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For Joan Smith 
 
 
When someone passes away it is a momentous occasion. As with birth, there can be no greater event in a 
person's life and each time, we as a community are given a very precious opportunity to acknowledge this, 
for the person, for ourselves and for the community.  
 
We know this journey over the threshold can be greatly supported through our efforts. It is a journey 
which begins before death; maybe there are conversations about who I would like to be with in my last 
days, weeks, months, do I want a Christian funeral, or something else, what does death mean anyway, 
perhaps there is fear and loneliness, and some may ask for the last anointing. Each person’s journey is 
unique, there is no prescriptive plan that tells us how to meet death, and our task begins with becoming 
awake to what might be wanted and being there for them.  
 
Our feelings of love and reverence as we prepare the body for the very last time to be laid out, taking care 
to disturb them as little as possible are surely of comfort and strength to the departed soul, as they are 
when during the three days and nights after death we sit with them, perhaps reading a favourite poem, or 
passage from the Gospels, looking at photos or simply thinking of them. 
 
The Funeral, if it is a Christian Community funeral is in two parts, the first part can take place in the 
person’s home, or in the Church, the second part either a burial or a cremation, I am woefully ignorant 
with regards Funeral Services in other churches, perhaps those who know more could write something to 
share with us all, what holds true for all types of Church funerals is, they are a moment of consciousness 
and of connecting to the Christ. 
 
And so we come to the Act of Consecration of Man Memorial Service and the Memorial Evening, which 
took place on Saturday 7th February, to celebrate and honour Joan Smith. It matters to her and it matters 
to us, that we support and celebrate these events, that we offer our respect and thanks for all that she has 
given to this community, a community that she has helped build and carry for forty two years. 
 
Claire 
  

 

Wooden hearts made in Wood workshop  
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Luck and Love 

 

This morning, I woke up and reached out to my bedside table. My hand fell onto the soft fur of my rabbit’s 

foot and I already started to feel a little more prepared to face the day. As my eyes adjusted to the gloom 

of the winter morning, I was happy to see my horseshoe hanging on my bedroom wall.  

I prepared some eggs for breakfast, throwing some spilled salt over my left shoulder.  

As I left the house, I checked first for rogue ladders, then that no-one was in danger of opening an 

umbrella inside the house or putting their shoes anywhere near the table.  

I felt in my pocket: thank goodness the cat food was there. I managed to find our black cat and coaxed it 

into walking across my path. A sudden missed heartbeat: Hadn’t I read somewhere that black cats are 

actually unlucky?! Quickly, I produced a card from my wallet containing a pressed four leaf clover and 

stared at it, feeling the warmth of good luck flowing from it.  

Ok, Ok. I admit it. I’ve got a problem. It’s called 

 

Paraskevidekatriaphobia 

 

Yes, Paraskevidekatriaphobia 

 

and its pretty serious. My problem? Fear of Friday the 13th. 

Widely held to be the unluckiest day of the year, I am doing everything I can today to ward off bad luck. 

(see above).  

 

I first did some research about my problem a few years ago when I was teaching in a girls’ school. It was 

my turn to do assembly for the first time and I was struggling to think about what to say. And then I 

noticed my first assembly also fell on Friday the 13th. So I assumed everything that could go wrong, would: I 

would forget what I was meant to say, the children would hate it, I would have some kind of wardrobe 

malfunction whilst on stage, etc etc.  

I began to look into why people across the world regard Friday 13th as so unlucky. There seem to be a few 

reasons for this:  

In numerology, the number 12 symbolises completeness, whilst 13 is irregular: 12 months of the year, 12 

signs of the zodiac, 12 apostles of Christ (Judas: number 13).  

Friday has also long been held to be unlucky: it was the day Jesus was crucified and it is now the day that 

many of us in Botton receive official letters foretelling impending doom, just in time for the weekend.  
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Some statistics seem to point to Friday the 13th actually being more unlucky: for instance, there are 

apparently more road accidents on Friday 13ths than on any other random days (presumably because 

people like me are busy rubbing rabbit feet and avoiding black cats and walking under ladders), whilst 

some statistics suggest that, as people are generally likely to be more careful on these days, then there are 

fewer accidents overall.  

So, by doing my research I was neither convinced nor shaken in my belief that Friday 13th is unlucky. For 

that reason, I continue to do everything I can to ward off bad luck, just to be on the safe side. Look out for 

me if you are driving your car today.  

 

There will be many people around the world over this 24 hours who will be hoping their luck will come in, 

in time for tomorrow, St Valentine’s Day: The day when single people around the world feel bad about 

their lives and develop a temporary and irrational fixation on their post and when couples around the 

world have arguments about how they will spend the day being lovely to each other. Or indeed, when 

many smarty-pants around the world wax lyrical on the corporatisation of Valentine’s Day and its lost 

message, whilst actually not being able to say a single thing about what it is really all about.  

[For a long time, the only person who I ever got a Valentine’s Day card from was my mum.]   

The time I did my assembly, it was also Friday the 13th February. And I remember reflecting on this strange 

juxtaposition of days and the motifs of luck and love that fall side by side.  

I ended up telling a room full of London girls about my Nanny, Peggy, who grew up in Tottenham and was a 

teenager like them during the Second World War, working for much of it as a bus conductress on the 

number 73 bus, whilst London burned down around her. Her mother died during child birth in a maternity 

hospital and my Nanny and her 7 siblings (mostly younger) did what they could to scratch out a living, 

whilst their father was busy gallivanting off and creating other destitute families in other parts of London.  

Two things always struck me about my Nanny’s life story. When her mother died, the baby that was born 

was adopted out of the family – they never got to see or meet her. And at the end of the war (actually 

when the war was declared officially over), when my Nanny was about 21, her husband was killed on a 

reconnaissance mission in France. The truck he was riding in was attacked and his body was flung into a 

river. When it was recovered, a photo of my Nanny and her sister was found in his shirt pocket:                            

A memento. A good luck charm.  

It always seemed so terrible, apart from the horror of going through a war, of the death of a mother, of 

constantly having to make ends meet somehow, to lose her husband after she must have thought that her 

relationship, at least, was safe. The war was over, wasn’t it? I can’t imagine how she must have felt to 

receive that telegram. The world falling apart maybe, as gods roll the dice against you.  

 

When I was younger, I played that story over in my mind so often. And the thing I couldn’t ever really work 

through was how it was his death that ensured my life somehow. Had he lived, my Nanny would never 

have met my Granddad, they would never have had my Mum, she would never had met my Dad and had 

me. I grappled so often with the seeming fragile chaos of it all. The coming together of such small 

conditions to create a sequence of cause and effect that somehow included my life as an event. Was it all 

just a bunch of good and bad luck colliding randomly in a ceaseless chain with no meaning whatsoever… 
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I still don’t know. But since my time in Camphill, post-teaching, I’ve heard a bit about karma and a bit 

about destiny and I can’t claim to know much about this at all. But somehow, what I feel is that there are 

unseen bonds holding life events together, moving us forwards and upwards. So that the random pieces of 

our lives fit together in such a way that if we ever had a God’s-eye view, a view from nowhere, we would 

understand what is happening and why.    

In these times it feels like the only way to comprehend a chaotic world, an unjust world, and to continue 

on the path that feels right even when it is painful. And to do this with as much love for others as one can 

muster. My Nanny had a saying for difficult times in life: ‘Take the rough with the smooth. But b*gger the 

rough.’ I wonder now if that also captures what I mean: there are things in life you can’t do anything about. 

But you can always do something about how you respond to them.  

 

I must admit, I told a couple of porky-pies in this article. At least one or two were near the beginning, and I 

will let you figure those out. But the other one was when I said that my Nanny never saw her sister again. 

She did: about 65 years later. My mum found my Nanny’s sister through Genes Reunited. Her daughter had 

just so happened to mention a name they thought might be relevant to the search and they had 

discovered the key to my Nanny’s family.  

And when they met for the first time my Nanny hid behind the bannister of our stairs and then, without a 

word, bundled her long-thought lost sister into our living room to catch up on 65 years’ worth of stories; 

stories about luck and about love.  

 

Lydia  

 

 

 
 
 

Article by Lucinda  
 

This morning 35 of us from Botton first waited outside the CVT office in Malton. CVT took no notice of us 
all and showed their angry fists at us and never open the door or asked us if we wanted to come in for tea. 
And there were newspapers and TV cameras filming us all singing and we were standing out in the freezing 
cold. And in the end we went to a lovely cafe called the tea room and the lady who ran the cafe was totally 
shocked to see so many people coming in to her cafe. And after lunch we all went to Northallerton to the 
North Yorkshire County Council and did the same and sang our Botton song and showed our banners and 
posters. And the Manager of the County Council welcomed us all in for warm tea and biscuits and had talks 
to most of us. And when some of us were walking to the bathroom we walked past the chamber where 
talks are held and meetings too. And then we all got in our 3 buses and 1 car to drive back to Botton village 
again. And we are celebrating about our meeting with the North Yorkshire County Council and giving them 
my petition and Allan from Martin House too and also gave them the papers about all the people in Botton 
who have learning disabilities and how we need help and need everybody to listen to us to help us stop the 
changes. And just a little last thing: We all who went to Malton are taking no notice of CVT any more they 
were rude by ignoring us and refusing to say hello to us all. 
 
Here is the new offical Botton village song for the Whole village to learn - OK here we go then. It is in the 
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tune of ‘I hear thunder’ (Frere Jacques).  
 
We are Botton We are Botton  
We are free, We are free  
You cannot beat us  
CVT CVT  
 
And it can be sung in rounds and may we all sing it on the 27 of Feb in the public meeting for those who 
know it and have learnt it by heart. 
 
Thanks  
 
Lucinda Riis-Johannessen 

 
 

Relationship as the Essence of Community 
 
Recently I saw a recording of a talk by Jean Vanier, the founder of the L’Arche communities. It was 
fascinating to see him ‘embrace the world’ with his expressive large hands. He said that our caring for 
those who need it becomes mutual care: The world is suffering under the symptoms of isolation, but 
caring in community we can rediscover the blessings of ‘relationship’. 
 It was in the week that a person with disabilities was mugged – and a total stranger started a web 
campaign and collected hundreds of thousand pounds for him. It seemed as if some collective karma was 
addressed and moved forward a great leap. 
 What hinders us to reach out towards each other with love and understanding? Could it be that 
we have become very well trained to judge actions and opinions without having learned to protect the 
individuals from this judgment? Thus, a person who did something wrong is stigmatized as an evil 
person, and we become disinclined to relate to him or her or them. But sooner or later we become 
isolated and lonely – and stigmatized ourselves. What a joy if someone allows us to relate in such a 
situation! 

This pain of isolation also holds good for Spirit Beings. They don’t judge us, but they are 
compelled to leave us free and thus allow us to forget about them. What joy, if we reach out to them, 
asking for relationship! We did that beautifully with our Earth Candles; we can do that in prayer and 
service: We can accompany the light of consciousness with the flames of the heart. 

Then we can develop our humble capacity to embrace without judging – and then we can amend 
and correct what may have gone wrong and become ‘Christian’. 

Meanwhile Carnival is up-coming. I pray that it will be a chance for relating without reservations 
or judgment. Could we invite the management? 
 
Jens-Peter Linde  
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A Poem by Mary Mascaro about Earth Preparation from Winter School 
 
Preparation 
Preparation 
From Bark 
Powder 
Calcium 
Into 
Plant 
Humble 
Ever 
Outward 
Light 
So 
Into  
Peace 
Sight  
 
 

Festival on the Moor all set for a return to Botton in May 
 
As many of you know, Festival on the Moor will be holding its wonderful festival in Botton over the Bank 
Holiday weekend at the end of May. We have a fantastic guest list and lots of exciting concerts, sessions, 
workshops and events planned. We have a host of activities planned from Friday evening until Monday 
lunch time in the School, The Joan of Arc Hall and The Coffee Bar. 
 
Please take a look at the attached advert and the website www.festivalonthemoor.co.uk for more info. 
 
Tickets are on sale now. The Weekend Ticket is ridiculously good value and until 1st April there is an Early 
Bird offer, which means its even cheaper. Remember all Botton residents and anyone living or working in 
Botton, as well as school teachers and parents, are eligible for the Concession rate. 
Children up to the age of 9 years are Free and there are super cheap rates for young people (10 -16 years). 
 
HELP – Camp Site required asap 
The Festival needs a new Camping Field, as the one we were allocated last year was at the bottom of the 
hill and flooded. Somewhere central would be ideal so PLEASE help us find the perfect camping spot. This is 
VERY URGENT so please get in touch ASAP. 
 
Tel ; 01947 459044            email:    moorfolk@googlemail.com 
 
 
Hope to see you all there! 
 
Jeanette and the Festival Team 
 

 

 

 

http://www.festivalonthemoor.co.uk/
mailto:moorfolk@googlemail.com
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Botton Cook-A-Long with Mrs Cornfield  

Blackcurrant Energy Bar      

Preparation: 20 mins 
Cooking: 60 mins 

Serves: 18 

A fruity energy bar packed full of superfruits & foods 

What you need: 

 A 20cm square tin, lightly oiled 
 350g fresh or thawed from frozen blackcurrants 
 100g caster sugar 
 100g soft brown sugar 
 200g butter 
 275g rolled porridge oats 
 75g pistachios or other nuts,  roughly chopped 
 75g ready-to-eat figs, chopped into small pieces 
 100g plain flour 
 zest of 1 lime or lemon 
 3 tbsp golden syrup 

Method: 

1. Preheat the oven to 200C/fan180C/gas 6. In a wide-based pan, gently melt the butter for a few 
minutes. 

2. Take a large bowl and mix together the oats, flour, sugar, nuts, figs and lime/ lemon zest, then stir 
in the melted butter and golden syrup until combined and the oats are evenly coated. 

3. Pour half the flapjack mixture into the base of the prepared tin, then add a middle layer of the 
blackcurrants, followed by the remaining oats, pressing each layer into an even surface as you go. 

4. Place in the oven for 55 minutes to 1 hour, or until golden and starting to crisp at the sides. 
5. Leave to completely cool on a wire rack before cutting into 18 bars. 
6. Store in an airtight container. 

Contributions to the Botton News Please send to Lydia by 1pm Tuesday. If you are able to email, it is much 

appreciated that you do so! lydia.gillwaring@cvt.org.uk . Please note that Lydia compiles the Diary Sheet and 

Forthcoming Events every week, the information for which she takes from the cultural diary. If you need to make 

last-minute changes, please contact her directly, and by Wednesday morning at the latest.  

Editorial Guidelines Any material whose suitability is questionable will be subject to the discretion of the editorial group. All 

opinions expressed in this newssheet are those of the authors and do not necessarily represent the official views of the Botton 

community.  

Editorial Group: Lydia Gill-Waring • Kathryn von Stein • Nick Poole • Erwin Wennekes 
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ROTAS 

 
Gift Shop 
Saturday 14th February Rosie 
Saturday 21st  February Allan  
 
Botton Shop 
Saturday 14th February Dale Head 
Saturday 21st February Falcon  
 
Coffee Bar 
Saturday 14th February Rock House  
Sunday  15th February Rodger’s House  
Wednesday  18th February Rowan   
 
Duty Driving 
 
Week of 16th February Stormy Hall 
Week of 23rd February Lusmore  
  
 
Dentist Run Contact 
 
Every Thursday Klara Brzobohata (213) 

 
 
Camphill Bible Readings 
Sunday 15th  February    ……………………………………. Matthew 5: 13-16 
Sunday 22nd  February    ……………………………………..  Matthew 5: 38 – 48  
 
 
Gospel Readings 
Sunday 15th February  …………………………………….. Luke 18: 18-34 
Sunday 22nd  February  …………………………………….. Matthew 4: 1-11 
 
Library Opening Times  Saturday 2.30pm-4.30 pm  
 
Saturday 14th February  Paule and Mary 
Saturday 21st  February  Alma and Rosie  
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DIARY 
 

FRIDAY     Botton School Half Term 

13th February   6.30pm  Swimming Group D  

  7.30pm   ASG, Kasper Hauser Room  

   

     

SATURDAY      St Valentine’s Day   

14th February   

    

SUNDAY    
15th February No Services  
  

MONDAY    

16th February  

 

       
TUESDAY   Shrove Tuesday (Pancake Day) 
17th February  No Swimming Group  
  Carnival Celebration JOAH  
  2-5 setting up and decorating the hall for carnival 
  FC Supper  
  7.45pm  Gospel Study with Gilberto 
   

      
WEDNESDAY   
18th February  Ash Wednesday 

  9 – 10am FC Clear up hall 

  11 – 12  } Winter School 

  14 – 15.30  

  8.00pm  Community Meeting  

 
     
THURSDAY     
19th February   
 8.30am  Act of Consecration of Man 
 5.00pm  Co-worker Eurythmy  
 7.30pm  Choir, TDS 
  
 
FRIDAY     Botton School Half Term 

20th February  6.00pm  Swimming Group C 

  8.00pm  Class Lesson  

   

     

SATURDAY        
      

SUNDAY   9.30am  Children’s Service  
15th February 10.30am Act of Consecration of Man   
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FORTHCOMING EVENTS 

 

Mon 23rd Feb Botton School begins 

 Botton Commons 

 

Tue 24th Feb FC Supper and Evening 

 Gospel Study 

 

Wed 25th Feb Rudolf Steiner’s Birthday 

 Winter School 

 No FC 

 Outer Circle 

 

Thur 26th Feb AOC 

 Co-worker eurythmy  

 

Fri 27th Feb Film, JOAH 

 

Sun 1st Mar Children’s Service 

 AOC 

 Circle, HB Hall 

 Cleveland Bays Ceilidh Band, JOAH 

 

Tue 3rd Mar FC Supper and Evening 

 Play rehearsal, JOAH 

 Gospel Study 

 

Wed 4th Mar FC 

 Co-worker Meeting 

 

Thu 5th Mar AOC 

 ASG, KH Room 

 Co-worker eurythmy  

 Choir 

 

Fri 6th Mar Class lesson 

 

Sun 8th Mar Church services with Douglas 

 Circle  

 

Tue 10 Mar FC Supper and Evening 

 Gospel Study with Gilberto 

 Play rehearsal, JOAH 

 FC supper and evening 

 

 

 
 


