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Pastoral Le/er to the Beneﬁce from Stuart Burns
Child of Bethlehem
In the picture, a cross atop a Bethlehem church
prompts the hope that Jesus, called the Prince of
Peace, could have brought be er things for this
desperately poor, dilapidated town. It is cruelly
ironic that its people live now with almost no state
support, imprisoned within the West Bank by an
endless unscalable concrete wall, denied most
human and ci#zens’ rights, and under Israeli
mar#al law.
Last month, a dishevelled old man in Manger
Square next to the
gro o where Jesus was born, a street-hawker,
pleaded that I buy his ancient post-cards. I
declined. He broke from Arabic to say, “Jesus,
Jesus!”, poin#ng to the sky, to my clerical collar,
and then to his heart. Turning, I bought the cards
for a few shekels, enough for a loaf of bread.
Then, smiling, he bowed a “namaste”, an Eastern
acknowledgement of the divine in all people.
However, Jesus said that what we do for the
least of his brethren we do for him, so I should
have bowed to my suﬀering Muslim brother, a
child of Bethlehem, a brother of Jesus.
Christmas is for family joy and feas#ng; but
might we also ﬁnd it within ourselves to express
outrage at the cruelty meted out on our human
family in the West Bank, in Ukraine, in Tigray, in
so many places? Inhumanity insults the child of
Bethlehem - the child born to Joseph and Mary,
and the child now a hungry old man in Manger
Square. We feel an iner#a to rage, to act.
However, there is a way to counter the cruelty:
our late Queen liked to quote the carol “In the
Bleak Mid-Winter“: “What can I give him, poor as
I am? … what I can I give him, give my heart.”. To
Jesus we can yield our hearts, our loves, our wills, desiring
his compassion and gentleness, and seeking his peace in all
our rela#onships. May God’s love ﬁnd you this Christmas.
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Pastoral Le/er from Michael Beasley,
Bishop of Bath and Wells
His light is never ex nguished
As 2022 comes to a close, our hearts go out to the
people of Ukraine whose country was invaded by
Russia on the 24 February this year. In the months
since, we have watched in horror as civilians, ci#es and infrastructure
have been a acked, land occupied and atroci#es commi ed.
The UK has received more than 100,000 people ﬂeeing from the
conﬂict. The giD of their presence among us reminds us that this is no
“quarrel in a far away country, between people of whom we know
nothing".
As we recall once again the coming into the world of Jesus at Christmas,
our challenge is to connect our celebra#on of his birth with the reali#es
and consequences of the conﬂict that is happening. Sadly, it’s not hard
to see the links. Jesus was born in a land (Pales#ne) that had been
annexed by an expansionist foreign power (Rome) in pursuit of its
territorial ambi#ons. The demands of the Roman occupiers meant that
Jesus’ birth happened not at home in Nazareth, but at a coun#ng centre
- Bethlehem. He was born in a stable because ‘there was no room at the
inn’. While s#ll a baby, Jesus became a refugee when taken to Egypt
due to warnings of atroci#es to come.
Viewed this way, the Christmas story is no sen#mental fable. It is a
brutal foreshadowing of the events that Ukraine and our whole world
have encountered this year. At the same #me, it is also a story of hope.
For it tells us that even in the very worst that can happen the Christ
child whose birth we celebrate knows all too well the reali#es of the
human condi#on. As a result, in any darkness his light is never
ex#nguished. For he is Emmanuel – God with us.
So as we come to the end of 2022 we give thanks that God is always
with us in whatever we face. May he be with Ukraine. May he be with
Russia. And may he be welcomed by us all.
A very happy Christmas.
Michael Beasley
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Chris ngle Services
St Andrew’s Cheddar 3pm Sunday 4 December
St Leonard’s Rodney Stoke 11.15am 11 December
e : cheddardrayco/androdneystoke@gmail.com
Posada at St Peter’s
What is it all about?
Posada is a Spanish word meaning ‘inn’.
Posada celebra#ons originated in Mexico
where two young people were chosen to
dress up as Mary and Joseph. They used
to travel from house to house in their
village telling people about the imminent
arrival of Jesus and asking them if they
would give him a room. On Christmas Eve they would re-enact a community
play and bring ﬁgures of Mary and Joseph to be placed in the crib.
Each Sunday during Advent The Holy Family will be in St Peter’s Church, but
on weekday evenings leading up to Christmas Day, our Posada ﬁgures would
love to travel, visi#ng a diﬀerent family or place every night. The night Mary,
Joseph & the donkey 'stay' provides a great opportunity to invite guests
around to share together the true meaning of Christmas, or just let them
help you spend a while in quiet contempla#on preparing yourself for the
busy-ness of Christmas. On Christmas Eve when the ﬁgures arrive back in
Church the crib scene is built up during a service in prepara#on for Christmas
Day.
Please speak to Thea (01934 744739) if you would like to host them this
year.
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Music Ma/ers

Religion pure and faultless?
As a teenager I must have been a bit weird; I could
never take any interest in pop-music. It wasn’t un#l a few years later,
when the Beatles moved on from being just a rock-and-roll band and
started wri#ng songs that were socially aware, that I began to take
no#ce.
Eleanor Rigby was a simple song with simple words, but it really
highlighted the loneliness that many people had to endure, even living
in a big city; people who had nobody to care for them. She’s leaving
home was an even more striking song about a girl whose parents gave
her everything a youngster could want except love and understanding.
Most haun#ng of all was Art Garfunkel’s sweet, plain#ve voice singing
Paul Simon’s Bridge over troubled water, a song about oﬀering a hand
of friendship to all those who need it. If you’ve forgo en these songs,
or if you never knew them, I invite you to look them up on the
internet: they’re easy to ﬁnd.
Why am I wri#ng about pop-music in a church magazine, and at a #me
when I should be thinking about Christmas and carols? I remember
John Bell, the ScoRsh hymn-writer, saying that he searched through
his church’s hymnbook and could ﬁnd nothing there about loneliness
or friendlessness or poverty or the plight of unmarried teenage
mothers (and at Christmas #me too!). Nothing that linked the gospel
with the problems of Glasgow, where he lived. He was determined to
write hymns and songs that were relevant to the world as he found it.
I remember St James, the brother of Jesus, wri#ng in his epistle
(chapter 1, verse 27)
Religion that God our Father accepts as pure and faultless is this:
to look a*er orphans and widows in their distress and to keep
oneself from being polluted by the world.
This is tradi#onally a #me of year for looking inwards to our families,
but can we also try to look outwards? We made a great start last
month with our SING FOR UKRAINE, and were able to send nearly
£900 to the Ukraine Humanitarian Appeal. We shouldn’t let this
momentum falter.
David Cheetham.
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An End-of-term Report
Ma- Perre-, Deputy Head Teacher, writes:
The autumn term was full of exci#ng learning and enthusias#c children! New
members of our school team se led in well...Mrs Staﬀord is enjoying playing
and learning with our youngest children in Skylark Class and Mrs Stuckey is
enjoying suppor#ng the children at lunch#me with their meals and their play
outside.
The children in Goldﬁnch Class learnt about signiﬁcant people in history. They
looked at various people, including Rosa Parks, Neil Armstrong and Isambard
Kingdom Brunel. They all visited the SS Great Britain and had a fabulous #me
exploring the ship and ﬁnding out about all the exci#ng projects that Brunel
worked on, both in and around our local area. This was the ﬁrst of our school
trips this year, which was done in partnership with the children in Chestnut
Class at Shipham School.
In science, Kestrel children learnt about teeth and their func#on. They set up
experiments involving covering eggs in toothpaste, leRng it dry and then
placing it in dis#lled vinegar. They recorded their observa#ons over a few
days to noted the impact the vinegar has on the egg and which toothpaste is
the most eﬀec#ve. What good habits they will have as they develop and
grow!
Our youngest children, in Skylark Class, enjoyed a term full of learning inside
and outside. They discovered lots of new machines, including our popcorn
machine at snack #me and some trucks which visited school thanks to some
parents. We are now pleased to host Strawberry Tots on a Wednesday
morning and our skylarks love seeing the younger children as they enjoy
playing in our school hall.
The children and staﬀ at school wish everyone a very happy and healthy
2023!
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Calling all Childrens Society
box holders
Thank you to all residents of Drayco and
Rodney Stoke who have Childrens Society
collec#on boxes in their homes. The last few years have been diﬃcult for all of
us and the cost of living crisis con#nues to make life harder s#ll. Young people
and their families are struggling and that's why your support means so much..
This year I would like to invite you to bring your Childrens Society boxes to St
Peter's Church in Drayco/ on Saturday 3rd December. This is the weekend of
the SOSP Xmas Tree Fes#val and there will be a soup lunch, coﬀee and cake as
well. Members of SOSP will be ready to collect your (hopefully heavy laden)
boxes.
Thank you all so much for con#nuing to support the Childrens Society in their
work. Every box collected, and every coin counted, helps children hold onto
hope .
Tricia Lumley Childrens Society Box Co-ordinator
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Rodney Stoke Christmas Treasures

Heirloom Christmas
Decora ons from £5 each
Exquisite and handmade using beau#ful decommissioned
an#que Vestments from St Leonard’s and other carefully
curated vintage trims and fabrics, each unique decora#on is
12 to 14cm long.
Contact Honor on 01749 870053 or email
honor.n@b#nternet.com
‘a treasure to keep for a life5me and a present beyond price’
All proceeds in aid of St Leonard’s Church funds
St Leonard’s Rodney Stoke Christmas Card 2022

Roe Deer on Mendip
Carrying on what has become a
truly interna#onally acclaimed
tradi#on, Honor’s 2022
Christmas Card is now on sale in
full colour. It is a perfect and
unique way to send Christmas
best wishes and gree#ngs to
family and friends all over the
world.
Pack of 10 for £5
Please contact Honor on
01749 870053 or
at honor.n@b#nternet.com
10
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Coming events
at
St Peters
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A Pilgrimage to the Holy Land

Ruth Mo5on writes:
At the airport in Tel Aviv, there was a sign that said “Welcome to Israel.
Your life will never be the same.” Before I went to the Holy Land I would
have been a scep#c, but now I am not so sure.
It truly was a pilgrimage and not a holiday. We began as a group of thirty
who didn’t even know everyone, by the end of the ten days we all knew
each other very well and have created bonds that will last for years. We
have walked together, travelled together, sung together, prayed
together, explored together and been challenged together.
I have paddled in the River Jordan, swum in the Sea of Galilee and
ﬂoated in the Dead Sea. I had the privilege of presiding over Holy
Communion in the Shepherds’ Fields outside Bethlehem. Communion in
a cave, with a smoke-blackened roof, where the angels appeared to the
shepherds. So simple and quiet, compared to the ornate and crowded
Church of the Na#vity, but both were equally thought provoking. I have
walked in the footsteps of Christ and learnt so much more about the
Bible.
Our days in Jerusalem have shown me Jews praying at the Western
(Wailing) Wall and I will carry the sound with me forever, the sound of
Hebrew prayer, just as Jesus would have heard on his visits to the
Temple in Jerusalem. We walked and prayed the sta#ons of the cross on
the Via Dolorosa and traced Jesus’ last journey to the cross. The crowds,
the noise and the heat, only added to the atmosphere, which was
somewhat overwhelming.
ADer the hustle and bustle of Jerusalem, Tiberius on the shore of the Sea
of Galilee was so quiet. Our guide Nael, a local from Nazareth, thought
we were all insane to be swimming in Galilee each evening. He thought it
was far too cold, but we enjoyed the opportunity to cool oﬀ aDer each
hot day. A dip before dinner was lovely.
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From the dry Judean desert, to the lush green ﬁelds around Nazareth, from
the bustle and crowds of Jerusalem to the silence of the boat trip on
Galilee, from the depths below sea level of the Dead Sea to the heights of
Mount Tabor, the mountain of Transﬁgura#on, there was just so much to
take in. I have a greater understanding of the Bible than I had before. I
both want to go back and at the same #me I am not sure whether I could
do it again. I don’t mind if it is a once in a life #me trip, it has had such an
impact.
The Holy Land, it’s churches, it’s scenery, the towns and ci#es, the new and
the old, Israel and Pales#ne, Jews, Muslims and Chris#ans, it is truly a
unique place. If you get the opportunity to go, do!

What happened on our Pilgrimage to the Holy Land?
an Illustrated talk at St Peter’s Church Drayco
7pm 25 January 2023
In October our Rector Stuart led a group from Cheddar, Wedmore,
Burnham and beyond to the Holy Land.
In response to much interest from the parishes, Stuart, Thea and Ruth are
leading an evening to talk about their experiences.
Light refreshments will be provided.
Look out for sign-up sheets in the three churches at the beginning of
January – or get in touch with the Beneﬁce Oﬃce at
(CheddarDrayco andRodneyStoke@gmail.com) .
We will try to arrange liD shares where possible.

Friends Of St Leonard’s

Carol singing around the village
6pm meet at the pub

Monday 19 December & Tuesday 20 December
Collec on for Children's Hospice South West
& Drayco/ and Rodney Stoke First School
Everyone welcome
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Tiburon, shark town on the Bay
It is that #me of year again when cold
hands can grasp a mug of tea in the
morning for warmth and the woolly clothes
are brought out of the cupboard once
more. To compensate we now have happy
memories of two weeks of Californian
sunshine and the company of our son and
daughter-in-law to cheer us through the
winter months.
Tiburon, their home, is a small town
situated on San Francisco Bay which we
have come to know well. Its name is
derived from the Spanish word for shark, a
small species of Leopard shark which lives
in the bay, seemingly harmless, to man at least. To set Tiburon in context it
is one of several small towns in Marin County, set close together and
connected by mul#-lane highways which weave around large expanses of
water as the Bay has a complicated coastline. The names of these towns
reﬂect the mul#-cultural history of the area, San Anselmo, San Rafael,
Larkspur, Mill Valley and Corte Madeira. The area is bordered by the
foothills of the Sierra always visible on the horizon. The local peak, Mount
Tamalpais was named by the Indigenous people of the Coast Miwok tribe
and is now famous worldwide for mountain bike enthusiasts, but it is always
exci#ng to walk to the summit.
Tiburon is now a ferry terminus for San Francisco, Angel Island and trips can
be booked for a tour of Alcatraz, but its greatest importance was as a
terminus for the North Paciﬁc Railroad which ﬁnally closed in the 1960’s.
Since 1891 up to sixteen freight cars and passengers were transferred from
the trains to huge ferries with the help of a construc#on called a Gallows
Frame, which even allowed for the varia#on in #de levels in the deep-water
harbour. The only remaining sign of this history is a charming museum in the
family home and oﬃce of the sta#onmaster and his quilt sewing wife.
Each morning we wake to panoramic views of the bay looking eastwards
past Angel Island to Berkeley, and as the sun rises across the water ﬂights of
pelicans set oﬀ to feed on shoals of ﬁsh. The hummingbirds are already busy
in the trumpet vine on the balcony railings, soon to be joined by Monarch
bu erﬂies as the warmth builds.
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We set oﬀ to walk to the town centre. Houses in a variety of styles, all built
to withstand earthquakes, line both sides of the road designed to perch
precariously on the steep slopes. Those nearest the bay are built out over
the water on s#lts as there is no beach. We meet some friendly neighbours
who express their sympathy to us for the loss of our Queen, or ask us who
will help Britain out of the current mess, King Charles or Lizz Truss? We are
at a loss.
Round the next corner we see the iconic Golden Gate bridge spanning the
Bay from Sausalito to the city, if it is not par#ally obscured and the equally
famous sea mist which hovers just above the water and causes
microclimates within short distances. As we reach the town centre the
whole skyline of San Francisco is visible, even the steep streets which
tumble down to the water’s edge.
ADer our summer of high temperatures and drought, i was on a mission to
make a note of plants that thrive in such condi#ons. There were many
examples growing in gardens, in street planters and even between the lanes
of the highways. The salvias, grasses, agapanthus, cistus, gaura, rosemary
and lavender are already favourites in Somerset, but I can’t see the
succulents, cac# and palms ooking at home at Brangay although they may
become possibili#es if the climate here con#nues to change.
I think I will see what weather the next year brings. Perhaps when Pelicans
ﬂy over the Somerset Levels again, as once they did, it will be #me enough
to change my mind.
Ann Percival
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Thatcher! Thatcher!

S ll the Son of a Preacher Man
“Thatcher! Thatcher!” was the oD-aired cry from the lungs of a small blondehaired boy in the back garden of the Radstock Manse. I wasn’t bizarrely
demanding someone to replace the slate roof with one fashioned from straw
but rather trying to summon the elderly man who lived in the garden backing
onto ours.
It occurs to me he was likely younger than I am now but from the perspec#ve
of a two year old, even becoming three seems a colossal number, so…
Like all my genera#on and many others, I’d been quite rightly brought up to be
polite and any grown-up, if not given the honoriﬁc ‘Aun#e’ or ‘Uncle’ was
aways addressed as ‘Mr’, ‘Mrs’ or ‘Miss’, followed by their surname. It was (and
is) a ma er of respect. Why he wasn’t ‘Mr. Thatcher’ I do not know.
Fortunately he took no oﬀence, understanding that none was intended.
For those of you who recall the popular children’s character, Mr. Pastry, played
by Richard Hearne, Thatcher seemed to be his doppelganger, with a shock of
white hair and a bushy white moustache. While not geRng covered in ﬂour,
ﬂeeing over fences aDer causing mayhem like Mr P, Thatcher had one thing
absent from Mr Pastry’s act: rabbits.
Thatcher had many rabbit hutches in his back garden. Whether he bred them
for sale was a ques#on that never crossed my li le mind. All I knew was that he
had rabbits. Lots of them. And I was fascinated by them.
The wooden spar fence separa#ng the two garden ends was probably four feet
high and certainly too tall for a small child to see over. I was reliant on either
my parents liDing me up or standing me on a box.
Mr Thatcher always had a rabbit in his arms and he carefully allowed me to
hold each creature, as we cha ed over the fence for what I’m informed was
oDen 20 minutes or more. Quite what sort of conversa#on a two year old boy
and somebody older (to me) than Time itself s#ll remains beyond me.
Ade Macrow
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‘No more me for Blah! Blah! Blah!’
The Climate Book, created by Greta Thunberg
This book has just been published in #me for
COP 27, which means it's also poised for the
Christmas market. Greta Thunberg introduces
the collected wisdom from more than a
hundred expert contributors on the subject of
climate change, the idea being to equip
everyone with the informa#on needed to ﬁght
impending climate disaster. The specialists are
meteorologists, oceanographers, economists,
philosophers, historians and leaders of indigenous communi#es, to
men#on but a few.
There are ﬁve sec#ons, each with a stellar cast of contributors. The ﬁrst
is en#tled 'How Climate Works', on the assump#on that we need to
understand the problem in order to solve it. Next comes ' How Our
Planet is Changing' , with accounts from several Climate Scien#sts on
the dangerous weather systems that have been set in mo#on, not only
in polar regions, or in the Amazon basin, but much closer to home. The
third sec#on is called 'How it Aﬀects Us', with ar#cles on the way
human health depends on climate, for example how climate change
increases air pollu#on, aﬀects food supplies, and vector-borne diseases.
This sec#on includes ar#cles from impoverished southern hemisphere
na#ons who are worst aﬀected, yet have contributed least to climate
change. The fourth sec#on is 'What We've Done About it', as we know
from recent coverage of COP27, we are s#ll not moving in the right
direc#on. And the ﬁnal sec#on is en#tled 'What We Must Do Now',
dealing with everything from individual ac#on to social transforma#on.
Greta Thunberg's cri#cs are quick to dismiss her as a mere teenager, but
actually she hasn't wri en most of this book! Instead she has
marshalled a diverse and authorita#ve group of experts to contribute
their knowledge on every aspect of the climate crisis. She does retain
some op#mism that allowing people to 'listen to the science' by
presen#ng it in this way, people will act and will prevail on their leaders
to do so too Let's hope her op#mism isn't misplaced.
Nikki Devi-
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The return of Patricia’s Pantry
God gave us memory so that we might have roses in December.
A Miramichi Christmas tale of sorts.
To Miramichi’s northwest, tapering northeast towards the Gulf of St.
Lawrence, lie the last few ancient mountains of the Appalachian range.
Girded by the Miramichi, Nepisiguit and Tobique watersheds, the hills
provided travel routes and burial places for Indigenous peoples, and were among
the last unlogged old growth forests in New Brunswick.
Adding names to the hills in the 1960s, a surveyor noted the presence within
them of North Pole Stream, named by early woods
folk for the chilly temperature of its waters, even in
high summer. The ten surrounding hills were
thereaDer called the Christmas Mountains,
individually named North Pole Mountain, and
Mounts St Nicholas, Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen,
Comet, Cupid, Donder and Blitzen. Rudolph was
rejected as too modern and commercial a name.
And there they stayed, undisturbed, un#l Miramichi’s
humming paper mills, hungry for wood, came calling.
Though recommended for protec#on, the verdant
range began to succumb to logging roads and
sawyers in the mid 1980s, and were s#ll succumbing,
unbeknownst to me, when yours truly worked a
summer at one of those mills in 1989. Without an
Internet that might have spread the hills’s unique
value far and wide, Miramichiers cared more for the mill’s ample wages - four
#mes the minimum wage at that #me - than what might be happening in a forest
many would never see. And so the old growth fell. The hills were clearcut and
local watersheds grew more fragile and sparse. Only 12,000 old growth acres
remained.
There’s a s#ng in the tale. Environmental concerns were raised by a coali#on of
groups, and con#nue to be raised in New Brunswick on many fronts by
empowered people. More New Brunswick wild country is being protected than
ever, and the mills which did the cuRng are no more. In a globalizing industry,
the cherished wages could not compete with cut rate labour and resources
overseas, and in 2007, Finnish owners UPM Kymmene shu ered the mills,
dismantling and expor#ng their equipment to ensure no compe#ng interests
would ever reemerge in Miramichi.
Perhaps the Christmas Mountains had the last laugh.
Tricia and Murray Heckbert
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Sue’s Recipe and Peter’s Poem
Scripture Cake Recipe

Christmas Carol
The kings they came from out the south,
All dressed in ermine ﬁne;
They bore Him gold and chrysoprase,
And giDs of precious wine.
he shepherds came from out the north,
Their coats were brown and old;
They brought Him li le new-born lambs—
They had not any gold.
The wise men came from out the east,
And they were wrapped in white;
The star that led them all the way
Did glorify the night.
The angels came from heaven high,
And they were clad with wings;
And lo, they brought a joyful song
The host of heaven sings.
The kings they knocked upon the door,
The wise men entered in,
The shepherds followed aDer them
To hear the song begin.
The angels sang through all the night
Un#l the rising sun,
But li le Jesus fell asleep
Before the song was done.
Sara Teasdale (1884-1932)

1.

Take 1 Authorised Version
of the Bible & check the
ingredients list against the
text. Then check quan##es
using
h ps:www.rapidtables.co
m/convert/number/roman
-numerals-converter.html?
275g I Kings IV v22
2tsp Amos IV v5
140g Judges V v25
(SCRIPTURE CAKE
last clause)
70g Jeremiah VI
v20
160g I Samuel XXV
v18
160g Nahum III v12
80g Numbers XVII v8
2tbsp I Samuel XIV v25
4 of Jeremiah XVII v11
Season to taste with II Chronicles
IX v9
1 pinch Levi5cus II v13
6 tbsp Judges IV v19
2. Follow Solomon’s prescrip#on
for the making of a good boyProverbs XXIII v14
3. Bake in a II lb loaf #n at CLXXX
°C (or CLX °C for a fan oven) for
approx XC mins.
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BENEFICE cheddardrayco androdneystoke@gmail.com
RECTOR
Stuart Burns
Email
stuart.burns01@gmail.com
Home phone 01934 743649
Please note: Stuart's home tel number has a call-screening facility to stop nuisance
calls; the system asks you to say your name and then press # and wait brieﬂy ; Stuart
then hears who it is and allows the call which adds your name so that next 5me you
will go straight through; please bear with this; once added the ﬁrst 5me you won't
have to be 'processed' again! There is also an answering machine on this number.

ASSISTANT CURATES

BENEFICE OFFICE
LAY/LICENSED READER
BAPTISM COORDINATOR

Thea Oliver 07767892313 (Thurs & Sun)
revthea@outlook.com
Ruth Mo#on 07729264213
mo#onruth@gmail.com
01934 742535
Dr Chris Green
Julie Hope

01934 742234

CHEDDAR www.standrewscheddar.org.uk
Churchwardens: Marguerite Strang 01934 742708 Paul Tulle 01934 743281
Deputy Wardens: Gill Spencer 01934 740054
Deanery Synod Reps : Margaret Gelder, Dawn Hill
Treasurer: Dawn Hill
Secretary: Sylvia Hall
Cheddar Village Hall Bookings: Samm Richards cvhbooking@gmail.com
DRAYCOTT www.rodneystokewithdrayco .org.uk
Churchwarden: Chris Green 01749 870554
Deanery Synod Reps: Tricia Lumley, Thea Oliver
Treasurer: David Cheetham
Secretary: Chris Green
RODNEY STOKE www.stleonardsrodneystoke.org
Churchwarden: Megan James 01749 870555
Deanery Synod Reps: Honor Neave, Ann Percival
Treasurer: Sue Walker
Secretary: Vacant
Church Hall Bookings: Sue Walker 01749 870611
MAGAZINE EDITORS
Cheddar: Margaret Gelder
e: margaretgelder@hotmail.co.uk
Rodney Stoke & Drayco/: Rob Walker e: editor.rsdparishmag@gmail.com
Published by The Rector and Churchwardens of the Parishes of Rodney Stoke and Drayco
in the Diocese of Bath and Wells.
Printed by The Beneﬁce of Cheddar, Drayco & Rodney Stoke
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