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Foreword from your Editor
Welcome to the 11th edition of your social magazine and thanks to
the contributors for their articles, which have been gratefully
received. It’s been suggested we focus on a parishioner in each
edition, so if YOU are willing to share some things about yourself,
please let me know. I can either arrange to have a chat with you,
or if you prefer you could write an article about yourself. Work,
home-life, challenges and successes – anything you like and of
course some photos will be a welcome optional extra!
Shorter days and dark cold nights mean it’s less easy to rise from
my cosy, warm bed with the same enthusiasm I had on bright
summer’s mornings. But on consideration, we are blessed by our
changing seasons, even if they’re a bit muddled up at times. So,
when it’s gloomy outside I try to give thanks for our temperate
climate, the dawning of another day and the rewards that winter
brings, particularly the coming of our Saviour Jesus. This year, our
globe-trotting son, his wife and their boys will spend Christmas in
the Far East, but with modern technology we hope to Skype on
Christmas Day. We expect our police officer daughter, son-in-law
and their three children to arrive late on Christmas Eve. This will
be the first time in more than a decade that they will have spent
Christmas day in our home, so we anticipate lots of joy, fun and
laughter.
The first article in this edition was submitted by email by the son of
a parishioner. He lives in Peterborough, so it seems we are being
quite widely read!
Finally, Dear Readers, please accept my
sincere best wishes for a happy and peaceful Christmas and a
happy and healthy 2017 to you and all those who are dear to you,
be they near or far.

Yvonne Hannan,
Editor
yvonne.hannan@icloud.com (please note new email address)

The first day of Christmas: musings of a former queen
A psalmist poetically reflects on the life of a woman of Catholic
vision born 500 years ago.
The Key Characters:
Katharine of Aragon
Katharine, was the daughter
of King Ferdinand II and
Queen Isabella of Spain. She
was born December 16, 1485
and died January 7, 1536.
Katharine of Aragon was the
first wife of Henry VIII and
she was the Queen of
England from June 1509 until
May 1533.
Queen Mary 1st of England

Mary I, was the only child of
Queen Katharine and King
Henry VIII to survive to
adulthood. She was born
February 18, 1516 and died
November 15, 1558. Mary
was Queen of England,
Wales, Ireland and parts of
France and reigned from July
1553 until her death in 1558.
She was the first Queen
Regnant of England.

The story begins:
It is December 1553 and Catholic Queen Mary has just ascended
the throne. She wonders at her next step. Her late half-brother
King Edward had promoted the Protestant faith. Should she

reverse his decisions to restore the Catholic faith and come to
grips with all their father Henry VIII had accomplished? Would her
half-sister Elizabeth do any better? As she pondered Mary
remembered what had happened at Hengrave Halll and at
Stowmarket on the day she inherited the throne. She was in the
best place after all.
Hengrave : 10 lords-a-leaping, 9 ladies dancing.
Mary’s mother Queen Katharine of Aragon had loved to dance, but
Mary preferred to watch. Mary arrived in Hengrave Hall when they
were in the middle of a dance and her news that King Edward had
died stopped the dancing immediately. Mary talked long into the
night with the Catholic families there, who showed her their halffinished avenue towards London. It was here, in Hengrave that
Mary decided to reclaim the throne from her interloper cousin Lady
Jane Grey, who had been placed there by the intrigues of her
uncle, the Earl of Norfolk, and who would soon pay the price for
his treason.
Kenninghall: 8 maids a-milking, 7 swans a-swimming.
Mary had worn a milkmaid garment to escape from Sawston Hall,
where she spent a night when she was fleeing imprisonment by
the Duke of Northumberland. She sought refuge in her palace at
Kenninghall, wearing the same milkmaid garment she had used to
escape from Sawston Hall, less than 24 hours earlier. Her
companions may have claimed ignorance of her purpose, but they
made sure she was in the centre of the 3 x 3 square. Mary had
seen swans surrounding a weaker member of their group in a
similar pattern.
Framlingham Castle: 6 geese a-laying.
After a brief stay at Kenninghall, Mary headed for the more
defensible Framlingham Castle. She did not take the direct route
via Diss and Eye, but went via the river Gipping and Ipswich, where

Cardinal Wolsey had built his school to make a permanent mark
on the city of his birth. Passing through Stowmarket she heard
two tradesmen discussing where to send their precocious children:
the King’s School in Peterborough or the Cardinal’s School in
Ipswich? Either way, one of them said, those supposed
benefactors just closed old schools to make new ones. What
would their children learn? The teachers know Latin, German
arithmetic, rules of logic and rhetoric, art of measurement, a little
Greek, and double-entry bookkeeping. Scholars would not regret
it.
Mary’s mother Katharine of Aragon knew Latin better than she, so
she resolved to increase young ladies’ educational opportunities,
as had begun when Katharine first arrived as the bride-to-be of
Prince Arthur. Katharine spoke Latin, Greek and less openly, a
smattering of Hebrew. She could read the sacred texts in their
original language, so did not see the problem of translation into the
vernacular in the same way. Mary would have preferred the liturgy
in English, but how to make that case in the contentious times she
was destined to reign over?
On the banks of the Gipping ducks and geese held their own
territories to raise their ducklings and goslings safely. Mary had to
pause here because a bramble fell across her shoulder. How
should she proceed along this narrow path?
Interlude: Utopia.
Mary mused: I was born the year Thomas More published Utopia
(“no place”, but with a hint of “the best place”). He was a brave
man to make bold declarations on the political system in the time
of my father. That Dutch priest Erasmus and the painter Holbein
made it seem so easy to transform the world. The German monk
Luther caused most turmoil, but I find myself in agreement with
many of his demands. How I can repay Thomas Cranmer for what
he did to me at that council in Dunstable, through my royal parents’
marriage annulment. Thomas More and some bishops supported

my mother, but the church mostly aligned with Henry. Whilst under
house-arrest at Buckden my mother taught local people
embroidery and I have the wooden ring she used to hold the cloth
in place. We were forbidden by the king to meet, but I found ways,
using Fotheringhay castle as a message centre to meet her near
the Giddings. I learnt of her silent protests against the King’s
authority, and the consolation she derived from the great visions
of Our Lady in the New World in 1531: “Coatl-tsupe”, (“the one
who grasps the serpent”) appeared between two oceans in the
middle of two continents, exactly on the winter solstice, hiding the
sun. If I marry my Spanish cousin, I will be joint ruler of Spain,
across the ocean to Europe and Jerusalem. This bramble made
me stop to admire the roses catching the rising sun’s light: I’ll tie a
lock of hair into a braid and hang it here.
Five gold rings, four colly birds, three French hens, two turtle
doves and …
My father, King Henry, made his mark on the system of space
measurement, determining the foot and the inch and hence the
weights of certain volumes of water. But could he manage time?
Christmas is not near the Winter solstice, and Lady Day in March
is well after the Spring equinox. How could New World Mexican
Indians know the winter solstice, when enlightened Europeans did
not? So my mother made a pretend present ceremony into a daily
song, starting on December 12th. The King gave her what she
could see in the fields or waterways: roses and rings round the
necks of birds. Pairs of turtle dove are known for doing everything
together, even flying in formation and what else did former Queen
Katharine see in the fields of Cambridgeshire?

… a partridge …

Like a noble bird in gold and scarlet plumage, the partridge
reminded my mother, the Dowager Princess Katharine, of the
king’s best present to her. Not just any partridge, a hen partridge,
and not just at any time, laying time. She was like a foreign
partridge so let my temporary dwelling be called a perdrix (did you
hear “pear-tree”?). … in a perdrix!
Ole¡ !Ola¡ ¡Soy yo! C’est moi! That’s me!

James Conlon, son of Bridget Conlon, psalmist in Peterborough,
convener of the local Catholic Katharine of Aragon Appreciation
Society .

Note: PERDRIX is French vernacular for the group of birds which
are known by the collective noun partidge.

The Shredder: a cautionary tale
The new employee stood before the paper shredder looking
confused.
"Need some help?" a kindly passing secretary asked.
"Yes please," he gratefully replied. "How does this thing work?"
"That’s simple," she said, as she took the fat report from his hand
and fed it into the shredder.
"Thanks,” he said, “but where do the copies come out?"

OOPS!!!

SEASONAL WORDSEARCH:
Words go up, down, forwards, backwards and diagonally.
Solution on back page
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Headline: Stowmarket Parish wins a LiveSimply award
Two years after Stowmarket took the decision to live simply, the
parish has been given its LiveSimply award – becoming only the
second in the diocese to receive one.
The award was given to Father David Finegan and members of
the CAFOD+ group, on the day of their annual ‘Duck Race’ – which
incidentally raised over £400 for CAFOD, as well as giving old and
young alike a fun day out in the open air.
When the process began, Stowmarket was already a Fair Trade
parish. It was the largest single contributor among Stowmarket
churches to the ever-increasing requirements of the town’s Food
Bank. In addition we were actively supporting communities in
Palestine, Africa, Cambodia and India. This was about doing even
more, for instance by avoiding waste, saving energy, and reducing
the parish’s impact on the environment.
The CAFOD+ group, with Father David’s active support and
assistance, looked at more ways in which the parish could adopt
and promote the principles of living simply. Leaflets explained what
the programme was about, while the weekly newsletter suggested
actions people could easily take to help. Those tips continue –
watch out for one every week.
A few months later, if you attended Mass in the parish that day,
you would have been given a simple questionnaire at the end of a
Sunday Mass, listing the suggestions and asking which you had
taken up. The results were excellent, with a very large number of
completed sheets and an 85% positive response to the questions.
The CAFOD+ group also produced its very own LiveSimply cotton
shopping bag (before the plastic bag levy came in) to help
parishioners reduce their use of non-recyclable plastic bags.
They went on to organise and deliver a series of talks and
presentations on Laudato Si, which encouraged discussion and

raised awareness about environmental issues, and what
individuals and groups can do about them. As a parish we also
organised recycling for batteries, stamps, paper and printer
cartridges and the donation of unwanted tools, bicycles and
computers to charities that could make use of them.
CAFOD+ and the Parish Council are now planning new actions we
can take to continue this work in the years to come. If you’d like to
know more about the Live Simply campaign you will find some
useful
resources
on
the
parish
website
at

http://ourladystowmarket.org.uk/live-simply/
Allan Scott

Assessors Daniel Hale (far left) and Bernard Shaw present
the LiveSimply award to Rosemary Muntus (centre) and Pat
Keating of the CAFOD+ group and Father David Finegan.

VOLUNTEERS

You may be surprised to learn
When the Day of Judgement nears
There’s a special place in Heaven
Set aside for volunteers
There, ‘mid gardens lush and green
All your busy lives will cease
You will lounge on silken beds
And spend Eternity at peace
No more Committee meetings
Not a raffle prize in sight
No jumble sales, no coffee mornings
No more minutes still to write
No cakes to bake, no cups to wash
Yet, the slightest gesture brings
Willing slaves with cooling drinks
And gourmet dishes fit for kings
“And who,” you ask, “are those whose task
It is to serve and bring us cheer?”
Why all those many other Members
You couldn’t get to volunteer

Josephine Lea

Soda Bread: an easy recipe for you to follow
Talking about this bread, Betty Stephens said:
“I have made this bread daily since the age of seven over an
open fire on a griddle. My father collected flour from the local mill
which he carried on his back, when the bag was empty my
mother would boil the sacks to make sheets.”

the cooked article
Ingredients:
1. 1 lb self-raising flour
2. ½ lb brown flour
TIP - if strapped for cash, rub in 4 Weetabix into your white
SR flour instead of using brown flour
3. 1 tea spoon salt
4. 1 tea spoon bicarbonate of soda
5. 1 tea spoon cream of tartar
6. 375ml butter milk
TIP - I use sour milk or plain yoghurt. Instead of buttermilk
7. 2 table spoon oil

Method:
1. Mix in a bowl all the dry ingredients.
2. Add the oil and milk - the dough should not be too wet or
sticky.
3. Turn the dough onto a well-floured board. Do not knead,
4. Gather the dough together in a round shape and cut the
shape of a cross into the top of the dough.
5. Cook for 10 minutes at Gas Mark 7/220°C
6. Turn down the oven to Gas Mark 6/100°C for a further 25
minutes
N.B. Fan ovens will need a slightly lower temperature and/or take
less time to cook. When it is cooked the bread it will sound hollow
when the base is tapped.
For a change add some dried fruit for tea bread, or treacle to your
mixture, or add some grated cheese – it is lovely with a mug of
soup.

Betty Stephens

And while we are on the subject of bread…

DID YOU KNOW THAT
A bolt of lightning contains
enough energy to toast
160,000 pieces of bread.
Unfortunately, the bolt only
takes 1/10,000 of a second,
so turning the bread over
might prove difficult!

One Day in the life of the First Communion Foundation
Class
Sunday morning and the children with parents in tow have climbed
the stairs and are waiting for the 8:30 Mass to end and for Ina and
me to arrive to start the class. Once inside the classroom the
routine begins; the four boys and three girls aged 6 or 7 years old,
sit at the long table in front of the whiteboard.

We all make the sign of the
cross (I am bemused to see
that after six weeks some
children have not mastered
this) followed by the Glory be
to the Father.

Then, out come the colouring
books with words, in the
Sassoon Infant font, (letters
in same shape they learn to
write at school). The books
are made by me on my
computer, using material
from the “Beginners Bible”
and the colouring book of the
same name.

I hand out the books and
packs of always sharp
crayons: Crayola Twistables.
Ina takes her book and
pencils and we begin the
day’s task; Adam and Eve
eating the forbidden fruit.

Two of the boys are still reluctant to read out loud, so we all read
the words together. Already some eager children have a coloured
pencil in hand ready to start the colouring which begins as the last
word is read. The children’s presence is recorded in the register,
two children are absent today.
Just as the children finish their colouring, Debbie, from the First
Communion class next door, announces the arrival of Allan and
Rosemary who have come to practice the songs for the next
children’s Mass. The books and crayons are returned and packed
away, chairs put under the table and coats and hats retrieved. The
children file through to the next room. After the song practice
Debbie instructs her five children and mine to file out and down the
stairs to await their parent’s arrival.

Richard Congdon

DID YOU KNOW THAT
The Kings in a deck of playing cards represent kings from history.
Spades ª: David (1010–970
BC ), King of the United
Kingdom of Israel & Judah.
Hearts ©: Charlemagne
(742-814), King of the
Franks.
Diamonds ¨: Julius Caesar
(100-44BC),
Roman
Emperor.
Clubs §: Alexander III (356323BC), King of Macedon,
(Alexander the Great)

A Christmas Day Prayer
Lord God,
we thank You for always being by our side
and we fervently celebrate Christmas with You
amidst all the gifts, food, family & friends.
So, Today, Lord

as we unwrap our gifts from family & friends ,
may we joyfully discover more of Your love.
as we prepare, eat and share festive food,
may we hungrily feast on our faith.
as we appreciate & cherish our family & friends,
may we lovingly invite You into our lives.
as we merrily sing carols to celebrate
the jubilant miracle of our Lord’s birth,
may we humbly dwell upon the sacrifice that
Jesus made for us and enduring miracle of
the resurrected Christ.
Living Lord, we long to
discover more fully the depths of Your love,
feast avidly & for all time on Your truth,
and with your Grace may we always
invite You & receive You into our lives with joy.
Amen.

Based on prayer found at http://www.living-prayers.com

A lovely Nativity Scene to colour

A Christmas word ladder for you to solve
STAR
NOTE: there may be more
than one solution

Suggested solution on back
page

CARD

A Christmas Day prayer for children
Our redeeming Saviour came to live among us
When baby Jesus was born on this day.
Mary and Joseph were safe in God’s arms
As they laid baby Jesus on a soft bed of hay.
Mother Mary cared for him and,
Father Joseph was very proud.
They loved and cherished their special boy who’d
Never be “just one of the crowd”.
Shepherds came down from the hills and
They welcomed Jesus on bended knee.
The Wise men brought their precious gifts
For the baby king for all the world to see.
We love the lights upon the tree and,
The presents and food are great.
But on Christmas Day we worship Jesus
While we play, laugh and celebrate.
We share this special time together and
We say our God is good.
So good he sent us Jesus to always light our way,
For us all to always follow Him into a heavenly day.

Amen

Based on prayer found at http://www.living-prayers.com

Arguing with children can be risky
A primary school teacher was explaining to her class some
interesting facts about whales when a little girl piped up. “I just
learned all about a story in the bible when Jonah was swallowed
by a whale.”
The teacher replied. “It is impossible for a whale to swallow a
human. Even though whales are very large, their throats are
relatively small.”
Then the girl said, "No. I’m sure Jonah was swallowed whole by
a whale."
The teacher looked irritated and reiterated her earlier response.
The little girl replied. "I don’t believe you, Miss. My Sunday
school teacher told me a whale swallowed Jonah. I know she
wouldn’t tell me a lie.”
A bit perturbed by this, the teacher proclaimed. "That was just a
“bible story” she told you. It’s not a factual story. There will be no
more arguments about this."
The girl went quiet as she thought. She then retorted. "Well,
Miss, when I get to heaven, I will just have to ask Jonah myself".
Feeling challenged, the teacher asked. "So, what will you do if
Jonah didn’t go to heaven?"
Not daunted, the girl quipped. "You’ll have to ask him."

… “Out of the mouths of babes . . . “
adapted from story on www.websites-host.com/insp/istories.html

A FOOD and DRINK QUIZ:
No
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15

Answers on back page

Clue
Is this a monarch’s favourite
tea time treat?
A common amphibian has gone
into hiding.
It’s naïve & it tastes best fresh
and hot.
From a south coast port. It
could be rubber or leather.
Sounds like a barmy and wellknown clown.
Describes when Paddy is up to
his neck in a muddle.
Adam’s Ale; It’s just what you
need on a hot summer’s day.
Perhaps this was named after a
colourful ball game.
Could this be a type of Chinese
dessert?
A heated canine by any other
name.
Mother’s ruin lacks pace, I
hear.
New York City is often known
as this.
Could this expensive treat be
made from a cow’s old boot?
Use a simple word to start a
milk pudding race.
This bright citrus is under
pressure.

Answer

Compiled by Pat Burrows: a parishioner’s friend

The word Christmas – what does it mean?
The word "Christmas" is a compound of two words, "Christ" and
"mass".
Ø The first word means "anointed one"
Ø The second word refers to the sacrament of the Eucharist.
And so it is that the Christian festival of Christmas is a celebration
of the anointed one, Jesus, becoming flesh.

Roll up for the Church Crawl
On Saturday September 24 parishioners from Our Lady’s were
among the hundred souls taking part in the Three Churches Crawl
– starting with 10am Mass at Thetford (St Mary’s). That was
followed by (very welcome!) coffee and bacon rolls in the Church
Hall – and a tour of the newly decorated and refurbished church.
Refreshed, everyone went on to Bury St Edmunds for Midday
Prayer and a fascinating talk from historian John Saunders, telling
the story of the church. Many of us had not realised that the original
church – founded by the Jesuits in 1763 – now forms the side
chapel of the later church, built in 1837. John pointed out the small
clerestory windows on either side (‘too high up for stones to reach
them’).
This was followed by a generous and satisfying lunch in the crypt,
before it was Our Lady’s turn to host the party for Evening Prayers,
a look around the church, and a cream tea.
Many had not seen the church before, and made favourable
comments. A long but very rewarding day for all concerned!
Maureen Favager

There follows, some photographs of the church crawl courtesy of
Allan Scott

St Mary’s Thetford

St Edmunds, Bury St Edmunds

Our Lady’s, Stowmarket

Enjoying refreshments

Police Horse Story
Most of my service with the Metropolitan Police was as a handler
with the Dog Section and for my final seven years I was Area Dog
Sergeant for East London.
One of the operational duties of the Section was to assist in the
policing of West Ham United Football Ground on match days. This
normally involved one dog sergeant with eight handlers and their
dogs. Next door to the West Ham ground was a Catholic Primary
School and church which faced Green Street, E13, as did the main
entrance to the football ground.
Part of the outside area of the school was utilised by police and
the Club for players and officials cars. There was a partially
covered cycle rack within the playground and it was close to the
wall of the West Stand. Once the crowd had been safely ushered
into the ground and the match was underway, the mounted branch
would set up two large urns of coffee and tea. The cycle shed
served as a makeshift coral for the horses and a place of welcome
refreshment for the mounted branch sergeant and officers, plus
yours truly, the Dog Sergeant.
It was a Saturday in early November and the school was
undergoing redecoration and general repairs that included the
treasured cycle shed, rendering it unavailable to accommodate the
horses but not, thankfully, the tea and coffee urns. Two Mounted
Branch Women Police Constables were tasked with marshalling
the horses in an open area beyond the cycle rack.
I was about half way through my coffee when a high pitched
neighing attracted my attention to the horses. One was up on its
hind legs as if auditioning for the part of Silver, the Lone Ranger’s
Mount, before it broke loose from the horrified women officers and
galloped off followed by a second horse.

…and they’re off! …
A few yards in front and just to the left of the first horse was a girls’
metal netball stand. As the horse flew past, part of its harness got
tangled up with the stand, dragging it clanking and bouncing
alongside the now terrified horse.
Just off stage to this developing drama was a small, immaculate
saloon car, property of the Parish Priest, who was ensconced in
the West Stand following the progress of his beloved West Ham.
I watched transfixed as the netball pole broke free of the harness
and flew like a harpoon through the rear offside window of Father’s
car, before burying itself in the rear seat. The two women officers
were in an absolute panic running after the two horses, the first of
which had by now reached the exit gates of the school that gave
access to Green Street.
Suddenly and unbelievably the horse went into a sit, causing
sparks to cascade off its hooves.
At that precise moment a family from the Midlands were driving to
visit relatives in Upton Park when they had the quite unexpected
and, I would guess, unique experience of the substantial rump of
a police horse, smacking into the side of their vehicle.
Culprit one followed by culprit two then galloped north along Green
Street towards Queens Road Market, witnessed by Saturday
afternoon shoppers, some of whom displayed very nifty footwork
that wouldn’t have gone amiss in the nearby football ground!! Both
horses eventually came to rest outside Plaistow Ambulance
Station, about half a mile or so from the ground. Thankfully there
were no injuries, human or animal.

The Mounted Branch Sergeant was a wiry Scotsman who always
seemed to have a particle of straw attached to some area of his
uniform. As he joined me on Green Street, totally unperturbed by
the recent and dramatic events I turned and said
“Well Jock, how are you going to explain this one?”
He thought for a moment or two and replied
“I’ll put it down to a firework”.
I said
“You’re joking. Those animals are trained to withstand the
sound of gunshots and explosions”.
Jock said
“I know, but they’re a bit like us; not all perfect!”

David Ryan

Some interesting post script notes from Wikipedia:
Green Street is a road in the London Borough of Newham and
Green Street appears in records from the 15th century. This road
was the boundary of the ancient parishes of East Ham and West
Ham.
West Ham formed a large ancient parish of around 4,500 acres
(18 km2) in the Becontree hundred of Essex.
In 1840, soon after the built-up area of London had encompassed
West Ham the parish was included in the Metropolitan Police
District.

Gifts from afar: Gold, Frankincense and Myrrh

The magi bring their gifts to the infant Jesus
The festival of the Epiphany takes place towards the end of the
Christmas period and remembers the visit of the three Magi to the
stable in Bethlehem: Melchior from Persia, Caspar from India and
Balthazar form Arabia. The brought with them gifts for the infant
child of gold, frankincense and myrrh.
Gold is a familiar and expensive item which for centuries has
formed the basis of many gifts to loved ones and friends and needs
no explanation, but the source of the other gifts is unfamiliar to
many. The English word frankincense comes from the bringing
together of two French words: franc meaning pure and encens
meaning incense. Frankincense and myrrh are both organic
products, which derive from trees and comprise water-soluble
gum, a resin and an essential oil.
The drought-hardy Boswellia trees which yield frankincense are
native to Ethiopia, North Somalia, South-West Oman, and South
Yemen. It is not until they are 8-10 years old that the trees are
ready to be tapped to produce their milky resin. Once begun, this
process happens three times a year for a 5-year period after which
the trees are rested for 5 years before tapping begins again. As
the thick sticky resin exudes from the tree it forms the so-called

tears of frankincense: as a rule, the more opaque the resin, the
higher is its quality. It is believed that Frankincense harvesting has
been taking place for about 5,000 years. There is evidence of a
plant collecting expedition organised around 1495 BC by Queen
Hatshepsut of Egypt, to what is now Somalia and that the ancient
Egyptians believed the resin was the sweat of the gods.

Boswalia Tree and the tapped Frankinsense Resin oozing out
of the bark
Frankincense is also used in traditional Asian medicines to aid
digestion, where it is chewed as a gum and in Hindu Ayurvedic
medicine for among other things, treatment of arthritis and wound
healing. Sadly, Boswellia woodlands are in steep decline, probably
due to over-tapping, clearing to enable grazing and agriculture and
attacks by a species of longhorn beetle. The price of frankincense
continues to rise, the risk of over-tapping increases and this
vicious circle puts further pressure on the stressed woodlands.
So what about Myrrh? Myrrh is an aromatic gum, which comes
from the Commiphora tree.
Myrrh means bitter in Arabic and the name of the tree means gum
bearer from the Greek Kommi (gum) and Phora (bearer). These
trees are native to the Arabian Peninsula, grow best in thin soil and
are often found in limestone-rich localities, where they provide a
vital role in preventing soil erosion. When trees are tapped they
ooze a waxy sweet-smelling gum, which coagulates into glossy,
walnut-sized lumps.

Commiphora Trees and some harvested Myrhh Gum
The gum is used in perfumes, cosmetics and incenses and has
been used to treat bad breath, battleground wound care to athletes
foot! It is still used now in aromatherapy, herbal and Chinese
medicine.
Inspired by December 2015 RHS Magazine article.

THE MATHS LESSON
Ø Teacher: "If I gave you 2 cats, another 2 cats and another
2, how many cats would you have?"
v Johnny: "7"
Ø Teacher: "No, listen carefully... If I gave you 2 cats, another 2
cats and another 2, how many cats would you have?"
v Johnny: "7"
Ø Teacher: "OK …. If I gave you 2 apples, another 2 apples and
another 2 how many apples would you have?"
v Johnny: "6"
Ø Teacher: "Good….Now if I gave you 2 cats, another 2 cats
and another 2 , how many cats would you have?"
v Johnny: "7!"
Ø Teacher: "Johnny, where on earth do you get 7 from?!"
v Johnny: "I've already got a cat, Miss!"
BOOM BOOM!

Prayer to the Holy Family
Jesus, Mary and Joseph
In you we contemplate
the splendour of true love:
To you we turn with trust.
Holy Family of Nazareth,
grant that our families too
may be places of communion and prayer,
authentic schools of the Gospel
and small domestic churches
Holy Family of Nazareth,
may families never again experience
violence, rejection and division;
may all who have been hurt or scandalised
find ready comfort and healing
Holy Family of Nazareth,
make us once more mindful
of the sacredness and inviolability of the family
and its beauty in God’s plan
Jesus, Mary and Joseph,
graciously hear our prayer.
Amen
Pope Francis
Given in Rome, at St Peter’s, during the Extraordinary Jubilee of
Mercy, on 19 March, the Solemnity of Saint Joseph, in the year
2016, the fourth year of his pontificate.

Wordsearch solution: see the shaded cells

CANDLE
CAROL SINGERS
CHRISTMAS TREE
CRIB
DONKEY
HAM
JESUS
JOSEPH

C A
O H
T U
I L
N A
S I
E D
L O
A S
C 0
A S
N Y
D Z
L A
E L

KING
MANGER
MARY
MASS
MINSCEPIE
PINECONE
PRESENTS
SANTA

R O L S I N G
A N N G R E P
R K E Y Y R J
M I N C E P I
A N S S R A T
S G E T A U X
E N G U M B R
T T R F E A O
E A I F O A S
A S P I R R T
E N O N E D A
U O T G R O E
T S N A H S H
E A E D O P I
M A C J N A N

SHEEP
SHEPHERD
SNOWMAN
STABLE
STAR
STUFFING
TINSEL
TURKEY

E R S

P
P Z W E I
D O E I N
E H O M E
S E I P C
O T G T O
E D A R N
C R I B E
S A M A L
T H I U K
P R A B A
K Y E L G
A R O E D
H A M N E
A M W O N
F

D
O
N
K
E
Y
B

D
R
E
H
P
E
H
S

Word Ladder –
suggested
solution

STAR
SEAR
HEAR
HEAD
HERD
HARD
CARD

Food and Drink Quiz –Answers
No
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15

Clue
Is this a monarch’s favourite tea time
treat?
A common amphibian has gone into
hiding.
It’s naïve & it tastes best fresh and hot.
From a south coast port. It could be
rubber or leather.
Sounds like a barmy and well-known
clown.
Describes when Paddy is up to his neck
in a muddle.
Adam’s Ale; It’s just what you need on a
hot summer’s day.
Perhaps this was named after a colourful
ball game.
Could this be a type of Chinese dessert?
A heated canine by any other name.
Mother’s ruin lacks pace, I hear.
New York City is often known as this.
Could this expensive treat be made from
a cow’s old boot?
Use a simple word to start a milk pudding
race.
This bright citrus is under pressure.

Answer
Victoria sponge
Toad in the hole
Green Tea
Dover Sole
CO-CO nut
Irish Stew
Water
Marble cake
Rice Pudding
Hot Dog
Sloe gin
Big Apple
Beef Wellington
Sago
Orange Squash

