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In the book of Genesis the story 
of Joseph takes up more 
chapters than any other.  It was 
clearly a story of immense 
significance to the people of 
Israel and it continues to 
captivate today - ñJoseph and 
his amazing Technicolor dream 
coatò, etc. etc. 
 
I would like us to think of the story of 
Joseph in relation to the Harvest. 
 
You know the story.  Joseph is the 
pampered and rather objectionable 
pet of his father Jacob.  He riles his 
brothers no end and they devise a 
way of getting rid of him.  After a 
series of misadventures, he winds up 
as the Pharaohôs chief minister, a sort 
of organisational and administrative 
whiz.  He is particularly adept at 
managing farm reserves and so it is 
that, in time of famine, his brothers 
come to seek his aid ï not of course, 
knowing that it is he.   
 
It is a very personal story, placed 
within the known economic and 
agricultural facts of the Middle East 
some 3,500 years ago. 
  
In Jacobôs household, it was Josephôs 
brothers who did the lionôs share of 
the work in bringing food to the table.  
It is they who drive the flocks that 
make the difficult journey north to 
Shechem in the dry season in search 
of new pasture.  Joseph lands a far 
more comfortable life in his fatherôs 

tents near Hebron. He is, to use the 
technical term, consumer rather than 

producer.  But later in the story, 
through his different gifts of foresight 
and strategic planning, Joseph brings 
food to his familyôs table in time of 
famine. 
 
Stereotypes and prejudice abound in 
all sorts of relationships, including, as 
this story reminds us, between rural 
and urban populations.  We can be 
quick to dismiss each otherôs talents. 
Yet without the rural, the urban would 
starve and without the urban the rural 
would not find markets for its produce.  
It is often in times of crisis that we 
finally realize our dependence on one 
another. 
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Welcome to the Harvest 2011 

edition of New Connections. 

Harvest is the time of the 
year that heralds a change 
from the growing season to 
contemplating the onset of 
winter.  This year, the 
weather has been extremely 
mixed, but the fruits and 
vegetables have thrived, 
giving bumper crops.  
Hopefully you will like the 
Harvest recipes included on 

the centre pages. 

Find out what Lynda gets up 
to in the churchyard and join 
us in congratulating two of 
our parishioners on reaching 
some very significant 

birthdays! 
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Strange woman! Wandering 
around the cemetery taking 
photographs.  When did this 
obsession start? There must be 
a medical name for it! 
 

Ever since I chanced upon 
Captain Robert Ayett Newmanôs 
grave, I have been on a quest to 
try and preserve the information 
contained on the vanishing 
gravestones in both the Old 
Graveyard and Heston Cemetery. 
Some of the inscriptions are 
almost vanishing ñbefore my eyesò 
as can be witnessed by my 
photographs. 
 
As I wander around the plots 
taking photographs, I am 
saddened to see the condition the 
majority of the graves have fallen 
into (quite literally sometimes!) 
Great care has to be taken not to 
trip over brambles, or even 
disappear down a hole! 
 
When photographing in the Old 
Graveyard, by the Public Right of 
Way, I did trip and fall down, 

behind one of the large vaults, 
quite hidden from the path. Of 
course I yelled (mainly from 
surprise), needless to say the 
person walking along the path at 
that moment didnôt stop to 
investigate the strange moaning 
noises coming from the huge 
vault!  
Since then I have taken more care 
as to where I put my feet! 
 
Of course, you could ask whether 
there is any point in all these 
photographs and busy-bodying? 
The simple answer is ñI donôt 
knowò. Certainly there is a lot of 
ñhistoryò hidden away in the 
inscriptions. Information that might 
well be lost for ever, if nobody 
bothers to record it.  
 
But that is not the reason that I am 

recording away! The truth is ï I 
enjoy doing it! (see my opening 
sentences). 
 
This strange obsession didnôt 
come upon me in my latter years. 
It is not some strange form of 
dementia (I hope!). It is a peculiar 
fascination that has lain dormant 
for over forty years, and indeed I 
could blame the Church of 
England for its inception!! 
 
As a child my family worshipped at 
St. Johnôs, Southall and we 
attended every week. Looking 
back, it seems strange now, but, 
at that time Children really werenôt 
welcome in Church: thatôs the 
truth of it.  Loud speakers were 
rigged up (by my father!) so that 
mothers (not fathers interestingly) 
could take the younger children 
into the Vicarôs Vestry and follow 
the Service without disturbing the 
rest of the Congregation!  
 
By this time I was about 10 years 
old, but still not welcome to stay 
for the Sermon. What pearls of 
Wisdom I must have missed!  
Anyway, during the second hymn 
there was a mass exodus of all 
the ñyoung peopleò as we were 
referred to, either to the Vestry or 
Sunday School, which took place 
in the Old Church on the other 
side of the main road ï how no-
one ever got killed I donôt know!   
 
Sunday School always finished 
prompt at noon, but Morning 
Prayer didnôt!! At least another 20 
ï 30 minutes to go!  What was I to 
do? What else: I mooched round 
Havelock Cemetery of course. 
 
I LOVED walking round the 
Cemetery: Past the little chapel, 
(sadly destroyed by fire in the 
1970ôs), with the beautiful 
flowering cherry tree next to it.  My 
father told me that two of his baby 

brothers were buried under it, 
because they died before they 
could be baptised.  I donôt know 
whether there was any truth in 
this, but the babies certainly arenôt 
recorded on the family 
gravestone.  
 
I had favourite graves that I would 
visit every week: there was a little 
garden with a bird bath and 
winding path, I can still see it in 
my mindôs eye, cherubs, angels 
with sad eyes and outstretched 
wings, and sad verses. What a 
happy child I must have been!! 
 
Nearly all the graves were 
carefully tended, weeded 
meticulously and planted out with 
the seasonôs bedding plants. The 
ñHardy graveò was no different.  
My Aunt would ñgo down the 
graveò (an unfortunate expression) 
every Saturday to tend to its 
needs and take me with her!  I 
wasnôt allowed to help. Aunty had 
been born in Queen Victoriaôs 
reign and children were to be seen 
but not heard. I sat on the kerb of 
a neighbouring grave to watch the 
ritual. 
 
Aunty was formidable: 
4ô6ò (137cm) if she was an inch, 
tall, and probably the same 
around!  ñBuilt like a pillar boxò my 
cousin cruelly exclaimed! Sadly 
she had fallen out of an upstairs 
window in her younger days and 
was very lame ï one leg being 
considerably shorter than the 
other.  
 
I well remember sitting there one 
Saturday and witnessing the most 
amazing spectacle!  Aunty 
dancing! Hopping around from leg 
to leg, shimmying her bottom and 
shaking her feet. It was wondrous 
to behold and must have left a 
considerable mark on my long-

(Continued on page 3) 
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Harvest (continued)  
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The Egyptian famine reminds us 
that harvests are vulnerable.  
They can be so in this country, as 
I was very aware as parish priest 
of a farming community in North 
Yorkshire, where BSE, foot and 
mouth and a wet harvest, caused 
enormous problems.  In some 
African countries, of course, a 
failed harvest can still bring 
famine. Genesis tells us that 
Josephôs actions spread beyond 
Egypt to ñall the world.ò  Our 
concern should be that, through 
international co-operation, food is 
brought to every table of the 
human family. 
 
As the famine reaches its height, 
Joseph uses the power this gives 

him to determine future 
conditions of trade.  The question 
is, will he use it justly?  
Concentration of power in the 
food chain can lead to injustice. 
In this country, supermarkets are 
in the strongest bargaining 
position and in many places our 
farming industry is in crisis.  On 
the world stage, it is rich 
countries who determine 
international trade rules.  The 
message of the Old Testament, 
reiterated again and again, is that 
God demands justice in all trade 
relationships. 
 
Within this world of real 
economics and politics, the story 
of Joseph brings us a personal 
tale, so true to human 
experience.  Jacob shows 

favouritism to Joseph and yet at 
the end he acknowledges his 
love and grieving concern for all 
his sons.  Godôs love is for all ï 
rich and poor, urban and rural. 
God grieves over our divisions 
and injustice. At the end of the 
story of Joseph there is family 
reconciliation. 
 
And so for us, the question is ï 
can we use the harvest, the 
symbol of Godôs generosity and 
faithfulness, to be reconciled one 
with another, to recognize our 
common humanity, value our 
different gifts, and face issues, 
both local and global, together?  
 
Pray God that we may. 

 
Revôd David Colman 

(Continued from page 1) 

term memory!  It was 
accompanied by strange yodelling 
noises too.  You could have 
thought it was some strange 
funeral rite, but my grandparents 
had been dead for nearly 10 years.  
No, upon closer inspection I found 
that Aunty had trodden in a red 
antsô nest.  This was to be a 
valuable lesson (although I didnôt 
realise it at the time) for my later 
obsession with traipsing around 
Heston Churchyard. 
 
Sadly, the Hardy Gravestone, 
along with the majority of others in 
Havelock Cemetery, is now 
cracked and tumbled into the long 
grass.  How sad Aunty would be!  I 
do not visit this Cemetery 
anymore.  I do not feel as though I 
have a connection with it and 
anyway, to be truthful, I would be 
frightened to go in there now.  At 
one time I walked through it every 
day on my way home from school.  
There was a gate into the Manor 

House gardens and it made a nice 
shortcut. (Ooh ï see opening 
sentence), but now there are some 
very strange people around! 
 
Strange people are not limited to 
the boundaries of Havelock 
Cemetery: there are quite a few in 
Heston too!  On one occasion last 
year whilst I was busy 
photographing on the north side of 
the Cemetery, I became aware of 
someone ñskirting roundò the far 
side of the grounds ï a long way 
away.  Now I am not renowned for 
my sprinting prowess, and bearing 
in mind the many hazards under 
foot, I decided to keep an eye out, 
and in case of an emergency, 
make a swift but decorous exit to 
the Parish Office as quickly as 
possible, preferably using the 
footpaths. 
 
I must have become too 
engrossed in what I was doing, 
because suddenly a very gruff, 
slurred voice said, behind me 

ñWanna drink?ò and there stood 
one of our local ñdown-and-outsò 
proffering me a brown paper bag, 
containing a tin of Best Bitter.  I 
declined his generous offer and 
assured him it was a ñbit early in 
the day for meò:10.30am and he 
continued to give me what he 
thought was some valuable advice 
as to where to stand to get the 
best shot!  He obviously must have 
mistaken me for one of his 
fraternity! 
 
At the moment the council 
workmen regularly come and cut 
the grass and weeds back, but for 
how much longer?  The wind and 
frost is taking its toll on the 
inscriptions and soon I suspect, 
much of the local history will be 
lost for ever. 
 
Better get the camera out, quick!! 
 

Lynda Hardy 

(Continued from page 2) 
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Lieutenant James Alexander Dixon  

From The Middlesex Chronicle, 

22nd June 1867 (Saturday) 

MILITARY FUNERAL - The sad 

but generally imposing 

spectacle of a military funeral 

procession was witnessed by a 

large concourse of people, en 

route from the Hounslow 

Barracks to the Heston 

Churchyard, on Monday 

afternoon last.   

The funeral was that of James 

Dixon, riding-master of the 3rd  

Hussars. The mourning cortege 

was formed as follows - The firing 

party (twenty men) under the 

command of Lieut. Pim; the 

splendid band of the regiment, 

playing the Dead March in Saul; 

the body, drawn on a gun 

carriage, four lieutenants as pall 

bearers; and the officers, non-

commissioned officers, and men; 

the whole being under the 

command of Lieut. Col. E.H. Vyse  

The procession started from the 

Barracks at 2.45pm. On the coffin 

being lowered into the grave, the 

firing party fired three volleys in 

the air, a flourish of trumpets 

sounding after each volley. 

The deceased, although only 44 

years of age, had been 32 years 

In the service, and was much 

respected by every one in the 

regiment.  The immediate cause 

of his death was typhus fever, 

induced by keeping his wet 

clothes on for some hours after a 

fishing excursion. 

Research - Lynda Hardy 
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The Harvest Festival in Britain  

Harvest is from the Anglo-
Saxon word haverfest, 
"Autumn".  It then came to refer 
to the season for reaping and 
gathering grain and other 
grown products. The full moon 
nearest the autumnal equinox is 
called the Harvest Moon.[1] So 
in ancient traditions Harvest 
Festivals were traditionally held 
on or near the Sunday of the 

Harvest Moon. 

 

Customs and traditions 

 

An early Harvest Festival used to 
be celebrated at the beginning of 
the Harvest season on 1 August 
and was called Lammas, meaning 
'loaf Mass'. The Latin prayer to 
hallow the bread is given in the 
Durham Ritual. Farmers made 
loaves of bread from the fresh 
wheat crop. These were given to 
the local church as the 
Communion bread during a 
special service thanking God for 

the harvest. 

By the sixteenth century a number 
of customs seem to have been 
firmly established around the 
gathering of the final harvest. 
They include the reapers 
accompanying a fully laden cart; a 
tradition of shouting "Hooky, 
hooky"; and one of the foremost 
reapers dressing extravagantly, 
acting as 'lord' of the harvest and 
asking for money from the 
onlookers. A play by Thomas 
Nashe, Summer's Last Will and 
Testament, (first published in 
London in 1600 but believed from 
internal evidence to have been 
first performed in October 1592 at 
Croydon) contains a scene which 
demonstrates several of these 
features.  There is a character 
personifying harvest who comes  
on stage attended by men 

dressed as reapers; he refers to 
himself as their "master" and ends 
the scene by begging the 
audience for a "largesse".  The 
scene is clearly inspired by 
contemporary harvest 
celebrations, and singing and 
drinking feature largely.  The 

stage instruction reads: 

 

"Enter Haruest with a sythe on his 
neck, & all his reapers with 
siccles, and a great black bowle 
with a posset in it borne before 

him: they come in singing." 

 

The song which follows may be an 
actual harvest song, or a creation 
of the author's intended to 
represent a typical harvest song of 

the time: 

 

Merry, merry, merry, cheary, 
cheary, cheary, 
Trowle the black bowle to me 
Hey derry, derry, with a poupe 
and a lerry, 
Ile trowle it againe to thee: 
 
Hooky, hooky, we haue shorne, 
And we haue bound, 
And we haue brought Haruest 
Home to towne. 
 
 
The shout of "hooky, hooky" 
appears to be one traditionally 
associated with the harvest 
celebration.  The last verse is 
repeated in full after the character 
Harvest remarks to the audience 
"Is your throat cleare to helpe us 
sing hooky, hooky?" and a stage 
direction adds, "Heere they all 
sing after him". Also, in 1555 in 
Archbishop Parker's translation of 

Psalm 126 occur the lines: 

 

"He home returnes: wyth hocky 

cry, 
With sheaues full lade 
abundantly." 
 

In some parts of England 
"Hoakey" or "Hawkie" (the word is 
spelled variously) became the 
accepted name of the actual 

festival itself: 

 

"Hoacky is brought Home with 
hallowing 
Boys with plum-cake The Cart 

following". 

 

Another widespread tradition was 
the distribution of a special cake 
to the celebrating farmworkers.  A 
prose work of 1613 refers to the 
practice as predating the 
Reformation.  Describing the 
character of a typical farmer, it 

says: 

 

"Rocke Munday..Christmas Eve, 
the hoky, or seed cake, these he 
yeerely keepes, yet holds them no 

reliques of popery."] 

 

Early English settlers took the 
idea of harvest thanksgiving to 
North America.  The most famous 
one is the harvest Thanksgiving 

held by the Pilgrims in 1621. 

Nowadays the festival is held at 
the end of harvest, which varies in 
different parts of Britain. 
Sometimes neighbouring 
churches will set the Harvest 
Festival on different Sundays so 
that people can attend each 

other's thanksgivings. 

Until the 20th century most 
farmers celebrated the end of the 
harvest with a big meal called a 
harvest supper, to which all who 
had helped in the harvest were 

(Continued on page 11) 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anglo-Saxon
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anglo-Saxon
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The weather pattern this year, 
with a very warm early spring 
and wet summer has produced 
a bumper crop of soft fruit and 
apples, pears and stoned fruits. 
 

Quince Jelly 
 
 
Ingredients 
 
4lbs quinces 
Water to just cover 
Zest of one lemon - very finely 
grated 
Juice of one lemon  
Jam or preserving sugar 
 
 
Preparation method 
 
Wash quinces then cut up into 
small pieces, no need to peel or 
core, but cut out any bad pieces.  

Simmer, without lid until fruit is 
really mushy (about 1 hr - 1 1/2 
hrs). 
 
Strain overnight through muslin 
into a bowl, then measure liquid 
back into washed pan.  
 
For every pint of juice add 1lb Jam 
Sugar and stir over very low heat 
until dissolved.  Bring to rolling boil 
until you reach setting point.  You 
can find this by spooning some of 
the juice onto a cooled plate and 
looking for the wrinkles on top.   
 
Pot in usual way.  
 

Harvest Recipes  

Quinces are rather an odd fruit; they look half-way between an apple and a 
pear and when ripe have an intense apple scent.   
 
They are not good to eat off the tree, since they are quite hard and bitter.  
However, once cooked, they are loaded with pectin (a natural jelling 
agent), and they make the most fantastic rose-coloured jelly.  

Tarte Tatin 
 
Serves 8 to 10 
 
Ingredients 
 
For the pastry 

 

320g/11oz plain flour 
225g/8oz ice-cold butter 
110g/4oz icing sugar 
3 free-range egg yolks 

 

For the filling 

 

6 Cox or 4 Granny Smith apples, 
peeled, cored and cut into 8-12 
wedges 
ı lemon 
110g/4oz caster sugar 
110g/4oz butter 
 
Preparation method 
 
Preheat the oven to 250C/500F/
Gas 9. 

First, make the pastry. In a food 
processor, mix the flour, butter 
and icing  
sugar just until they resemble 
breadcrumbs. Add the egg yolks 
and, using the pulse button, mix 
until it comes together in a dough.  

Remove the dough from the mixer 
bowl and divide into two pieces.  
Wrap in clingfilm and put in the 
freezer to chill for at least an hour. 
For the filling, place the apple 
wedges in a bowl, squeeze the 
lemon juice over them and toss 
them gently. 

This classic French dessert can be tricky, but it's delicious when it works. 
You can substitute the apples for plenty of other fruit; pear and prune or 
quince work beautifully. 

http://www.elise.com/recipes/archives/004155quince.php
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/plain_flour
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/butter
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/icing_sugar
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/egg_yolk
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/apple
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/lemon
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/caster_sugar
http://www.bbc.co.uk/food/butter
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Sprinkle 85g/3oz of the sugar in a 
heavy-bottomed pan and place on 
the hob over a medium heat, 
turning the pan frequently and 
making sure the sugar doesn't 
burn. Allow the sugar to 
caramelise a little and become a 
pale golden brown, then remove 
from the heat and arrange the 
drained apple pieces in one layer 
over the bottom of the pan. 
 
Place the pan in the oven and 
bake until the apples have 
softened a bit and started to 
release some liquid - about 10 
minutes. 

Remove from the oven and 
sprinkle over the remaining sugar 
and dot the butter on top. Remove 
the pastry from the freezer and, 
using the coarse side of a cheese 
grater, grate the pastry with long 
steady strokes over the apples 
until it forms an even layer at least 
2.5cm/1 inch thick. Do not press 
down. Return to the oven, turn the 
heat down to 220C/425F/Gas 7 
and bake until the pastry is golden 

brown - about 20 minutes.  

Remove from the oven and leave 

to rest for a minute or two. 

Take a heatproof serving dish that 
is generously larger than the pan 

on all sides and place over the 
pan. Protecting your hands with a 
dry folded tea-towel, and holding 
the dish and pan firmly together, 
quickly and carefully flip the pan 
and the dish so that the pan is on 
top. Tap the pan sharply a few 
times all round with a wooden 
spoon, then lift off. The tart should 
be left on the serving dish with the 
apple on top.  
 
Serve warm with double cream, 
cr¯me fra´che or vanilla ice 
cream. 

(BBC Food Recipes) 

Harvest Recipes (continued)  

Pumpkin Soup 
 

Serves: 4 
 
Ingredients 
 
2 small pumpkins 
750ml chicken stock 
150ml double cream 
1/4 teaspoon ground nutmeg 
1/2 teaspoon ground sage 
1 1/2 teaspoons salt 
4 tablespoons soured cream 
Paprika 
 
Preparation method 
 
Preheat oven to 200 C / Gas mark 
6.  
 
Cut pumpkins in half and scoop 
out seeds.  
 
Grease a baking tray with oil.  
Place pumpkins, flesh side down 
on the tray and roast until soft to 
the touch, about 45 minutes.   
 
Remove pumpkins from oven and 
let cool.  Once pumpkins are cool, 
scrape flesh from skins into a food 
processor.  Discard skins.  
 
Add chicken stock to the pumpkin 

and puree.   

Pour soup into a large saucepan 
and bring to a simmer over 
medium heat.   
 
Stir in cream, nutmeg, sage and 
salt.  Mix well and remove from 
heat.   
 
Serve garnished with a dollop of 
soured cream & a sprinkling of 

paprika.. 

(Allrecipes)  

Roasting the pumpkin develops the flavour and ensures this simple 
pumpkin soup tastes as good as it does with only a handful of ingredients.  

http://allrecipes.co.uk/recipe/6220/harvest-pumpkin-soup.aspx#

