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Thanks to Nick Miller 

for the Masthead 

Let’s welcome Remi Ryan Bearman to 
Wormingford! Remi was born in Colchester 
general hospital on 24th September 2025, 
weighing 10lbs 7oz, to proud parents 
Marianne Sats and Rael Bearman.  Mum and 
Dad moved to the village in November last 
year. Everyone will wish them a wonderful  
first Christmas with little Remi. 

Why not share your photos of life in the 
Village! Just email the editor! 

A Merry Christmas and a 

Happy New Year to 

all of our readers  
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  My Hero... By Gill Byrne 

I admire Beethoven because despite enduring great suffering 

throughout his life, he was able to  uncover profound riches. 

In my view he is a towering figure because he was able to 

reach past and into his own suffering and to give everyone 

wonderful music. Let me say that I am not drawn to all of 

Beethoven’s music; some of it I find bombastic and 

unlistenable. But some is sublime. He was an innovator and 

an original – no one wrote music like he did and he changed 

how it is written forever. He is able to communicate the 

depths, complexities, joys and difficulties of being human. If 

you find the right piece, Beethoven is able to touch you where 

you stand and express how it feels in that moment to be 

angry, dejected, despondent, joyful…and so on.  

Beethoven faced many challenges due to poor mental, 

physical and emotional health. He seems to have been 

socially inept and he certainly alienated people at times, 

including those he most cared about. Although it may not be appropriate to ‘back diagnose’, some have suggested 

that Beethoven may have had a personality disorder, or that he may have been neurodiverse. Such speculation  can 

never be verifiable but it may give insight into how hard life might have been for him. It is recognised that he was 

alcohol addicted and that this caused his death by cirrhosis. His mother died when he was a child and he was badly 

treated, even abused by his father, who was also alcohol addicted. After his father died, Beethoven wanted to act as 

the family protector, but unfortunately only succeeded in alienating his siblings, especially after taking a strong 

dislike to his brother’s wife. He tried to help his young nephew, Karl, but his ministrations were extreme and 

intrusive and led to great harm for Karl. When he started to lose his hearing as a young man, Beethoven could not 

believe what was happening to him and sought help from many physicians, all of whom let him down. His gradually 

developing deafness isolated him socially – he became unable to conduct his own work, have a conversation or even 

hear when an audience was clapping. To make matters more painful, he fell in love with a succession of women who 

rejected him. Beethoven was pushed to the edge of despair by his loneliness, isolation and deafness. 

Aged 31, Beethoven almost cracked and was certainly on the edge of despair. In the village of Heiligenstadt, he wrote 

a heartbreaking letter to his brothers describing his pain, which he kept unsent for the rest of his life. It may have 

been some kind of turning point for him.  “O ye men who think or say that I am malevolent, stubborn or 

misanthropic, how greatly do ye wrong me” He writes that he has always been good natured and generous, but that 

the devastation brought about by his health troubles has soured him. He goes on to say “It was impossible for me to 

say to men speak louder, shout, for I am deaf.” Beethoven felt that he couldn’t tell people he was deaf as they would 

not take him seriously any longer as a musician and composer and he would lose his livelihood and reputation. In the 

document, Beethoven talks about how he has been considering ending his life, but that he has not done so despite 

not being able to feel any joy in his heart. He makes a crucial decision to live because he has a sense of obligation to 

his talent and his love of music keeps him alive. “Ah it seemed impossible to leave the world until I had produced all 

that I felt called upon me to produce, and so I endured this wretched existence”  

So, I see Beethoven as a very brave man who had to continue being brave until the very end of his life with very little 

consolation or support. He never stopped pleading for understanding from the world around him.  

There’s nothing we can do for Beethoven now, besides keeping his music in our lives. But perhaps we can honour his 

fighting spirit by honouring and supporting others struggling with mental or physical health issues themselves. 



 

  Wormingford Parish Council (WPC) Report 

Speedwatch update…Janine Aldis 

If you've ever driven past the Speed Indicator Device  (SID) at the end of the month, and seen our Pete Byrne faffing 

with leads and an ipad, chances are he's busy downloading the data for the month from the SID, into a big file.  He 

then sends it me, resident excel geek and all round nosy moaner, to analyse the data and report the findings to any-

one that will listen. Firstly I write a summary for the monthly Parish Council meetings.  It helps the PC to understand 

if the SID is having an impact, and consider whether another device on the eastern side of the village would be bene-

ficial. From the data we have analysed since the SID was installed in the summer, over 90% of cars reduce their 

speed when they see the SID. Many of these cars are already compliant with the speed limit, but go on to reduce fur-

ther, which shows that the presence of the device is having a positive impact on driver behaviour.  

Secondly, I send the data summary to the Speedwatch co-ordinator, who discusses my report with Essex Police.  I am 

pushing the police to increase their visibility in the village, especially in light of the data, showing some cars are ex-

ceeding 60mph through the village in the middle of the day. 

Thirdly, we use the data to decide when to run our Speed Watch patrols.  It isn't just morning rush hour that has the 

worst offenders - the highest concentration of offenders is usually 4-6pm.  Currently we have a dwindling Speed 

Watch team, and if we are to successfully target more of the problem times, we need more help.  If you have an hour 

to spare, just once a week, you could make an enormous impact.   

I am a mum of a Year 7 boy, and it gives me dreadful anxiety knowing twice a day he is walking the length of the vil-

lage, and crossing the road, with some cars travelling twice the legal limit past him.  We must take more action to 

keep our children, and our whole community safe, and with the weather taking a turn, conditions will be far more 

hazardous.  

The latest data from the SID, revealed some rather depressing statistics.   38,971 vehicles travelled through Worm-

ingford in October.  55% of these vehicles were travelling over the speed limit, with over 2,300 of them travelling 

over 40mph, which is nearly 75 cars a day, going far too fast, past our children making their way to and from the bus 

stop.  

The highest recorded speed during October, was 69mph, during the middle of the day.  If you find that shocking, 

you'll be horrified to hear that during September, the highest recorded speed was 82mph, also in the middle of the 

day.  I am sure you will agree that we need urgent change in Wormingford to keep us safe. 

This report summarises the meetings of the Wormingford Parish Council held 
on 16th October and 20th November 2025. 

The consultation period for Planning Application 251634 Fordham Eco Park 
has attracted a great many objections. The planning consultation period has 
been extended until 31st December to enable some of the points raised to be 
addressed. Much of the November meeting was spent discussing the constant 
stream of planning applications arising from local businesses; WPC's response 
to these applications can be found in the minutes and on both Colchester City 
Council's and Essex County Council's Planning Portals. 

The Speed Watch team have reported the results for October which are summarised below. The Speed Watch Team 
are also conducting several watches per week and details of speeding motorists are being forwarded to the police. 
More volunteers are urgently required to enable our efforts to continue. Sessions are normally 30 minutes and 
training and safety clothing is provided. 

We are still short of one councillor and if there is anyone interested in filling this vacancy they should contact the 
clerk using the email address below.  

There will be no meeting held in December so we would like to take this opportunity of wishing everyone a Merry 
Christmas and Happy New Year. 

Next Meeting 
The next meeting of the Parish Council will take place on Thursday, 15th January 2026 at Wormingford 
Village Hall, commencing at 7:00 pm.  

Contact Information 
Members of the public are encouraged to share their views or comments by contacting the Parish Clerk: 
clerk@wormingford-pc.gov.uk  For further information, draft minutes, and past editions of The Worm, please 
visit: www.wormingford-pc.gov.uk 

mailto:clerk@wormingford-pc.gov.uk
http://www.wormingford-pc.gov.uk/


 

                               ST ANDREW’S CHURCH SERVICES  

                             December 2025/January 2026 

 

14 th December – 11.00am Holy Communion 

21 st December –  4.30pm Carol Service 

24 th December – 4.30pm  Crib Service 

 

11 th January – 11.00am Holy Communion 

25 th January – 11.00am Morning Worship 

 

Please note – St Andrew’s Church will only have  

regular services on the 2nd and 4th Sundays  

although special services such as Christmas will  

still be held. 

Where do you find Joy? 

Where do you find joy? Each of us, might give a different answer. I find joy in the changing of the seasons, 

I am particularly fond of Autumn, on a crisp, sunny autumnal morning, walking along a path of crispy 

leaves, gives me a great, childlike joy. What I really want to do, is run through them, arms outstretched, 

laughing and smiling, but perhaps age has constrained my childlike enthusiasm. 

Joy is found in many other places too, spending time with family and friends, a meal out, the simple 

pleasures of life. As Christians one of the fruits of the spirit is joy. Joy is part of who we are, and yet often I 

have heard it said, that Christians don’t appear to be too joyful, which is a great shame, after all joy is at 

the heart of Christianity.  

We live in times where it might seem hard to find joy, the world seems to be an increasingly worrisome 

place. Cast our minds back 2000 years or so ago, and perhaps the world was no less worrisome, 

particularly to a young girl, not yet married, who encountered an angel.  

The Jews lived under Roman occupation, conflict sadly was never that far away. Mary’s world view might 

have been smaller, satellite communications and social media were a long way off into the future, but there 

would have been the stresses and strains of daily living that we all experience today to a greater or lesser 

extent. So when an angel comes to announce her pregnancy, it is hard to imagine Mary hearing good news. 

An unplanned teenage pregnancy, amongst the small town gossips, and that’s before we even consider how 

Joseph might feel about all this.  

Yet, Good news and Joy are at the heart of the Christmas Message. And indeed as Mary greets her cousin 

Elizabeth, she sings ‘My soul rejoices in God my saviour’. As the angels greet the shepherds on the hillside 

that first Christmas night, they say ‘Do not be afraid, for see – I am bringing you good news of great joy for 

all people.’ 

The joy of Christmas is that deep-seated joy, a rejoicing in our souls, that nothing can dispel. I hope and 

pray you know this joy for yourselves this Christmas time. and that you may have many joy-filled moments 

in the month ahead. 

May God Bless you and your families this Christmas time 

 

Heather 



The Lost Words Blessing 
Enter the wild with care, my love 

And speak the things you see 

Let new names take and root and thrive and grow 

And even as you travel far from heather, crag and 

river 

May you like the little fisher, set the stream alight 

with glitter 

May you enter now as otter without falter into 

water 

Look to the sky with care, my love 

And speak the things you see 

Let new names take and root and thrive and grow 

And even as you journey on past dying stars 

exploding 

Like the gilded one in flight, leave your little gifts of light 

And in the dead of night my darling, 

find the gleaming eye of starling 

Like the little aviator, sing your heart to all dark matter 

Walk through the world with care, my love 

And sing the things you see 

Let new names take and root and thrive and grow 

And even as you stumble through machair sands eroding 

Let the fern unfurl your grieving, let the heron still your breathing 

Let the selkie swim you deeper, oh my little silver-seeker 

Even as the hour grows bleaker, be the singer and the speaker 

And in city and in forest, let the larks become your chorus 

And when every hope is gone, let the raven call you home. 

Robert McFarlane 

This amazing song of grief and hope was inspired by The Lost Words by Robert McFarlane & Jackie Morris. The 

book began as a response to the removal of everyday nature words – among them “acorn”, “bluebell”, “kingfisher”  

“wren”, “fern”, “moss”, “lark”, “raven”– from a widely used children’s dictionary, because those words were not 

being used enough by children to merit inclusion. The editors of the dictionary decided that the words were of little 

and lessening use to the modern child. Youngsters, they decided, weren’t hob-nobbing with hedgehogs and wrens, 

and frogs and buttercups, and so needn’t be introduced to these words.  The poem then grew to become a much 

broader protest at the loss of the natural world around us, as well as a celebration of the creatures and plants with 

which we share our lives. It has now been turned into a song by a group of European musicians. The form of the 

song is inspired by traditional blessings in Scottish Gaelic and is offered both in hope and light, and in grief for the 

losses yet to come. If you wish, you can find the song on thebirdsings.com 

Why not send a favourite poem of yours io the Worm? Email: thewormeditor@gmail.com 

Notice:  

Primary School Reception admission round for Fordham All Saints Church of England 

Voluntary Controlled Primary School opened on 10th November. Parents can now apply for 

a Reception school place for the academic year that starts in September 2026. 

Applications can be made online via www.essex.gov.uk/admissions. All application 

information is available on this website.  

https://thebirdsings.com/
mailto:thewormeditor@gmail.com?subject=Poem
http://www.essex.gov.uk/admissions


 Continuing the charming recollections of life in Wormingford between the two World 

Wars, by Muriel Woodhurst [nee Tokely]. Muriel died in 2017 but wrote her memories 

down so that they can be shared with all of us. 

With many thanks to Muriel's family for sharing her memories with The Worm. 

On Saturdays there was a lot to do in the house, the heavy rag rugs were taken out-

side and beaten, and how they held the dust – we used to tie our hair up in a scarf for 

this job. We had to polish the brass door knobs and the fire irons, blacken the kitch-

en range and whiten the hearth; we cleaned the cutlery with a brown powder called 

bath brick. The front step was whitened over twice, Mother was very proud of her 

front step and it had to be done properly.  

Another job that had to be done was cutting the newspaper for the toilet. These were 

cut into squares, a hole made in each square and threaded onto a piece of binder 

string and hung on a nail in the toilet. 

Our living room was a drafty old room, the lino used to flap under the doors, they were three doors in the room, we 

used to hang our cloaks on the back of our chair to keep the draft out. Mind you, if you left your chair to go to the toi-

let, somebody else had claimed it when you came back. There never seemed to be quite enough chairs in our house. 

We used to sit 3 on 2 chairs round the table. 

To dust the room took ages; there were so many photo frames and little ornaments, presents from Clacton-on-Sea. 

We had a big Striking clock on the mantel piece; no one was allowed to touch this, except Mother. She wound it every 

night. 

Round the mantel piece was a mantle border, usually a maroon colour with tassels round the edge; there was always 

a few needles and safety pins stuck into this. We amused ourselves during winter evenings sitting round 

the table, the oil lamp in the centre of the table. We would knit and sew, mend the socks, and cut strips 

for the rag rugs and play cards. We had knitting classes at school but Mother had taught us all to knit be-

fore we went to school. We used to knit socks on four steel needles, we turned the heel and grafted the 

toe, but it was difficult to get of completed socks, exactly the same size. We would sit by the fire waiting 

for Mother to call a name, to go upstairs, look under the bed and bring us all an apple. But 

sometimes we were disappointed if she didn’t call a name. But when she did, she always 

had a spice apple, Dad had a Blenheim apple and I don’t know what us children had. Bedroom space 

was a bit tight in our house; there was a boys’ room, and a girls’ room. Our room had a double bed and 

a single bed, a chest of drawers with a swing mirror on top which would never stay in place, it was al-

ways wedged with a varnishing cream jar. Our clothes were kept in a case under the bed. 

Many a time we had to sleep top to toe, especially when the evacuees came. Mother wanted to do 

her bit and said she could squeeze two more in and this she did. I remember clearly the day that 

Billy and Rene arrived from London. Poor little kids, their heads were full of nits. Each morning 

and night Mother would spread a white cloth on the table and she would comb and comb their hair 

with a small tooth comb. The rest of us found this fascinating and got quite excited when the fleas 

jumped. They also had scabies, which we all caught including Dad. 

We kept a few chickens, some ferrets, and we had a cat without a tail. 

Most of the eggs were preserved in isinglass for the winter when the 

hens would go off lay. Mother used to buy day old chicks from the 

market, these were a penny each. She kept the chicks in a cardboard box 

with a woolly jumper to keep them warm and she kept the box in the 

hearth. At feeding time, the table was spread with newspaper, and the 

chicks were lifted out to feed. There were enough of us children to make 

a barrier all round the table, to prevent the chicks from falling off. 

Each Saturday morning, Mr Hume would walk through the village to the 
shop, we called him the sweet man, because no matter how many of us 

tagged along he bought us all a few sweets. Mr Clark kept the shop. He only had one 
eye, but was such a jolly man. Our groceries were delivered on a Friday and often he would put in a few sweet 
chippings or a few broken biscuits. 
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Got a bird feeder? Here’s what you can do to prevent 

canker in wild birds:  

A few weeks ago, I found a sick pigeon in my garden. I scooped it up before it 

could be tormented by predators and took it to a wildlife rehabilitation centre. 

After a few days, I gave the centre a ring to check the progress of my poor 

pigeon. The Organiser there shared some useful information with me, which I 

pass onto you in the hope that we can take some simple actions to protect our 

birds. I think those of us who cherish wild birds and are delighted by their gift 

of song will want to do all we can to enable them to thrive and flourish, 

especially as there are many factors undermining their environment and well-

being at the present time. 

The pigeon I found had a disease called ‘canker’. Young birds are prone to it, 

especially pigeons, although it also affects finches and raptors. It is caused by a 

highly infectious protozoon. It is said to have originated in greenfinches and has been responsible for a steep 

decline in greenfinches, chaffinches, sparrows, siskins and other garden birds since 2005.  Unfortunately, wild bird 

feeding stations in gardens are a major source of infection as they provide perfect conditions for the parasite to 

thrive. The disease causes lesions in the throat and birds contracting it develop a swollen neck and eventually 

become unable to eat or breathe. It leads to the production of a thick pus in the throat of the affected bird, and when 

it dies and may be eaten by a buzzard or a kites, they can also contract it. 

How to prevent disease transmission: 

1] keep feeding stations clean. Use a weak solution of domestic bleach 

weekly on birdfeeders, or other specially designed products. Sweep up 

food lying around the bird table because this too is contaminated.  

2]provide good quality fresh food 

3]rotate your feeders around the garden 

More info on how to support wild birds through good hygiene can be 
found here: www.bto.org  

Let’s help our birds to stay healthy!  

Small actions, big impact for nature recovery 
  
Nature recovery begins with all of us. The Essex 
Local Nature Recovery Strategy (LNRS) has 
now launched and outlines how everyone in 
Essex can play a role in reversing biodiversity 
decline. Whether it’s creating a wild patch in 
your garden, volunteering at a local habitat 
project or contributing your ideas to your town 
council, the LNRS makes it easy to get involved. 

At the heart of the LNRS is an interactive map 
that shows opportunities for wildlife 
enhancement across the county. Even small 
changes in your neighbourhood can add up to 
big gains for nature. You can explore actions, 
get involved, and find your local area’s priorities 
on the Essex Nature Partnership website. 

Start your journey to support nature recovery: www.essexnaturepartnership.com 

http://www.essexnaturepartnership.com/


Peter Byrne asks...Why do we eat mince pies?????   

This is not only what I say when I look at my increasing waistline 

(I love a mince pie), but it’s a thought I’ve had recently.  Why do 

we eat them at Christmas (or all year if you shop in Sainsbury’s)? 

There’s no meat in them, so why mince?  Lots of questions, so I 

decided to ‘do my own research’ and find some answers.  Please 

note no ‘AI’ was used in the writing of this (the lack of Intelligence 

is real!) 

Although the ancient Romans customarily ate something similar 

as part of the feast of Saturnalia, Mince Pies as we know them 

today are believed to have originated in England in the 13th Century. The first written recipe dates from 

1390. Returning Crusaders brought with them recipes from the Middle East which combined shredded 

meat, suet with fruits and spices to make a dish that was both sweet and savoury.  This was then combined 

with the newly discovered skill of producing a stiff pastry with solid meat fats and butter, to make an 

oblong shaped pie containing these ingredients so as to represent a Manger.   Why shaped like a Manger?  

Well, the ingredients were said to represent the gifts brought by the three wise men to the infant Jesus 

and accordingly, the pie was often adorned by a pastry depiction of the baby in the Manger. 

This original pie went by many different names: Minched Pie, Christmas Pie, Crib Cakes, Shrid pie  were 

all similar and as the meat from sheep (then plentiful in England) was often used, Mutton Pie.  In the 

Middle Ages, the pie would be much larger than we have today but gradually it became a central part of 

the Christmas feast for pious and not so pious reasons.  Henry VII apparently loved them. Of course, 

Cromwell and the Puritan Parliament banned Mince Pies as they did with everything to do with 

celebrating Christmas during the English Civil War, but on the restoration of the Monarchy with fun 

loving Charles II, the pies were back!   However, with the increasing anti-Catholic culture in England in 

the 17th and early 18th Century, anything redolent of ‘Popery’ wasn’t looked on favourably. But the people 

weren’t to deprived of their beloved mince Pies! So, the baby Jesus decoration that had previously been on 

pie lids disappeared, the ‘manger’ shape  was increasingly replaced by round shapes and the ‘Mincemeat’ 

filling lost its meat and morphed into the fruit, suet and spice confection we have today.  This bias towards 

a sweet meatless version became more common as sugar from the colonies became cheap and readily 

available. Over the years the pies also became smaller, made as small individual treats, with the 

‘Mincemeat’ being made months before Christmas and stored in Jars to mature in flavour.  They would 

then be made (along with Christmas Pudding) on ‘Stir-up Sunday’, the last Sunday before Advent. Each 

member of the family was supposed to give the mixture a stir and make a wish for good luck, but be 

careful!  It must only be stirred clockwise as anti-clockwise stirring could lead to a year of ill-fortune! This 

in itself arose due to the fearful, suspicious climate during the 17th century –a time when those identified 

as witches were persecuted. If you went widdershins (anti clockwise) round a church or when stirring your 

food you were inviting calamity, pestilence and at the very least, your milk to go sour.     

This original dish of England was taken and spread around the world by English colonists.  Of course, the 

Puritan settlers in New England didn’t want any association with Christmas, but as they loved the pies, 

they became associated with the new North American holiday of Thanksgiving instead. As this custom was 

developed in the late 17th Century, that is why mince pies retained their full size in North America.  But 

my advice back here in England is be more Henry VII and less Cromwell and have a little mince pie! And if 

you're making your own mince, for goodness sake stir it the right way– just in case. 

In the previous issue,  Jackie Frost asked if there are any tradespeople out there who would be interested 

in The Worm compiling a directory of names and contact details for villagers to keep in a handy 

supplement. So far there has not been any interest and this reminder to get in touch provides the last 

opportunity to do so before the idea is put to bed. So its over to you……..E mail 

thewormeditor@gmail.com by 31st December 25 if you would either like to see or to be included in a 

directory of  local tradespeople.    


