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DAY FOUR

FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
Out of 430 entrants for the National
Parish Magazine Awards Competition,
your In Touch was awarded best magazine in the category of Best Design and
fourth in the category of Best Overall
Content. Credit for this achievement
goes to Ranjika De Silva without whom
publication would be impossible. I have often commented to Ranjika that it is only after I see what she has done
with the bland prose that I again feel it is worthwhile
producing the next issue.
In this issue Peter Leahy, the scrooge
of Climate Change and of white
Christmases, presents an almost
believable argument for humbugging
the orchestrated CO2 emission phobia. Is there a grumpier Woodfordian
or Chigwellian out there willing to
enter the fray with this maverick of
the grump?
After my article in the last issue
‘Why Trouble me.’ Concerning the 36
hostages taken from Ashraf City in Iraq, I was asked by
a number of you what has happened to the hostages.
For this reason I am again writing on the same subject
and also publishing in full, in spite of its length, a letter
from Reza Hosseini who is a Chartered Accountant with
a practice in North London. The latter provides an insight
into the psychology of the hunger striker and poignantly
reminds us that there are still intellectuals in the world
who are prepared to sacrifice themselves for others as
Christ did 2000 years ago.
I am somewhat disappointed at the few events
reported in the Chronicle of Parish Events pages. Of
course there is much more going on in the parish but it
seems that unless our reporter, P A Nache, is physically
present nobody else bothers to submit an account of
the happenings. This issue is being collated prior to the
AGM on the 30th of November but we do have details
of the parish accounts which are briefly commented on
in the Chronicles page.
On the political front, and at the risk of offending the
anonymous writer, see the letter’s page; I cannot resist
commenting on the degrading level to which party
politics has stooped over the past quarter. I suppose
without the divisive party political system we would not
have democracy. That is assuming that what we have
with this system is democracy, but when party politics
stoops so low as to make personal attacks such as we
have seen in the vilification of Gordon Brown over a well
intentioned hand written letter to the bereaved mother
of a fallen soldier one must surely conclude party politics
aided by a gutter snipe media has gone a step too far.
I for one feel it is about time I wrote to Mr Brown just
to tell him that there are some things he has done well,
others he inherited that he can’t be blamed for and that
at heart I know he is a good human being.
LEON MENZIES RACIONZER Editor
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Carry-on Pil grimage to San Giovanni
Rotondo
By Lisa Lalani
23/10/08 8.20 am I come into
the lounge and someone tells me
Peter is outside drinking wine.
He has a two litre bottle which I
take from him. He protests but
he knows better than to wrestle
with me. We are going to Mary
Pyle’s house. We start loading up the shuttle bus and I am
amazed at how many want to come. I send them down in
dribs and drabs and by the time I get down DC is tearing
up and down the stairs. I tell him to get out, this is a sacred
place and he is not coming in. Of course he ignores me.
Some of the staff try to keep him out and are shocked at
how wild he is, he pinches the cleaners, kicks the curator
and takes a swing at the priest. I am upstairs with the second half of the group when I hear screaming and shouting
for me to get these people out of here.
There is a priest at the end of the stairs going berserk.
He tells me I must be mad to bring these people here, they
are not human beings, they are vandals. I am shouting at
everyone to get out the gate but DC has run off into the
field below the house. We can’t see him but can hear the
guard dogs going mad. I think they have got him; he always
goes over to dogs wherever he sees them. His mother has
a voice like a bull in labour and is screaming at the top of
it “DAMIAN, DAMIAN”. I tell them to get out but they say
they can’t see Damian and the dogs have now gone quiet.
I tell them not to worry, the police are on the way and they
will find him. I hope the dogs haven’t killed him but also
hope he will spend the rest of the time until we go home
in hospital. No such luck, the little brat is seen strolling
nonchalantly up towards us, at his own speed with a smirk
on his face. The poor priest is incandescent with rage. I
eventually get them all out.
The priest tells me never to come back but luckily the
curator knows me well and tells the priest I come several
times a year and have never had people like these with
me before. I tell them to go and do their own thing until
lunch and take Meg and her mother and daughters to the
Terrazza for a nice cup of tea where no one can see us.
Back in the hotel I am just about to start lunch when
the receptionist says I must come immediately to the third
floor; DC is on the rampage again. There is water everywhere. I rush to the lift and hear him running down the
stairs so I am just in time to grab him. I get a good hold
on his wrist and drag him into the lift. He is a bit scared.

‘Where are you taking me?’ I tell him I am taking him to
the 3rd floor to see the mess he has made. Of course he
insists he has done nothing, as if!
We are waiting there for the maid to come and identify
him, he is trying to escape from me, I won’t let go – until
the porter points out that DC’s hand has turned black.
What a shock, I think I have caused gangrene so change
hands but hold on just as tightly. When the maid turns up
she has to say she did not actually see him so I have to let
him go. The hotel has threatened again to call the police
and I tell them I am not interested, they promise ten times
a day and do nothing. This time they do call the cops, and
everyone is terrified. The boys are asking what they want. I
say they just want names and dates of birth of everyone. I
get out my passenger list and pretend to discuss it with the
cops. DC of course is still running around, he never stops,
in and out of the lift, sliding down the banisters and taking
keys from behind the desk. I have lost count of the keys he
has taken. We are trying to get off to Monte Sant’Angelo.
I told Big Linda yesterday that DC would not be coming
on the coach but she has decided to ignore me. Out she
comes with DC and sister. I insist he is not coming on the
coach no matter what. I am standing guard at the door of
the coach to make sure he does not slip past me when
the sister comes out and says; ‘The priest has asked if
you will please let Damian go as a special favour to him’. I
just scream, “NO”. A little while later she comes out again
and says her mother is inside asking the priest for a special blessing for me to make me good. Shortly after, poor
Fr. Kieran comes towards the coach and I tell him I don’t
want any of his blessings, special or otherwise. He knows
what I mean and has a good laugh. Big Linda comes out
with the girl, she has left DC with Peter; although Peter
does not know this, he has passed out in his room. She
just locked DC in the room with him. Peter can’t look after
himself. He later complains that he could not get any
sleep with DC banging around the room.
I think Mass went alright. After Mass I told them to
go up in the lift and visit the town. I came up about 20
minutes later. I walked into the coffee bar of the Casa del
Pellegrino and the barmaids were cowering behind the
bar. The manageress was holding her head in her hands
looking distraught. She was asking, although I could tell
she did not expect an answer – “Where have they come
from, the moon?” The other barmaids were just staring in
disbelief. The kids were running riot. DC’s twin was behind
the bar pulling out packets of crisps and chocolate eggs.
The floor was littered with crisps, wrappers etc., and the
tables and floor splashed with sticky drinks. The kids were
clambering over the sofas and the entire place looked as
though a bomb had hit it.
I immediately screamed at DC’s twin to get out and
the barmaid looked at me strangely. “Are you with these
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 4

people?” Well sort of, I said and explained that I was their
group leader. ‘PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE get them out of
here’, she begged. Again the police were on the way. I
ordered everyone out so I could count them and get the
coach to come and pick us all up. That was not strictly
true, I hardly ever did a count, I just got on the bus and
told Nicola to go and hoped for the best. That I might have
lost some of them never gave me a moment’s concern.
I asked one of the young lads to go up to the town and
see if he could find any strays, he brought back several
he found in a bar. I found out later that there had been
mayhem in the bar.
We got back to San Giovanni to find a large group of
Italians had checked into our hotel. In typical Italian style
they were very noisy but within a couple of minutes they
were drowned out by my group. Dinner was as noisy and
chaotic as ever. During the meal I noticed several people
twitching and after a while I noticed DC sitting with a large
dish of chips in front of him throwing them at the diners.
I jumped up and dragged him out of the dining room. I
was so angry I was shouting like a mad thing at him. Mum
of course was nowhere to be seen, not that she would
have made any difference either to his behaviour or to my
anger.
As usual in the evening; we send the main drinkers off
into town in the shuttle bus and settle down to see how
the night pans out. DC is on the rampage, Mum is getting
more and more inebriated and with each swig direct from
the bottle getting more and more loud. The teenage boys
are playing cards; they got such a fright today when they
saw me giving, or pretending to give, their names to the
police that they are cooling their heels. The police come in
for a drink at the bar again and Paolo and I spend a long
time chatting with them. I sat all evening chatting with
Meg and Linda, her daughter, two of the nicest people
you could meet, and I was intending to stay there till they
all went to bed but at around 2 am Meg was so tired she
wanted to go to bed and said she had difficulty finding
her room when she got out of the lift. I said I would come
up with her and walk through to my part of the hotel. As
we got out of the lift James Gallagher was about to get
in. He was wearing shorts and barefoot. He had gone to
bed some time before so I asked why he had got up. DC
was running along the corridor. James explained. DC had
banged on every door telling them all to get up as everyone was fighting downstairs, so now they are all out of
bed. I chased everyone back to bed and crawled off to my
room. Next morning I find out that youngsters were running around all night. Donal McGuigan told me that at 3
am he had gone out into the corridor and grabbed DC and
locked him in his bathroom for the rest of the night! The
mother made no mention of him being missing; she was
still downstairs drinking when I had gone up to bed.
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They had personal experience,
every one of them, before repairing
to the refuge that is Ashraf, of how
unelected theocrats have turned any
dream of democracy and freedom
for the people of Iran into a tyrannical nightmare. George W Bush in his
inaugural address in 2005 said, ‘The
survival of liberty in our land increasingly depends on the success of liberty in other lands. The best hope for
peace in our world is the expansion of
freedom in all the world.’

‘Sudabeh, a nineteen year old
student from Manchester, two
years after escaping Iran, fasted
for 73 days.’

I

HEROES
of our time
By Leon Menzies Racionzer

The story of 36 brave men prepared to
lay down their lives for others.

O

n
Wednesday
7th
October about midday I
was walking through the
Grosvenor Square Park
when I heard an almighty roar
emerge from the encampment
in front of the US Embassy. I did
not for a moment doubt what
the commotion was about; 36

hostages had just been released
and returned to Ashraf City, they
had been taken by force 73 days
earlier in the raid of the Iranian
dissident’s camp in Iraq.
Around the world over 1500 people
had joined in solidarity with these
hostages in their, hitherto unheard
of, 73 day fast to death if necessary.

And death was only minutes away
from two of them on arrival in the
Ashraf clinic according to the doctors
there. Another six were within hours
of death and the remainder had only
two days to live at best.
In the outskirts of Paris on the
weekend of 16th/17th October at the
headquarters of the Iranian opposition movement I was present at the
videoed transmission of the conversations between Massoud Rajavi, the
leader of this movement, and the
hostages speaking from their hospital
beds. Never in my life have I witnessed
such great faith in the Almighty, such
determination and such solidarity among a group of men plucked
out from a crowd at random and
from various diverse cultures. Among
them were Iranians, Azerbaijanis,
Baluchestanis and Kurds all with different cultures but a common bond
in Islam and the conviction that their
suffering was for the good of all of
humanity, not just in Iran but around
the world.

n Iran there is no freedom
and we were made poignantly aware of the dangers to
the freedom of the rest
of the world if this despotic regime is allowed to
spread in accordance
with the demands of
the current Iranian
constitution.
The
video showed horrific pictures of these
hostages undergoing
tortures to compare
with those of which we
read in 2 Maccabees
6-7 at the hands of
the evil King Antiochus
Epiphanus. Eyes poked out,
limbs broken, severe bruising
and open wounds from lashing;
all carried out by the army of
Nouri Al-Malaki the prime minister of Iraq. But the real and horrific message only sunk in when
the accompanying prose was
translated for me. These were
the communications between AlMalaki’s thugs and the Iranian
revolutionary guard; ‘See how we
have tortured these infidels in
accordance with your command,
we expect a suitable reward.’
Here was unequivocal evidence
that the Iranian regime has great
influence over the dominant faction of the current government
of Iraq. The communications had
been intercepted by a sympathizer of the Iranian opposition and

sent to its headquarters in Paris
providing the evidence that will
one day bring to trial at the court
of human rights in The Hague,
Nouri Al-Maliki, the leader of the
Iraqi government that so many
British and American men and
women fought and died to put
into power.
Following the yes/no referendum
of 1980 that obtained a majority vote
for a Fundamentalist Islamic regime
in Iran, Ayatollah Khomeini, naive-

‘The makeshift camp outside the US
Embassy in Grosvenor Square.’

Soon after the murder of the opposition started, 120,000 reported executions, over a million imprisoned,
beaten, tortured and suppressed.
All of the 36 hostages had fled this
tyrannical regime and were tortured
for two reasons. Firstly to persuade
them to stop their hunger strike which
they commenced immediately they
were abducted, and secondly, to persuade them to recant their heretical
beliefs. They started with the youngest, a 22 year old from Baluchestan
who they thought was a soft target but
they got far more than they bargained
for. None of their subtle psychological
tricks fooled him and he was able
to turn the tables on his torturers. Each hostage in turn did
likewise; the enemy could
not find a single crack in
the bond that held these
36 men together in spite
of the fact that they had
only known each other
vaguely before they were
abducted, yet they acted
as one.
They told how they had
prayed, recalling Moses’
pleadings with the Pharaoh;
‘Let my people go.’ They
recalled how God went with
the Hebrews in their suffering
and the determination of Moses to
reach the Promised Land. For them
the Promised Land was the community of 3,500 people in Ashraf City;
an oasis of peace in the Iraqi desert.
They were told that if they ceased their
hunger strike and recanted they could
go to any country of their choosing
and that their leaders had agreed to
their release to France, America or
wherever. Rightly, they never believed
a word of it and said only that they
would cease their hunger strike when
they were returned to Ashraf.

ly aided into power by the then US
president Jimmy Carter, announced
his intention to spread Radical Islam
throughout the world starting with
Iran’s nearest neighbour and most
important from the Shiite perspective
because of its sacred shrines; Iraq.
Within weeks the Iran- Iraq war commenced taking the lives of thousands
of young men from nine years of
n London as in Gothenburg,
age upwards. Even though Saddam
Berlin, Washington, Paris, to
withdrew to international borders the
mention only a few of the
regime had found the right excuse to
major cities, people demonchant that they will conquer Jerusalem
strated and went on hunger strike
via Baghdad!

I

REMEMBER ‘all it takes for evil to tri umph is for good people to do nothing.’
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outside the American Embassies
around the world. Originally these
were people who had been imprisoned and tortured in Iran, those
whose relatives had been executed and some whose’ relatives
were among the 500 wounded in
the illegal raid on Ashraf on July
28th and 29th. Later they were
joined by other nationalities, cultures, religions and creeds sympathetic to their cause and fully
aware of the threat to the world if
Iran was not in some way brought
to heel.
I joined those on hunger strike in
Grosvenor Square, sleeping with them
in the makeshift camp, joining them
in their candle-light vigil of prayer and
patriotic songs, visiting with them Our
Lady’s altar in the Jesuit Church in
Farm Street and hearing the stories of
why they were there.
One hunger striker told me ‘Eighteen
years ago my sister was twenty years
of age when she was imprisoned in
the Evin gaol
for mal-veiling.
We were told
that she would
be released if
we could raise
an enormous
sum of money.
We begged
relatives and
friends and
put all our life’s
savings into a
fund paying it over in the allotted
time to the revolutionary guard. Then
the call came that she was to be
released. We went to collect her and
she was released to us in a body
sack. She was a virgin and therefore
according to the instructions of the
supreme leader she had to be raped.
Virgins go straight to Heaven and no
one who offends the regime can go
to heaven.’

others before three Mullahs sitting behind a table. The Mullah
in the middle pointed to me and
said “Four years to the one on my
left,” he said, “three years, to the
next, four years and the last, five
years”. Then he went through the
same pointing regime, saying, 50
lashes 60 lashes 40 etc. As we
were hustled out I turned to him
and said, “Is this justice? ‘What!’
He said, ‘one thousand lashes.”
I was then incarcerated and every
Friday for ten weeks taken to the
mosque and before the assembled
people there I was given 100 lashes
from mid-calf to my shoulders. In prison, other prisoners tried to tend my
wounds and as soon as they stopped
bleeding I was taken again for my
next 100 lashes. As if that was not
enough, at the end of my four year
sentence I asked to go but was told
that my mental attitude was not yet
suitable for my release and I was kept
there for a further year.’
No released
prisoner is ever
allowed to study
in Iran, nor can
an ex-prisoner
even serve an
apprenticeship,
but much worse,
released prisoners who fail to
escape out of
the country usually disappear or
just happen to be involved in a tragic
accident.
This is a tiny sample of the human
rights atrocities of the current Iranian
regime with which the West seeks
appeasement. What we have witnessed in the past two months as
summer faded into autumn is how
the political world works. The US president, who could have stopped the torture and suffering of these brave men
with a word to Al Malaki, preferred to
allow them to die rather than upset
the clandestine brokerage of deals for
the Iranian Regime’s mineral wealth.
Can we in conscience sit on our
hands and do nothing? Remember,
‘all it takes for evil to triumph is for
good people to do nothing.’

. . . at the end of my four
year sentence I asked
to go but was told that
my mental attitude was
not yet suitable for my
release and I was kept
there for a further year.’

A

nother, now with a business in Walthamstow
told me, ‘I was an eighteen year old student
in Tehran and was caught in possession of anti-regime leaflets.
They put me on trial with three
8

HUMOUR

By Jo King

Before you laugh at the
following see your doctor
and get a check-up.
This could be you.

A

wise old gentleman had serious
hearing problems for a number
of years. He went to the doctor,
and the doctor was able to have him
fitted for a set of hearing aids that
allowed the gentleman to hear 100%.
The elderly gentleman went back in a
month to the doctor, and the doctor
said, ‘Your hearing is perfect. Your
family must be really pleased that
you can hear again.’The gentleman
replied, ‘Oh, I haven’t told my family
yet.I just sit around and listen to the
conversations. I’ve changed my will
three times!’

T

wo elderly gentlemen in a retirement home are sitting on a
bench under a tree when one
turns to the other and says: ‘Jim, I’m
83 years old now and I’m just full
of aches and pains. I know you’re
about my age. How do you feel?’ Slim
says, ‘I feel just like a newborn baby.’
‘Really!? Like a newborn baby!?’ ‘Yep.
No hair, no teeth, and I think I just wet
my pants.’

H

ospital regulations require a
wheel chair for patients being
discharged. However, while
working as a nurse, I found one elderly gentleman already dressed and sitting on the bed with a suitcase at his
feet, who insisted he didn’t need my
help to leave the hospital. After a chat
about rules being rules, he reluctantly
let me wheel him to the lift.
On the way down I asked him if
his wife was meeting him.‘I don’t
know,’ he said. ‘She’s still upstairs
in the bathroom changing out
of her hospital gown.’

M

orris, an 82 yearold man, went to
the doctor to get
What if there
a check-up. A few days
were no hypoth
etical
later, the doctor saw
Morris walking down
questions?
Is there anoth
the street with a gorer word for syn
geous young woman
onym?
How is it poss
couple in their nineties are both on his arm. A couple
ible to have a civ
having problems remember- of days later, the docil war?
ing things. During a check-up, tor spoke to Morris
What did they
call the 100 yea
the doctor tells them that they’re and said, ‘You’re
r war
physically okay, but they might really doing great,
d
uring the 100 y
want to start writing things down to aren’t you?’ Morris
ears?
What was the
help them remember. Later that
replied, ‘Just doing
First World
night, while watching TV, the old
what you said,
War
c
a
lled before there
man gets up from his chair.
Doc: ‘Get a
was a second on
e?
‘Want anything while I’m in the
hot mamma
kitchen?’ he asks.
and
be
‘Will you get me a bowl of ice
cheerful.’’ The doctor
cream?’
said, ‘But I didn’t say that. I
‘Sure.’
said, ‘You’ve got a heart ‘Twelve thirty.’
‘Don’t you think you
murmur, be careful.’
should write it down so
ecause they had no reservations
you can remember
man was telling
at a busy restaurant, my elderly
it?’ she asks.
his neighbour,
neighbour and his wife were told
‘No, I can remem‘I just bought a there would be a 45-minute wait for
ber it.’
new hearing aid. It a table. “Young man, we’re both 90
‘Well, I’d like
cost me four thou- years old,” the husband said. “We
some strawbersand pounds, but may not have 45 minries on top, too.
its state of the art. utes.”
Maybe you should write it
It’s perfect.’ ‘Really,’ answered
They were seated
down, so as not to forget it?’
the neighbour. ‘What kind is it?’ immediately.
He says, ‘I can remember that.
You want a bowl of ice cream with
strawberries.’
Let’s leave the elderly for a bit while I give you a run
‘I’d also like whipped cream. I’m
certain you’ll forget that, write it
down on what makes me smile without getting a hernia.
down; she asks.
Irritated, he says, ‘I don’t need to
ohn Smith climbs to the top of Mt. Sinai to get close enough to talk
write it down, I can remember it!
to God. Eyes turned upwards and hands spread out in a prayerful
Ice cream with strawberries and
stance he asks the Lord. “God, what does a million years mean to
whipped cream - I got it, for goodyou?” And the Lord replies, “A minute.” John asks again, “And what does a
ness sake!’
million pounds mean to you Lord?” The Lord replies, “A penny.” Filled with
Then he toddles into the kitchen.
anticipation John asks, “Lord can I have such a penny?”
After about 20 minutes,
The Lord replies, “In a minute.”
The old man returns from the
kitchen and hands his wife a plate of
hree St Thomas of Canterbury parishioners outside the church one
bacon and eggs. She stares at the
day were heard to ask each other. “When you’re in your casket, and
plate for a moment.
friends and congregation members are mourning over you, what
‘Where’s my toast?’
would you like them to say?”
Arthur said: “I would like them to say I was a wonderful husband, a good
hree old guys are out walking.
breadwinner and an exceptional family man.” Bert, short for Robert comFirst one says, ‘Windy, isn’t
mented: “I would like them to say I was a wonderful teacher and servant
it?’ Second one says, ‘No, it’s
of God who made a huge difference in people’s lives.”
Thursday!’ Third one says, ‘So am I.
Brian said: “I’d like them to say, “Quick get the Paramedics he’s moving!”
Let’s go get a beer.’

A

A

B

t

J

T

T
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this time Arabs had established both
themselves and the bitter orange
in Spain. With the Moors’ irrigation
technology, the fruit flourished in the
once dry land.
Some believe the British passion for the fruit – or the fruit transformed to marmalade – began with
a happy accident in 1700, after a
young Dundee grocer named James
Keiller took a large risk on a consignment of oranges that were en
route from Seville. The oranges were
cheap, but Keiller couldn’t sell them;
the flesh was too sour. His shrewd
wife, however, used the oranges to
make a spreadable preserve. The
jars went on sale in Keillers shop and
soon demand was so high, the family
had to order a regular shipment of
oranges from Seville. By 1797 they
had opened Britain’s first marmalade
factory.
Despite the huge number of bitter
oranges that are grown in Seville,
none is available in the shops or
markets; the people of Seville can
pick the fruit freely from the trees, so
there’s little point trying to sell them.
But the Spaniards use few in cooking and they aren’t big marmalade
makers, so the bulk of the harvest
is exported to Britain. Marmalade
aside, the tart juice of the Seville
orange can also be used to create
tangy salad dressings and fabulous
sauces to cut through the richness
of meat and game. The sharp juices
are also wonderful in cakes and pastries giving a lovely concentrated fla-

N

SEVILLE ORANGE MARMALADE
1 ½ kg Seville oranges
3 ½ litres water
Juice of 2 lemons
2 ¾ kg preserving sugar

1 Wash oranges and remove stalks if
necessary.
2 Cut oranges in half, squeeze juice,
remove membranes and put into a
large pan or preserving pan
3 Tie the pips and membrane in a
piece of muslin and add to the juice
in the pan.
4 Slice the orange peel and pith into
thick or thin shreds, and then add to
the pan.
5 Pour the water into the pan with
the lemon juice and bring to the boil,
reduce heat and simmer for 1 ½ hours
or until the peel is very soft. It should
disintegrate when squeezed between
the fingers.
6 Wash jam jars in hot soapy water,
rinse and turn upside down onto a
baking tray, heat in a low oven to dry
and sterilize.
7 Remove the muslin bag, squeezing
the juice back into the pan.
8 Add the sugar and stir over a low
heat until the sugar has dissolved.
9 Boil rapidly until setting point is
reached

10 Remove any scum; allow to stand
for 30 minutes before pouring into
the prepared jars.
11 Cover immediately with wax discs,
once cool add lid or cellophane seal,
wipe clean and store.
To Test for setting point Use a special
jam thermometer or put a spoonful of
marmalade into a saucer and chill for
5 minutes – the marmalade will have
formed a thick wrinkly skin if setting
point has been reached.

Mary Knights

10 Orange flower water is lovely
added to an icing such as this.

FOOD PAGES
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11 Drizzle the icing over the cake,
letting it run down the sides and leave
to set.

Please send in any recipes

HINT This cake freezes well –
preferably before icing.

of your own making that you

AVOCADO AND ORANGE SALAD

quantities of ingredients are

Serves 4-6

clearly stated and only send

have enjoyed. See that the

N

N

If preferred you can cut peel into
shreds once it has been cooked –
once squeezed cut the orange halves
into 4 and cook until soft as before
and then cut into thick or thin shreds.

FROSTED MARMALADE CAKE
175g butter
175g golden caster sugar or soft brown
sugar
1 large orange
3 large eggs
75g orange marmalade
175g self raising flour
110g icing sugar
Lined 1 kg loaf tin

1 Preheat oven to 180, gas mark 4
2 Finely grate the zest of the orange
and squeeze juice.
3 Cream the butter and sugar
together until pale and fluffy.
4 Beat eggs together in a bowl and
add to the butter mixture a little at
a time, beating thoroughly between
each addition.
5 Beat in the orange zest and
marmalade.
6 Fold flour into mixture with a large
metal spoon and lastly stir in the juice
of ½ the orange.
7 Spoon the mixture into the
prepared tin, smooth the top.
8 Bake 35 – 40 minutes – test with a
skewer – this should come out clean
when centre is pierced.
9 Leave to cool in the tin for ½ hour
then removed to a rack until cold.
Sieve the icing sugar and mix with
orange juice until you have a smooth,
slightly runny consistency.
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 4

1 tsp coriander seeds, crushed
40g caster sugar
1 Seville orange, juice only
3 sweet oranges – 1 juice only – 2
peeled and thinly sliced
1 tbsp olive oil
3 large avocados
Bunch watercress
50g black olives
Few mint or coriander leaves
Seasoning
6 rashers streaky bacon cooked until
very crisp (optional)

1 Put coriander, sugar and orange
juices into a small pan. Bring to the
boil and simmer gently for a few
minutes. Remove from the heat
and add the oil, stirring briskly, cool
and season to taste. Shortly before
serving, peel, halve and remove
stones from the avocado. Cut into
thin slices and coat with the dressing.
2 To Serve; lay watercress on a
platter, arrange the slices of avocado
and oranges on top scatter with the
olive and herbs. Season. Finally, top
with the bacon slices if using.

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

4 star anise
100g dried apricots
4 tablespoons marmalade
Juice of 1 lemon

Heat proof casserole
1 Pre heat oven to 180 C Mark 4
2 Rub the duck with salt.
3 Heat the oil in casserole, brown the
duck pieces all over, a couple at a
time, lift them out of casserole and
set aside on a plate.
4 Soften onions in the casserole; add
garlic and ginger, stirring occasionally
so it doesn’t stick.

N

NB When Seville oranges are not
in season use the juice of ½ lemon
instead

SLOW COOKED DUCK WITH
MARMALADE Serves 4

A duck – cut into 6 or 4 large duck legs
or breasts
½ teaspoon salt
2 tablespoons vegetable oil
3 medium onions – finely chopped
100g piece fresh ginger – peeled and
cut into fine matchsticks
2 cloves garlic crushed
1 heaped tablespoon flour
1.5 litres hot chicken stock
3 tablespoons dry vermouth

5 Add the flour, stirring all the time,
pour in the stock and bring to the
boil, return the duck to the casserole
together with any juices. Pour in the
rice wine; tuck in the star anise and
the dried apricots. Cover and place
in the oven for 35 minutes, stir in
3 tablespoons of marmalade and
return the casserole to the oven
without its lid.

N

6 After a further 30 minutes, lift the
duck out and cover. Leave the sauce
in the pan to cool a little so that the
fat comes to the surface – remove fat
with a spoon.
7 Add remaining marmalade and the
lemon juice, check seasoning. Bring
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▲

eville is beautiful. The
capital of the southern
province of Andalucia,
it is a place of sparkling sunshine and in
the Barrio Santa Cruz, Seville’s
old Jewish quarter, orange trees
line cobbled streets and peaceful
little squares. In the orange-treefringed Plaza del Triunfo stands
the vast cathedral (complete
with its own orangery) which towers over the beautiful Moorish
Alcazar palace.
In summer Seville bakes under an
unforgiving sun, but in January the
city and the trees come into their own,
and the plump fruit glisten in vibrant
contrast to the dark green leaves.
Although Seville oranges’ sweeter sisters may grace our shelves all year
round, the Spanish fruit has all but
disappeared by the end of February.
Marmalade makers await the season
eagerly, while other people may not
even be aware of its passing. This
is largely because underneath the
Seville’s thick, rough skin, the flesh
is extremely tart and packed with
seeds; it is not an eating orange, but
its high acidity offers perfect setting
power for preserves.
Bitter oranges (citrus aurantium)
originated in north-east India and
the neighbouring areas of China and
South East Asia. During the first centuries of their empire, the Romans took
a great interest in the fruit; however,
as their domination of Europe ended,
so did the cultivation if oranges. By

vour; it is also used in liqueurs such
as Cointreau, Curacao and Grand
Marnier. The good news is that the
Seville orange can be frozen very
successfully. Freeze whole and use
to make marmalade or the recipes
included here at a later date.
Many varieties of bitter orange are
used for their essential oil, which is
used in perfume and as flavouring.
It is an essential oil used in aromatherapy and massage. The blossoms
are gathered, usually by hand, in late
April to early May. The oil is produced
by water distillation.
Some orange blossom is also used
to make Orange Flower water, a very
delicate flavouring used to flavour
cakes, panna cotta or mousses and
goes very well with any fresh fruit.

▲

the sauce to the boil and simmer for
5 minutes to concentrate the flavour.
8 Return the duck pieces to the
sauce and bring to the boil.

Climate change?

HUMBUG

9 Serve with celeriac mash.

DARK CHOCOLATE
AND ORANGE CAKE
1 Seville orange
100g plain chocolate – broken into
pieces
3 eggs
280g caster sugar
240ml sunflower oil
25g cocoa powder
250g plain flour
1½ tsp baking powder
CHOCOLATE GANACHE
200g plain chocolate – broken into
small pieces
225ml double cream

23cm round cake tin greased and
lined
1 Pierce the orange right through with
a skewer. Cook in boiling water for
30 minutes until soft. Whiz the whole
orange in a food processor until
smooth, leave to cool.
2 Preheat the oven to 180C mark4.
3 Melt the chocolate in a heatproof
bowl set over a pan of simmering
water. Leave to cool.
4 In a large bowl lightly beat the eggs,
sugar and oil. Gradually beat in the
pureed orange, discarding any pips,
then stir in the cooled chocolate.
Sift in the cocoa, flour and baking
powder. Mix well and pour into the
tin. Bake in the centre of the oven for
55 minutes, or until the cake springs
back when lightly pressed in the
middle.
5 Allow to cool for 10 minutes before
turning out on a wire rack until cold,
6 Chocolate ganache – put the
chocolate in a heatproof bowl. Bring
the cream up to the boil and pour
over the chocolate. Leave for 2
minutes, and then stir until smooth.
Set aside to firm enough to spread
over the cake – up to 1 ½ hours
7 Transfer the cake to a serving
plate. Using a palette knife, swirl the
ganache over the top. Decorate with
grated chocolate.
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By Peter Leahy founder of the
GOMC L of Woodford

I

t was a cold bleak afternoon
in downtown Woodford. My
wife had gone shopping (to
enhance her winter wardrobe and spend a fortune
on bargains), so I knew I had at
least five hours to spend designing my recruitment poster. The
basis of this poster being me, in
a “Lord Kitchener pose”, inviting
senior males to join the Woodford
branch of the “Grumpy Old Men’s
Club”, (GOMC) (this to be a select
gathering of like-minded gentlemen, assembled to whinge, criticise and generally put to rights
all the wrongs of contemporary
society).
My creative efforts were interrupted
however, by a segment on Radio 4’s
“PM Programme” concerning global
warming. I had to stifle a lazy yawn,
but the programme became interesting. Its subject was Dr Piers Corbyn
(an expert on climate). Dr Corbyn
attributes any global warming effects
to changes in the sun’s radiation,
rather than effects due to Carbon
Dioxide (CO2) emissions.
Generally, there appears to be a
growing number of eminent scientists
who are disputing the role of CO2 as a
major factor in global warming. Many
claim the climate is, and always has
been changing, and is simply cyclical
in nature. The very engaging botanist Dr David Bellamy reportedly and
courageously stuck his head above
the parapet when he indicated, “Our
climate is cyclical and has little to
do with CO2.” Incidentally, has anyone seen him on TV in the last few
years? Let’s look at some cyclical
facts: 12,000 years ago Britain was
recovering from an ice age. Later, in

Roman times, it was so hot, they grew
grapes as far north as York. The pendulum then swung again, when there
was such a cold period (16th century
until about 1850), that the term “Little
Ice Age” was adopted. In 1976 it was
such a warm summer that I went to
work without a tie. (not PC and that
was before PC was invented)
So what’s going on? In this short
article, we’ll boldly go where few
laymen have gone before and ask
some simple questions like: what’s
all this greenhouse gas stuff about?
Why pick on the poor old CO2 molecule? Why did that nice chap – the
Archbishop of Canterbury, bring God
into the climate change debate earlier
this year?
Carbon Dioxide (CO2) isn’t toxic, it’s
a natural gas. The human population
exhales tons of the stuff every day. As
most school kids know (and I’m trying
to remember), the food we eat (fuel),
reacts with oxygen in our bodies, producing the energy we need, with CO2
as an exhaled product. In exactly the
same way, a car’s engine burns fuel
(petrol), together with oxygen to provide the energy for motion and CO2
(amongst other things) comes out the
exhaust pipe. CO2 gas molecules are
frisky, so irrespective of how they’re
produced, some of them ascend into
the atmosphere as a greenhouse gas,
while others find their way onto green
leaves of plants and are absorbed.
This latter process, together with
sunlight, manufactures food for the
plant and gives humans back precious oxygen (as a by-product) for us
to breathe.
Greenhouse gases are essential for
the stability of temperature on earth
and the maintenance of life. They

reside in our atmosphere (a lazily swirling gaseous shell, extending upwards
from the earth’s surface). Crucially,
they reduce the earth’s tendency to
lose heat by radiation to the great
“cold” of space. As we all know, starry
skies at night can be a lot colder than
cloudy nights, when the earth retains
heat under their “water vapour blanket”. So, should we also consider
water vapour as a greenhouse gas?
The simple observation above suggests we should – and the answer is a
resounding yes! Unfortunately at this
point, we can’t get much further without looking at some numbers, and
I’ve tried to keep these to an absolute
minimum.
Water vapour is by far the earth’s
most significant greenhouse gas. It’s
responsible for 95% of the greenhouse warming effect. Nearly 100%
of water vapour occurs naturally
(0.001% being man-made). Similarly,
the amount of CO2 that causes
warming (as a percentage of all
greenhouse gases) is just 3.62%,
of which man-made CO2
(industrial, transport...) is
a meagre 0.12%. These
figures are based on the
relative warming effects
of the gases and not simply the volumes of gas
present. They are derived
from data presented by
the U.S. Department of Energy.
Herein lies the problem. Water
vapour is the dominant greenhouse
gas, but it’s largely uncontrollable since
most of it is naturally produced. It’s
hard to tax and even politicians can’t
get rid of clouds! Well not yet anyway,
and if they could (Chinese scientists
are trying to do this on a small scale),
it would be catastrophic, since there’s
one very elegant aspect of clouds
that’s often overlooked. This relates
to clouds acting as earth’s gigantic
thermostat. A simplistic explanation
goes something like this... let us say
that for whatever reason the earth
warms up too much. Everything gets
warmer and evaporation increases
from all the oceans, seas, rivers etc
with more clouds being produced.
As more clouds are formed, they
act as additional barriers to the sun’s

“
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heat (and light) energy that would
otherwise have reached the surface
of the earth, thereby resulting in a
reduction of temperature and warming. As the earth then cools the
reverse happens, and in this way
clouds cleverly regulate the gain/loss
of heat from the earth and act as its
natural thermostat. So a possible
question arises here: did God create
clouds just for the poets and romantics to drool over and write about, or
did He have a subtle, more practical
purpose in mind?
Methane is also a “pop-science”
greenhouse gas (but contributes only
0.4% to warming effects). Some of it
is produced by farm animals and it’s
true that we could control and minimise these effects if we all became
vegans! In an interview with The

a lecture earlier this year and said,
“God will not guarantee a happy ending, if humans ignore the effects of
climate change”. Obviously, this very
well respected church leader is eminently qualified to make this kind
of assertion. I suggest he brought
the Almighty into the mix, to clearly
emphasise to mankind, their complete responsibility for the effects of
climate change. However, having said
that, and if our brief analysis above
has a semblance of truth, I would ask,
“What exactly do we do?”
The most dominant greenhouse
gas (water vapour) is largely uncontrollable, can’t easily be minimised or
taxed out of existence. Methane can
be reduced – but if we get rid of farm
animals, we red-bloodied, unhealthy
carnivores, will end up eating couscous and swirling our soya yogurt
spoons around the dining table. So
CO2 is really the only one left to consider, although it seems to be a minority player in its warming effects. It’s
also clear that long term climate
changes continually occur
and if this is simply cyclic,
and/or to do with solar
activity (as Dr Corbyn suggests), then there’s not a lot
anyone can do anyway.
At this point I have an
inner-dialogue moment and
ask myself, “has our household actually done anything about
this?” And in this personal review,
I remember that: we’ve cut out two
plane trips a year, reprogrammed our
central heating and turned down the
room thermostat. We’ve just bought
a new smaller engine car and gone
onto a green tariff with our energy
supplier. Is this Impressive? Are we
doing our bit to save the world? Well,
actually no! It’s purely to minimise our
ever-increasing costs.
And speaking of increasing costs, I
have to go. My wife will be returning
from her shopping trip soon and I must
remove all evidence of my recruitment
poster from the laptop, or it will cost me
dearly. I don’t think she realises that
the inaugural meeting of the Woodford
branch of the GOMC is to be held in
our living room. I feel there could be a
real climate change on the way!

Are we doing our bit to save
the world? Well, actually no!
It’s purely to minimise our ever
increasing costs.

”

Times, Lord Stern of Brentford considered the total carbon costs of maintaining animal livestock for human
consumption and concluded meat
production is wasteful, expensive and
gives rise to a lot of greenhouse gas
emissions, which could be reduced
if we all became vegans. Now really,
this is going a bit too far, isn’t it? It
would mean I couldn’t have any home
made hot sausage rolls at Christmas
tea in the Becket Centre. And on this
basis alone, I object to the ‘no meat
please we are Vegan’ notice replacing
the recently erected Fare Trade sign.
The Archbishop of Canterbury gave
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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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EDITOR. Rachel Hourigan aged 8 years; a pupil at St Anthony’s
school has started off what could be an eight-year career
until she reaches 16. Rachel may well introduce some news
from her school which may be of interest to a wider local
readership of children.
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Christmas wordsearch
How many christmas words can you find in
this wordsearch?
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Why are Christmas
trees like bad knitters?
They both drop their
needles!

What do you
call a gigantic
polar bear?

What’s the
most popular wine
at Christmas?

Nothing, you just
run away!

“Do I have to eat my
Brussel sprouts?”

What do
you get if you
cross an apple with a
Christmas tree?
A pineapple !
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THE CONTROL OF LIFE
By Peter Walsh

In the so-called developed world Man
has, for nearly one hundred years
sought to control life. Abortion has
been legalised and law-makers are
presently, and with understandable
difficulties, drafting legislation which
will modify the original criminality of
euthanasia.
New complex legislation will seek to
prevent the misuse of ‘legally assisted suicide’ but nevertheless legislate
for it. Here one is reminded of the
limitations put on the Abortion
Act when first introduced which
has since become abortion on
demand and totally alien to the
original concept of abortion in
special circumstances.
The National Health Service
-the original Lord Beveridge
- “Womb to Tomb” – Health
Service, inaugurated by Aneurin
Bevan in 1948, is already involved
and will become further involved in
coping with foreseeable complicated
legal definitions. Numerous clauses
will attempt to define the point in a
life when a clinician can prescribe,
or tacitly consent to the shut-down of
a life-support system, the withdrawal
of treatment and sustenance, or the
administration of a lethal injection.
This affronts the time-honoured
purpose of a clinical training and
practice to protect life at all costs and
may well be grounds for conscientious objection to applying the law
by a clinician. A clinician may now
be found guilty of breaking the law
18

because of that objection. Imagine
the judges summing up; ‘guilty of
prolonging life and incurring undue
expense to the NHS.’
Such a ‘criminal’ record could cause
a clinician to be struck off the medical register thus losing the livelihood
for which (s)he applied years of study

The Catholic
attitude to death
is that the event is
not simply the end
of life but the entry
into Eternity.

to obtain. There is no doubt that an
overtly devout Catholic will become a
target fairly soon as a test case.
Without going into speculative
detail, the Assisted Suicide programme will be legally obliged to
consider precautions against lobby
group interests and will have to cope
with such cases as seen in a recent
example:A 26-year-old woman called an
ambulance. Arriving in A & E she

announced her planned ingestion of
poison. She handed the clinician a
written “Living Will” which expressly
excluded emergency treatment and
affirmed that the only assistance to
be attempted was that which would
make her planned death process
“comfortable” and in appropriate surroundings (sic). (See the front page
of the Daily Telegraph 1st October
2009) Any emergency intervention
would, or so it seems according to
law an assault on the young woman’s
person. Any offending clinician(s)
could be “struck-off.” This woman
was, therefore, allowed to die.
This socio-economic control of life
is, so far, producing an increasingly
critical demographic imbalance in
Europe. The “managed” birth rate
has been in decline for some time.
Simultaneously, life expectancy has
advanced at what demographers and
actuaries consider an alarming rate.
This situation is an economic problem of the highest magnitude. Too
few young people are becoming available to work and pay
taxes to support the pensioned
population growing in number
and in longevity. Dealing with
the complicated foreseeable
problems will become increasingly urgent.
Turning from social problems,
such as teen-age pregnancy and
senile dementia, to health problems
in the population at large one may
well ask what are the grounds for
legalised Assisted Suicide? Among
others the reasons currently stand at,
intolerable pain, wholly-dependent
afflictions, and dementia, notably
advanced Alzheimer’s disease.
Of these conditions, pain is presently controllable, as are anguish and
distress.
Those suffering from wholly-dependent conditions, e.g. neuromotor
degeneration, require protracted
and expensively equipped nursing
care. Dementia is primarily distress-

ing for the patients’ carers – unpaid,
unskilled and obliged to take care of
a totally-dependent relative.
“Hard cases make bad laws”, and it
is predictable that this time-honoured
aphorism will affect Assisted Suicide
legislation. An abuse spectrum can
be more than simply imagined.
Among the lobby groups with a
greater than passing peripheral interest are relatives, pension funds,
life insurance companies, banks
and financial services of whatever
degree.
The Catholic attitude to death is
that the event is not simply the end of
life but the entry into Eternity. I am in
my “80s” and can recall my relatives
in my childhood seeking ,where possible, a Catholic doctor. This choice
– not always available – was made
on the basis that a Catholic doctor

diagnosing a terminal illness would
advise his/her Catholic patient to visit
a Catholic Priest so as to make their
soul ready to meet its Maker.
Sir Henage Ogilvie, a venerable
Guy’s Hospital physician, writing in
“The Practitioner” many years ago,
advised that the valedictory handshake, gently proffered to a patient
diagnosed as having an incurable
disease, could convey the need for
the patient to get his/her affairs “in
order”. Today, that quaint valediction
could well prompt a one-way airline booking to that Swiss
Clinic
which,
unlike the
majority of
Swiss

resorts, assists its patrons to their
next destination without delay. An
accompanying relation or friend must,
it seems affirm “compassion” to avoid
arrest for legally-defined “complicity”.
As with abortion, so with Assisted
Suicide, the arguments for these terminations are special pleading, full of
human pathos, some of it contrived,
but other motivations are not easily
excluded and may
elude complicated and confusing
legislation.
It now seems that
Malthusian Gloom – Excess
Population
- and Climate
Change, taken together, will impact
on Life from Conception to Old Age
and The Catholic Church will soon be
challenged as never before in a war
against ‘Man playing God.’

William Blake by Mary Testro

I

t is a very British, or perhaps
one should say English, tradition to end the summer
and autumn seasons with
the Promenade Concerts and particularly with the ring of William
Blake’s great patriotic poem,
‘Jerusalem’, ringing in one’s
ears. Few Brits have never heard
its stirring words and music;
‘And was the Holy Lamb of God
On England’s pleasant pastures
seen.’ But how many of those
who crowd the Royal Albert Hall
year after year meditate on the
words and their true meaning.
Yes, there was a time when Christ
was seen in England’s green and
pleasant land but what of today?
The spirituality of William Blake was
to a large extent inspired by the streets
and alley ways of the City of London
and its East End wherein he saw a
spiritual being that he described as
an ‘awful wonder of God.’ He wandered the city’s alleys and courtyards
in a state of exultation, guided by his
gentle, mystical views of Christianity.
During his lifetime his engraving was
far better known than his poetry but he
IN TOUCH 2009 ISSUE 4

never made money or gained recognition from either whilst he was alive.
Indeed throughout all of his life he
struggled close to poverty. Today, with
a larger literate population there is
much more appreciation of the depth
and mysticism of this great artist of
the Romantic Tradition. Who could fail
to be stirred by the sheer simplicity of
words that give even the least spiritual
of us a glimpse of the transcendence
and greatness of God?
“To see a World in a grain of sand
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,
Hold Infinity in the Palm of your hand
And Eternity in an Hour.”
from Auguries of Innocence

Blake, born 252 years ago on
November 28, 1757 in London, was
the third of five children. He was not
educated beyond the basics of reading and writing, but did briefly attend
a drawing school as an art school
would have then been called.
With the help of his wife, Catherine
Boucher, who he married at age 25,
he introduced a new colour printing

technique. He engraved the words
and pictures on copper plates (a
method he claimed he received in
a dream). And Catherine coloured
the plates and bound the books. The
great feature of his paintings and
poetry were in their visionary aspect.
He felt that imagination and spiritual
faith were interrelated from which
comes the mystical character of all
his works.
In all of his 70 years Blake had
little in the way of recognition; in fact
he went through a great depression
at one time on account of what he
saw as a total lack of appreciation
of his work. Yet today, two hundred
and fifty years later, a small bunch
of flowers is laid each week on the
recently discovered actual spot of
his unmarked grave which was next
to that of John Bunyon and Daniel
Defoe in Bunhill Fields off Old Street.
He is currently commemorated by a
stone approximately 20 metres away
from the actual spot of burial and his
undying memory is retained by the
Blake Society that has met monthly
since 1985 and, of course, by his
greatest work; Jerusalem.
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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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Why Baptism

By Father Austin Linus

W

hat is your first reaction when the phone
rings in the middle
of the night, or when
a police car draws up outside
your house? These are things that
speak to us in some way, maybe
ask questions of us – who has
died… what do they want? This is
in contrast to ordinary signs, like:
keep left… 30
mph…
Signs
simply inform
us, they usually
help us keep
life tidy.
The
former
things, and others like them, get
to us at a deeper level, reminding us
that life is much more than simply
existing. We want to engage with living, we want to experience life, not
just endure it. This is because there is
built into every human being a desire,
ongoing, for something more. Those
two words – something more – come
from the Letter to the Hebrews 10.34
– “with us in mind God promised
something more”. Not something bigger and better, not to do with quantity
but quality.
We want to enjoy living, and not just
living but living-with. A song catches us
enough for us to listen to it over and

over, or a book we buy and read and
re-read… Gradually they begin to lose
their edge, they are still favourites,
but we are still looking, still listening;
our inbuilt desire for something more.
Hopefully we become aware of what
is happening; that the thirst for something more is, in fact an infinite thirst
– meaning that nothing less than the
infinite will ever suffice. It is not that
the things we desire are not good;
simply that anything finite can never
satisfy what is infinite.
It is such experiences and others
similar that ask questions like: What
is my life for… where do I come from…
where am I going? We all have an
attitude to such questions, even if
it is simply trying to ignore them in
the hope they will go away! We need
to appreciate that in terms of what
can be known we know very little;
and indeed, knowing of this kind –
what we might call scientific knowing,
through evidence, proofs, logic – is

to live and work through scientific
knowing and this necessarily so, yet
factually, believing without seeing has
us go much deeper into ourselves.
“Blessed are they who have not seen,
yet believe” – John 20.29. It is this
kind of experience, for example, that
makes where you live a home and
not just an address. But where does it
come from and why have we got it?
Each one of us has an awareness
of who we are, our identity. More often
than not it is less than accurate, but
that is all right. What matters is that
it is there – accurate or not. It is all
right because we do not just depend
on ourselves to discover who we are.
We have and we need each other,
and we experience this in different
ways and more than one at a time: we
have others who are mothers, fathers,
sisters, brothers, lovers, friends and
intimates, and living within all this
helps persuade us who we are – for
others: someone worth loving, someone worth being
loved-by.
I can call my
emerging selfawareness my
word. It is something I believe
that says who I
am. I can share
this word with others of my choosing,
and since this given word never actually leaves me, it can become a bond
between us. Provided that the word
I speak is accepted as it is spoken.
In accepting what another tells me
like this does not necessarily mean I
agree with what I am hearing. But if I
do not accept it in this way, then I am
not listening; I do not accept what you
are saying is you. If there is to be dialogue I must accept who you say you
are, and my disagreement must find
expression like – I accept that is who
you say you are, but that is not what I
am seeing.

For love to be real there has to be three
– someone, someone else and their mutual
attraction; the lover, the beloved, their mutual
love – Father, Son and Holy Spirit.
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not our highest form of awareness
What is said of the Church – the
Church believes far more than she
understands - is also true for us individually. We believe much more than
we understand.

So, what is the difference?

What I’ve loosely referred to as scientific knowing, comes about through
seeing, hearing, sifting evidence,
drawing conclusions in other words
things that we can see; whereas
believing in its strict sense means
“believing in things unseen” - Hebrews
11.1. Our everyday life requires us

This is an invitation to dialogue –
what do you see in me? When I hear
what is said, I am now faced with 2
views of me. Which is the real one? It
is natural for us to think we know ourselves better than anyone else knows
us, but is far from being always true.
As human beings we are social animals, made to be in relationship. Who
I am in relating can be very different
from who I am on my own. Here we
can find ourselves in good company.
When Jesus asked his disciples: Who
do you say I am…? He wasn’t trying
to find out if they had guessed it yet. It
was a genuine reaching out to confirm
his identity: who am I for you?
It hardly needs saying that I will
only trust another’s view of me if I
know I can trust that other. Trust
comes through experience of
being with, not through information, not through someone
being in charge, but from my
experience of being with. I
know that trust is well-placed,
with someone who patently has
my well-being at heart, when I
know that my good name is safe
with her/him, even when I am absent.
Then will I be more ready to begin to
accept who I am being told I am
through such friendship and shared
creativity. Only then will I venture to
live my life according to the vision
someone else has of it.
My Christian faith persuades me
about this, by showing how so many
other loves have been sent to me during my life time, precisely to convince
me of that one love that loves us all
into being, never en masse, but each
as uniquely desired and cherished,
yet already belonging.

How does all this happen?

We are made in the image and likeness of God. We lost being like God
through sin – we do not live like God!
However, our ability to live like God has
been restored to us through redemption in Jesus Christ. This is not just a
passive experience. We have received
the energy and drive for such living,
not simply by being shown the way,
but by the real, live presence of God’s
love poured into us through Baptism,
but we still have to believe that we
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can live differently and to act on this:
to all who believe he gave power [Holy
Spirit] to know God as Father – John
1. The Holy Spirit is described variously, but each description conveys a
sense of ardour and enthusiasm. The
Holy Spirit is God’s love-life… The Holy
Spirit is how God enjoys being God…
The likeness to God we lost – but
we can never lose the truth of being
in the image of God. Our God is
one God in three Persons, and mystics like St. Bonaventure tell us that
this three-in-one is reflected in us
through memory, understanding and
will. When St. John reveals that God
is love, we are being told that where
love is real it requires 3. I cannot love
on my own, nor indeed is it enough
to have 2 – even though, on the surface, this seems ideal but what if you
have two people who in no way are
compatible? For love to be real there
has to be three – someone, someone
else and their mutual attraction; the
lover, the beloved, their mutual love

– Father, Son and Holy Spirit. This is
powerfully imaged in us by the fact
that there is no individual who does
not need to love, to be loved and to be
in an environment [family, marriage,
community] where this is encouraged
to happen.
God knows who God is – God’s
eternal Word; God enjoys being God
– Holy Spirit. And God desires to share
all that God is and enjoys outside the
Godhead. God has spoken this Word
in creation, and pre-eminently when
that same Word becomes flesh in
Jesus the Christ, and it is God’s desire
that we hear this Word as it is spoken
and so let it become the living bond
between us. This we refused to do:
he came to his own and his own gave
him no welcome… that Scripture text
continues – to all who did believe he
gave power [Holy Spirit] to know God
as Father… and ourselves as beloved
of Abba.
God loves you, will always love you,
and loves you exactly as you are – no
conditions, love has to be unconditional. I cannot know this, I can only
believe it. Recall how Jesus believed
in himself when he came up from
the Jordan river after being baptised
by John the Baptist, and again on the
Mountain of Transfiguration – this is
my Son, the beloved… That is who
Jesus is – the Beloved of Abba. This
is not just who he is, it is also his mission – to make the Father known not
just by words and actions, but prin23

cipally by living his identity, by being
himself, the beloved of Abba.
What is his by nature is ours through
the gratuity of Grace. We are called to
experience ourselves as beloved of
Abba, and to make this known far
and wide in the same way, by living our identity as beloved of Abba,
simply [simple does not mean easy!]
by being ourselves for others. It was
this that prompted St. Irenaeus to
say: God is praised when we are fully
alive. When the disciples saw Jesus at
prayer – and asked him to teach them
to pray like that – they didn’t hear him
say or see him do anything. They saw
him being someone – the Beloved
of Abba – the highest expression of
contemplative prayer. Jesus at prayer
is Jesus enjoying who he is, beloved of
Abba. That too is our calling, through
Grace.
Access to this way is normally
through our Baptism, when we actually receive the very love life of God,
the Holy Spirit, making it possible for
us to live differently and to enjoy the
tremendous freedom and well-being
that such striving brings, realising that
we are not alone on our journey. Life
itself is the journey, offering a variety
of ways for us to enjoy the journey,
together: I have come that you may
have abundant life – that we might
travel well and enjoy the journey.
If this journey, begun through
Baptism, is to live up to the excitement it promises, it needs to be treasured, nurtured and nourished. This
precisely why the Lord gave us the
Sacramental life in the Church – preeminently in our Eucharist where we
are challenged, not just to receive,
but to become what we are receiving
– body given, blood poured out – a
life of service. This is by no means a
call to menial living. Ask those who
do spend their lives in helping, aiding,
comforting in so many ways – and
hear the unanimous response when
others seek to praise them for this
– we receive far more than we give!
St. Bonaventure summed this up:
wherever you find goodness, join in
and celebrate it; wherever you find
goodness damaged, repair it; wherever you find goodness missing, bring
it with you!
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Please send your letters to The Editor, Idvies, 72 Malvern Drive,
Woodford Green, IG8 0JP or email leon@racionzer.net
FROM PETER WALSH
Dear Leon.
One can be none other
than outraged by the
human rights atrocities of Camp Ashraf.
The phenomenon is
historical, pandemic
and ongoing. Ever
since
Massoud
Rajavi, leader of the
Iran Resistance movement, refused to
kiss the hand of Ayatollah Khomeini in
1979 the PMOI, through its supporters in Ashraf have been Iran’s enemy
number one.
A character in Aldous Huxley’s novel,
“Ape and Essence” offers a succinct
explanation for this wickedness. ‘For
its internal security and economic stability, a state needs an external enemy
and an internal oppressed minority.’
Nazi Germany amply fulfilled these
components. Iran is manifestly active,
since the beginning of the clerical
governance, in applying both these
prerequisites. Following the rigged
election the internal oppressed is no
longer a minority, if it ever were, it is
now the majority.
Surely with such enormous dissent
among the people of Iran the extremist fundamentalism of the Mullahs is
about to meet its demise. I must say I
have the greatest admiration for your
powerful action in joining the hunger
strikers as you did.
FROM REZA HOSSEINI
Dear Mr Menzies Racionzer
I felt compelled to write to you to
thank you most sincerely for your last
article covering the plight of Ashraf in
In Touch. It was heart warming to see
the overwhelming support awarded
to our cause from so many people
and particularly from you. I felt very
touched when you decided to drop
everything and be physically pres-

ent with us in our hunger
strike. This was especially
so given the health and condition of your wife. I do hope
she is well and that she did
not suffer too much in your
absence.
One of Iran’s greatest
poets, Saadi, in the 12th or
13th century wrote the poem
that was chosen to be written
on the gateway to the Hall of
Nations of the United Nations building
in New York. The official translation It
reads:
Of one Essence is the human
race,
thus has Creation put the Base;
One Limb impacted is sufficient,
For all Others to feel the Mace.”
But for the less erudite I prefer my
own translation
All the sons of Adam are members
of one glorious soul
Each one created from the same
magnificent jewel
Should there be pain to one of its
members
The rest of them suffer too and find
no peace.
For me the participation in our
struggle of people like you epitomises
this verse.
For me the pain was very personal
because I have two sisters, a brother
and a daughter living in Ashraf. I was
in pain for them but not only for them
but for the rest of the brave people
of Ashraf. They truly had become the
silent voices of millions and we had to
make their voices heard by the world.
But we felt the Divine support in so
many friends like you from across the
religious national and ethnic divide
who joined us on hunger strike around

the world.
God works in mysterious ways
and God works through people who
believe in the one God and it is those
do so believe that are capable of feeling the pain of their fellow human
beings. This is the glory of God and
the beauty of humanity.
Many people asked me why I went
on this Hunger strike. Would I have
continued to the end and lose my life?
Did I not like my life?
I answered that I Love life and live
it to the full. I have 4 beautiful daughters, a wonderful wife and a circle of
the most gracious friends. But I left
a job as a senior partner in a global
accountancy firm in Iran along with a
very comfortable life because my soul
cried out for the food of life: freedom.
Freedom and prayer feed the soul,
without which we are lost.
I also vowed when I left my homeland behind that I would be the voice
of those millions of suppressed silent
voices. So it is that when atrocities
happen like that witnessed in Ashraf
I must consider the options for my
personal response; either turn my
head away and do nothing or choose
to take action.
The action we took for many months
prior to the raid on Ashraf which we
saw coming when power was devolved
to the new Iraqi government, was to
stage peaceful rallies, draw up petitions and mount conferences world
wide. But the powers that be took
no notice and the attack on 3,500
defenceless people went ahead with
drastic consequences.
Many would have become revengeful but I and the people of Ashraf
have strong moral values that forbid
any form of violent reaction. Our last
resort was, and will always be, to
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fast. Fasting as a weapon of protest
is as old as Adam. I agree that what
we did was an extreme form of fasting that brought many to the brink
of death. But extreme times require
extreme actions. Had we done nothing hundreds perhaps thousands of
lives would have been lost. So the
equation was to risk our own few lives
for the lives of many and by hearing
the voice of the hunger strikers thousands were saved from death; tens of
thousands more heard and saw the
voices and the suffering of the silent
and oppressed.
I ponder what might have happened in Rwanda if the chance to
mobilise international public opinion
in this way had occurred before the
genocide took place there. Surely in
that comparable situation it would
have been worth a few of us risking
our lives in order to save the lives of
hundreds of thousands.
Having said that, may I take this
opportunity to remind your readers
that the victory we had is only momentary; the danger is still there. The Iraqi
authorities are now trying another
trick. They now want to move the residents of Ashraf to a deserted piece of
land near the borders of Saudi Arabia.
This, of course, is once more contrary
to UN conventions.
Please could you ask all who can, to
write to the UN, UNAMI and to the Red
Cross to ask them to do all in their
power to stop this?
Finally please accept my deepest
appreciations once again for all that
you are doing to help us in these our
darkest of days.
A TYPED LETTER RECEIVED
ANONYMOUSLY BY ROYAL MAIL
Dear Editor,
I doubt you will publish this letter
because unlike the ones you obviously carefully select for publication it
will not inflate your ego.
I am not a member of your church
but for the last two years I have
received a regular copy of In Touch
through a friend who is. I have recognised you on occasion in the Broadway
as a consequence of the frequent
photographs you publish of yourself in
the magazine.

For a church magazine I find your
editorials inappropriately political,
biased, and opinionated and often
offensive to some groups within the
local community. In Issue 2 2009, for
example, you remind us of your one
- sided views a year earlier with regard
to the BNP and in the same editorial
you project disdain at a parishioner
who had a different opinion to you
with regard to the Assisted Suicide
Bill. You berate dictatorial leaders on
many occasions; may I suggest you
look in the mirror.
Editor’s note:
Dear Anonymous,
I publish all letters received; some
that are too long may be cut but the
essence is never lost. You will note
your letter has no amendments whatsoever. I am grateful to you for taking
the trouble to write. I hope your letter
will spark a healthy debate which is
what any editor would wish to encourage.
FROM MARY LYNCH
Dear Editor
This letter comes to congratulate you
on the Parish Magazine, In Touch. It
is a wonderful spiritual, informative
communication to keep us updated.
Being a member of St Anne Line’s
parish, I am unable to be involved as
I would wish.
I am also a member of the Catholic
Women’s League but again unable to
carry out the support of this wonderful
group who do so much in the parish.
Your articles on Bishop John Crowley
were A1 and we were so blessed with
his Lenten series. I must not forget our
excellent Friars brothers and priests.
Once again my renewed thanks to
you and your excellent team.
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Poems
by
Ann Farmer

Now God forbade the graven image
Since down the ages Man in frantic
scrimmage
Had tried to catch the likeness of
his Maker;
If not he’d be a faker
And taking up an earthen clod
Would make an image of himself
and call it God,
And think at last he had it;
But God forbade it;
Because He cherished His own plan
To rescue Man ‘As to making my own image, I
would rather’ –
And when the child was born they
said,
‘He is the image of His Father’.
May 2009.

Into Silence By Coleen Carlile

The Journey

Flakes falling fast like whispers,
In flurryings of snow,
As we travel the white wilderness
With many miles to go;
Each step a falling downward
Like a sinking of the heart
And cold through whirling darkness
Pierces like an icy dart;

The entrance of the stable
Is the threshold of Man’s heart,
And the whispers of the silent night
Are the brush of angels’ wings
And the rustle of the Heavenly host
As the choir soaring sings

U

Yet still the whispers haunt us
And the voices deep within
Say, ‘Keep on keeping onward
To save yourselves from sin.’

A million miles of travel
On through the trackless waste,
Steps vanish on white desert paths,
Life’s byways interlaced;

And when we’ve gone two thousand
years
We find we’re at the start:

Coleen recently spent ten days in silence at St Beuno’s,
the Jesuit Monastery in North Wales. ‘Coming down from
the mountain’ she quips ‘it is a culture shock after the still
small voice of calm.’ The poem Coleen wrote whilst there
sums up the hardships of her ten day journey into the
depths of the caverns of her own heart.

Till they split the skies above us
With their mystic joyous mirth,
Their perfect praises heralding
The Saviour of the Earth;
And as we awestruck listen
The Creator earthward bends,
To bring us the tremendous truth
That God and Man are friends:
Now in the wild white wilderness
Comes forth a piercing cry
And angels sailing close to earth
Sing God a lullaby.
14.11.2003.

In the beginning was the Silence
And the Silence was with God
And the Silence was God
And the Silence was unwelcome,
Daunting, even.
Thoughts, ideas came tumbling
off my tongue
Unbidden.
Furtive, whispered phone calls:
“I can’t do this. It’s too hard. It’s
too hard.”
In the middle was the Silence

And the Silence was with God
And the Silence was God
And the Silence elicited my tears.
Unspoken grief came surging out.
Grief unacknowledged, buried deep,
Masked by lack of silence.

And poured it, silently, into Silence.
No words needed
For the Word already knew
What was inside.

In the end was the Silence
And the Silence was with God
And the Silence was God
And the Silence was welcome.
I opened my heart

Harrod’s trained

&
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Now working in this
area in the comfort of
your own home
Call Tina
for an appointment on
Tel no 020 8418 9119 or
mobile 07957 977380
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Words,Words,Words

Sent to Coventry

ADRIAN WHITEHALL

by Coleen Carlile
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Last month I went
for an eight day
silent retreat, not in
Coventry, as the title
might suggest, but at
St. Beuno’s in North
Wales, a neck of the
woods which I have never visited
before. Anyone who knows me at all
is aware that I talk nineteen to the
dozen and it goes against the grain to
knuckle down and be quiet. In fact, if
there was a choice between noise and
silence, noise would win hands down. I
felt like a fish out of water as I waited
with bated breath for my instructions.
It was a baptism of fire but I took up
the gauntlet and eventually felt brand
new. I can’t tell you too much about it
because mum’s the word!
During the English Civil War (16421649) Royalist soldiers, captured
by their adversaries, were sent to
Coventry, which was staunchly proParliamentarian. Left to fend for themselves there, they were ostracized by
the townspeople. Another theory is that
soldiers garrisoned in the town were
unwelcome too and if a woman was
caught talking to one she would immediately be shunned by her neighbours.
Thus the phrase ‘sent to Coventry’
came to mean being given the silent
treatment.
In the early days of colonial America,
the British tried to name places to
reflect their surroundings, rather than
inflict English names on them. One
English word that was taken up was
‘neck’, used in England to describe a
strip of land surrounded by water. In
America it came to mean a strip of
forest land often inhabited by native
Indians, who were identified by which
neck of the woods they lived in.
Like my mouth, something operating
at nineteen to the dozen is going very
fast indeed. This dates back to the
18th century, when Cornish tin mines
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were cleared of water by steam-driven
pumps. They could clear 19,000 gallons of water for every dozen bushels
of coal burned and so was born the
expression. ‘To go against the grain’
dates from the 17th century, when
woodcutters cutting or carving against
the grain of wood found it much harder
than cutting along it. The latter is a more
natural way of working with wood.
Surprisingly, to ‘knuckle down’ is not
connected with fist fights but to the
ancient game of marbles! A rule of the
game was that the knuckle had to be
placed in the very spot where the player’s previous marble had landed. Those
not paying attention to the game were
told to ‘knuckle down’ or forfeit their
marble. Since I lost my marbles years
ago, this rule holds no fears for me!
When a jockey is winning comfortably, he can coast past the finishing
post without having to urge the horse
on, using his whip. Instead, he can
place both hands down on the reins,
winning ‘hands down’, showing how
little effort is needed. To be ‘a fish out
of water’ is self-evident and has been
in use for many hundreds of years. A
fish out of its habitat cannot survive for
long, finding the new environment too
difficult to survive in.
Shakespeare coined the phrase
‘wait with bated breath’ in Merchant of
Venice when Shylock says to Antonio:
“Shall I bend low and, in a bondsman’s key
With bated breath and whisp’ring
humbleness
Say this…”
‘Bated’ has been shortened
from ‘abated’ meaning ‘reduced’
and refers to holding the breath
when something momentous or
frightening occurs. The phrase
is often written erroneously as
‘baited breath’ which has a very
different meaning.
‘Baptism of fire’ was the term used

for the terrible burning of many thousands of Christian martyrs in the 16th
and 17th centuries. Much later, it was
used figuratively by Napoleon whilst
in exile on St. Helen’s in 1817: “I love
a brave soldier who has undergone
the baptism of fire.” It is still used to
describe a soldier’s initiation into battle
but also for any demanding situation.
In medieval times, a knight would
throw down his mailed glove, called a
gauntlet, on the ground in front of his
enemy to signify his intentions to fight to
the death. If it was picked up, the challenge was accepted. Leon is constantly
throwing down the gauntlet to remind
me of my deadline for this magazine so
I am used to this challenge and though
weary and battle scarred, I have risen
triumphant, for now.
‘Brand new’ has nothing to do with
an innovative product but dates back to
Shakespeare’s time. The ‘brand’ stood
for ‘firebrand’ which is a piece of burning wood. Shakespeare wrote of ‘firenew’ in Love’s Labour’s Lost. ‘A man
of fire-new words’ echoed the intensity
of the heat from the smith’s furnace,
when red hot metal was forged into
something new. ‘Brand’ intensified the
sense of newness.
This may seem like a lot of mumbo
jumbo to you but I can assure you
it is all above board and shipshape.
Having learned a silent lesson from
St. Beuno’s, I can only reiterate that
‘Mum’s the word’. This has nothing
to do with my parentage but denotes
the tightly closed lips associated with
‘mmmm’, indicating we have nothing
to say. First recorded in 1540, this
phrase is thought to be at least 200
years older. My lips are sealed!
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Chronicle of Parish Events By PA Nache
Celebrations in the parish

Fr Brian with th
e provincial
and a long
standing friend

Friars of 60 years ago

The 21st September 2009 was
the 60th anniversary of the religious profession of both Fr Brian
and Fr Austin Linus. It was marked
by a mass celebrated by the pro-

vincial, Fr Michael Copps who gave
an amusing account of the bionic
Fr Brian and the greenhorn parish
priest Fr Austin.
Mass was followed by a recep-

tion in the Becket
Centre which continued on until well
after lunch with many old friends of
the two priests turning up from various corners of the country and from
abroad. In the picture to the left you
may be able to spot the two of them
in their younger days and no doubt
you will recognise many others also.
There was little opportunity during Mass for photography and those
hoping to get a shot of the trio walking down the aisle after Mass felt

A MAN FOR ALL SEASONS
A Tribute to Brian Howes by Coleen Carlile

E

very now and then you meet was always his first priority. His
someone who makes a dif- deep love for Kathy shone out to
ference. Brian was one such all who knew them. He once told
person in my life, making it richer me he was the luckiest man in
for knowing him. As the editor the world that she had chosen
of In Touch, he
to spend her life
displayed sensiwith him.
tivity and integI will always
rity in his choice
remember Brian for
of material and
his gentle humour
in his encourand his loyal friendagement to all
ship. The world
who
contribwill be less bright
uted, myself
without him. Sadly,
‘Brian
three
years
ago
at
his
included. As
I was unable to
fellow travel- beloved piano.’
attend his funeral
ers on the spiritual path, we but, among those who did, here are
had many discussions on the some tributes from other members of
nature of prayer and its impor- the parish.
tance in our lives. Talented in
so many fields, he was always Leon Menzies Racionzer
self-effacing and his family ■ Tuesday, October 13th was an
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somewhat cheated when Fr Michael,
in the lead, made a sharp right turn
and exited by the cloister door. Eager
to get at the food and wine perhaps
before the ravishing crowd!
Jubilees were very much in vogue
during the last quarter with Sr.
Josephine (below) of Holy Family
Convent on The Green celebrating
70 years of profession on September
6th, who would ever guess, and Fr
Gervase on the 5th September.

his heart. He taught me the English
grammar I never learned at school.
He was a great teacher who made me
want to do well simply as a reward to
him for his effort and decency.
After five years of uncomplaining suffering, throughout which he
maintained his healthy sense of
humour, he, fittingly, was laid to rest
in a little clearing in the City of London
Cemetery, his closest friends and family gathered round and chestnuts; the
promise of new life, strewn on the
ground near his last resting place. I
know Brian would have approved of
the symbolism.

Paul, Hilary and the Choir
■ Brian’s involvement in many aspects
of parish life also extended to its musical wellbeing. He contributed generously to the success of several parish
concerts, playing the piano with skill
and grace. He was an enthusiastic
supporter of the Choir, of which Kathy
has been a loyal, valued member for
many years. Brian’s support was practical and we remember with affection
his choral compositions. They were
deeply appreciated and they perfectly
unusually bright sunny day. The chest- encapsulated the warmth and affecnut trees had turned a bright orange tion of the man himself.
colour on their way to dark brown,
falling to the ground among the many Cathie Fitch
chestnuts already burst open ready for ■ I have known Brian all my life and
eager children to collect. The church loved him very much. He was a very
was quite full by 09:45 awaiting the gifted man, funny, witty, an intellectual,
arrival of my closest friend’s body into who had a deep love for his family. He
had a great gift for friendship and was
the church,
There were tears on the cheeks of always good company. He and Kathy
people who represented the many were great hosts and we shared some
facets of Brian’s life. They had met wonderful evenings together enjoying
him through his teaching career, his music, one of Brian’s passions.
He had a huge sense of humour
musical prowess, his art, his work
with the Justice and Peace move- and my lasting memory will be the
ment, the parish prayer group, the wonderful laughter we shared togethbereavement group that he founded er with family and friends.
Rest in peace, dear Brian, you will
and indeed this magazine that he
be missed.
started in 1992.
I knew Brian as a wise and deeply
spiritual man who walked with God Angela Meyler
and tested his knowledge of Church ■ A kinder, more courteous and
teaching against the insights he patient man one could never meet.
derived from his prayer life. In the I remember particularly how he was
past 20 years he had become my involved in setting up the Bereavement
closest friend, my most inspiring critic; Group in 1992. Cathie Fitch had a
he never criticised with other than friend who needed bereavement help
genuine modesty and good intent in and a bereavement group was born.
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She asked a man too busy to take on
another job and Brian became the
first chairman. He gathered a group of
helpers who catered not just for members of the parish but for all those in
the area who needed help.
Brian took on the more difficult and
time-consuming cases himself and ran
the Bereavement Group until 2003
when he handed over the job with
impeccable notes. Some of his original members still belong to the group
and continue in his footsteps organising the November Bereavement
Service and seeing people who are in
need of a one-to-one listener.
He will be remembered fondly by
many.
Victoria Love
■ I met Brian
through In Touch,
of which he was
an inspired and
inspiring editor,
but I remember
him as a gentle,
funny, loveable
and truly principled man. I was in awe
of his musical and artistic talents,
but Brian, endearingly modest, would
brush praise aside. My contributions
for the magazine were often late and
inadequate, but Brian would not allow
apologies. “We can only do what we
can,” he would say; that made me
want to do my best for him.
Felix and Shirley Marr
■ Behind the sublime smile,a man
with a brilliant mind, Kind, artistic,
with a touch on the piano that forever shines. Envy from us all, a family
man blessed with a model wife. Pain
no more for him; yet, for us a better
friend we cannot find.
Our love and prayers go out to
Kathy and all her family. Brian lives
on through his children and grandchildren and his talents remain in
the form of his music and art, both
of which he produced prolifically and
through which he raised many hundreds of pounds for charity. He was
indeed a man for all seasons and a
true and loyal friend to so many.
God bless you, Brian
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