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Linda writesé 
 

So one year is ending and soon another will begin. For the church 

we are already in a new Church year as we watch and wait during 

Advent and no one can say that this year has been anything but a 

time of watching and waiting.  
 

Still time moves on and we look to those events that took place 

over two thousand years ago to centre our hearts and minds on the true story of  

Christmas. In amongst the tinsel and sparkle we look to a stable, rude and bare, in which 

God chose to come amongst us in flesh as a helpless babe. 
 

Emmanuel - God with us - from that first birth day, through all the trials and  

tribulations and triumphs of his earthly life, to his splendour in heaven and his promise 

that he will be with us until the end of time, when he will return in glory - God is with us. 
 

It means that Christmas hasnõt been cancelled this year, like some people have been  

bemoaning. Christmas can never be cancelled; though for many, Christmas will be  

different. Regardless of what shape or form it takes, whether we are able to meet up with 

all or none of our friends and family, whether we can afford the luxury presents or need to 

cut back, whether we can buy Scroogeõs turkey for the Cratchits or have to settle on a 

Dine in for One or Two, the one thing we can hold on to is that fact that God is still very 

much with us 
 

Just like that first Christmas, Mary and Joseph were far from home, separated from their 

families, with a brand new baby to look after. There was no luxury in their accommodation 

and no gifts for themselves or the new arrival (remember those Wise Men never arrived 

until a good while later).  
 

What they did have was God with them, and the joy and the hope that the child, Jesus 

would bring is the same joy and hope that helps us keep believing that we will see  

happier times in the New Year and in years to come.  
 

So I wish you all a blessed and peaceful Christmas and may you too know the joy, hope 

and love of the Christ child at this time 
 

Linda  
 

In our journeying we find you, 

God of the unexpected places. 

We find you there - in our doubts 

as well as our certainties, 

in our fears as well as our courage, 

in our questions as well as our wonder, 

and in our turning to others to care. 

Help us to journey on, 

looking expectantly to find you. 

      Lynda Wright - Hay & Stardust 



 

Meet Diana Barnes  
Following her election onto the St Jamesõ Church PCC and the Deanery 

Synod this month we meet Diana Barnes. 

I was born in Peterborough, and lived mostly in Northamptonshire until I 
was 18. My Dad had taken holy orders when I was quite little, so my  
younger brother Chris and I were brought up in the C of E, and I have been 
a Christian all my life, with varying levels of fervour!  I have always loved 
reading, music and singing, and attended ballet classes for 13 years. I went 
to the University of Kent at Canterbury, studying English and Theology: I 
thought I might have an advantage in Theology, but it was not so, and I  
enjoyed my English course much more.    
 

Canterbury is lovely, and it was great to be at a new university as it got  
going. I had a good time, singing in the Choral Society, a folk group and in 

church, and performing in shows, as well as opening my mind and studying. After graduation I 
stayed in Kent and became a Library trainee, supported for a postgraduate course in Librarian-
ship in London, (that wouldnõt happen now!)  and became Librarian in Cranbook and Hawkhurst.  
 

I met my first husband, Derek, while we were both working for Kent County Libraries, and I 
moved to the School Library Service, based on the old airfield at West Malling, which was fun. 
Andrew was born in 1979, and when he was 7 months old Derek got a job at the University of 
Zambia, so we all went out to Lusaka, a great adventure.  Word got round that I was a qualified 
Librarian, and eventually I worked at the British Council just in the mornings, which worked out 
very well. We returned for the birth of Roger, and then spent a 3

rd
 year in Zambia. Back in Kent, 

Derek got a job in Dover, and I worked as a child-minder for teachersõ children while the boys 
were young, leaving me free in the school holidays, and later went back to work part-time, in 
Folkestone School for Girls and the Post-Graduate Medical Centre Library in Ramsgate, then  
finally found a full-time job as Childrenõs Librarian in Deal Library.  
 

I sang with Dover Choral Society, and was active in my local church in River, Dover, teaching in 
Sunday School and working out movements to songs in our small dance team for performance in 
church. (Having a dance team in church was quite popular at the time).  By that time my marriage 
was ending, and eventually I left, leaving my teenage sons with their father, but maintaining full 
contact.  

They were both students when 3 years later I moved 
to Southampton to be with Clive, who  
became my second husband, and I worked in  
Portsmouth Libraries and then Hampshire Libraries, 
specializing in childrenõs work and outreach. I think I 
had the best of libraries- I survived 3 ôrestructuresõ, 
and was able to retire in 2012- certainly the library 

service is, sadly, not what it was.   
 

I had been singing, with Clive, (tenor, top right in this photo) in Southampton Choral Society.    
Since I moved, and felt I could then take on the job of General Secretary, which turned out to be 
quite time-consuming. I also became a Community Ambassador for the charity Book Aid  
International, which sends books to libraries overseas (I support other charities working in  
Zambia and Africa), volunteered for Age UKõs Information and Advice desk, then Townhill Junior 
School library, told stories at October Books in Portswood, and still review childrenõs books for 
ôThe School Librarianõ and 2 online magazines. Clive and I are employed to set a Literature Quiz 
for schools in Portsmouth and Chichester, which keeps us busy every autumn.  

 

Andrew is the marketing director for the charity Revitalise (did you notice the new sign-
board on the shop in West End?)  and I am glad he can mostly work from home and no 
longer has to commute daily from Folkestone to London. He and his wife Sam, a yoga 



 
teacher, have Amelia, who is now 10.  Roger lives and works in  
Singapore, in charge of Sustainability at the Marina Bay Sands Hotel 
(which featured as an ôAmazing Hotelõ on TV) and married local girl  
Valerie 2 years ago. (Val works in the ô lotus flowerõ, the exhibition  
centre). We saw them all at Derekõs funeral in Norwich at the end of  
October, and I was very proud of both my sons as they made their 
speeches and supported each other. My ex-husband was only 75 when he died suddenly, and it 
was hard- they still needed a hug from their Mum.  
 

Roger and Val had to go into quarantine for 2 weeks, not allowed to leave their room, in a hotel 
chosen by the Singapore government, and they will move house in January. I am hopeful for 
more grandchildren eventually, but I share Cliveõs grandchildren, which is lovely: his daughter 
lives in Quob Lane and we (normally) see the family quite often. His son is in Tewkesbury and we 
see them (with 4 teenagers) less often,  but we all keep in touch.  
 

We had chosen our new home in West End just before the first lockdown, 

and used the time to pack up slowly, and get rid of a lot of stuff we didnõt 

need. The paperwork all went through, and we were able to move on July 

31
st
 to our bungalow in Glenlea Close - there are improvements to make, 

but we feel we moved at the right time, before we get too old (!), and are 

very happy there. Itõs lovely to be within walking distance of St James, and 

I am very glad to be part of the church family. I hope I can be useful on 

the Deanery Synod and PCC, and look forward to the new challenge. 

               Diana Barnes 

 
 

 

How can we find a way out of darkness and orientate our lives towards God? 

 

This was a challenge in a chapter of the book, ôLandmarksõ by Margaret Silf, which takes us 

on a personal journey through Ignatian Spirituality. 

 

Here are some useful tips on how to cope when darkness descendsê.try them out and see 

what happensê.. Remember God loves us always and unconditionally and is there to help! 

 

¶Tell God, and maybe a friend, how you feel and ask them to help you move away from the 

darkness even though you really want to stay where you are, in isolationê 

¶Force yourself to make contact with other peopleê.phone a friendê.go for a walkê 

¶Do ôjust one thingõ that needs doing (perhaps some practical task), and then enjoy the  

satisfaction of having done it.  Give yourself a pat on the back, then look for the next ôone 

thingõêê 

¶Make a deliberate effort to reach out to the need of another person, maybe someone with 

similar difficultiesêê 

¶Pick up a project that really fired your imagination when you were feeling ônormalõ.  Let it  

refresh you with positive energyê. 

¶Stay with decisions you made, the dreams you dreamed, when your mood was in the lightê. 

¶Remember the times when you have felt Godõs presence ê..in your imagination re-enact 

them in your mindê. 
 

You might like to try these techniques and see if they help. 

Our Inner Compass  



 

 

Daily Prayers  
 

I'm a creature of habit, and the pandemic situation has interrupted many of my established  

routines. Previously I did a lot of my praying while cycling to work. Now I'm working from home 

and I've been finding it harder to connect with God. One thing that has been helping me in the 

last few months is a smartphone app called 'Lectio 365'.  

 

This provides a short daily devotional (which you can either read or listen to), themed around a 

short Bible passage, with episodes marking special occasions like Remembrance Day or  

Pentecost. I've taken to listening to this in the morning as I adjust to the fact that the alarm's 

gone off and I'll soon have to face the day! I'm finding it a good way to connect with God, and a 

spur to thinking about and praying about some topics that probably wouldn't occur to me  

otherwise.  

 

If you're interested in trying this yourself, check out www.24-7prayer.com/dailydevotional. It's 

entirely free. Alternatively if you like apps but prefer to stick to a traditional layout, the Daily 

Prayer App from CofE takes you through the Church of England lectionary prayers for the  

morning and evening. 

              Steve Alexander 

Poppies 2020 

Late September Reverend Vicky came up with the idea of decorating the hedges on either side 

of the War Memorial with Poppies.  At the same time placing boards with thought provoking 

prayers and reflections enabling people to engage with Remembrance Sunday .  Due to Covid 

restrictions the usual large gathering of Westenders, both in the church and at the War  

Memorial, was unable to take place. 

The Parish council were very happy to become involved and published details and a Poppy  

knitting pattern in their October Newsletter. 

The response for Poppies from the community was amazing and as always a staunch group of 

knitters amongst the church congregation rose to the occasion once again not forgetting  

children who also made them! Maybe we should set ourselves a challenge and knit more for 

next year extending the display to the cemetery gates!! 

Having a head start of 380 from a previous event some years ago we manged to reach a total of 

800 including, some black ones, remembering everybody who contributed to the war effort . 

[Did you spot them?] 

Our grateful thanks to all who helped in any way and a final thought from Jenny.  . 

Remembering is not just for Remembrance Sunday and the lessons 

of compassion that we can learn from the experience of those who 

gave so much should never be forgotten. Taking any opportunity to 

talk with someone who was there is such an education for us all, 

and this example of community working together for the  

community is a joy for us all to see. 

       Sue Fitch and Jenny Potter 

http://www.24-7prayer.com/dailydevotional


A story of Compassion  
 

He was very old now, but could still hold himself stiffly at 
attention before the monument. Very few could  
remember, first hand, the savageness of the ordeal that 
had sent millions of young men to their deaths - the 
cream of the generation almost wiped out. He was  
haunted by the faces of the boys he'd had to order into 
battle, the ones who'd never come back. Yet one  
nameless man was able to bring a measure of comfort to 

his tormented mind. At the sound of the gun signalling the eleventh hour he was mentally  
transported back to the fields of Flanders...... 
 

The battle had raged for over two hours with neither side gaining any advantage. Wave after 
wave of soldiers had been dispatched from the muddy trenches and sent over the top. So many 
had died already that day that he decided he could not afford to lose any more men before  
reinforcements arrived. There came a slight lull in the battle due to the sheer exhaustion of the 
men on both sides. 
 

A young soldier came up to him requesting that he be allowed to go over the top. He looked at 
the boy who couldn't' have been more than nineteen. Was this extreme bravery in the face of 
the enemy or was the soldier so scared he just needed to get it over with ? 
 

"Why would you want to throw your life away, soldier? It's almost certain death to go out 
there?" 
 

"My best friend went out over an hour ago, captain, and he hasn't come back. I know my friend 
must be hurt and calling for me. I must go to him, sir, I must." There were tears in the boy's 
eyes. 
 

"Soldier, I'm sorry, but your friend is probably dead. What purpose would it serve to let you  
sacrifice your life too?" 
 

"At least I'd know I'd tried, sir, he'd do the same thing in my shoes, I know he would." 
 

The impact of his words softened his heart. He remembered the awful pain he'd felt himself 
when his brother had died. He'd never had chance to say goodbye. "All right, soldier, you can 
go." Despite the horror all around them, he saw a radiant smile on the boy's face, as if a great 
weight had been lifted from his shoulders. "God bless you, sir," said the soldier. 
 

It was a long time before the guns fell silent for the last time and each side was allowed to 
gather their dead and wounded. The captain remembered the young soldier. He looked 
through the many piles of bodies. Young men. When he came to the makeshift hospital, he 
looked carefully through the casualties. He soon found himself before the prone body of the 
soldier, alive, but severely wounded.  He knelt down beside the young man and gently laid a 
hand on his shoulder.   
 

"I'm so sorry, son.  I knew I was wrong to let you go."  "Oh no, sir.  I'm 
glad you did and I'm glad you're here now so I can thank you.  You see, 
sir, I found my friend.  He was badly wounded, but I was able to comfort 
him at the end.  As I held him dying in my arms, he looked me in the 
eyes and said, "I knew you'd come." 
 

The young soldier faded between consciousness and oblivion for some 
time before he finally slipped away. The captain stayed by his side until 
the end, tears streaming quietly down his cheeks...... As the bugle sounded, the old captain  
envisioned once again the young soldier's face. Looking up, he could almost hear the stone 
monument calling out to him. "I knew you'd come."        Anon.  



Life At St James  
 

 

Recalling events and activities over the years since 

1890, this gives us a fascinating glimpse into what was 

happening at St Jamesõ church set in the context of 

the world around it. Maybe this will stir some 

memories of your own. Please do share them at  

stjameswe.magazine@gmail.com  

125 years ago (1895) ð An American sale was to the held in the schoolroom at the beginning 

of December with proceeds to go to Parochial funds. The question is ôWhat is an American 

sale?õ It you know let us know... 

100 years ago (1920) ð The vicar, Rowland Dawson, wrote about the death of a ôbeloved  

member of the parishõ, churchwarden, George Edward May. He recorded ôIt is a great loss to 

me, for our relationship was a unique one, and we walked together in the House of God as 

friendsõ. In a separate note the literary choices of the parishioners were in question, ôThere are 

some books in the Library and they ought to go out more frequently than they do. Fiction isnõt  

everything worth reading!õ 

 75 years ago (1945) ð Medical advice has changed over the year as our knowledge has  

increased. However back in 1945, cigarettes were still seen as a means of relaxation. The ômen 

of the Churchõ were was pleased, therefore, to organise a õSmoking Concertõ for the õmen of 

the parish, especially those who had been serving in the forces. The purpose is to discuss, in a 

friendly way, what the church can do after the war, especially for men.õ   

 50 years ago (1970) ð Ten year old Jane had written a lovely poem for Christmas 

It was a cold raw night, 

My whole body felt ice cold. 

Stars were dotted on the black, night sky. 

Suddenly a host of angels soared across the heavens. 

My heart began to thump. 

ôUnto you a child is bornõ sang the angels. 

I felt as happy as I could be. 

I saw a star. 

It said ôFollow me, follow meõ. 

I will go. 

I will go to Bethlehem and see this heavenly babe. 

10 years ago (2010) ð The flower arrangers were planning how to decorate the church for 

Christmas at the end of Advent. They were looking for volunteers to help them and would  

provide refreshments for those that came. We are so grateful to the volunteer Flower Team at 

St Jamesõ who have worked wonders to try and keep our church looking beautiful and have 

adapted by taking many of their displays outside this year 

https://www.facebook.com/stjameschurchwestend/ 

http://www.stjameswestend.org.uk/ 
 

We are still accepting copy for future magazines, so do pass on any articles or stories of what 

is happening, good news stories and special memories, to our email address: 

stjameswe.magazine@gmail.com  

https://www.facebook.com/stjameschurchwestend/
http://www.stjameswestend.org.uk/
mailto:stjameswe.magazine@gmail.com


The Angels of Ripon  

 

The cathedral church of St Peter & St Wilfrid, set in the small 

Yorkshire city of Ripon, is definitely worth visiting should 

you be in the vicinity ð started in the 13
th
 century, it took 

until the 16
th
 century to finish the amazing building you see 

today. This year, however, they have done something rather 

special and Noel and I were lucky enough to visit in  

September. 

 

Like so many people during the pandemic, some of the  

cathedral staff were furloughed, but the development team 

were asked to create a project that would both support the 

community and bring some much needed donations for the 

cathedral and their chosen charity partner, Yorkshire Air 

Ambulance. Added to that, it would also become a much 

needed tourist attraction after the initial lockdown had ended. 
 

Volunteers were sought from across Yorkshire and 10,000  

origami angels were made by 100 volunteers and 300 school 

children, using a template designed by Danish artist Hans 

Dybkjaer ð the ages of the volunteers ranged from just 3 

years old to 90! Once the angels were created, they were  

attached to a net and raised 50 feet into the naveõs vaulted 

ceiling. People were encouraged to leave a prayer, or a  

dedication for a keyworker, or loved one and donations were 

sought too ð Yorkshire Air Ambulance has calculated that 

they had lost over Ã450.000 as a result of the first lockdown. 

They are a vital lifeline in a vast county that has so many  

isolated villages, farms and walking paths for hikers and  

bikers. 

 

The Wing and a Prayer installation has to be one of the most 

beautiful celebrations of prayer that we have seen. It is both awe 

inspiring and uplifting and made even more so by the fact that 

theses angels are not perfect examples made by artists, or ma-

chines, but the best efforts of so many volunteers. If youõd like to 

make your own angel, you can still find the guide and template on 

the Ripon Cathedral website. 

 

 

https://www.riponcathedral.org.uk/wing-and-prayer/ 

 

               Debbie Becket 



 

 

 

Help us share some Christmas joy in the community this December! We are planning a nativity 

trail in West End and one in Harefield and we'd love your help decorating the large nativity trail 

boards.  Draw or colour a nativity figure (no bigger than A5 size) which we will laminate and 

add to the painted scenes.  We'd love angels, stars, stable animals, shepherds, sheep and 

kings.  Drawings from all ages welcome.  Suggested templates that you can copy or print, cut 

out and colour can be found on our website.  Or do your own design entirely. Please place 

your drawings in the box in St James church by Wednesday 9th December.  The church is open 

between 10am and 12 noon MondayñSaturday. 
 

The West End nativity trail will be up from 12th December and the boards 

will be on the railings at: St James School, West End Parish Centre, Old 

Fire Station, Hilldene Centre and the Old Cemetery gates.  
   

The Harefield Trail will be up from 19th December and will be on railings 

at: Harefield Primary school, Harefield Surgery, Woodlands School, The 

SO18 hub and the penultimate location is to be confirmed.   
  

Both trails finish at the nativity scene in the church grounds which is part 

of the Outdoor Christmas Tree Festival.  

Letõs Light Up  

Our Community  



Christmas letter from Hong Kong,  

December 1940  
 

The week beginning 1
st
 July 1940 saw almost 3,500 British women and children evacuated from 

the colony of Hong Kong following threats of invasion from the Japanese. Among those boarding 
ship on Monday 1

st
 July, bound first for the Philippines before sailing on to Australia, were the 

wife and two sons of George Bearman, electrical engineer at the naval dockyard in Hong Kong - 
Hilda, David (11) and Edward (nine). Few in the colony believed the evacuation to be necessary, all 
that it would be short-lived. But these were uncertain times, and while the husbands continually 
lobbied for the return of their families, December 1940 saw George writing to Hilda.  
 

C/o Superintendent Electrical and Engineering Department, 
H.M. Naval Yard,  

Hong Kong 
Monday December 23

rd
 1940 

 

My Dear, 
 

 How familiar those two words have become to me. I greet them as old friends as each week 
I see them standing up at the head of my letter. That familiarity though is not just one of sight, of 
recognising a phrase; but a thought, a prayer and of knowing just how true it is. Those are the 
two words that would be found engraven upon my heart, for I whisper them in all sorts of places, 
under all sorts of conditions, when Iõm miserable and when Iõm ð well not so miserable and how I 
mean them, my dear. 
 

 And I suppose youõll read that far and jump to the conclusion that I miss you again, and, yes, 
youõre right. I suppose itõs a combination of circumstances of which Christmas is one, a big one 
too, but not the only one. Last week I wrote to you giving my reasons as to why I thought you 
would not come back yet, and then the answer came back from England that the husbandsõ  
petition had been turned down and turned down hard too, and although it said what I thought it 
would say, it pushed me down too I think.  
 

Friday was a bad day, and then in the evening I went shopping. I wanted to get two  
presents, for Eve and Pamela. I thought I had better after the number of times Iõve been to their 
places, so I wandered around and of course saw nothing suitable and well ð you know how happy 
I get shopping under better circumstances ð so that ended with my returning home empty- 
handed and ready to commit a couple of murders, and Iõm afraid that was how I felt all Saturday.  

 

What creatures of mood we are and what a delightful companion I would have been to  
anybody on Saturday.  

 

Well, Sunday morning I went out, determined to get the òpresentó job off my chest, and 
bought two things ð one I like still and one I donõt, but theyõre bought anyway. I decided on that 
crystal glassware and bought a cream jug, which really is nice ($13) and a bowl with lid ($9) that I 
was told could be used for butter or powder, which isnõt so nice but is not bad. I would really like 
the jug to go to do Pamela, but in view of the fact that I am at Eveõs Christmas Day itõs going 
there. 

 

But Hilda, Iõve only told you what I bought, not the things I thought or the number of times 
that I whispered those two old familiar words. To see the shops all dressed up, and the people 
buying presents and the kids carrying parcels ð but there Iõll sum it all up and say I felt the spirit 
of Christmas but was not of it.   

 

But why do I write all this?  I know you are having your bad moments too and my efforts 
should be directed towards cheering you up. But dear, just think that youõre to blame for all this, 
for just being as you are and making me want you so.  

continued on next page 



 

SO18 BIG LOCAL is a resident-led project which was awarded Ã1m from the Big Lottery Fund to 

make a lasting positive difference.  It covers parts of Harefield, Midanbury and Townhill Park.  

They have a great website and lots of 

ideas and projects.   

 

You can sign up to receive their monthly 

newsletter direct by email via their  

website which can be found at  https://

so18biglocal.org.uk/ and there is also a 

Facebook page to follow at  

https://www.facebook.com/

SO18BigLocal/   

But, enough of all that. From now on itõs, òAway dull careó ð and Iõm now going to try to 
forget you (if I can). But you wait to next Christmas, 
                George 
 
Georgeõs ôChristmasõ letter is taken from a book to be published in early 2021 by Sabrestorm  
Publishing, and titled, ôA Weekend to Packõ, because that is all the warning the families had to  
prepare for the evacuation, and is reproduced here with the publisherõs permission  
 
The book contains a foreword by Admiral Sir George Zambellas GCB DSC DL, First Sea Lord and 
Chief of Naval Staff 2013-2016, and official correspondence from the Admiralty, British Red Cross, 
and Colonial Office. Georgeõs letters weave his familyõs story in with those of friends and  
colleagues, reporting on events in the wider community in Hong Kong and against the backdrop 
of a home country at war, and increasing tension in the Far East. 
 
Admiral Sir George Zambellas writes, òUltimately A Weekend to Pack is an evocative human story 

of a family caught up in an almost unknown dimension of the Second World War.ó  
 
And for readers of St Jamesõ Parish Magazine, there is a close connection with the Bearman family, 
through a home address in Bitterne, Southampton. 
 
If youõre interested in  
finding out more about 
Georgeõs story, and that of 
Hilda, David and Edward, do 
please visit my website, 
www.aweekendtopack.com. 
And if youõd like to drop me 
a message, you can do so 
through the website    
          
Iõd love to hear from you! 
 
Caroline Wigley 
Editor, A Weekend to Pack 

https://so18biglocal.org.uk/
https://so18biglocal.org.uk/
https://www.facebook.com/SO18BigLocal/
https://www.facebook.com/SO18BigLocal/
http://www.aweekendtopack.com


Alternative Christmas Tree Festival  
12 th December onwards, in the Churchyard at St Jamesõ 

 

Since our last magazine, the Festival Team have been busy planning to go outdoors 

with the Christmas Tree Festival. Because of the sudden lockdown we had a last  

minute meeting and have since had to do everything by phone, Zoom or email. 

 

But we have a plan and we would love you to get involved too! We are going to be having a 

Community Tree with decorations made by all the usual organisations who canõt take part - and 

anyone else who would like to make something - and a Star Prayer Tree for which we ask that  

anyone who wishes can make a star decoration or write a prayer on a star. 

 

So if you would like to make a decoration (or more than one) for either of these trees, please 

bring them along in the week beginning 7 th December, when you can leave them at Church 

when it is open for private prayer, or at the Vicarage, or the Parish Centre ð boxes will be  

provided. We recommend that decorations be weatherproof as they will be outside for at least 

two weeks, but we know how talented everyone is and really look forward to seeing what you will 

all produce. If for any reason you are unable to get your star prayer or decoration to us, why not 

make one and send a photo of it, we can then print and laminate it so it will still be seen on one 

of the trees? 

 

As well as six trees outside in the Churchyard, including a couple decorated by local groups, the 

church will be floodlit and there will be a Nativity scene and other displays. The Special Lives tree 

commemorating those have passed away will be inside the church, but at the time of writing we 

are still unsure how much access to church will be permitted. 

 

We look forward to seeing you (in a socially  

distanced way) at some time over the Festival  

Period ð please come and visit and tag your  

pictures to our Facebook page! 

 

Helen Wiseman, Sue Overell, Lyn Spratt  

and the Festival Team 

Email: ctf.stjameswe@gmail.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Memories of a previous Christmas Tree Festival 



 

 

A note from the Church Wardens  
 

Scott and I feel privileged to have been re-elected as Church Wardens here at St James Church 

at a delayed APCM recently. Following election we would normally be invited to attend a  

service at Romsey Abbey to be sworn in, but of course this year everything is very different 

and so this year we were invited to the Archdeacons Visitation service zoom service, which was 

licenced for over 500 people to attend, the Diocese currently have over 450 Church Wardens. 

We thank you for support in the past and look forward to continuing to serve St James Church 

in these difficult and very different times. We feel truly blessed to have such an amazing and 

dedicated ministry team, they have continued to serve our community with huge commitment. 

The team have been able to pastorally and prayerfully reach out through various mediums,  

including the challenges of live streaming, zoom and recorded services. They have provided 

creative and thought provoking displays outside in the churchyard for the wider community to 

engage with, while others have been beavering away to ensure the building remains in good 

repair, offering excellent advice for health and safety issues, kept finances in shape, been  

buddies for each other, keeping a friendly eye out for friends and neighbours. We are grateful 

to you all who continue to make our St James community a place of continued support and 

comfort. 

We were very fortunate to be able to welcome Bishop Debbie to St 

James for our socially distanced service of dedication to celebrate 130 

years of the church building here on this site, we pray that it wonõt be 

too long before we can all come together again in church to celebrate 

our Christian faith. 

Scott and Jan. 

 

 

 
 

 

Linda said it would be ôcarnageõ or ôvery livelyõ - well raiding the kitchen utensil pots, wearing 

handbags on their heads, balancing spoons on your nose - it was all that and more.  St Jamesõ 

Youth Group finally got to meet on ZOOM during November.  It was great to see everybody for 

the first time since we met in person before lockdown 1.0. 

A fabulous time was had by all and we hope to able meet again very soon either in person or 

back on Zoom. 

 

 

 

ΨLǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳƴΣ ŜƴƧƻȅŀōƭŜΣ ǾŜǊȅ  

ŎƻƳǇŜǝǝǾŜ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǿŀȅΦ   

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜǾŜƴ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ 

ǎŎǊŜŜƴǎΦΩ 

ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ 

¢!/h ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜΚΩ 

.Ŝƴ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ  

ŎƻƳǇŜǝƴƎ ƻƴ ƻƴƭƛƴŜ 

5ǊŀǿŀǎŀǳǊǳǎΦ 

ΨL ƭƻǾŜŘ 5ǊŀǿŀǎŀǳǊǳǎτƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

ŦǳƴΗ 

IŀƴƴŀƘτǿƘƻ ƳƻŘŜƭƭŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘōŀƎ 

ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ  

{ŎŀǾŜƴƎŜǊ IǳƴǘΦ 

ΨLǘ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ  

Ƴȅ ƭƛǧƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ Řƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

{ŎŀǾŜƴƎŜǊ Iǳƴǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ Ƴȅ 

Ŧƻƻǘ ƛǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴΦΩ    

   tƻǇǇȅ 



Ramblings from our nautical correspondent  
About 7 months ago, I wrote a piece for this journal (previous editions can be found via the 

church website) with a picture of me wearing full anti COVID kit and describing a bit about how 

the pandemic was affecting seafarers. Many of you will have been physically restricted to West 

End for many months and so I thought that a few stories from the world of pilotage that would 

never be heard any other way might be appreciated. 
 

It would be easy to get the impression from the media that UK plc has come to a stop and that 

industry is dormant.  I can reassure you that this is not the case and that ships are still arriving 

and departing full of both imports and exports. We have seen the average number of ships  

reduced by about 30%, most of which is due to the enforced cessation of cruising. 
   

On each working day, I have had, roughly, one less ship to pilot 

than I would in a ônormalõ year, but life always throws up a  

balance. For the pilots, this is the additional stress that is  

involved in each job, including having to wear a mask constantly 

for up to 5 hours whilst communicating in a sometimes noisy  

environment with crews whose first language isnõt English,  

complying with different COVID protocols on every ship, thinking 

constantly about keeping ourselves, colleagues, family and the 

crew of the ship that we are on safe etc. 
 

Another easy idea to get from the media is to think that we are worse off than others. Here are a 

few snippets from conversations that I have had recentlyê 
 

A Filipino crew member was showing me to the gangway on an enormous car carrier. Apart 

from a few senior officers, it is part of the general Filipino culture that the crew donõt talk to  

professionals such as myself on the Bridge. Thus, I always try and take these precious few  

moments to strike up a conversation (bearing in mind that this exchange is still being made 

through masks).  Me: ôFrom the little that I can see of your face, you look very happyõ. Crewman 

ð ôI am both very happy and very worried. I am going home today, 5 months late. I have been on 

this ship for 9 months.  It will take me 22 hours to get to the Philippines from when I get to 

Heathrow. I have to quarantine in Manila for 14 days. Then I have to get to my home which may, 

or may not, be there as there were 2 hurricanes last week and my parentsõ house was washed 

away.õ  That gave me plenty to reflect on as I drove my nice car home to my safe, comfortable 

house. 
 

Or the Captain of this 118m gas carrier (roughly the distance from Elizabeth Close to West End 

Road) who had been on board for 11 months. The last time that he was able to get ashore, just 

for a walk, was in February. He is fed up, fatigued, bored etc. However, 

he has no idea when he will get to go home as, due to COVID, it is  

almost impossible for the relief Captain to get updated nautical  

certification in his country so he canõt come. On the other hand, the 

Captain said, ôwhat is the point in going home? When I get there, my 

country is in lockdown. I will be imprisoned in a small flat, struggling to 

get food, whereas here at least that is supplied and I am earning  

money to send home to my familyõ. 
 

I spoke to the Indian Captain of a container ship running between here 

and South America, supplying us with bananasê. ôIt took me 4 days to 

travel from my home to Mumbai airport because of lockdown.    

Everywhere is closed and it was very hard to get food. I flew, with 4 stops to Heathrow. All the 



shops were closed in the airports, so again, no food. Two positive aspects ð there was no fighting 

for overhead lockers and lots of room to stretch out and sleep on the airplane as there were very 

few passengers. I am supposed to be on this ship for 2 months, but am already resigned to it be-

ing at least 5õ. 
 

On the cruise ships that are coming into Southampton once every 3 or 4 weeks for crew change/

stores etc., the crews are also struggling. When they  

arrive onboard, they have to quarantine on board for a 

fortnight (which is counted as part of their leave). Most 

of the cruise companies will not allow them to go 

ashore on their rare port visits and the cavernous ships 

that normally have 4 ð 6,000 souls on board only have 

about 90.  Most of them have had to take a pay cut to 

ensure that their employment is maintained - Not much 

fun! 
 

On the other hand, we seafarers are a resilient bunch 

and there is generally laughter on board (Iõm never sure 

whether it is with, or at me).   All nationalities deride whatever guidelines their governments are 

issuing.   They all still try and talk to me about football (in which I have never had any interest) 

and ask me how to become a Southampton Pilot. Many of the ships, particularly Greek, Italian 

and Filipino, have icons on the bridge (never on a British ship). To date I have only ever been 

asked once whether I was a Christian ð I wondered whether to be concerned. However, when I 

replied ôYesõ, the helmsman beamed at me and said ôthat is goodõ.   What would have happened 

if I had given any other response? 

              Captain Noel Becket 

The Childrenõs Society 

 

We haven't had the opportunity to do much fundraising for the Children's Society this year, our  

Christmas eve service will be very different this year, there will still be a service but it will be  

recorded for you to watch in your own homes but you will still be able to support the Children's 

Society. We are offering, for a donation the Children's Society,  a take away Christingle bag, 

which will include everything you need to assemble your Christingle at home, ready to use  

during the service to be broadcast on the 24
th
 December at 4pm. You will need to order your 

bags by either reserving them through Eventbrite or messaging us on Facebook or by  

contacting me by e-mail at j.barrett77@btinternet.com or by phone 07519759269. You can then 

collect it from St James' Church on Monday 21st to Wednesday 23rd between 10am to 12 noon. 
  

For those of you with Children's Society home boxes its time for me to collect them in for 

counting and banking the monies collected. I am happy to collect the boxes from you, please 

let me know a convenient time for you on 02380476777 or at j.barrett77@btinternet.com . 
 

Last year  house boxes raised more than Ã1.4 million and helped to 

support more than 11,000children in this country to find hope for the 

future. Campaigning made life better for more than 400,000 young 

people across the county. In these difficult times front line workers are 

predicting long term effects of this crisis will be 

devastating for this country's young people. 

Your generosity will go a long way to ensuring 

that the Children's Society will be there to help 

them.  

Many thanks for your support Jan Barrett. 

https://www.eventbrite.co.uk/e/christingle-in-a-bag-st-james-west-end-tickets-130552196133
mailto:j.barrett77@btinternet.com
mailto:j.barrett77@btinternet.com


The HOPE team met via zoom to explore ways of raising much needed funds for our chosen  

charities. Unfortunately we have been unable to provide any fund raising opportunities since our 

brunch back in February, which was well attended and raised Ã 221.20. 

The committee agreed to support Medicines Sans Fronti¯res and Fine Cell Work, who work with 

prisoners to teach, make and sell embroidered items, for a further year. We also agreed to  

support the work of the Society of St James, Countess Mountbatten hospice and the Mission to 

Seafarers with the proceeds of our Charity Christmas Card, which will be in place in church for you 

to sign from Advent Sunday, please place your donation in an envelope and place in the box. If 

circumstances prevent us being allowed in church the card will be available virtually. We have also 

set up a campaign on Give A Little which means you can make online donations for the HOPE 

Charity Christmas Card.  link https://givealittle.co/campaigns/4adb405d-0e7b-4bbf-a107-

d114be07e4ae   

A bit of information about the Mission to Seafarers, their website quotes that for 150 years they 

have had one mission, to provide compassion, care and support for sea farers 

around the world when they need it most, 365 days of the year, regardless of 

their rank, nationality, gender or religion. They work in over 200 ports in over 

50 countries, they have 100 honorary Chaplains and 121 Flying Angel Centres. 

In the current crisis they have launched the Mission to Seafarers Flying Angel 

campaign. Currently Seafarers have limited access to shore based facilities 

such as shopping centres and coffee shops, the Mission for Seafarers will  

ensure that their 121 seafarer centres will become vital Covid safe havens. 

They act on behalf of all seafarers, the team recently helped more than 100 stranded Indian  

seafarers in the UK, who were unable to get home, by working with the Indian High Commission 

on repatriation and providing vital food to seafarers families in India and the Philippines.  With 

250.000 struggling to get home or unable to get to their ships this remains a escalating daily 

problem. 

The Society of St James is a charity based in Southampton providing care 

and support to homeless and vulnerable people. The Society started in 

1972 by establishing a night shelter for homeless men, followed by a soup 

run. There are currently raising Ã5,000 to provide hot Christmas meals for 

those effected by homelessness, they are also appealing for sleeping bags that are in good  

condition. 

Countess Mountbatten hospice, now called Mountbatten Hampshire,  is 

based in West End and they are a charity that provides free care and  

support for people with a life limiting illness and end of life care. Their 

strapline is ôliving, dying, remembering ô reminds us that Mountbatten is 

there for the community every step of the way, at whatever stage of life, 

death and bereavement. 
 

We will also be offering for donations to our charities take away Christmas goody bags, which will 

contain homemade mince pies, cream, homemade shortbread and sweets. These will be available 

for collection from church on Saturday 12
th
 December between 10am and 12 noon.  

Please contact Jan on 02380476777, 07519759269, or j.barrett77@btinternet.com  Thank you for 

your continued support.  

https://givealittle.co/campaigns/4adb405d-0e7b-4bbf-a107-d114be07e4ae
https://givealittle.co/campaigns/4adb405d-0e7b-4bbf-a107-d114be07e4ae
mailto:j.barrett77@btinternet.com


 

ôBubbles of Happinessõ 

 

I had to stand in for Father Christmas last year. I donõt know why he was  

indisposed, Iõm sure. Maybe he was too busy packing micro-chips into iPhones for 

all the four-year-olds whose lives wouldnõt be complete without one?  He didnõt 

say. 

 

Still, there I was, all dressed up with somewhere to go for a change, in a Catholic 

school in Chandlerõs Ford. I even got my wife to record this momentous occasion 

for posterity. (My son-in-law thought it was reminiscent of òWhereõs Wally?ó. The 

truth can be harsh, sometimes.) Still, I carried on, undaunted, like Father Christmas 

himself faced with a poorly reindeer and a raging snowstorm. Christmas must go 

on! 

 

The fat, jolly man did a good job on the grotto for me. 

I assume he did it, probably guilt at not being available 

himself, I expect. I felt, cosy, warm and comfortable, 

bedecked as it was with soft, red curtains, glistening 

tinsel and a glowing log fire. And two sacks of  

presents, one marked òAllergiesó. Even magical figures 

have to keep up with advances in healthcare. 

 

Then something wonderful happened. A stream of  

little, little children filed in, some running straight in for 

a joyous hug, others holding on to mummyõs hand for 

dear life. Yet for each one who truly believed, there was 

magic in the air, a moment of awe and wonder as they 

encountered the mystical figure himself. The room was alight with the sparkles in 

their young eyes. Would they sing a song for me? òOf course!ó Did they know what 

they wanted for Christmas? òSilly question.ó Would they leave out a cup of milk for 

me and a carrot for the reindeer? òAlways do!ó Then I said, in a more serious tone 

than hitherto, òWould you do something for me? Would you think of someone you 

love and would you do a really kind thing for that person before I arrive on  

Christmas Eve? When you do that thing, a bubble of happiness will rise into the sky 

and I shall see it and know.ó Everyone, but everyone, said they would. 

 

Sixty years ago, I met Father Christmas in Edwin Jones in Southampton. Mine was 

the real thing, of course, not some fraudulent stand-in. There were two things I  

believed in with all my heart at that age: Father Christmas and baby Jesus. The  

latter I have found more enduring. I hope that, in knowing Him, Iõve sent a few of 

my own bubbles of happiness high into the sky. I hope He saw them. 
 

             Mike OõBrien 


