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I am sure that most of us would say that Summer 2013 was beautiful.  Unfortunately it had 
not started by 22nd June!  In view of the rain and wind forecast it was decided to hold the 
International Day indoors.  The school staff and Friends of the School were wonderful and 
by  the time parishioners arrived on the Friday morning all the plans were in place.  By 
lunch time, the piles of gifts had been sorted and most of the stalls were organised.   On 
Saturday, the wind and rain duly arrived but luckily there were enough breaks for the out-
door events to take place and great fun was had by all.  Particular thanks to all those who 
got extremely wet looking after these activities and “manning” the gates, where gazebos 
did not keep out horizontal rain!   
 

All in all, it was a thoroughly enjoyable day, bringing the school and parish together in a 

very real way.  A total of £9,000 was raised, divided equally between the school and the 

parish.  The takings for stalls operated by parish groups and individuals were:  Interna-

tional Kitchen  £1,030.00 in total (the Sri Lankan part of that figure was £416.00), Irish 

Coffee £ 79.00, Tea & Cakes £ 271.00, Italian Coffee/Cakes £218.00, Books £ 282.00 and 

bottle tombola £900.00.  The comments sent from the Friends of the School Committee 

were:   “ A fabulous result. Can you thank all the parish volunteers and helpers on our be-

half?  They were brilliant.”  For our part we have to thank all the school community who 

put so much effort into the day – it is great to work with such cheerful and positive people! 

 
Ann Anderson 
 

INTERNATIONAL DAY—22nd June 

 

 

May we take this opportunity to 
wish you all a very Happy Christ-
mas. 

Geraldine Kennedy, Barbara Tow-
ell and John Towell       The Edito-
rial Team 

Please send all contributions to 
The Pylon via e-mail to barbara-
towell@sky.com or gerald-
ine2906@gmail.com or via the 
Parish House. 

Welcome to the Christmas edi-

tion of The Pylon.    

 

This is now the fourth edition and 

we hope that you will enjoy read-

ing it. 

 

Thank you to John Towell who 

has again designed our beautiful 

cover. 

 

Thank you also to all the contribu-

tors to this edition and we hope 

that they may inspire you to con-

tribute articles, recipes, poems, 

etc., as otherwise the pages will be 

very empty!   

 

Advertisers are also welcome to 

contact us. 
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Hilary O’Byrne  
 

I have been in the Parish for 23 years. I have 
been married for 31 years and have two grown 
up children who currently both live at home. 
 
I work full time for Harrow Council as the Service 
Manager for sixteen Children’s Centres and the 
Childcare Development Team.  
 
I enjoy doing voluntary work for Friends for 
Friends and am on their Committee. I attend the 
Friends for Friends group that meets on a 
monthly basis at St. John Fisher Church Hall as 
often as possible; I go with a friend who I first 
met through the organisation over 20 years ago. 
 
In my spare time I like to be with family and 
friends and we all enjoy travelling in this country 
and abroad. 

INTRODUCTION TO THE MEMBERS OF THE ST JOHN FISHER PARISH COUNCIL 

The St John Fisher Parish Council 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

. 

As promised in our last edition, we now have the profiles of the remaining Parish 
Council Members. 

 
John Brennan 
I have been a member of the Parish Council for three years, 

a Parishioner over 13 years and lived in the Harrow area for 
30 years. 
 
I am married to Caroline and we have two children who 
attend St. John Fisher’s Primary School and are in years 3 
and 5 respectively.  
 
I attended Salvatorian College and then went onto St. 
Dominic’s Sixth Form College. 
 
I work in Health and Safety, predominately in the Construc-
tion Industry, and have been fortunate in my career to be 
involved in a number of high profile projects including the 
Palace of Westminster, Archbishop’s House, the Olympics 
and currently work on Crossrail.  Our company is based in 
Pinner and I am fortunate to be able to walk to work most 
days. 
 
In my spare time I follow Leeds United Football Club, whose 

fortunes I hope change this season.  

 

Sherna Bhadresa 

I have been a member of the Parish for my 

entire life. When younger I was an Altar Server 

and am now a Eucharistic Minister. I went to 

St John Fisher School, before attending Sacred 

Heart and then the London Oratory. I studied 

Economics at Durham University and am now 

working for a Management Consultancy - en-

tailing lots of travelling, so I do enjoy my 

weekends at home!   

I am looking forward to getting more involved 

in Parish life with the hope of inspiring the 

younger generation to become more active in 

the Parish. 

  

  
  
  
  

. 
  

Mike Parkinson 
 
 I have been a parishioner at St John Fisher since 2006 
when I moved to North Harrow from Lincolnshire. At that 
time my wife, Clare, and I had one daughter - now there 
are four of them and all but the youngest are at St John 
Fisher Primary School. 
  
From 1992 to 1999 I worked in a variety of roles at West-
minster Cathedral before training and qualifying as a solici-
tor in 2002.   
  
Clare and I are both readers at the 10am Mass and our 
eldest daughter Frances has just started as a server 
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This summer my family decided to go to Brazil for our holiday. We had never been there before and due to the 
publicity surrounding Rio with the World Cup and the Olympics, we were looking forward to our trip. We had not 
realised that an even bigger event was to be taking place when we were in Rio ... World Youth Day with Pope Fran-
cis attending. When I googled “World Youth Day 2013” I discovered it did not last just one day but over most of the 
week when we were to be in Rio. I then realised that this was going to be a memorable holiday. 
 
When we arrived at Rio Airport we were greeted with a multitude of signs welcoming WYD pilgrims to Rio. After 
collecting our suitcases, we battled our way through the throngs of young people wearing the distinctive yellow, 
green and blue coloured rucksacks. Talking to some people we found out they were arriving from Argentina, Aus-
tralia, India, and the USA.  The taxi driver taking us to our hotel on Copacabana beach warned us that Rio would be 
shutting down for holidays due to the visit of Pope Francis for World Youth Day. 
 
The day we arrived in Rio was a Sunday and so we decided to go to a family mass nearby in Ipanema. We thought 
it would be fairly low key but how wrong we were. The church was packed with young Brazilians and was more like 
a pop concert. At the end of mass there was a lot of cheering and a long Conga dance.  
 
On Monday Pope Francis was to arrive in Rio in the late afternoon. We felt that this would be a good day to do 
some sightseeing. So we took a tour early in the morning to visit Christ the Redeemer Statue and a breathtaking 
cable car ride up Sugar Loaf Mountain. Our guide told us that the queues were a lot longer than normal and I think 
this was due to people wanting to do their sightseeing in advance like us. We then visited the Metropolitan Cathe-
dral where we bought a yellow WYD backpack. As we left the city centre we could see people lining the streets in 
anticipation of the Pope’s arrival in the afternoon. That evening we went to a joyful Mass in Copacabana for Eng-
lish pilgrims celebrated by Bishop Sherrington, Auxiliary Bishop of Westminster. Walking back to our hotel seemed 
more like carnival time due to the laughter and dancing in the streets. 
 
On Thursday we eagerly awaited the visit of Pope Francis to Copacabana. That morning we walked along the 3 km 

beach, passing groups of excited young people singing hymns and waving their national flags. At the main area, 

there was a great deal of activity with the stage for the altar being erected, the beach being cordoned off, huge TV 

screens being set up, and the world’s media gathering.  Along the beach there were several sand creations includ-

ing one that we liked of Pope Francis. 

Late afternoon, with millions of others, we queued to line the route of Pope Francis along the beach. There was 

plenty of cheering and screaming when Pope Francis sped past in his open top Popemobile. People stood on top of 

tall buildings to get a better view. Even hotels along the beach paid tribute to Pope Francis by lighting up the shape 

of a cross on their facades.  

Friday was our last day in Rio. To our dismay we could not buy stamps for our postcards since post offices had 
closed for holidays. Copacabana had apparently become “Papacabana” for the week! In the evening Pope Francis 
led Stations of the Cross; however, we had to depart for the airport. Fortunately we were able to see the remain-
ing Stations on the TV in our taxi. On the way back we discussed how we had been touched by the humility and 
simplicity of Pope Francis and thought he was fantastic. We were sad to bid farewell to Rio.  
 
World Youth Day was unbelievable and unforgettable. We were very fortunate to have been on holiday in Rio at 

that time and feel blessed to have been part of it. 

 

 

By Jonathan, Felicia, Jeremy and Catherine Fernandes 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

World Youth Day Rio 2013
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STORY NUMBER ONE 
 
 
 

Many years ago, Al Capone virtually owned Chicago. Capone wasn't famous for anything heroic. He was 
notorious for enmeshing the windy city in everything from bootlegged booze and prostitution to mur-
der. 
 
Capone had a lawyer nicknamed "Easy Eddie." He was his lawyer for a good reason. Eddie was very 
good! In fact, Eddie's skill at legal manoeuvring kept Big Al out of jail for a long time.  
 
To show his appreciation, Capone paid him very well. Not only was the money big, but also Eddie got 
special dividends. For instance, he and his family occupied a fenced-in mansion with live-in help and all 
of the conveniences of the day. The estate was so large that it filled an entire Chicago City block. 
 
Eddie lived the high life of the Chicago mob and gave little consideration to the atrocity that went on 
around him. Eddie did have one soft spot; however, he had a son that he loved dearly. Eddie saw to it 
that his young son had clothes, cars, and a good education. Nothing was withheld. Price was no object 
and, despite his involvement with organized crime, Eddie even tried to teach him right from wrong. Ed-
die wanted his son to be a better man than he was. Yet, with all his wealth and influence, there were 
two things he couldn't give his son; he couldn't pass on a good name or a good example. 
 
One day, Easy Eddie reached a difficult decision. Easy Eddie wanted to rectify wrongs he had done. He 
decided he would go to the authorities and tell the truth about Al "Scarface" Capone, clean up his tar-
nished name, and offer his son some semblance of integrity. To do this, he would have to testify against 
The Mob, and he knew that the cost would be great! 
 
So, he testified. Within the year, Easy Eddie's life ended in a blaze of gunfire on a lonely Chicago Street. 
But in his eyes, he had given his son the greatest gift he had to offer, at the greatest price he could ever 
pay. Police removed from his pockets a rosary, a crucifix, a religious medallion, and a poem clipped from 
a magazine. The poem read: 
 
 

The clock of life is wound but once, and no man has the power 
To tell just when the hands will stop, at late or early hour. 
Now is the only time you own. Live, love, toil with a will. 

Place no faith in time, for the clock may soon be still. 
 

               

STRANGER THAN FICTION? 

 

TWO STORIES - ALL TRUE - AND WELL WORTH READING! 
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STORY NUMBER TWO 
 
  

World War II produced many heroes. One such man 
was Lieutenant Commander Butch O'Hare. He was 
a fighter pilot assigned to the aircraft carrier, Lex-
ington, in the South Pacific. One day his entire 
squadron was sent on a mission. After he was air-
borne, he looked at his fuel gauge and realised that 
someone had forgotten to top up his fuel tank. He 
would not have enough fuel to complete his mis-
sion and get back to his ship. His flight leader told 
him to return to the carrier. Reluctantly, he 
dropped out of formation and headed back to the 
fleet. 
 
As he was returning to the mother ship he saw 
something that turned his blood cold:  a squadron 
of Japanese aircraft were speeding their way to-
ward the American fleet. The American fighters 
were out on a sortie, and the fleet was all but de-
fenceless. He couldn't reach his squadron and bring 
them back in time to save the fleet. Nor could he 
warn the fleet of the approaching danger. 
 
There was only one thing to do. He must somehow 
divert them from the fleet. Laying aside all thoughts 
of personal safety, he dived into the formation of 
Japanese planes. Wing-mounted 50 calibres blazed 
as he charged in, attacking one surprised enemy 
plane and then another. Butch weaved in and out 
of the now broken formation and fired at as many 
planes as possible until all his ammunition was fi-
nally spent. Undaunted, he continued the assault. 
He dived at the planes, trying to clip a wing or tail in 
hopes of damaging as many enemy planes as possi-
ble and rendering them unfit to fly. 
 
Finally, the exasperated Japanese squadron took off 
in another direction. Deeply relieved, Butch O'Hare 
and his tattered fighter limped back to the carrier. 
Upon arrival, he reported in and related the event 
surrounding his return. The film from the gun-
camera mounted on his plane told the tale. It 
showed the extent of Butch's daring attempt to 
protect his fleet. He had, in fact, destroyed five ene-
my aircraft. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This took place on February 20, 1942, and for that 
action Butch became the Navy's first Ace of World 
War ll and the first Naval Aviator to win the Medal 
of Honour. 
 
A year later Butch was killed in aerial combat at the 
age of 29, but his home town would not allow the 
memory of this WW ll hero to fade, and today, 
O'Hare Airport in Chicago is named in tribute to the 
courage of this great man. So, the next time you 
find yourself at O'Hare International, give some 
thought to visiting Butch's memorial displaying his 
statue and his Medal of Honour. It's located be-
tween Terminals 1 and 2. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

SO WHAT DO THESE TWO STORIES HAVE TO DO WITH EACH 
OTHER?    

 
 

Butch O'Hare was Easy Eddie’s son 
 
 

 

 

 



7  

THE PYLON 

 

RECIPES 

PICKLED ONIIONS 
 

500 gms small onions 
500 mls white wine 
500 mls white wine vinegar 
30   gms soft brown sugar 
250 mls balsamic vinegar 
 
Peel onions without disturbing the root end.  Bring white wine and white wine vinegar to the boil, 
add the onions and blanch for three minutes, they will be just soft. Remove the onions and leave 
to cool on a tea towel. 
  
Measure light soft brown sugar into a small pan and melt until it is slightly darkened but before it 
starts to bubble.  Add the onions and ensure that they are all coated.  Add balsamic vinegar and 
cook gently for about two minutes.  Leave to cool.  They can be eaten immediately or preserved 
in sterilised jars for a month - just ensure that they are covered with the balsamic vinegar - adding 
a little extra if necessary. 
 
 
 
Quicker method pickled onions 
 
1 litre water 
2 tbsp. sea salt 
2 tsp caster sugar 
15-20 small white peeled onions 
600 mls red wine vinegar 
  
Place water, sea salt and caster sugar in a pan and bring to the boil.  Add small white peeled on-
ions and cook for two minutes. Drain the onions onto a tea towel and pat them dry with kitchen 
paper.  Allow to cool completely. 
  
Fill a 250g jar with the cool onions and about three bay leaves (you could also add some pepper-
corns and even a bit of chilli if preferred but this is optional).  Cover completely with about red 
wine vinegar and seal.   Store in a dark cupboard for about one month. 
  
I have seen small white onions on sale locally.  Borrettana onions would be nice as they are 
sweet but they are hard to get. 
 
Thank you to the parishioner who sent in this recipe.  
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Leon Stobbe’s Truffles 

 

 

 

 

 
50 g butter 
8 dsp raw or brown sugar 
3 dsp milk 
2 tsp cocoa   
2 cups rolled oats (fine) 
Dessicated coconut 
Optional 1 tbsp. coffee, 1/4 cup raisins 
 
Melt butter in a saucepan.  Add sugar and milk.  Heat and stir 
until sugar dissolves.  Add cocoa (optional coffee).  Remove 
from heat, add rolled oats and mix well (add raisins).  Roll into 
balls and cover with coconut.  Can be eaten cold or even frozen 
to eat later, also yummy when still warm. 
 
Sometimes you might also like to use 1/2 block of cooking 
chocolate to replace the sugar and cocoa. 
 
Perhaps a recipe that children can make for Christmas presents 
if put into little cases and a pretty box. 
 
This recipe is from a cookbook compiled by Country Bears Early 
Childhood Centre, Kumeu, Auckland, New Zealand. Leon was 
one of the children there in 2010. 
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For a while now, ten years at least, my husband, Carl,  
and I have been pondering our own ‘Escape to the 
Country’, but somehow the time just wasn’t right; the 
children were settled in school, our jobs going well.  
Then, last autumn, whilst watching Jules Hudson in my 
‘go-to’ programme,  ‘Escape to the Country’,  I decided, 
why not?  Why not apply to ‘be-on-a-show’? 
 
With some trepidation I tapped our details into the 
computer:  where, what , how much  and why.  I wasn’t 
really expecting anything to happen so was rather sur-
prised when Tabitha contacted me. From then a long 
process of telephone interviews ensued, until finally it 
was confirmed- we were on! 
 
In July, two lovely young women came to our home to 
film the three-minute bit at the start of the programme 
where the audience ‘meets the contributors’.  Never 
has my house been so primped and cleaned; never 
again, I fear, will we find all the bits and bobs I stuffed 
into drawers and cupboards in a bid to look like a neat 
and tidy family.  Sarah and Sarah (the lovely young 
women) took a quick look around the house and deter-
mined the kitchen would be best -  I had planned it that 
way, laying out my Emma Bridgewater tea set on my 
Mum’s best hand embroidered never-before-used  ta-
blecloth. The interview bit was a doddle (talking has 
never been an issue for either of us) and then we 
moved onto our hobbies. 
 
Carl looked particularly macho driving away on his big 
yellow Fireblade  (motorbike for the uninitiated) and I 
did my best impression of a Domestic Goddess, much to 
the wrath of my more emancipated friends, decorating 
cakes in my gleaming kitchen and then knitting in the 
garden under the damson tree. 
 
More than a month later, once I had broken up from 
school, we headed down to Climping, near Chichester, 
to the most beautiful  5-star hotel, with beach and spa,  
where we were put up for three nights.  The first day 
we didn’t meet the lovely Alistair Appleton, the pre-
senter, but we did meet the rest of the crew.  Apart 
from the director, Titus, who is the son of ‘The Saint’ 
Ian Ogilvy, the crew were all lovely young men and 
women, about the same age as our children, which 
made us feel rather long in the tooth.  They were very 
enthusiastic about their jobs although I don’t think any 
of them topped me for excitement!  On the first day we  

 
 
 
 

 
didn’t view any houses but went to Bolney, an English  
vineyard, near Gatwick for our outdoor activity. It was 
great fun learning about all the different grape varieties 
and, if I’m honest, even more fun drinking them. 
 
Our first day of house hunting started early as we had 
to squeeze in two houses. We met the lovely Alistair, 
who was just as lovely in real life as on screen. It was a 
fascinating experience seeing first-hand how a pro-
gramme is made.  Surprisingly, none of it is scripted, 
although some of our ‘spontaneous’ speech was filmed 
a couple of times, mainly because the soundman was 
frustrated by barking dogs, cars and planes overhead. 
This worked to our advantage at the vineyard as for 
continuity’s sake, whilst we were wine tasting, our 
glasses had to be refilled every time a plane flew over-
head, and we were rather close to Gatwick! 
 
We stayed for about two hours in each house and so 
had a real chance to look around properly.  We fell in 
love with the first house we saw which was a converted 
barn with a separate annexe for Mum and Dad.  It also 
had a swimming pool which, on a blisteringly hot day in 
July, was very appealing. It wasn’t to be though, as we 
discovered that only last year it flooded to the extent 
that the owners were canoeing up the lane; it’s amaz-
ing what you can discover on ‘YouTube’. 
 
It was a fascinating, enjoyable and exciting experience 
and we now just wait for us to go ‘on air’, hopefully be-
fore Christmas, to see what nit-wits we actually turn 
out to be! 

Carl and I with the cast of ‘Escape to the Country’ 

ESCAPE TO THE COUNTRY 
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FRANCHI SEEDS 1783 
7 generations still in the same family. 

Our seeds are regional varieties produced locally 
by US and only for YOU. Try our ‘RED PEAR FRANCHI’ 

tomato as shown on BBC Gardeners World in October with Monty 
Don. It comes from the Alpine region of Bergamo, is pure meat with 

true Italian flavour. Serve with 
‘Tigullio’ basil from Portofino 

and a drizzle of Olive oil. 
Tel: 0208 427 5020 Fax 5051 

grow@italianingredients.com 

www.seedsofitaly.com 
 

A1 Phoenix Business Centre, 
Rosslyn Cres, Harrow, HA1 2SP 

Voted 
‘Best seed 
company of 

the SEEDS OF ITALY is a local business specialising in vegeta-
ble seeds, vines, seed garlic and garlic sets, truffle trees, 
preserving equipment and we also import artisan made 

Italian soups.  We have open days on 13th and 14th  
December from 9.30 am to 5.00 pm in the warehouse.  Why not pay us a visit.   
You can be sure of a warm welcome, literally, with mulled wine and panettone. 

 

HAVE YOU NOTICED 
 
...how everyone drives so fast these days?   You’re 
risking life and limb if you happen to pull onto the 
motorway in front of them.   All I can say is, their 
brakes must wear out awfully fast, the way I see 
them screech and swerve in my rear view mirror. 
 
...that clothing manufacturers are less civilised 
these days.  Why else would they suddenly start 
labelling a size 10 or 12 dress as 18 or 20? Do they 
think no-one would notice? The people who make 
bathroom scales are pulling the same prank.  Do 
they think I actually ‘believe’ the number I see on 
that dial? HA! I would never let myself weigh that 
much! Just who do these people think they are 
fooling? 
 
I would like to call up someone in authority to 
report  what is going on, but the telephone com-
pany is in on the conspiracy too:  they have print-
ed the ‘phone books in such small type that no-one 
could ever find a number in there! 
 
All I can do is pass along this warning: 

WE ARE ALL UNDER ATTACK, PLEASE PASS 
THIS ON TO EVERYONE YOU KNOW AS SOON 
AS POSSIBLE SO WE CAN GET THIS CONSPIRA-
CY STOPPED!! 
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Christmas – Near or Far  
   

It’s come to that time of year 
When it’s sunny everywhere. 

 
It’s come to that time of year 

When it rains white glory. 
 

It’s come to that time of the year, 
When you play outside in the luminous light. 

 
It’s come to that time of the year 

When you sing carols and gather outside. 
 

It’s come to that time of the year 
Where flowers bloom and the sun shines. 

Yet somewhere ice and bare branches appear. 
 

But no matter where you are. 
Summer, spring, winter or fall. 

God’s love will shine on you 
Forever, near or far. 

 
By Annabel Rhodes   aged 10 

 
Until three years ago Annabel lived in Harrow and attended St. John Fisher First and Middle School. She now lives just 
outside Auckland in New Zealand; and she and her younger brother, Joe, are pupils at Stella Maris School, Silverdale.  
 
Annabel explained that Christmas in New Zealand is very different from in England. Not only is the weather hot, but for 
Christmas lunch there is no turkey dinner or Christmas pudding as we have.  In New Zealand the lunch consists of all sorts 
of meat, often cold, and pavlova amongst other goodies. Indeed, because it is summer the meal is usually enjoyed out-
doors.  
 
Once Boxing Day is over, all the decorations disappear from the shops and most houses because people go off on their 
summer holidays.  
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A DIFFERENT MASS IN ITALY 

 

Assuming this article will be read on a 
dark, murky December evening, I thought I 

would recount a little story that happened 
to me in the summer.  The day was 15th 
August – Festa della Madonna - set in a ti-

ny village in Italy on a day which was un-
bearably hot from early morning. 
 
My nephew, knowing that I did not have a 
car, asked me to go to mass with him to a 
neighbouring village.  Catholic Italy is des-

perately short of rural priests, both the lo-
cal priests are in their 80s, one with five 
parishes to look after and it is impossible 

for him to say five masses in five different 
parishes in a day.  We, therefore, drove off 

to see Don Mario who is all of 4ft tall, in 
his 80s, very, very sweet, very intellectual, 
but very eccentric.  The church we were go-

ing to is thirteenth century, a lovely brick 
building unspoilt over the years, which 

even has a loft where a hermit once 
lived.  Inside the beautiful old frescoes are 
breath taking;  it just oozed history. 
 

Mass was scheduled for 5 p.m.  We arrived 
a little early so I sat on a hot wall in the 
sun waiting, and waiting – well it was in 

chaotic Italy!  Just after five other people 
started arriving, “Va bene”, it looked prom-

ising.   At about 5.20 p.m. Don Mario drove 
up, he had been gardening and forgot 
about the time.  He did not have time to 

change so arrived in gardening gear, even 
down to his torn old trousers.   He proceed-

ed to unlock the door and we all filed into 
the cool building, there were about 15 
of us.  We all sat either side of the altar. 

which was on a raised level a couple of 
steps up.  Don Mario went into the sacristy 
and five seconds later rushed out – he had 

forgotten his spectacles.  Starting with the 
people the other side of the altar he went  

 

 

around trying on each person’s glasses one  
by one  but it was not until he reached me, 
the last person, that he exclaimed 

“Perfetto” - my glasses were fine and off he 
went again into the sacristy. My nephew 
looked at me, smiling, and said “See Zia, it 

was destiny that you came to mass here 
this evening!” 
 

Don Mario emerged dressed for mass.  His 
vestments were inches too long for him so 
up the steps he tripped to kiss the altar.  I 

thought then that my glasses were in per-
il.   Don Mario then decided to sing the 
Salve Regina, trod on his tunic and stum-

bled down the couple of steps to play the 
little organ.  Dio Buono, I started to pray 

fervently, I need to get back to London to-
morrow and cannot read a thing without 
my glasses.  However, he got up the steps 

again to the altar, moved the missal about 
until he could focus and started saying 

mass.   It took me all my energy to concen-
trate and stop worrying.  The mass was ac-
tually very intimate, sitting around the al-

tar, but said in Italian and Latin so I never 
responded correctly. 
 

When mass finished everyone poured out 

into the sunshine.  I, however, sat 
tight.  All I wanted was my glasses back. 

So I waited for Don Mario to emerge.  Even-
tually out he came with my spectacles safe 
and sound, thanking me in perfect English 

(he had spent most of his life in Africa) and 
showering me with kisses.   Oh ye of little 

faith, I thought, happily putting my glasses 
back on.  Don Mario you are lovely – who 
or how can you ever be replaced? 

 

Teresa Arrigo 
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Christmas Quiz 
 

Should you get a little bored once the the turkey and mince pies have been consumed, why not have 
a go at this Christmas Quiz? This could be tackled in teams or as individuals.  For greater excitement 
offer prizes! 
 
Literature 
 

1. Who wrote the novel ‘War Horse’? 
2. What is the name of the detective in the crime novels by Peter Robinson? 
3. What is the Artful Dodger’s real name? 
4. In which forest is ‘As You Like It’ set? 
5. Which Irish poet, recently deceased, wrote ‘Mid-Term Break’? 

 
Cinema and Television 
 

6. Name the castle where Downton Abbey is filmed. 
7. Which TV sitcom series features two brothers who are psychiatrists? 
8. In which country was ‘The Hobbit’ filmed? 
9. Name the Welsh judge in  the TV series ‘The Voice’. 
10. In which year was Bradshaw’s Railway Guide published (used by Michael Portillo in his Rail
 way Journeys TV series.) 
 

  Science and Nature 
 

11. Who is known as the father of medicine? 
12. In which year was the first test-tube baby delivered?  
13. What do queen ants lose after mating? 
14. What would you be studying if you studied heliology? 
15. What is the staple diet of giant pandas? 

  
General Knowledge 
 

16. Who was Andy Murray’s partner in the mixed doubles during the 2012 Olympics? 
17. Name the third wife of Henry the 8th. 
18. On which continent would you find the Andes mountain 

range? 
19. Who painted ‘The Scream’? 
20. Who sang the pop song ‘The Edge of Glory’? 

 
 
The answers can be found on page 19.     
 
 



14  

THE PYLON 

The Pylon Creative Writing Pages 
 

 

 
Welcome back to the pages which are not only for you, but written by you!  
 
A big thank you to everyone who sent me work.   
 
It would be impossible to include every item on this page, but keep sending me your work and per-

haps yours will appear in the next edition.  

Barbara Towell 

“Jelly Beans”“Jelly Beans”  
(This true story happened recently.)(This true story happened recently.)  

    
One afternoon I took my eight year old son, Joe,  One afternoon I took my eight year old son, Joe,  
to our family doctor for a repeat prescription. to our family doctor for a repeat prescription. 
As soon as we had walked into Dr. C’s room Joe As soon as we had walked into Dr. C’s room Joe 
leapt up onto the examining couch, legs out-leapt up onto the examining couch, legs out-
stretched, hands behind head, one eye on the stretched, hands behind head, one eye on the 
doctor and the other on the large jar of jelly doctor and the other on the large jar of jelly 
beans on the shelf behind the desk. beans on the shelf behind the desk.   

    
  “Hi!” said Joe. “I haven’t seen you for ages.”“Hi!” said Joe. “I haven’t seen you for ages.”  

    
  “No,” agreed Dr. C. “You’ve been healthy so “No,” agreed Dr. C. “You’ve been healthy so 
you haven’t needed to visit me.”you haven’t needed to visit me.”  

    
“Mmmm,” Joe considered...”Actually, I bet doc-“Mmmm,” Joe considered...”Actually, I bet doc-
tors don’t like it when everybody’s  too well, tors don’t like it when everybody’s  too well, 
because no one comes to visit them.”  Dr. C because no one comes to visit them.”  Dr. C 
smiled. Joe continued, “Is that why you give out smiled. Joe continued, “Is that why you give out 
those jelly beans? Because they are an un-those jelly beans? Because they are an un-
healthy food...then that way people will get healthy food...then that way people will get 
sick... and then you’ll get plenty of patients.”sick... and then you’ll get plenty of patients.”   

    
Luckily, Dr. C saw the funny side. And, yes, Joe Luckily, Dr. C saw the funny side. And, yes, Joe 
did get a jelly bean from the jar before saying did get a jelly bean from the jar before saying 
good bye.good bye.  
  

By Caroline Rhodes 

MEMORY 

Dawn struck the lazy night.  It flooded the sky with amber rays. 

The sun awoke. The moon craved darkness and soon the light devoured it. 

A midsummer morning was golden and vibrant with gold rimmed slashes of light. The darkness 

disguised 

As shadows hid beneath the plump apples that have fallen on the ground. 

A cottage stands behind this tree with wire-cracked windows and rusting wood; but the sun 

paints it gold. 

The memory is too beautiful to dream about...to dream about alone. 

By Jennifer Khan aged 14  
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Pinner Writers’ Group invites all those who enjoy creative writing to join 
them.   The Group meets at Pinner Library every last Tuesday of the 
month from 6 p.m. until 7.55 p.m.  Other meetings and events are organ-
ised monthly for those members attending regularly.   It doesn’t matter 
whether you are a published author or simply enjoy writing and would 
like to improve your skills, you will be made welcome.   So, if you are over 
16 and would like to give us a try, why not come along.   There is a small 
charge of £1.  For more information contact Barbara Towell at barbara-
towell@sky.com or on 020 8866 6665. 

The ways my grandparents and my family celebrate Christmas 
 

By Arutsigka Christhuthananther (Age 9) 
 

My grandparents live in Sri Lanka and I live in the UK, therefore our Christmas cus-
toms will be celebrated differently even though we are all celebrating Jesus’ birth-
day. 
 
Both my grandparents and my family here in England go to mass at Christmas be-
cause we are Catholic. We go to church after we’ve opened our presents in the 
morning whereas my grandparents go on Christmas Eve at midnight. For us it’s win-
ter and cold whereas it is always sunny in Sri Lanka. No coats for them, but the 
women have to cover their heads for mass. In both countries the crib will be in the 
church, but in the UK most churches have Christmas trees too. In Sri Lanka they sing 
Tamil carols, however in England we sing English ones like “Away in a Manger” and 
“Silent Night – originally written in German. 
 
My grandparents and our family in England eat Sri Lankan food for Christmas Day 
lunch like curry and rice. Then pierarsan for pudding, which is like white noodles 
with sweet little white balls. After dinner here in the UK we eat Celebration choco-
lates. My grandparents then pray to God for giving us His Son to be king, but we play 
games and watch TV. 
 
After that in the evening we have visitors so we exchange gifts and cards, in both 
countries. Sometimes this may happen after 12 o’clock mass on Christmas Eve or lat-
er Christmas morning. Then we spend time showing each other what we have re-
ceived. 
 
All Christians celebrate Jesus’ birthday, however over the world there are very differ-
ent customs. Here I am comparing Sri Lanka with England.  
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Harrow Foodbank     
 
 
 
 

Firstly, a huge thank you to all those who have helped in the establishment of the 
Harrow Foodbank – by your prayers, your time, your gifts of food and money.  We, 
literally, could not have done it without you! 
 

The Foodbank has now helped over 600 people in food crisis, supplying a minimum of 
three meals a day for three days.  We operate out of Holy Trinity Church in Wealdstone 
and are enormously grateful to them for all their support.  Food is distributed via a 
voucher system – someone in need will be given a voucher by a support agency (such as 
Citizens Advice Bureau, Harrow Help Scheme, some schools, organisations to help 
people with drug and alcohol problems, housing charities, etc.).  The voucher can then 
be redeemed at either Holy Trinity, Wealdstone or St Paul’s, South Harrow.   Distribution 
centres are open on Tuesday, Wednesday and Friday afternoons, from 1.00 – 3.00 pm.  
In urgent cases emergency food parcels can be supplied.  The office at Holy Trinity is 
open most weekdays between 10.00 am and 3.00 pm and can be contacted on 020 
8416 7344. 
 

Thanks to the generosity of members of churches, synagogues and temples in the 
Harrow area, also the Harvest donations from schools and collections from Tesco, 
Waitrose and Sainsburys, the Foodbank has an excellent stock of food.  What we 
urgently need now is long term warehouse space at an affordable rent (i.e. very low !).  
At present, we have the use of a warehouse in Northwood free of charge, which is 
fantastic, but we will probably be asked to move out of it within the next two months, 
so other premises that we can depend on are desperately needed!!    
 
Also, as we grow, we need more volunteers – warehouse staff who can do “moderate” 
lifting (bags of tinned food are heavy and a lot of us are quite senior!), and office staff 
with some computer skills (nothing high powered!).  Ideally you should be available for 
one day a week (Monday – Friday, 10.00 – 3.00) but a half day is still a great help.  
Again, please call the office on 020 8416 7344.  To keep up to date with all our news, 
see the website at www.harrow.foodbank.org.uk . 
 
Ann Anderson 

. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.harrow.foodbank.org.uk
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The kings they came from out the south,  
All dressed in ermine fine;  
They bore Him gold and chrysoprase,  
And gifts of precious wine. 
 
The shepherds came from out the north,  
Their coats were brown and old;  
They brought Him little new-born lambs--  
They had not any gold. 
 
The wise men came from out the east,  
And they were wrapped in white;  
The star that led them all the way  
Did glorify the night. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The angels came from heaven high,  
And they were clad with wings;  
And lo, they brought a joyful song  
The host of heaven sings. 
 
The kings they knocked upon the door,  
The wise men entered in,  
The shepherds followed after them  
To hear the song begin. 
 
The angels sang through all the night  
Until the rising sun,  
But little Jesus fell asleep  
Before the song was done.  

Sara Teasdale (1884-1933) 

 

 

 

 

 

Large book starts at £75.00 
Small book from £52.00 

For all your cakes please call 
Edna 

07776 174590 

 

CHRISTMAS CAROL 
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“en to have representation from some of the younger adults in the parish on the Parish Council”, 

 
 
The Dentist Pulled Out My Teeth  
 
The dentist pulled my tooth out  
And I thought it was such fun. 
He grabbed his dental pliers 
And pulled another one. 
 
“Yipee, hooray – what awesome fun!” 
He shouted out with glee. 
He grinned a grin 
And went back in 
And pulled out number three. 
 
Then number four and number five 
And number six and seven 
Was followed by a cheerful cry 
Of eight, nine, ten, eleven. 
 
He took a few more from the top 
And some from underneath. 
He yanked them fast 
Until at last 
He’d pulled out all my teeth! 
 
Without these I cannot chew 
I just eat soup and mush. 
But don’t be sad, 
I’m kind of glad…. 
 
I’ll never have to brush …. 
 
My teeth again. 
 
Anonymous    
(contributed to The Pylon by Millie Damley) 

 

 
The Real Me 
 

Who asks the questions? Who then replies? 
Who hides behind the mask, repeating daily lies? 
Watch the door open. Who will emerge? 
Is it you? Is it me, with a ghost of a smile? 
 
Is it really you, a photo in the dark? 
Lurking in the shadows, playing in the park? 
Listen to the echoes of laughter far away. 
Is it you? No, it’s me, that child of yesterday. 
 
Hidden places, solid masks which plaster over 
years, 
Changing photos into prints, or negatives of fear. 
Can the real me stand up alone and touch the 
world outside? 
A joyful clown of make-believe, chained, heavily 
disguised. 
 
Think about the candle burning in the night, 
When princesses and junkies die equal in His 
sight. 
A flame of life denied its breath when only God 
can see 
What’s hidden in between the layers of ‘the real 
me’. 
 
By Barbara Towell 
 

 

First Holy Communion, Birthday parties, 
Confirmation parties, Wedding parties or 
anything one might like - finger buffet, sit 
down meals. First class ingredients, with 
30 years experience.  
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“We are keen to have representation from 

some of the younger adults in the parish on 

the Parish Council”, 

 

 
     
 

 

 

STAMPS     STAMPS       STAMPS  
 
Please save your used stamps for St.Luke’s Hospice. 
 
Last year the Hospice made £10,000 from the donations of used stamps they received. 
 
Let us at St. John Fisher take the trouble to help our local hospice by saving yours. Please place them 
in either Tess Constantin’s or Barbara Towell’s pigeonhole in the porch at the back of the church. Al-
ternatively, hand large envelopes of stamps or any of real value into the office in the Parish House. 
Furthermore, a plastic envelope folder for this purpose remains in the Sacristy Room.     
  
We will make sure that St. Luke’s receives them. 
 

Thank you! 
 
STOP PRESS—The following letter has been received from St Luke’s Hospice.  
 
“Thank you very much for the large collection of stamps and albums delivered to the Hospice, together 
with a donation of £10.  We are very grateful to the parishioners for the time and trouble they have tak-
en. 
 
The stamps will now be sorted by our team of helpers ready to go to the shops to raise much needed 
money for our funds.  Yours sincerely, Margaret Wheatley and Mary Hudson”    

ANSWERS TO THE CHRISTMAS QUIZ  
 

1. Michael Morporgu            11. Hippocrates 
2. Inspector Alan Banks        12. 1978 
3. John Dawkins                     13. Their wings 
4. Arden                                   14. The sun 
5. Seamus Heaney                 15. Bamboo 
6. Highclere Castle                 16. Laura Robson 
7. ‘Frasier’                                17. Jane Seymour 
8. New Zealand                       18. South America 
9. Tom Jones                           19. Edvard Munch 
10.  1913                                     20. Lady Gaga 
 
Adults 
 
18 - 20 answers correct = Excellent 
14 -17 = Good 
9 -13 = Average 
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REMINISCENCE 
 
NOÉL, NOÉL chant to us NOÉL! 
 
The years after the war were very lean years, a time of real hardship for my dear mother, left a widow with eight children 
to look after (two had already left the nest).  Tears well to my eyes as I think of all she must have gone through for us.  For 
me, those glorious days of my childhood were pure bliss, running wild and free in the fields and meadows of the Belgian 
countryside where I was born, and Christmas, or I should rather say, the Feast of St Nicholas on the 6th December, was a 
big event never to be forgotten. 
 
St Nicholas, the patron saint of young scholars, would come and visit our school in his impressive regalia, mitre and shep-
herd’s crook, accompanied by Perè Fouetard.  It was a moment full of joy and expectation mingled with fear, as we might 
not get our reward from St Nicholas but, instead a punishment for bad behaviour from Perè Fouetard – but that never 
happened.  A Christmas miracle, I guess! 
 
As they entered the classroom, we would sing: 
 
 St Nicholas, patron des écoliers 
 Apportez moi du sucre 
 Dans mon petit panier 
 Je serais toujours sage 
 Comme un petit mouton 
 L’apprendrais mes leçons 
 Je diraismes prieres 
 Pour avoir des bonbons 
 
Which is more or less translated like this: 
 
 St Nicholas, patron saint of school children 
 Bring me some sugar 
 In my little basket 
 I will always be good as a little lamb 
 I will learn my lessons 
 I will say my prayers 
 So as to have some sweets 
 
Then came the moment, so long awaited, when we would walk bravely towards St Nicholas to receive our sweets before 
going home to open our presents, making it a perfect day. 
 
When all the excitement was over we could turn our full attention to the birth of the Child Jesus, Son of God.  The crib 
had already been set up on the first Sunday of Advent and each night we would gather around it for family prayers by 
candlelight.  This memory is for ever in my heart and, I hope, will also remain in my children’s hearts.  Being the youngest 
of my family, I was the lucky one to inherit the crib and so I have kept up the tradition. 
 
The highlight of Christmas was the midnight Mass.  The reverence and piety of the congregation, but especially that of my 
mother, left a deep impression on me.  The presence of God in the crib, so tangible; a profound peace and joy no words 
can describe surrounded me.  After a long walk back home through the countryside with our torches and lanterns what a 
delight it was to light the Christmas tree and enjoy hot chocolate, home-made cookies and one orange.  Sheer luxury after 
the war!  I do not recall having turkey for our Christmas lunch but, whatever we had was delicious.  My mother was an 
excellent cook. 
 
In the afternoon we played family games, sung traditional carols and listened to some melodies played on the piano by 
one of my brothers. 
 
Such was my childhood Christmas – memories to treasure for life. 
 
NOÉL, NOÉL, chantons tous NOÉL! 
 
Christiane Kobus 
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Recommended for teenagers 
 
The Pigman by Paul Zindel 
This novel is published by a number of  
publishers. One of which is Random  
House. Amazon offers several others. 
 
The Pigman is no newcomer to the book market, but 
it remains popular due its powerful story. It is set in 
the USA and is definitely not about pigs or farming! 
   
High school students, Lorraine and John are unhap-
py at home and befriend a lonely, old man called 
Mr. Pignati who offers them fun, and gifts they are 
unable to resist. However, the youngsters have no 
idea what they are letting themselves in for. Read 
on to find out what happens.  
 
The novel is written as alternate diary entries by Lor-
raine and John. It contains humour, tenderness, sus-
pense as well as romance. 
 
In my view, a moving novel, not to be missed. It will 
leave you thinking long after reading the last pages.   
 

Recommended for young children 
 
The Trouble with Jack by Shirley Hughes 
Published by Red Fox (Kids at Random House) 
 
This beautifully illustrated book by Shirley Hughes is one of 
many in her collection. It is told in the voice of four year old 
Nancy who has a very naughty, messy brother, Jack, who tends 
to spoil events and often gets both them into trouble. Nancy’s 
fifth birthday is approaching.  On the day of her party he caus-
es even more trouble than usual… 
 
The author creates children who feel real and a warm, some-
what amusing story with a good moral.  
 
It is suitable to be read to pre-school children, but as a guide, 
contains vocabulary for many children aged  6-7. 

 
 
 
 

 

Recommended for adults 
 
People of the Book by Geraldine Brooks 
Published by HarperCollins 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This novel spans six hundred years. It tells 
the story of a priceless Jewish medieval 
prayer book discovered in the ruins of a 
worn-torn city. The book is passed 
through the hands of numerous people 
who risk their lives to preserve it. To name 
just a few: a Bosnian Muslim saves it from 
the Nazis; a Catholic priest from the fires 
of the Spanish Inquisition. 
 
Geraldine Brooks brings these fascinating 
places and characters to life. In addition, 
she offers a truly exciting, unusual story, 
well worth reading whether you are male 
and female. 

 
 
Your review or opinion about any of the 
above would be a welcome contribution 
to The Pylon’s next issue. 
If you would like to write a review of a 
book you have enjoyed and wish to rec-
ommend to others, please send to: bar-
baratowell@sky.com or place in the pi-
geonhole in the porch at the back of the 
church, addressed to Barbara Towell.  

 
 

RECOMMENDED READING 
 
                                                 

 

 

 

mailto:barbaratowell@sky.com
mailto:barbaratowell@sky.com
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Christmas (Boże Narodzenie) is undisputedly the most important holiday in Poland – and its religious traditions 
and underlying Christian values play a key role even in our modern, increasingly secular times. In typically 
Polish fashion, it incorporates both religious observance and culinary indulgence – often in equal measure.  
 
In contrast to many Western European countries, Christmas Eve rather than Christmas Day is the most im-
portant day of the Christmas season in Poland and it is the focus of many centuries-old customs.  
 
Traditionally, the Christmas tree is decorated on 24

th
 December in readiness for Wigilia – the evening meal 

which is the highlight of Christmas celebrations. While most people in the cities now have a Christmas tree, in 
the countryside, particularly in the south of Poland, one can still find pająki, spider-web-like decorations, hung 
from the ceiling, or dożynki, harvest wreaths garnished with flowers and stars. The ancient Polish town of Kra-
ków also has a unique Christmas tradition of making szopki – incredibly ornate and large (some two-metres 
tall) cribs made of foil that often resemble historic buildings of the city. They are entered into competition each 
year on the square of St Mary’s Cathedral in Kraków. The winning models are exhibited in the city’s Museum 
of Ethnography and they become one of the leading attractions of the season.  
 
Wigilia begins in early evening when the first star appears on the night sky (in remembrance of the Star of 
Bethlehem). Nothing should be eaten before Wigilia and my grandmother always reminded me that in the 
‘olden days’ nothing meant no food whatsoever from the morning of 24

th
 December. In fact, this is still a day of 

total abstinence from meat (this rule is strictly observed in many Polish homes today). The supper traditionally 
consists of twelve dishes (symbolising the twelve apostles), and it is served on a snow-white tablecloth under-
neath which there are blades of straw or hay (a reminder that Jesus was born in a manger).  
 
Wigilia begins with breaking the opłatek (the Christmas wafer) – one of the most beautiful and revered Polish 
customs. It is observed not only by Poles living in Poland but also by people of Polish ancestry scattered all 
over the world. The eldest woman of the house takes a plate of the blessed opłatki and distributes them to 
everyone present who then break them with others while sharing their best wishes. When sending Christmas 
cards to their dearest who are away, Poles often enclose a piece of opłatek, with a torn away corner that sym-
bolizes the act of sharing. For Poles, Christmas Eve is the time when all family differences have to be recon-
ciled and forgotten, and the night when they remember their loved ones who have passed away. This is also 
believed to be a magic night when animals are said to talk and people have the power to predict the future.  
 
Another beautiful old tradition is setting a spare place at the table for an unexpected visitor who may appear 
hungry and lonely at our door on that most holy of nights. Poles believe that no one should be left alone at 
Christmas, so strangers are welcomed to Wigilia. This is to remind us that Mary and Joseph were also looking 
for shelter and were turned away from every door. This custom has a special significance in the homes where 
some family members are far away.  
 
Wigilia is a very sumptuous meal which includes the traditional dishes of barszcz (beetroot soup) and pierogi 
(ravioli-like pasta), several types of fish (carp, trout, herring – fried, stewed, marinated etc), cabbage and 
mushroom stews and variety of sweetmeats such as makowiec (a poppyseed roll), piernik  (a honey-spice 
cake), gingerbread cookies, a traditional baked cheesecake and dry-fruit compote. Everyone is expected to at 
least sample each dish that is being served. Alcohol is either to be avoided or drunk in moderation – but the 
traditional krupnik – a honey spiced vodka – usually finds its way to the table. This aids the digestion and the 
Christmas carols (kolędy) singing – the tradition in which most of Poles indulge with enthusiasm.  
 
Wigilia is followed by presenting gifts, but this is the second time when Father Christmas shows his generosity 
to children. Father Christmas (called Mikołaj) Day is celebrated on 6

th
 December, the name day of St Nicholas. 

This is when St Nicholas visits children secretly during the night, tucking presents under their pillows.   
 
After Wigilia the family – particularly the adults – attend Midnight Mass (pasterka – a ‘Shepherds’ Mass’). On a 
truly wintery night, the midnight walk to the church is particularly uplifting. The sight of lines of people silently 
walking through the snow, their steps muffled by the white carpet while the bells sing and peal in the distance, 
is unforgettable.  

A welcome to the unexpected visitor 
 

Christmas traditions in Poland 
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after the excitement of Christmas Eve, Christmas Day, also called the First Day of Holiday, is a subdued occasion 
devoted to the nearest family. Traditionally no visiting, cleaning or cooking was allowed on this day, and only pre-
viously prepared food was reheated.  
 
Boxing Day, called the Second Day of Holiday, is the time for visiting more distant family and friends and ex-
changing Christmas greetings. At nightfall stamping and jingling can be heard outside – a warning that carol sing-
ers are on their way. Carolers wander from home to home, dressed in special costumes, representing King Her-
od, soldiers, an angel, a devil, death, Mary, shepherds, and sometimes also the Three Kings. Sometimes they 
carry a crib (szopka) and a star. They sing carols, pastoral songs and sometimes more irreverent chants. For their 
efforts, the performers are offered refreshments and some money.  
 
Yet, in Poland the Christmas season is not over on 26

th
 December. On Twelfth Night (6

th
 January) known as 

Epiphany – Trzech Króli – the visit of the Three Wise Men to the baby Jesus is remembered by chalking their ini-
tials – K+M+B – on the front door – even in city apartments. Then the Christmas party season begins – Karnawał 
– which stretches until Lent – when there is then time to think about Easter… 
 
ANNA RYLAND 
 

  

Christmas wafer—Oplatek 

LEFT: Szopka (crib) from 
Krakow 
 
RIGHT: Timber Chapel 
from Breskidy mountain  
region 
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THE JOURNEY OF THE MAGI 

 

 
"A cold coming we had of it, 

Just the worst time of the year 
For a journey, and such a long jour-

ney: 
The was deep and the weather sharp, 

The very dead of winter." 
And the camels galled, sore-footed, 

refractory, 
Lying down in the melting snow. 

There were times we regretted 
The summer palaces on slopes, the 

terraces, 
And the silken girls bringing sherbet. 

Then the camel men cursing and 

grumbling 
And running away, and wanting their 

liquor and women, 
And the night-fires gong out, and the 

lack of shelters, 
And the cities hostile and the towns 

unfriendly 
And the villages dirty, and charging 

high prices.: 
A hard time we had of it. 

At the end we preferred to travel all 
night, 

Sleeping in snatches, 
With the voices singing in our ears, 

saying 

That this was all folly. 
 

Then at dawn we came down to a 

temperate valley, 
Wet, below the snow line, smelling of 

vegetation; 
With a running stream and a water-

mill beating the darkness, 
And three trees on the low sky, 

And an old white horse galloped away 
in the meadow. 

Then we came to a tavern with vine-
leaves over the lintel, 

Six hands at an open door dicing for 
pieces of silver, 

And feet kicking the empty wine- 

 

 
skins. 

But there was no information, and so 
we continued 

And arrived at evening, not a mo-
ment too soon 

Finding the place; it was (you may 
say) satisfactory. 
 

All this was a long time ago, I re-
member, 

And I would do it again, but set down 
This set down 

This: were we lead all that way for 
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, 

certainly, 

We had evidence and no doubt. I 
have seen birth and death, 

But had thought they were different; 
this Birth was 

Hard and bitter agony for us, like 
Death, our death. 

We returned to our places, these 
Kingdoms, 

But no longer at ease here, in the old 
dispensation, 

With an alien people clutching their 
gods. 

I should be glad of another death. 
 

T S ELIOT (1888-1965) 
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  MARIA CONLON’S DESERT ISLAND DISCS 
 
 

 
. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Maria Conlon—Deputy Headteacher, St John Fisher First and Middle School 
 

1.  “Sweet Home Alabama”- The Outlaws 
 
My husband and I love this song, it is our favourite! We enjoy a little dance to this song together!  

 
2. “You’re Beautiful!” – James Blunt 

 
This song was Number 1 in the charts when our first child, Casey was born. It reminds us of the 
love we felt at the time and the continued pride and joy that both our children bring to us every 
day.  
 

3. “I’m Going To Talk Tonight” – Oasis 
 
This is probably one of my favourite songs. I remember my brother singing it at our wedding. At 
special family gatherings it is a tradition that he sings this song at the end of the evening!  
 

4. “Walking On Sunshine” – Katrina and the Waves 
  
Another one of my favourites! It reminds me of when I went out with all my friends and we 
danced around our handbags! 

 
5. “The Green Fields of France”- Paddy Reilly 

 
This song tells a vivid story. I can picture the suffering and torture that war has brought to many 
individuals and families. I know how important it is to pray for peace in the hope that wars may 
be avoided in the future!  
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6. “Sing it in the Valleys”- Traditional Hymn 
 

 This is one of my favourite hymns. The words are powerful and convey to us how important J
 Jesus is in our lives. When the children sing it at school it brings a tear to my eye! 
  
7. “Mozart’s Flute Concerto No 1 in G Major” 
 

When I was learning to play my flute this is one of the pieces that I had to practise for Grade 8. 
Mozart’s music is incredible and I listen to it as often as I can!  

 
8. “Stony Steps” - Matt Molloy 

 
I have played Irish music since I was nine years old. I learnt every reel, jig, hornpipe and slow air 
on this CD. I still enjoy listening and playing along.  

 
Book: “To Kill a Mocking Bird” written by Harper Lee 
 
This book uses memorable characters to explore civil rights in the segregated Southern United States 
in the 1930s. I remember reading it at secondary school and not being able to put it down! 
 
Film: “The Sound of Music”  
 
This is a 1965 American musical film directed and produced by Robert Wise and starring Julie Andrews 
and Christopher Plummer. I watched it at least fifty times when I was a child. I enjoyed learning all the 
songs with my sister and brother! My daughters have watched it at least ten times so far! They are 
catching up with me! 
 
To help me cope on a desert island I would put my faith and trust in God because I know He is always 
with me!  
 
Thank you, Maria, for sharing your Desert Island Discs choices with The Pylon. Hopefully, you will never 
find yourself stranded alone on any island, yet still find time to listen to your favourite pieces of music.  
 
All  above songs and music can be found on YouTube. 
 
By Barbara Towell 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Need help with your tax or accounts? 
 

 

A friendly chartered accountant based in Rayners Lane offers help with:  
 self employed, partnership and company accounts preparation 
 statutory filing and  
 tax services.  
  
 

Please contact Stuart on 07884262803 or e-mail at  
rylandconsulting@aol.com  

mailto:rylandconsulting@aol.com
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Congratulations and thank you to all who entered. It was a slow start and I wondered at one point if anyone was going to en-
ter at all! Then the submissions started to come in one after the other, and we were blown away by both the quality of the 
writing and what had inspired the poems. It is pleasing to note Remembrance Day proved a popular theme with many chil-
dren.  This time however, deciding on a winner and runner up in all honesty was extremely difficult. After much deliberation, 
the decision was made by not looking simply at the choice of theme, but also at structure, expression of ideas  and age of 
each entrant.  
 
The poem “Remember” by Finn Shouler wins 1st prize – the £10 Smith’s Token. The runner up is “Friends” by Lillia Conlon who 
will receive a chocolate surprise. Well done both of you! 
 
 In order to arrange collection of your prize, would the two winners please contact me; either by e-mail at barbara-
towell@sky.com or phone 020 866 6665.  

 
So keep writing all you youngsters and hopefully you too will see your work 
published in future editions. 

Remember 
 

Those brave people have fallen, remembered greatly, 
                                             Whose last resting place is marked with a simple cross. 
 
                                              Men and women serve to keep us safe in our lives, 
                                             They leave their friends and family behind, 
                                             To work in dangerous places world-wide. 
  
                                             We remember those, 
                                             Who will never see their families again 
                                             With a simple red poppy as a mark of respect. 
 
                                              We must never forget those who fought for us and died. 
                                              We will always wear our poppies on our chests 
                                              With love and pride. 
 
 
                                  By Finn Shouler     (Age 10) 
 
 
 
 

Children’s Creative Writing Competition 
For Christmas 

  

mailto:barbaratowell@sky.com
mailto:barbaratowell@sky.com
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Friends 
  

                                          Friends make me happy 
                                                                      As happy as can be. 
                                                                      Every time I see them 
                                                                      They smile at me. 
  
                                                                       Friends can be kind 
                                                                       As kind as kind can be. 
                                                                       If I’m feeling sad 
                                                                       They comfort me. 
  
                                                                       Friends are helpful 
                                                                       As helpful as can be. 
                                                                       When I am stuck in lessons 
                                                                       They guide me. 
  
                                                                       Friends can be gentle 
                                                                       As gentle as can be. 
                                                                       When I fall and hurt my knee 
                                                                       They look after me. 
  
                                                                        Friends make me excited 
                                                                        As excited as can be. 
                                                                        When I see them 
                                                                        I jump high as a bee. 
  
                                                                        I am so happy to have friends 
                                                                        They are very important to me. 
                                                                        I will be their friend forever. 
                                                                        Friends I treasure. 
  
  
                       By Lillia Conlon   (Age 5) 
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The Odd 
Couple 
2010 

 
 
 
The IF & Hungry for Change campaigns have had an impact since 45,000 people rallied 
in Hyde Park on a hot day in June: 
 

Leaders of richer countries, including David Cameron, met at the Nutrition for 
Growth summit and promised $2.7 billion to tackle malnutrition between now and 
2020.   
  
World leaders met again in June at the Open for Growth summit on tax, trade and 
transparency.   Progress on information sharing by tax havens means that develop-
ing countries should be able to claim tax from companies operating within their bor-
ders.  The G8 Summit at Lough Erne made further commitments on information 
sharing. 
 
CAFOD marked World Food Day on October 16

th
 by handing in over 50,000 signed 

‘Hungry for Change’ campaign cards to 10, Downing Street. The St John Fisher 
Parish cards contributed to this grand total. 
 
Commitments on helping small farmers were disappointing but the campaign will 
continue into 2014 to try to improve the lives of the 1 in 8 people in the world who 
do not get enough to eat. 

 
 Enough For Everyone  

 

Your banquet is spread before us, Lord,  
acres of bread and vast jugs of refreshing water,  
barrels of beer and vats of fine wine.  

There is enough. For everyone.  
 

Your banquet is spread before us, Lord,  
the grapes hang heavy and ripe for the picking,  
and the fruit drops from the laden trees.  

There is enough. For everyone.  
 

And yet.  
The cry of a hungry child  
breaks the silence of plenty  

and rebukes the powerful,  
who withhold their wealth.  

 
It scatters the dice of the gamblers  
who bet on the price of food,  

and overturns the traders’ tables  
to send the rich away empty.  

 
Your banquet is spread before us, Lord.  
There is enough.  

 
For everyone.  

 
Linda Jones/CAFOD 

Still Hungry for Change 
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CHURCHES TOGETHER IN NORTH HARROW 
 

 
St John Fisher is part of Churches Together in North Harrow. 
 

North Harrow has eight churches, all of which are involved in working together to enhance and share Christian festivals. The others are 
Elmfield Church and Rayners Lane Baptist Church in Imperial Drive, St Alban’s in The Ridgeway (the Church of England parish church) 
and Quakers in the Friends Meeting House in Rayners Lane, North Harrow Methodist Church in Pinner Road and St George’s, Pinner 
View.   Also meeting in St George’s is the Mar Thoma congregation from South India. 
 

Each of these churches in North Harrow is represented by up to five members, forming the Executive Committee, who are responsible 
for organising activities. 
 

There is an annual subscription for each church, approximating to size, giving a total of £470 per annum to cover any expenses. 
 

Many events are organised throughout the year.   The first event is in January when, from 18th to 25th, the International ‘Week of Pray-
er for Christian Unity’ is celebrated.  In that week from Tuesday through to Saturday, a service in the tradition of each particular church 
is held at noon, followed by a light lunch. On Monday, an evening service is held here.  A booklet for the week, containing daily services 
in the universal theme, is published by Churches Together in Great Britain and Northern Ireland.  Fifty copies are ordered and passed 
on through the week. 
 

February and Lent.  This is the busiest period, with a six-week opportunity to explore faith on a two-week cycle, one year in house 
groups much like At Your Word Lord, each group having a denominational mix using a course devised by Churches Together in Great 
Britain and Northern Ireland.  In the alternate year, a series of talks is arranged.  A well-known and published speaker is hired to pre-
sent the six talks.  These take place at different churches on each Tuesday during Lent.  A donation of about £2.50 per person per week-
ly session is suggested to cover the speaker’s fee and expenses.  Any shortfall is met from funds. 
 

Lent is an opportunity to do charitable work and raise money for St Luke’s Hospice.  On the evening of Shrove Tuesday ,three hundred 
pancakes are cooked and served in St John Fisher’s hall from 7.00 to 8.30 p.m. 
 

On each Saturday during Lent, between 12.30 – 2.00 p.m., a lunch of soup, bread and cheese is served at one of our church halls.  
These lunches have been in operation since Father Joe’s time here, at his suggestion.  It is meant to be a frugal meal.  Donation boxes 
and Gift Aid forms are placed on tables, and this year almost £2,000 was raised for the Hospice, including Gift Aid. 
 

On Good Friday a Walk of Witness takes place.  One hundred-plus Christians walk following the cross, lifted aloft by walkers who volun-
teer en route.  It starts from St Alban’s Church at about 11.30 a.m. after their Good Friday morning service.  The procession passes here 
and on past the shops in Rayners Lane to the station, down Imperial Drive, coinciding with the end of the services in St George’s Church 
for prayers and a hymn at 1.15 p.m. followed by refreshments.  Not everyone goes the whole distance.  A map of the route is pinned on 
church notice boards so walkers can join and leave as necessary. 
 

At both Christmas and Easter cards are distributed to churches for delivery by their parishioners, 13,000 cards are delivered, and every 
home in North Harrow is included.  St John Fisher manages 3,000 deliveries.   The details of services printed in the cards are collected 
for that season from each of the ministers.  We order the Christmas and Easter posters, so the posters displayed in the windows of our 
roads are uniform, identifying all Christian homes.   Also, ten models of the Holy Family have been made and are on view at both our 
libraries and some shops each Christmas. 
 

On the first Sunday of Advent every year we organise a service in one of the churches followed by tea and biscuits. 
 

On the last Sunday before Christmas, Churches Together sing carols in the shopping area of either North Harrow or Rayners Lane, mon-
ey collected goes to the Hospice. 

 

St John Fisher, with the other churches, helps with collections in national Christian Aid Week. 
 

As you can see, mutual hospitality is almost always included, encouraging fellowship between local Christians.   On this point, if you are 
able to help we are always grateful to anyone able to spare time when we at St John Fisher are hosting. 

 

Angela Daly 
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THE PARISH WOMEN’S GROUP 

Art Evening 
 
On Thursday, October 10th, the Parish Women’s Group held an Art Evening. It turned out to be one of the most 
enjoyable evenings to date. Liz Derbyshire led the evening, using her own art work to illustrate the way tech-
nique can change over the years or as a result of different experiences. In addition, she enthralled everyone with 
the stories behind each of her fascinating pieces. 
 
After some light refreshment, we all had a chance to experience painting. Not trying to execute perfect drawings, 
but to experience the joy of expressing ourselves on canvas. At first, many present felt hesitant, uncertain. Yet 
with Liz’s encouragement, soon each of us was absorbed in a world of paint and pleasure. 
 
Towards the end of the evening, Liz asked us if would like to share our work with one another, and we all agreed. 
Listening to what inspired the paintings was most interesting. 
 
The consensus of opinion by the end of the evening was that we felt relaxed, emotionally refreshed and some 
perhaps, discovered a talent they may wish to develop in the future. So thank you, Liz, for that wonderful even-
ing. 
 
Barbara Towell 
 

Some of the paintings of those present at the Art Evening 
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Dates for your diary 

 

9th January 2014   New Year Social 

13th February       Meal out (to be arranged) 

13th March            New Zealand Evening 

April                       Proposed Hindu Temple Visit 

                               (to be arranged) 

8th May                  Annual General Meeting 

12th June               Walk (to be arranged) 

10th July                Literary Evening   

THE PARISH WOMEN’S GROUP 

Christmas Bells 

by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807—1882) 

 

I heard the bells on Christmas Day 
Their old, familiar carols play, 
    And wild and sweet 
    The words repeat 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men! 
  
And thought how, as the day had come, 
The belfries of all Christendom 
    Had rolled along 
    The unbroken song 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men! 
  
Till ringing, singing on its way, 
The world revolved from night to day, 
    A voice, a chime, 
    A chant sublime 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men! 
  
Then from each black, accursed mouth 
The cannon thundered in the South, 
    And with the sound 
    The carols drowned 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men! 
  
It was as if an earthquake rent 
The hearth-stones of a continent, 
    And made forlorn 
    The households born 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men! 
  
And in despair I bowed my head; 
"There is no peace on earth," I said; 
    "For hate is strong, 
    And mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!" 
  
Then pealed the bells more loud and deep: 
"God is not dead, nor doth He sleep; 
    The Wrong shall fail, 
    The Right prevail, 
With peace on earth, good-will to men." 

THE OXEN 

By Thomas Hardy 

(1840—1928) 

  

 
  

 

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock. 

“Now they are all on their knees,” 

An elder said as we sat in a flock 

By the embers in hearthside ease. 

 

We pictured the meek mild creatures where 

They dwelt in their strawy pen. 

Nor did it occur to one of us there 

To doubt they were kneeling then. 

 

So fair a fancy few believe 

In these years! Yet, I feel, 

If someone said on Christmas Eve 

“Come; see the oxen kneel 

 

“In the lonely barton by yonder comb 

Our childhood used to know,” 

I should go with him in the gloom, 

Hoping it might be so. 

http://www.poets.org/poet.php/prmPID/143
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MILLEY HAIR LOUNGE 

Need a new hairdresser, why not try us.  

MILLEY HAIR LOUNGE 

Roxeth Hill, Harrow 

Please call 020 8864 2866 or 020 8422 8666. 

  

Open seven days a week. You will not be disappointed. 

UPDATE: FRIENDS FOR FRIENDS & 1:1 FRIDAY CLUB 
 
 

GREAT NEWS!  Our Friends for Friends charity now has a lovely office at 26, 
Love Lane, Pinner HA5 3EF, but It’s not the easiest place to find. We are located  
at the rear of St Luke’s parish hall via the church car park entrance in what used to be  
the social club, which some of you might remember. However, following a complete 
makeover, you would certainly not recognise it now. 
 
If you are interested and would like to visit, you will get a very warm welcome, 
but do please phone or email ahead, because we don’t want to be out when you call. 
Telephone: 020 8869 9228   -   Email: info@friendsforfriends.org.uk 
 

Our 1:1 social club goes from strength to strength, but in order to maintain our commitment to the enjoyment of 
our members in a safe and secure environment, we would really appreciate the help and support of some addi-
tional volunteers. 
 
 You know, it never ceases to amaze us just how generous people can be with their money, especially in time of 
need.  Don’t panic!  We’re not after your money, but in this frantic world, something that is perhaps even more 
precious: A LITTLE BIT OF YOUR TIME. And we really do mean just that: a little bit:  that’s just 2-3 hours on a Fri-
day evening once a month. 
 
You would be truly amazed how much difference that gift of a little time can make in the life of someone with a 
learning disability, so if you are interested in making a difference in someone else’s life and your own, why not 
come along and be AMAZED? 
 
If you would just like to find out more, please either contact me by phone: 020 8866 6665 or email: 
johntowell@sky.com, or contact the Friends for Friends office (see above). 
 

PLEASE  BE GENEROUS! 
 

THANK YOU 
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As I faced my Maker at the last judgment, I knelt 

before the Lord along with all the other souls. 

 

Before each of us laid our lives like the squares 

of a quilt in many  

piles; an angel sat before each of us sewing our 

quilt squares together into a tapestry that is our 

life. 

 

But as my angel took each piece of cloth off the 

pile, I noticed how ragged  

and empty each of my squares was. They were 

filled with giant holes. Each  

square was labeled with a part of my life that 

had 

been difficult, the  

challenges and temptations I was faced with in 

every day life. I saw hardships that I endured, 

which were the largest holes of all. 

 

I glanced around me. Nobody else had such 

squares. Other than a tiny hole here and there, 

the other tapestries were filled 

with rich color and the bright hues of worldly 

fortune. I gazed upon my own 

life and was disheartened. 

 

My angel was sewing the ragged pieces of cloth 

together, threadbare and empty, like binding air. 

 

Finally the time came when each life was to be 

displayed, held up to the scrutiny of truth. The 

others rose; each 

in turn, holding up their tapestries. So filled their 

lives had been. 

My angel looked upon me, and nodded for me to 

rise. 

 

My gaze dropped to the ground in shame. I had-

n't 

had all the earthly fortunes. I had love in my life, 

and laughter. But 

there had also been trials of illness, and wealth, 

and false 

accusations that took from me my  

world, as I knew it. I had to start over many 

 

times. I often struggled with  

the temptation to quit, only to somehow muster 

the strength to pick up and  

begin again. I spent many nights on my knees in 

prayer, asking for help and  

guidance in my life. I had often been held up to 

ridicule, which I endured  

painfully, each time offering it up to the Father 

in hopes that I would not  

melt within my skin beneath the judgmental gaze 

of 

those who unfairly judged me. 

 

And now, I had to face the truth. My life was 

what it was, and I had to accept it for what it 

was. 

I rose and slowly lifted the combined squares of 

my life to the light. 

 

An awe-filled gasp filled the air. I gazed around 

at the others who stared at me with wide eyes. 

 

Then, I looked upon the tapestry before me. 

Light 

flooded the many holes,  

creating an image, the face of Christ. Then our 

Lord stood before me, with  

warmth and love in His eyes. He said, "Every 

time 

you gave over your life  

to Me, it became My life, My hardships, and My 

struggles. 

 

Each point of light in your life is when you 

stepped aside and let Me shine  

through, until there was more of Me than there 

was 

of you." 

 

May all our quilts be threadbare and worn, allow-

ing 

Christ to shine through!  
 
Author: Unknown 
 

Many thanks to the parishioner who sent this in 

to us. 

QUILT OF HOLES 
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Thursday 12th December     
                             
7.30pm Advent Penitential Service 

 
Christmas Eve 24th December 
 

5.00pm - Family Mass 
 

10.30pm - Lessons & Carols followed by Mass 
 

Christmas Day 
 

08.30am Mass 
 
10.00am Children's Mass 
 
11.30am Mass 
 
Thursday 26th December 
 

11.00am Mass  

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

FUSEBOARD INSTALLATION & CERTIFICATION 

ADDITIONAL SWITCHES & SOCKETS 

FULL & PARTIAL PROPERTY REWIRES 

electrical ltd 
PERIODIC INSPECTION REPORTS 

EXTERIOR & GARDEN LIGHTING 

EMERGENCY CALL-OUTS 

CALL RICHARD ON 

077 5335 0672 

020 8868 2536 

www.durleyelectrical.co.uk 
TESTING & INSPECTION 

Email: durley.electrical@ntlworld.com 

SECURITY LIGHTING 

FAULT FINDING 

PAT TESTING 

 

 

CHRISTMAS SERVICES 
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MEMBERS AREA GROUPS 
 
1:1 Club                            John Towell                  020 8866 6665  johntowell@sky.com 
 
Altar Servers             The Presbytery           020  8868 7531 
 
Badminton             Pauline Lee                                                  drumbolee@yahoo.co.uk 
 
Baptism/Communion/Confirmation/ 
Marriage Prep/Children’s Liturgy/ 
Sat Classes/RCIA                                           Kay O’Connor              020 8429 5682     kayoconnor@rcdow.org.uk 
 
Bethany Group                            Eileen Steinitz            020 8930 7375  eileen.steinitz@btinternet.com 

          Mary Evans                 020 8868 2884  maryjeffevans@gmail.com  
 
Coffee Morning                            Maggie Pal    margaret.pal121@virginmedia.com 
 
Faith Sharing (3 groups)                          Tony McWilliams 020 8868 3205 
             Clare Finney  020 8427 7870 
             Neville Bayross 020 8863 8876 
 
Finance Committee           Mike Parkinson 020 8426 0066/ 
                                                                                                                 07801 737796   vanfriday@yahoo.co.uk 
 
Flower Arrangers                           Ann French                020 868 5163 
 
Knights of St Columba           Peter Quinton 020 8866 5066    quintpet@aol.com 
 
Music             Pat McWilliams 020 8868 3205     mcwilliamspatricia@hotmail.com 
             Jan MacDonald           020 8429 0954          janmacdonald10@hotmail.com   
                            Julien Melville             020 8422 0826          julienmelville@talktalk.net 
             Barbara and John Towell (see Parish Women’s Group/1:1 Club) 
 

Parish Council            John Billiet             020 8429 2418/ 

       07503 210795       johnbilliet@virginmedia.com            
 
Parish Women’s Group                          Barbara Towell 020 8866 6665      barbaratowell@sky.com 
 
Readers/Eucharistic Ministers          Mary Evans                 020 8868 2884      maryjeffevans@gmail.com 
 
Social Club            Stephen Pal                 020 8930 1584 / 
                                                                                                               07836701317      stephen.pal121@virginmedia.com 
 
SVP            Tony McWilliams 020 8868 3205      mcwilliamsma@hotmail.co.uk 
 
Tai Chi             Barbara Towell              020 8866 6665 
 
Traidcraft Stall            Elspeth Everitt                                       Elspeth.everitt@talktalk.net 
 
UCM             Rita Rough                 0208 429 1476       ritarough@talktalk.net  

        Teresa Arrigo 020 8427 3063       t.arrigo@virgin.net 
 
Welcome Rota                                             Sue Moriarty                 020 8868 0473          suemoriarty@sky.com 
 
Zumba Classes                                             Meg Wilk               07969 366003                   zumba_megsclasses313@yahoo.co.uk 
 
 
 
 

mailto:johntowell@sky.com
mailto:drumbolee@yahoo.co.uk
file:///C:/Users/Phil/Documents/PYLON/kayoconnor@rcdow.org.uk
mailto:eileen.steinitz@btinternet.com
mailto:maryevans@rcdow.org.uk
mailto:margaret.pal121@virginmedia.com
mailto:vanfriday@yahoo.co.uk
mailto:quintpet@aol.com
mailto:mcwilliamspatricia@hotmail.com
https://webmail.rcdow.org.uk/owa/redir.aspx?C=4c6374b4ee4e48fe80eb8a8a3c164be9&URL=mailto%3ajanmacdonald10%40hotmail.com
https://webmail.rcdow.org.uk/owa/redir.aspx?C=4c6374b4ee4e48fe80eb8a8a3c164be9&URL=mailto%3ajulienmelville%40talktalk.net
mailto:johnbilliet@virginmedia.com
file:///C:/Users/Phil/Documents/PYLON/barbaratowell@sky.com
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mailto:stephen.pal121@virginmedia.com
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mailto:Elspeth.everitt@talktalk.net
mailto:ritarough@talktalk.net
mailto:t.arrigo@virgin.net
mailto:suemoriarty@sky.com
mailto:zumba_megsclasses313@yahoo.co.uk
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Like most of our parishioners, I believed that this Christmas we would 
have our own personal version of the cave at Bethlehem and that the 
church would be undergoing huge changes as the demolition and con-
struction phases of our building project got underway. But as we all know 
the building process is slow and good planning is essential. So it now 
looks as if we will not be able to start the sanctuary project until early in 
the New Year. 
 

Although this is frustrating, it is wise to take time to make sure that things 
are right. Nevertheless, there will be a certain amount of disruption, but in 
the midst of all this it is vital that the cycle of prayer and liturgy in the par-
ish should continue. 
 

This led me to think about the disruption that Mary and Joseph had to 
face as they made their way south, from Nazareth so that they could be 
registered in their home town of Bethlehem. After the trauma of giving 
birth in a strange place without the familiar comfort of home, friends and 
family, the young couple had to flee into Egypt so as to make sure that 
their new born son would be safe from the wrath of Herod, the demented 
vassal king, who took the lives of new born infants in order to protect his 
throne. 
 

In comparison to that story, the little discomfort we may experience is as 
nothing. Yet like Mary and Joseph, I hope that our parish will experience, 
amidst the disruption, the hope and surety that having a living relationship 
with God can bring. It is that hope that we celebrate at Christmas and it is 
that hope which leads us to want to make the lives of others better so that 
they are touched by the presence of the God who loves us. 
 

Many parents show this by taking delight in the gifts that they give their 
children. Such gifts are signs of love and hope. But, such gifts are soon 
put away, as this year’s must have item becomes oh so quickly, “not 
cool”. 
 

I remember when my first niece was born the gifts that were lavished up-
on her. But what gave her most pleasure was the wrapping paper! So I 
resolved that for the next few years I would give one of CAFOD’s world 
gifts as my present and I am happy to say that now, my three nieces and 
one nephew have all, through me, helped a number of communities in the 
developing world. As they have grown older they love the thought that the 
goat or chicken or seed pack that was given on their behalf has helped a 
poor family.  
 

We all have to find ways of incarnating the Christmas experience into our 
lives so that it just doesn’t seem like a fairy story or an excuse for an un-
bridled materialistic display. I pray that this Christmas you will all find a 
way of making the story of the birth of Jesus come to life in a new, crea-
tive and exciting way and that the story of that young family from Pales-
tine will inspire you and bring hope into your lives. 
 

The Last Word? - Father Shaun 

Fr Shaun Middleton, 

STB, MA, 

PGDPS, UKCP, BPC 

80 Imperial Close, 

North Harrow, 

Middx HA2 7LW 

020 8429 5684 


