took the pie to their hearts and enclosed a filling in a flour and oil pastry. They 
were made and sold all over the empire and the first surviving published recipe features a rye flour dough with 
filled with goat’s cheese and honey! Sounds good, doesn’t it? 
 

The pie we know and love, however, has its origins in Northern Europe where, because of scarcity, olive oil was 
replaced by butter or lard. The use of solid fats meant that the dough could be rolled and moulded leading to the 
pie we recognise today. The earliest pies predominantly contained meat. In the 12th century the need for 
nutritious and lasting food which was easy to store was catered for by transporting livestock which ate up space 
and fodder. The solution to that problem was a crust. Cooked meat was put in hardened pastry packages which 
were not intended to be eaten but were designed to preserve the meat, rather like primitive, disposable 
Tupperware. Someone must eventually have realised that gravy-soaked crust, however tough, could be a 
delicious thing in itself, and so the shorter, more edible variety evolved. The purely fruit pie did not make its first 
recorded appearance on the scene until the 16th century when Queen Elizabeth I was served a cherry pie. 
 

The nursery rhyme, ‘Sing a song of sixpence, a pocketful of rye, four and twenty blackbirds baked in a pie’ dates 
from around this period, but, contrary to the rhyme’s words, the blackbirds weren’t actually baked. Medieval pie 
crusts were thick and were often baked first, rising to form a pot – hence the term, “pot-pie”. The blackbirds will 
have been placed under the removable lid once the pie was cooked and unveiled at the banquet to astonish the 
host and guests. Medieval cooks could become more and more imaginative (mad?) when trying to amuse and 
amaze their diners. There are records of live rabbits being “baked” into pies, and also frogs, dogs and even 
dwarves, who would pop out and delver poetry recitations. The most exotic pie in history was made for the Duke 
of Burgundy in the 15th century and contained a whole troupe of musicians!  
 

The tradition of the festive mince pie also has Medieval origins. It dates from the 13th century when crusaders, 
returning from the Middle East, brought with them recipes containing meats, fruits and spices. The custom of 
eating them over Christmastide (and remember – you should, strictly speaking, consume one pie on each of the 
twelve days of Christmas to ensure good luck for every month of the coming year) was so closely associated with 
Papist frivolity that it was banned by Oliver Cromwell for the sixteen years of The Commonwealth, and pie-eating 
was driven underground. The ban was lifted upon the restoration of the monarchy in 1620 and we’ve been 
stuffing our faces ever since. Hurrah! 
 

The opening up of the New World from the 17th century onwards gradually brought new ideas and new 
ingredients to the pie larder and the pie is now a truly global phenomenon. It has been so embraced in the US 
that it has become synonymous with that country in the expression, “as American as apple pie”. And while we’re 
talking about apple pie, may I close by giving our friends across the pond a bit of advice about how to eat their 
national dessert. Despite their obsession with dousing it with cream, there are only two things which should 
legitimately be eaten with apple pie: custard when hot or cheese (preferably Wensleydale) when cold. If the 
thought of eating apple pie with cheese is new to you I say, “Try it and thank me later!” You won’t regret it. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Food Banks – brilliant, writes Bill Jones. People in straightened circumstances rely on them, and those of us 
sufficiently comfortably off to do so are glad to donate to them. Anyone can be unexpectedly down on their 
uppers. Benefits don’t come through……..sudden illness keeps you off work……… a relationship collapses………. 
 a rubbish job offers nothing but zero-hours contracts….it’s a long list. The Trussell Trust calculates that 1,600,000 
food bank packages were given out to people in crisis last year. The Trust’s aim to ‘tackle UK poverty together’ is 
a noble one which is helping to alleviate hunger for thousands of UK citizens. Christ the King does its own bit by 
contributing to our local food bank in Batley. Got to be a good thing, right? 
 

Hang on. Depending on who is doing the counting, we are the fifth or sixth wealthiest nation in the world, just 
above France, Italy, Canada and Australia. And we need food banks?  Should a nation so blessed as ours tolerate 
a situation where thousands of people each day struggle to feed themselves and their families? A government’s 
first responsibility is to care for its people. We are often accused by our European neighbours of an unhealthy 
nostalgia for the days when ‘Britain ruled the waves’. We don’t any more, and maybe we should stop pretending 
we do by trying to ‘punch above our weight’. Maybe our weight is fine and, like the Greeks, the Romans, the 
Spanish and others before us, we should accept that the world has moved on and settle for the less ambitious 
objective of feeding, housing and caring for our people. It seems to work for Scandinavia. 
 

So what’s the Christian response to food banks? All those working on the front line – in Batley and across the 
country – know the answer to this. Don’t give up on us, they say. People are hungry every week and our 
contributions are helping them stay alive. But maybe we should make a noise. The Trussell Trust is the largest 
organisation in this field and its aim is to do itself out of a job by ending the need for food banks. This means 
being ‘political’ about it by challenging such things as the current five-week wait for benefits under the Universal 
Credit scheme, and questioning the high rents and poorly paid jobs that so many people are forced to accept. 
Like Oxfam, Christian Aid and others, they are criticised for ‘meddling in politics’, but Christians wedded to the 
concept of ‘Thy Kingdom come’ will recognise the yearning for a better way of doing things.  

 

 

 



Local Boy 
Done Good!  
By Nigel Day 

Were it not for this man’s 

achievement and influence, 

Bradley Wiggins, Chris Froome 

and Geraint Thomas might never 

have become household names.  

 

This is Brian Robinson. A working-class boy born in Mirfield in 1930, he was a professional cyclist who became 
the first Briton ever to complete the Tour de France and also the first to win a stage of the Tour; he paved the 
way for the gradual rise of British road cycling. 
 

At 21 and in the middle of his National Service he first went 
to France to compete in the 1952 Route de France, the 
amateur equivalent of the Tour. He had only been cycling 
competitively for three years, couldn’t speak a word of French 
and had never seen anything like the Pyrenean Mountains 
before, but he was blessed with toughness, determination and 
no little talent. With three days to go he was in fifth place but 
was defeated by inexperience in the mountain stages and 
finished 40th. However, he had demonstrated his potential and 
the following year he turned pro as a member of the Hercules 
team, sponsored by the bike manufacturers of the same name. 
 

British cycling after the Second World War was split into two factions: those who wanted to confine the sport 
to closed circuits or time trials, and those who wanted massed races on the open road in the style of the great 
continental classics. Because of this schism the sport was a shadow of the professional leviathan it was in France 
and Brian’s early career was tough and penurious. His team would sleep in vans, living from race to race, aware 
that the riders had a lot to learn. Nevertheless, by 1955 Brian found himself in the team for the Tour de France. 
It was a tough experience but his Yorkshire grit saw him through and so he achieved the distinction of being the 
first from these shores to complete the race. Modestly he played down his achievement, telling the magazine 
Sporting Cyclist that it was easy for an English professional to get into the Tour, because, “… when it came to 
selection time there were hardly enough riders available to fill the places.” 
 

In the 1956 Tour he gained what turned out to be his career-best general classification, 14th, but in 1958 achieved 
his second distinction and won the seventh stage of the Tour, to Brest. In actual fact, he crossed the line second, 
but the winner was relegated for dangerous riding in the sprint to the finish and he and Brian exchanged rankings. 
The following year he proved his success was no fluke by winning the 20th stage, from Annency to Chalon-sur-
Saône, by a margin of 20 minutes (the 4th largest ever) and completing the Tour in 19th place. He retired from 
cycling at the age of 33 having made little money, despite his success, and passed British cycling’s standard to 
Tom Simpson and fellow Yorkshireman, Barry Hoban. He was inducted into the British Cycling Hall of Fame in 
2009 and is ranked 9th in the table of Britain’s greatest cyclists. 
 

Despite retiring as a professional he kept on riding for pleasure and raising money for charity. In 2014 he was 
recruited as an ambassador for the Yorkshire Grand Depart of the Tour, and later that year, at the age of 84 (!), 
he was knocked off his bike while out with a friend and received £15000 compensation for broken ribs and a 
punctured lung. Despite that setback he couldn’t wait to get back on a bike. 
 

They breed ‘em tough in Mirfield. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Live celebrity demos by the Hairy Bikers, Brian Turner, Mary Berry & Lisa Faulkner. Live cookery 
demonstrations. Fabulous workshops and masterclasses, a vintage funfair, spirits and cocktail hub, 
crafting demonstrations, lots fun to keep the kids entertained, tasting sessions, hundreds of exhibitors 
and the best street food and drink the UK has to offer! www.yorkshiredalesfoodanddrinkfestival.com 

Other events this summer 
Shakespeare’s Rose Theatre, York - 25 June - 1 September 
Following its inaugural season last year, when it played to 80,000 people, garnering critical and popular 
acclaim as well as awards for ‘Best Cultural Experience’ and ‘Best Attraction’, Shakespeare’s Rose 
Theatre returns to York promising Revenge, Heroism, Magic and Mischief  with this year’s line-up of 
plays.  www.shakespearesrosetheatre.com     
 

Leeds Jazz Festival - 18-21 July  In 2017, the Leeds Jazz Festival began with a one-off, pop-up event in 
Millennium Square. Fast forward two short years, and the festival has become a major four-day event, 
attracting thousands,with a week-long, build-up fringe festival. There’s set to be over 30 performances 
from established jazz greats, to emerging male and female talent. www.jazzleedsfestival.co.uk   
 

The Great Yorkshire Fringe - 18 - 28 July The Great Yorkshire fringe is quickly becoming a key summer 
event in York’s entertainment calendar, bringing the best in comedy,cabaret, theatre and music to 
Yorkshire. www.greatyorkshirefringe.com   
 

Country Shows  
Every year there are lots of fabulous country shows taking place in August. They are always a great hit 
with youngsters as there is usually an opportunity of getting “up close and personal” with lots of cuddly 
farmyard animals.   You can choose from the Halifax Agricultural Show  (13th) in West Yorkshire, and 
Ripley (14th), Reeth ( (29th) and Wensleydale  (27th) in the Dales.   
 

Not forgetting our very own Mirfield Agricultural Show on 18th August https://mirfieldshow.com 
 

And finally, for family fun you could try Treetop Nets, Ripon. Two hours of terrific bouncy adventure in 
the high trees. Enjoy free play high up in the trees on huge bouncy nets with ball parks, super-fast slides 
and aerial walkways. Fun and adventure beneath the tree canopy for all ages. (They claim.) 
www.treetoptrek.co.uk/ripon  
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By Bill Jones 

  
 

The onlookers seem bemused, as well they might 
be. Jesus appears to have sprung into the air from 
an invisible trampoline, maintaining his balance by 
an adroit positioning of his arms, and wearing a 
costume ill suited to strenuous physical activity.  
 
But where is he going? Do we still think of heaven 
as being somewhere ‘up there’ – maybe wedged in 
between the ozone layer and the asteroid belt?   
 
But if not somewhere, then where? Contemporary 
theologians favour a more tangible place as the 
location for Heaven, as they do for the Kingdom of 
God. And that place is right here, where we all live 
and have our being. No tricky feat of levitation is 
required for us to reach such a heaven. What’s 
needed is more like a change of heart leading to a 
transformed way of living – far more achievable in 
theory, but more daunting in reality.  
 

 
But that leaves us wondering what actually happened on Ascension Day. As we might be tempted to 
put it: ‘What did Jesus do?’ As with so many biblical accounts, it is obvious that something astonishing 
happened. Ordinary men and women with mundane jobs and normal families told their stories and 
were believed. Some of them left written accounts and we sense that they were struggling to 
understand what they had seen as much as we may have difficulty in believing that it really happened.  
 
Nobody can tell us what actually occurred on that day, but we do know from the corroborated accounts 
of the time that Jesus, having mysteriously appeared on many occasions, and to many people, as flesh 
and blood after the time of his widely witnessed crucifixion, then disappeared from public view and was 
seen no more. I don’t know why the initial reappearance is easier to accept than the subsequent 
disappearance but, somehow, it is.  
 
‘It’s hard to explain’ is how we often start when talking about an unusual event, and that must be how 
it was for the early Christians when they were trying to make sense of occurrences that went far beyond 
their previous experience as fishermen and ordinary working men and women. I wish that they could 
have made a better job of it, but then who could have done so?  
 
Even more, I wish that modern thinkers, with post-enlightenment knowledge of how the physical 
universe is made up, could make a better fist of explaining what might actually have happened. By 
hanging on to default images of the sort shown above, our faith is left open to ridicule and the Babe of 
Bethlehem is thrown out with the bathwater of disbelief. So there’s my challenge. I’m far from being a 
scornful sceptic, but I would dearly love to know what happened. 

 

Is this the way it happened? 



 



 
 

 
Summer’s here and it’s the holiday season, writes Bill Jones. The first 
holiday I remember was at Mrs Piddington’s boarding house in 
Scarborough. This was shortly after the end of WWII and rationing 

was in full force. So were the rules. You had to be out of the house by 
ten in the morning and were banished until late afternoon on pain of a   

             stern rebuke. You’ve been to Scarborough, and you know that it rains from 
time to time, so in those days the thoughtfully provided seaside shelters were full of damp refugees waiting to 
be allowed back into Stalag Sea View. (I made the Stalag bit up, but the imaginative ‘Sea View’ was real.) We did 
make sandcastles, and we did stick patriotic little union flags into them. Similar holidays followed, sometimes 
varied by going to Blackpool or Llandudno. In later years as a young father I even had a second go at making 
sandcastles, and on one occasion embarrassed the whole family by taking a garden spade with me so as to make 
a proper job of it. The days of cheap flights and ‘the world’s your oyster’ were still far distant, but since then I 
have been lucky enough to see life in many parts of the world, and have been thankful that I could generally go 
back to my room at any time for a little lie down.  
 

The idea of a holiday being a ‘holy day’ is for the most part lost, though lingering on with such trips as our 
parish’s second visit to Iona planned for later this year. People also go to Scargill House or, more distantly, to 
Walsingham, Lourdes or even the Holy Land, but we tend to label such visits as retreats or pilgrimages rather 
than holidays. We go in hope of spiritual refreshment, rather than merely a break from everyday routine. For 
Muslims, a visit to Mecca during the festival of Hajj is treated as an obligation for those who are in good health 
and who have sufficient funds. For early Christians, when the only holy/holi day was Sunday, I imagine that rest 
from physical labour was the principal aim. Building on the Jewish concept of the Sabbath, all work came to an 
end, and on my last visit to Wales, some years ago now, I remembered what that felt like.  
 

So what were we looking for in Blackpool and Scarborough? Or in Amritsar and the Ngorongoro Crater for that 

matter? What is it that we find in such places that isn’t more cheaply available in a deckchair on the back lawn? 

Maybe it’s the change of back-drop. We can have wonderful weather here in Britain – remember last summer? But 

we can’t spot a golden temple or a grazing herd of zebras in the background. Even driving on the wrong side of the 

road in France induces the feeling that all the rules are upended and that anything might happen. (Which it does if 

you forget.) The travel companies know this, and they emphasise the ‘otherness’ of their destinations. Despite that, 

it doesn’t work for everyone, and I will never understand holiday makers who spend good money reaching Spain 

then embark on a rigorous search for fish and chips washed down with a pint of bitter. (Having tucked Marmite 

into their luggage.) But maybe that’s the point. Is finding the perfect English meal in foreign parts just as exciting as 

stumbling over a proper Italian restaurant staffed by proper Italians in Cleckheaton? (There is one.) Mrs Piddington 

must be getting on a bit now, but in the unlikely event that she’s still around, I hope she enjoys the way things have 

moved on, and that she has even come to terms with people who have paid for a room insisting on access. 



 



 



 


