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My Marathon!

Fr Paul Says…..
Chris, our editor, has kindly given me warning
so that I can write my piece before the
Christmas rush begins. Having said that, the
news about the spread of the Omicron Virus
makes me wonder if the Christmas rush will be
such a rush after all. I know, almost a week
before, that many are disappointed that they are
unable to visit their families because of Covid
and many are uncertain about travelling or
mixing with large numbers. Nevertheless, I
would like to take this opportunity of wishing
everyone all the joys of Christmas, even if the
celebration is not as anticipated,
I notice during my wanderings around the
streets of Ringwood and Fordingbridge that
Christmas lights and decorations have been up
for weeks already. So many windows are
adorned with glowing Christmas trees. A sure
sign that many have been looking forward to
Christmas, if only because it will bring some
degree of rejoicing during a time which has
been troubled by anxiety about Covid
particularly.
The one disappointment I have is that the
celebration of Christmas seems to end on
Christmas Day. A walk around Ringwood and
Fordingbridge on the day after Boxing Day will
see Christmas trees stripped of their decorations
lying in front gardens ready for recycling. It is a
disappointment because Christmas Day is the
beginning of a time of celebration which lasts
for twelve days. In fact, in some traditions, it
continues until the Feast of the Presentation on
the 2nd February.

Long road ahead! At least it's flat.

Well, I never thought I’d complete a marathon! 26.2 miles is surely too far for any sensible person
to contemplate?
Running the London Marathon has always been a dream, and I have (unsuccessfully!) applied for a
ballot place more times than I can count. However, one of the upsides of Covid has been the rise in
“virtual” events, and when I heard that the iconic London Marathon could in fact be run virtuallyanywhere you chose, with the added bonus of a twenty four hour time limit! - I was more than
interested. So, last February, I signed up, and persuaded a friend (forgetting she’s ten years younger,
ten stone lighter and has legs twice the length of mine) to join me. I also forgot how competitive and
driven she is! However, armed with the knowledge that I had eight months to train, and had run
several half marathons before, I began my new regime in earnest, hardly missing a day, and, for the
most part, kept up with the distances set, running as much as I could, but also taking walking
breaks. That is, until I hit fourteen miles…..

The increasing distances also coincided with much warmer days and the knowledge that Penny had
already completed an eighteen mile run - a real run, with no walking in sight. And she did hills!! I
don’t!
The wheels really came off at the beginning of August, when I ran the London Landmarks Half
Marathon - a fantastic Half that I’ve done several times before and loved. Although it was a bit
different due to Covid restrictions, the race was still great, made better by staying with my oldest
friend, Noo, who now lives in London, in a wonderful house with lashings of champagne the night
before. David and Georgina were there at the finish to see me achieve a PB and a celebratory lunch
with Noo and her sister Caroline and families before we drove home was the icing on the cake.
However, as a ‘half’ has always been my aim in the past, I treated myself to a break from the
treadmill and the lanes and trails for a week, then another, and another, and before I knew it,
September had arrived, and with it, just four weeks until race day! I was done for - much less fitter
than I had been, with my longest “run” still at only fourteen miles.
How could I tell Penny I wasn’t up to it? I knew she’d wanted to run it with me, but there was
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absolutely no way I could go at her
pace for a mile, let alone 26.2 of
them! However, divine intervention
was at hand! Penny admitted to me
that following her eighteen mile run,
she’d fallen out of love with running
and was quite happy to walk it!
Surely we could walk twenty-six
miles in twenty-four hours?

The birth of Jesus, which we celebrate at
Christmas is, after the celebration of Easter, the
second most important feast of the Church’s
year. We give thanks for that moment in history
when God, our creator, joined his nature to ours
in an inseparable and permanent way. Christmas
is all about the fact that if one human being is
God, the Word of God in fact, then humanity is
changed and all our hopes for fulfilment and
happiness are to be found in our relationship
with God in Christ. The birth of Jesus, the
‘incarnation’, lifts the business of being human
to another level in that it means that we are
created to become divine. It means that our
troubles and difficulties are now in the hand of
God who is best placed to deal with them. Our
celebration of Christmas must move us to
deeper trust in God’s love.
All this is why the Church dedicates twelve days
to Christmastide which ends on the 6th January
which is the Solemnity of the Epiphany and the
highpoint of our Christmas celebration. It is the
day when we proclaim to the world and all
human beings that Jesus is our hope and our
means to life to the full: a message that every
human being is desperate to hear, even if they
are unaware of it.
Happy Christmastide to all and a Happy New
Year.

Reading Recommendations
Christian Cameron is a Canadian author of
historical fiction. I have enjoyed his ‘Long War’
series written about the wars between the
Greeks and Persians as well as some others. He
is quite prolific and also gets involved with reenactments and experimental archaeology.

So, with a new zest, I spent the next
few weeks planning a route through
the Forest - from Woodfalls to
Telegraph Hill, then down to
Eyeworth Pond and Fritham, across
to Holly Hatch Cottage and on to
Milkham Inclosure to do the
Milkham “loop”, then back to Holly
Hatch via Cadnam’s Pool, up to
Telegraph and back to Penny’s at
Woodfalls. 26.2 miles, carefully
measured whilst walking my faithful
lab, Olly.
And then the day dawned.
We’d agreed to start at 6.30am so
we’d finish in daylight, and our back
up crew were supplied with maps and
timings to make sure we were fed and
watered. After a coffee and a
spoonful of peanut butter, we were
waved off, and we began! Penny
insisted we go at my speed, and I was
very happy to run the first few miles,
watching the dawn break and
marvelling at the beauty of this
countryside that I’m so lucky to call
home. We then agreed to run down
the hills, walk up them, and run as much of the flat bits that I was happy with. And do you know? It
worked! In fact, so much so, that we arrived at our designated spots way before our estimates and
our support crews had to keep phoning to see where we were!
The weather was great and we spent the whole time marvelling at being able to spend time in our
beautiful New Forest. We passed 14 miles, then 15, 16, 17, and at 18, Penny said “We can finish this
in under 7 hours if we crack on!” So crack on we did, finishing as the weather broke, and running
the last couple of miles in the rain. And our time? Just under six hours fifty minutes - a time I’d
have been happy with had I set out to run the whole way!
And the best bit? David had put a bottle of champagne in the fridge to celebrate, so I spent the
afternoon relaxing and drinking champagne. My first ever marathon was certainly worth it!
(Alix Downing.)

Hogmanay
The most recent one I have read is
‘Hawkswood’s Sword’, set in Italy, France and
Spain in the years after Crecy and Poitiers when

On the last day of the year, or Hogmanay as it was called, it was customary in the highlands of
Scotland for a man to dress himself up in a cow’s hide and, thus attired, go from house to house
attended by young fellows, each of them armed with a staff to which a bit of raw meat was tied.
Round every house the hide-clad man used to run thrice deiseal, that is according to the course of the
sun so as to keep the house on his right hand while the others pursued him beating the hide with their
staves and thereby making a loud noise like the beating of a drum. In this disorderly procession they
also struck the walls of the house.

PAGE 2

FORTY DAYS AND FORTY NIGHTS

Edward lll was failing and his son the Black
Prince dies. The (rather convoluted!) plot
follows the adventures of a routier, Sir William
Gold, as he battles his way across a chaotic
continent of shifting alliances in the process of
returning to Italy serve under his Captain Sir
John Hawkwood. On the way, Gold loses the
love of his life to the plague and discovers a plot
which had led to the murder of Lionel Duke of
Clarence.
Cameron succeeds in evoking the spirit of the
age and the instability of a Europe where the
forces of Princes, bankers and the Pope vie for
power and dominance.
It’s a good read, but I suspect of greater interest
to ‘blokes’!

On being admitted, one of the party standing within the threshold, pronounced a blessing on the
family in these words “May God bless the house and all that belongs to it, cattle, stones and timber!
In plenty of meat, of bed and body clothes and health of men may it everv abound!” Then each of
the party singed in the fire a little bit of the hide which was tied to his staff, and having done so
applied the singed hide to the nose of every person and every domestic animal belonging to the
house. This was imagined to secure them from disease and other misfortunes, particularly from
witchcraft, throughout the ensuing year.
This was observed in the Hebrides, including St Kilda, down to the second half of the eighteenth
century at least and seems to have survived well into the nineteenth century.
(Extract from “The Golden Bough”, Sir James Frazer, 1890 – fascinating book!
I believe Fr Paul is keen to revive this fascinating custom in Fordingbridge and Ringwood for New
Year 2023. If interested, please email him with your details and availability! (Ed))

Christmas is a Sticky Bun
Voyage of the Sparrowhawk by Natasha
Farrant

This story features all the best ingredients in
children’s fiction - orphans, cruel guardians,
orphanages, repressive boarding schools and,
most importantly, runaway children. Lottie and
Ben escape their difficulties by setting out to
travel to France on a narrow boat, in search of
Ben’s brother, ‘missing presumed dead’ after
the First World War, and Lottie’s beloved
grandmother, from whom Lottie has not heard
for many months. The journey to France is
perilous, and, though some adults are helpful,
many are not, and they are pursued by some
annoying grown-ups bent on getting them home
and back into their orphanages. I will not reveal
what happens when they get to France, because,
of course, get to France they do.

‘……..regrets to announce that owing to thick fog over Dusseldorf we shall be landing at Cologne
Airport. Persons waiting to meet passengers on this flight will be informed….;

Not a good start to my three-day visit
to Germany ….. perhaps my mother
had been right. I pushed the idea
away.
I needed to inspect the
possible married quarters before
taking up residence with my delicate
baby daughter and the chance to
spend Christmas Day with my
husband was too good to miss. The
plane banked steeply. My stomach
was left somewhere above the clouds
and I tried not to remember my
Mother’s parting words, ‘you
wouldn’t catch me flying with only a
plank between me and the air!’ The shudder of wheels on tarmac was a great relief and I followed
the others into the airport building pretending that my knees were not trembling.
The Customs Officer regarded my innocent home-made mince-pie severely.

The story is gripping, the children are quirky
and likeable, the prose fast moving and
unsentimental. It is recommended by children
and children’s critics alike - a good oldfashioned adventure story. I am engrossed in the
copy I bought for my 9-year-old grandson for
Christmas, and trying not to spill coffee on it.

‘What is this?’
‘A mince pie.’
‘What is inside?’
‘Mincemeat’

(Chris Basham and Penny Sharp)

Outside the freezing cold had intensified, making it almost painful to breathe. Those of us who
needed transport boarded the airport bus and waited and waited. Finally, one passenger went back
into the building and returned with an official. ‘I am sorry’ he said ‘the driver refuses to drive the
bus to Dusseldorf.’

A derogatory thumb prized the pastry away from the place. He peered closely at the filling and
returned the plate to the counter. I made a mental note not to eat any of it.
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Poetry Please!

By this time I was regretting that I had refused the in-flight meal. It seemed a very long time since I
had consumed a sticky bun in London.
‘Perhaps you would leave the bus and continue your journey tomorrow?’

Here’s something seasonal that I like!
Wind
This house has been far out at sea all night,
The woods crashing through darkness, the
booming hills,
Winds stampeding the fields under the window
Floundering black astride and blinding wet
Till day rose; then under an orange sky
The hills had new places, and wind wielded
Blade-light, luminous black and emerald,
Flexing like the lens of a mad eye.
At noon I scaled along the house-side as far as
The coal-house door. Once I looked up Through the brunt wind that dented the balls of
my eyes
The tent of the hills drummed and strained its
guyrope,
The fields quivering, the skyline a grimace,
At any second to bang and vanish with a flap;
The wind flung a magpie away and a blackBack gull bent like an iron bar slowly. The
house
Rang like some fine green goblet in the note
That any second would shatter it. Now deep
In chairs, in front of the great fire, we grip
Our hearts and cannot entertain book, thought,
Or each other. We watch the fire blazing,
And feel the roots of the house move, but sit on,
Seeing the window tremble to come in,
Hearing the stones cry out under the horizons.
Ted Hughes
Ted Hughes was very big in the 1970s and we
remember his sad relationship with Sylvia Plath
whom I also admire. I think the ‘other’ in this
poem is she, but I’m not sure.
What a wonderful evocation of wind! I love the
images, and the physicality; the alliteration and
onomatopoeia reminds me of Old English. Can’t
you just see the wind ‘fling’ a magpie away and
imagine a “Black Back gull” bend “like an iron
bar, slowly”?
Now I’ve mentioned Sylvia, here is a puzzle
from her. Can you solve it?
Metaphors
I'm a riddle in nine syllables,
An elephant, a ponderous house,
A melon strolling on two tendrils
O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers!

‘Like hell we will’ and an enraged man strode forward switched on the ignition and sat on the horn.
People scurried towards the bus and finally the disgruntled driver took us on the last lap.
An anxious knot of people claimed their visitors as we alighted. Soon everyone had gone except me.
I made my way to the information desk. ‘I regret there is no message for you’ the clerk clearly
regarded me as a great nuisance. ‘This office will close in thirty minutes, and then you must leave.’
‘I cannot leave until I am collected.’
By now I was seriously hungry but there was no prospect of buying anything. All around people
were wishing each other ‘Frohliche Weihnachten’ and going home.
‘We are now closing, you must leave.’ Cold eyes surveyed me.
‘I must wait here. My husband will not know where to find me.’
‘I would remind you that it is December 24th. She closed her folder and slapped it firmly on the
shelf.’
‘Yes it is! December nineteen FIFTY four, not forty four.’ ‘If you will not leave, I will send for the
police.’
‘Please do.’
They arrived, all four of them in their unfamiliar green uniforms, their green Volkswagen looked too
small to contain their bulk. I made sure that they could see the rank of colonel stamped on my
leather suitcase, knowing the inordinate respect the average German places on rank and title. It had
the desired effect. After all they were not to know that it belonged to my late father-in-law.
‘We must respectfully ask you to accompany us and leave this building’
‘I am travelling on a military passport.’
Impasse!
I was quite glad when the military police came to pick me up. I could have hugged them for the
relief of hearing their Geordie voices. ‘If you come with us to the nick, petal, we’ll soon find out
what’s happened.’
It took them only minutes to discover that there had been a message for me that the airport staff had
forgotten about! My husband had been involved in an accident, no other details. I spend the rest of
the night in a nearly Guest House in great anxiety.
Next day I was invited to join the men for the Christmas lunch, but I was too worried and waited by
the telephone in the Guard House. One of the guards brought me a sticky bun and a wonderful pint
mug of tea.
Late afternoon my vigil ended. My husband arrived very worried and desperately tired. The airport
staff had told him that I had left but neglected to say with whom or for which destination. In the
meantime, he had travelled from Osnabruck to Dusseldorf three times! The ‘accident’ had only been
an overheated radiator caused by an over-zealous garage hand who had fastened the muffler when he
stopped for petrol. The message he had left at the desk for me had been quite simple, had I received
it I should have joined him on Christmas Eve.
On Boxing Day, as the plane took off for London from Dusseldorf, there was another message from
the captain. ‘We regret that due to unforeseen circumstances, we are unable to serve the usual inflight meal…….’
The stewardesses were charming and most apologetic and presented us all with a selection of
sandwiches and, you guessed it …….sticky buns.

This loaf's big with its yeasty rising.
Money's new-minted in this fat purse.
I'm a means, a stage, a cow in calf.
I've eaten a bag of green apples,
Boarded the train there's no getting off.
Please write in! And please, please, supply me
with some of your favourite poems and say why
you like them. No need for big Lit Crit!

(Margaret Fraser)

PAGE 4

FORTY DAYS AND FORTY NIGHTS

Gardeners’ Corner

Fabulous Forest!

New Year Thoughts

My friend Carol from Baltimore sent me this
recipe which is simple and versatile, but also
celebratory. You can be quite creative with the
filling. I have just made it this year as my
Christmas cake, and used dried cranberries and
nuts in the centre.

Well, here we are again, the start of another
year… still with significant concerns about
COVID 19 and the Omicron variant… which
means time in the garden, and contact with
nature, is more than ever important to many of
us.
So, what’s been happening recently in my
garden? My new pergola was constructed just
before Christmas and I have some climbing
roses heeled in ready to plant out when the
weather improves a bit. The colour scheme for
the new border around the pergola includes a lot
of purples and oranges…. so, I have chosen
some yellow, and very scented, roses to climb
up the pergola. One in particular is Wollerton
Old Hall a David Austin rose, bred 10 years ago
and named after a very beautiful Shropshire
garden, one to visit when you can. It’s one of
the most fragrant of the David Austin roses,
described as a strong myrrh fragrance with
intense hints of citrus. Really beautiful.
Something to look forward to for next summer.
My lovely black Labrador Hardy, who some of
you met on the parish walks, sadly died in
November at the grand old age of nearly 14, so I
have planted a flowering dogwood (very
appropriate!) as a multi stemmed specimen tree
next to the pergola, to remember him by. Should
all look very good this summer … and in years
to come.
In the meantime, the bunnies are still very
interested in the new lavenders and in some of
the herbaceous perennials… however the new
gates are keeping the deer out. So, some
progress on the critter battles.
Gardening is a real mix of planning, and work,
now…. in the hope…. if not expectation…. of
future enjoyment. Much like life

Cookery Corner

In the Bleak Mid-Winter …….
Yes, I know there is no snow or frost, just rain at
present but the Forest does look bleak. There is
still grass, moss and lichens for the ponies and
other wild life but the ponies seem to favour
having a meal of gorse. (Funny stuff, gorse –
flowers all the year round! Ed)

8oz butter
8oz or less of sugar
2 eggs
1 small tub soured cream
8oz self raising flour
Pinch salt.

The holly trees are no longer shiny with red
berries.
The ones below bear the scars of commercial
‘hacking’. This is a commercial operation where
the harvested holly is sold in the market. Look
how the trees have been stripped and the
discarded branches left to rot (and trip unwary
walkers) on the forest floor. Nobody should
mind an individual cutting a few sprigs for their
own homes at Christmas , but…….

Happy New Year to you all.

For filling:
1 cup chopped nuts mixed with half cup brown
sugar and 1 tsp. cinnamon. You could also use
raspberry jam or anything really. Chocolate
chips? Mincemeat?
Beat butter with sugar and add beaten eggs and
sed cream. Fold in flour. The mixture will be
somewhat stiff.
Spread half mixture in deepish greased and lined
cake tin. Sprinkle in filling and spread second
half on top. Bake at 350 fo 50 to 60 minutes or
however long that sort of cake takes in your
oven. Would look nice in a ring cake tin, but
would need reduced cooking tIme.
(Penny Sharp)
(Please try it out and let us know how it goes –
known as ‘feedback!’. Ed)

New Year Blues
Two Tragic Tales for New Year.

(Sheila Wade)

Thinking of the garden - in a few weeks it will
be time to start planting a few seeds under
cover. When we had a big garden in St Leonards
the first seeds I planted in a propagator early in
January were onion but they are not worth the
space for me here. The first seeds I’ll plant here

It always amazes me that ponies feast on such
unpalatable fare. Just walk around and look at
the shapes of the holly and gorse that they have
browsed into distinctive pyramid shapes. They
also seem to prefer certain bushes of the same
species.
No grass for some months now although some
commoners distribute hay, especially if it snows.
I remember in the hard winter of 1962/3 bales
were delivered by air!
Down in the valleys it is very wet. I snitched my
mistletoe this year from Dead Man’s Bottom

On New Year's Eve, Daniel was in no shape to
drive, so he sensibly left his van in the car park
and walked home. As he was wobbling along,
he was stopped by a policeman. 'What are you
doing out here at four o'clock in the morning?'
asked the police officer. 'I'm on my way to a
lecture,' answered Roger. 'And who on earth, in
their right mind, is going to give a lecture at this
time on New Year's Eve?' enquired the constable
sarcastically. 'My wife,' slurred Daniel grimly.
**********
As in many homes on New Year's Day, Janet
and Nigel, a happily married couple, faced the
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will be tomato. About the middle of January I’ll
plant a few tomato seeds such as Balcony Red.
These did very well last year both outside and in
the conservatory. They were the first to produce

(What a name!) where I was finally forced into
wellie boots for the operation. The best walks
now are on the higher ground off Hampton
Ridge, Ashley Walk and at Mockbeggar.

ripe fruit and I picked my last tomato at the end
of October.

(Barbara Geatrell and Ed)

Other seeds I’ll plant in propagators in January
include geranium, cauliflower and a tumbling
tomato for an early hanging basket. It is good to
see the early start of new life and the promise of
new harvests.

The broad bean seeds I planted outside
germinated quickly and are now about 15cm
tall. I would rather have squat sturdy plants at
this stage so will plant some more broad bean
seeds.
(Barbara Geatrell)

End Bits
Well, that’s it for 2021! It hasn’t been the best
of years with the plague, the lockdowns and the
rules and regulations. I can’t remember a time
when everybody has seemed so tetchy and bad
tempered! At least we have had a Christmas this
year but who knows what the future holds?
This is the twenty third edition of Forty Days
which I started to provide a little diversion in the
first lockdown which I thought might last a
month until it all blew over. Little did we know!
Last New Year’s Eve I walked down to the river
to photograph the watery sunset at the end of the
year and put it at the end of the edition. This
year there is no sign of the sun, so I don’t think
I’ll bother.

annual conflict of which was more important:
the football match on television, or the lunch
itself. Hoping to keep the peace Nigel ate lunch
with the rest of the family, and even lingered for
some pleasant after-lunch chat before retiring to
the lounge to turn on the television.
Some minutes later, Janet looked in to see how
he was and graciously even bought a cold beer
for Nigel. She smiled, kissed him on the cheek
and asked what the score was. Nigel told her it
was half time and that the score was still 0-0.
'See?' Janet said happily, 'You didn't miss a
thing.'
(Internet, unattributed.)

We Started, So We’ll Finish!

Thank you for all your contributions. Please
keep them coming and it would be wonderful if
some others might feel moved to write next year
as well as the Old Faithfuls (None of whom are
old, of course!)
Deadline for copy next and subsequent issues
reverts in January to 25th of the month by order
of The Management!
Happy New Year!
Chris

T
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