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If you met Pany Pan today, you’d see a bright, handsome
15-year-old boy with a real love of life. He lives in a residential
care home in Cambodia, run by CAFOD partner, Maryknoll, with
ﬁfteen other vulnerable children and ﬁve carers who the children
affectionately call ‘the mothers.’ He loves school and says that
everyday he feels lucky that he can learn.

Pany Pan

‘I was so thin and I had no strength. I was hopeless
and waiting to die.’
But just three years ago Pany Pan’s life was very different. When
he was 11 years old, Pany Pan found out he was HIV positive.
His mother was ill too – and sadly she died soon after,
quickly followed by his father. Pany Pan was left alone,
homeless, hungry with no one to love or support him –
until Maryknoll heard about his plight and stepped in.
Sadly there are thousands of children like Pany Pan in
Cambodia. But thanks to the gifts and legacies of the
Catholic community, Maryknoll are able to provide loving
homes, education and training to children affected by
AIDS like Pany Pan. Now Pany Pan – and many other
children like him – has a future he can look forward to.
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‘They decided that God was redundant.’
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Life after life…
A gift in your Will to CAFOD, however large or small,
could help more young people like Pany Pan – and
transform lives for generations to come. CAFOD
works with more than 500 partners in over 50
countries world wide – and about one-ﬁfth of all
CAFOD’s work is made possible by legacies. Once
you have taken care of your loved ones in your
Will, please will you consider making a gift to
CAFOD?
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-Pulling something out of the
29 Words
hat by Coleen Carlile
For more information (without any
obligation) about leaving a legacy to CAFOD
or for your free copy of CAFOD’s guide to
making a Will, please call Beth Brook on
020 7095 5525 or write to Beth Brook,
Legacy Information Ofﬁcer, CAFOD, Romero
Close, Stockwell Road, London, SW9 9TY.

never lost for words but sometimes
it’s a pain pulling them out of the hat

This is issue 62 of In Touch
First published July 1992
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of Parish Events.
30 Chronicle
Father Michael O’Kane’s bubbles are carried
heavenwards on a gentle breeze.
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DAY TWO

FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
The promised barbecue summer never
happened but all of the parishes’ usual
outdoor events seem to have escaped
the rain and been great successes as
usual. Sales of issue 2, 2009 were
somewhat inhibited the first weekend
by the competition from two charming
nuns making their appeal for funds.
The second weekend saw the beginning of the holiday
period and the departure of many regular readers to
warmer climes but ultimately sales were maintained at
around the 400 mark.
On my three, ten-day trips, to the Middle East since
the last issue I experienced an unusually cold summer
abroad while the sun shone at home quickly changing
to cold and wet as soon as my feet touched UK soil
again at Stansted. Somebody has it in for me!
I was not on a nautical holiday in spite of the picture. I
was on a serious mission and the picture reminds me of
a sudden thought I had at the time. Some on the vessel
had their binoculars trained on the shore whilst others on
the shore had theirs trained on our vessel. Perhaps you
have noticed how landlubbers look out to sea while those
on the luxury cruises get excited at the sight of land; a
strange anomaly which somehow expresses something
of human nature; never satisfied with where we are.
In this issue we have a mix of thought-provoking
articles not least, ‘Why Trouble Me?’ on page 12. How
different is the birds-eye view of the world held by the
rulers in their ivory towers to that of those who walk the
streets. Perhaps I am alone in seeing a different perspective of the political map when in a different location.
This summer has shaken me to the core at the, perhaps
not sudden, realisation of how mankind is manipulated
by a few oligarchs in lands not openly recognisable as
oligarchies. The economic welfare of the west affects
decisions more than the needs of the majority of the
world’s population. Full explanations will be given to any
interested enquirer.
In Sukie Whitehall’s vivid account of her month in
Tanzania on page 18 she makes a striking observation,
‘Opinions can be so vastly different,... I realized that
those differences in opinions have great effects. Some
can lead to the loss of lives, or the continuation of suffering for many, and others can lead greatly to aiding a
community’s quality and success of life. The power to
change opinions is a very great one …’
Indeed Sukie’s observation struck a chord with me as
I contemplate the differing opinions on the war in Iraq
and the handing over of power to the new Iraqi government headed by its prime minister; Nouri al-Maliki. Can
such a man who orders the massacre of 3,500 Iranian
refugees be better than the despotic Saddam Hussain?
Is this what the people of of the western world thought
the war was fought for? I don’t think so!
Can the opinions of those in ivory towers that decide
the fate of so many be changed by those that walk the
streets?
LEON MENZIES RACIONZER Editor

4

Carry-on Pil grimage to San Giovanni
Rotondo
By Lisa Lalani
It is 6 a.m. on the 22nd October
2008, I am confronted before
breakfast with complaints about
noise until 3 am. Then straight
into a fresh panic. Ginny, not a
traveller, suddenly says her wallet has been stolen, including
her passport. The sense of suspicion creates a bad
atmosphere as I take as many as I can gather together
on a tour of the Friary. Her friend insists that she should
wait and see if she has left it in the hotel. Having created mayhem for over an hour it is not surprising that
Ginny’s announcement that her wallet has been found in
the hotel is released upon the assembly with much less
trumpeting.
Sitting down to lunch my expectation of filling a hungry
stomach is dashed when I am called to the manager’s
office. He is having an apoplectic fit and I seem to be the
cause. Well, not me but the children that I am responsible
for. A large group moved out this morning, maids cleaned
the rooms leaving the doors open to air. My kids went
on the rampage, throwing water everywhere; they took
the cleaners’ trolley and emptied the cleaning chemicals
everywhere. Not for the first time I am threatened with
police action.
Now it is my turn to wage nuclear war on the group. I lay
into them and demand someone take responsibility. I
tell them they are gutless; they are big enough to do the
damage but not big enough to take the blame. Eventually
one lad, Donal McGuigan owns up to being the culprit. I
tell him I don’t believe it was him and even if it were he
was not alone. I praise him for being so brave and tell all
the others they are not only vandals, but gutless vandals.
The mother of DC is saying to him ‘it was you, I saw you
pouring water in the beds’ which I am sure is true but the
little wimp just sits there, as does Mum.
We have a very nice afternoon Mass in the church of
Our Lady of Grace after which I tell them we are going to
do the Stations of the Cross and request we all meet just
outside the church door. Within a few minutes of starting
the stations there is a blood curdling scream. Damian, a
not surprising name for the DC, is being screamed at by
his mother to return to the fold. I run over and remind her
for the umpteenth time that this is a sacred place where
we must be silent except for prayer. The curator of the Via
Crucis comes out and tells her off. Damian can still not

be seen but as we continue with the Stations Damian and
another boy can be seen running through the shrubbery
leading up the Via Crucis.
We hear first some muffled noises then quite a loud
thump. DC is in the bushes above throwing huge stones
down on people making the Stations below. All efforts to
catch the brigand fail; he is adept at climbing walls and
roof tops; a professional escape artist if I ever saw one.
A group is coming back down and the priest tells him
to get down but the little brat just shows him his tongue.
Mum eventually catches him and holds onto him for dear
life. She literally drags him around the Stations in spite
of his continuous wailing. I tell the priest to just get it over
with and we rush around as quickly as we decently can.
After Stations I go back into the English Office and Mary
gives me a hug and a kiss. ‘Oh Lisa, you poor thing’; I did
not know why she should say so. She asks, ‘Did you not
see your group after Mass?’ Well I didn’t so she tells me
they stormed the altar. I had told them this was the altar
where Padre Pio celebrated his last Mass. They touched
everything, felt everything, and even sat their children
on the altar. Apparently the sacristan, a normally serene
quiet and holy soul, went ballistic with rage.
Back at the hotel I find they have bought more guns
in San Giovanni. I manage to confiscate two but suspect
there are more. At dinner the noise is deafening, a lot of
wine is drunk and I find even the 13 year olds knocking it
back. The grandfather has been drinking all day and is
now singing, well I suppose you could call it singing. It goes
on through dinner getting ever louder. I tell the waiters I
want all wine taken off tables. Other diners do not know
what is going on and are looking shell shocked. They all
have strange glazed expressions and are very quiet. They
seem to doubt what they are seeing and hearing. As
waiters are clearing, the kids are coming behind them
grabbing the bottles. I am on the case and make sure
every bottle is removed. The noise is deafening, most of
the kids demand chips, which are on the menu but not
intended to be used as missiles. The ‘singing’ continues,
babies are crying and the staff are in shock. Paolo, the
owner, is threatening us with the police for the umpteenth
time and I tell him to do so for the umpteenth time.
He then suggests we send the worst of them into town
to drink, telling them it’s a great place, great bars and
atmosphere OH YEAH? Anyway we get them into the
shuttle bus and off. He promises me we will not see them
again tonight; they will be surely arrested for being drunk.
But there are still enough of them left behind to continue
the rowdy, so- called, singing. The main male drinkers
have fallen asleep on sofas having been incapable of getting to their rooms but one woman gets more and more
inebriated and gets louder with every swig of the bottle.
Another gun appears and I go straight to reception
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 3

saying I am calling the police. I get the receptionist to
use the phone and pretend to call the police and to keep
looking at the group menacingly. The effect is great;
the lads who were making so much noise get cards out
and sit down playing quietly. They keep asking me if
the police are coming and I say I will try to stop the hotel
calling them. Maria is getting louder, Donal, who can
barely stand is doing Riverdance and Grant is asleep
still. However Grant seems to be having little nightmares
– every so often he lets out an ear piercing roar, sits up,
looks around, shakes his body vigorously and then lies
down again, only to repeat the whole show several times
through the evening. Donal has disappeared, Maria
continues trying to sing, Grant’s nightmares continue and
I am sitting between Mary and Linda who are discussing
the merits of the various nerve tablets they take and I am
wondering if they have any they could give me.
This is absolutely surreal. I must have the same look
on my face as the waiters and diners. I promise the lads
if they keep quiet I can get the hotel to call off the police,
whom they had no intention of calling anyway. Everything
is going fine until another girl comes on duty. She is
wearing dark trousers, blue shirt and a silver leather
military style jacket. The boys nearly pass out. They are
convinced she is police. I say I am not sure as there are
so many different sorts of police in Italy and I don’t know
all the uniforms. As long as it is working I’ll say anything.
Meg has gone outside for a cigarette and suddenly runs
through the lounge grabbing a bottle of water as she
goes and declares she is going to bed, there is going to
be trouble and Peter did not do it as he is in bed. What
has happened is that a police car has pulled up and two
policemen got out. They are like our PCO’s but Meg is
terrified. I point out to her that all we are doing is talking and drinking tea so have nothing to worry about, but
she needs some convincing. All is fairly quiet, the boys
are playing cards and Donal has somehow disappeared.
About four women run to bed, but not Big Linda, mother
of Devil Child or Maria. DC has been in bed since we got
back from the Stations of the Cross but his twin sister is
making sure to keep up the side. Sly little brat!!!! My
first thought is that something has happened to the
ones we sent into town, but the cops have a drink, chat
to the owner and me for a while and go off. Life in the
lounge goes on, Big Linda and Maria get very loud, baby
Geraldine is screaming blue murder and taking her nappy
off. Yes it is nearly midnight and Geraldine in not yet two
years old. DC’s twin is playing in the lift with the other
baby Geraldine who is just over two. Both mothers are
getting slaughtered. Maria is falling off the chair, there is
still no sign of the ones we sent to town and I sneak off
to bed.
IS IT REALLY ONLY THE END OF DAY TWO????
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The art of good HOUSEKEEPING

6

exception of basil which should always
be kept at room temperature.
Bananas should be stored away
from other fruit to avoid them ripening
too quickly, they are great for ripening
other fruit – put under ripe nectarines,
plums, peaches or avocado in a bag
with a banana.
There are two main reasons for
throwing away food; they are: 1) cooking or preparing too much and; 2) not
using food before it goes past its useby date or, in the case of fresh food it is
past its best or has even gone off!
According to research by WRAP one
reason food gets thrown away is that
it goes off quickly in over-warm fridges. To do its job properly, your fridge
needs to be between 0C and 5C (32F
and41F). Don’t be fooled by the temperature shown on digital displays in
some fridges. This shows the point
you’ve set, rather than the actual temperature inside the fridge. Lakeland
sells an excellent Fridge and Freezer
thermometer at about £4.99 which
can be clipped on to a fridge shelf.
Your freezer should be below -18C
Use-by – this is the key date in terms
of safety – never eat products after this
date and observe storage instructions.
Check if food can be frozen if you need
to eat it at a later date.’ Use-by’ dates
are usually found on chilled products
such as cooked meats, soft cheeses
and dairy-based desserts.
Best before dates are usually on
longer shelf life foods such as frozen,
tinned or dried goods and refer to
quality rather than safety. So, with
these products it’s best to use your
judgement. It should be safe to eat
food after its ‘best before’ date, but
food may no longer be at its best.
One exception is eggs – never eat
eggs after the best before date.
For more information visit the website wwwlovefoodhatewaste.com

LOVE YOUR LEFTOVERS
RECIPES AND HINTS
Grate odd bits of cheddar and mix with
breadcrumbs for a savoury topping

or add to mashed potatoes. Grated
cheese freezes well
Berries that are a bit squidgy can
be used in smoothies or stirred into
natural yoghurt.
Whiz leftover bread or crusts in a
processor to make breadcrumbs, or
cut into chunks and made into croutons and use for soups or salads.
To make croutons – put cubes into
a shallow roasting tin, sprinkle with
olive oil, toss well and bake for 10—15
minutes at 200c Mark 6 until golden,
alternatively shallow fry for 5 minutes.
Double cream can be whipped and
frozen, thaw slowly in the refrigerator.
Freeze small quantities of left over
wine in ice cube trays and add to gravies etc – no need to thaw.
Infuse caster sugar with chopped up
pieces of leftover vanilla pods.
Juice oranges that have gone too far
to eat in segments and make into a stir
fry sauce with soy sauce, sweet chilli
sauce and grated fresh root ginger.
Knobs of fresh ginger can be frozen
and used straight from the freezer
Lemons and limes can be open
frozen, stored in the freezer and used
from frozen to flavour a glass of water
– or a G&T!!
Wilted herbs can be frozen and
used to flavour soups and stews.
Over-ripe bananas can be baked or
mashed with cream and yoghurt for a
quick dessert or made into a loaf cake.
Sliced bread can be frozen and
used straight from the freezer to avoid
waste.
Skin then freeze soft tomatoes and
use in soups and casseroles
Organise your fridge so that you can
see what you have got left before you
go shopping – and make a list

BUBBLE & SQUEAK Serves 4
1 red onion – finely chopped
4 rashers streaky bacon, cut into small
pieces
450g left over mashed potato
300g leftover mixed cooked vegetables
– roast parsnips, green beans, Brussels
sprouts, cabbage, carrots, cauliflower,

broccoli or peas, chopped into small
pieces
Salt
Ground black pepper
25g grated cheese
Oil for frying
Plain flour

1 Heat the oil in a frying pan and
cook the onion for 4-5 minutes until
soft, add the bacon and cook for a
further 3-4 minutes or until it begins
to turn a golden colour.
2 Remove from the heat and transfer
onions and bacon to a large bowl and
leave to cool.

the bread becomes well soaked with
the milk.
2 Heat oven - 180C mark 4
3 Add butter, sugar, and mixed spice,
and beaten egg, mix well with a fork
to ensure that there are no lumps.
4 Stir in the mixed fruit and orange
rind
5 Spread mixture in the prepared
dish and sprinkle with freshly grated
nutmeg.
6 Bake for about 1 ¼ hours.
Serve hot or cold.

FISH CAKES Serves 4

3 Add the mashed potato and cooked
450g cooked fish – smoked, white or
vegetables, season. Add the cheese,
fresh salmon
mix well and divide the mixture into 4
450g creamed mashed potatoes
large or 8 small portions.
4 Using floured hands shape each
portion into a cake, refrigerate for an
hour.
5 Dust each cake in a little extra flour
and fry on both sides until golden
brown.
6 If preferred brush the cakes with oil
and bake in a preheated oven (200C
mark 6) for 25 minutes.
Serve with cold meats
NB I have to cook extra vegetables
on Christmas day to ensure we have
bubble and squeak on Boxing Day!!!

BREAD PUDDING Serves 4
225g bread, brown or white – crusts
removed
275ml milk
50g melted butter
75g soft brown sugar
2 level teaspoons mixed spice
1 egg beaten
175g mixed dried fruit – currants,
raisins, sultanas, mixed peel
Grated rind of ½ orange
Freshly grated nutmeg
1.25 – 1.5 litre dish buttered

1 Break bread into small pieces and
place them in a bowl. Pour over the
milk, give the mixture a good stir and
leave for at least 30 minutes so that
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1 tablespoon chopped parsley
1 tablespoon lemon juice
Pinch cayenne pepper
A little grated nutmeg
SEASONING
1 small egg – beaten
1 level teaspoon capers – chopped
1 clove garlic – crushed.
COATING
Flour
1 egg beaten
75 – 100g dry white breadcrumbs
Oil for frying

1 In a large mixing bowl combine
all the fish cake ingredients, adding
enough egg to make a mixture firm
enough to shape.
2 With floured hands shape the
mixture into 8 cakes.
3 Brush with beaten egg and coat in
breadcrumbs.
4 Chill in the fridge for at least 30
minutes.
5 Shallow fry, in oil, until golden
brown and crisp. Drain on kitchen
paper and serve immediately.

GUACAMOLE Serves 6 – 8
1 very ripe large avocado or 2 medium
ones
Juice of a lime

FOOD PAGES
Please send in any recipes of
your own making that you
have enjoyed. See that the
quantities of ingredients are
clearly stated and only send
in recipes that you have tried
and tested. Submissions to
Mary Knights c/o the editor
72 Malvern Drive IG8 0JP
or email
recipes@myintouch.co.uk
2 tablespoons crème fraiche
1 clove garlic – finely crushed
½ teaspoon ground cumin
Drop of Tabasco sauce – optional
½ teaspoon Worcester sauce
½ red chilli – deseeded and finely
chopped
4 ripe tomatoes – skinned and
deseeded
Seasoning

1 Peel and stone avocado. Mash the
flesh in a bowl with the lime juice and
crème fraiche.
2 Fold in the remaining ingredients
and season to taste.
3 Turn into serving bowl and
refrigerate until ready to serve.
4 Serve as a dip with crudities,
pitta bread or tortilla chips or as an
accompaniment to chilli con carne.

CHEESY VEGETABLE BAKE Serves 4
500g leftover cooked vegetables,
such as cauliflower, broccoli, butternut
squash, and courgettes
50g parmesan cheese – plus 1 heaped
tablespoon for topping– finely grated
50g Gruyere or Emmental cheese finely grated
4 heaped tablespoons half-fat crème
fraiche
150ml hot vegetable stock
A little freshly grated nutmeg
2 spring onions – very finely chopped
7
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TACKLING FOOD WASTE
Did you know that a third of food
bought in the UK, or 6.7 million tonnes,
gets thrown out from UK homes annually, most of which could have been
eaten?
• Every day we throw away around:
• 555,000 whole chickens
• 1.3 million uneaten yoghurts
• 220,000 whole loaves of bread
• 660,000 unused eggs
• 1.2 million Sausages
• Several tonnes of fruit and
vegetables
Apples, potatoes, bananas, tomatoes and oranges are the top produce
items to be thrown away, untouched,
every day. In fact 39 double decker
buses could be filled up each day with
these waste items.
LOVE FOOD HATE WASTE is the
‘Waste Not Want Not’ of the modern
day, providing handy tips, advice and
recipes for leftovers to help everyone
waste less food. The team behind
the campaign is WRAP (Waste &
Resources Action Program).WRAP has
carried out research into food waste,
which tells us how much and what
types of food is being thrown away,
the reasons why and about people’s
attitude to food and food waste. Visit
their web site; www.wrap.co.uk
Most of the major supermarkets
are working with WRAP to identify
ways they can help their customers
to reduce the amount of food thrown
away. Storage tips on all pre-packed
fruit and vegetables and on shelf
information will be available in store.
Resealable packaging and different
portion sizes are being considered and
‘half price’ rather than ‘two for one’
offers on food that goes off quickly.
Nearly all fruit and vegetables will
keep fresher when refrigerated either
in their original packaging or in a
paper or plastic bag. The exceptions
are bananas, pineapples, mango and
papaya. Potatoes and onions should
be kept somewhere dark and cool.
Fresh herbs should be refrigerated
in their original packaging with the

Mary Knights
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Pinch cayenne pepper
Few pine nuts or pumpkin seeds
Salt and freshly ground black pepper
Shallow ovenproof dish – lightly
greased

1 Place vegetables in ovenproof dish
2 Put crème fraiche in a saucepan
and add the hot stock, whisking well,
add the cheeses, nutmeg, heat gently
until cheese has melted Season to
taste .Pour over vegetables.
3 Scatter remaining cheese, spring
onions and pine nuts over the sauce
and sprinkle with cayenne pepper.
4 Bake in pre-heated oven 180C
Mark 4 for 30 minutes or until heated
through.
5 Serve as an accompanying
vegetable or with freshly cooked
penne pasta as a main course.

BANANA AND WALNUT LOAF
75g softened butter or soft margarine
110g caster sugar
1 large egg – beaten
Grated rind of an orange
Grated rind of a lemon
225g plain flour
2 level teaspoons baking powder
4 medium bananas – very ripe
50g walnuts roughly chopped
900g loaf tin – lined with greased
greaseproof paper

1 Pre-heat oven 180C Mark 4
2 Place butter/margarine sugar and
beaten egg in a large mixing bowl; sift
in the flour and baking powder.
3 In another bowl slice and mash the
bananas to a pulp.
4 Mix the cake ingredients together
until they are thoroughly combined,
using an electric whisk. Add the
orange and lemon rinds, followed by
the mashed bananas and chopped
walnuts – mix thoroughly.
5 Transfer mixture into prepared tin,
level the top and bake in the centre of
the oven for 50-55 minutes until the
loaf is golden, well risen and springs
back when pressed with a finger.
6 Leave to cool in the tin for 10
minutes, turn onto a wire rack to cool.

8

F

r John Crowley was assistant priest in two parishes but was never to
serve as a parish priest.
After Brook Green he was invited by Cardinal Heenan to join
the Catholic Missionary Society,
a group of diocesan priests all
on loan from Dioceses around
the country, for a 5-6 year stint.
They lived together in a house
in Golders Green, going out in
twos to give parish missions from
1968 to 1974. He learned a great
deal about the church in different
parts of the country. It was physically hard and spiritually demanding but for him these were very
special years. There was a nourishing sense of camaraderie in
the service of the Gospel, lots
of mutual learning and a growing confidence in preaching and
teaching in a manner which related directly to the daily lives of
those to whom they were sent on
mission.
After a six year stint he went back
as a curate in Muswell Hill which
lasted only two years. There, as in
Brook Green, he was blessed with a
good PP. Once more he threw himself
into lots of home visits, something
of a relief after the demands of the
CMS which required him to be every
two weeks in a different place. ‘It
was wonderful getting to know people
again at a deeper level.’
In 1976 it came as quite a shock
when he was invited to be secretary
to Cardinal Hume. It was an invitation
not a command. ‘I knew I could say
no but at the same time I knew I had
to say yes.
‘I had tears in my eyes as I drove
round Parliament Square on my way
home to Muswell Hill. I knew I had
to accept. Considering what Cardinal
Hume had given up how could I

refuse, although I was saddened that
I had just begun to enjoy again getting
to know people in the parish, recognising their faces and recalling their
names to mind as they came up to
Holy Communion.’
On his first occasion of meeting the
Cardinal, the interview was straightforward. He needed someone with
three qualities for the job: 1. A man of
prayer. 2 Must play squash because
he needed exercise. 3. Must have a
sense of humour.
‘I had a very good relationship with
the Cardinal spending 6 years as his
secretary which were formative for
me. He was new to his job, I was new
to mine, so in a sense we both grew
into our different roles together. I then
became his VG mainly responsible for
the priests and then became auxiliary
bishop. Altogether I spent 16 years
very close to him, seeing and talking
with him on an almost daily basis. He
was a good human being, easy to live
with and rooted in God.’
Father John accompanied Cardinal
Hume to the conclave at which Pope
John Paul II was elected. The media
had tipped the Cardinal as a possible
contender for the papacy. He travelled
with the Cardinal as part of John Paul
II’s entourage on his UK visit in 1982
and he went to the US with him where
they travelled extensively around the
States for the 1500th anniversary of
St Benedict.
‘He and I both had a passion for
football. He was a Newcastle supporter; in fact he once joked that at his
funeral he wanted to be carried into
the Cathedral to the tune of Match of
the Day.’
He first learned of his call to the
episcopate when Cardinal Hume
called him into his office and said:
‘Sit down John. Such news is better
received sitting rather than standing.
The Holy Father has requested that

you be my auxiliary bishop.’ He was
surprised at the age of 44 and only
21 years since his ordination, but
had been given an indication that his
name had been mentioned for the
role. It was not, therefore, a complete
surprise.
For six years from ‘86 to ‘92 he
was bishop of central London based
in Ladbroke Grove where for the first
year and for the first time he lived by
himself, a valuable experience but
not one he relished for the long term.
His belief in the value of community
drove him after the first year to form
a community; two sisters and another
priest. Each had their own jobs to
do. One of the sisters was a parish
sister, the other worked among those
living with Aids and the priest worked
with Marriage Guidance. They lived
as a family community for 5 years.
‘I enjoyed these years as a bishop. I
had 50 to 60 parishes for which I was
responsible. But it was a team ministry; there were five auxiliary bishops in
all. We met with Cardinal Hume fortnightly for business meetings, a meal
and the all-important bottle of wine.’
Whilst the prospect of having the
chance to lead his own diocese was
undoubtedly attractive his appointment to Middlesbrough in 1992 was
a big upheaval. He was to leave his
community in Ladbroke Grove which
was a big loss. But because of his
conviction that community life was
for him the ideal environment from
which to live out Episcopal ministry it
was not long before the opportunity
arose to have something similar in
Middlesbrough. He was joined by two
religious sisters, Sisters Sheila and
Kitty, who were also blood sisters; they
shared thirteen of his fifteen years in
Middlesbrough. They provided a loving family environment and also had
the wonderful gift of hospitality so that
many priests came to that house. As
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bishop he regarded ministry to priests
as a key priority, supporting them in
their parish ministry at the coal face
as they in turn sought to support their
parishioners in the challenges facing
them.

W

hen speaking to
Bishop John one
can
immediately
feel from his softly
spoken words, his body language
and his views on relationships
that he is a caring person above
all else. Many letters were sent
to the diocese when he stepped
down in 2007. Over and over
again the comment that is given
most prominence in these letters
is ‘he is a deeply caring man’.
Perhaps these words sum him up
perfectly.
He is a very human person with,
humbly admitted, strengths and weaknesses. His caring attitude meant that
as Bishop he was very available to
others. His house was always open.
Whilst he was committed to caring for
his priests and people in a large farflung diocese, he never saw himself
as a good strategic thinker. He struggled – this is his own reflection again
- with the difficult art of confrontation
when that became a necessity. In his
own critical self-analysis he singles
out such things as not devoting sufficient time for reading and reflection.
He would say that the immediate
often got in the way of the larger longterm picture.
There were, however, great qualities
he displayed as bishop. One highlight
of his episcopate was the Millennium
Celebration at the Riverside Football
Stadium which demonstrated Bishop
John at his best. The idea of the celebration was not his but that of one
of his priests. However, he caught the
vision and was prepared to take the

risks involved in encouraging such
a large scale event. Once the idea
had been established, he showed
great delegation skills in trusting the
organisation of the event to others,
whilst taking a true leader’s interest
in what was happening without stifling the creativity of those who made
it happen. Middlesbrough Diocesan
Millennium Mass was probably the
biggest regional event and certainly
the biggest religious celebration to be
held anywhere in Britain. 25,000 people gathered at the Riverside Stadium
for Mass and a day of celebration.
Perhaps this was the high point of the
middle years of his time leading the
Diocese.
In his final year there he organised the Walk for Vocations, a one
hundred mile walk the length of the
diocese stopping each night in different parishes where different sacraments were celebrated. This was a
significant event in the creation of a
more positive attitude in the Diocese
toward vocations and has, as a result,
encouraged a number of men to test
their vocation in various seminaries.
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Serve sliced and spread with butter,
or on its own.

Bishop John’s c all to the Episcopate
and life with Ca rdinal Basil Hume

▲

It was a sad day when in April
1999 Cardinal Hume called him to
say he had been diagnosed with cancer and didn’t think he had too much
time left. The Cardinal asked him to
preach at his funeral but, he said,
“Don’t go on too long.” When the
Cardinal was hospitalised toward the
end of his life, it was abundantly clear
that he wanted to see the friend he
had become attached to during the
sixteen years of their close working
relationship. As a brother and a dear
friend Bishop John went to see him
in St John and St Elizabeth where
the two spent a deeply moving hour
together. Although, at that stage the
Cardinal was only seeing visitors for
short periods of time each time his
friend tried to go he insisted on him
staying.
In that hour the Cardinal spoke of
the fresh understanding that his last
days on earth had given him of the
Our Father. Later, in the homily at his
funeral, Bishop John, related some of
the words the Cardinal had spoken
about the Our Father in that final conversation.
“It was, the Cardinal said, like discovering its inner meaning for the very
first time. ‘It’s only now that I begin to
glimpse how everything we need is
right there in the Lord’s Prayer…”
“He then prayed the first three
phrases of the Our Father, adding to
each phrase a tiny commentary of
his own. Sitting there and listening
was somehow to understand afresh
all that he stood for, to see again with
great clarity why we admired him so
much and loved him so deeply.
“Our Father who art in heaven,
hallowed be thy name” - to sing the
praises of God, it is that for which we
were made, and it is that which will
be, for all eternity, our greatest joy’.
”Thy Kingdom come” - the gospel values of Jesus, justice, love and
peace, embraced throughout the
whole world and in all their fullness’.
”Thy will be done on earth as it is in
heaven” - that’s the only thing which
really matters. What God wants for us
is what is best for us’.
At the start of his homily Bishop
John had recounted: “How long ago
it all seems now since that famous
10

newspaper article which appeared in
September 1975. It listed for the very
first time the name of Basil Hume as
one of six front runners for the vacant
See of Westminster.
“Each candidate was accorded a
little pen picture, which noted their
main advantages and disadvantages. Under the Abbot of Ampleforth,
the main disadvantage was simply
recorded.
“It read: ‘Much too humble to make
known his abilities; could easily be
missed!”
At the age of 65 it was already 21
years since Bishop John took on the
Episcopal mantle. The wear and tear
of high office and Episcopal ministry
was beginning to take its toll. He went
to the Nuncio and said that he thought
the time had come to stand down and
make way for a younger person but
Rome asked him to press on; acknowledging, perhaps, the work of a good
and faithful servant of the church. He
soldiered on for another year but then
his health became affected and he
returned to the Nuncio. This time the
Holy Father accepted his resignation
as of 3 May 2007.
Thereafter he spent six months
with his sister Mary at her home in
St Albans rebuilding his health and
strength until he was fit enough to
continue his ministry which he was
anxious to do. We are fortunate that
he came to our diocese and not his
home diocese of Westminster for he
is not a believer in going back but
he wanted to be near London, his
childhood home and home indeed for
most of his life. He has a warm appreciation of our Bishop Thomas and
the feeling is mutual. Since February
2008 he has been resident at Our
Lady of Lourdes, Wanstead where he
helps a bit with the parish although he
is not on the parish team. This leaves
him more free to be available to the
wider church whenever he is wanted
to conduct retreats and give talks
such as the ones he did during Lent
in our parish.
It would appear that his life has
gone full circle back to the days when
he was an itinerant preacher with the
Catholic Missionary Society but he
says he is thoroughly enjoying life and

The contemporary technological
world has spawned a proliferation
of help desks and a new breed of
very patient carers. They seek to
help customers on condition they
have an I.Q. at least as high as a
red spotted toad. You ask how high
is that? Judge for yourself by reading what follows.
Actual call centre conversations!
CUSTOMER: “I’ve been ringing 0800
2100 for two days and can’t get
through to enquiries, can you
help?”.
OPERATOR: “Where did you get that
number from, sir?”
CUSTOMER: “It was on the door to
the Travel Centre”
OPERATOR: “Sir, they are our
opening hours”.
Samsung Electronics
CALLER: “Can you give me the
telephone number for Jack ?”
OPERATOR: “I’m sorry, sir, I don’t
understand who you are talking
about”.
CALLER: “On page 1, section 5, of
the user guide it clearly states that
I need to unplug the fax machine
from the AC wall socket and
telephone Jack before cleaning.
Now, can you give me the number
for Jack ?”
OPERATOR: “I think you mean the
telephone point on the wall”.
RAC Motoring Services
CALLER: “Does your European
Breakdown Policy cover me when I
am travelling in Australia ?”
OPERATOR: “ Doesn’t the product
name give you a clue?”
CALLER (enquiring about legal
requirements while travelling in
France ):
“If I register my car in France , do I
have to change the steering wheel
to the other side of the car?”
Directory Enquiries
CALLER: “I’d like the number of the
Argoed Fish Bar in Cardiff please”.
OPERATOR: “I’m sorry, there’s no
listing. Is the spelling correct?”
CALLER: “It used to be called the
Bargoed Fish Bar but the ‘B’ fell off”.

HUMOUR
By Jo King

Then there was the caller who asked
for a knitwear company in Woven.
OPERATOR: “Woven? Are you sure?”
CALLER: “Yes. That’s what it says on
the label; Woven in Scotland “.
On another occasion, a man making
heavy breathing sounds from a
phone box told a worried operator:
“I haven’t got a pen, so I’m steaming
up the window to write the number
on”.
TECH SUPPORT: “I need you to right-

click on the Open Desktop”.
CUSTOMER: “OK”.
TECH SUPPORT: “Did you get a pop-up
menu?”.
CUSTOMER: “No”.
TECH SUPPORT: “OK. Right-Click again.
Do you see a pop-up menu?”
CUSTOMER: “No”.
TECH SUPPORT: “OK, sir. Can you tell
me what you have done up until this
point?”.
CUSTOMER: “Sure. You told me to
write ‘click’ and I wrote ‘click’”.
TECH SUPPORT: “OK. In the bottom left

hand side of the screen, can you see
the ‘OK’ button displayed?”
CUSTOMER: “Wow. How can you see
my screen from there?”
CALLER: “I deleted a file from my PC

last week and I have just realised
that I need it. If I turn my system
clock back two weeks will I have my
file back again?”
There’s always one. This has got
to be one of the funniest things in
a long time. I think this guy should
have been promoted, not fired. This
is a true story from the Word Perfect
Helpline, which was transcribed
from a recording monitoring the customer care department. Needless
to say the Help Desk employee was
fired; however, he/she is currently
suing the Word Perfect organization
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for “Termination without Cause”.
Actual dialogue of a former
WordPerfect Customer Support
employee. (Now I know why they
record these conversations!):
OPERATOR: “Ridge Hall, computer
assistance; may I help you?”
CALLER: “Yes, well, I’m having trouble
with WordPerfect.”
OPERATOR: “What sort of trouble??”
CALLER: “Well, I was just typing along,
and all of a sudden the words went
away.”
OPERATOR: “Went away?”
CALLER: “They disappeared.”
OPERATOR: “Hmm So what does your
screen look like now?”
CALLER: “Nothing.”
OPERATOR: “Nothing??”
CALLER: “It’s blank; it won’t accept
anything when I type.”
OPERATOR: “Are you still in
WordPerfect, or did you get out??”
CALLER: “How do I tell?”
OPERATOR: “Can you see the C:
prompt on the screen??”
CALLER: “What’s a sea-prompt?”
OPERATOR: “Never mind, can you
move your cursor around the screen?”
CALLER: “There isn’t any cursor: I told
you, it won’t accept anything I type.”
OPERATOR: “Does your monitor have
a power indicator??”
CALLER: “What’s a monitor?”
OPERATOR: “It’s the thing with the
screen on it that looks like a TV. Does
it have a little light that tells you when
it’s on??”
CALLER: “I don’t know.”
OPERATOR: “Well, then look on the
back of the monitor and find where
the power cord goes into it. Can you
see that??”
CALLER: “Yes, I think so.”
OPERATOR: “Great. Follow the cord to
the plug, and tell me if it’s plugged
into the wall.
CALLER: “Yes, it is.”
OPERATOR: “When you were behind
the monitor, did you notice that there

were two cables plugged into the
back of it, not just one??”
CALLER: “No.”
OPERATOR: “Well, there are. I need
you to look back there again and
find the other cable.”
CALLER: “Okay, here it is.”
OPERATOR: “Follow it for me, and tell
me if it’s plugged securely into the
back of your computer.”
CALLER: “I can’t reach.”
OPERATOR: “Uh huh. Well, can you
see if it is??”
CALLER: “No.”
OPERATOR: “Even if you maybe put
your knee on something and lean
way over??”
CALLER: “Oh, it’s not because I don’t
have the right angle - it’s because
it’s dark.”
OPERATOR: “Dark??”
CALLER: “Yes - the office light is off,
and the only light I have is coming
in from the window.
OPERATOR: “Well, turn on the office
light then.”
CALLER: “I can’t.”
OPERATOR: “No? Why not??”
CALLER: “Because there’s a power
failure.”
OPERATOR: “A power......... A power
failure? Aha, Okay, we’ve got it
licked now. Do you still have the
boxes and manuals and packing
stuff your computer came in??”
CALLER: “Well, yes, I keep them in
the closet.”
OPERATOR: “Good. Go get them, and
unplug your system and pack it up
just like it was when you got it. Then
take it back to the store you bought
it from.”
CALLER: “Really? Is it that bad?”
OPERATOR: “Yes, I’m afraid it is.”
CALLER: “Well, all right then, I
suppose. What do I tell them??”
OPERATOR: “Tell them you’re too
stupid to own a computer!!!!!”
And we have some more of these
in the next issue that are even
more hilarious. Here’s a foretatste.
AMANET HELPDESK : Your password

is the small letter a as in apple,
a capital letter V as in Victor, the
number 7.
CUSTOMER : Is that 7 in capital letters?
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Why Trouble Me?

By Leon Menzies Racionzer

‘The star spangled banner in triumph shall wave,
while the land of the free is the home of the brave.’

O

n Saturday June 20th
2009 hundreds of thousands crowded the streets
of Tehran protesting at
what they claimed was a faked
election to put Iranian President
Mahmoud Ahmadinejad, back in
the position of authority which
is in fact in the role of being the
henchman of the supreme leader
Ayatollah Khamenei; a dictatorial
figure in what is referred to as a
democratic society.
The day was significant as the 28th

anniversary of what became known
as the day of martyrs in Iran. In 1981
500,000 spewed onto the streets
to protest against the two year old
Islamic Fundamentalist regime. Over
1,000 were shot dead and from that
day on 100 dissidents have been
publicly executed every day. The
total tortured and executed just for
speaking out against the regime now
stands at over 120,000. This is a day
on when the Basiji, paramilitary arm
of the revolutionary guard, is on high
alert.
During this daring rally, the like
of which has not been seen since
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The Iranian-American poet Sholeh
Wolpé penned an emotive poem to
inspire the revolutionaries (see left).
39 days after the deliberate killing
of ‘the voice of Iran’, the 28th July,
Camp Ashraf near Bagdad in Iraq,
after a siege that had been going
on for some five months, was brutally invaded by a heavily armed Iraqi
police force joined by Iraqi army units
of Prime Minister al-Maliki’s special
elite Baghdad Brigade, numbering
over 2,000 men. As a result of the
attack with electric batons, metal
bars, planks of wood, daggers, axes,
sound grenades, water cannons, live
ammunition and bulldozers deliberately running down screaming men
and women, some 13 people were
killed and nearly 500 other men and
women are injured. 36 Ashraf residents, including 3 Iranian refugees
from Britain, were kidnapped and
tortured by the Iraqis and now face
forcible transfer to Iran. They have
been taken to an unknown location
near Baghdad.
What motivated this brutality and
why on the 39th day after the killing
of Neda?
Ashraf is the home of 3,500 Iranian
dissidents among them 1,000 women
who represent the spiritual heart of

the movement for democratic change
in Iran. For years they have been
‘protected persons’ under the fourth
Geneva Convention. They are regarded as the greatest enemy, the thorn
in the side, of the Mullah’s regime in
Iran. It is they that have inspired the
women to revolt against the misogyny
of the revolutionary guard and the
Mullah’s regime. They have been tortured and have first hand evidence of
others who have been raped, beaten
on the soles of their feet with canes,
cramped in cages no larger than dog
kennels for days, weeks and months.
But still they protest. The Iranian proxies in the new Iraqi government have
had their orders from Iran, DESTROY
From Ashraf; the land of the
ASHRAF!
And why 39 days after the killing brave in front of the American
Embassy prepared to die for
of Neda?

I

t is traditional that on the
40th day after a death,
friends, relatives and mourners visit the grave of the
deceased to pray and to show
their respect. The Mullahs feared
a further demonstration on the
29th of July and saw the destruction of Ashraf the day before as
an abject lesson to anyone who
dared turn the 40th anniversary
into a show of solidarity against
the government. How could they
have felt then, when once again
tens of thousands turned up carrying banners with pictures, not
of Neda or any other victims of
recent uprisings but of the ten
heroic victims killed so brutally
at the hands of Iranian proxies in
Ashraf? By so doing hundreds of
thousands, followers of the movement for democratic change,
linked themselves to the heart of
the resistance in Ashraf.
But now for the big surprise; in
sharp contrast to the almost instantaneous publicity that the killing of Neda
got, there has been almost no publicity about the siege and the sacking of
Ashraf. As I write, 24th August 2009,
intelligence forces report a further

freedom

attack is imminent.
The US was responsible
for the protection of Ashraf
until 1st January 2009 then
control passed to the Iraqi
government. According
to a press release from the
US Embassy in Baghdad, the US
would maintain a military presence
at the camp and the Iraqi government would ensure that all residents
were treated according to Iraqi law. A
State Department spokesman said
the Government of Iraq had promised
both humane treatment of people at
Camp Ashraf and that none would
be relocated to a country where they
would have “a well-founded fear of
persecution”; almost an extract from
the fourth Geneva convention.
The apparent media blackout and
turning a blind eye to the slaughter
of these defenceless people can only
be interpreted as nothing other than
the western world’s naïve attempts to
appease the Islamic Fundamentalist
Regime yet again with a Neville
Chamberlain - like innocence that by
doing so they can halt Iran’s nuclear ambition. Since the toppling of
Saddam Hussain the Iranian influence has grown apace in Iraq even

to the extent that
the Government of the Iraqi
Prime Minister Dr Nouri Kamal alMaliki is impregnated with pro-Iranian
sympathisers particularly in the
Interior Ministry. Its so-called security
forces, the same force that arrested
four Britons recently, of whom two
were killed and the whereabouts
of the other two is still unknown,
were responsible for the invasion of
Ashraf.
Now over 1,000 brave men and
women around the world are, at the
time of writing, in their 30th day
of hunger strike, twelve outside the
American Embassy in Grosvenor
Square where they are prepared to
die on the streets of our city in an
attempt to persuade the US to again
take over the security of Camp Ashraf
and return the 36 residents that have
been abducted.
For those that have the stomach for
it, visit the hunger strikers there and

All that’s necessary for evil to thrive is for men of good will to do nothing
12
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Visit the hunger strikers at the American
Embassy and hear how listening to
the screams of other women being tortured was
worse than their own torture
try to say it’s not our problem when
you hear women break down and cry
as they talk about the tortures they
experienced in the notorious Evin
prison. Hear how they tell of listening
to the screams of other women being
tortured which was worse than their
own torture. Hear about the torture
of a 74 year old women who was
finally executed because her sons
were among those in Ashraf. Listen
to the teenagers who, as children,
were transported out of Ashraf so
that they may live as they weep for
their parents still there and in danger
of their lives.
And, if by the time you read this
the Iranian sympathisers have not
been successful in removing it, watch
what happened on the 28th July on
these two links. www.youtube.com/
watch?v=5CJxMaN4C4A

www.youtube.com/
watch?v=qwGyyYVzlAw
If you are not angered into action
then prepare now the explanation
you will give to your children and
grandchildren for your complacency
when the history of the 21st century
holocaust is finally written. Or are you
going to say as one Catholic
reporter said, ‘I doubt any
Catholic paper will publish anything unless
there is a Catholic
angle.’
I am reminded
of the Jewish
Midrash,
the
ancient commentary on the Torah
when
speaking
of the jubilation of
Miriam at being rescued

from the Egyptians, you hear her
song at Easter; ‘Glorious His name
for horse and rider lie drowned in the
sea,’ [Ex 14,1-18] ‘And they looked
upon the face of God and found Him
weeping for His children who died
that day.’
If you do nothing else at least sign
this petition www.gopetition.com/
petitions/stop-the-massacre-of-iranian-opponents-in-ashraf.html and help
save the world from the spread of violent extremism in the name of Islam
that is as bad, if not worse, than the
Nazism that might have devoured us
sixty years ago had it not been
for the united efforts of
people of good will, of
all faiths, creeds and
kinds. It is imperative that in the
face of governmental denial we
support the only
Muslims that can
theologically bring
about a democratic
change in Iran; those
whose heart is Ashraf.

Harrod’s trained
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A recent revelation has been the discovery by the editor of a book
written over a number of years full of Ann Farmer’s poetry. Anne,
better known for her theological works and campaigning efforts
against abortion, has modestly withheld her poetry from the pages
of In Touch. Now the secret is out we are to give her, her regular
poetry column.
The Decision

Last Man

The wise of the world met in stately conclave
In an age when good sense was abundant;
After solemn discussion procedures were
waived:
They decided that God was redundant.

Saint Jude, dear patron
Of the hopeless cause:
When last appeals are gone
And failing faith gives pause,

The papers were signed with no voice of
dissent Not a single professor to cavil;
God took His dismissal and sadly He went.
But they couldn’t get rid of the Devil.
November 2008

14

Safe hands keep steady
When the bowler bowls:
God’s wicket keeper, ready
To catch straying souls.

Caught firm in humble hands.
No matter who should win
the cup
Or lose,
A prayer goes up;
God frees all souls to choose;

When desperation blinds us
We seek his shrine
When fate’s last stroke is
In vain; and yet he finds us;
struck Eternal Umpire gives the
He steadfast stands;
sign.
Your faith – what luck –
March 2003
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 3

15

pages
FU N

9BRAIN TEASERS

EDITOR’S OF KIDS PAGES DON’T REMAIN KIDS; they grow up and
become adults. We are looking for a new Kid’s page editor aged 13 preferably giving
us three or four years before having to find another. For the Christmas issue we are
holding a competition anybody aged 13-16 may submit their Kid’s Page to the
editor and the best one could be our new Kids Page editor for the next few years.
Mums and Dads may help if they feel so inclined.

Summer Holiday Jokes
✸

3
5

5
2

6
7

The red house is on one side and the blue is on the other, where is
the white house?

8
9

How many apples can you fit into an empty box?

What five letter word becomes shorter when you add two letters to it?

How can you take 9 toothpicks and make ten without
breaking the toothpicks?

Answers
1 There is no such thing as half a hole. 2 The two men were not playing against each other. 3 Nine. 4 Peacocks do not lay eggs, peahens do. 5 All the people on the boat are married. 6 One, then it isn’t empty anymore. 7 In Washington DC 8 The word short 9 TEN
(every line making the letters in the word ten is one toothpick. There are nine lines you draw when writing ten, so there are 9 toothpicks
making TEN)

1
3

you walk across a bridge and you see a boat full of people yet
there isn’t a single person on board. how is that possible?
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6
1
3
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6
1

5

1
2
4
6
5
3

2

If 3 peacocks lay 5 eggs in 8 days, how many
peacocks will lay 29 eggs in 76 days?

4
3
5
2
1
6
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5

4

2
1
3
5
6
4

Terry and Debbie were camping
with their parents deep in the
woods.
‘How far is it to town?’ Terry
wanted to know.
‘Six miles,’ said Debbie.
‘That’s too far to walk,’ Terry
replied.
‘It’s not too bad,’ Debbie said. ‘We
can walk three miles each!

3

SUDOKU

Dear Son,
Too bad.
Your dad.

Two men play five complete games of checkers. Each man
wins the same number of games. There are no ties. How?

6
5
2
4
3
1

‘No. Stick it on the envelope!’

5

2

3
4
6
1
2
5

Have you ever
hunted bear?
No.
But I once
went fishing in
shorts!

‘Do I stick the stamp on myself?’ she asks the clerk.

Dear Dad,
No fun.
Your son.

1

If it takes six men one hour to dig six holes,
how long does it take one man to dig half a hole?

has seventeen sheep. All but nine of them die. How many sheep
3Adoesfarmer
he have left?

Kathy wanted to mail her first letter home from camp.
She went to the post office to buy a stamp.

Here are the two shortest camp
letters ever written?

TO TAKE BACK TO SCHOOL AND CATCH YOUR TEACHERS OUT WITH
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For the last 18 months, I’ve spent
a lot of my time, desperately trying to raise over £3,500 to get
me to Africa for one month in the
summer of 2009. With help from
the St Thomas of Canterbury parish, and other very kind and generous people, gradually my total
sum grew nearer the target. My
friends and family gave me such
amazing support, and helped
me in every way that they could.
Once my GCSE’s were out of the
way I spent every day working
harder than ever to achieve my
goal. People really put themselves out to help me – and if
I could thank every individual
person that did, I would. I’d like
to take this opportunity, however,
to thank everyone, and make my
enormous gratitude known, as I
literally could not have done it on
my own.
At the time I was fundraising, I
perhaps didn’t realize the importance of gaining the money this
way – but in Africa it all became
very evident to me. Having
worked so hard to get there, the
trip suddenly meant so much
more to me than it would have
done otherwise. It gave me a real
personal connection to everything, and drove me throughout
the most difficult times we faced.
Looking back now, I can see
how much it has affected me: It
was one month of my life, that
has totally changed me for the
better:

A
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were about to face.
Waking early at the break of dawn
by the call to prayer of the mosques,
the air was thick with smoke.
Tiredness catapulted me into autopilot, as I drew back the curtains and
was hit by a wall of heat. Metre high
flames from a massive fire outside,
licked the air in front of me, causing
my heart to race in panic. Suddenly,
I realized what this was; standard
YMCA mosquito deterring action; protection from Tanzania’s biggest killer.
Travelling today on the public buses
was in itself very much a challenge:

loading 30, 75 litre packs onto one
end, and squashing 24 people onto
the other – there was mass relief
among the group as we pulled away
from the chaotic bus sta-

By Sukie Whitehall
tion. We sat on the journey lost deep
in our private thoughts; culture shock,
homesickness and nerves - as we
stared silently with eager curiousity at
the world so alien to us, passing by.
Upon arrival we clumsily set up
camp for the first time, outside the
Chulunga infant school. Our first
attempts at re-hydrated sachet food
was ravenously and hungrily eaten,
despite it being watery, thin, and
tasteless due to our poor preparation,
and our first night was spent out in
the open as we turned in for an early
night, to recover the sleep we’d thus
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 3

“

Watching them sing was the most awe
inspiring experience – as the natural rhythm
shone from each individual.

grateful.
Overcoming one obstacle, we were
immediately faced with another;
reaching the peak of Mt.Mwahnihani
– a three day trek in the thickly forested Udzungu Mountains. We had
previously trekked to the top of the
highest waterfall in Tanzania, to acclimatize ourselves to the area, but little

”

due to the focus and concentration
required to survive the hazardous
path we were taking, and its sheer
drop to one side. Muscles burned
in protest, but when we reached the
top, the pain was temporarely forgotten. The feeling was incredible; it
was like sitting on top of the world.
Higher up than the highest man in
19

▲

rriving in Dar es Salaam
at 15:33 local time,
it was evident that
despite the long-haul
flight exhaustion, there was no
opportunity to rest. Being team
leader that day, I slowly negotiated our team of 24 through the
busy, hectic airport arrivals, and
on to a waiting bus – finally arriving at a local YMCA. Though the
beds were dirty, toilets broken,
and showers temperamental and
freezing cold, we knew that it was
luxury compared to the month we

Worlds apart

far been deprived of.
could have prepared us for the trek
For the next four days we remained we had ahead. Throughout the first
at this base camp, waking early to day, an infectious bug was making
play with the arriving children before its way through the team. Sickness
school, and to a thick, gloopy, flour- leading to dehydration forced three
water mixture that we used as “fuel, of our number to turn back, while
not food” to sustain us till lunch. We the rest of us struggled onwards. We
trekked each day to different villages made camp at approximately 900m
and peaks, and visited one particu- above sea level, cooked our re-hydratlar school that part of the funds we ed sachet food, and created a fire to
raised are helping to build. By the ward off elephants and other animals
end of the week we’d learned enough
that may come
to survive our
across us. At
a waterfall
Showering in
entire trip; havthis altitude,
ing trekked
the
nights
through perilwere
absoous jungle full
lutely freezing,
of spiders and
and we slept
snakes able
close together
to
paralyze
to preserve
and kill and in
body warmth.
stark contrast to
However, with
beautiful waterthe cold lowfalls in which we
ering immushowered. These
nity, and people sleeping in close
experiences that made us laugh proximity, the illness spread overnight
with exhilaration and freeze in fear, like wildfire. In the morning, half the
moments that we’ll never forget.
team were down. A difficult decision
Moving on next to Mangula, the was made, as it seemed unlikely that
team had a new type of challenge to we’d make it to the summit together.
face. Food poisoning had taken hold Two groups emerged. One sacrificed
of me and three others after eating the possibility of making the summit,
out for a team member’s birthday. while the other committed to doing it.
Being so violently sick in a foreign I personally was among the latter. We
country at night was more terrifying climbed to over 2500 meter, Mount
than I or anyone could have imag- Meru, the second highest peak in
ined. The group pulled together and Tanzania. It was the most physically
worked as a team; learning this was demanding thing I have ever had to
the most efficient way of moving. We do. Despite trying to verbally encourmade it to our destination successful- age each other, morale was incredibly
ly, and for the care and consideration low. We dragged ourselves up with
I was shown, I still remain incredibly only the fewest of words exchanged,

▲

The football team

Britain, we stood above the sea of
clouds that swamped the jungle
canopy down below. Thumps rained
down on my back as people (as
speechless as me), wordlessly congratulated. Looking around at what
we’d struggled so hard for, I was
so incredibly proud of what we had
achieved. Overwhelmed by it all, we
stood together for the photographs
– and I knew that not a single person
needed to be told to “smile”. The next
day was our last in the Jungle, and we
had the chance to experience a short
monsoon of rain. I took the downward trekking opportunity to take in
what was around me. Leaves the size
of humans, and so many snakes,
spiders and insects you’ve not the
time to scream in the face of them
all. Monkeys swinging on the Tarzan
vines that hung elegantly around, and
elephants – always heard but never
seen. Such a beautiful place puts one
in awe of all God’s creation – and I felt
saddened that I was now leaving it all
behind. But back on the road again,
the prospect of what was to come
was now forefront in my mind. People
in the team were again sick – but by
now we were experts in dealing with
it. Still, we decided to take a rest-day
back at our first camp to enable the
sick to recover and to allow us to
organize our next move. Sitting in a
hotel bar next to the site where we’d
camped, in general, team spirits were
up. We enthusiastically discussed the
20

events of the past two weeks, and as
a team, it felt obvious how much we’d
grown. The road to Iringa was rough
and without the luxury of tarmac or
suspension – we arrived, tired and
aching. Unfortunately, our original
project plan to build a playground for
disabled children was unable to go
ahead due to planned political difficulties. So we spent a day and night
in the highly populated town, to organize ourselves somewhere else:
There was a village just over 100k
outside Iringa, close to a local school
that seemed perfect. The people living there had no, access to health
care without travelling for many miles
on foot, and paying extortionate and
often impossible prices. The government had agreed to provide and fund
a doctor for the village if they provided
the surgery facilities for themselves

– so we travelled back out of civilized
luxury in pursuit of our newly found
cause.
With darkness threatening, we set
up camp quickly and efficiently in a
clearing, like professionals now who’d
been camping for
years.
In
a high-risk
scorpion and
snake area,
safety was essential, and after dark
your headtorch
was the key to it.
Crawling into my
sleeping bag that
night, listening to
the sounds of the
wildlife, I couldn’t
wait to get up and
get started the
next day.
On our first day
building, most of
the village’s children turned out
to watch. Each
as eager to help
as the next,
they fell over
each other as
they ran at us
– thanking us
and offering
assistance
in everything we
did. Girls
in
secOn the top of the summit

sang. Watching them sing
was the most awe inspiring
experience – as the natural
rhythm shone from each
individual. They sang beautifully together, with perfect
harmonies and beats, and
although my shaky sung
response was embarrassing in comparison, I felt
In the classroom
nothing but happiness to
be singing back to them.
ond-hand dresses, torn all over and At break time, we taught the entire
rust coloured with dirt. Boys in mis- school the “Hokey Cokey”, breaking
matched shorts and shirts, equally smiles onto all 300 children’s faces torn and grubby. The poverty these and they challenged us after lunch to
people were living in, made me feel a football game vs. their school team,
so humble and indebted – and we which we gladly and excitedly acceptworked in the middle of what I can ed. The entire school turned out to
only describe as “an obviously good watch, as we pulled on our “away
cause”. By the end of the day,
team” shirts.
we had the walls and windows up, and the required
number of bricks made. It
was really coming together.
The next day, I was introduced to the children at
the local school. We were
greeted with such excitement and enthusiasm and
I felt totally honoured to be
a part of their school lives.
Classrooms full of children
The Medical C
sit in hope of a teachers
entre
attending that day. Some
days they return home disappoint- Playing for
ed and others, they’re much luckier. 90 minutes on a larger than proArmed with the theory that maths is fessional sized sand pitch was the
the same in every language, I focused most physically demanding aspect
myself on teaching of the entire month trip – but the
them this. At the adrenalin created in most of our team
end of my class- meant that no-one wanted to ever be
es, the children “subbed-off”.
stood for
Due to a variety of different reame and sons, we unfortunately never had a
full quota of people working
on the building site after
that day, which is possibly
why we never managed to
finish the surgery. However,
I worked my hardest, returning each night limping from
muscle strain, and due to
sheer hard
work from
a
very
determined
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 3

handful of people, we left it
with only the roof needing to be finished – and proud of what we had
achieved. (Funds were left in secure
hands to ensure it was finished by
professionals after we had left, and
I’m in contact with the organizer who
will hopefully update me with news of
its success).
I learnt a lot that week – probably
the most in all the month we’d spent
there; about poverty and the suffering it causes, and about what
exactly it means to me. I learnt
about the cultural differences,
through the people of the village
that I’d met. I think though, that
I knew I’d learn all of that before
I came. What I didn’t assume I’d
learn so much about, was maybe
my view and understanding of
other people. Opinions can be so
vastly different, and in situations
like those in Africa, I realized that
those differences in opinions have
great effects. Some can lead to the
loss of lives, or to the continuation
of suffering for many, and others can
lead greatly to aiding a community’s
quality and success of life. The power
to change opinions is a very great
one, and can easily be perceived as
threatening - I suppose that I ought
to just thank God for giving me this
opportunity out there, to do what I
consider morally right.
On our way home
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The Village Bookshop
Alison & Robin Lawrence
Books for everyone and every occasion
Orders by phone or email are welcome
and are usually fulﬁlled within 48 hours
475 High Road, Woodford Green
Tel: 020 8506 0551
www.thevillagebookshop.co.uk

TIMEGOLD
(JEWELLERS)
Diamond, gold and silver
Jewellery
*
Michel Herbelin, and Accurist
Watches
Gifts for all occasions
*
LLADRÓ figurines
*
On the premises repairs to
Watches, clocks and
Jewellery
****
25 The Broadway
Woodford Green
IG8 0HQ
***
020 8504 6140
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In Touch

ADVERTISEMENT RATES

Advertising Manager Walter Poulter
020 8504 5069 or w.poulter@ntlworld.com

FULL PAGE £120
HALF PAGE £60
ONE THIRD PAGE £40
QUARTER PAGE £30
ONE SIXTH PAGE £20
ONE EIGHTH PAGE £15
Please support our Advertisers without them In Touch
would not exist. And please mention In Touch when you
contact advertisers so that they will know that advertising in
In Touch is worthwhile

●

GREENMANTLE

●

20 Mornington Road ● Woodford Green ● Essex IG8 0TL

A luxury care home
for old people and
people with dementia
“Living in comfort, dignity and style”
in a warm family atmosphere
The Care
• Long and Short term stays
• Twenty four hour professional
care by fully qualiﬁed and
experienced staff
• Physician in attendance
• A nurse call system in every room
• First class catering to meet
individual needs and religion
• Home entertainment and outings
• Occupational Therapy
• Visiting hairdresser,
physiotherapist and
chiropodist arranged on request
• Residents’ own furniture and
belongings welcome
• Residents’ visitors welcome at
all times
• Resident meetings and
questionnaires
• Own newsletter in colour and
annual report

The Home
• An attractive modernised
Edwardian home located within
the Woodford Green
conservation area close to all
amenities offering:
• Comfortable single bedrooms
- four with en-suite facilities
• Choice of showers or bathroom
with hoist
• Luxurious lounge and dining
room
• Double glazed heated
conservatory
• Six person lift
• Full central heating
• Satellite TV, music centre and
piano
• Regularly changed library
books
• Beautiful gardens
• Own mini bus with tail lift

Members of the National care Homes Association
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LETTERS

Please send your letters to The Editor, Idvies, 72 Malvern Drive,
Woodford Green, IG8 0JP or email leon@racionzer.net

From Peter Walsh
With reference to your comments
on Lord Joffe’s “Assisted Dying Bill”,
(editorial issue 2 2009) and your
maintaining anonymity of those who
expressed disgust at the campaign
to overthrow it; I would draw attention
to the Hospice Movement which has,
since late 19th century, promoted palliative care for the terminally ill long
before Lord Joffe’s concept of rapid
‘dying with dignity’ with its inbuilt family convenience and problem solving
components.
The vanguard of the modern Hospice Movement began in the slums of
Hackney. Anglican nuns are among
the first recorded as having begun
care of the dying. They were followed
by Mother Mary Aikenhead’s, Irish
Sisters of Charity. She was summoned from Dublin by Cardinal
Bourne, Archbishop of Westminster,
to care for those suffering from tuberculosis that was rife at that time in a
poverty stricken area of London.
Mother Mary Aikenhead’s establishment became St.Joseph’s Hospice
for The Dying; now a multi-denominational, ultra -modern enterprise still in
Mare Street, Hackney and very well
known to many in our parish.
Some years ago, Dame Cicely
Saunders, D.M., F.R.C.P. gave a
Sunday Morning Talk on ITV in which
26

she declared euthanasia redundant. Her research into pain control
assessed the individual’s needs and
delivered pain relief on a continuous
basis under control of the patient.
This system avoids the highs and
lows of “relief-on-request” and manages pain and anxiety on an even
basis to the moment of death.
I wrote to Dame Cicely, via ITV,
inviting her to acknowledge the precedence of St.Joseph’s Hospice as
the founder of palliative care.
Three months later she wrote to me
stating, “Yes,I trained at St Joseph’s
Hospice. I visit it still and its Matron
and I are personal, as well as professional, friends. My claim is simply
that my foundation, St.Christopher’s
Hospice, is the first research hospice
and in no way detracts from the fact
that St Josephs was the originator of
palliative care” World Medicine recognizes and honours her claim. Her
most memorable heritage is perhaps
her words that are the foundation of
her entire philosophy; “You matter
because you are you, and you matter
to the last moment of your life.”
I am proud to say that I attended a
junior school run by another branch
of the Irish Sisters and both our sons
and daughter attended the same
school. Our eldest son is now a consultant geriatrician. Some years ago
his house physician asked him if
he would give her a reference for St
Joseph’s Hospice where she wished
to work in the field of Hospice Care. In
due course the letter of request arrived
on headed notepaper. He was happy
to recommend the “Young Hopeful “
and he added a footnote to the glowing reference, “Your emblem on your
stationery - that of the Irish Sister of
Charity ,and its “Caritas Christi Urget
Nos”, my brother, I and my sister wore
on our school uniforms until we boys
went to the Jesuits and our sister to
the Ursulines.”

From Desmond Hughes writing
from Thailand
Dear Editor,
Is that ‘ Bishop John Crowley ‘ really
who he says he is? He is! Then
he should know that Humanae Vitae
was issued on 25 July 1968, some
time AFTER Charles Davis gave his
reasons for leaving the Church, in The
Observer, (was it the 21st?) December
1966 - if I could summarise it as
Authority versus Truth?
Greetings from
Zimbabwe (from
Sister Elizabeth)
Dear Friends,
I had a very
good journey. I
departed from
Heathrow on 10th
August
2009
at 1905 hours and arrived in
Johannesburg South Africa at 0705
hours on August 11th 2009. I caught
a connecting flight to Victoria Falls
Zimbabwe and arrived at the sister’s
convent at 14:30 on August 11th.
I spent the first six days in Victoria
Falls visiting the sisters in our African
Novitiate. We have four Novices, one
from Nigeria, and three from Zambia.
I was eager to experience present
day Zimbabwe from the grass roots
level so I accompanied the Novices
on two of their out reach ministries.
The first one was to the home for
the elderly and destitute. The sisters
provide food and medicine to these
people. They are extremely poor and
vulnerable. The following day I accompanied them to the local government
hospital. One of their duties was to
wash and clean the instruments
used in the operating theatre and
to prepare the instruments for sterilizing/autoclaving.
I rolled up my sleeves and helped
with the cleaning. When I gently asked
‘where is the machine for sterilizing
these instruments’ I was shown into
another room where a medium sized
cooking pot was sitting on a stove/
electric hot plate. This is where the
sterilizing was being done. It takes six
hours to sterilize a few instruments.
Normally an autoclaving machine
would only take forty five minutes

their machine has not worked for
three years. The following evening the
Novices gave a spontaneous concert
consisting of some drama and dancing and African drumming.
Victoria Falls is a tourist attraction
so I decided to pay a quick visit to see
how the tourist industry was faring.
There were very few tourists around.
The buildings in the town had deteriorated and the roads were full of
potholes. Yet the people I met were
positive and hopeful for a better
future.
I travelled down to our rural mission
station near Lupane Fatima Mission.
I had been on this mission previously so I received a very warm welcomeback from the local people and from
the parishioners. I was very pleased
to see them still alive and well! They
have obviously benefited from the
feeding programme organized by the
World Food Programme and World
Vision. It was a joy to see them again.
The mission and surrounding buildings had all deteriorated through lack
of maintenance and financial aid. I
will be returning to Fatima Mission to
spend about a week with the sisters
and people there as part of my orientation and reintegration into present
day life in Zimbabwe.
My next stop was Bulawayo city.
Here the traffic lights were unreliable
as some were working and some
half working and the roads are full of
potholes. I received a great welcome
into my new home and convent. We
are four sisters one Irish and two from
Zambia and myself. We have two
wonderful watchdogs.
There is emphasis here in building small Christian Communities. We
hosted one meeting in our convent
last Sunday. People are in need of
healing and reconciliation as many
have been deeply traumatized by the
political violence of the last few years.
Many have lost members of their families or been maimed. Unemployment
remains at 80%; consequently crime
and theft are rampant everywhere.
But still people are hopeful for a better future. Please pray for the people
of Zimbabwe and for our leaders
here. God Bless each of you with my
love and best wishes.
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JUST A MUM?

A

woman, renewing her
driver’s license at the
Post Office, was asked
by the counter clerk to
state her occupation. She hesitated, uncertain how to classify
herself.
‘What I mean is,’ explained the
counter clerk, ‘do you have a job or
are you just a ..?’
‘Of course I have a job,’ snapped
the woman. ‘I’m a Mum.’
‘We don’t list ‘Mum’ as an occupation, ‘housewife’ covers it said the
clerk emphatically.
I forgot all about her story until
one day I found myself in the same
situation, this time at a private medicall centre The Clerk was obviously a
career woman, poised, efficient, and
possessed of a high sounding title
like, ‘Official Interrogator’ or ‘Hospital
Registrar.’ ‘What is your occupation?’
she probed.
What made me say it? I do not
know. The words simply popped out.
‘I’m a Research Associate in the field
of Child Development and Human
Relations.’ The clerk paused, ballpoint pen frozen in midair and looked
up as though she had not heard right.
I repeated the title slowly emphasizing the most significant words. Then I
stared with wonder as my pronouncement was written, in bold, black ink on
the official questionnaire.
‘Might I ask,’ said the clerk with

new interest, ‘just what you do in
your field?’ Coolly, without any trace
of fluster in my voice, I heard myself
reply, ‘I have a continuing program of
research, (what mother doesn’t) In the
laboratory and in the field, (normally I
would have said indoors and out).
I’m working for my Masters, (first
the Lord and then the whole family) and already have four credits (all
daughters). Of course, the job is one
of the most demanding in the humanities, (any mother care to disagree?)
and I often work 14 hours a day, (24
is more like it). But the job is more
challenging than most run-of-the-mill
careers and the rewards are more of
satisfaction rather than just money.’
There was an increasing note of
respect in the clerk’s voice as she
completed the form, stood up, and
personally ushered me to the door.
As I drove into our driveway, buoyed
up by my glamorous new career, I was
greeted by my lab assistants -- ages
13, 7, and 3. Upstairs I could hear
our new experimental model, (a 6
month old baby) in the child development program, testing out a new
vocal pattern. I felt I had scored a beat
on bureaucracy! And I had gone on
the official records as someone more
distinguished and indispensable to
mankind than ‘just another Mum.’
Motherhood!
What a glorious career! Especially
when there’s a title on the door.

Trinity PTA

Badminton Club
Do you enjoy badminton?
Why not join us at Trinity Catholic High School,
Mornington Road, Woodford Green
on Monday evenings 7.30 - 9.30pm from 7 September 2009
All welcome, mixed groups and mixed ability
Contact Della on 020 8529 6020 or
Michael on 0794 1479485
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Words,Words,Words

Pulling someting
out of the hat

ADRIAN WHITEHALL

by Coleen Carlile
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I am sitting here at
the eleventh hour, in
a brown study, going
quietly berserk, desperately trying to think
of something to write
for this issue. I have
gone to Leon, chancing my arm that
he may give me a break but he told
me to pull my finger out or he’ll have
a bone to pick with me. It looks like
the chips are down but there’ll be no
sour grapes from me. After
all, my reputation hangs by
a thread…..
‘Pulling something (usually
a rabbit) out of a hat’ refers
to the magician who produces something unexpected
from nowhere. If ever there
was a euphemism for this
article, this encapsulates
it! The eleventh hour, as all
good Catholics will know, is
something that occurs at
the last moment and comes
from Matthew (20:9) where
the labourers in the vineyard
were hired at the eleventh
hour (about 5pm) to complete the day’s work.
As a teenager, I was
intrigued by the phrase ‘in
a brown study’, taking it literally as someone sitting in a
gloomy room, but I had no
idea that study also meant
‘deep thought’ and subsequently pictured a Victorian heroine
plunged in reverie. ‘Going beserk’
gives a very different picture and
dates back to Viking times, when
warriors whipped themselves into a
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frenzy before going into battle. Their
battledress was a bearskin coat
and earned them the nickname of
bern (bear) serkr(coat) subsequently
known as berserkers.
‘Chancing your arm’( to take an
uncalculated risk) has its most
entertaining exlanation in 1492
Ireland, where two warring families, the Kildares and the Ormonds,
finally settled their differences. The
Ormonds had taken sanctuary inside

St. Patrick’s Cathedral in Dublin and
the Kildares were offering a reconciliation. Knowing the Ormonds were
suspicious of his motives, one of the
Kildares thrust his arm through a hole

in the door, at the mercy of those
inside but, instead of it being cut off,
it was taken in peace.
To give someone a break is to give
them a chance to prove themselves.
This phrase comes from the 19th
century when street performers were
allowed a break in their act in order
to collect money for their act. ‘Pulling
your finger out’ (to hurry up and finish
a task) has its origins in the Navy. In
times of battle, crew members were
ordered to hold the gunpowder in
the hole in the cannons, using their
fingers. As battle progressed, there
were constant demands to ‘pull their
finger out’ to hasten the firing of the
cannons.
‘Picking a bone’ with someone is
to sort out differences and stems
from the 16th century when butchers’ dogs picked the bones until they
were perfectly clean. When the chips
are down, the situation has reached
crisis point. In gambling, when the
chips are down, all the bets have
been placed and there is nothing to
be done but pray you have
won.
‘Sour grapes’ describes
a state of mind where one
pretends to despise something one actually longs for
but cannot have. In Aesop’s
fable, The Fox and the
Grapes, the fox, frustrated
because he cannot reach
the high sweet grapes,
declares they are sour anyway and not worth the effort
of reaching them.
When something hangs
by a thread, it describes
a situation which could go
either way. It refers to the
sword of Damocles which
was hung by a single hair.
To remind Damocles how
tenuous his position was,
Dionysius made him sit
beneath the sword at a banquet. At any moment the
hair could have snapped
and Damocles would have lost his life.
Luckily for him, it didn’t and luckily
for me, Leon is no longer holding the
sword of Damocles over my head. I
may just have pulled this one off……
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remarked, his children danced when
at St Anthony’s; only to be topped by
a neighbouring spectator of some 50
plus years of age and maybe 60 who
remarked, ‘and certainly more modern than I danced when I was at St
Anthony’s.’ Maybe the tradition goes
back as far as the last decade of the
19th century. Are there any who can
say otherwise?
The Trinity School band played wonderfully, the hamburgers were something special this year; the Garden
Fete committee, the Yellow Shirts,
must have found a new supplier. All
in all it was a glorious and most enjoyable occasion that lingered on into
the late evening bringing in well over
£5,000 to parish funds.

The Journey of Faith barbecue
The Journey of Faith barbecue on the
13th July attracted a crowd of 35.
Some old timers, now moved away
from the parish, travelled all the way
from Southend for this annual, notto-be-missed, charade. This year
the redoubtable Jane Clarke,
alias Sheryl, entered the
Friar’s Garden as a Jockey.
Being curator of Aintree
race course museum
she obviously had no
problem borrowing the
necessary ‘gear’ but it
wasn’t flat racing or hurdles
she put the assembled crowd
through. There was everything from
egg and spoon racing, the sack race
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 3

and then onto one of her favourite
antics, getting unsuspecting visitors
to mime popular pieces from well
known musicals played on her ghettoblaster. And not just miming but also
dancing to the music an opportunity
for Fr Tony to demonstrate his agility
by throwing the surprised Sheryl over
his shoulder. Father Michael Copps
ran too fast to be able to catch him
on camera in the failing light but
came in only a nose length behind
Ali Bacchus at the obstacle race.
Brother Raymond gave a breathtaking rendition of ‘Love is Forever’; well
maybe that is not what it was called
but without Sheryl’s liberal use of the
whip it is doubtful whether anybody
would have exposed themselves to
the ordeal.

arranged by Lisa
Lalani who organizes pilgrimages to
Padre Pio’s shrine in
Giovanni Rotondo.
The second episode of one of these
pilgrimages appears elsewhere in
this issue. An unexpected banquet
of tea, sandwiches and cake was provided by Theresa Davis afterwards.
Theresa is the landlady of the pub
opposite Chingford station that used
to be called Chasney’s; she is deserving of all our patronage.

The Family Picnic
Was a great success but competed
with many other activities going on at
on the same day. But the strawberries, cream, chocolate cream cake
the PIMMS flowed as usual and surprise, surprise, at the end of the day
it had all gone in spite of the fact that
less people attended. There was the
usual cheating at the egg and spoon
race, the sack race in which one
youngster found the ideal way to win
was to put only one leg into the sack
leaving the other free, and then there
was the tug-o-war with the usual winners being the ladies. Chivalry reigns
supreme.

Padre Pio lecture.
It was quite surprising in the peak holiday period to find a packed Becket
Centre on the evening of Tuesday
11th August to watch a twenty minute, newly released, film about the
life of Saint Pio of Pietrelcina, more
endearingly known simply as Padre
Pio. The film was made in 1948 but
it is only now, seven years after his
canonisation in June 2002, that it
is being made available for viewing. One young lady in charge of
Fr Ermelindo, the last of strawberries and cake
the Capuchin friars still
alive who knew Padre
Pio, gave an hour long talk followed
by a general blessing with the mitten
worn by Padre Pio
to cover the painful
stigmata in his hands.
He then gave individual
blessings with a relic of Padre
Pio. The visit of Fr Ermelindo was
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