
    Definition of a Gentleman:  Someone who can play the bagpipes ,but doesn’t. 

 Parishioners at Aisholt treasure the liturgy of the 1662 

Book of Common Prayer and are dedicated to keeping it 

alive.  It evolved during that tumultuous period when 

official religion swung from one extreme to the other, 

and it was Cranmer’s genius to devise a liturgy which, 

to some extent, satisfied both factions of the Church.  You 

are probably familiar with the song, ‘the Vicar of Bray’  

whose allegiance swung from one faction to the 

other, depending on whoever was on the throne at the 

time.   
 

    “In good King Charles’s golden days when loyalty no harm meant;   

        A zealous high-churchman was I, and so I gained preferment . .  

Remembrance Sunday Service on 13th November was 

well-attended, the collection going to the British 

Legion. Shirley Gunningham played the Organ, not, we 

hope, for the last time, although she has decided that 

the time has come for her to give up playing regularly.  

She will be sorely missed, having given such wonderful 

service to Aisholt Church over the years. So that’s two 

organists we shall miss in the space of a few months. 

What would Lady Bracknell say ?  To lose one may be 

regarded as a misfortune; to lose both  .  .  .   .  .  .  .  . ! 

Tuesday, 20 th December 

at 6.30 p.m.  All welcome. 

"Oh deer !! The Rowan Tree planted by the 
W.I.  along the east boundary of the 
churchyard  to mark Her Majesty the 
Queen's   Diamond Jubilee, was found one morning, 

with the main stem snapped off. First thoughts were that 

vandals had struck. Surely not in quiet Aisholt. Closer 

inspection revealed cloven foot prints around the broken tree. 

Could it be the actions of the Devil? Alas no, Aisholt repels 

the work of the Devil. The guilty culprit was a red deer that 

had strayed in from the  turf field above the church where the 

herd was  rutting.  Defensive action with stakes and wire has 

now been taken to protect the remains of the tree."  

    AISHOLT  Parish  Magazine  December  

 wishing all our readers 

 a very happy Christmas. 

 

   There will be a carol 

service in the church on 

Tuesday the 20th at 6.30 p.m. 

 

     Matins and holy 

 Communion at 11 a.m. on  

        Christmas day 

      *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    * 
 
Which, would you say, is the best-known portrait of the 

Virgin and Child ?  The Italian Renaissance painter 

Raphael painted an enormous number; and Leonardo’s 

‘Virgin and Child with St. Anne and the Infant St. John 

the Baptist’ is a possible contender for your vote. This one 

is by a Dutch painter, Joos van Cleve, showing the infant 

Jesus with a somewhat mischievous smile.      

   [Original is at the Fitzwilliam Museum, Cambridge]  

       *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    * 

The sheer variety of hymn tunes is breath-taking. Do 

you fancy a bit of monastic plainchant, or a lively 

rendition of a pentecostal melody ?  Or, maybe, a 

Psalm sung by the choristers of Kings College, 

Cambridge, or a negro-spiritual ?  What about ‘Abide 

with me’, traditionally sung at Wembley Cup Finals; or 

‘Swing low, sweet chariot’ sung by fans of the English 

Rugby XV at Twickenham ?  It’s a pity though, that 

supporters don’t   learn more than just the first chorus, . 

Why not add the first verse to their repertoire -  “I 

looked over Jordan, and what did I see, Coming for to 

carry me home; I saw a band of Angels coming after 

me,  Coming for to carry me home.”  Then they could 

sing the chorus again and again to their heart’s content.     



So, should hymns be lively or a mournful dirge ?  Should they have a bit of momentum, 

or be more staid ?  Should one sing every single verse, or just three or four ?  Is there 

room for a little syncopation.? All questions which need careful consideration. Try 

singing “Holy, Holy, Holy.”  with a bit of a lilt.  Or “What a friend we have in Jesus” if 

you prefer it.    

There is a small brass plaque by the lectern in 

Aisholt Church in memory of the Willis sisters. 

They were daughters of the Chief Inspector of 

Schools for the West of England and knew Aisholt 

from childhood when they had lived in Taunton.  

Olive (1877-1964) was an early female graduate  

of Oxford University and became a school teacher after graduation.  In 

1907 she and a partner opened a new boarding school for girls in the 

former home of Charles Darwin, ‘Down House’ in Kent. The school 

became popular with artistic and literary parents. A cricket match at 

Down House included both A.A. Milne and J.M. Barrie.  In 1922 the 

school moved to a bigger site in Berkshire where it still flourishes today 

with girls houses still named ‘Aisholt’ and ‘Holcombe’. Alumni include 

Claire Balding, Catherine and Pippa Middleton, and Tessa and Sophie 

Dahl. Olive was headmistress of Downe House School for nearly forty 

years before retiring in 1946 and earned the devotion and respect of 

both pupils and staff.  She died at her home in Chelsea in 1964.  

Her sister Dorothy was an accomplished painter and taught at the 

School before retiring to Chedzoy, just near the Chuch.  Olive bought 

Holcombe in about 1918 and, though she never lived there, she was a 

frequent visitor and lent the house to many friends, pupils and family 

members. She used to say that of all her possessions, her cottage at 

Aisholt was her most treasured.  Both sisters were livelong worshippers 

at All Saints Church. 

The photograph of Olive with some 

of her pupils is taken from the 

Downe House School web-site.  

The School has kindly given us 

permission to use it in this article.  

The other picture is of Olive Willis 

on the steps of her cottage 

‘Holcombe’. 

       

         In what way was John Tillotson,  Archbishop of       

Canterbury (1691—94) associated with the term ‘hocus pocus’ ? 

   Aisholt  -  A Church in need of friends. 

  

This article (abridged), was written by  

Mike Whitaker, and published in the 

‘Somerset Magazine’ in 1994. 

     *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   * 

“One thing is certain, you will not 

come across Aisholt by accident. 

Set in a steep wooded cleft in the 

Quantocks, you have to negotiate  

several miles of narrow high-hedged lanes to find it. 

The Church sits halfway down a steep wooded coombe, with just a few 

houses for company.  It is small  -  not one of Somerset’s noble edifices  -  

but it is right and proper for its setting.  The path to the porch is shaded by 

yews as old as the Church itself, and inside there are several features to 

excite a church-explorer’s interest.  Immediately on your left, for in-

stance, is a wooden chest carved out of one piece of timber with the top 

sliced off for a lid. This is the Parish Chest, where documents of value 

and all manner of parish records were stored.  It had three locks so that 

one person alone could not get into it for,  more than likely it also held the 

valuable silver Communion vessels.   

As a parish, Aisholt has never been populous  -  in 1776 there were just 

twelve communicants, much the same as today, some 240 years later. 


