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Urenco is a global organisation, with sites in the UK, Germany, the Netherlands and
the USA. Our core business is enriching uranium to provide sustainable energy to
the world through civil nuclear power generation.
Sustainability is integral to everything we do and as part of this we are committed
to supporting the communities in which we operate. Across Urenco, we provide
both financial and practical support to community organisations which are focused
on education, the environment, healthy living and culture.
Urenco has been marking the 50th anniversary of its founding treaty being signed
by donating to a variety of local charities at each of its locations.
Laurent Odeh, Chief Commercial Officer for Urenco said:

Our success over the past 50 years is based on our strong relationships with
a wide variety of trusted partners. Our local communities are one of our most
valued stakeholders and that is why we wanted to celebrate this milestone by
making a contribution to worthwhile initiatives around our sites.
We are delighted to support Hft for the important part you are playing to
help make a huge difference to people with learning disabilities in this most
difficult of years.”
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Her Royal Highness
The Princess Royal
As patron of Hft, I am pleased
to welcome you all to this Winter
Warmer celebration. Thank you for joining
us tonight, and for your generous support
of Hft. I wish you and your family a very
happy Christmas, however we manage to
celebrate this important festival, and best
wishes for a healthy 2021.

Thank you.
In 1982, Her Royal Highness, The
Princess Royal honoured Hft by
becoming our Royal Patron. Since
then, Her Royal Highness has
made many visits to Hft, helping to
promote our work and champion
the rights of people with learning
disabilities and autism. We are very
grateful for her ongoing support
and for her contribution to our
event this evening.
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The Programme
Hft’s Winter Warmer 2020
The Choir of Magdalen College, Oxford Conducted by Mark Williams

Guest Readers Juliet Stevenson CBE and Michael Pennington
Guest Compere Annabel Giles
Hft Performers See page 15 for details

7.15pm Organ recital
In Dulci Jubilo

Gaudete

A selection of festive entertainment

Reading

J. S. Bach

Hft performers across the UK

Traditional

Place settings

7.30pm Welcome

Jeremy Nicholas

Patron of Hft

Have yourself a merry little Christmas

HRH The Princess Royal

College Choir

Once in Royal David’s City
Trad. Arr. David Willcocks

Reading

A Christmas Poem
G K Chesterton

College Choir

I wonder as I wander
Carl Rutti

I saw three ships

Traditional, arr. Simon Preston

Reading

Clerks

Traditional

Reading

A Yorkshire Nativity
Gervase Phinn

College Choir

On Christmas Night
John Rutter

Readings

From ‘In Memoriam’
Alfred Lord Tennyson

For the time being
W H Auden

The Innkeeper’s Wife

College Choir

Choristers

Sally Beamish

John Ireland

And the people stayed home

Clive Sansom

The Holy Boy

A word about Hft

Annabel Giles and Hammad Ul Haq

In the stillness

Reading

Kitty O’Meara

College Choir

Reading

O Holy Night

Dylan Thomas

Molly and Louise (Hft Kent South)

Memories of Christmas
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Clerks

Adolphe Adam

We Wish You a Merry Christmas

Reading from

‘How the Grinch Stole Christmas’
Dr Seuss - Extract reproduced here with permission of Penguin Random House Publishers.
The Grinch hated Christmas! The whole Christmas season!
Now, please don’t ask why. No one quite knows the reason.
It could be, perhaps, that his shoes were too tight.
It could be his head wasn’t screwed on just right.
But I think that the most likely reason of all
May have been that his heart was two sizes too small.
And the more the Grinch thought of this Who Christmas thing,
The more the Grinch thought, “I must stop this whole thing!
He slid down the chimney, a rather tight pinch.
But if Santa could do it, then so could the Grinch.
Then he slithered and slunk, with a smile most unpleasant,
Around the whole room, and he took every present!
“Pooh-pooh to the Whos!” he was grinchily humming.
“They’re finding out now that no Christmas is coming
Next morning a sound rose up over the snow.
It started in low, then it started to grow.
Every Who down in Whoville, the tall and the small,
Was singing without any presents at all!
He hadn’t stopped Christmas from coming! It came!
Somehow or other, it came just the same!

Help Wanted
Timothy Tocher

Santa needs new reindeer.

Dancer’s mad at Vixen

The first bunch has grown old.

for stepping on his toes.

Dasher has arthritis;

Vixen’s being thrown out—

Comet hates the cold.

she laughed at Rudolph’s nose.

Prancer’s sick of staring

If you are a reindeer

at Dancer’s big behind.

we hope you will apply.

Cupid married Blitzen

There is just one tricky part:

and Donder lost his mind.

You must know how to fly.
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Christmas Song
William Bliss Carman

Above the weary waiting world,

So magically bright, –

Asleep in chill despair,

And all the earth to be renewed

There breaks a sound of joyous bells

With infinite beatitude?

Upon the frosted air.
And o’er the humblest rooftree, lo,
A star is dancing on the snow.

The singing bells, the throbbing star,
The sunbeams on the snow,
And the awakening heart that leaps

What makes the yellow star to dance

New ecstasy to know, –

Upon the brink of night?

They all are dancing in the morn

What makes the breaking dawn to glow

Because a little child is born.

A Christmas Poem
G K Chesterton

There fared a mother driven forth
Out of an inn to roam;
In the place where she was homeless
All men are at home.
The crazy stable close at hand,
With shaking timber and shifting sand,
Grew a stronger thing to abide and stand
Than the square stones of Rome.

This world is wild as an old wife’s tale,
And strange the plain things are,
The earth is enough and the air is enough
For our wonder and our war;
But our rest is as far as the fire-drake swings
And our peace is put in impossible things
Where clashed and thundered unthinkable wings
Round an incredible star.

For men are homesick in their homes,
And strangers under the sun,
And they lay their heads in a foreign land
Whenever the day is done.

To an open house in the evening
Home shall all men come,
To an older place than Eden
And a taller town than Rome.
To the end of the way of the wandering star,
To the things that cannot be and that are,
To the place where God was homeless
And all men are at home.

Here we have battle and blazing eyes,
And chance and honour and high surprise,
But our homes are under miraculous skies
Where the yule tale was begun.
A child in a foul stable,
Where the beasts feed and foam;
Only where He was homeless
Are you and I at home;
We have hands that fashion and heads that know,
But our hearts we lost – how long ago!
In a place no chart nor ship can show
Under the sky’s dome.
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The Innkeeper’s Wife

Clive Sanson - Reproduced by kind permission of the Clive Sansom Estate.
I love this byre. Shadows are kindly here.

But I’d no mind to argue with my husband.

The light is flecked with travelling stars of dust.

The flagon in my hand and half the inn

So quiet it seems after the inn-clamour,

Still clamouring for wine. But when trade slackened

Scraping of fiddles and the stamping feet.

And all our guests had sung themselves to bed

Only the cows, each in her patient box,

Where he had lodged them. The man was standing

Turn their slow eyes, as we and the sunlight enter.

As you are now, his hand smoothing that board –

Their slowly rhythmic mouths.

He was a carpenter, I heard them say.

That is the stall, Carpenter. You see it’s too far gone

She rested on the straw, and on her arm

For patching or repatching. My husband made it,

A child was lying. None of your creased-faced brats

And he’s been gone these dozen years and more…

Squalling their lungs out. Just lying there

Strange how this lifeless thing, degraded wood

As calm as a new-dropped calf – his eyes wide open,

Split from the tree and nailed and crucified

And gazing round as if the world he saw

To make a wall, outlives the mastering hand

In the chaff-strewn light of the stable lanterns

That struck it down, the warm firm hand

Was something beautiful and new and strange.

That touched my body with its wandering love.

Ah well, he’ll have learnt different now, I reckon,

No, let the fire take them. Strip every board

Wherever he is. And why I should recall

And make a new beginning. Too many memories lurk

A scene like that, when times I would remember

Like worms in this old wood. That piece you’re holding –

Have passed beyond reliving, I cannot think.

That patch of grain with the giant’s thumbprint –

It’s a trick you’re served by old possessions:

I stared at it a full hour when he died:

They have their memories too – too many memories.

Its grooves are down my mind. And that board there

Well, I must go in. There are meals to serve.

Baring its knot-hole like a missing jig-saw –

Join us there, Carpenter, when you’ve had enough

I remember another hand along its rim.

Of cattle-company. The world is a sad place,

No, not my husband’s, and why I should remember

But wine and music blunt the truth of it.

I cannot say. It was a night in winter.
Our house was full, tight-packed as salted herrings –
So full, they said, we had to hold our breaths
To close the door and shut the night-air out!
And the two travellers came. They stood outside
Across the threshold, half in the ring of light
And half beyond it. I would have let them in
Despite the crowding – the woman was past her time –
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Memories of Christmas
from ‘A Child’s Christmas in Wales’
Dylan Thomas - Reproduced here by kind permission of HarperCollins Children’s Books.
It was on the afternoon of the Christmas Eve, and I
was in Mrs. Prothero’s garden, waiting for cats, with
her son Jim. It was snowing. It was always snowing
at Christmas. December, in my memory, is white as
Lapland, though there were no reindeers. But there
were cats. Patient, cold and callous, our hands
wrapped in socks, we waited to snowball the cats.
Sleek and long as jaguars and horrible- whiskered,
spitting and snarling, they would slink and sidle
over the white backgarden walls, and the
lynx-eyed hunters.
Jim and I, fur-capped and moccasined trappers
from Hudson Bay, off Mumbles Road, would hurl our
deadly snowballs at the green of their eyes.
The wise cats never appeared.
We were so still, Eskimo-footed arctic marksmen in
the muffling silence of the eternal snows— eternal,
ever since Wednesday— that we never heard Mrs.
Prothero’s first cry from her igloo at the bottom of
the garden.
Or, if we heard it at all, it was, to us, like the far-off
challenge of our enemy and prey, the neighbour’s
polar cat.
But soon the voice grew louder.
“Fire!” cried Mrs. Prothero, and she beat the
dinner-gong.
And we ran down the garden, with the snowballs in
our arms, toward the house, and smoke, indeed, was
pouring out of the dining-room, and the gong was
bombilating, and Mrs. Prothero was announcing ruin
like a town crier in Pompeii. This was better than all
the cats in Wales standing on the wall in a row.
We bounded into the house, laden with
snowballs, and stopped at the open door of the
smoke-filled room.
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Something was burning all right; perhaps it was Mr.
Prothero, who always slept there after midday dinner
with a newspaper over his face. But he was standing
in the middle of the room, saying, “A fine Christmas!”
and smacking at the smoke with a slipper.
“Call the fire brigade,” cried Mrs. Prothero as she
beat the gong.
“They won’t be there,” said Mr. Prothero,
“it’s Christmas.”
There was no fire to be seen, only clouds of smoke
and Mr. Prothero standing in the middle of them,
waving his slipper as though he were conducting.
“Do something,” he said.
And we threw all our snowballs into the smoke - I
think we missed Mr. Prothero - and ran out of the
house to the telephone box.
“Let’s call the police as well,” Jim said.
“And the ambulance.”
“And Ernie Jenkins, he likes fires.”
But we only called the fire brigade, and soon the fire
engine came and three tall men in helmets brought a
hose into the house and Mr. Prothero got out just in
time before they turned it on.
Nobody could have had a noisier Christmas Eve.
And when the firemen turned off the hose and were
standing in the wet, smoky room, Jim’s Aunt, Miss
Prothero, came downstairs and peered in at them.
Jim and I waited, very quietly, to hear what she would
say to them.
She said the right thing, always.
She looked at the three tall firemen in their shining
helmets, standing among the smoke and cinders and
dissolving snowballs, and she said, “Would you like
something to read?”

Place Settings

Jeremy Nicholas - Used by kind permission of the author Jeremy Nicholas (b.1947),
published by Novello & Co.

Sheila’s next to Andrew
And Andrew’s opposite Marge.
Rita can have the window seat
Because she’s rather large.

Can we ask the Wilsons?
Would it be alright
If we took them into the garden
And kept them out of sight?

Clive can flirt with Kay
So put Sally on the right;
But Kath must be with Ian ‘cos
He’s bound to end up tight.

Eric and Wayne and Karlene
Will have to sit next to their Mum.
So long as I’m nowhere near them
We’d better let them come.

Edward can go in the corner —
I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.
Bill can talk the pants off Jim,
Let Joy be unconfined.

But Dorothy’s a problem —
She’s got a frightful thirst;
She eats us out of house and home
And always gets here first.

But Dorothy’s a problem
Because she’s such a bitch.
On the other hand she’s very
Old and very rich.

Now Martin’s next to Tina
And Tina’s such a tease —
Keep her away from Elizabeth
Or it’s bound to upset Louise.

Susan has decided
That she’s going to come with Kim,
And Bertrand is insisting
That we put him next to Tim.

Cyril and Natasha
Have said they’ll try and show,
But they don’t get on with David,
Richard, Angela or Joe.

Philip and his girlfriend
Won’t come with any luck;
They’ve got so much in common —
They’re both as common as muck!

Jean-Pierre and Martina
Are flying in from France.
Shall we leave a place for them
Or shall we take a chance?

Simon can cope with Nicky
As long as she’s not near Ted,
So we’d better put Ken with Antonia
After what Elspeth said.

But Dorothy’s a problem —
She’s coming on her own.
Reg put up with her last time —
Let’s give her Aunty Joan.

But Dorothy’s a problem —
She’s such a frightful bore.
Her cystitis is still playing up
So put her near the door.

I think that’s everybody —
There’s you and me and Ben.
Oh wait! We’ve left out Janet and Keith!
Oh we’ll have to start again!

Jill has rung to tell me
That she rather fancies Dick,
But Rachel says he might not come —
Doesn’t it make you sick!
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A Yorkshire Nativity
from ‘Head over Heels in the Dales’
Gervase Phinn - Reproduced with kind permission of Penguin Random House Publishers.
The highlight of the evening in the first Nativity play
of the Christmas season had been the Annunciation.
Mary, a pretty little thing of about six or seven had been
busy bustling about the stage, wiping and dusting,
when the Angel of the Lord had appeared stage right.
The heavenly spirit had been a tall, self-conscious
boy with a plain, pale face and sticking out ears. He
had been dressed in a flowing white robe, large paper
wings, and sported a crooked tinsel halo. Having
wiped his nose on his sleeve, he had glanced around
suspiciously, and had sidled up to Mary as a dodgy
market trader might to see if you were interested in
buying something from ‘under the counter’.
“Who are you?” Mary had asked sharply, putting
down her duster and placing her hands on her hips.
This had not been the quietly-spoken, gentle-natured,
Mary I’d been used to.
“I’m the Angel Gabriel,” the boy had replied with a
deadpan expression and in a flat voice.
“Well, what do you want?”
“Are you Mary?”
“Yes.”
“I come with tidings of great joy.”
“What?”
“I’ve got some good news.”
“What is it?”
“You’re having a baby.”
“I’m not.”
“You are”
“Who says?”
“God, and he sent me to tell you.”
“Well I don’t know nothing about this.”
“And it will be a boy and He will become great and be
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called – er, um-“ The boy stalled for a moment. “Ah
called Son of the Most High ,the King of Kings. He
will rule forever and his reign will have no end.”
“What if it’s a girl?”
“It won’t be.”
“You don’t know. It might be.“
“It won’t, cos God knows about these things.”
“Oh.”
“And you must call it Jesus.”
“I don’t like the name Jesus. Can I call him something
else?”
“No.”
“What about Gavin?”
“No,” the angel had snapped. “You have to call it
Jesus. Otherwise you don’t get it.”
“All right then,” Mary had agreed.
“And look after it.”
“I don’t know what I’m going to tell Joseph,” the little
girl had said putting on a worried expression and
picking up her duster.
“Tell him it’s God’s.”
“OK,” Mary had said, smiling for the first time.
When the Angel of the Lord had departed, Joseph
had entered.
“Hello, Mary,” he had said cheerfully.
“Oh hello, Joseph,” Mary had replied.
“Have you had a good day?”
“Yes, pretty good,” she had told him, nodding
theatrically.
“Have you anything to tell me?”
There had been a slight pause before she had
replied. “I am having a baby – oh, and it’s not yours.”

WINter
Warmer

Raffle!

Be in with a chance to win some festive
treats with Hft’s WINter Warmer Raffle
Just £1 per ticket!
You have to be in it to win it!

For just £1, you could take home one of these amazing
prizes to help make your Christmas extra special:
£200 cash prize. Sponsored by TLT solicitors
Weekend wigwam break for two at Springhill Farm
British Airways i360 flight for two
Bungee Jump from Red Letter Day at Buy A Gift
Giftfinder Outdoor Gift Bundle
B&M Bargains Lux Hamper
Asda Christmas Hamper
Bookers Christmas Hamper
Temple Spa Luxury Spa Hamper

Ticket sales
close at midnight
on 16 December
and the raffle will
be drawn on
18 December.

The Body Shop Christmas Hamper

Get your tickets today at: www.hft.org.uk/WINterWarmerRaffle
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For the time being

W. H. Auden - Reproduced by kind permission of Random House Publishers.
Well, so that is that. Now we must dismantle the tree,
Putting the decorations back into their cardboard boxes –
Some have got broken – and carrying them up to the attic.
The holly and the mistletoe must be taken down and burnt,
And the children got ready for school. There are enough
Left-overs to do, warmed-up, for the rest of the week –
Not that we have much appetite, having drunk such a lot,
Stayed up so late, attempted – quite unsuccessfully –
To love all of our relatives, and in general
Grossly overestimated our powers. Once again
As in previous years we have seen the actual Vision and failed
To do more than entertain it as an agreeable
Possibility, once again we have sent Him away,
Begging though to remain His disobedient servant,
The promising child who cannot keep His word for long.
The Christmas Feast is already a fading memory,
And already the mind begins to be vaguely aware
Of an unpleasant whiff of apprehension at the thought
Of Lent and Good Friday which cannot, after all, now
Be very far off. But, for the time being, here we all are,
Back in the moderate Aristotelian city
Of darning and the Eight-Fifteen, where Euclid’s geometry
And Newton’s mechanics would account for our experience,
And the kitchen table exists because I scrub it.
It seems to have shrunk during the holidays. The streets
Are much narrower than we remembered; we had forgotten
The office was as depressing as this. To those who have seen
The Child, however dimly, however incredulously,
The Time Being is, in a sense, the most trying time of all.
For the innocent children who whispered so excitedly
Outside the locked door where they knew the presents to be
Grew up when it opened. Now, recollecting that moment
We can repress the joy, but the guilt remains conscious;
Remembering the stable where for once in our lives
Everything became a You and nothing was an It.
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From In Memoriam

Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,

Ring out the want, the care, the sin,

The flying cloud, the frosty light:

The faithless coldness of the times;

The year is dying in the night;

Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes,

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

But ring the fuller minstrel in.

Ring out the old, ring in the new,

Ring out false pride in place and blood,

Ring happy bells, across the snow:

The civic slander and the spite;

The year is going, let him go;

Ring in the love of truth and right,

Ring out the false, ring in the true.

Ring in the common love of good.

Ring out the grief that saps the mind,

Ring out old shapes of foul disease;

For those that here we see no more;

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold;

Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ring out the thousand wars of old,

Ring in redress to all mankind.

Ring in the thousand years of peace.

Ring out a slowly dying cause,

Ring in the valiant man and free,

And ancient forms of party strife;

The larger heart, the kindlier hand;

Ring in the nobler modes of life,

Ring out the darkness of the land,

With sweeter manners, purer laws.

Ring in the Christ that is to be.

And the people stayed home

Kitty O’Meara - Reproduced here by kind permission of Simon & Schuster.
And the people stayed home. And read books, and listened, and
rested, and exercised, and made art, and played games, and
learned new ways of being, and were still. And listened more
deeply. Some meditated, some prayed, some danced. Some met
their shadows. And the people began to think differently. And the
people healed. And, in the absence of people living in ignorant,
dangerous, mindless, and heartless ways, the earth began to heal.
And when the danger passed, and the people joined together
again, they grieved their losses, and made new choices, and
dreamed new images, and created new ways to live and heal the
earth fully, as they had been healed.
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The best life possible
Hft was founded in 1962 by a group of families who shared
a vision for creating a better life for their relatives
who had learning disabilities. From the very start,
we pioneered the idea that everyone could have
choices about how they live.
Today we are a national charity, trusted to support
more than 2,500 people across England and Wales.
For some, we provide round the clock support; for
others it may be a question of helping with specific
challenges such as building a social life or developing
skills for independent living. For every person we
support, we are committed to working with them to realise
their best life possible.

Through COVID and beyond
2020 has been a difficult year for everyone. But for people with learning
disabilities and autism, the challenges have been particularly tough. The
physical threat is ongoing, but so is the impact on their mental health.
Changes to routines, increased isolation and confusion about how to
stay safe are all causing anxiety and distress. And at a time when they
need Hft the most, our staff teams are also at risk. We can’t predict how
the pandemic will affect us in the long-term, but we do know that it will
have a long lasting impact.
Your support is always important to us, but more so than ever through
this time of crisis. If you’ve already donated to this event, THANK YOU.
If not and you would like to show your support, please make a donation
at www.justgiving.com/campaign/hftwinterwarmer. All donations
will be gratefully received and will ensure the ongoing safety and wellbeing
of people with learning disabilities and autism throughout the pandemic
and beyond.
For more information about why fundraising is so important to us
or to get involved, please visit www.hft.org.uk/fundraising or contact
hello@hft.org.uk / 0117 906 1699. We will be delighted to hear from you!
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Hft’s Performers
We’re so grateful to all the Hft services that supported
people to record videos for this event. Special thanks go to
our fabulous performers:
Talks:
Hammad Ul Haq (Hft Bradford)
Vicki Smith (Hft Herts and Essex)
Jokes:
Gwyn Rees and Bob Downing (Hft North Kent)
From How The Grinch Stole Christmas:
Nick Smith and Matthew Chapman (Hft Sheffield)
Interpretation of T’was The Night Before Christmas:
Nick Selway (Hft Bristol)
Wanted:
Julia Griffin (Hft Bristol)
We Wish You a Merry Christmas:
Molly Ryan and Louise Blackman (Hft South Kent)
The Twelve Days of Christmas:
Adam, Adrian, Adrian, Amy, Angela, Anthony, Ben, Berry,
Carrie, Chris, Debbie, Diane, Faye, Gillian, Jane, Janet,
Jonathon, John, John, Karen, Mark, Matthew, Matthew,
Michael, Michael, Philip, Richard, Rosie, Stuart, Stuart,
Suanna, Sue and Vernon.
(Supported by Hft in Bradford, Bristol, Flintshire, Herts and Essex,
Kent North, London, Leeds Sheffield and Worcestershire)
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The Choir of
Magdalen College, Oxford

Choristers
Myron Buist
Harry Colman Stewart
Leo Dolan
Flavius Dumitru
Blaise Durodie
Henry Isaacs
Louis Isaacs
Alastair Mucklow
Joshua Rowe

Founded in 1480, The Choir of Magdalen College, Oxford is
internationally recognised as one of the finest ensembles in the
UK. The choir exists primarily to sing the daily church services
in Magdalen College Chapel but also sing at a number of special
occasions throughout the year, including the famous May Day
celebrations; an ancient tradition dating back to the 16th century.
Magdalen College Choir has toured extensively across the world, and
their concert appearances have included the BBC Proms and Cadogan
Hall. They have worked with a number of leading orchestras and
collaborated with both composers and musicians in concert and on
disc. They won a Gramophone award under former director Grayston
Ives, and have several times worked with the film composer George
Fenton, most notably in Richard Attenborough’s movie Shadowlands,
with the Beatles member Sir Paul McCartney, and on the award-winning
soundtrack for the BBC TV series The Blue Planet.
Magdalen College has a long history of support for Hft’s annual Coming
of Christmas events at Dorchester Abbey, and we are extremely grateful
to all concerned for generously offering us this spectacular ‘virtual’
performance for 2020.
This selection of pieces was recorded during October and November in
the Chapel of Magdalen College, Oxford, using smaller groups of singers
(all the Clerks, all the Choristers, or one half at a time of the full choir) in
order to comply with distancing guidelines. At various points during the
term, some individual members of the Choir were obliged to isolate, and
we are therefore grateful to a number of other singers who stepped in to
cover their parts.
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Luke Rowe
Freddie Rowntree
Ben Seward
Max Thomas
Oscar Thomas
Jayme Wang
Shen Wang
Charlie Yap

Academical Clerks
Benedict Goodall
Sebastian Hill
Milo Hodgkiss
Owen Huxford
Asker Kurt-Elli
Nicholas O’Keeffe
William Prior
Joy Sutcliffe
Samuel Thyr
Benjamin Watkins
James Watkins

Organists
Alexander Pott
Romain Bornes

Conductor
Mark Williams
Mark Williams has been Informator Choristarum,
Organist and Tutorial Fellow of Magdalen College,
Oxford since January 2017. Prior to this – and
after completing his studies at Trinity College,
Cambridge – he was Assistant Organist of
St Paul’s Cathedral and Director of Music at
St Paul’s Cathedral School and, most recently,
Director of Music, College Lecturer and Fellow
at Jesus College, Cambridge.
Mark has appeared as organist, harpsichordist and
conductor internationally and on disc with many of the UK’s
leading ensembles, including the London Philharmonic Orchestra, the City
of London Sinfonia and the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra. As a conductor
he has worked with Britten Sinfonia, the London Mozart Players, Saraband
Consort and City of Prague Philharmonic Orchestra. He is the Principal Guest
Conductor of the City of London Choir.
Mark has given solo recitals and led masterclasses in choral training, singing
and organ performance in the UK, the USA, Asia and Africa. He appears on
over 30 discs and a number of soundtracks, in repertoire ranging from Bach to
the Beach Boys, and has acted as musical consultant to various television and
radio programmes. A Fellow of the Royal College of Organists, he is a Freeman
of the City of London and a trustee of various musical and educational charities
working in the UK and abroad. He is the Honorary President of the Chamber
Choir of Erne Integrated College in Enniskillen and the Artistic Director of the
William Byrd Festival which takes place annually in Portland, Oregon, USA.
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Guest Reader
Juliet Stevenson CBE
Juliet Stevenson is one of the most respected
actors of her generation. She has worked
extensively for the Royal Shakespeare Company,
the Royal National Theatre and The Royal Court;
winning an Olivier Award for her performance
as Paulina in Death and the Maiden in 1991.
Juliet was nominated for the Evening Standard Best
Actress award for her performance in Duet for One
(West End) opposite Henry Goodman. More recently,
her performances as Winnie in Happy Days, in Wings at
the Young Vic (when she was aerially suspended throughout),
Mary Stuart and Hamlet - both at The Almeida and West End - were all
acclaimed as tours de force. This year, she was nominated for an Olivier
Award for her performance in The Doctor at The Almeida; and her narrative
contribution to the groundbreaking sound installation Blindness at The Donmar,
has been hailed as a masterpiece by critics.
Juliet made her name in films in 1991 playing Nina opposite Alan Rickman in
Truly, Madly, Deeply; a performance that won her the Evening Standard Film
Award for Best Actress. Since then, other film and television work has included
Bend it Like Beckham, Being Julia, Mona Lisa Smile, a starring role in the
Williams brothers’ thriller One of Us and the supernatural thriller The Enfield
Haunting, and series regulars on two series of Atlantis and The Village. In 2019,
she played Lady Cassandra Eltham in season 2 of Riviera; and this year, her
role as Sara Pascoe’s mother on BBC comedy Out of Her Mind has been
described by critics as ‘glorious’.
Juliet lives in London with her husband, the anthropologist Hugh Brody.
She has passionately campaigned for human rights for over 25 years
and was awarded the CBE in 1999.
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Guest Reader
Michael Pennington
Michael Pennington’s career as a leading British
actor spans more than fifty years. During this
time, he has performed across the globe,
worked extensively with the Royal Shakespeare
Company, co-founded the English Shakespeare
Company and created a number of criticallyacclaimed solo shows. He’s also the author of
several books.
Michael is an Honorary Associate Artist of the Royal
Shakespeare Company, for whom he has performed
extensively; credits include the title roles in Hamlet, Timon of
Athens and Hippolytus and John of Gaunt in Richard II. In 1986
he co-founded the English Shakespeare Company, whose seven
play History Cycle toured the world; he played the title roles in
Coriolanus, Henry V, Macbeth and Richard II and Leontes in
The Winter’s Tale.
Michael’s other theatre credits include Love Is My Sin for Peter
Brook in Paris and New York, The Misanthrope, Filumena and
The Seagull for the Peter Hall Company and the title role in
Strider at the National Theatre. Other West End credits include
The Gift of the Gorgon, Crime and Punishment, The Entertainer
and, in 2018, Fanny and Alexander at the Old Vic. Films include
Churchill at War and The Iron Lady.
Michael has directed Twelfth Night in Britain, Tokyo and Chicago, The Hamlet Project in Bucharest
and A Midsummer Night’s Dream for the Open Air Theatre in Regent’s Park. His solo shows Anton
Chekhov and Sweet William (about the life of Shakespeare) continue to tour throughout the world.
Sweet William is also now available on DVD.
His books include Sweet William – A User’s Guide to Shakespeare, Let Me Play the Lion Too
– How to be an Actor, Hamlet - A User’s Guide and, most recently, his acclaimed King Lear in
Brooklyn; based on his experiences whilst playing King Lear in New York in 2014.
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Guest Compere
Annabel Giles
Annabel Giles is well known as a television and radio
presenter, and for her as work as a model; most
notably as the face of Max Factor. Her sister,
Vicki, has been supported by Hft for more than
30 years.
Annabel’s media career includes co-presenting ITV’s
Posh Frocks and New Trousers with Sarah Greene,
and appearing on numerous entertainment shows and
game shows; including Have I Got News for You, Shooting
Stars; The Wright Stuff, BBC Radio 4’s Loose Ends and, in
2013, I’m a Celebrity… Get Me Out Of Here! In 2018, she won
the viewer’s hearts in ITV’s My Shirley Valentine Summer.
In 1995, Annabel wrote and performed a one-woman show at the Edinburgh
Festival, called Looking for Mr.Giles, and a second show the following year,
Anyone Can be A TV Presenter.
In 2001, Annabel branched out from writing stage shows and launched another
successful career as a Penguin author. Her first novel, Birthday Girls, reached
number 6 in the best-seller lists. This was followed by Crossing the Paradise
Line and The Defrosting of Charlotte Small.
Since retraining, Annabel now works as a counsellor/psychotherapist in
Brighton and London. As well as supporting Hft, she is a patron of Amaze
Brighton; a charity supporting the parents of children with disabilities.
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Care to

join us?

Uncertain times are
particularly hard for adults
with learning disabilities.
In a crisis, we all have
a role to play and yours
could be to care for, and
to reassure, them.

hft.org.uk/jobs
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Gwyn Cole: Videographer
Gwyn Cole is an accomplished filmmaker who has worked in a
number of industries and charities, telling stories and translating
messages into a visual narrative. His collaborative work has been
broadcast on BBC television and subsequently shortlisted for
the “Best Strand within a News or Magazine Programme”
award with the Royal Television Society. In 2013, Gwyn
founded Still River Films; a company specialising in using the
power of storytelling to create an emotional connection with
organisations’ core messages. We are very grateful to him for
his expert input into our Winter Warmer event.
www.stillriverfilms.com / info@stillriverfilms.com
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For Millie,
I leave my
compassion
and my joy
What would you like to protect?

Family will always be your first priority and rightly so, but once you have made provision
for those closest to you, perhaps you would consider leaving a gift in your Will to Hft
These gifts help us to ensure that we can always deliver services that tackle the everyday
challenges that people with a learning disability and their families face. Now and in the future.

Free Will

We have partnered with Bequeathed to offer our most valued supporters a free Will to
protect yourself and your family. Your online Will is free and you can choose whether to
pay additionally for legal advice provided over the telephone or by a local law firm.
There’s no obligation, but if you can leave a gift to Hft in your Will, we hope it gives you
comfort to know that whatever the size of the gift that it will continue to change lives – for
many years to come.

Please visit our website for further information:

https://www.hft.org.uk/get-involved/donate/free-charity-will-writing-service/

If you would like to speak with the Gifts in Wills team at Hft e-mail:

giftsinwills@hft.org.uk or call:

0117 906 1699
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Allow us to show you around a rather different house.
Ours.

Allow us to show you around a
rather different house this Christmas.
Ours.
We should perhaps warn
you that this particular viewing
really can’t be done in a hurry.
Knight Frank has over
488 offices spread across 57
territories around the world.
And we’ve no fewer than
20,000 highly talented people
we’d like to introduce you to.
So you could say that the
House of Knight Frank is a very
extensive property indeed.
But it isn’t just our

independent partnership.
This means that we’re
answerable to neither banks
nor shareholders, but only to
the people who really matter:
our clients.
Clients with whom we’ve
always made it our business to
form personal and long-term
relationships.
And in today’s turbulent
marketplace, a trusted and
knowledgeable partner is what

and
trends
whether
in
the
residential
or
commercial sectors.
If you’d like to find
out more about the House
of Knight Frank, you’ll
find the tour continues
at knightfrank.co.uk
Here you can access
a wealth of special reports
covering such areas as
property financing, investment
research and the future of

extraordinary scale and reach
that sets us apart.

you need more than ever.
Someone on the inside

the workplace.
Or
for

Our
most
attractive
feature is undoubtedly the
fact that we operate as an

track, able to provide you with
global insights into the very
latest market developments

private view, simply call us
on
020
3797
2169.
No appointment necessary.

Happy Christmas from your partners in property.
However you celebrate this year, we wish you and your family well.

Your partners in property.
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your

own

