
               1                                  WITHIN REACH ï February/March 2012 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Title Author Page 

Amenity Fund  19 

Articles   

 24 Acres Update David Thomas 12 

 Our Advertisers David Parr 25 

 
Albania: Some 
Impressions 

Charles Moseley 4 

 
Carol Singing and 
Marieôs Curry Night 

 9 

 Meeting Bill Estall 
Claire Halpin-
McDonald 

21 

 Our Tea Party Bill Estall 3 

 Pony Fun! Lesley Boyle 14 

 RaSP News Hugh de Lacy 23 

 
Reach Rainbow 
Crafts Circle 

Zenida McDonald 10 

 Scottôs Epic Journey  7 

 The Bandersnatch Archie Fordham 27 

 Wine Tasting Jo Riches 8 

Bus Timetable  42 

Contact Information  44 

Church   

 CentrePeace Pat Chalmers 40 

 Church Services  41 

 From the Vicarage Eleanor Williams 39 

Cookery (Ritaôs Recipe) Rita Dunnett 30 

Crossword Zenida McDonald 29 

Days Gone By David Parr 24 

Diary Dates  43 

Editorial 
Claire Halpin-
McDonald 

2 

Kids Page Susie Tucker 28 

Little Windmills Susan Bluck 26 

Mothersô Union Zenida McDonald 19 

Parish Council   

 
Know Your Parish 
Council 

 20 

 
Parish Council 
Meeting Draft 
Minutes 

 36 

Plants and Planting   

 
A Bit of Cold Weather 
at Last 

Janet Hall 16 

Rossôs Reflections Ross Clark 20 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Title Author Page 

Sport and Recreation   

 Football  Report Ross Clark 31 

 Sports News Juliet Vickery 32 

Swaffham Prior 
Primary School 

Hannah Curtis 27 

News from Wicken 
Fen and Anglesey 
Abbey 

Howard Cooper 17 

Wildlife   

 Observations Joss Goodchild 11 

 

Spring has Sprung, 
the Grass has 
Ris'ébut it's only 
January 

Alison Lewis 11 

Womenôs Institute Zenida McDonald  19 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

Contents 
 

 

 

The VILLAGE CENTRE 100 CLUB 
for 2012 begins in March 

 

Please re-new your membership 
or now is a good time to join to help raise 

money to run the Village Centre 
 

Tickets are just £10 for a full year. 
 

We have eight draws of £20 on the 
third Wednesday of the month and 

two draws of £50 in July and December. 
 

RECENT 100 CLUB WINNER 
 

December: David Harrison £50 
 

Please contact Joyce Harrison (742405) 
ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ ÄÒÁ× 

 

REACH RAINBOW CRAFTS CIRCLE 
 

Reach Village Centre 
Three meetings planned (see Page 10) 

 

Zenida McDonald 
01638 742029 
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From the Editor 
 

 
 
A big thank you to Hugh de 
Lacy for such a fun front 
cover.  Possible captions 
abound.  The weather is 
incredibly mild, as observed 
by Janet Hall in her plant 
section and Alison Lewis 
under Wildlife. 
 
In this issue we have a very evocative piece of 
writing by Charles Moseley about his travels in 
Albania.  Settle down and enjoy a good read.  Rita 
Dunnett is also inspired by her travels abroad and 
gives us a venison recipe from South Africa. 
 
The village enjoyed some new events.  Lesley Boyle 
organised a mini pony meet up just before New Year.  
Some beautiful ponies and their riders enjoyed a 
morning of games in Garethôs sheep field.  Marie 
Bambrickôs Curry Night was extremely popular with 
over 70 people attending.  The food was good, the 
table decorations exceptional and there was dancing!  
The Cambridge Archaeology Field Group organised 
a field walk of the 24Acres and the effort was 
rewarded with finds of struck and burnt flint indicative 
of a Neolithic site.   
 
Ross Clark has prepared a report on the New Yearôs 
Day football match.  In the Sports Section Ewan 
Cameron describes the ardour of running for 6 hours 
and 26 minutes and in a small way we can 
appreciate what athletes endure (we'd have to take 
part to really know).  Also under Sport we learn that 
Kasia Tabecki successfully auditioned for Suspects 
dance group, based in Ely and her achievements are 
impressive. 
 
Entry is now open for the Reach Fair 2012 
Programme Front Cover Competition (details page 
26).  The 100 Club starts in March so please re-new 
your membership or now is a good time to join (see 
page 1).  Zenida McDonald is organising a Craft 
Circle with three introductory meetings planned 
(details are on page 10).  Planning ahead - note that 
the village celebration of the Queenôs Diamond 
Jubilee will be on Monday 4

th
 June from 2.00pm to 

7.00pm.   
 
Read this magazine carefully and discover why 
Gwylim Davies may be going around with odd socks. 
 
Claire Halpin-McDonald 
01638 743330  claire.halpin@ascontracts.co.uk 
 
Front Cover Photo:  Football.  Who is that man?  
   Hugh de Lacy 
Cover Photos:  Hugh de Lacy and Alison Lewis 
 

 

Editorôs Notes 
 

 
The purpose of Within Reach is to serve the whole 
village by circulating information and interesting 
articles free to every household.  Additional copies 
are available at a charge of £2.50.  Issues are 
published bi-monthly which cover the dates of 
Dec/Jan, Feb/Mar, Apr/May, June/July, Aug/Sept and 
Oct/Nov.   
 
Copies of the Minutes of Parish Council meetings 
and of Out of Reach and Within Reach magazines 
can be found on the village website www.reach-
village.co.uk. 
 
The next copy date is 15

th
 March 2012.  This 

magazine is approved and printed by Reach Parish 
Council. 
 

 

Editorial Team 
 

 
Editor Claire Halpin-McDonald 

Production Claire Halpin-McDonald  

 David Parr 

Advertising/Treasurer David Parr 

Distribution Freda Lloyd, Grahame 
 Radford, Rita Dunnett, 
 Joyce Harrison 

Roving Reporter Jo Riches 

Roving Photographer Hugh de Lacy 
 
Allotments/24Acres David Thomas 

Bellringing Lesley Boyle 

Cookery Rita Dunnett 

Cricket Ross Clark 

Crossword Zenida McDonald 

Days Gone By David Parr 

Fen Chitchat Lesley Boyle 

Kidsô Page Susie Tucker 

Little Windmills Susan Bluck 

Mothersô Union Zenida McDonald 

Parish Council David Parr 

Plants Janet Hall 

Snakehall Farm Maz Baker 

Sport Juliet Vickery 

Swaffham Prior School Hannah Curtis 

Wicken Fen Howard Cooper 

Wildlife Joss Goodchild 

 Alison Lewis 

Womenôs Institute Zenida McDonald 
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Our Tea Party  
 

 
We all sat down on our village green to celebrate the 
 Royal Wedding Day 
When Prince William and Catherine Middleton got 
 married, in the right royal way 
The day was bright and sunny and everyone dressed 
 in their Sunday best 
Our Dennis had his big hat on; he looked good and 
 stood out from the rest 
With all the tables laden with food, sandwiches, cake 
 and home made buns 
But you could have a hot dog or a beef burger, if you 
 really wanted one 
With tea or coffee, soft drinks for the children and ice  
 cream from the fair 
And free rides for them on the amusements and so 
 much fun to be had everywhere 
This was a great chance to get together and chat 
 under the clear sky 
There was a china mug for the children and elderly 
 and spare mugs to buy 
Music playing in the background made the 
 afternoon go with a swing 
And to just celebrate the royal wedding with our 
 friends, this was a splendid thing 
Now I know that we would like to wish Prince William 
 and his  bride a long, happy life together 
And to always love each other as much as they do 
 today, for ever and ever 
Now we would like to thank all those who helped to 
 organize this special event 
All those who cooked the cakes, made the 
 sandwiches, set out tables and the time 
 spent 
To make this celebration tea a great success and an 
 afternoon to remember 
When we all sat down on our village green, to 
 celebrate the day of the royal wedding 
 together 
 
Bill Estall 2011 
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Monday 4th June  
2.00pm - 7.00pm   

 

The village will be celebrating the Jubilee 
on Monday 4th June 2012 on the Fair Green  

 

Food, drink and entertainment! 
 

Details from Jo Mules - 01638 743476 
 

 

 

REACH FAIR 2012 
 

The ÙÅÁÒȭÓ fair will be on 
Monday 7th May 

 

If you would like to help with the planning 
or give an hour or two on the day: 

 

Contact Jan Tabecki 742552 
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Albania: Some Impressions 
 

 
Arriving alone at strange 
airports at the dead of 
night is rather like being 
shipwrecked into a new 
existence.  You have no 
bearings.  Perhaps as I 
did you seize on the 
comforting familiarity of 
the black two-headed 
eagle of Byzantium on the 
badges worn by the 
police: something you 
know in a strange land.   
 
Once Byzantiumôs writ had run here among the 
ȷɚɓɎɜɞɑ and the countryôs name in Albanian, 
Shqipëria, óLand of the Eagleô, may refer to this well-
endowed bird.  But the immigration people were 
simply impassive, unglamorous as only they can be.  
No one was waiting.  I came out of the ultra-modern 
and beautiful Mother Teresa airport into a warm 
darkness pulsing with the busyness of cicadas in the 
surrounding palms and olives.  óWhat country friends 
is this?ô  óThis is Illyriaéô.  And so once upon a time it 
was. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The long drive across the central plain in the dark 
started on smooth tarmac.  It was punctuated at 
increasingly frequent intervals by half-built 
roundabouts, aggressive potholes and stretches of, 
in effect, cart track.  By day as I came along that road 
on my way back, it was no strange sight or surprise 
to slam on the brakes as a donkey cart turned across 
two lines of lorry traffic, or to see at the side of the 
road stalls under bamboo shades that sieved the 
sunlight, selling fruit and vegetables, or budgerigars 
for sale far from their ancestral Australia.  That first 
night the headlong headlights picked up those same 
stalls, now deserted and an extraordinary number of 
petrol stations, many with big yellow signs promising 

óKastratiô.  One could feel threatened: but no cause 
for the company is named after Giorgios Kastriotis, 
Scanderbeg, the national hero who for four long 
decades in the fourteenth century held the Turks at 
bay (he used the eagle on his seals).  The Albanians 
have always been an awkward lot to their would-be 
rulers: the beaches and inland every hillock, every 
coign of vantage are littered with domed concrete pill 
boxes, just big enough for one man and his gun, 
dating from times when Albania was beleaguered 
and had no friends except in China.  They were 
intended to make things difficult, for to attack would 
have been rather like trying to grasp an angry 
beehive.  The Albanians were a handful for the 
Venetians; they revolted against Byzantium a 
thousand years ago and they were testing for the 
Caesars before them.  But the Turks won in the end 
and many folk converted to Islam.  It is the usual 
story I suppose, most people who like Gallio care for 
none of these things, accept reluctantly or not cuius 
regio, eius religio.  The country now ï 30% Orthodox, 
10% Catholic and the rest in theory Moslem ï shows 
many signs of that long Turkish dominance, in 
vocabulary, food and customs.  Tall slim white 
minarets aspire to the sky.  Mosque and church in 
some villages nod to each other politely across the 
shared street.  In Pier church outfaces mosque, each 
flaunting new paint.  And relaxed Moslem villages 
can grow some lovely wine... 
 
The darkness paled in the west as the car began the 
climb over the coastal hills: the loom of the lights of 
Vlora, the venue of the conference I was to attend. 
The next morning I woke to the sounds of horns and 
motors which shall bringé well, not Sweeney 
anyway.  The fine new hotel, I had been told (and it 
was), overlooked University Square in one direction 
and the Adriatic, or more properly the gulf of Valona/ 
Ragusa, in the other.  My bare feet relished the cool 
of the marble as I padded across to open the 
shutters.  Across the square the well-mannered 
University building, now home to high thinking and 
serious scholarship, was once the CP HQ, devoted to 
different ideologies and other imperatives.  Below in 
front of me was a plinth, the marble paving round it 
parenthesised by weeds.  On it were two bronze feet, 
nothing more.  Ozymandias was hereé  Here stood 
for all time the statue of Hoxha, whom we Brits had 
helped to power through our support of his fierce 
partisan resistance to the occupying Germans.  They 
say ï the guidebooks ï that his shade like 
Montezumaôs exacts a terrible revenge on those who, 
full of sybaritic thoughts, pursue frivolity in this his 
land.  But I saw little sign of it.  The food was 
sumptuous and imaginative and with a supply of all 
sorts of fish straight from the sea and with the 
profusion of fresh vegetables and bracing local wine, 
how could it not be?     
 
The town is being rebuilt, wholesale and fast.  One 
common sign on plots of land by the road, by the 
sea, on buildings, says óShitestô.  There is no 
comparative to this superlative, it merely means óFor 
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Saleô.  Land speculation is in full swing.  A serious bid 
is in train to cash in on the tourist boom of a so far 
affluent EU ï to catch up with Durres, where once 
upon a time Diocletian decreed his stately pleasure 
dome.  One hopes they donôt having seen what has 
become of Dyrrachium.  A few two storey houses 
with pierced shutters and outside stair and vines 
lolling over trellises, remain in the centre.  They 
probably go back to King Zogôs time, if not earlier, but 
their days must be numbered as the rash of ten 
storey hotels breaks out alongside them.  The infant 
conservation movement lost a major battle when 
permission was given to build on the site of 
mediaeval Vlora.  Nobody could regret though, 
despite their historical interest, the passing of the 
slum blocks of flats jerry-built under communism - yet 
even there, where the unmade roads reach through 
the sighing pines to the shore, you can see where 
someone has occasionally tried to make a hovel 
Home and Beautiful.  The beach stretches for miles 
and to walk out of the surf, warm even to feet white 
from English shoes, into the edge of the trees is for a 
moment ï only a moment ï to imagine oneself  as 
heureux qui comme Ulysse a fait un beau voyage.   
But no Nausicaa was doing the washing and alas 
there was no longer Penelope weaving her own story 
at home.  Only a couple of lads on a smelly scooter 
came out of the trees and in the sand glinted broken 
glass and in the trees the plastic detritus of modernity 
(there were no plastic bottles when Odysseus was a 
lad ï might he have tried to send a message home 
from Calypsoôs isle?).  Yet turn round, look along the 
bright highway to the westering sun and there a boat 
is poised with two men standing fishing.  Sea, sunset 
and a picture as old as Time.  Odysseus knew this.  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In the town along the sea front platoons of toilets, 
Portaloos ï how very thoughtful!  English resorts do 
please copy.  These were decorated on the doors 
and sides with silhouettes of men with crossed legs 
and women with hands folded modestly over their 

crotch.  Nothing if not clear what they were for.  Palm 
trees with nuts and wide boles remind deliberately ï 
they are very deliberate trees - of Monte Carlo and 
the Promenade des Anglais.  An echo of a world 
away.  The smell of the sea is clear and sharp across 
the empty beach...  Inland the smells are different.   
Marlboro cigarettes, gas, oil and bitumen.  In cafes 
beneath the slow dappled shade of welcome 
eucalypts men sat at little tables with tall glasses of 
mountain water and little cups of thick coffee playing 
chess and backgammon.  No women.  Not here 
anyway but along by the hotels affluent Euroclones 
frolic in and out of the sea nakedly unabashed by the 
erstwhile customs of the country.  The old menôs 
eyes show something either offence or interest, or 
memory; perhaps all three.  The vast gap between 
what was so recently normal and what is and will be 
is everywhere apparent.  In the country alongside 
crones in black with white headscarves, teenage girls 
sell vegetables and fruit at the side of the road and 
herd sheep as their mothers did before them.  But the 
young wear the Europewide fashion of tight jeans 
bleached as if they had sat in something nasty.  How 
did they afford them with what they must earn?  The 
little house with its roof of terracotta tiles nestling in 
the cool trees of its garden by the sea is elbowed by 
the concrete cuckoo next to it.  Donkey carts, some 
with awnings, go by, the animalsô faces full of 
thoughtful care, their delicate feet raising little puffs of 
white dust.  On the wide promenade still being 
finished old Italian buses snort along, frustrating the 
new BMWs and Mercedes driven by the sort of men 
who drive new BMWs and Mercedes everywhere. 
But there are also lots of older beat-up Mercedes 
with the scars that show the unflinching machismo of 
their drivers in facing the traffic.  To be driven at 
110kmh  in a  Mercedes with a cracked windscreen 
on a two lane highway, overtaking slow overloaded 
lorries or those puttering three wheeler carts and 
what I call lawnmower carts, straight into the path of 
oncoming lorries is white knuckle stuff.  The driver 
had a badge on his dash which had been sent him 
from Lourdes.  I was glad.  We not only escaped 
disaster but also found the experience after a time 
even exhilarating, rather like the matador might feel 
as the bull charges and he turns lithely aside at the 
last moment.  On the seafront at Vlora was a rink for 
dodgems.  One wondered what possible attraction 
they could have when the real thing was so much 
faster.  Motor scooters some very old, going back to 
the fashionable young vehicles of the 1960s ï how I 
wanted one!  How I loved the wind in oneôs hair and 
dreamed of a girl (I had one in mind) who would 
grace the pillion - dart in and out of the traffic like 
foraging wasps.  The old ladies a-sidesaddle on the 
pillion no longer look like Audrey Hepburn in Roman 
Holiday.  Perhaps they did once; perhaps they still do 
inside.  But again perhaps they look just like their 
mothers did riding sidesaddle on the backs of 
depressed donkeys, whitescarved, their old feet in 
wrinkled black stockings ï as one still sees them high 
in the hills.  
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And we went up into the hills.  You cross the thin 
coastal plain with its long unfenced plots of land, its 
plane trees and the sea wind in bamboos in the 
ditches and you begin the climb up to the pass in a 
series of unceasing, determined hairpins.  We were 
being taken to the Beauty Spot, the View Point, of 
Llogara Pass.  The brilliant light dulled as we got 
higher and all of a sudden a hill fog, welcomely 
clammy as any Lake District offering after the heat of 
the plain, rolled up the hill and enveloped us and the 
air was suddenly silenced.  A brief lifting allowed a 
glimpse under the skirt of the cloud to the turquoise 
sea and the curving strand ï no that word is not too 
precious - far far below.  And then the fog rolled in 
again and the pines sighed and began to drip small 
beads of moisture.  The temperature was perfect. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
There is one special tree one has to see.  The Flag 
Pine at Llogara pass is graced with one of those 
brown signs known all over Europe to signify the 
touristôs duty of wonder, telling you to look at it.  It is 
interesting enough, its shape sculpted by the winds 
of years.  But the Bosnian pines and their ecology 
are interesting enough without such rarities and 
these woods hold a few shy bears, wild boar and a 
good population of eagles and griffin vultures.  In the 
sun-dried open patches bees bustle among the late 
flowers and lizards lounge.  Below the woods 
innumerable terraces neglected - and when were 
they ever not? - clamber dizzily high up the steep 
limestone hills, reminding of the labours of men for 
thousands of years in this place.  Still these are 
where the grapes and the olives and the crops grow, 
and the odd horse grazes, while a belled brown cow 
forages in the dry fields of late summer, or ambles 
past the scarecrows set to deter blackbirds from the 
ripe fruit (there are no pigs here, for this is the 
Moslem part of Albania).   

Apricots, figs, melons at their best and stooked millet 
in the fields make a pattern as old as the settlement 
of Man as a farmer. Children herd indignant turkeys 
with long bamboos. Long-nosed sheep driven without 
sheepdogs superciliously flock by.  In the distance a 
lime kiln smokes exactly of the pattern that lies 
derelict in the north country I still call home.  It is 
fuelled by wood of olives and the pines from high on 
the vertiginous slopes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Itôs a strange and attractive place.  I think I shall go 
back if they ask me.  I am reminded of Crete as it 
was in the early ó60s of Catalonia a decade before 
that.  The old ways have not yet gone, the new are 
not yet homogenising everything into Eurocynicism. 
There is still enough there to remind you that making 
a living need not mean having to make a profit.  One 
hopes that terrible conceptual shift may not take 
place, as it has everywhere else, but one fears it will. 
Is humanity happier? 
 
Just above the terrace in Dukat below Llogara, where 
we were eating fresh young lamb and chips and 
polenta washed down with wine from up the hill (yet 
again), someone had stretched a cloth banner across 
the village street congratulating everyone on the end 
of Ramadan.  We celebrated with them and for them. 
With pleasure.  The conversation was good.  A group 
who had come from four continents, twenty countries, 
and four religions (and some few from none) found a 
moment out of time when just being was enough.  
 
And then the transport came to take us down the hill 
to jobs and status and competition.  We promised, as 
one does, to meet again.  We meant it - and probably 
wonôt.                

 
Charles Moseley 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Flag Pine at Llogara pass 
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Scottôs Epic Journey 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

Captain Scott's expedition to the South Pole.  Back, Capt Lawrence (Titus) Oates, Capt Robert Falcon 
Scott, PO Edgar Evans.  Front, Lt Henry (Birdie) Bowers, Dr Edward Adrian Wilson 

A dinner was given by Corpus Christi College, following a special symposium in Cambridge marking the 100
th
 

anniversary of Scottôs expedition to the South Pole.  Prince Philip, the Duke of Edinburgh, was accompanied 
by Prince Albert of Monaco who has a deep personal interest in Antarctica.  Dafila Scott (above) from Reach, 
the explorerôs granddaughter, also attended the symposium and dinner.  Prince Albert hailed Scott as one of 
the `great pioneers of exploration.  Still today his legend resonates with us in an exceptional way because it 
was such an epic journey in a corner of the world that was very little knownô.   
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Wine Tasting 
 

 
Once again the wine 
tasting event proved not 
to disappoint.  The 
evening commenced 
with two delightful 
sparkling wines, a 
Lindauer Brut NV, a light 
and easy to drink glass, 
ideal for an aperitif 
followed by the Cloudy 
Bay Pelorus 2006.   
 
The latter is a more complex and richer glass, 
perhaps more suited to accompany a meal, but 
equally quaffable! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Then came the ómysteryô white wine, very pale in 
colour, pungent on the nose and quite different to 
anything weôd tasted before at any of these events.  
Chateau Fossechamp 2011, brewed and bottled at 
the Ditchfield Winery by none other than our very 
own Grahame Radford with grapes from the flats of a 
neighbouring villager! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Moving on to reds, a good selection of Beaujolais 
and Riojas followed to accompany the delicious 
platter of bread and cheeses, not forgetting the 
aromatic quince paste.  Then the penultimate bottle, 
a sweet dessert wine Chateau Jolys 2008 Jurancon, 
which would partner well with Christmas pud or a 
mince pie or two.  Although too sweet for my liking, 
the pineapple colour was nectar to the eyes! 
 
Hugh definitely saved the best till last.  A glass 
of  Warre Vintage Port 1977, what can I say?  A rich 
prune and plumy port, claret in colour with a 
deliciously rich aroma.  Everyone enjoyed this tipple 
and at £95 a bottle, a real treat to the beholder. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
With many thanks to Hugh and Marie for such an 
enjoyable evening.  Hughôs wine knowledge never 
fails to amaze and Marieôs pouring skills are 
excellent, not to mention her witty conversation.  We 
all very much look forward to the next tasting! 
 
Jo Riches 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Hugh de Lacy with Marie Bambrick in support 

 

They all look very professional - no one is gulping 

 

 

Can Marie Bambrick persuade David Parr to try some 
wine?  (is the Pope a Catholic?) 

 

The Carol Singing evening raised £60 
and this sum was donated to East 
Anglian Childrenôs Hospice (E.A.C.H.) 
which is one of Kate Middletonôs chosen 

charities. 
 

The Curry Night made over £400 and 
this sum will be donated to Amnesty 

International. 
 

Thank you for supporting these 
events 
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Carol Singing and Marieôs Curry Night 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

Raffle delights! 

 

Jan Tabecki chatting with Andrew Towers 

 

 

The Dunnett family (left) and the Reeds look stumped 

 

 

From left: Hilary Fielding on piano, Lily Steed, Alice 
Trump, Benjamin Shackleton and Imogen Trump 

 

 

Hugh de Lacy serves the Lingleys at the Curry Night 

 

 

Joss Goodchild wins the bag - Martin is impressed! 

 


