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Foreword
Welcome to the 12th edition of your social magazine and thank
you for the substantial number of poems, stories, anecdotes and
prayers you have provided for inclusion in this edition. As you
know your offerings are always welcome in any format via email,
by hand, or via the letter rack and I was especially delighted to
receive so many articles without having to issue my usual pleas
for offerings!
When you read this edition you may notice that some articles are
from anonymous donors. I understand that some contributors do
not want to be named in the magazine, but it would be great to
know who you are at the time of submission. I am, of course,
happy to continue to receive unsigned documents if that is your
preference and I will always anonymise contributions if desired.
but it would be nice to have all work acknowledged and attribute
all the articles in our magazine to the authors and other people
who have donated interesting items for us to share and enjoy.
As mentioned earlier, I have been blessed with a large volume of
articles since the last edition, so please do not think I have
ignored your contribution if you do not see it in this edition. I have
kept a few pieces back, just in case you are not quite so prolific
between now and when I pull the next edition together for you!
What is important is that you keep the material coming, so
keep on writing and sharing!
Thank you for your continued help and support. It really is much
appreciated.

Yvonne Hannan
Editor
yvonne.hannan@icloud.com

A Poem for Easter

The road to Emmaus was lonely and long.
Jesus had gone.
Three days ago He was crucified.
How they had cried
The two set off for home on the empty road.
Heavy their load
They hadn’t gone far in their sorrow and grief.
Was it a thief?
No! Only a stranger walking the road,
but he had no load!
He turned in beside them. Together they walked.
Oh, how he talked!
Then as he spoke he unravelled the mystery:
“The Jewish History.”
Didn’t they realise, couldn’t they see why
Jesus must die?
How obvious it was when he came to explain:
he made it so plain.
They had walked far and the night was now late.
“Come in and wait.”

Before very long the three sat down to dine
on bread and wine
The two looked at the stranger, now saying Grace,
into HIS face!
Oh, light were their steps going back on the road,
for now they had no load.
For Jesus is risen and lives evermore.
Alleluia!

Pamela Millyard

A Slippery Event
Each year the gallant group of Altar Servers head off for a wellearned day out. On previous years we have ventured to
Pleasurewood Hills, Duxford Air Museum, Kessingland Wildlife
Park, Dunwich & Colchester Zoo. This year, by popular request
we went to the Suffolk Ski Slope for RINGO. For the uninitiated
this consists of sitting in a large lorry tyre and being sent down
the dry ski slope either individually, tied together or as a race.

The happy band of the intrepid Stowmarket Ski Slope Superstars

This march, on the Sunday in question, the term Dry Ski Slope
was a complete misnomer: it was bucketing down with rain.
However, looking on the bright side, I was gleefully told by young

Oscar “you go faster if the matt is wet” as, against my better
judgement, I agreed to sit in the RINGO at the top of the cliff.

RINGO in action!
A good day out was had by all, after which we decided to dry out
in the Copdock Burger King: it may not offer the same
international variety of food as the cuisine available at our World
Food day, but we later headed for home with full tummies and,
by then, dry trousers!
A big THANK YOU to all our Altar Servers, it takes courage to
take on the role and learn the intricacies of helping the Priest on
God’s Altar with reverence and care – well done.

Simon Millyard

Favourite Hymns
Fr David said something at the funeral of Betty Stephenson
which made me think and sparked off this article. His words were
simple enough: “We will now sing one of Betty’s favourite
hymns”. The hymn was Majesty.
It was a short while later that it occurred to me that it was a pity
that Betty had to wait until her funeral to have the hymn Majesty
sung. To be fair, we had sung Majesty at the 10.15 Mass but
perhaps only once or twice in the last 10 years and my
recollection was that it had not been too successful. Perhaps we
should have persevered or are some hymns less appropriate to
sing in the context of the Mass? If that is the case when, at Our
Lady’s anyway, will people’s favourite hymns be sung?
The Church’s guidance about the singing of hymns at Mass is
that hymns are not the most important aspect of a sung Mass. In
the 1960s, when the Latin Mass gave way to the English
translation there were few congregation-friendly settings of the
main Mass parts. These sung parts of the translated English
mass had been more or less the exclusive preserve of choirs.
Trying to squeeze the English words to fit the tune that had
previously been used for Latin was not entirely successful. So, if
there was to be any singing at all, hymns were the obvious
choice. A “Hymn Sandwich” as some people called it, began: a
hymn at the start, middle and end and nothing much else.
The choice of hymns at Sunday Masses at Our Lady’s has, for
many years, reflected, so far as is possible, the readings of the
day. It is interesting that so many hymns are based on passages
from scripture and become so much more memorable for some
people once the words have been sung. One example of such
a hymn might be Unless a grain of wheat shall fall... ,but there
are numerous others.

The hard work in identifying such hymns has been done (at least
for us) by Stephen Dean whose publication, The Liturgy Planner,
includes a few paragraphs of thoughts about each Sunday’s
readings and a list of relevant hymns from which choices may be
made. Many might recognise Stephen as the composer of the
lovely setting of the Taste and See psalm that we often use and
other items in regular use. In addition, he is famous for having
been our Diocesan Music Advisor and is Fr Anthony Foreman’s
cousin.
To move slightly sideways the Bishops’ conference of England
and Wales published an interesting leaflet in 1997, which
provides a checklist for just about anything that might be possible
to sing at Mass in a way which prioritises the items from 1-5.
Hymns do not start to feature until columns 2 & 3. Column 5 is
reserved "for the angels”.
Column 1 is for a Mass with no hymns listing the items that could
be sung: The Gospel acclamation and the acclamations of the
Eucharistic Prayer.
Column 2 refers to the Opening procession song, Gloria, Psalm
and Communion song.
Column 3 has the Penitential Rite, Preparation of the Gifts hymn,
Agnus Dei and Exit Procession hymn.
Column 4 includes the opening dialogue, bidding prayers, etc.
Column 5 contains the Creed, Lord’s Prayer, various other
dialogues and prayers.
To know more, here is the link to the 2-page leaflet available via
the liturgy office website:
http://www.liturgyoffice.org.uk/Resources/Music/Singing.pdf

However, I return to where I began, namely favourite hymns.
Possibly some hymns might be getting neglected because they
do not necessarily relate to the Sunday readings, or others might
do so more directly or easily and are used instead.
Should we find a way of solving this issue?
One idea might be to have a sort of “Songs of Praise” service at
which we could all sing people’s favourite hymns without having
to worry whether they are relevant to the Mass readings on a
particular Sunday or just do not “feel” right during Mass.
If there are any hymns that you would like to be sung at a service
of this nature please let me or Fr David know and perhaps, if
there is sufficient support for the idea, we could have the
opportunity of singing our favourite, and perhaps long neglected,
hymns while we can still enjoy them!?

Toni Grzedzick

One Liner.
Q. What did this big hand
say to the little hand?
A: I enjoyed our meeting at
midday and I’m looking
forward to meeting you
again at midnight.

A picture for our younger readers to colour.

Two Thirsty Ladies

One hot, sunny day two well-dressed and perfectly coiffured
ladies were shopping in a well-known upmarket supermarket.
They seemed very self-assured as they glided effortlessly up and
down the aisles carefully selecting their wares. When they
reached the aisle, which stocked alcoholic beverages, one lady
mopped her brow with her crisp white monogrammed linen
handkerchief. She turned to her companion and whispered out
of the corner of her mouth that she would love a cold beer to
quench her thirst. The other lady looked a bit shocked, but she
drew out her own handkerchief, mirrored her friend’s actions and
whispered back that she too was very hot and thirsty and that a
nice cold beer would be the perfect remedy.
However, the ladies were uneasy about publicly buying beer.
Over the years they had carefully nurtured their squeaky clean
reputations and in addition they were both well known locally for
their frequently and freely proffered opinions: they were always
very quick to criticize and condemn other people who, in their
opinion, did not match their own very high and publicized
standards of behaviour and conduct. Undeterred the first lady put

on a very demure look and said she would handle the situation.
She furtively looked both ways and then up and down the aisle
before quickly grasping a six-pack of beer from the chilled drinks
cabinet. She held her head high as she hastily tucked it under
the pile of fresh fruit and vegetables in their shopping trolley. Her
companion looked aghast as she scurried along beside her.
At the checkout they unloaded their trolley and put their items on
the conveyer belt to be scanned by the cashier, but unfortunately,
the automatic scanner did not recognize the beer, so it had to be
scanned manually at chest height and was very visible to people
in the growing queue developing behind them. Once scanned the
smiling cashier gave the beer to the first lady with a flourish. The
beer was hastily put in the uppermost shopping bag in the ladies’
trolley. Both ladies looked uncomfortable as they looked down
and kept transferring their weight from one foot to the other.
Suddenly the first lady looked up, pulled the top of the bag over
the offending beer and said loudly to her companion “I hear that
beer is a particularly good post-shampoo hair conditioner.
Apparently it gives a lovely shine.” Keeping eye contact, the
cashier reached back to the snacks neatly stacked behind her
and grabbed a large bag of pretzels.

She carefully placed the pretzels on top of the shopping bag,
which contained the beer and said “Don’t forget the curlers
ladies; and by the way,these are on me.”

Anonymous

World Food Day 2017
I have lost count how many years we have now run the World
Food Day at the Cedars Hotel, it must be 10 or more. Each year
I think it may have run its course and time to think of a new Parish
initiative but the 2017 event was probably the best attended yet
with some new faces and new countries represented.

This annual gathering started as a bonding event to get everyone
talking and to celebrate the international diversity in the parish.
It has grown in popularity ever since.
The idea was spawned when I asked Tommy & Molly Joseph if
they could do an Indian curry to supplement the traditional
burgers & hot-dogs at the Summer Party – this opened our eyes
(and our taste buds!), to the catering talent in the parish and thus
the World Food Day Celebration was born.
The recipe for the day is simple with each caterer representing
their country with a dish of their choice, typically for about 10
servings. Everyone takes a small plate and heads off to sample
the provided food from around the hall. Other people bring cakes
or biscuits to get things under way over a coffee or cup of tea and
the start of the event is coincided with the end of 10.15 Mass.

The World Food Day Celebration in Stowmarket can truthfully be
billed as the best international cuisine event in East Anglia and it
has a very personal touch with the cooks explaining their dish
and why it was chosen. All continents have been represented
over the years with typically 13 tables each time. Attendees’
donations at the door are always generous enough to cover the
cost of the ingredients and the hire of the hall along with the
ubiquitous raffle, which people support well. Now it is
established, the day seems to run itself and all is needed is to set
the date, which has settled as the last Sunday before the
beginning of Lent and people offer to cater with the minimum of
coercion. My main challenge is to temper my appetite at the start
to enable me to get round the hall to all the tables, a 13 course
meal with cake for starter is not for the feint hearted.
A big thank you to all who cater, it is a very positive contribution
to the social life and fellowship of the parish and a good time is
had by all. See you there next year.
Simon Millyard

It’s all in a name
During a science lesson, my
sister-in-law, who is a
teacher held up a magnet
and said to her year 8 class,
“My name begins with the
letter M, and I pick things up.
What am I?”
A little boy answered,
“You’re a MUMMY!”
Source: Reader’s Digest Family Jokes
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The solution is on the back page
Yvonne Hannan

Can’t Leave Yet

Today, dear Lord, I’m 80.
There’s much I haven’t done,
so I hope you will let me live until I’m 81.
But by then, if I haven’t finished all I want to do,
would you let me live to be 82?
So many places I want to go, so very much to see.
Do you think you could manage to make it 83?
The world is changing very fast,
there is so much in store.
I’d like it very much, dear Lord , to live ‘til I’m 84.
If by then I’m still alive,
I’d like to live until I’m 85
There will be exciting new technology.
So, if I’m still here and not in a fix,
I’d like to see what happens when I reach 86.
I know dear Lord it’s much to ask,
(and it must be nice in heaven),
But, I would like to stay until I am 87.
By then I will not be very fast
and sometimes I will be late,
But it would be rather pleasant live to be 88

I have seen so many things.
I have had a wonderful time
Could I dare to ask you Lord, please make me 89?
If I should reach 90, Lord and my mind is still sound
and though rather slow I can still walk around,
I’ll know my time is limited and one day I must go
I’ll try not to be too greedy, Lord,
or be influenced by fears,
but I would love to see, dear Lord,
what happens in the next few years
I’m sure you’ve heard this plea before ………
But my bags will be packed when I’m 104!

MAYBE????

From a poem by Jean Baird

Care for the Earth: A Stowmarket connection
The EARTH is the LORD’s and the fullness thereof. (Psalm)
In Bury St Edmunds the biblical inscription on the Ionic portico of
the Corn Exchange offers a welcome inspiration on a pilgrimage
to the Cathedral in Bury and onwards to the grave of Mary Tudor:
a former Queen of France and the third daughter of Henry VII,
King of England and his queen Elizabeth of York. Mary Tudor’s
grave is in the adjoining Church of the Assumption, renamed St
Mary’s since the Reformation.

The Corn Exchange, Bury St Edmunds
The nearby Abbey Gardens provide a respite from the hustle and
bustle of the city. Visitors can watch the roses grow, or smell the
herbs. Art students from West Suffolk College display their
modern end-of-year projects in a converted shop. The Cathedral
shop sells spiritual books and educational toys that help keep the
Faith alive.
At Sunday Evensong, among the few participants are a Syrian
refugee family come to appreciate the religious and cultural
treasures of their new home. To this day, the Syrian people of

Damascus (sometimes called Sham) proudly show visitors the
shrine of St John the Baptist, and the house on Straight Street
where Mary, Mother of Jesus, stayed.
They go out, they go out, full of tears, carrying their seeds.
(Psalm)
Stowmarket’s Museum of East Anglian Life contains some of the
reclaimed buildings and original implements that helped people
survive for centuries in this water-logged land. Farmers were
able to harness the power of the wind, animals, and water to
produce the food they needed. They knew how to sow and reap;
a millstone was not for decoration; the sickle was not curved
because the plants bent in the breeze; a bag of sand was not
there to be tripped over. Nature has its own rules. A wall that
was built to stop the tide might also serve to flood a village. Time
and tide do not tarry, but perfect sluice would tarry the brine.
They come back, they come back, full of song, carrying their
sheaves. (Psalm)
When the Duke of Suffolk visited Katharine of Aragon, local
people lined up on the Great North Road to remind him of his
connection to the land. Participants in the 2016 Autumn East
Anglia CaFOD study day in Newmarket, including Sheila Dobey,
Rosemary Muntus and Allan Scott from Stowmarket, explored
the theme of CaFod’s 2016 Harvest Fast Day. We were
photographed holding garden tools as a gesture of solidarity with
the farmers of Altiplano in Bolivia, where CaFOD’s experts show
Bolivian farmers how to plant and harvest as their staple food
changes from quinoa to potatoes. Here is the CAFOD link in the
East Anglia website and your route to more information:
https://cafodeastanglia.wordpress.com/2016/09/13/our-day-ofrecollection/

James Conlon

Jerusalem: A poem set to music
The poem Jerusalem was written by William Blake in around
1807, when the worst effects of the industrial revolution were
being most felt by the poorest families.

Although William Blake
came from a relatively poor
background, he was literate
and his own circumstances
were comfortable.

Blake loved England, but at
the same time he was very
aware of the bad living
conditions being suffered by
the
majority
of
the
population.
William Blake 1767-1818
So, what is the meaning behind his poem “Jerusalem”?
The poem’s central message is a call to humanity to strive to
reach a goal whereby all peoples have a better life enabled by
societies, which are based on peace and equality. Blake’s poem
uses his vision of Jerusalem to help us conjure up for ourselves,
an image of a home of peace where men and women can dwell
and live in harmony, wherever the place they call home might be.
The harmony, which Blake so sincerely craved was severely
threatened in his own time by the conditions and lives of the
working classes, such as those people who worked in the dark

satanic mills.
100 years later harmony was again severely
tested when the Great War (1914-1918) was waged between
nations in Europe.

Robert Bridges was the Poet
Laureate from 1913 to 1930.
His
period
of
tenure
spanned the 1914-1918
Great War.
Soon after the beginning of
the Great War Robert
Bridges discovered and then
included William Blake’s
Poem “Jerusalem” in his
anthology called “The Spirit
of Man”, which he complied
and was published in 1915

Robert Bridges 1844-1930
Bridges was a doctor by training who only achieved literary fame
late in life when during the Great War he joined the group of
writers who were assembled as part of Britain’s War Propaganda
Bureau. In 1915, after his Anthology “The Spirit of Man” was
published, Bridges asked Sir Hubert Parry to put Blake’s Poem
to music. This was so that it might be sung by the “Fight for Right
Group”, which supported the War.
Sir Hubert was friends with Bridges, but he was also a dedicated
pacifist and as such he did not share Bridges views on war and
conflict. Sir Hubert did write the music as requested, but he then
found himself in a dilemma of conscience. Sir Hubert became so

disturbed by his situation that he was on the verge of withdrawing
his music completely and not permitting it to be used to
accompany William Blake’s poem “Jerusalem”. However, Sir
Hubert and his wife were both in support of female suffrage (the
right of women to vote in elections). So, despite Sir Hubert’s
misgivings about the use of his music by the “Fight for Right
Group”, he was persuaded by Millicent Fawcett, Leader of the
National Union of Women’s Suffrage Societies (NUWSS), to
allow her group to sing Jerusalem at a rally on 13th March 1916.

Sir Hubert Parry was an
English composer, teacher
and historian of music,
whose first major work, a
piano concerto, appeared in
1880. His works include the
hymn tune “Repton”, which
sets the words “Dear Lord
and father of Mankind…”
He was director of the Royal
College of Music, from
January 1895, until his
death. His leading pupils
included Ralph Vaughan
Williams and Gustav Holst.
Sir Hubert Parry 1848 1918

In 1918, conditional female suffrage was achieved in the UK,
when the right to vote was permitted, but restricted to women
over 30. It was not until a decade later that women and men
were allowed vote on the same basis and the NUWSS was
disbanded. Achievement of the right of women to vote coincided
with the end of the Great War. This is no coincidence. Between

1914 and 1918 women had unequivocally proved their ability to
do the same work and assume the same roles as men and it was
clear that they also had the ability to make rational choices
regarding who should represent them in parliament. The first
woman to be elected to the Commons was Constance
Markievicz, in the general election of 1918, but as a member of
Sinn Fein, she did not take her seat. The first women to take her
seat was Nancy Astor (Viscountess Astor), after a by-election in
Plymouth December 1919, when she succeeded her husband
who had entered the House of Lords..
Most people know Women’s Institute (WI) members sing the
hymn “Jerusalem, contrary to popular belief the WI movement
was not born in the UK, but rather is rooted in Canada via
Adelaide Hoodless (nee Hunter), born in St George, Ontario.
In 1898 Adelaide Hoodless
published a book Public
School Domestic Science,
which
stressed
the
importance
of
hygiene,
cleanliness and frugality in
the home.
She is the pioneering leader
and educationalist, usually
honoured as the person who
inspired the founding of the
WI Movement, but she
played a limited role in its
on-going development.
Adelaide Hoodless 1857-1910
The first British WI was formed in 1915 at the suggestion of a
second Canadian woman called Madge Watt. The pattern of the

Canadian movement was followed and the name adopted. WI
members are well known for cake making and handicrafts, but
the WI movement is part of the local, national and international
fight to make our world a better place, where all peoples can live
together in harmony. Many inequalities and bad conditions
witnessed by Blake and Parry remain with us today, have not
been eradicated and have even been joined by new issues.
When Sir Hubert Parry died in 1918 the executors of his estate
gave the musical copyright of Jerusalem to the National
Federation of Women’s Institutes (NFWI) and in 1924 the WI in
the UK adopted Jerusalem as its anthem. Wars refugees,
slavery, domestic abuse and exploitation remain widespread and
until we are in a better world WI meetings will continue to ring out
with Willam Blake’s words, set to Sir Hubert Parry’s music:
‘Til we have built Jerusalem In England’s green and
pleasant land”
A Parishioner and local WI Member

Proof that human beings can’t multi-task!
Try doing this…….
Sit or stand, lift your right
foot a few inches from the
floor and begin to move it in
a clockwise direction.
While you’re doing this, use
your right index finger to
draw a number 6 in the air.
Your foot will begin to turn in
an anticlockwise direction
and there’s nothing you can
do about it!

Was life really like this ever?

We met and we married a long time ago.
We worked for long hours and the wages were low.
No TV or radio, no bath and times hard,
just a cold water tap and a walk up the yard.
No holidays abroad, no posh carpets on floors,
but we’d coal on the fire and we didn’t lock doors.
Our Children arrived: no pill in those days
and we brought them up without any State aid
They were quite safe to go out and play in the park
and the old folk could go for a walk in the dark
No Valium, no drugs and no LSD or ecstasy,
and we cured most ills with a nice cup of tea.
Not “fill up that form and come back in six months”,
no vandals or muggings: there was nowt to rob.
We felt quite rich with a couple of bob.

People were happier in those far off days,
kinder and caring in so many ways.
Milkmen, paperboys and postmen
would whistle and sing.

A night at the pictures was our one mad fling!
We all got our share of trouble and strife.
We just had to face it: that’s the pattern of life.
But now I’m alone, I look back o’er the years,
I remember the blessings, our home and our love
that we shared together and I thank God above

Anonymous
Do you know the origin of croissant (bread)?

The origin of this bread is uncertain, but one theory links
invention of the bread to celebration of the defeat of the Umayyad
forces, by the Franks in 732 at the Battle of Tours, considered by
many to be the turning point of Muslim expansion in Gaul.
Another theory links invention of the bread to celebration of the
defeat of the Ottomans by Christian forces in the siege of Vienna
in 1683. It is said that night working bakers heard the Turks
engaged in a tunneling operation and raised the alarm in time to
thwart their advance.
Both stories link the distinctive shape of the croissant to the
Islamic crescent symbol and the defeat of Islamic forces by
Christian armies. One or other theory may be true – who knows?
- but they are exceedingly good stories and croissants are very
tasty treats!

Scarborough Fayre! Have you been there?
Mary Tudor, sister of Henry VIII, was married to old and sick
Francis I of France only for the final three months of his life.
Secretly and without permission Mary then married Charles
Brandon, 1st Duke of Suffolk in France, who had been sent to
bring her back to England. Before leaving for his journey to Paris,
Charles swore an oath to the King not to marry Mary, but
following Cardinal Wolsey’s intervention Charles survived his
disobedience to the King with a hefty fine and the King’s
displeasure. The Duke of Suffolk and Mary Tudor enjoyed a very
happy marriage in Westhorpe Hall near Finningham. Paris stage
romantic design.
Charles Brandon knew Henry VIII well, having grown up in his
court and he was always ready to undertake difficult royal tasks.
In 1553 following Mary Tudor’s death, the Duke of Suffolk made
three trips to Buckden Towers: the Bishop of Lincoln’s palace, to
see Katharine of Aragon, the first wife of Henry VIII and true
Queen of England. During the first visit the Duke told Katharine
that she was no longer queen; in the second visit he told her no
one should call her queen; in the third visit he told her she should
not live in a palace. I imagine her reply: “So I should go to
Somersham or Fotheringhay? How about Scarborough Fayre? I
could live in a market kiosk or perhaps in a sandcastle on the
beach.”
Earlier, Katharine had made a cambric shirt for King Henry VIII
with much unappreciated intricate work, but his eyes had already
begun to wander. A female songster makes a request on his
behalf, as if to a trusted go-between, indirectly asking Katharine
to do what she might have already done. However, the songster
twists the King’s initially sensible requests so that they become
angry nonsense: Princely rage for Harry sublime. Here is a
reconstruction with two independent but overlapping songs as
Queen Mary (the daughter of Henry VIII and Katharine) might
have found them among her late father’s private papers.

You may hear Queen
Katharine’s voice.
Are you going to Scarborough
Fayre? [Chorus]
Remember me to one who
lives there. [Lament]
Find her abode in an acre of
land [Chorus]
between the sea shore and
the golden white strand.
[Lament]
Ask her to make a chemise
cambrais, without a seam
mais rien de froncé.
Tell her to wash it in a
hundred-foot ditch, That’s dry
since Tsipfora made plans to
unhitch.

Tell her to dry it on a nearby
hawthorn that’s never seen
blossom since Adam was
born.
Tell her to scent it with a sprig
of spring heather that’s
reaped from the gorse with a
sickle of leather
When you return from
Scarborough Fayre, you may
wrap the chemise in a lock of
her hair.

You may recognize
most of the King’s song.
Is there a Moses to plan out my
case, straight as an arrow, rejecting
the base?
One who shows favour to powerful
and rich, as much as the poor man
who lives by a ditch.
Is there a bishop or is there a
knight, to stand by my side and to
stay in my fight? Is there a faithful
brave knave of the king, who hears
what the soul of a queen wants to
sing? Show me a miller who knows
how to grind and who seeks to be
pure in body and mind. Is there a
bishop or is there a knight to stand
by my side and to stay in my fight?
She uses a stone for the making of
bread, but she’ll give it to me if I
need it instead. Is there a head
cook who studies the brew, or is
there a captain who worries the
crew? Is there a dammer to hold
back the flood, who sees the law
writ in his flesh and his blood? Is
there a seasoning better than
mine? For I add bitter herbs that
remind me to pine.
Join my lament for a winter of rain
that started in Spring in the gardens
of Spain.

As she put down the manuscripts, Mary Tudor may have pointed
to herself: Pious sage grows merry in line.
Addendum for your interest
Scarborough Fair (Fayre) was active in Tudor times, for 45 days
between the Assumption and Michaelmas.

James Conlon

Ants never quit
Have you ever noticed the
way in which an ant always
seems to look for a way
around an obstacle in its
way? Put your finger in an
ant’s path and it will try and
go around it, or over it. It will
keep looking for a way out. It
won’t just stand there and
stare.
It won’t give up,
retrace its footsteps and go
back from where it came.
Could we all learn a lesson by taking time to watch an ant trying
to overcome an obstacle? Could we try to seek alternative ways
to get where we need to be in our lives and not give up too readily
when faced with problems? There will always be obstacles in our
lives. Our challenge is to keep trying and to keep seeking
alternative routes to reach the goals in our lives. Perhaps
Winston Churchill had been “ant watching” during the darkest
war years, when he offered up this mantra to the British people:
“NEVER GIVE UP. NEVER, NEVER GIVE UP”
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