
Happy Harvest!
It was really wonderful to be able to
celebrate our harvest festival at St John’s
and St Mary’s earlier this month.

In spite of Covid and all the uncertainty
that brings we were able to come together
in the presence of God to thank him for
all the good gifts he generously gives us.

Harvest is an important time of year
because it roots us, it connects us, with
the land and with the history of our
community.

For hundreds of years the land around us
has been kept and nurtured, and most
families in our villages would have been
intimately involved in farming.

When we join others at harvest time, we join our
gratitude to theirs, we become another link in a
chain of thanksgiving going back hundreds of
years. We become part of something so much
bigger than ourselves.

At harvest we remember not just that God has
provided for us in the past, but we also give thanks
in confidence that God will continue to provide for
us in the future.

We thank God that he will provide for us both
materially and spiritually. That he will meet the
needs of our body as well as our spirit.

God bless you, Karl





I was given an old teapot to dip in, so that
I could damp down the floor. There was a
fat contented toad called Mussolini ( lost
on me!) which simply sat and wasn't as
much fun as a frog.

In late summer bean pods were put on a
high shelf to dry. Once they had dried and
twisted open the beautiful speckled beans
were sorted and put into paper bags for
the following year. I soon learnt the
difference between runners and french.
Mistakes were not tolerated.

The rest of his garden was beautiful too.
In the photograph you can see his rose
pergola where he grew lovely roses . One
was called Francois Juranville. A very

pretty scented pink rambler. My mother
always grew this in later years in memory
of Uncle Bunny and I have one too. It has
some late flowers now.

Time passed. I started school. War was
declared and life was never quite the
same again. but I have lovely memories
and they will always be with me.

Dear Uncle Bunny with his patience and
kindness introduced me to a love of
gardening, a life time of pleasure and a
love of the natural world for which I am
forever grateful.

Elisabeth Frood
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When asked to write about my travels it
was difficult knowing where to start
having visited so many different
countries especially in the Far East; one
of my favourite parts of the world.

However like all stories its best to start at
the beginning so we have to go back to
December 1967, when I found myself at
Manchester airport waiting to board a
SAS (Scandinavian Airline Systems)
flight to Copenhagen en route to
Singapore and finally Kuala Lumpur
(Malaysia.)

Little did I know what unforeseen
adventure lay ahead of me. The flight
was due to leave Manchester at 4 00 PM
on a cold December Saturday afternoon,
but owing to bad weather Copenhagen
airport had closed down so the flight was
delayed.

Finally the flight took off over two hours
late but had to divert into Hamburg
causing a further delay of some one and
a half hours,

By the time I reached Copenhagen my
flight to Malaysia had already departed;
so what to do next!

It was either stay overnight in a hotel in
Copenhagen and take a flight the
following day or take a flight to Tokyo
(Japan) and then change to a local flight
to take me to Kuala Lumpur.

I opted for the Tokyo flight little realising
what i was letting myself in for!!

It was only several hours into the flight
that I discovered it was taking a (new

The First Step of Several Long
Journeys
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route at the time) via the North Pole,
landing at Anchorage in Alaska and from
there onto Tokyo. This all caused further
delay.

I had been scheduled to arrive in
Malaysia on the Sunday, but in fact it was
7-30 PM local time on Monday evening
before I arrived,

The flight landed at Tokyo around
midnight and, as there were no more
flights until the following day, I had no
alternative other than to stay overnight in
a hotel; fortunately all at the airlines
expense!

The next day a taxi took me back to the
airport where I was transferred onto
(JAL) Japanese Airlines.

The most memorable part of what had
been an epic journey, was not seeing
daylight from when I left Manchester on
the Saturday afternoon, until waking up
in a Tokyo hotel on Monday morning. It
had become like living in a world of
perpetual darkness!

However I like to think I had the "last
laugh" as the JAL flight, being local, took
me to Taiwan, Hong Kong and Bangkok,
before finally reaching journeys’ end in
Kuala Lumpur at 7-30 PM, and, yes, it
was dark again by that time!

However I was was rewarded by a
marvellous holiday which has resulted in
me visiting Malaysia almost annually
ever since. So if my maths are correct
I’ve been in excess of some fifty times,
during which time I have got to meet and
make a lot of friends (all local) including
the current Prime Minister Dr Mohather.

With hindsight that first journey has
stood me in good stead as I’ve flown with
many different airlines since, including
Aeroflot (the Russian Airline,) which is
not recommended especially in
December/January with the temperature
on average twenty-three degrees below
freezing, and which involved being
stuck in a Moscow hotel with nothing to
do, and a armed guard on the door to
make sure you don"t wander off. Not
that you would want to with the
temperatures like that outside and
dressed in light clothing having either
just gone or just returned from the hot
tropics.

If you happened to be lucky, andAeroflot
were in a good mood (not often,) they
might arrange a sightseeing tour of
Moscow, which although under strict
control was none-the-less very
interesting; taking in Red Square and The
Kremlin to name but two.

Since retiring (early) I now tend to visit
the "Far East" for months rather than
weeks as happened in the past; always a
fascinating part of the world to visit,
especially if it means missing a huge part
of winter back home.

In spite of all my travels (not just to the
Far East) I have come to realise "there is
no place like home" and the warm
friendship and companionship of
attending church both at Aldford and
Bruera.

Brian Newton
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Ingredients

85g Softened butter
175g Castor sugar
175g Ground almonds
2 Eggs, beaten

Few drops of almond extract
250g Blueberries
24cm Cooked shortcrust pastry case

Icing sugar for dusting.

Method

● Heat oven to 190c/170c fan/gas 5.

● Beat together the butter and sugar until
it is light and fluffy, stir in almonds, egg
and almond extract.

● Stir in half the blueberries and spoon
into the pastry case. Smooth the top and
scatter over the remaining blueberries,
pressing them in lightly.

● Bake for 45-50 minutes until the pastry
is crisp and golden and the filling is
golden and feels firm to the touch.

● Cool tart for 10 minutes in the tin and
then lift onto a serving plate. Dust with
icing sugar and serve. Is delicious colds
as well.

If you want to make your own pastry
case, 200g of plain flour and 100g of
butter and 2tbsp of cold water is
sufficient to line a 24cm flan tin. Blind
bake, before filling with above mixture.

This is one of Bob’s favourite puddings
and according to him was one of the
reasons he married me.

Carolyn Bates

Blueberry and AlmondTart

Most Policemen’s first arrest is a
memorable occasion (some more than
others).

Having completed my initial training I
was posted to Runcorn and after a brief
introduction to the town I was let loose on
my first set of Nights, with a whistle,
torch, truncheon and handcuffs.

At that time there was a main street
leading to a canal bridge with two
accesses to the towpath, one with a slope
and the other with steps.

I became aware of three young people
one male and two “rather attractive”
young ladies, don’t forget I was only 19
and single.

The male was obviously showing off to
the young ladies and, despite the fact I
was only about 30 yards away, he jumped
up and punched and broke the orange
globe on a Belisha Beacon (for the
younger readers - a pedestrian crossing
light). He then ran off in the direction of
the canal towpath, followed by the young
ladies and me.

Being somewhat lighter on my feet then,
I soon overtook the young ladies and was
closing in on the miscreant as he
disappeared down towards the canal. In
hot pursuit, I followed down the access
with the slope only to discover, too late,
that it was, in fact, the one with the
steps!!!!!!

I missed the top step and became
airborne, before landing and sliding
down the remaining steps. This rapid

It Shouldn’t Happen to a
Policeman
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acceleration allowed me to catch up with
the miscreant who was at the bottom of
the steps bleeding profusely from his
hand. I scrambled to my feet and told him
he was under arrest. We were then joined
by the young ladies who were carrying
my helmet, whistle, handcuffs and
notebook said items having been lost
during my flight. I then became aware
that I had ripped the pockets from my
tunic and my knees were exposed and
bleeding.

BUT I GOT MYMAN

Bob Bates

Don’t ‘go it alone’

If you are helping others at this time,
remember to still leave space and time for
yourself. Going the extra mile for other
people all the time will only ensure one
thing; your collapse.Work in teams. Even
the Good Samaritan did not attempt to
help the injured man all on his own; he
brought in the innkeeper. By sharing the
problem, they solved it!

From The Parish Pump

Ivy – never underestimate its
goodness!

Autumn is in full swing but there is at
least one plant that is in full bloom. Not
spectacular to look at, yet ivy is an
important source of nectar for bees,
moths, flies and wasps, and while they
are not most people's favourite insects,
they all play a vital part in Nature's
jigsaw.

Ivy produces flowers from September to
November. Spherical clusters of greeny-
yellow blobs, which on closer inspection
have endearing little horns with knobs
on! The resulting fruits are dark berries
with ridged sections, resembling tiny
black footballs each containing five
seeds. Poisonous for us, but birds love
them.

Ivy is one of the few native climbing
plants that can reach a substantial size.
Contrary to popular belief, it is not a
parasite. Its stems have lots of fibrous,

adhesive-covered, roots which cling to
buildings, brickwork, trees, telegraph
poles, in fact just about anything to help
it gain some height. However, when it
comes to nourishment, that comes via the
roots in the ground. [There's not much
nutritional value in a brick.] Although ivy
does not normally damage sound
buildings or walls, and is rarely a threat to
healthy trees, its weight can cause
problems.

What a useful plant it can be! Providing
shelter, hibernation and nesting sites for
birds and insects, its glossy green leaves
are happily munched by sheep, goats and
deer. These leaves, so familiar, are
different shapes according to whether
they are on flowering or growing
branches. The flowers are surrounded by
heart- or spear-shaped leaves, while the
rest of the plant has the three- or five-
pointed ones we all recognise.

Many legends involve ivy. But has
anyone discovered why although
mentioned in the first line of the carol
'The Holly and the Ivy', it is absent from
the rest of the verses?
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Children’s Page

Can you find solve the word square? Look very carefully to see if you can find the
word listed below. Good luck!
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Children’s Page
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Children’s Page
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Children’s Page
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Rector: Revd Julian Beauchamp,Waverton Tel: 01244 336668
Associate Minister: Revd Karl Jones,Aldford Tel: 01244 620403

St John’s and St Mary’sWebsite:
https://aldfordandbruerachurches.wordpress.com

Colouring Page


