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It was in 1960 that I attended a Boy’s boarding school run by Lancashire Education Committee, at Horsley’s 

Green near High Wycombe, Buckinghamshire (now the Wycliffe Centre). 

Every Sunday morning the handful of Roman Catholic boy’s would travel by bus to High Wycombe to attend 

Mass, whilst the rest of us Anglicans and others would walk in a crocodile the 2 miles along the A40 to 

Stokenchurch. When we reached the village centre the Anglicans would go to the right and attend the Parish 

Church of St Peter and St Paul. “The Others” went to the left to attend “The Prims” there were always more 

Catholics if it was raining !. It is interested to note that the RC Church now hold their Saturday evening Mass in 

the chapel. 

I was an Anglican so attended the Parish Church, however ever the rebel one morning I decided to see what 

went on at the Prims so went to the right. They were very primitive the “Vicar” didn’t have a dog collar or wear a 

gown. It was a nice service not as regimented as the Parish Church but they sang Hymns that I didn’t know, 

Blessed Assurance and 371 And can it be? The third verse got to me, “my chains fell off and I was free” I just 

didn’t understand it but I knew it was special as I had this funny feeling when it was being sung.  

This feeling haunted me for the rest of the day so I approached the teacher who had accompanied us in the 

morning and told him what I has felt. He sat down with me and explained about the Methodist Church, local 

preachers, the Wesley’s and much more he also explained the meaning of the words in that hymn he also 

offered to take me to the evening service in his car which he did 

for the rest of my stay at the school. After I returned we moved 

from the town I had been born in to a larger town nearby so I 

needed to find another church to attend. I met by accident whilst 

attending evening classes, a friend that I had made at a St.John 

Ambulance camp at Bexhill on Sea some years previous, This 

friend was also a Methodist so I started to attend church with him 

and the rest as they say is history.  Some years latter the chapel 

I attended closed in a circuit reorganisation and after a period of 

church hopping my family and I transferred our membership to 

the local Independent Methodist Chapel. I understand that at one 

period the Primitive and Independent Methodists were 

considering a merger but that the Independents could not accept 

the Primitives paid ministry. It is interesting to note that the 

church at Rizley (Risley) started life as a Primitive chapel but is 

now part of the Independent Methodist Connection. 


