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Winners 

Poetry: 

Winner: More Sighs by Myron Ropp 

Second place: Tyto of Sutterby by Andrew Doughty 

Short Story: 

Winner: The Spoon by Chris Rhodes 

Second place: The Sutterby Hoard by Veronica Stonehouse 

Non Fiction: 

Winner: The Light Shines by Paul Day 

Highly Commended: Words that can circle the Earth by 

Brenda Clare 

Overall Winner: 

The light shines by Paul Day 
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The Challenge 

 

During Lockdown 2020, the Spirit of Sutterby challenged members and 

friends of the project to write 1,000 words inspired by one of three 

photos. 

St John the Baptist, Sutterby and its surrounding deserted mediaeval 

village links us with lost people and past times but also provides very 

palpable links to the present day - from stones to paper, from past quill 

to present feather.  

 

The three photos reflect three aspects of the village: 

• the church nestling beneath the hill for the last ten centuries 

• the villager writing a will in 1770 

• the barn owl who lives here now 

 

Fact or fiction, past or present. We wanted to hear your short stories, 

poem, or short essays, of no more than a thousand words, based on one 

of these photos. Amateur writers preferred!  

 

The entries were anonymised and submitted to a panel of judges who 

were published poets and writers from the Louth Creative Writing 

network.   

 

This collection contains all the entries submitted to the competition. 

 

Congratulations to everyone who entered, for their work and originality, 

and often detailed research, that is reflected in the entries. The winning 

and highly commended entries were, in the views of the judges, those 

that were particularly striking, original, and with a depth that was often 

moving. 
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Sutterby Haikus 

by Colin Gray 

 

Sutterby Christmas 

 

As stones hear our songs,  

Do they awake memories 

Of Christmases past?  

 

Long gone song 

As Chester nuns sang  

Long past, “Lullay lullay loo,” 

Sing out again! Now! 

 

Field walking 

 

Across the ploughed land 

We collect broken pieces  

Of lives now recalled. 

 

Lunch 

 

We eat our sandwiches   

Filled with erudite morsels  

Feeding our hunger. 

 

Lincs Links 

 

Sutterby surprise:  

Tombstones send us a message, 

“We are your family.” 
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The O'Malley Incident 

by Myron Ropp 

 

A mission was always a welcomed event at the church, renewal of 

spirits and faith. However, the parishioners were not overly excited 

about this year’s choice for guest speaker. The Right Reverend Thomas 

O’Malley. Everyone knew of the good bishop’s hard nose, fire and 

brimstone, scare the living ibbie geebies out you, homilies. What they 

did not know, was of O’Malley’s wee, hit the sauce often, indulgence 

habit. The need for his own ‘spiritual uplifting’ was so great ... he even 

wore a leather bound flask with attached looped thong, around his neck, 

upon his chest, but under his cassock. 

 First night of mission, O’Malley knew it was going to be a rough 

crowd. He delivered his usual fair of hell and damnation, even working 

up a good sweat. Not one audible ‘Amen’ from the congregation, only 

bowed heads and certainly no eye to eye contact. Oh yes, it was going 

to be a long week. 

 After dismissal and as the folks were departing, the urge hit him. 

What he needed was a good stiff drink, so out the rear of the church he 

went. No sooner had his backside got on the outside, when he was 

pulling on the thong and sliding that good Scottish whiskey up from 

under his cassock. With shaking hand he removed the cork and had it 

straight up with bent elbow. Did you know that an upturned leather flask 

highly resembles a mouse being offered by a giving hand? Oh yes. Least 

that is what the barn owl assumed. 

 In what was only a matter of milliseconds, the owl had swooped, 

talons positioned forward and had the flask. Its powerful wings already 

flapping for a speedy retreat and up flight. It literally lifted The Right 

Reverend a few inches where he had to use tippy toes to stabilize 

himself. Of course, the owl could not lift O’Malley, but he tried. It was 

still airborne ... as if flying into a head wind ... pulling the wobbly, 

unsteady bishop behind it. The thong cutting into the back of his neck. 

Pretty amazing the strength that single leather strip withstood. When it 

broke, the top heavy angle in which O’Malley was at, tossed him to the 

ground, head first. Herewith, he rolled unto his back. Other than a 
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bloody nose and the leather cord burn mark on the back of his neck, he 

was in pretty good shape. A small group of parishioners that had 

gathered outside the church to socialize after the service, saw the entire 

incident, rushed to his side. With clinched eyes and intertwined fingers 

of both hands in true prayer meeting fashion, The Right Reverend was 

simply babbling. Repeating the same promise. ‘Nevermore. Nevermore. 

Nevermore’. 

 Now you know why the church, to this very day, has a special 

devotion and place of respect for those barn owls. And why, The 

O’Malley Incident (as it soon was to be called) also to this day, continues 

to teach temperance and moderation in all things ... without preaching 

a single word from its pulpit. 
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Our Barn Owl 

by Steph Round 

 

Silent she glides, silent she flies; 

Field mice and bank voles all hide from her eyes. 

Venturing forth from the safety and sanctuary, 

Our barn owl mother is knowing and wise. 

 

Silent she glides, silent she floats; 

Hedges and ditches are all that she notes. 

Venturing out from the stonework and shelter, 

Our barn owl mother sees wheat, rape and oats. 

 

Silent she glides, silent she soars; 

In sun when it shines, in rain when it pours. 

Venturing far o’er the fields and the woodlands, 

Our barn owl mother has owlets indoors. 

 

Silently she does glide, silently she does roam; 

With prey in her claws, plucked out of the loam. 

Venturing back to her church on the hill, 

Our barn owl mother flies safely back home. 
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I rest in peace 

by Ray Emery 

 

"Years build, the thousands 

Water and lives flow 

Land and stars remain" 
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FIRST PLACE – SHORT STORY 

The Spoon  

by Chris Rhodes 

“Have you found anything that you like?” asked the dealer. He had been 

watching the young American couple move round the shop from cabinet 

to display case for more than half an hour, and it was nearly time to 

shut up shop. Outside, the streets were busy with people hurrying 

home, and he wanted to be with them. They stood looking into a tall 

glass fronted cabinet full of objects: Victorian jewellery, porcelain 

figurines, presents from Skegness and, at the front, a silver spoon. “Are 

you looking for something in particular?”  

“We’re over here on our honeymoon,” replied the man. “We’re from the 

States. Orange County, Virginia. Well, my wife is. My family came over 

from Poland in the 1930s but my wife’s family have always lived in 

Virginia. Right back to Independence times. We are looking up the area 

where her family originally came from in the UK. All round Horncastle? 

We’re hoping to find something local as a souvenir of the old country, 

and this part in particular.” 

“May I see the spoon, please?” asked the woman suddenly and with a 

break in her voice that caught both men’s attention. 

“Of course,” replied the dealer. He took a bunch of keys from his pocket, 

unlocked the cabinet and handed it to her. It was long in handle, 

elegant, and heavy in weight. She took it from him and turned it over 

gently in her hand. She ran her finger down the long handle and almost 

sighed. “It’s very, very beautiful,” she said. 

“It’s Georgian and local,” said the dealer. “Hall marked here in Lincoln. 

Rat tail handle- very collectable. Probably one of a pair, or maybe a set 

of six. It is a beautiful thing.” 

“Has it got a beautiful price?” asked the man. 

The dealer turned over the little label hanging from the handle. “£120 

I’m afraid. It’s the weight of the silver and the quality of design.” 

“Um. I was thinking, maybe £75?” 
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“The best I could do would be £100.” 

“Could we shake at £85?” 

“What’s that at the back,” interrupted the woman. “Right at the back, 

next to the little vase thing?” 

The dealer reached in and took out a cup. “It’s a single cup,” he said. 

”Early Worcester. You’ve got a good eye. It’s Georgian too. About 1750. 

Sadly, it’s lost its saucer. Not top rank but it would have been considered 

‘fine china’ in its day. £25. But I could do the spoon and the cup for 

£110?”  

The woman held the cup as if she instinctively knew its shape, that she’d 

held it before.  “We’ll take both,” she said. 

“It’s very strange that you picked these two objects. They came in 

together,” remarked the dealer as he wrapped the items in tissue paper. 

“A dealer friend of mine was doing a house clearance in the Wolds. 

Victorian farmhouse but with older bits at the back. The kitchen was in 

the older part. Big and draughty, and just used as a store for years, the 

iron range was still there and a large wooden dresser across one wall. 

It was in surprisingly good condition, and Bert decided to take it out 

carefully as he could see a profit. Behind the dresser was another range, 

even older, and a bread oven. These two objects were in the oven. 

Wrapped in an old cloth. Probably there for over a hundred years!” He 

put the packages in a small paper carrier bag. “So, that’s £110 please.” 

“I’ll pay,” said the woman. “Is American Express OK?” 

“Of course,” said the dealer. 

“We’ve only been married two weeks and haven’t had time to get my 

cards changed yet. The name on the card is still my maiden name. 

Elizabeth Rhodes.” 
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HIGHLY COMMENDED - ESSAY 

Words that can circle the Earth  

by Brenda Clare 

“In The Name of God, Amen” - so began the Wills of the men and women 

of Sutterby, and so began the long journey of their written words down 

to us through the centuries.  Phrases such as: “beeing sick in boddy but 

hole of mynd and good remembrance” - and - “ffirst I bequeth my soule 

to god almightie and my bodie to bee buried in the churche of Sainte 

Johnne evangelist of Sutterbie”, are to be found in most of the opening 

paragraphs of each Will. 

 As they had wished, their bodies were buried in the gentle earth 

of Sutterby and as the years passed, inevitably, their Wills became 

buried in the Archives. 

Yet these words would not stay hidden forever. Members of “The 

Spirit of Sutterby” group sought them out. We read, transcribed and 

published each Will we found onto the Sutterby Project website. We 

studied paleography to be able to read the almost indecipherable hand 

writing. We marvelled at the now archaic words, spellings and 

terminology; and enjoyed many a “triumphant moment” when we were 

finally able to transcribe a word that had kept us guessing for days.   

Many of these words, that would have been so commonplace to them, 

sent us scurrying to our Glossaries.    

 Whilst we read, we were transported back to their Sutterby. As 

they dictated their bequests, we saw their sheep in the fields, their 

mares in the stable, their “best beds” bequeathed to daughters, their 

“puter dishis & one searge coote & one blew coote”, and their crops 

growing in the fields. And we hoped, as they did, that they had found “a 

happie Resurrection to Life eternal through Jesus Christ”.   

 Now, just as the night time stars circle their resting place in the 

little Churchyard at Sutterby, so too can their words circle the earth in 

ways that would have been unimaginable and wondrous to them: 

Amongst their bequests: “a lamb and a ewe” 

Yet those Sutterby folk bequeathed more than they knew. 
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Past Quill to Present Feather 

 

by Joan Gent 

 

 

Blood quills of white 

Hatched with ochre 

 

Dipped and tipped 

Pen-drawn, fine-drawn, line-drawn 

 

Patterns from past coprace and gall 

To present tincture 

 

Broad quills to write 

We hunt the past 

 

You hunt the present  

Crepuscular calls, dark sight 

 

Here Life caught in the Light 

Here Life caught in feathers and quills 

 

Life caught 

Here in God’s Acre 
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The Lord’s Business 

by Myron Ropp 

Linda Sue unlocked the chapel door and entered. She thought to 

herself, ‘I wish Mr. Jimmy would find the time to paint that door. Looking 

very unsightly’. She stopped every Friday after work to go over the 

music selections for Sunday. 

 The small chapel was not wide but very long. One way in. One 

way out. No back door. She turned on the light over the piano and had 

just sat at the old Story & Clark spinet piano and opened her 

processional selection and began playing when she heard the old door 

open. The side windows had blue stained glass and did not allow much 

outside light in. 

 Silhouetted in the doorway she saw a figure. Large male figure. 

The figure took three steps when she stopped playing. Standing up, she 

laid both hands upon the keyboard, making a melodic bang. In doing 

so, the figure stopped. Still standing and not playing, he advanced. She 

thumped the keys again. He stopped. She realized ... as long as she 

played, there was no advancement. Sitting down and looking at the 

figure, she realized, he was holding an axe within his hands. 

 Up until now, it was curiosity. Now, it was alarm. Still playing, she 

analyzed her situation. 

 The only way out was by or through him. She kept telling herself. 

As long as she played. Just keep playing. What would screaming from 

me prompt him to do? 

She decided to play the hymnal. Between songs he advanced a couple 

of steps, until the piano started again. Once the music started, he 

stopped. 

 She was literally a broken, nervous wreck. Tears running down 

her cheeks. Her fingers often striking wrong keys. But she played. 

 He was about midway down the aisle and was becoming more 

visible. Overalls. White tee shirt. Wearing a broad rimmed old style 

fedora (like Indiana Jones) She could not see his face. for it was in the 

shadow of his hat. And then ... that axe. 
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 Her hands were cramping now. She could not keep this up. She 

had resolved herself to his mercy, hoping, there would be enough. 

 She stopped and stood. Oddly enough. He did also. 

 From the shadows of his face came the question ‘Can you please 

play How Great Thou Art’? as he scooted his hat to the back of his 

head. ’Lord a’mighty Linda Sue, I could listen to you play all day long’. 

 She cried out ‘Mr. Jimmy’? 

  ‘Yes’m, who did you think I was’? 

 ‘Lordy, Mr. Jimmy, you scared the BeJesus out of me. Why didn’t 

you say something, and why do you have that threatening ax’? 

 Mr. Jimmy softly said, ‘I am horrible sorry Miss Linda Sue. I 

‘thoughts you knowed who it was. Daddy always reminded us not to 

interrupt those that were going about the Lord’s business. The ax? I was 

just finishing up chopping those tree roots in the side yard’. 

 Linda Sue sat back down. Half relieved. Half madder than a 

hornet. 

 Yes. The ‘Lord’s Business’. She began playing How Great Thou Art. 

Mr. Jimmy started singing. Well, it was kind of like singing. Mr. Jimmy 

could not carry a tune, even if he was provided a bucket. 
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SECOND PLACE – SHORT STORIES 

 

The Sutterby Hoard  

by Veronica Stonehouse 

 

Emily Rhoades made her last will and testament on 16th July, in the year 

of our Lord, 1685 with instructions that she was to be laid to rest at St 

John the Baptist Church in Sutterby, to the right of the porch as you 

approach it from the footpath. She thought it a pretty spot for her final 

resting place. 

 In a note to her son William, she informed him she had left a separate 

letter for him to open when she died and not before.  She gave him her 

blessing and put the documents to one side.  Emily died one week later.  

She wrote: 

My dear son, I write this letter to inform you of a secret I have harboured 

since 1648.  I only reveal that secret now as I have received alarming 

information about Sir Drayner Massingberd, Lord of Ormesby. I learned 

a few days ago that Sir Drayner was arrested and imprisoned in Hull for 

failing to surrender certain arms to government forces. Something to do 

with the Monmouth Rebellion, I think.  He is up to his old tricks of 

causing trouble and I am afraid that when he is released he will come 

to Sutterby to retrieve his property. It seems that the country is in 

conflict with King James and Drayner has no love for kings, so please 

take care my son.  You need only reveal the information I am about to 

impart when and if he returns to Ormesby. The Harrisons of Harrington 

Hall are good friends and you may apply to them for guidance on this 

matter.  The following testimony is written on the same day as my will.  

Amen. 

It was 4am on an August morning in 1648.  Since my husband’s death 

I do not sleep well.  I left my children sleeping tight in their beds and 

slipped out of my little cottage to walk to Church.  I walked up the long 

and steep footpath and was surprised to see lighted tapers waving about 
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through the window.  As I neared the porch I was taken hold of by a 

man who roughly thrust me through the door and then pushed me into 

the nave of the church.   I pulled myself together and saw two men 

arising from the vault which is located under the ledger stone. 

A tall man with shoulder length hair and hooded eyes approached me 

and I knew him immediately.  He fought alongside my husband at 

Naseby and buried his body along with hundreds of other 

parliamentarian men. 

“Good woman Rhoades,” he said and bowed.  “Why are you here at this 

early hour? Are you a spy now for the traitor John Dawson?” 

I curtsied to Sir Drayner Massingberd of Ormesby.  “No sir, never that, 

I could not sleep and the church is my comforter since my husband’s 

demise.” 

He gave me a shrewd look.  The man who had pushed me into this place 

put his sword to my throat but Sir Drayner shook his head.  “Good 

woman Rhoades is for parliament,” he said. 

Sir Drayner stood in thought for a while and then decided to confide in 

me.  He told me that he had laid a cache of arms and ammunition along 

with silver coin in the vault in readiness for any trouble from the 

Royalists.  He said that a group of parliament men were on their way to 

the Isle of Wight where the king was imprisoned to try and make peace 

with him and to agree suitable terms to bring an end to the war.  Sir 

Drayner believed it was a waste of time as the king would renege on his 

promises and plunge the country into war again.  He had chosen 

Sutterby, a village with Royalist sympathies, as no one would suspect 

him of burying weapons, here. He could take the village with no trouble, 

he said, but would need the help of loyal people such as myself and 

sympathetic villagers should the time come to arm again.   I gave him 

my word that I would never reveal his secret.  I had no love for the king 

or his catholic wife and even less for John Dawson who took pleasure in 

hearing of my husband’s death.  After the men had gone, I prayed that 

all would be well and that I would be able to keep the secret.  Amen. 

Emily’s letter was somehow overlooked after her death and it was over 

four hundred years later before the letter was found. It was to be her 

15x removed granddaughter, Jenny Rhoades, who discovered it 
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amongst her late grandfather’s papers with the seal still intact.  Jenny 

was amazed that the letter had never been opened in all those years.  

She spent some time in reading and digesting its contents. 

 On a bright September morning in 2016, Jenny arrived in the little 

village of Sutterby.  She walked up the steep footpath to the church as 

Emily had done before her and marvelled at the views. She instantly 

understood what Emily had loved about the place.    A group of people 

with clipboards were recording the memorial inscriptions but sadly there 

was no stone for Emily.   

Disappointed, she entered the church which was empty apart from a 

font and a pulpit and looked in vain for the ledger stone.  She was told 

that when the new earthenware tiled floor was laid over ten years ago 

the vault was sealed with no access to it at all.  She made further 

enquiries about Sir Drayner’s cache but found no evidence that it was 

ever retrieved.  Ironically, his family the Massingberds, later known as 

Massingberd Mundy, completed their purchase of the village in 1804. 

She found no evidence that the family knew about the cache or if it had 

been secretly retrieved over the years.  The sealing of the ledger stone 

left her wondering if the little church at Sutterby is still housing a 

parliamentarian arsenal and a treasure trove of silver coin. 
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Why I’m Here and Not There 

by Kenton Rhoades 

I could’a been a Brit 

But for Richard being last born And John being first born male 

On his father’s death Richard got some coin a ewe and a lamb 

John got the farm 

And so I’m here and not there 

Because Richard and brother George 

Left Sutterby for Orange Virginia 

Married the Wright sisters 

Possibly related to the Wrights of Sutterby 

Built a prosperous farm and raised large families 

So that’s why I’m here and not there 

It’s why I don’t drive on the wrong side of the road 

Eat marmite on my breakfast toast 

Have a funny accent and use funny words Like calling an Elevator a 
Lift… 

Say Take-Away instead of Take-Out… 

Say boot when I mean trunk 

Use strange phrases, like… 

I’ll Give you a Bell 

They’re having a Good Chinwag… 

Or say, I’m Feeling Really Grotty. 

So I’m here and not there and a Yankee and not a Brit 

Because John got the farm, and Richard got away 
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The Old Village Church 

by Wendy Pennicard 

A church was and still is, thought to be a place of Solace. Maybe for 

some but not for others. 

St John the Baptist Mediaeval Church at Sutterby was once the hub and 

main place of worship for the local people and stood nestled in a 

beautiful country village but sadly, today, both the church and the 

village are completely derelict except for the shell of the old church, its 

gate and its badly overgrown graveyard.   

The only visitors these days are the birds, wild life and perhaps the odd 

visitor who stops for a glimpse of the past while on their way to places 

further afield. 

For Molly, whose very distant ancestors used to live in the village and 

surrounding areas, the Church and its surroundings hold many secrets 

and memories of days gone by but, it also holds some very upsetting 

and heart-breaking memories of tragic circumstances for her family. 

Molly knows of a particular tragic event that occurred to a family 

member several generations ago. Something that has been a mystery 

to her family and their ancestors. 

It was on a hot, sultry, summer Sunday evening, not long before 

Evensong was due to start. The Church bells started to ring but in a very 

different and unusual manner. More of an awful loud, indiscriminate 

noise than the usual serene peeling of the bells. 

The resident Bishop and the Deacon left their quarters in haste to 

investigate as to why the bells were ringing so early that evening and 

who was responsible for this awful sound. 

As they both entered the church and approached the door to the 

stairwell of the Bell Tower they noticed a young local woman’s lifeless 

body lying on the stone floor of the church, directly below the Bell Tower 

and in her hand, she was clutching a piece of tatty parchment which, as 

the Bishop took a closer look, seemed like some kind of love note 

scribbled in haste. 
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The Bishop immediately checked the young woman’s pulse but found no 

sign of life and he concluded that she was not breathing. He immediately 

ran outside to raise the alarm and get help from the local Medical 

Apotheke and to report their horrific discovery to an Elder of the village. 

The Deacon continued to climb up the steep stone steps to the Bell 

Tower to investigate the noise from the bells.  What the Deacon saw 

next would forever be etched in his memory. There above him hung the 

body of a young man in his early 20’s and he recognised him to be a 

resident farm worker from the small village hamlet.   

The young man was hanging upside down with his head caught and 

trapped in between two bell ropes and from this sight, the Deacon 

deduced that this is what must have caused the young man’s death and 

that was why the bells were ringing erratically. He also noticed what 

appeared to be a piece of jewellery dangling on a piece of chord from 

the young man’s neck and, on closer inspection, he could see that it was 

some sort of love token. 

What ever happened to this young couple on that fateful summer 

evening is still a tragic mystery after all these decades. What 

circumstances had caused the awful demise of this couple and what 

were they both doing in the church on that fateful night. Were their 

deaths intentional, was it a tragic accident, a prank that went badly 

wrong or maybe it was a love pact that didn’t go as planned, or had it? 

Unfortunately, nobody ever found out the reason or circumstances that 

caused this sad and macabre happening. 

Folklore does say that on the yearly anniversary of the young couple’s 

deaths, two Ravens can be seen sitting on the rafters above the derelict 

Bell Tower just before dusk. Some say that their loud screeching is a 

reminder of that fateful evening that happened so many, many years 

ago. 

With a deep sigh and a tear drop in her eye, Molly thought deeply of 

those times gone by and of the young couple who mysteriously died in 

the old Church. She then looked at the ring on her wedding finger and 

smiled and, without hesitation, turned around and walked slowly back 

towards the church gates, passing through the cemetery as she knew 

her beloved Daniel would be waiting for her there. 
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The Bed  

by Chris Rhodes 

John Rhodes burst out of the cottage in a ranging temper, slamming the 

door behind him. He could take no more of the Louth lawyer’s 

patronising tone as he read his father William’s will. He had hated 

hearing his younger brothers’ excited whispered plans for spending their 

inheritance but, most of all, he was angered by his sister Elizabeth’s 

silent smugness and secret smiles. 

He was halfway up the track that led to the church before he stopped 

and tried to calm himself. The view through the graves to the church 

door brought back so many memories of his father. Tall in his black coat, 

deferred to by the villagers as a man of substance, a churchwarden, and 

one who could write his name. 

He had loved and feared his father. He had grieved with him when his 

mother had died in childbirth. The child, his father’s namesake William, 

dying too.  

He had not minded his older sister Elizabeth first running the house for 

her mother, and then taking over completely when she died. He had not 

minded when, two years later, his father had married the young Mary 

Vicars, bearing him five sons, four surviving. 

He did not resent Elizabeth her inheritance of the fine china- it was never 

used anyway- except by that pompous lawyer. He didn’t mind about the 

silver spoons- she’d had earned them for running the house again, after 

Mary died. He didn’t resent the splitting up of the animals between his 

brothers, he’d buy back most anyway. William was set on a move to 

Farlesthorpe, and George and Richard would need every penny they 

could raise if they really meant to try their luck in the Americas.  

No, what hurt him was that his father’s will made it so clear that 

Elizabeth was his father’s favourite. His “beloved daughter”!  Was he not 

beloved? Had there been no special bond between his father and his 

eldest son? No recognition of those long evening walks and talks about 
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the harvest and the church, of his father’s growing love for Mary Vicars 

and the hidden tears for two stillborn sons. 

But what really made him angry was Elizabeth’s inheritance of the bed. 

She could pick any bed in the house, according to the will, but John 

knew which one she would choose. Their father’s bed, solid oak and 

carried in pieces up the narrow staircase when he brought it back in the 

cart from Alford. A fine bed and one John which had promised his wife 

would be theirs one day. It was too big to be moved again, which meant 

that Elizabeth would have the largest upstairs room. In what was now 

his house! No wonder she smiled. 

He was head of the family now, he told the rooks. It should be his!!  

It grew dark and still he stormed at the wide sky. Even the hunting owl 

passed him by.  

 

 

 

  



 22 

FIRST PLACE - POETRY 

 

More Sighs  

by Myron Ropp 

 

We live at such a fast pace. We hurry to and from. We juggle the list of 

have to's and need to be's. Always rushing. Always in a hurry. We are 

connected and joined at all times. Our cell phones are with us like 

gunslingers walking toward the OK Corral. Drop off. Pick up. Drive 

thru's. It is no surprise or wonder that when we happen upon a scene 

such as this we sit. 

 Exhale the most gratifying of sighs, and stop. Simply stop. We 

absorb that stillness. That peace. Welcome to Count Your Blessings 

Time. The sweetness of a view. The tranquil feeling of gratitude that 

floods over you. Sitting upon the most uncomfortable of places but you 

do not feel it. 

 The structure. The atmosphere. The hard pew. Sitting here. You 

really do not require a sermon or message. You are in a sanctuary of 

renewal. Not with where you are ... but you are in touch with your inner 

being. Reflection. Thinking. Pondering. We need more quiet church 

pews. More reflective time in the car. More benches. More walks among 

nature. Yes indeed. We need more sigh times. 
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Rare Breed 

by Pam Bankes 

 

John had made a beautiful model of the tiny church. The interior was 

decorated to replicate the whitewashed walls with traces of early 

painting, and the red tiled floor. There was also a rood screen and pulpit, 

perfect in scale and detail. 

The church exterior had been left blank, waiting for crafters to stitch, 

knit and felt, transforming wool into brick, tile and stone. Wool was 

felted for the slate roof and knitted for the brick walls. Windows were 

made of deep blue taffeta and the grass in the graveyard was tufts of 

wool sewn onto canvas. 

The church walls are mainly of rough stone, much repaired and rebuilt 

over the centuries. Raw wool was chosen to replicate stone but needed 

to contain varying shades of grey and brown. The wool from a Castlemilk 

Moorit sheep from Dumfriesshire gave the perfect mix of colours (Moorit 

means reddish- brown). In the 1970s there were only a dozen of these 

sheep left in existence so we are fortunate to have this rare fleece on 

the Woolly Walls of Sutterby Church. 
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Surprising Sutterby 

 

by Dick Heath 

 

If you travel from Boston, 

Turn North through the Fens, 

Meet the Lincolnshire Wolds 

Which seem never to end. 

 

There, at the gateway 

To this beautiful place, 

Lies the hamlet of Sutterby 

That is worthy of praise. 

 

Today life’s much faster 

On the road that goes through, 

But this hamlet sits back 

And retains its old view. 

 

I arrived here by car, 

Saw farm buildings new and modern. 

They looked so cold and stark. 

Hear the big corn dryer throbbing. 

 

As I turned to look up 

At the little church on the hill, 

My mind changed the picture 

And the world seemed to still. 

 

Climbing slowly up the path 

Now I stand by the old church door. 

I looked again at the farm 

And the scene had changed once more. 

 

The farmhouse stood down below 

With a barn and cartshed small. 

Farmer Rhoades was coming to church 

And, to his family, he turned to call. 
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All dressed in their Sunday best, 

And his boots and gaiters shining, 

His wife had her best bonnet on 

And his jacket had a fine silk lining. 

 

This church has no tower or bell, 

But they never arrived too late. 

They could see from their kitchen window 

The vicar’s horse tethered by the gate. 

 

Farmer Rhoades’ face was very weathered, 

Like a polished old copper kettle, 

From a life spent out in all weathers 

Making sure everything was well fettled. 

 

He’d worked all his life 

To provide for his brood. 

In his will he shared equal 

Because he always kept true. 

 

I woke from my trance  

As the owl left the church. 

Evening shadows were creeping 

As he flew from his perch. 

 

The Wolds’ cloak spread surrounding 

Sutterby’s ancient small church, 

Its pews all gone and empty, 

But its memories have worth. 

 

Its value must remind us 

To work hard and share. 

I’m sure you would feel this 

If you chance to go there. 
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Stand and stare 

 

by Geoff Wheatley 

 

Stand and stare 

Stars and solitude 

 

Stand and stare 

Stones and shadows  

 

Stand and stare 

Sacred and silent 

 

Stand and stare 

Songs and psalms 

 

Stand and stare 

Safety and sanctuary 

 

Stand and stare 

Savour the starlight 

Savour the space 

 

Stand and stare 
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Congratulations Gentlemen  

by Myron Ropp 

 

 William Evans was a successful man, make no mistake about that. 

But as fate would have it, he was not liked, nor, respected for it. The 

problem was, he gave nothing away. If you wanted his assistance, he 

expected you to work for it in return. He had a pleasant enough 

demeanor. He was fair in his transactions, but he was stern and 

uncompromising. Attempts through the years from St. John the Baptist 

for financial support met with the same end, No, so they stopped asking. 

 It was the day after Mr. Evans’ death and burial (which was poorly 

attended) that the pastor, sexton and board of trustees of St. John’s 

were requested to attend the reading of William Evans’ last will and 

testament. It seems he had included the church within his provisions. 

The terms were quite simple. They would receive his entire estate, 

investments, assets and bank accounts under one clause. They must 

complete directions and tasks to the letter to be awarded them. Basically 

… it was a scavenger hunt. Intriguingly detailed and complex. It started 

with a key and address. A note there. Directions to another location. A 

note there. Follow a prescribed path to a designated tree. A hollow tree. 

A tree with the next clue. On it went. Seven weeks this went on. 

Landmarks. Notes. Directions. Clues. Measurements. Old fence rows. 

Inside barrels. On and on. Just when they had decided to stop and forget 

it all … they would come upon a note. 

‘Congratulations Gentlemen. If you are reading this, you are on course’. 

Seven weeks. 

 Some clues were weather sensitive. Moon or sun being in certain 

places at certain times of the day or night. Shadows they cast being in 

specific places. Their frustrations were intense. But somehow, at those 

times, they would come across a note. 

 ‘Congratulations Gentlemen, if you are reading this, you are on course’.  
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 Holes dug. Jars containing clues unearthed. Streams forged. One 

time he had them at a certain pub. They were to join hands and dance 

in a circle at a certain time. Sure enough. In the middle of their dance, 

the proprietor of the pub came out and handed them the next clue. 

Then the day came when the clue directed them to the church. 

 ‘North wall. Sixth pew from the rear. Four feet from the end. Reach 

under the pew and feel for the nail. Under the nail is the next clue’. Sure 

enough. As they sat in the pew. They read. 

‘Congratulations Gentlemen, if you are reading this, you are on course’. 

Then followed with this clue: 

 ‘On the North wall. Three stones up. On that stone, in the right 

top corner there is a small X. That is the stone. Remove it’. One of the 

trustees blurted out ‘What is this tom foolery? He would have us 

dismantling the very structure in which we are attempting to save’? The 

pastor gave him a reassuring glance . The sexton went to retrieve a 

chisel and mallet. Chipping away the mortar of the marked stone. It 

finally loosened enough to allow them to slide the stone out of the wall. 

At first it appeared to be just a stone, until the pastor laid it on the floor. 

The bottom was hollowed out. Enough to allow the insertion of a small 

pewter cup. Inside the cup was this note. 

‘Congratulations Gentlemen, if you are reading this, you have finished 

the course. 

Present this to: 

Simon J. Ross, Esq. 

403 Fleet Street 

London. 

 The gentleman of the search made arrangements to travel to 

London. Along the way they discussed their past seven weeks. Trials. 

Aggravation. Dashed hopes. Bitterness. Anxiety. Questions. Unbridled 

anger. It was about to end … no matter what. 

 When presented the note, the attorney merely smiled. From his 

desk he pulled a single envelope and extended it to the men. The pastor 



 29 

received it, and with trembling hands opened it. Upon the paper read: 

‘Congratulations Gentlemen. You have done well. I was a man of 

business. I gave nothing for free. I expected only effort and diligence, 

you have provided that. I trust this will be deemed, just payment for 

those efforts. Then there was the scripture. Matthew 25:21: 

‘His lord said unto him, Well done, thou good and faithful servant: thou 

hast been faithful over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many 

things: enter thou into the joy of thy lord’. 

They looked at the solicitor who quietly said: 

‘Gentlemen. St. John the Baptist is now sole heir of the estate of William 

Henry Evans. As of yesterday, those holdings amount to: £ 20,000.’ 

The pastor coughed. The sexton started crying and two of the trustees 

passed out upon the floor. 

Oh … One final note, I failed to mention. This all occurred within the 

year … 1770. 

Which means that amount is equivalent in today’s economy as being … 

£3,691,752. 78. 
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The Stars Revolve 

by Mike Morgan 

High on my hill I stand and the sky revolves.  

I have known rejection, desolation, awe and reverence; 

I have watched my village in its infancy, its burgeoning, its decline 

seen men tame and till the land, nap flints, build homes 

And heard the tread of roman feet afar upon their upland march. 

 

Before my walls were stone, and after, have I dwindled 

Fallen to decay and been reborn 

My walls once glorious in the colours of my decoration 

show fragments only now, and wear the different colours of decay. 

Green mildew, ochre’d damp - the paints of nature, 

While spiders’ web and pellets of my owls  

festoon the nooks and crannies of my masonry. 

 

High on the hill I watched the slowly passing centuries 

The slow revolving passage of the seasons  

And with them interred the story of my village                

Trod in the furrows, hid ‘neath the turning soil  

Pot sherd and coin, Worked flint and torn and twisted brass. 

 

All has faded. All the homesteads gone. 

Few now retain the skills or craftsmanship of the passing ages       

Handed down the generations, So only with a dedicated few 

do simple past times and traditions linger still. 

 

The village dwindled - and the power of God to draw men to me, 

 Methodism drew their feet away, 

War took them too, took men and horses 

Replacing both with but a single tractor’s breath 

While plague ravaged throughout the land.  

 

Doctrines may change and change again 

but the rhythm of the land remains, 
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Unaltered 

The people played their simple part; 

They read the clouds, the soil, the soil’s fertility 

The coming of the rain and frost  

Portent of spring in a bird’s song, or the first frost of winter, 

And other portents also. 

What doom conveyed in the blazing comet’s tail? 

What evil lurking in the twilight of the sun’s eclipse? 

who conjures such events?                                                                      

Wise Woman? Witch? A fine dividing line 

The healing balms of nature 

And evil warded off by nature’s bounty 

Rowan and holly, charm and amulet 

Or invocation of the powers of darkness 

Curses and maledictions, blighted crops 

A scourge throughout the village. 

 

I have witnessed times of happiness 

Marriages, Births recorded in my Registers 

The sound of May Day merriment 

And carols, when to carol was to dance. 

The Harvest home, thanksgiving for the summer’s corn 

Brought safely in.                                                                                               

Rogationtide, the beating of the bounds, 

my Parish boundaries marked with the beating of a tree -  

And small boys also lest they should forget. 

 

Of sadness too, of hungry winters when the harvests failed,                          

of cold, of wet.      

Of Death. 

Brought to my door, the sleeping generations underneath the sward 

Tended by loved ones while they yet remain, 

 These congregations each supported me;  

in life with love, in death surrounded by their mortal bones. 

They fashioned and re-fashioned me and even bore my weight upon 

their bones. 
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All are gone now, the sward grows rank, 

grows tall with thistle, hogweed cooch and vetch 

Blackthorn encroaches, nettle now invades. 

I am deserted as the village too retracts. 

Now deemed redundant I am left to slow decay, 

Weather and wind seep in. 

I rot. 

 

But even as I rot I have friends still 

Tending my crumbling fabric back to health, 

Reading the signs that indicate my past 

Villagers long forgot now re-awaken. 

Their names inscribed upon cold stone live on in wills or in inventory 

The history of my surroundings reappears 

Their crafts, beliefs and lives exposed 

I hear new laughter, welcome in new music, 

song and quiet reflection. 

The white owls rear their brood each spring among my rafters. 

 

As I survey the headstones newly cleared                                  

And contemplate one thousand years and more 

Gone is the dusty semblance of decay 

My spirit is renewed 

My alter now bedecked, so too my window sills 

each Christmas feast, and on my patron’s day. 

High on the hill the stars revolve 

And I am cherished once again 
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Swappin’ Sides 

by Myron Ropp 

Leroy was on his way to the Halloween Party. His costume was kickin’. 

He had painted his face red. Little horns. Full red body suit, with a long 

tail ... forked of course. Satan. Lucifer. On the drive to Katie’s house, 

his old bomb of a car, bombed out. 

 He started walking. In the distance he could make out some lights. 

He headed that way. Unbeknownst to him, it was the St. John the Baptist 

Church ... smack dab in the middle of Mission Services. 

 Up the four steps, he realized it was a church. He went right in. 

Unfortunately... he forgot how he looked. As he entered mid service 

through the back door, the majority of the church did what all church 

congregations do ... they turned around in their pews and looked. That 

is when chaos erupted. Screams. People jumping up and running. Two 

young ladies passed out. Three guys jumped out the open windows. Still 

forgetting about his appearance, up the aisle he came. Old Esther Smith 

jumped up but caught the hem of her dress on the old pew. He walked 

toward her. She is tugging to get her dress loose. Three feet away, Leroy 

stopped. Esther turned to him, putting her hand to her throat and in a 

quivering, shaky voice she spoke: 

‘Devil. I will have you know. I have been a devoted member if this ‘here 

church for over 50 years. But between you and me, and for the record 

I HAVE BEEN ON YOUR SIDE ALL ALONG’ !! 
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Blessed 

by Anne Wakelam 

 

My home Sutterby Church 

blessed am I 

to have this perch 

and see the sky 

 

in God’s own house 

the moon’s shadow 

shows the church mouse 

coppery coat aglow 

 

under a church pew 

but he is my friend 

not foe as we too 

men’s follies comprehend. 

 

My feathers are preened 

the dawn approaches 

my eyes gleaned 

a clan of cockroaches 

 

eaten along with the grubs 

on the worn wooden floor 

the church my hub 

I look to the chapel door. 

 

My home is Sutterby Church  

so blessed am I 

to have this perch 

one lucky guy. 
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The Pellets of the Sutterby Owl – A History in Bones 

 

by Jane Woodcock 

 

I really wish that I could be called a ‘wise old owl’.   Wise I may not be, 

but old I am!   

Taking part in two workshops in 

2018 and 2019 to investigate the 

contents of pellets collected from 

the barn owl box on St John the 

Baptist Church in Sutterby was a 

revelation to me.   

 

The Sutterby Barn Owl (Tyto alba) had been an elusive character for me 

until that time, but now that I have seen the results from a small part 

of its  

night time hunting territory in this beautiful area of The Lincolnshire 

Wolds, I am in awe of its prowess and tenacity to forage for small 

mammals to feed its mate and chicks.  

Those attending these workshops were given several owl pellets to 

carefully dissect and identify the contents, plus pictorial guides for the 

novices amongst us, appropriate hygiene items plus recording sheets. 

Covid-19 had not been identified then, so face masks were not 

obligatory!    
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I imagine a few of you will by now be aghast at the thought of this task. 

But owl pellets are not excrement!  After devouring the meat content, 

the hard and indigestible parts are retained and then regurgitated. The 

owl pellet is an amazing construction: oval shaped and packed with fur 

and bones depending on what the bird has managed to catch during its 

nocturnal foraging spree. This dissection task kept us all entranced on 

two mornings.    

To think that this small church has nurtured its own Barn Owl family is 

very special and a credit to the members who have built and erected 

the nest box; set up the camera traps and photographed these beautiful 

native birds.   

The small mammals inhabiting the farmland around the church need to 

take care!   
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FIRST PLACE – NON FICTION 

 

“The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not 

overcome it”. John 1:5  

by Paul Day 

 

In this place the light has burned, flickered, dimmed, but was not 

extinguished. The hands that built, repaired, cleaned and offered 

supplication are now stilled, rested. 

 

In this place what remains? Within these time-worn, weather-beaten 

walls what gives the light? For light there is, soft through cob-webbed 

glass seeping into crumbling plaster. Here all is sacred, here is a 

metaphor for life. Life lived in light, flickering and cob-web dimmed as 

life so often is. Without the light, however faintly seen, there is no life. 

 

In this place the spirit lives, and visitors once more fill this space with 

their own light, their own lives. What does it mean? This reawakening, 

this rediscovery? What is this light? 

 

In this place what cannot be ignored is love. Love of the wide 

Lincolnshire skies and undulating Wolds. Love of the cycle of the farming 

year, of fallow, plough and harvest. Love of nature in all her inspiring 

breadth and depth. Love of learning, of history and craft and science. 

Love of fellowship, the warmth of laughter, of time shared, of experience 

and sustenance and wisdom gained. 

 

Deeper still and flowing under and through all, witnessed by this place 

is the love of God, without which all becomes a distant echo in the fading 

light. 
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SECOND PLACE – POETRY 

 

Tyto of Sutterby  

by Andrew Doughty 

 

Settled low in a Wold hollow green 

A diminished house of God, easy overseen, 

Tyto's heart shaped face did slowly rise 

Caramel cream frames obsidian eyes, 

A strigine gaze through web fogged glass 

Over villagers past, under stone and grass. 

 

Flight from the church in silent beat 

Quartering the fields of the corn and of the wheat, 

Below alabaster feather phantom wings-beats 

Lays the hushed antiquity of eidolon streets, 

Echoes of lives from centuries past 

Sieved through the soil for time everlast. 

 

Return to the church with the prey for the night 

Tyto blinks in the dawns new heaven-sent light, 

Beating her wings as she settles to sleep 

On wood-wormed timbers which shiver and creak, 

The ghost in the window of lead-lined cross 

Tyto, the guardian of the church, the graves and the lost. 
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1792 

 

by John Rhodes 

 

A few years ago, my brother Chris took me on a trip that lasted 

almost two hundred years, and it began in Sutterby. It started in 1792 

and finished in the 1950s in Kirton-in-Lindsey. Our route meandered 

through northern Lincolnshire, up as far as the Humber, before swinging 

back down to Kirton.  

 

Chris is a genealogist — not the kind that pays a few dollars to a 

website and discovers that he is very probably related to the Duke of 

Wellington and possibly to Genghis Khan as well, and is entitled (for a 

small additional fee) to a family coat of arms — but a meticulous 

researcher who demands proof and verification before finally admitting 

a forebear to our family tree. 

 

The journey that he took me on began at St John the Baptist, at 

a gravestone bearing my own name and the date 1792. From there, 

over several days and less than one hundred miles, he traced the slow 

migration of our family from generation to generation, from village to 

village, through seven generations, until we finally reached Kirton, 

almost two hundred years later, at our Grandfather’s house where we 

could remember spending summer holidays in the nineteen fifties.  

 

We stood by the row of gravestones beside the church as Chris 

pointed out across the fields where Sutterby had once stood and where 

my ancestors had lived and died. The skies were leaden and the fields 

were freshly ploughed. Here my ancestors had labored in the thick, rich, 

Lincolnshire soil.  
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I lived on the West Side of Manhattan at the time. Nothing could 

have made a sharper contrast than the view from my 26th floor windows 

in comparison with the view across the fields of Sutterby. There, the 

endless rumble of the city would be punctuated, from time to time, by 

the sounds of car alarms or howling emergency vehicle sirens. Here, the 

wind in the trees behind the church was interrupted by the clattering of 

crows as they foraged in the fields. 

 

This photograph captures that moment. I am the one standing on 

the left, the one with the big ears and my hand on my namesake’s 

headstone. Chris is the one on the right, with the folder of documentary 

evidence to prove that, yes, these really are our ancestors. I must admit 

that neither of us looks particularly happy, but I assure you that we 

were. 
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Voice of the Church 

by Jenny Williams 

I’ve been here a long time, just a modest building. They tucked me 

under the lee of the hill behind. It’s sheltered me for a thousand years 

or so from the bitter north winds that bring snow and icy blasts straight 

from the Artic. From my south door there is a good view over the 

adjoining fields and what was once the village. Now, it is just a cluster 

of cottages and a barn or two, hardly even a hamlet.  

At the beginning it was busy in the way of all mixed farming 

communities. The people ploughed, sowed, nurtured, and reaped. They 

prayed for kind weather: rain to water the crops, the animals and 

themselves, and sun to ripen the corn. They liked fine open weather to 

gather in the harvest. Harvest Festival was always an outpouring of 

thanks for God’s blessing, not that he always obliged! Everyone in the 

village would come. They dedicated me to St. John the Baptist so 24th 

June was always special. I’m too small and insignificant to have a Priest 

to myself. The one at Langton would walk over to take a service. Like 

Tennyson’s father whose adjoining parishes of Somersby and Bag 

Enderby are nearby, I’ve always been linked with Langton. Yes even 

today it’s “Langton with Sutterby.” That’s how they spell it today. Once 

it was Sutrebi and then Suterbi, from the Old Scandinavian meaning the 

farmstead of the shoemaker. Mind you there’s not been one here for 

many, many years! Over the centuries things have changed. The people 

dwindled. Cottages fell into disrepair, and gradually merged back into 

the ground, covered with grass and weeds. Why? Some said bad 

harvests, or the plague, or no children to carry on. Eventually there were 

no services. No-one tended the graves. All was silent and forgotten. The 

land was still tilled but with machines instead of oxen or horses. There 

were no hard-working peasants scything the corn together as they once 

did. I was ignored. I slept quietly in my solitary state. Then, just a few 

years ago, things began to change. A small group of people, none of 

them from Sutterby, “discovered” me. I became the focus of the 
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“Sutterby Project.”  They excavated round my walls and the graveyard. 

They researched my history and that of families who had lived here.  

Then it widened to include many aspects of what and how the people 

had lived. They field-walked, they made rag-rugs, and studied 

calligraphy, and many other subjects. There were even poems written 

and amazing cakes baked and eaten…it was amazing what they 

discovered! 

Then miracle of miracles they’ve held a service on 24th June for the last 

few years led by a proper ordained priest from Spilsby! Rather different 

from the old days, but once more I am being used for the reason I was 

built. They brought folding chairs to sit on and sang hymns. No heating 

of course but the weather was kind so it wasn’t missed.  They’ve even 

taken photos outside the south door to celebrate. 

Now with this virus, things have changed again. Reminds me of the 

plague times. Still when things improve, as they will, I will still be here 

for them. After all I’ve been here for a long, long time… 
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With thanks to the entrants, to the judges, to the 

administrators, and everyone involved in this year’s 

Writing Challenge. Watch this space for next year’s 

challenge, and meantime, to follow the Spirit of 

Sutterby, or find out more: 

 

Twitter: @spiritosutterby 

Website: www.spiritofsutterby.co.uk 

 

 


