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Jerry Crowley:
Administrator and Business Manager

I pay a personal
tribute to our former
editors, Brian Howes
(top) and Leon
Menzies (bottom):
Brian for his courage in
pursuit of writing and
presenting what he
believed to be worthy
and truthful. Leon,
likewise and for his ability to gently
or possibly very directly pursue
local businesses into becoming our
advertisers.
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Our thanks to all readers who have
supported the magazine, especially
those who admire truthfulness:
Aaron; Adrian; Adrian; Age; Amanda;
Angela; Anna; Aunty Nora; Bob;
Caroline; Cecilia; Coleen; David;
Deb; Dominic; Eileen; George; Jerry;
Graham; Joe; Jonathan; Keith; Linda;
Madeleine; Margaret; Marisa; Mary;
Mary; Mike; Nina; Paul; Pete; Peter;
Richard; Sheila; Steve; Sukie; Tess;
16 anonymous persons who

‘

1

Jerry is an extremely
gifted writer as you will
have seen from his
literary contributions
over the years. He is a
talented musician, professional historian and trained accountant whose
financial acumen and analysis have
supported the magazine very well.
(see page 6)

Our Advertisers:
Henry Morgan Opticians; Trinity RC
High School; Loyola RC Primary
School; Woodford Green Funeral
Service; Daniel Robinson Funeral
Service; Bennetts Funeral Service;
Yvonne Bacchus; Asquith Property;
Packfords; Capelli Hairdressers
Mediated; Dispute Solutions; Leigh
Languages.
And we wish a happy and healthy
retirement to Timegold Jewellers.

Y

A full time industry professional whose time is
worth £1200 per edition – which she happily contributes free of
charge to this parish. How lucky we
have been. Ranjika has designed
In Touch for twelve years, so by my
reckoning, she has given us about
£57,000 of her professional time.
The layout of each edition takes her
about six working days and plenty of
diary juggling. Her artistry and editorial contribution deserve massive
respect, so if you happen to meet
her, please say so. The front cover
of In Touch is her personal design
and has inspired many a young, local
student. Her eye for artistic interpretation far outweighs mine and I have
learnt a great deal from her. She is a
dedicated soup run team leader and
therefore works tirelessly and anonymously in all weathers.
She has a considerable social conscience and supports the London
Living wage and low wage earners.
Thank you Ranjika – you are a star.

AR

Ranjika De Silva:
Our graphic designer

Our contributors:
There are many, but some are regulars, such as Frs Austin and Isidore,
Adrian Lee, Paul Affleck, Rhonda
Anderson and Walter Poulter. Without
personal stories and photographs,
there would be nothing to read.

pg
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And so, I take this opportunity to
pay tribute to the various people
who have supported us over the
years.

To the Editor

CENTEN

‘

The time has
come for the In
Touch team to
thank readers for their
loyalty and custom
over the years, to wish you the best
of health for the New Year and to say
goodbye.
Ranjika, Jerry and I have decided
that this is the most appropriate
time to hang up our notebooks and
pencils, partly for economic reasons: the magazine depends upon
revenue from advertisers, many of
whom have naturally reached retirement age and are winding up their
business ventures. No one responded to my September appeal for an
Advertising Manager and without
one, it is no longer viable for the
magazine to continue in a printed
format, despite the readers’ very
healthy interest in the stories we
bring forward.
However, I am pleased to report
that sales soared for the recent
Armistice edition and it recorded
record profits during my editorship.
Personally, I have never entertained
any ambition to become a writer
nor an Editor. When Leon Menzies
decide to retire from the post in
2014, I took on the role because
I saw a valuable asset about to
dwindle, so I assumed the post in
order to keep things going...and no
one else stepped forward. I have to
admit to a certain pride and flush
of enthusiasm whenever I saw the
first copy of an edition fresh off the
press.
However, the main reason for discontinuation is that Ranjika and I no
longer wish to produce the magazine. It takes an enormous amount
of unpaid time to bring In Touch to
you and we do not want to be part
of a publication which has no voice.
This decision is ours and ours
alone.

LETTERS

Will anyone take the magazine
forward?
In Touch has its own website and it
is possible for it to be published on
line with minimal costs. The website
address costs about £40 per annum
Thank you for the views you have sent to me over the years... it’s
which is negligible compared to the
important to reflect the opinions of Parishioners. I’m only sorry that
printing costs. We may be able to offer
we can’t print all of them.
our advertisers free space which would
be attractive to local businesses.
If you are interested in taking on
had noticed a few serving on the altar
Dear Editor,
this project, please contact
I have just been reading an old copy in church over the years...
Ranjika or myself for a briefing.
Although my parents continued to
of your church magazine from a conKathy Wilson
tact who lives in Woodford. I now live live in Woodford, at eighteen, I was
in Ascot but was born and brought up working in London and eventually
and finally...
lived there. I still meet up regularly
my tribute to the editor. Despite in Woodford.
I really enjoyed reading about the with old Convent girls and we all say
no previous experience in this field,
Kathy has proven herself to be an happenings in the late 50s and early what happy times they were.
Interestingly, my local church here
incredibly diligent, capable, and pro- 60s when I was in my teens and 20s.
fessional editor. She took up the role Also to learn about the history of was run by Friars, sadly now no more,
and is built in the same style as St
with great enthusiasm and an admi- Keswick House.
I attended the Convent in Thomas’s. Rumour has it that they
rable willingness to learn. A good
editor is defined by how they value Mornington Road which at that time were both financed by the Duchess
their audience, and Kathy most cer- had a large board on the front declar- of Newcastle - who knows?
Hope this may be of interest and I
tainly did that. She worked tirelessly ing its name and assets and amusto get personal stories from parishio- ingly at the bottom stated ‘for the wish you well with the magazine.
Best wishes,
ners and made their memories daughters of gentlemen’ (very PC!).
In fact, at age up to six years old we Patricia Garman, Ascot
come to life on the printed page.
Nothing was too much trouble for went to St Theresa’s which was a priher, and she even embraced our vate house opposite the school and Editor: I have written to Patricia and
need for a photographer. Alongside then onto Parkmore - a huge house sent her the website information
her musical duties, she was always with beautiful grounds in Sidney road. about the former Franciscan Church
happy to offer support to anyone It was later demolished but we stud- in Ascot, with its register of the Friars
who needed it, and in doing so was ied there for the 11 plus and then who served there. This includes
Fr Dominic Devas, the WW1 Army
not afraid to put herself in the firing onto the Convent.
When I was sixteen, they had Chaplain who was featured in our
line. She has admirable qualities,
and I found working with her an acquired Keswick and for the two Remembrance edition.
absolute pleasure: A pleasure that I years studying for A levels, we were
there. It had a wonderful domestic Victor Mould takes up the history of
will deeply miss.
science room and another needle- St Theresa’s for us...
Ranjika De Silva
work and sewing room. For our stud- St Mary’s Convent Junior School (was
ies in summer months we were able this St Theresa’s referred to above?)
‘When I commenced at the Junior
to sit in the garden.
We joined the Guides at School, (January 1944) it was locatSt Thomas’s and met ed at 27, Mornington Road, a large
at St Antony’s hall. In house opposite the main Convent
our teens, we played building (now Trinity Upper Site). As
The reason
tennis in the memory serves me, there were four
for the
se
Friary grounds classrooms at no 27. The teachers
as
on
g
in
ss
and
went to teaching in them were Sister Mary
e
s!
bl
’s y break
0
p
youth
club
meetings Margaret, Sister Aquinas, Sister
10
rsh- oda
e
t
i
u
s
a
on Sunday nights. They Monica and Sister Madeleine. Sisters
E eB
o
Th
kY
were our first introductions Francesca and Emmanuel, teachers
n
a
to the local boys, although we in the Senior School, would also take
Th

‘

from the Editorial team

Coleen Carlile & Patricia Donald
Our eagle-eyed proof readers who
are extremely easy to work with, and
never complain about the very tight
timescales required to check the
copy and return it almost immediately for the print run.

I cannot name in the interests of
Journalistic Privilege.

‘

FAREWELL

Thank you for your advice, Jerry.

1

1

pg

20

/03

Issue 3
d

/20

1

18

nd

r.i

ve

Co

13

:49

#

5

18

20
9/

/0

19
0

:5

15

27, Mornington Road

us for lessons. Sister Francesca was
a great one for organising concerts, a
morale booster during the dark days
of WW2. In the warmer weather, the
children had easy access to Epping
Forest via the gate at the rear of no
27, which was rather pleasant.
The Headmistress of the Convent
was Sister Mary Brendan, a very
kind lady, ably assisted by Sisters
Mary Bernard, Mary Joseph, (not to
be confused with the Convent’s last
Head) Sister John Francis (now resident at Rockferry Nursing Home)
and an elder Sister Emmanuel (she
might have been the Bursar as she
dealt with school fees). There were
the good sisters who dealt with the
Refectory and made soup and, of
course, The Reverend Mother.
The spring of 1944 was a very
happy time as we prepared to make
our First Holy Communion; Sisters
Mary Margaret and Monica were
most helpful and the great day for us
on June 8th 1944 (Feast of Corpus
Christi). I recall heavy rain falling on
the way to St Thomas of Canterbury
but everything went well and we were
treated to a most pleasant breakfast
in the Convent refectory afterwards.
Little did us children realise what
was happening on the beaches in
Normandy - it was D Day + 2.
School resumed in September
1944 and my class was relocated
in the main Convent building. The
6

quality of education was very good,
considering the exigencies of war.
Obviously, the junior school was a
mixed school and at the age of nine,
the boys had to leave. On a personal
note, I’m sorry that I had to leave to
go to another school until I was eleven, before joining St Egbert’s College,
Chingford in 1947.
Back in those days, the outdoor
Corpus Christi processions from St
Thomas’s used to include two stops
for separate Benedictions: one in the
Convent grounds and the second in
Parkmore (Home to the Nazareth
House Sisters). To a young child,
Parkmore looked very special and
it was to become the home of St
Mary’s Convent Junior School when
the Nazareth Sisters vacated the
premises around 1948.
Following WW2, and the effects of
the 1944 Education Act, St Mary’s
became a Grammar School, later
known as ‘Holy Family’ and it was
the centre for the Oxford Local
Examinations (later GCEs). As a pupil
at St Egbert’s, I returned to take the
GCE which was nice being in familiar
surroundings. My fondest memory
was Sister Mary Bernard blessing the
trigonometry question papers with
a relic of Blessed Martin De Porres.
Pleased to say, things went quite well.
My thanks to the sisters for their
devotion to us.
Victor Mould
Editor: Victor obviously received an
excellent education which is evident
from his beautiful handwriting

Above: Madeleine with
her daughter. Right: At
the war graves, France

and composition. Several of his
contemporaries went on to enjoy
very distinguished careers in
medicine. I’m grateful to Victor for
his loyal support for In Touch over
the years. He is one of our very
valued supporters and always keen
to share local history with us.
Dear Kathryn
I really enjoyed the recent In Touch
magazine, especially the articles
relating to WW1. As we approach the
Centenary of the end of this dreadful war, my mind recalls our Father
who was in the fighting area. He lost
a lung having been hit by shrapnel.
After demob, (he) was able to work
in two jobs, one until his mid 70s as
WW2 had then begun. Many times
I have visited the war graves and
trenches (see below), seeing the conditions the men had to endure.
I also went to the house where the
men could stay for a few days, hot
baths, good food and a nice bed,
away for rest and quiet. Also we visited the cell in which deserters spent
their last night before being shot at
dawn in the courtyard which still had
the wooden fixture they were tied to.
Some trenches were half full of
water, mud, trees (with) no branches,
lots of poppies, and crosses fixed on
them. We visited the treatment First
Aid building where I think John Macrae
patched the wounded ready to go to a
hospital. He was a Canadian Doctor
who wrote ‘In Flanders Field’. A plaque
is there to read and remember him.
Madeleine Sydric

much time and energy, year after
year, to the Summer Fete, Christmas
Fayre, jumble sales, cake sales and
Jerry Crowley has some
other social fund-raising events; and
unanswered questions
when parishioners have recently been
asked to raise their offertory contribuDear Editor,
I am grateful to Kit Tranmer and Paul tions, in the light of inflation and big
Turpin for shedding light into the work expenditures now looming.
Yes, interest rates are punishingly
of our Finance Committee. Alas, I am
still at a loss to understand why the low for savers, courtesy of quantitainvestment income achieved on our tive easing, and are likely to remain
strong cash reserves is so consis- at these levels for some time. But
it should be possible to raise prestently pitiful.
The problem of lamentably low ent returns materially, by investing in
investment income has bedevilled appropriate term deposit accounts,
our Parish finances for many years whose interest rates are far better
past, long pre-dating the present than on instant notice accounts.
At the time of writing, Moneysuper
Finance Committee. It was evident
when attending AGMs in the 2011-14 market.com lists several term deposit
period, that investment income was accounts (mostly on-line only) with
also very low then, at below £400 terms varying from one to 5 years,
per annum, compared with average and Annual Equivalent Rates (AERs,
net cash balances then as now con- where the interest rate is calculatsistently in excess of £300,000. The ed on the original sum plus interonly difference today, is that more est accumulated to date), ranging
parishioners now understand the up to 2.5%. Three stand out as solid
problem, and so ask the right ques- and secure. Paragon Bank, a publicly
tions. From the In Touch write-up of quoted company, offers 1.8% AER
the 2012 AGM: “there must at any for a120 day term. Aldermore offers
given time be something in the region 1.3% for a mere one month term of £250,000 languishing at nil or not bad. And if these are deemed too
half a percent on current account, risky (they’re not, because banks are
raising a mere £150 per annum. The now far more tightly regulated than
Finance Committee was asked to before the financial crash), there is
….consider overnight deposits which the Post Office (still owned and guarcould potentially boost investment anteed by HM Government) offering
income to around £2,000”. Again 2.3% on a 3-year bond.
All this begs the question: what
from the In Touch write-up of the 2014
AGM (by me): despite Parish funds of proportion of our cash can be sunk
£338,000, “the continuing miniscule into term accounts without causinvestment income (just £116)...is ing cash flow problems? The fact
cause for concern, but ways are now that cash reserves are not signifibeing investigated to mitigate this cantly higher than one year’s annual
expenses, argues for retaining large
problem.” Well, evidently not: cash sums in
instant notice
Years ended April
2017
2018
accounts to
Closing Net Cash Deposits
£333,379 £363,199
cover
dayto-day
outInvestment Income
£322
£91
goings
and
one-off
emerReturn on Closing Net Cash 0.00097% 0.00025%
gency costs
Our cash reserves, carefully built (for instance the big bill incurred for
up in the distant past, are a precious repairs to the unsafe front of church
asset. They need to be deployed effec- façade in 2015).
But against this, annual income
tively. It is difficult to comprehend how
such dismal returns are tolerated, and expenditure roughly balance
when dedicated parishioners give so each other most of the time. Last

On a different note...
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year’s income was £296,000 against
outgoings of £268,400. The year
before, the figures were £291,800
and £287,000 respectively. Further,
the vast majority of both income and
expenditure is of a recurring and
therefore fairly predictable nature,
with what appears to be a fairly even
level of incidence over the full twelve
months. This is certainly the case for
Offertory giving (which including the
related Gift Aid tax refunds accounts
for 82% of income), as well as for
key outgoings like salaries, rates and
other premises costs (not sure about
the Diocesan quota). So most of the
time, there is no need to raid those
precious cash balances. And this is
borne out by the record of the last
6 years: April 2012 cash £353,000,
April 2018 cash £363,000.
In any case, let’s assume that
£100,000 needs to be retained as
cash in hand to meet day-to-day outgoings and the unexpected - surely
a pretty conservative assumption.
This would still leave £250,000 available for longer-term investment into a
spread of the above accounts, tailored
optimally. The above AERs of 1.8% for
Paragon and 2.3% for the Post Office
bond would yield annual interest of
£4,500 and £5,750 respectively. And
tax is presumably not an issue, given
the Parish’s charitable status.
The obvious snag with this analysis is that major expenditure, way
beyond all recent years, is now looming for renovation of the Church roof,
boiler etc., that could easily exceed
£250,000; so a big raid on the cash
balances looks unavoidable before
long, the recent fund-raising appeal
notwithstanding. But equally, recent
presentations have suggested that
the bills may well be staggered over
the next three years or so. .
In sum, the last several “fat” years,
in which investment opportunities
have not been fully exploited, are
now about to give way to a period of
“lean” years, in which the cash base
on which to build a more appropriate
investment strategy is likely to be
somewhat smaller than now. Even
so, the challenge is far from insuperable, and we start from a strong position. 
Jerry Crowley
7

The

Canterbury Tales
News from the Parish Pump

what exactly is happening in the Parish?

September: the Raphael
Pilgrimage to Lourdes
There are eight parishioners from St
Thomas of Canterbury in this photograph. A prize of £20 will be offered to
the first to identify and name them from
this photograph. Answers by e-mail to
director@raphaelpilgimage.org.uk
Mrs O‘Gara’s Centenary…
The O’Gara family is well known for
its long association with our Parish
and Loyola School. In September,
she celebrated her 100th birthday
with a Mass attended by family,
friends and the Loyola School Choir.
The Mass was celebrated by her
son, Father John O’Gara.

Epping Forest 43rd Scout Group:
80th anniversary

The 43rd celebrated its 80th
anniversary on 7th December
with a reception in the Becket
Centre, attended by members
past and present and the County
Commissioner. Our printing date
prevents any photographs of the
event itself, but I was honoured to
be invited to a Friday evening Scout
meeting when the arrangements
were being discussed.
AR - KA - LA! WE PROMISE TO
DO OUR BEST!
And judging from the volume coming out of the Scout hut, that’s exactly
what they were doing.
My secret informant, Rob Rose,
tells me that the 43rd was actually
founded on December 28th 1938 by
one of the Friars. We believe that Fr
Roger who lived in the Parish, was a
founder member. Rob’s father made
10

Pilgrims all have their tale to
tell along life’s journey
Alan Mair was ordained Deacon
on 15th September. His Mass was
concelebrated by Bishop Alan and
many other clergy and was attended
by Alan’s family and his fellow thirteen Deacons, all of whom are now
ordained.

Ms O’Gara and her children, taken by
Kathleen Delmar, her niece
Scout meeting and Rob just a few
years earlier...approx 1985
Can anyone identify the other
members?

the 43rd’s scout sign which hangs in
the hut (above).
So just as Kinder Transport was
starting its painful journey across
Germany, the children of this parish
were beginning a far more positive
experience, despite the surrounding
traumas of war-time.

Grateful thanks to
Our Lady, St. Jude, St. Anthony and
John Bradburne of Mtemwa,

for prayers answered

In Touch 2018 Issue 3

Wishing you all a
merry Christmas and
a happy New Year

Let the fighti ng cease!

‘

I

12

The Rector Henry
Sanders... determined
the inscription
“to Woodford
men”, ensuring it
represented those who
attended the parish
church, other churches
or none at all.

Defence) Squadron at North Weald,
and was brought down not by the
German military but the devastating
“Spanish Flu.” She is buried at St
Peters-in-the-Forest Churchyard near
Whipps Cross, where each Spring the
flowering clump of daffodils in her
grave can be seen from the road.
When war broke out in August
1914 two Constables at the Police
Station, Frederick Raines and Albert
Winton had reserve commitments,
and were recalled to the Royal Navy.
Having served together at Woodford,
they continued to serve together on
the cruiser HMS Hawke; they died
together when her magazine exploded on 15th October 1914 having

been torpedoed off Aberdeen by
Kapitanleutnant Otto Weddigen in
the SM-U9. He in turn was killed later
in the war when his submarine was
rammed by HMS Dreadnaught.
In a similar incident the following
year Mrs Henslaw, daughter-in-law of
the Chairman of the Urban District
Council, was travelling on the RMS
Lusitania when it was torpedoed near
Ireland. She survived, but her six
month old baby was drowned.
Across at All Saints Church, Henry
Theodore Cavell was Vicar when the
war started, but died in post during
November 1914. He is not widely
remembered today, unlike his niece
Edith, who was a nurse.
Based at Churchfields School, 2
Company 5th Battalion the Essex
Volunteer Regiment (like the Home
Guard) had drilled, guarded and
patrolled, without being really troubled.
Along with the Special Constables,
they would be stood down; so too the
Boy Scouts, recruited to help the war
effort, like “energetic” Scout Defence
Corps member Percy Miles who often
performed night duty at the Snakes
Lane Fire Station, waiting to call out
the fire brigade or Specials. Percy,
a choir member, altar server and
Sunday school teacher at All Saints,

‘

t was the appointed time
along the Western Front;
the 11th hour of the 11th
day of the 11th month
1918, when the sounds of
conflict began to fade with the
Armistice. By contrast the tranquillity of Woodford was shattered by a series of explosions
as the Metropolitan Police fired
off maroon rockets from their
station at the top of Mornington
Road. These had been used to
warn of air raids, but now they
welcomed the end of conflict.
Strictly speaking, assured peace
did not come until 1919 with
the Treaty of Versailles, (which
is why some memorials show the
dates 1914-1919), but for now
agreement had been reached to
stop the fighting. This reality was
illustrated by the number of conscripted men released from military service who were placed in
the “Class Z” Reserve. They had
left with an undertaking to return
at once to their Regiments if the
conflict flared up again.
Servicemen, and some women,
began returning to Woodford, and it is
good to remember that overall more
people returned than were killed,
although here the latter amounted
to around 600. Some familiar faces
remained missing. Albert Escott from
Wanstead was no longer an attendant at Woodford Cinema, and further
along George Lane, Edgar Warne had
served his last customer in his uncles’
outfitters shop. Jack Hill would not
be racking up the runs for Woodford
Green Cricket Club in 1919, and three
members of the golf club did not
renew their subscriptions.
Ada Collins of The Square, Mill
Lane, who ran the Woodford Coffee
House (now Kaleys Hairdresser’s,
right) was without her daughter Grace, Woodford’s only known
female casualty. Grace had been
an Air Force Driver with 39 (Home

was killed in action at Arras with the
Royal Fusiliers on 28th May 1917.
Young men had joined The
Essex Regiment Cadets whose
headquarters were also at
Churchfields School, or like
our John Lowe, the Holy Trinity
Church Lads Brigade, Kings Royal
Rifle Corps Cadets at Hermon Hill.
Bancroft’s established an Officer
Training Corps Unit which continued
until 1922. After the war at the invitation of its Commanding Officer Vyvyan
Richards, his friend Thomas Lawrence
would occasionally come and talk to
the Cadets; he was perhaps better
known as Lawrence of Arabia.

W

oodford was spared
the bombing which
affected
nearby
Hoe Street and the
Bakers Arms, though there was
a blackout, and German aircraft
could be seen and heard overhead. Fortunately their eyes
were on the reservoirs of the Lea
Valley, clear markers for their
journey towards London, or they
were heading off for home. But
there were also local eyes looking
up; Special Constables used the
tower of St James URC Church in
In Touch 2018 Issue 3

Buckhurst Hill as an Observation
Post to spot and track the raiders.
During the early hours of 3rd
September 1916, the Schutte-Lanz
SL11 airship burning in the night sky
was visible from Woodford. It crashed
at Cuffley, having been shot down
by William Leefe Robinson VC of 39
(Home Defence) Squadron. Likewise
during the morning of 7th July 1917,
22 high flying Gotha Bombers en
route to bomb London came from the
North following the Epping New Road
before turning West near Bancroft’s
School. Described as like a flock of
birds, they could be seen (and certainly heard) from the church and Friary.
Ironically an amount of damage
was caused by falling shrapnel splinters from the anti-aircraft gun shells.
The one located at Pole Hill Chingford
had been timed firing a round every
15 seconds. After one busy night
the Quad of Bancroft’s School
was found to contain broken roof
tiles and shrapnel - the latter
always eagerly collected by young

By Adrian Lee
enthusiasts both within the school
and around Woodford generally.
It is also true that until 1917
the Headquarters of 39 (Home
Defence) Squadron was located here
in Woodford at Salway Lodge near
the Cricketers Pub on Salway Hill.
Their aircraft by contrast remained
at airfields to the North and East
of London. Just to the South of the
Lodge in a hollow at the foot of the hill
was a “Zeppelin graveyard” - a dumping ground for mounds of aluminium.
The old Manor House of “Highams”
had been taken over as an emergency war hospital, and patients in their
“hospital blue” uniforms became a
familiar site locally. During the time
that it functioned only 5 patients out
of 1,383 failed to survive. The County
Council acquired the house for educational purposes after the war, and
the Woodford County High School still
operates at that location.
Montclair House which stood on
the site of Trinity School in Sydney
Road was one of several large houses given over to producing the medical supplies needed by these hospitals - another was Pyrmont, currently
home to St Aubyn’s School. By 1920
Montclair had become a Catholic
School, an advertisement claiming
it was for the 7-14 year old “sons of
gentlemen.”
Henrietta, Duchess
of Newcastle had died
in May 1913 and from
September 1914 Belgian refugees, 50 Ursuline nuns and
40 girls were accommodated
in her old house “The Oaks”
to the immediate north of the
church. Other Belgians were living in the locality, and during 21st
August 1917, a couple were married here by Fr Gregory Fehrenbach
whose family had left Germany during the 19th Century. In 1920 ”The
Oaks” became a Convent of the Poor
Clares order, and the site is now occupied by Friars Gate Close.
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When the war ended there were a
number of thanksgiving services at
local churches. The official Borough
service was held at St Mary’s
South Woodford at 11am on 17th
November, where the Urban District
Council, JPs, Fireman, the Volunteer
Regiment, Scouts and men from the
RAF Balloon Section joined local people to make “one of the largest congregations to have ever assembled in
the building.” A further religious service arranged by The South Woodford
Mens Meeting group was held at the
Woodford Cinema in George Lane
which attracted 700 people, with 400
more being unable to gain admission. The nearby Congregational
Church (which occupied the site of
M&S Food) was opened up, and they
patiently waited in there until the service was repeated for them later in
the evening.
A celebratory carnival procession
was organised along the High Road,
the many brightly decorated horse
and carts taking some time to pass
by. The distance of one mile had
been marked along the road, and
came with the challenge to lay one
mile of old one penny coins to support the local Jubilee Hospital in
Broomhill Road.
Gradually the subject of conversation had turned from warfare to
commemoration. In an age when the
chief means of disseminating local
news was the Woodford Times, it was
the unveiling of individual memorials
which starkly illustrated the losses; All
Saints Church, 50 names; St Mary’s
South Woodford, 73; Holy Trinity
Hermon Hill, 118; 3rd Epping Forest
Scouts, 7 names, and so on.
After much discussion and public
meetings, it was decided that a Cross
of Sacrifice would be placed in the
grounds of St Mary’s Church next to
the pavement in South Woodford.
The Rector Henry Sanders and his
Churchwardens determined the
inscription “to Woodford men”, ensuring it represented those who attended the parish church, other churches
or none at all. The cross was formally
unveiled on 11th December 1920,
and would display floral tributes for
much of the year, as can be seen in
14

the attached contemporary picture.
It was complemented by a memorial window in the church. An ambitious project to add a war memorial
childrens ward to the west side of
the Jubilee Hospital struggled to gain
sufficient subscriptions, but the ward
was formally dedicated on 21st July
1921 by Edward North Buxton. A
service was held under the trees on
the Green opposite which some 500
persons attended. A stone set into
the wall ensured all who passed by
in future were reminded why it had
been built.
Towards the end of the war the
popular and respected Canon Henry
Sanders suffered increasingly poor
health. Early in 1920 he was forced
to resign his living. His very sad words
at that time, yet a firm example of his
strong faith, were later recalled by
Rev. Wathen of All Saints - “My work
is over; I am on the shelf; But God
knows best.” Henry Sanders died in
Chelmsford on 26th November 1920
just before the war memorial cross
was dedicated.

B

y early 1919 the last
casualty notices were
published in Essex
newspapers, and a letter to the Woodford Times tactfully invited residents to support
W. Sheridan, a veteran of 9th
Battalion Essex Regiment who,
having incurred total blindness
and other injuries, was opening
a tobacconists shop. Prisoners of
war were largely repatriated, and
life began returning to normality. At the same time some men
found work by rejoining the Army
for short term engagements, taking advantage of the need for
labourers in Europe to help clear
the debris of war.
Rationing of food and other items,
introduced because of the U-boat
blockade, would finish. A novel way of
obtaining leather to repair shoe soles
during the war had been to cut off
the leather straps which opened carriage windows on the Great Eastern
Railway. As local man Jack Farmer
recalled, that was fine until it rained,
when some individuals’ footsteps

would leave the imprint GER on the
ground!
It was during the late afternoon of
Saturday 28th June 1919 that the
distant sound of artillery in London
was heard, confirming that the Peace
Treaty had been signed at Versailles.
It was quite a contrast to previous
occasions, when a particular wind
brought the sounds of artillery barrages from Belgium.
At 15.30 on Sunday 24th August
1919 in “beautifully fine weather”
some three thousand people attended a Drumhead Service on the Green
near the cricket pitch opposite the
then Wilfred Lawson Temperance
Hotel. Henry Saunders from St Mary’s
Church was joined by Ministers from
other churches, who were supported
by massed bands from local organisations and several choirs who led
the singing. It is recorded that “all
classes and denominations were
present” to remember the dead and
mark sympathy for their relatives.
In any account such as this,
there are often certain questions
which occur to the reader. The first
known service death in the war was
Territorial Gunner William Salmon of
32 Cleveland Road South Woodford,
who drowned accidentally while
swimming off Thames Haven on

13th August 1914. There was disagreement between Essex and Kent
Constabularies as to whether he was/
was not washed up on the South side
of the river - he was never located.
The first known death in action was
19 year old Lance Corporal Edward
Rashbrooke from 49 Peel Road South
Woodford. A regular soldier with 1st
Loyal North Lancashire Regiment, he
was posted missing, later presumed
killed, on 13th September 1914 dur-

ing the Battle of the Aisne. Two were
lost on 11th November 1918, John
Bovey from 34 Wynndale Road South
Woodford, and Geoffrey Gunning of
52 Prospect Road; both in France,
and both victims of the flu pandemic.
And the last known death attributable
directly to the war was Henry William
Tinsley of 5 Radleys Lane South
Woodford. Having been working in
Colchester he complained of a pain
in his back. He had an operation, but

pieces of shrapnel embedded near
his spine had caused Septicaemia,
and he died at Whipps Cross Hospital
during November 1942.
In a further memory, Jack Farmer
recalls the Armistice Day of November
1919 was quite a contrast to the celebrations of the previous year; “women
sobbing in church and at the war
memorials was extremely disturbing
to a lad of 8 years, and is something I will never forget.” Equally, the
grim faced men with their unspoken
memories of the war, they too would
never forget.
In this centenary year, during the
Saturday morning of Remembrance
Weekend (and I think for the first
time), a cross representing those
on St Thomas of Canterbury’s Roll
of Honour was placed in the Field
of Remembrance by the Cross of
Sacrifice at St Mary’s Church. It is
after all, as Henry Sanders specified, a memorial to all the men of
Woodford.
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...we are, after all, called to challenge the world, not to settle comfortably in it
Our final article in this series revisits the story of
Fr Boniface, who shares his incredible life story with
us. This interview was first written for In Touch
in 2000 by Frank O’Shea, under the editorship
of the late Brian Howes. This year, Boniface
quietly celebrated the platinum anniversary of his
profession…he has used his freedom well.

‘I

was born in Berlin in 1929,
so that I started school just
as Hitler and the Nazi party
were coming to power in
Germany. I grew up in two separate worlds, conscious of the fact
that I must never confuse them:
the world of home and the world
of school. In the family I received
what I consider to be the greatest
grace of my life, namely to be
taught, from the earliest years, to
know Jesus Christ and to have a
personal love for him. My Father’s
sisters, my aunts, were very
devout Lutherans, and my religious education was in their
hands. I grew up with regular
Sunday school and with all my
life as a child revolving around
the local Lutheran community.
I had a Brother, five years older
than I, who was also very much
involved in the life of the church
although only realized this much later,
as he hoped to become a Lutheran
minister eventually. Music was also
part of my early world and it has continued to play a tremendously important part in my life. In my early years
in Germany, music was taken for
granted. Everyone played some
instrument, and it was quite the thing
to do for friends to gather in a house
and play quartets and other chamber
music, spending an evening together;
it was simply part of the tradition. I
had been taught the piano by my
grandmother when I was very small.
Once I left Germany I never had any
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more formal lessons. I just kept playing on my own and acquired many
bad habits in the process.
At school I lived in a different world,
a world in which the Nazis made their
influence felt more and more, a world
in which I instinctively knew that I
dare not talk about my other world. I
was of course, very young. My parents, politically anti-Nazi, tried to protect me from this internal conflict as
much as possible, so that I was only
dimly aware of it.

lady I was sent to was a Catholic.
My Brother, five years my senior,
warned me solemnly about
Catholics and all their ways.
There was in Ballater at that time, a
great number of Glasgow evacuees,
so many of them that the village
school was unable to hold them all,
and so for a while we had to have
1938: Arrival in Britain
separate morning and afternoon
t first, my Brother and I school. I naturally went to school with
stayed in a hostel together the evacuees, who all happened to
with the other refugee chil- come from Catholic schools. In these
dren until families were found to circumstances, I gradually grew into
take us in. After a few months, Catholic ways of thinking. I learnt the
the two of us were boarded out Catechism taught every day before all
together with a family in other lessons, as well as Catholic
Edinburgh. Then when war broke practices and went to Mass regularly
out, I was separated from my with all the others. It all seemed to
Brother and sent to another family in a place called Ballater
up in the Scottish
Highlands where I
spent nearly three
years. It just so
happened that the
drafted it and somebody else wrote it,
in case you sent some secret signs.
By that means we heard at least
something. We learned in due course
that our Mother had died in 1943,
but not (as we later heard), before
having asked for Baptism.

It just so happened
that the lady I
was sent to was a
Catholic. My Brother,
five years my senior,
warned me solemnly
about Catholics and
all their ways.

A

me perfectly natural and I came to
think of the Church as a Mother. It
seemed a natural growth from what I
had learnt as a Lutheran.
Subsequently, I went back to
Edinburgh, always with Catholic families. Within a year of arriving in
Scotland, I was almost perfect in
English and had almost forgotten my
German. During my stay in the highlands, my Brother lived in Edinburgh
until he turned sixteen and was then
interned as ‘an enemy alien’. One
Sunday morning, as he prepared to
go to church wearing his school uniform, he was suddenly whipped off
and sent to a camp in Canada as an
internee. He was mixed up with all
sorts of people including Nazi sympathizers.
These events occurred
at a time when there
was in Britain a massive
campaign
against
talking
about
sensitive

November 9th 1938: the
notorious Kristallnacht. The
night of the broken glass

background it was not too great a
surprise when my parents decided to
take up the opportunity offered for
y Mother was in the city children in our position to be taken
and
found
herself out of Germany to Scotland. So it was
caught up in the midst that my Brother and I left on one of
of all the violence. She was so these Kinder Transports bound for
frightened that she rang my Britain. This was in March 1939, less
Father who hired a taxi and went than six months before the outbreak
out to fetch her. When I asked of war. To me, still nine years old, it
what all this was about, I was was still something of an adventure. I
told something that I had not had been accustomed to travelling to
known previously, namely, that Holland for holidays; the first part of
my Mother was Jewish. I was the journey was therefore familiar to
flabbergasted. My own Mother! me. From there, it was just another
You see, I had been baptized jump across the channel.
I think the plan was for my Mother
and brought up a Christian from
my earliest days and had at the to follow us. Unfortunately, the outsame
time
unconsciously break of war prevented that. I never
absorbed from school so much saw my Mother again. After the outof the Nazis anti-Semitic propa- break of war, we did get a little news.
We were able to correspond through
ganda.
Events moved rapidly from there. the Red Cross. We were allowed to
Now that I had become aware of this write 25 words or more, or rather, you

M

In Touch 2018 Issue 2

0

...but always at the back of
my mind, there was a sort of
secret desire to be a priest

matters in case useful information was picked up by the
enemy. Slogans everywhere
enjoined us:
‘Walls have
ears’ ‘Be like Dad, Keep
Mum’ ‘Careless talk costs
lives’.
Tales abounded of German parachutists disguised as nuns and similar scare stories. Churchill had taken
wide powers under the Defence of
the Realm Act to enforce labour and
to protect the country against possible spies and saboteurs. It is calculated that there were in Britain at that
time around 68,000 German,
Austrian and Czech nationals. All of
these, male and female, of military
age were swept up, moved out of
harm’s reach and carefully screened
and segregated before being allowed
to return.
After quite a long process, my
Brother was eventually released and
sent back. Both going and coming
involved him in making the Atlantic
crossing in wartime under peril from
the U-boat packs. It happened that
while he was in Canada, he had nothing much to do, so he got into conversation with a German ex-seminarian
and they discussed theology, a subject in which my Brother was already
interested. The result was that he
decided to become a Catholic and
eventually to become a priest, which
he did. He died (in 1989), as a canon
in the Archdiocese of St Andrews and
Edinburgh.

There is a universal language
whose existence we must
never overlook: Music

I

remember a time when really
serious classical music captured me. I grew up with this
and it remains an inseparable
part of me. When I was a boy in
the highlands, before the nine
o’clock news on the radio each
evening, there were five minutes
given to playing the national
anthems of the Allies. I had
already gone to bed. The lady of
the house was rather deaf, so
she turned up the volume of the
radio. I could hear the succes-

sion of anthems, and the
murmur of the news. Then
the music started up again.
I assumed at first it must
be a continuation of the
anthems, but this time the
music continued and developed
and spoke to me and transfixed
me; I found it totally absorbing
and could not think of sleep. As it
moved to its final climax, I remember desperately begging it not to
stop, and almost as if responding
to my longing, it seemed reluctant to do so. The next day I
asked the lady what that music
had been. I was astounded to
discover that it was Beethoven’s
fifth symphony. I had never
thought of listening to a symphony before. I said ‘what a pity we
don’t have it on records’ and she
said’ but we do’. So I listened to
the records and found that my
original listening to it in bed had
been so intense that I could
remember practically every note.
I became passionately committed to classical music. I was then
just ten or eleven years old.
After I left school I tried various
things, but always at the back of my
mind, there was a sort of secret
desire to be a priest. I had got to know
the Franciscans in Edinburgh; in fact,
I used to play the organ in the
Franciscan Church in Lothian Street
even as a young boy. So it seemed
quite natural to think about joining

them, as eventually I did. Having been
on the threshold for many years, I was
received into the church, joined the
Novitiate in 1947, made my first profession on the 19th September 1948
and have been in the Order ever
since.

1947: Family reunion

I

n the years immediately after
the war, it was not possible to
visit Germany. My Father
came over here to see us when I
was in the Novitiate. At that time,
Novices were clothed in old and
patched cast-off habits, a new
one being given us only when we
made our first profession. Not
being a Catholic he was naturally
very concerned about the way of
life I had chosen and seeing me
in rags only increased his concern. I think he became reconciled to the idea with time. He
came again for my Brother’s ordination. He died in 1955 just after
I was ordained. I went back to
Berlin for the very first time on
the occasion of his funeral. It is
hard to describe the trauma that
this meant for me, returning for
the first time since leaving aged
nine, being now 26 years old and
ordained a priest.
I had spent my boyhood living
through a world war when Berlin was
the enemy capital and my adolescence as a secluded student Friar
remote from the world. Now I had
come back to the city with my Father
lying unconscious, and to be present
at his death. I don’t think that the
family ever understood the conversion of my brother and myself but
they became reconciled to it and took
it in their stride.

The fall of the Berlin wall

I

some of my relatives lived there
and I was planning to visit them
the following day. So I spent a lot
of that day travelling around and
seeing what was happening. I
actually saw a man jumping over
the barbed wire, getting out while
he still could. I decided to go into
East Berlin as planned because
there were official crossing points
for foreigners and I had a British
passport. I walked along the road
and showed my passport. I
wouldn’t even let go of it. My relatives were most surprised when I
turned up.
When I went to visit East Berlin in
later years, the barbed wire barrier
had become a solid thick wall and
the crossing points had been
reduced to two - one being
‘Checkpoint Charlie’. It became an
international frontier separating two
worlds where you handed your passport over to see it disappear into the
wall. You had to undergo various
interrogations about your business
just for a day time visit. These visits
turned into major expeditions
because it became a day’s journey
even if the destination was just a few
streets away. It was particularly painful for me because where I had
grown up as a child was itself divided
by the wall. My former family home
was now in West Berlin, but where
my grandparents had lived, a few
blocks away, was now Communist
East Berlin.
So you can imagine my feelings
when the wall came down and the
revolution occurred that caused it.
One of the incidental effects was
that for the first time, I was able to
visit my Mother’s grave in what had
been the Russian zone. I was shown
the grave by one of the aunts who
had first taught me the love of Christ;
she was by that time, a sprightly
ninety years old’.

had kept on visiting Berlin
once every year since my stu- Effect of war on him
dent years in Rome. I remember a Sunday in August 1981, a
espite the effects of his
special edition of the newspapers
war-time experience and
that morning announcing that
the trauma of separation
East Berlin had been sealed off. I from his family, Boniface was a
was directly involved because talented student and obtained
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his Doctorate in Philosophy. He is
a talented linguist, working as an
interpreter from German, Italian
and French. His administrative
experience has supported the
Order throughout Europe and in
many other countries. He has
served at most of the Franciscan
houses in Britain including the
House of Studies in Canterbury
during the 750th anniversary of
Franciscan Friars in Britain.

He served in Rome twice, where
he co-celebrated Mass in the Vatican
private chapel with Pope John Paul,
who apparently celebrated the Mass
like any other priest. After the Mass
there was always a private meeting
with him and he gave everybody a
rosary. Boniface says that his piety
and commitment were unquestionable.

And what of the future?

‘A

church can grow tired.
Catholics have not been
challenged to stand up
and be counted. I see some form
of opposition, if not persecution,
to the natural state of the church:
we are, after all, called to challenge the world, not to settle
comfortably in it’.

Boniface has kindly given permission
for this article to be reproduced,
which is a very gracious and timely
gesture for the 80th anniversary of
Kindertransport and the 70th
anniversary of his profession.
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Oona Lindemann 1937-2015

T

alking to fellow parishioners at St Thomas’s
and in Chingford,
some
remember
Oona’s work for CADOS
(Chingford Amateur Dramatic
& Operatic society), her crystal
clear voice that carried without
much volume, her teaching of
speech and drama and modern languages, and her various
stage productions.
Her very impressive educational
background included RADA (Royal
Academy of Dramatic Art) and
Glasgow University at which she produced her contemporaries such as
Tom Conti and Ian Richardson (‘You
may very well think so Patty, but I
couldn’t possibly comment’). We
saw them on and off stage many
times, the more recent ones included ‘Ten angry men’ with Tom and
Ian’s last play ‘The Creeper’.

Oona also knew the White Heather
Club, and there was an unexpected
reunion when we bumped into them
on a London to Glasgow train - enjoyable company on a long journey!
For a while, she worked in stage
production for STV in Glasgow and
20

Theatre Producer and Reader

made friends with a few delightful actors/presenters, among them
Stanley Baxter, Jimmy Logan and
the tenor, Kenneth McKellar. My
absolute favourite was
Duncan Macrae. These I
still remember.
An episode underlining her Savoir-faire
being appreciated: in the
1980s, Oona and I had
both selected Anouilh’s
drama ‘Becket’ for our A
level students at Cardinal
Wiseman and Leyton
Senior High Schools. Oona
produced this play at her
school and it went down
very well. Later that year,
the theatre in Haymarket
staged the play and my
students were keen to see
the production featuring
an old boy from Leyton - Derek
Jacobi. So our group of ten went
there. Their verdict was quite direct
– ‘You know, we really preferred Mrs
Lindemann’s production!’
I had to agree. The Haymarket’s
version was way off-message. I’m
sure that J Anouilh would have
agreed with my students.

2018/2019

Above: Oona Lindemann looking like
Audrey Hepburn?
Below: Oona and Erik
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Goodness for all means
no victimising anywhere

S

illustrations: Sukie whitehall/Photograph: Fr Isidore

Austin Linus shares a
valuable message with us

ome years ago Ludovic
Kennedy (a confessed
non-believer) was commissioned by the BBC to
reflect on the world’s major religions and to see which of them
appealed to him the most. His
research took him through Islam,
Judaism, Christianity, Buddhism,
Hinduism… He reported back
– Christianity appealed to him
most, but he would reject it for two
main reasons: the Resurrection
from the dead, and the Real
Presence in the Eucharist. He
said he couldn’t accept either of
these, which he saw literally as
nonsense – non-sense.

I first met Austin in 1972 when
he was our school Chaplain:
a thoroughly unreasonable
posting for such a good and
patient person. I remember
being absolutely transfixed
when he said ‘Don’t bother
me about possessions. They’re
nothing but a burden...if I don’t
have possessions then I don’t
need to worry about them. I’m
free’. As a group of penniless
students, we couldn’t wait to
have loads of possessions. Now
that we’ve reached a more
mature chapter in our lives, we
can’t wait to declutter them...
Austin’s philosophy and
teaching have remained with
me throughout my life. A voice
worth listening to. In this
extract, he takes us through
the meaning of goodness and
truth...
22

everyday living (start with Cain and
Abel). It has been called humanity’s
family secret – and it is against this
backdrop that one man shedding his
blood becomes real.
Salvation through shedding blood
has had every possible expression
and meaning. To appreciate this better we need to be more aware not so
much of how we get to God, as how
God became one like us. Original Sin
has things to tell us about ourselves
in a way that highlights the wonder of
salvation.
It is only natural to assume that
what I desire starts and ends with me
– I know what I want!! Goodness and
Truth are not self-evident to reason

...resolving
issues
through
arguments
for and
against...

He was then asked: they may be
nonsense – but are they true? He
said he would need to reflect on that.
We have all heard of Original Sin –
and there is abundant evidence that
it is still with us. But what is it? Begin
with recognising the fact that there
is collective violence accompanying

or to logical argument. Faith shows
that the good and the true are those
things about which we have a persuasion. Human thinking is dialectical –
resolving issues through arguments
for and against – we need to go
back to the beginning, not simply to
postlapsarian (after the Fall-thinking).

We need to remember that before
Original sin there is Original Grace.
God’s ways are not dialectic (arguing
ones corner).
Truth is total self-giving (I am the
way, the truth) – it is gift, and we need
to learn how to receive this gift, so as
to become what we are receiving (it is
never self-starting) free of dialectical
entrapment. We need the enlightenment of Revelation to discover
the presence of Wisdom. St John’s
Gospel presents Jesus as wisdom
incarnate. He lives and speaks from
his origin – beloved of Abba – with
the promise to make this same reality
available to anyone wishing to receive
it: To all who believe he gave power…
Jn.1. It is revealed, not thought-up –
yet needs to be picked-up through
human effort.
This pull we feel confronting us as
gravity is for the planets. It is a call
to imitate, it is repetitive learning (by
the Grace of God). We move into
adult life through relating and, like
gravity, such imitating both attracts
and repels. We are attracted and we
imitate, but eventually imitation can
lead to rivalry; my way is illusory. God
tells us: my ways are not your ways,
the one certainty about this is that
once I know my way I can be sure
that – reasonable as it might seem –
it isn’t God’s way. Which means that it
cannot be natural, a mistake cannot
be of the essence of anything.
The Resurrection shows us that
it was ever God’s intention to call
us gratuitously into being, longing
for us to honour the image in which
we are created. The possibility for
this is embedded within us – though
impeded by any activity that is appropriated by get and keep. This is why
Paul insists it is wrong deliberately to
do evil so that good might ensue. He
reminds us that we are able to put
on the mind of Christ, which enables
us to set-up a way of living that owes
nothing to death-dealing motivations
– no political stance.
There isn’t a Master Plan – only
the chance for small beginnings (the
mustard seed – the yeast). A way of
life that owes nothing to victimising is
now desirable and possible. This call
to evangelise arises out of our first
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being evangelised. Since centres of
power tend to rely on forms of victimising, the new way is more likely to
appear in base communities rather
than in the corridors of power.
It isn’t a morality question; more
one of creativity – what could be rather than what is. Hearing God’s voice
(obedience) is essentially ecclesial
rather than ecclesiastical and individual (no room for God told me…).
It is essentially working with others
for victim-free ways of living in which
means and ends share the same
motivation; exposing the lies that foster exclusions and expulsions.

G

oodness for all means
no victimising anywhere.
This cannot happen
through pursuing power,
but rather by emptying power of
its terrifying potential. We believe
that Christ’s death redeemed
even death itself, and that it is

equally effective regarding politics, as John Paul II demonstrated in Poland and Eastern Europe.
We believe we are redeemed
through a community of half-known,
blood-stained stories turned into an
experience of forgiveness – where the
natural enjoys relational autonomy
within the supernatural – the lamb
both slain and risen at the same time.
The risen Lord is always simultaneously dead and alive – such is the
symbolism of the Paschal Lamb. Not
because the lamb once slain is now
recovered, Resurrection has emptied
out death of its power, by showing the
shape of death – the five wounds –
without any content.
Resurrection is a new way of being
a fully alive human being; the uncovering of what human originally meant
before being covered-up by death.
God’s affirmation of Jesus’ living and
dying is the Resurrection… the Lamb
once slain is alive.

There isn’t a Master Plan – only the
chance for small beginnings (the
mustard seed – the yeast). A way of life
that owes nothing to victimising is now
desirable and possible.
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The Shoe Shine Sadies...
by Sadie Van Boolen

S

adie is one our very glamorous regulars at 11.30
mass and is a well-travelled lady....this is the
story of her 2 year adventure
at the grand age of 24, travelling and working across the
great continent of America and
Canada, culminating in becoming a ‘shoe shine’ expert. This
earned her sufficient money to
pay for her fare to return home
to attend her cousins wedding in
Ireland.
I was born in Scotland to Scottish
parents and raised by my Mother as
sadly, my Father passed on before
I was born. My Mother was one of
six siblings who all lived in Scotland,
apart from one sister who had met
and married an Irishman and lived
in Ireland. Mother and I visited them
often, catching up with all the gossip
from Scotland. This is where I met my
cousin Sadie, (we were both named
after our Irish Grandmother), with
whom I had many, many laughs.
On one occasion, I was telling
Sadie about an old school friend
who had just returned from Montreal,
Canada, having emigrated there. She
was full of excitement on return from
Canada, and told me about the great
time she had working, meeting lots of
new people and seeing new places.
She fired my imagination so much,
that I began thinking about going to
Canada. Cousin Sadie thought along
the same lines as me and so we
planned to emigrate to Canada ourselves. But there was a problem: how
to tell our families.
When Mother and I returned to
Scotland, I made enquiries at
Canada House and applied to emigrate for Cousin Sadie and myself. I
also wrote to the Sisters of Service
in Montreal and requested accommodation. When we were ready to go,
our Mothers were none too pleased
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her fiancé who had finished his teaching course and had passed his final
exams. He was coming to Montreal
to meet her. They had planned for a
long time to travel and work in Mexico
as soon as possible after they had
both graduated. Sheila’s job as a
translator at Expo 67 was ending, so
this seemed to be a good time to fulfil
their ambitions.
Sheila had a teaching job lined
up at a school in Mexico and it was
an exciting time for them both. We
wished them well and off they went
to start their life together. Within a
month or two, they invited us to visit
them and we soon found ourselves
on a Greyhound bus to Mexico. The
bus was quite comfortable and we
managed to get some sleep on route.
After 3,000 miles and a two day
journey, I said to Sadie ‘not long now’.
She managed to open one eye and
e planned to meet nod agreement.
Mexico was very different to
my Mothers cousin Barney and his Montreal. Sheila and Geoffrey decidFrench Canadian ed Acapulco was a must for a visit,
wife Dot, who just happened to be so we hitch hiked, which at that time
an extremely good cook. Dot and was a relatively safe way to travel and
Barney took the trouble to drive the only way to get around at short
out to collect us and drove us to notice and Geoffrey was a well built
their home in Port a Trombles, a man. As we got near to Acapulco we
beautiful house in the middle of a
forest. We could not believe how
tall the trees were and Barney
explained to us that the
trees were grown to be
felled for use by business as Canada was
famous for transporting the felled
trees by river
rather than by
road or rail. We
really enjoyed
the long walks,
good food and
good company
during our short
stay with them,
and
promised
that we would visit
them again soon.
A weekend was not
long enough to take in
all of the beauty.
Sheila, our flatmate from
England, received good news from
pay for our lodgings at the hostel and
to allow us to travel in Canada.
We met up with our new friends
in the dinner room and told them of
our good news. They were looking
for other accommodation and so we
joined together and scoured the local
newspaper ads for a house to share.
The next morning, I found a four-bed
duplex house not too far from the city
centre. I made arrangements to view
the property along with the girls. The
house was perfect, fully furnished
and had a 60’s vibe with a record
player as part of the furnishings! We
immediately took it and moved in.
Over the next few weeks we worked
very long hours. We sent letters home
to let our families know that we had
obtained well paid jobs, were having fun and enjoying our new life in
Canada.

W
as we were going so far away and
I had never travelled further than
Ireland. We were both very determined though and Mother knew
we were both level headed, mature
young women. We promised to write
often and telephone when we could.
The flight from the UK took hours,
but we were both excited that we had
begun our adventure.
When we arrived in Montreal, we
gasped at how everything looked
so big to us: the roads had three
lanes; the buildings all seemed to
be sky-scrappers; cars whizzed by
so fast and there was so much noise
everywhere. We headed straight to
the Sisters of Service hostel for the
young, although I was 24 and cousin
Sadie 21, we both felt very grown up.
Montreal was celebrating 50 years of
Expo with Expo 67. There were signs
and neon lights everywhere which
caught our attention and our chatty

taxi driver explained to us that Expo
67 had put Montreal on the international map and had influenced the
world of fashion science and architecture.
The Sisters of Service Hostel looked
like a Hotel; it was a lovely old building. We had arrived and were looking
forward to what the future would
bring. We met two very nice girls who
gave us directions to some of the
better known employment agencies.
Sadie and I visited the employment
agencies first thing in the following
morning and I had an interview that
afternoon at the offices of Montreal
Magazine. I was told after an hour or
so that the position of book-keeper
was mine. I was so excited that I
could start working and earn enough
to go travelling. Sadie also had some
good news as she was starting work
in an insurance office. Our pay was
good, so we put some money by to

We had become
well known and
enjoyed our new
life as ‘the shoe
shine girls’.
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could smell the lovely fresh air coming off the sea. The views were breath
taking.
Sadie was attracting a lot of attention from the locals because her
blonde hair had turned white due to
the strong sun. The Mexicans were
fascinated by and wanted to stroke
her hair. We quickly walked away only
to realise that we had entered a redlight district. We left the area even
quicker than we entered
Sheila and Geoffrey returned home
but Sadie and I remained in Acapulco
to explore some more of this beautiful place. We couldn’t help but notice
that the children in the city were
all offering to shine our shoes in
exchange for a small coin. How could
we refuse? We had our shoes shined
and agreed that it was a clever way
for them to make some money. The
children did a wonderful job and we
gave them a little extra; they were
grateful little souls.
After a few days living like super
models lounging around on the
beach and sipping ice cold water, we
returned to Montreal for Christmas
where it snowed every day; everything seemed magical with deep,
crisp white snow lying everywhere.
After a delightful Christmas, we
made our way to Boston to visit my
father’s cousin who we had not
seen for a long time. He drove
us around Boston, showing
us some of the landmarks
and sights, then onto
his house to meet
the rest of his clan.
That evening, we
had to put on our
best clothes as we
were taken for a
Burns night dinner
and dance at the
Scottish Society.
All the men looked
very fine in their
kilts and Sadie and
I danced the Gay
Gordons, being twirled
around so much that I
was completely giddy, but
we really enjoyed ourselves,
not having danced like that for
many a year.
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The next day we headed back to
Vancouver. Irene, our flat mate in
Montreal, had friends who invited us
to stay with them. We enjoyed more
sightseeing, but needed to look for
work as our money was getting a
little low. However, we discovered that
agencies wanted us to sign up for at
least a year. We could not do this as
we were now committed to attending
Sadies’ sister’s wedding in August of
that year.
We had to think hard and remembered our time in Acapulco. So we
decided to shine shoes. We thought
this would be a great idea, but where
to start, that was the $50 question.
We checked out Vancouver to see if
we could find a premises, hotels or
sidewalk that would be a good pitch
at which to open our shoe shine business, then on to City Hall to obtain
a licence to allow us to run a business on public land. At City Hall we
were met by Mr Rankin, who was the
“Champion of the Young”, to explain
our reason for requiring a licence. He
was very encouraging and explained
that to be licensed, we would have to
go before a Judge. He agreed to help
us and managed to get us the first
available appointment.
Our day in court was getting nearer
and we got ourselves well prepared
by obtaining agreement from the
manager of The House of York Hotel
to shine shoes on the side walk fronting the Hotel, provided we obtained
a licence.
The day of our appointment in court
finally arrived and we were nervous to
say the least. We presented ourselves
before the judge and outlined our
application for a street licence. There
were some communication difficulties due to the contrasting dialects
of Irish brogue, Scots burr and the
Canadian lilt, and some confusion
as to what we were to wear whilst
blackening boots: our response, why,
clothes of course!
The Judge summed up our hearing
in that two enterprising girls require a
licence from Vancouver City Council
to run a business to shine shoes
outside of the House of York Hotel
beer parlour, to allow them to earn
sufficient funds to pay their fare from
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Vancouver to their homes in Ireland
and Scotland. They will shine an estimated 4,000 shoes at 35 cents a
shine, earning the $700 they need
for their fares. Our futures became
assured when the deal was clinched
with a $10 down payment on the $20
licence, together with a stern warning
that we were not to make a nuisance
of ourselves!

W

e were ecstatic and
got to work straight
away. We enjoyed
blackening shoes
and met a lot of interesting people, gaining many regulars in the
process. One couple in particular
came for a shoe shine nigh on
every day. They worked in the
media and became interested
in our travels and adventures.
They worked for local radio and
invited us in to tell our story. We
didn’t stop talking and laughing
throughout the entire interview.
As a result, our shoe shine patronage increased; we were always very
busy and felt part of the street scene,
so much so, that we were given free
tickets for the circus and kicked off a
charity football game. We met Placido
Domingo and the Irish Rovers and
when a British warship docked in
Vancouver, we were invited to a cocktail party on board. We had become
well known and enjoyed our new life
as ‘the shoe shine girls’.
We were also guests on a morning
TV show when a gentleman called
in to say that he had had his shoes
shined by us, but when he had looked
down to admire them, he noticed that
one shoe was black and the other
was brown! This got a lot of laughs
from the TV crew, but neither Sadie
nor I could remember which one of
us had shined his shoes. On
another occasion we were
invited to a radio show
to advertise for our
shoe shines service
on Father’s Day. Our
advert was ‘For the
best dressed dad
on Father’s day, why
not give him a shoe
shine to give him that

extra polish?’.
When our shoe shine business
had run its course and provided
us with enough to pay for our fare
home, we sadly said our goodbyes,
flew back to Montreal to collect our
belongings and say a fond farewell
to Dot and Barney. We were sad to
leave Canada.
We flew into Dublin airport and
took a taxi to Sadie’s house, praying
that her Mother would be there to
pay the fare! The house was busy
with the preparations for the forthcoming wedding and although everybody was pleased to see us, we felt
that after two years of being away,
we were put a little out-of-kilt that not
all of the attention was being directed
towards us. A wee bit of a come down
after what had been a grand adventure for us both.
I returned to Scotland shortly after
the wedding and worked in a hotel
as a receptionist. But I had caught
the travel bug and so travelled to
England and found a book-keeping
job in London where I met my husband Victor. We lived very happily
in Woodford for many years until he
sadly passed away.
My last job in London was working
at Spectator magazine where I ran
the accounts department. I worked
with Dominic Lawson and Charles
More and our cook at the time was
Jennifer Paterson, (one half of the
two fat ladies), who cooked an editorial lunch once a week. I was also
presented to Prince Charles.
I would like to thank all of my family and friends who have encouraged
me to tell the story of my great adventure and travels in Canada, the USA
and Mexico. I hope you have enjoyed
reading it as much as I have enjoyed
remembering and telling it.
Thank you, Sadie
for sharing this
with us and
also thank
you to Nina
Graeme for
helping you
to prepare it
for In Touch
magazine.

Woodford Green
BUSINESS ISSUES - FAMILY – CIVIL &
COMMERCIAL – WORKPLACE MEDIATION

admin@mediateddisputesolutions.uk

Call: 020 8505 4175

If your family is changing and you are worried about your children or how you will cope financially,
mediation may be the answer. Professional mediation helps to reduce conflict and to find
an easy and dignified route through separation or divorce.
Family mediation available both privately and to those eligible for legal aid.

Woodford Green
Funeral Directors
(inc TA C Lambart & co Ltd)

Local Independent Funeral Directors

TRINITY CATHOLIC HIGH SCHOOL
(Science and Sports College)

A Complete
Funeral Service

Headmaster: Dr P C Doherty OBE, BA(Hons), DPhil (Oxon), FRSA
Main Office: Mornington Road
Woodford Green, Essex IG8 0TP
Tel: 020 8504 3419
Lower Site: 020 8504 8946

l Private Chapel of Rest

The school is based on two sites about half a mile apart
with Years 7 – 9 on the Lower Site in Sydney Road and
Years 10 – 13 on the Upper Site in Mornington Road. In
March 2015 Ofsted judged Trinity to be outstanding for
the fifth time.

l 24 Hour Personal Service
l Arrangements may be made in the

privacy of you own home
l A Golden choice of pre-paid funeral
plans available
l Traditional courtesy and conduct throughout
354 High Road, Woodford Green, Essex IG8 0QX
(Opposite the castle Public House)

020 8504 4372 - 020 8559 1979
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Website: http://fc.tchs.uk.net

2018 Examination Results: At GCSE, 85% of students
achieved 5 or more 9-4/A*-C including English &
Maths; 88% of all the grades awarded were
9-4/A*-C and 34% at 9-7/ A*A.
The A Level pass rates were
99.7% Grades A*-E and 47% Grades A*-B.
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Christmas at St Th omas of Canterbury
The Soup Run: The unsung heroes,
in the bleak midwinter, when the frost is cruel...

A 20th Century Epiphany

F

A child is born in hostile surroundings: few comforts; little food. Farm
animals are nearby. The child is
born and visitors from other lands
arrive unannounced, wearing
strange clothing and speaking foreign languages. Unexpectedly, they
bring gifts for the baby and perhaps
the promise of a new life...

or the 6th year in a row The Association of Whipps Cross Hospital
Nurses has purchased 20 high grade sleeping bags for people who
are sleeping rough. These are distributed by our Parish Soup Run
Teams who go out twice a month to cater to people who are the least fortunate in our society.
Because of their knowledge and experience in working with these vulnerable people they are best placed to know which of the people they help are
in greatest need and who to give sleeping bags to.
Life on the street is harsh and life expectancy poor. Many are thin and
frail, poorly nourished and poorly dressed and a good quality sleeping bag
can mean the difference between survival or not.
The Soup Run Coordinators are always pleased when the sleeping bags
appear and speak of the gratitude of the recipients.
Last winter was harsh and this winter so far is not looking too promising
so the collaborative efforts of The Association of Whipps Cross Hospital
Nurses and the Parish Soup Run Teams should make a difference.		

Sheila Smith Pryor

T

uesday, 27th March 1945: A
young woman goes into labour.
She does not know when she will
next see her husband as he is a
prisoner of war. The Americans have
crossed the Rhine and the sound of
gunfire gets ever closer. Her parents
have moved a bed into the cellar
and the midwife is on hand.
Now the American Soldiers have
entered the village and go from
house to house searching. They ask
“What is going on in the cellar?”
They are told that a woman is in
labour but insist that they must
check. Once reassured, they cause
no trouble and quickly and quietly
move on. The midwife and Frieda
get on with the business at hand.
Eventually a little girl is born. Mother
and Baby are well and the child is
named Gudrun Margarete.
The next day one of the soldiers
returns and asks to see the baby. He
is an African American – an unthinkable sight in Hitler’s Nazi Germany.
Frieda is terrified and thinks that he
has come to harm or steal her baby.
But no, he has come with a gift for
the new baby and visits her every day
for the next 6 days that the Battalion
is in the area. (Merenberg: A tiny
farming village in West Germany).
On 28th June 1945: Gudrun’s
great-grandfather is sitting outside
his house when he sees a young
and very emaciated soldier returning
from the war. He invites the young
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Gudrun aged 5 months

man to share the meal that his wife
is preparing. He had not recognised
that this was his grand-daughter’s
husband. Today, Gudrun meets her
Father, Helmut.
Gudrun attended her Village
Primary School and then went to
the Old Grammar School in nearby
Weilburg in 1955. She enjoyed studying English and in the summer of
1961 she entered into an Exchange
Programme with Woodford County
High, Wanstead County High and Sir
George Monoux Grammar School.
Later she went to Mainz University
to study English which is where she
met her medical student husband
who later became a GP.
I was Gudrun’s exchange partner
and I am happy to report that we,
our children and grandchildren have
all sat around the same table eating and drinking together. We are
grateful that we have grown up in a
peaceful and united Europe. A lifelong friendship started by a woman
of vision – does anyone remember Jessica Moore who lived in St.
Barnabas Road, Woodford Green?

Mary Spiers

Sheila invited me to her house to photograph
twenty ‘Spirit 300’ sleeping bags, seasonally
red, donated by the Association of Whipps
Cross Hospital Nurses.
Terrific people make terrific soup run teams.
But who are our team players? I know a few
of them, and we are all aware of their work,
but who are these great people who pack and
prepare supplies and patrol in all weathers?
Team 1: Moya: Maureen & Frances; Ross; Dom &
Ricky; Tanya & Andrew; Vera; Marie-Laure; Liz; Gina; Lisa.
Team 2: Ranjika: Louise, Josie, Vinal, Dom, Margaret, Gill, Dave
also Sophia, Kevin, Josh, Sophie, Magda, Gaurang, Huda and Claudia.

Fr Austin’s Christmas message...
The Child born today is God’s new
deed: the newest, the youngest,
and the most recent…the latest.
We do not celebrate that Jesus
is 2018 years old. We rejoice in
the birth of God as a baby. Every
Christmas is a celebration that God
came among us as a new-born
child. There is no one younger than
God - But this is not announced in
the excited voice of the advertisers; it is a silent deed. He is the
Word made flesh, but he lies there

The teams thank all parishioners who donate supplies for the homeless
Above: Margaretta Al-Shawk, Sheila, Brenda Mc Ewan – Association of

as helpless to speak as any infant.
Whipps Cross Hospital Nurses
Only in silence can this silent Word
be heard. And that’s what we see
Mass times at St Thomas’s
when we look in the manger or on
the cross – because every aspect of Christmas Eve 24th December Christmas Eve 24th December
Today a saviour has been born
Chigwell Convent
human living is here, for some of us
to you
Office
of Readings with
today is very much the crib, for othSt Thomas’
carols
8:30pm
ers it will be the cross – but for all of
3pm (Children’s Mass)
Night Mass 9pm
us it is the same love, the vulnerable
5.15pm with carols
heart of God calling us to friendship
7.30pm
and, who knows what else. That is 10.00pm Choral Mass with
Christmas, have a happy and peacechoir
ful one.
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Christmas Day

The Word was made flesh, and
lived among us.

St Thomas’s
8.30am
10am (Family Mass)
11.30am with carols
St James (URC)
Buckhurst Hill 9am
Chigwell Convent
10am
29

Final tea break
with the Editor
Settle back, have a nice cup of tea or coffee and
treat yourself to a seasonal mince pie whilst reading
the good news from other parishes...

Ladies - don’t forget the jumble
sale. It’s a chance to get rid of
those things not worth keeping
around the house.
Dont forget your husbands.
The Low Self Esteem Group will
meet this Thursday at 7pm.
Please use the back door.
Next Saturday, the church will host
an evening of fine dining, superb
entertainment and gracious
hostility.
Dont let worry kill you – let the
church help.
At tonight’s evening service
tonight, the topic will be ‘What
is hell?’ Come early and listen to
choir practice.
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Have you made a will to provide for your family,
including any step‑children?

Lasting Power
of Attorney
Emergency wills
Having an operation
or are terminally ill?

Probate
Has someone passed away?
Do you need help with dealing
with their estate?

Potluck supper on Sunday at 5pm.
Prayer and medication to follow.

The sermon this morning: ‘Jesus
walks on water’ The sermon
tonight: ‘Searching for Jesus’

Wills

This is crucial in the event
of an accident, stroke, etc.

When you enter this church it may
be possible that you hear ‘the call
of God’. However, it is unlikely that
He will call you on your mobile.
Thank you for turning off your
phones. If you want to talk to God,
enter, choose a quiet place and
talk to Him.
If you want to see Him, send
Him a text while driving.

The peacemaking meeting
scheduled for today has been
cancelled due to a conflict.

Talk to us today

Final thought

A

group of people, highly established in their careers, got together to visit their former professor. Conversation soon turned to
the stress of daily life.

Offering his guests coffee, The professor returned with a selection of cups
and mugs: porcelain, crystal, glass, plastic, some plain, some expensive, telling them to help themselves.
When all the guests had their coffee, the Professor said: If you notice, all the
nice-looking, expensive cups were taken, leaving behind the plain and cheap
ones. While it is normal for you to want the best for yourselves, that is the
source of your problems and stress.
Be assured that the cup itself adds no quality to the coffee. In most cases,
it is just more expensive and in some cases, even hides what we drink. What
all of you really wanted was the coffee, not the cup, but you consciously went
for the best cups...and then you began eyeing each other’s cups.
Now consider this: Life is the coffee; the jobs, money and position in life are
the cups. They are just the tools to hold and contain life. The type of cup we
have does not define nor change the quality of life we live.
Sometimes, by concentrating only on the cup, we fail to enjoy the coffee that
God has provided. God brews the coffee, not the cups.
Enjoy your coffee!

The happiest people don’t have the best of everything they just make the best of everything they have.

Deputy orders
For the mentally incapable?

Divorce and financial
settlements
Sales and transfers
of property
We do home and hospital visits
Call us for friendly and
professional advice.

Tel: 020 8524 9111
Web: www.bacchuslaw.co.uk
Authorised & Regulated by the Solicitors Regulation Authority No: 558303
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for an eye test?
We are now open until
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Thursday evening

Burberry

Eye ‘DC

Fendi

Prada

Fully Air
Conditioned

3 BANK BUILDINGS • THE AVENUE • HIGHAMS PARK • London E4 9LE

• 020 8527 2723 •

