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From the Editor 
By Jonathan Batten 

I 
t was 415 years ago this month that 
a failed assassination attempt against 
King James I by a group of 

provincial English Catholics, led by 
Robert Catesby, eventually led to the 
yearly tradition of bonfire night on the 
5th November. 
The plan was to blow up the 

House of Lords during the State 
Opening of Parliament on 5th 
November 1605 as the prelude to a 
popular revolt in the Midlands, where 
a lockdown was threatened. 
The conspirators, who included: 

John and Christopher Wright, Robert 
and Thomas Wintour, Thomas Percy, 
Guy Fawkes, Robert Keyes, Thomas 
Bates, John Grant, Ambrose Rookwood, 
Sir Everard Digby and Francis Tresham, 
limited their plotting meetings to six 
people at a time but were grassed up to 
the authorities in an anonymous letter.  
The rest is history but, as we wonôt 

be having a village bonfire or organised 
fireworks this year, you may smell 
more than a whiff of cordite about this 
edition of the Newsletter and find a few 
fireworks in its contents. We have also 
sourced a special gunpowder-infused 
paper for the printing so that, when you 
have read it and extracted the Covid 
helpline flyer, you can roll the 
magazine into a tube, attach a stick, 
light the blue touch paper (see page 23) 
and watch it go. 

If you do have your own fireworks 
in your garden, spare a thought for your 
neighbours and the local cats and dogs. 

óPloggingô The Lee 
Last month I was a foot soldier in a 

cohort of intrepid litter pickers 
attempting to clear up our roads and 
verges for the second time this year. It 
is, as always, a joy to pick up other 
peopleôs rubbish including a discarded 
face mask ï what sort of people do that? 
In Sweden picking up rubbish 

whilst jogging is a recognised activity 
called óploggaô. A combination of the 
words óplocka uppô, meaning pick up, 
with the language's word for ójogô, 
ójoggaô. It has mutated here to the 
word óploggingô which now appears in 
English language dictionaries. The 
objective of plogging is to exercise 
while making the area in which you 
are doing so litter-free.  
Now that sounds like something all 

local joggers could take up: if 
everyone picked up even one item of 
litter each time they went out for a run 
think how much more pleasant our 
village could be. 
 With all the madness in the world 

around us at the moment here is a song 
choice to cherish for this month: 
 
Smile though your heart is aching 
Smile even though itôs breaking 
When there are clouds in the sky 
youôll get by 
If you smile through your fear and 
sorrow 



2 

Your Letters 
The Lee Covid-19  
Helpline and Volunteers 
To the Editor 

Please turn to the leaflet included 
with this Newsletter and retain it for 
future reference. The telephone 
number you need is 07836 205105, if 
suddenly you are self-isolating or 
need to be shielded.  
Donôt be embarrassed or feel you 

are putting others out! If you need 
help, please pick up the phone. A good 
number of your neighbours in The Lee, 
Lee Common, Ballinger and Potter 

Smile and maybe tomorrow 
Youôll see the sun come shining 
through 
For you  
 
Light up your face with gladness 
Hide every trace of sadness 
Although a tear maybe ever so near 
Thatôs the time you must keep on 
trying 
Smile, whatôs the use of crying 
Youôll find that life is still worth 
while 
If you just smile 
 
Oh, thatôs the time you must keep on 
trying 
Smile, whatôs the use of crying 
Youôll find that life is still worth 
while 
If you just smile 

 
Of course we will not see you 

smile, as you will be wearing a mask, 
but itôs about having the mindset. 
Please send your contributions for 

next monthôs edition to the editor, Phil 
Harrison, by 12th November, at 
theleenewsletter@gmail.com  

Row have volunteered to help you ï
running shopping errands, collecting 
prescriptions etc. so you can stay safe 
and we donôt spread the virus.  
Of course, we hope this ósecond 

waveô is barely a ripple in The Lee. 
But if it affects your family ï please 
reach out for help ï and stay safe. 
The Lee Covid-19 Volunteers 
07836 205105 
 

Glow sticks  
To the Editor 

The Shop at The Lee has again been 
highly commended in the óLocal 
Community Impactô section of this 
yearôs Proud of Bucks Awards.  
This section of the awards 

recognises the work of local groups in 
response to lockdown and the help that 
they provide to those in need at the 
local level. Bucks Council report that 
they received hundreds of nominations 
for these awards and the calibre of 
entries was very strong. 
Well done (again!) to all 

concerned. The Lee can rightly be 
proud of its community shop. 
Colin Sully 
Swan Bottom 

A year in the 
life of The Lee 
By Tony Rigby (expat. of The Lee) 

D 
uring the ólockdownô I had 
time to clear out old files and 
review media. During this 

process I watched some footage from 
the old óThe Lee Millennium Videoô 
which, some will recall, was issued on 
VHS tape and the result of me being 
tasked by the village Millennium 
Committee to record the life and 
activities in The Lee Parish at the start 



3 

Revisit the start of this 
millennium with a DVD   
I have therefore taken the 

opportunity to edit the content down to 
a more concise 59 minutes (losing 30 
minutes of óflabô), while still covering 
all events and óhappeningsô and 
retaining Geoffrey Palmerôs narration 
in full.  
The result is now available on 

DVD ï óA Year In The Life Of The 
Leeô ï and will be available to buy, 
exclusively, at the Lee Shop and its 
Christmas Market, for the benefit of 
Shop funds. 
Please bear in mind that the picture 

resolution is not comparable to todayôs 
digital standard and was further 
reduced as a consequence of various 
data transfer processes. 
Just sit back, relax and enjoy! 

{Ihw¢-¢9wa 
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CǊƻƳ ϻнфр ǇŜǊ ǿŜŜƪ όŀƭƭ ƛƴŎƭǳǎƛǾŜύ 
 

{ŜƭŦ-ŎŀǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅ  
ƻǊ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊȅ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǝƻƴ  

ŀǘ [ŜŜ /ƻƳƳƻƴ 
 

aƻǾƛƴƎ ƘƻǳǎŜΚ   
     /ƻƳǇƭŜǘƛƻƴ ŘŀǘŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜΚ 
     IƻǳǎŜ ǎŀƭŜ Ŧŀƭƭǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΚ 
     .ǳƛƭŘŜǊǎ ƻǳǘǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΚ 

 

9ȄǇŜŎǝƴƎ ±ƛǎƛǘƻǊǎΚ    
     bŜŜŘ ŜȄǘǊŀ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǝƻƴΚ 

 

{ŜƭŦ-ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜŘ tŜǊƛƻŘ tǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΥ  
ǎƭŜŜǇǎ ŦƻǳǊ ƎǳŜǎǘǎ 

 

¢ŜƭΥ лмпфп уоттфу 
Ŝ-ƳŀƛƭΥ ƭƻǿŜǊōŀǎǎƛōƻƴŜǎϪȅŀƘƻƻΦŎƻΦǳƪ 

of this millennium, from July 1999 to 
June 2000. 

Pyrotechnics  
It occurred to me that the video 

was probably a unique comprehensive 
historical record of normal life in the 
The Lee, as it included the Flower 
Show, the F°te, Midsomer Murders, 
pantomime, shows, cricket, Old 
Church, New Church, suppers, dances, 
people, animals, seasonal views, 
parties etc.  
Seeing it again is also a chance to 

remember us as we were and others 
who are sadly no longer with us. For 
example, you may have been in the 
school play, but 20 years oné? 
The problem though, should you 

wish to watch the video again, is that 
you most probably do not have a 
working VHS player. 
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Impressions of 
a protest: Jones 
Hill Wood 
By Claudia DõAlessandro 

F 
our years ago I was amongst a 
group of local people who went 
to the House of Lords to petition 

against HS2. The process of delivering 
a petition and arguing in front of the 
Select Committee was one I will not 
forget. The QC for HS2 seemed to have 
been chosen for his close resemblance 
to a bird of prey, and his words 
matched the sharpness of his features. 
How could we fight such a beast?  
Four years on, I have had another 

taste of the sinister workings of this 
dubious organisation into which public 
money is being poured. At first, HS2 
seemed a distant threat. We knew it 
was coming, had seen their vans which 
regularly dash up and down our 
narrow lane, the same lane they 
assured us they would not be using, 
regardless of people or animals. But 
HS2 had not really touched our lives at 
this point. A few vans parked in the 
field, land left fallow and empty, 
which would normally be planted or 
given over to livestock. We were still 
hoping it would just go away, that the 
government would realise that with the 
move to home working, it is even 
more of a vanity project, an empty 
idea, a train to nowhere.  

Pigeon 
Protesters have camped out for 

some time now in Jones Hill Wood. 
They are an eclectic group, 
encompassing many age ranges and 
people of different backgrounds with 
one thing in common. They love nature, 
want to preserve the environment and 

want to stop HS2 from destroying 
ancient woodlands. Tree houses were 
constructed at the very top of the tallest 
beech trees. Protesters took on names 
such as óSquirrelô or óPigeonô in honour 
of the creatures whose homes they were 
trying to preserve.  
We went to visit the camp on their 

Roald Dahl open day, held on the 
famous authorôs birthday. He would 
have been 105. I remember meeting 
him when I was in primary school; a 
stern and rather grumpy figure, who 
reminded me of many of the characters 
in his books.  

Willow effect  
The wood sparkled in the soft 

autumn light. A wood fire burned and a 
pot of stew bubbled appetisingly. The 
children immediately felt at home and 
rushed off to play while we adults 
spoke to protesters about their 
experiences and aims. One earnest 
young man told us that he planned to 
write his thesis in a tree (he was 
studying ecology), while another told us 
of the peace to be found in the wood, 
away from the cares of the busy world. 
We were shown ancient fossils of 
marine creatures discovered in the 
wood, examples of fungi, evidence of 
animals and birds whose home is here.  
A week later, what a difference! I 

had a message that HS2 had started to 

Jones Hill Wood from Bowood Lane 
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fence off the wood and that protesters 
were asking for support. The weather 
had turned. Autumn winds and rain 
began to pick up, and with the winds, 
change blew through the wood. I 
hurried down after finishing work to 
witness what was happening.  
Fences slash through the centre of 

the wood, men in orange jackets were 
positioned in the field, and as I started 
to cross, a policemen came leaping over 
to ask me (politely) to go around the 
edge, as this was now HS2 land. On 
entering the wood, a very different 
atmosphere reigned. With the soft 
sunlight gone, to be replaced by heavy 
grey skies and drizzle, the tension in the 
air was palpable. After dropping off 
some supplies to the main camp, I 
walked down to where the fences cut 
through the trees.  

These are the NET (National Eviction 
Team). The silence was spooky. None 
of them spoke but stood staring across 
into the wood and at the protesters who 
came close to the barriers. If anyone 
approached or touched the fences, they 
would close in on them like spiders, 
creeping up to their prey. Protesters 
valiantly pierced the silence with 
rousing songs of ñRise Up!ò and ñThere 
is no planet Bò. 
The next time I visited, there was 

more action. Cherry pickers had been 
brought in, and men were going up into 
the treetops to where protesters were in 
the treehouses. The barriers around the 
shelters were being systematically 
removed, protesters deprived of 
belongings, and ropes and harnesses 
were being cut.  
As the NET was drawn ever closer 

into the stronghold, the protesters 
seemed more and more vulnerable. 

 

Shop at The Lee 
 

 
 

For all your daily needs 
 

A community shop, financed and 
run by the village; the shop lies at 

the heart of the parish. 
 

Current opening hours 
(subject to change): 

Mondays to Fridays: 8.00 a.m. until 4.00 p.m.  
Weekends: 8.00 a.m. until 12:00 noon. 

 
Tel: 01494 837195 
shop@thelee.org.uk 

Screech rocket  
All along the barrier were 

aggressive looking figures, dressed 
from head to toe in black, complete 
with helmets, masks and sturdy boots. 

The wood is divided 


