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Day Five

FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
In this issue, I am pleased to say, we
have a lively letters’ page. The number of
letters and their content is often regarded as the benchmark indicator of a
magazine’s quality. Controversial articles
and/or letters are particularly welcome
as they tend to raise the ire and motivate
others to put pen to paper.
There was insufficient space to publish everything
received regarding our recently departed, Father Walter,
for whom there is a lengthy tribute on pages 10-12. No
amount of space would do justice to this ‘Jester of the
Lord’; who truly earned the title often used for St Francis
and Brother Juniper.
This issue is the first in the second decade of the third millennium. Fr. Robert Murray SJ, the renowned octogenarian
theologian, was recently asked ‘Is the world getting worse?’ to
which he replied, ‘No but people’s behaviour is worse.’
Certainly, the first ten years of the millennium have
probably seen more human tragedy than any previous
decade, much caused by a type of terrorism that claims
to detest the behaviour of western society, the voyeurism
encouraged by a media that is obsessed with reality TV
and social networks that have exploded out of all proportion at an exponential rate.
The decade began badly with the 2000 presidential
election in the US that saw George W Bush allegedly rob Al
Gore of the presidency. What might have been the pattern
of the decade had Al Gore succeeded? Would the Twin
Towers have been bombed and as a consequence the
war in Afghanistan and in Iraq been started?
Travelling out of Stansted Airport I was reminded of the
escalating terrorist threat by the large pile of discarded
water bottles at the entrance to emigration. Since 2,000,
Iran has trumpeted its achievement in enriching Uranium.
Sadam Hussain’s execution was horribly bungled, George
W. Bush’s naïve, yet bold, pronouncement; ‘mission
accomplished’ began an ongoing deteriorating situation
in the whole of the Middle East region. The collapse of
Lehman Bros began the worst banking crisis and economic depression for nearly one hundred years. Boxing
Day 2004 was heralded in by news of 230,000 deaths
from the Indian Ocean Tsunami leading to an escalation
in fears over climate change.
The right-to-die movement won a number of seminal
court cases. Sadly great bastions of the 20th century
passed away, JP II and Ted Kennedy, perhaps balanced
by the election of the first Afro-American president and
the first female speaker in the House of Representatives.
All in all the world needed Harry Potter to arrive with his
magic; pity he isn’t real.
In the aftermath of the scandal of MP’s expenses we
are heading for a General Election. Who to vote for? A
party, a man or a principle; whilst every Catholic has a
duty to use the democratic vote one may well ask does
it do any good. I have said here before how I despise the
party political system. For my part I am inclined toward
a dictatorship and frankly, I don’t mind if the dictator is
male or female as long as he or she does exactly what I
tell them.
Leon Menzies racionzer Editor
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Carry-on Pil grimage to San Giovanni
Rotondo
By Lisa Lalani
We were late leaving; two were
still in bed when we were ready
to go. Somehow they got on the
coach. I told Nicola not to wait
for anyone. We got to Pietrelcina
late for Mass but they still let us
have it. After Mass we had something to eat and I brought any who wanted to visit all the
important places in town. As usual they were late back to
the coach but only by about 20 minutes. Nicola was in
the foulest of foul moods and declared he would not take
us to Pompeii. I argued at length but he was adamant. I
pointed out to him that our contract was that he was to
take us to Pompeii and to the airport for 7 pm, but he
said we were going straight to the airport. I was furious; it
would mean me being at the airport for over 4 hours with
this unruly group. Anyway, he would not listen to me and
pressed on for Naples.
After an hour or so someone asked for the toilet. He
refused to stop!!!! He just put his head down and drove.
The demands for the toilet got louder and louder. A couple
of the lads came up to me asking for him to stop. April
was desperate for the toilet and she is pregnant but he
would not stop. Then Big Linda, DC’s mother, came up
shouting to stop. He would not stop. She was screaming
‘I have bad kidneys, look at the size of my stomach’. April
was behind her nearly crying because she had a pain in
her stomach; the lads were shouting from the back of the
bus. Linda was getting desperate and said if he did not
stop then she would kick out the side door and jump out.
All I could think was why she didn’t do that on the first
day. DC was running up and down, and I didn’t bother telling him to sit down; my only chance of getting rid of him
was if he went through the windscreen, so I did not want
to scupper that chance. He then poked Ginny in her very
painful shoulder. I went to tell Big Linda that she would
have to control him. She, of course, said he had not done
anything. Ginny jumped up and started to have a go at
Linda, threatening to flatten the kid. All Big Linda did was
laugh in her face. Poor Ginny, a non traveller in her mid
seventies, nearly fainted. The journey passed in a blur
and we were at Naples airport over four hours before our
flight. A few of us found a quiet coffee bar and sat there.
After a short while James, Gallagher came to say there
was a problem in the coffee bar upstairs; they did not
give his daughter the right change and would not give

her a receipt; would I come up and try to sort it out. I got
up to find the bartender had given her back her money. I
am sure they tried to cheat her, I have seen it many times
around Naples, but when James said he was going to get
someone they thought better of it, but said they were calling the police. I sat down to wait for yet another meeting
with the Italian police. While we waited the boys just did
not know how to behave. One was sitting on the table; I
told him to sit on the chair; he wanted to know why, and
he really did not know how to behave. Another was sitting
leaning back in the chair with his feet on the wall, I told
him he could not do that and he
looked at me in amazement. I
explained that if the police were
on the way we had to be very
well behaved. Then another one
of them started throwing things.
I just left them there. As far as I
know the police did not come.
Check-in is best glossed over.
I was first off the bus to the
plane and ran up the back steps
and into the very back seat and
kept the one next to me for Fr.
Kieran. Everyone was on board
and we were ready to take off
early. The hostess started her
safety presentation. That was
the cue for DC to strike. He had a laser light that he
had been shining in people’s eyes. I threatened him with
death if he shone it on me, but at check-in he had been
shining it into the eyes of a baby, the mother went mad.
He now was shining it into the eyes of the hostess. They
aborted take off, and wanted to know who had this light.
No one owned up but I shopped the little terror.
Eventually we took off about 15 minutes late. My group
would not sit down and keep their belts fastened. Babies
were climbing over the backs of the seats etc. The flight
got under way. Trolley service commenced and while
the girls were in the aisle, the kids kept running up and
down to the toilet, clambering over the trolley and other
passengers. DC was in his seat leaning down and pinching packets of crisps and other titbits from the trolley.
Everyone was demanding service at the same time. The
noise got louder and louder. Other passengers were looking bemused. One hostess was trying to break up some
sort of fracas between two lads; DC was jumping all over
three young Italian lads, while his mother laughed her
socks off at his antics. Safety procedure cards were being
used as boomerangs, another hostess is on her knees on
the floor with a dustpan and brush clearing up the mess,
things are being thrown – mainly empty water bottles; an
Italian man has been hit and is demanding that the plane

be landed and the police called. The hostess is walking up
and down the aisle repeating unmentionable expletives
over and over again, sometimes in Italian, sometimes in
English and sometimes in a language I was glad I did not
understand. Someone else is being told that the captain
is aware of the situation.
Fr Kieran who is sitting on the outside seat is keeping
me informed – Damian is on the move again, Damian
has just thrown something, what is Damian doing now?
And so on and so on. I am just praying for this to end but
can almost see a funny side to it . I am thinking to myself
this is just like being in the film
Airplane, except we don’t have
the passenger on the oxygen
when suddenly three rows in
front of us there is panic; one
of my group is having a bad fit.
Lights and bells go on; is there
a medical doctor on board, is
there any medically qualified
person on board? The oxygen
is out, panic reigns, a doctor
materialises, and the people
on the seats across from us
are moved in order to lay the
passenger flat. She is a very
big girl indeed and manoeuvring her into such a small space
is proving very difficult. All my group are trying to come
back to see what is going on. The pilot tells everyone to
go back to their seats and puts on the seat belt light but
of course he is ignored. The doctor asks a hostess, how
long to Stansted? She says over 35 minutes. He shakes
his head; I take that to mean we will have to land sooner.
But where? The hostess goes and talks with the pilot
and comes back to say he can get immediate access to
Stansted so it is decided we continue on course. Maybe
it is only my imagination but we seem to be going much
faster. The pilot tells everyone to sit down ready for landing; he almost nosedives to the ground. He warns that
we will be landing at very high speed, which we do. We
have landed half an hour early. The second we are on
the ground they are all back again to look at the patient.
The paramedics come aboard. The plan had been to get
the patient off the plane first; we had been asked to keep
our seats while this happened. But when the paramedics
realised the confusion on board they asked for the plane
to be emptied. As we got off we could see we had been
met by the ambulance and fire engines! Fr. Kieran and I
met our taxi driver. We got into the taxi looking around to
make sure no one had followed us and then we just collapsed on the back seat in hysterical laughter. This was
truly a trip to remember.

I am thinking to myself this
is just like being in the film
Airplane, except we don’t
have the passenger on the
oxygen when suddenly
three rows in front of us
there is panic, one of my
group is having a bad fit.
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A-Z of Herbs

D

espite their lack
of importance as
a source of nutrition, herbs contribute hugely to our
enjoyment of food.
They add scent, flavour and colour
to such a degree that it is hard
to imagine certain dishes without their traditional herbs; such
as tomato salad without basil or
potato salad without chives
Researchers are finding many culinary herbs have antioxidants that may
help to protect against such diseases
as cancer and heart disease

COOKING with fresh herbs
We all recognise how impactful the
smell of food can be, often drawing
you to it long before you can see or
taste it. Fresh herbs, readily available
in cut and potted form, can be added
to all types of food to enhance the flavour naturally, eliminating the need to
add pre-made flavourings which are
often high in salt and sugar.
There are so many healthy properties
in herbs that they don’t just improve the
look and taste of your food but they can
increase your vitamin intake and aid
digestion. The flavour and aroma from
herbs is from the plant’s essential oils.
These oils are fragile and dissipate over
time which means buying the freshest
herbs available is a much better choice
than the dried option which many people have sitting in jars at the back of
their kitchen cupboards for years.
When purchasing herbs look for
healthy, unblemished leaves that are
vibrant in colour and are not bruised,
yellowed or browning; they should also
have a fresh, untainted fragrance.
SUSTITUTING FRESH HERBS
FOR DRIED HERBS
A general guideline when using fresh
herbs in a recipe is to use 3 times
as much as you would use of a dried
herb. While it’s handy to keep a few
dried herbs in the larder, most taste
best fresh, and some (basil) have
8

a disappointing flavour when dried.
Among the most useful dried herbs are
oregano, bay, thyme and the herbes
de Provence mixture. Make sure jars
and packets are renewed each year as
chopped, dried herbs stale quickly.

Storing herbs
There are many different ways to
look after fresh herbs, depending on
whether they’re cut herbs or potted
herb plants and how robust they are
in terms of shelf life.
Fresh herbs generally have a limited
shelf life with some lasting only a couple of days before losing their potency.
If you want to use them within a few
hours, leafy delicate herbs should be
taken out of the refrigerator to allow
them to reach room temperature.
To store fresh herbs for later use,
place them in a plastic bag and put
it into the crisper section of the refrigerator. However, basil should not be
stored in the refrigerator as the leaves
will turn black.
Robust herbs such as oregano,
thyme, sage, mint & rosemary respond
well to drying, but they will lose some
of their depth of flavour. These herbs
should be used sparingly as they can
overwhelm other flavours in cooking.
Chopped mint can be frozen in ice
Herb Facts
Did you know that...?
• Fresh herbs contain
more antioxidants –
substances that fight
cancer and heart disease
– than some fruit and
vegetables they also aid
the digestion of food –
especially fat - and help
with the elimination of
toxins from the body
• Rosemary is rich in
antioxidants which help to
maintain vitality & slow
the ageing process and is
believed to sharpen the
memory and improve
concentration; it also
stimulates the immune

cubes to provide flavourings to cold
summer drinks or for use in cooking
at a later date

Freezing herbs
Any surplus herbs can be frozen.
Wash and gently shake dry. Place in a
labelled bag and place in the drawer
in the freezer. Best used within a
month. To use, crush the bag and
sprinkle into curries and stews. This
will add flavour but will not be as good
as using fresh herbs!
Cuisines for fresh herbs
Here are some tips on how to get the
best out of your fresh herbs in cooking:
Minimise how much you handle
herbs. The more fragrance in the air
or on your hands, the less flavour will
be in the herbs
Stripping tough stalks: hold the bottom of the stalk firmly in one hand,
place the thumb and first finger of the
other hand either side of the stalk and
using the thumb to guide, pull upwards
stripping the leaves onto a board
Delicate herbs such as basil, chervil, chives, dill or coriander are best
added just before the dish is served
Strongly flavoured herbs such as
tarragon, marjoram & lovage can be
added at any stage during cooking
To become familiar with the specific
flavour of an herb, try mixing it with
butter, place in the refrigerator for an
hour to set, before spreading on a
plain cracker to taste

system and increases
circulation. .
• Growing a pot of basil
in the kitchen may smell
good to us but it doesn’t
to nuisance flies and
mosquitoes who are
repelled by the aroma.
Research shows that basil
can help relieve
congestion, soothe
coughs, help combat
depression, aid diabetes
and soothes insect bites.
• Mint leaves or oil deters
ants and so a few
scattered leaves in your
cupboards can prove a
useful, natural solution.
The Romans believed that

the consumption of mint
would increase their
intelligence and the smell
of mint in their houses
was also a symbol of
hospitality; mint contains
menthol which is used in
the relief of nasal
congestion and breathing
difficulties
•Chives have a beneficial
effect on the circulatory
system, lowering blood
pressure
•Dill is effective for the
treatment of colic, gas
and indigestion
Parsley is said to be good
for the circulation and, as
a natural diuretic, it is

After chopping onions or garlic, rub
hands with parsley to remove the
odour
If you’re unsure about what herb
to use, here are some favourite combinations that we hope will help you
make the most of the many different
fresh herbs available to us:
Chicken tarragon and thyme work
well with chicken dishes
Beef stew add a combination of
fresh herbs such as thyme or bay.
Also, the stems of rosemary add a
wonderful flavour when cooking a
stew; just remember to remove them
before serving
Seafood the light flavours of parsley
& chervil work well with seafood
Salmon dill is the perfect herb for
salmon and other meaty fish
Root vegetables respond well to
thyme & rosemary
Aubergines go well with thyme and
parsley
Tomatoes basil, parsley and
oregano all add great flavour, drizzle
with oil and add mozzarella for a
simple and delicious dish
Carrots glaze with honey and
sprinkle with thyme before roasting
for a delicious flavour
Flavoursome butter try adding
parsley and fresh garlic for a simple
twist to new potatoes or melted over
grilled scallops or prawns
Classic cheese & tomato
sandwich to add a peppery tang to
good for our kidneys,
helping remove excess
water Medical research
shows that sage aids the
digestion of fatty and oily
foods and is soothing for
sore throats.
Thyme can help relieve
congestion, help with the
effects of bronchitis by
soothing throats and its
antiseptic qualities even
soothe cuts.
What better way to enjoy
and benefit from the
healing properties of
fresh herbs than in a
relaxing warm bath?
Make an infusion by
placing the fresh leaves in
In Touch 2010 Issue 1

this favourite, use fresh basil leaves
to transform into an aromatic toasty
Quick and easy canapés with a
cocktail stick, spear together half a
cherry tomato and small pieces of
mozzarella wrapped in a basil leaf.
Finish with a dash of balsamic vinegar

How to use herbs
Salsa Verde: A great way to use
up any left over fresh herbs. Salsa
Verde is a delicious sauce that goes
really well with everything from fish
to chicken and lamb. Place a handful
of each, basil, parsley, tarragon and
mint along with 6 anchovy fillets in
olive oil, 1 clove garlic, 1 tbsp capers,
the juice of 1 lemon, salt, pepper and
125ml of good extra virgin olive oil
in a small food processor and blend
until smooth.
Bouquet garni: Bouquet garni is
an integral part of most French slow
cooking, but works just as well in
British and Italian cooking. Bunch
together 1 bay leaf with 4 sprigs of
thyme, 6 parsley stalks and 1 sprig
of rosemary with a stub of celery and
tie with a piece of string. It will bring
a new lease of life to your spaghetti
bolognaise.
Mint sugar: Place 20 chopped
mint leaves in a pestle and mortar along with 85g of golden caster
sugar. Pound together until the sugar
has gone green and the mint has
released its aromas. Delicious sprinkled on grapefruit and then grilled.

a bowl of boiling water.
Once the water has had
time to infuse, strain and
add directly to your bath.
Try lavender to sooth
aching muscles, rosemary
to rejuvenate, sage to
relieve stress or basil to
stimulate.
•A Royal Herb-Strewer
was a popular profession
in England in the days
before proper drainage
and medicines were the
norm. Back then, herbs
were used for their
deodorising and healing
properties. A herb
strewer’s primary duty
was to distribute herbs

and flowers throughout
the royal apartments in
order to mask the rather
unpleasant aromas of the
city
•Today we use the
majority of the traditional
‘strewing’ herbs to make
scented sachets to deter
moths, for pot pourri to
sweeten the room and a
variety of other aromatic
uses
•Herbal seeds have been
found in pre-historic cave
dwellings dating back as
far as 500,000 years ago.
Our ancestors have always
used herbs in cooking and
health remedies

Mary Knights

FOOD PAGES
Please send in any recipes
of your own making that you
have enjoyed. See that the
quantities of ingredients are
clearly stated and only send
in recipes that you have tried
and tested. Submissions to
Mary Knights c/o the editor
72 Malvern Drive IG8 0JP
or email
recipes@myintouch.co.uk

Thai pesto: Place 20 mint leaves, a
bunch of coriander, 1 stalk of lemon
grass, a 2 cm piece of peeled ginger,
2 deseeded green chillies, the juice of
1 lime, 1 tbsp fish sauce and 1 tsp of
brown sugar in a small food processor and blitz until smooth. Fantastic
served with griddled steak or fish.
Herb butters: Add 2 tbsp of favourite chopped herbs to a 225g pack of
softened butter and mix thoroughly.
Lay out a double-layered 30cm piece
of cling film and place the butter in
the middle of it. Roll the butter in the
cling film and make it into the shape
of a sausage. Tighten by twisting the
ends. Place in the fridge for a couple
of hours to set. Slice a piece off each
time you need it. Delicious melted on
top of steak or stirred into steamed
vegetables. Try adding a clove of garlic for added punch.
Fines herbes is a mixture of tender
fresh herbs used in French cooking,
particularly with egg dishes such as
omelettes. It is made from chervil,
chives and tarragon, sometimes with
parsley added.
Herbes de Provence is a fragrant
mixture of dried herbs typical of
southern French cooking. Exact recipes vary but thyme, rosemary, fennel
OR tarragon and marjoram are normally used.
TO BE CONTINUED: Summer recipes
using fresh herbs will be in Issue 2
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A TRIBUTE to
Father Walter Hobson OFM.
Compiled by Leon Menzies Racionzer

In the early hours of
Tuesday,9thFebruary
2010, Father Walter
Hobson, over 90
years of age, was
released from the
sufferings of this
life and called to his
Father’s home. He had been in hospital a number of times but died peacefully at home in Woodford Friary where
he had been since 1993.
The Golden Jubilee of his Priesthood
was celebrated here in St Thomas’s in
1995 as was his 90th birthday in April
2009, both memorable occasions for
many in the parish who witnessed his
amusing antics as he prepared himself to single-handedly, perhaps not
an appropriate expression, blow out
the candles on his cake.
On the occasion of his Golden
Jubilee the Provincial of the time wrote
to him,
“From your youth you have found
fraternity in practice, unsung, not
made a great fuss of, no elaborate
theories, but just the life of friary and
parish service. ... Thank you for the
immense personal generosity with
which you have steadily given yourself
to every task you have been given or
taken on. People will point to your
years of office as the achievements.
Far more important is the gentle
perceptive and constant service of
spotting what is needed, and doing it.
You bring humour, joy, optimism and
a tremendous compassion to the service of the little people.”
All of these attributes are well borne
out in the comments sent in by so
many people in the parish. Space
prohibits the publishing of them all.
My own personal memories are of
my visits to him, seated in the corner
of the sacristy after the 10 am weekday Mass. With his subtle grin and a
10

twinkle in his eye, his first words were
always, “ Have you got the fiver you
owe me?” but then he would enquire
of those he knew I visited, house
bound or hospitalised, and ask me to
convey his regards. Even in his frailty
not all that long before he was unable
to leave the friary I would bump into
him on his regular visits to the sick.
In the final weeks of his life when I
visited him in his room he still remembered to ask me for the fiver I owed
him. Perhaps he really wanted that
fiver for I now know of a number of
needy parishioners who confided in
me that they received, on special
occasions, a card from Fr Walter with
a five or ten pound note in it.
Julia McVeigh who nursed him in
his last months remembers Fr Walter
as a kind and unassuming man. “His
easy-going wit and charm made him
a natural magnet for people. I remember one afternoon, Walter was lying
in his bed and Brother Raymond and
I were chatting with him, laughing
away heartily at the conversation. As
the laughter grew louder, Walter’s
bedroom began to fill up. First Fr
Brian popped his head round, then
Fr Austin Linus, Fr Austin Kinsella and
finally Fr Michael brought up the rear.
I looked around the room at all the
smiling, laughing faces and thought
this is what makes Walter so special.
People just love to be with him”
His likes were simple indeed; on
visiting one of his closest friends who
in many ways was so like him, the
late John Mulligan of happy memory,
there, in John’s garden, was a raised
bed of spinach which John said he
grew specifically for Fr Walter. Neither
John nor Vi liked it themselves but,
like Popeye, perhaps Father Walter
drew his energy from it.
Fr Austin Linus writes; Walter’s outstanding gift was his love for being

with people – when I was Provincial
I would get letters from young men
who had spent occasional week-ends
with us expressing thanks to the friars
for their welcome, but invariably they
would mention Walter specifically;
and a special thanks to Fr Walter.
All Walter would do is go and sit
with them and chat, taking a genuine
interest in where they were from and
about their families.
That was a gift he exercised fully
in his pastoral ministry. If there was
mention in the friary that so-and-so
was unwell or in hospital – by that evening they would have a visit from him.
He combined parish ministry with the
occasional Parish Mission – during
which he was in great demand for “a
chat”.
While he was with Bishop Agnellus
Andrew ofm at the Radio Centre in
Hatch End – his role, again, was that
of welcoming. This anecdote may not
mean anything to a lot of people for
obvious reasons: he said on one occasion that the Pope had employed two
very important ladies in the Vatican
– Sadie and Miranda – a reference to
two Papal Documents – Sede vacante
and Miranda prosus. Papal letters
are always named from the first two
words of the letter!
After Fr Walter’s own surgery
Peter Walsh found himself in a bed
next to him being prepared for the
Operating Theatre. When the theatre
staff entered the ward he turned to
Peter saying “Now you’re for it, here
comes your transport”. After receiving
Fr Walter’s blessing he was wheeled
to the operating theatre in his bed.
Days later returning to Evening Prayer,
Peter was greeted with: “When last I
saw You, You were leaving the ward
on a “flying bedstead”. And Peter
comments “Father Walter was a true
Franciscan - one of “The Jesters of

The Lord” - Serene, not solemn: solacing, not sad; simply saintly.      
Dr Paul Doherty, Head Master of
Trinity School said, “Whenever I asked
if he needed anything he’d reply: “Yes
Paul £2000!” Once, after celebrating
the 8.20 Mass on the Lower Site he
declared before the assembled pupils,
teachers and parents, that he was a
“Brownie” and that Brownies” never
worried about anything except the
£2000 the Headmaster owed him.
On another occasion Fr Walter
was sitting in his corner of the
sanctuary. At the end of Sunday Mass,
a lady came up to make an appeal for
some charity. I went to say “hello” to
Fr Walter. Afterwards he grabbed me
by the arm and said “Paul what did
she want?” gesturing at the speaker
now leaving the sanctuary.   “Money,
Father” I replied. “Don’t we all!” He
quipped. Fr Walter’s humour and tremendous kindness made him a great
man and a fantastic Franciscan. I will
never forget him.”
Frank Fitzpatrick who spends a
day every week working in the friary
remembers Fr Walter as a wonderful
friar, always pleased to see anybody
and interested in everybody. In the
last weeks of his life when he was
confined to his room and gradually
getting weaker Frank recalls popping
in to see him. Even then as he was
sinking, he showed pleasure in having a visitor and was still interested
in the parish and parishioners. His
last words to Frank as he left him,
less than a week before he died, were
‘Give my love to Rosa’ - typical of him.
He was a true and genuine follower of
St Francis of Assisi.
Perhaps the feelings of many might
be well summed up in the few words
of Colette Collins who served as sacristan for many years until she herself
became housebound, “We have all
lost a good friend and I particularly
feel the loss.”

An abridged version of Fr
Michael Copp’s Homily at the
funeral Mass
Thomas Traherne, a Welsh priest/poet
says that as a child, “The streets were
mine, the temple mine, the people
mine, as much their sparkling eyes,
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The eleven concelebrants see
Fr Walter off on his final Journey to
Leytonstone cemetery

their fair skins and rugged faces.”
Then, he said, he became corrupted and learnt, “the dirty devices of
this world, which now I unlearn and
become as it were a child again that I
may enter the Kingdom of God.” How
do you become a child again? Well it’s
a lot to do with finding our true destiny
as human beings. I think Walter’s life
and attitudes can help us.
Walter was born on 24th April 1919
in a district of Crewe called Monks
Coppenhall, walking distance from
the famous railway station where his
father was a railway clerk. His father
became mayor of the town. The
parish priest writing of the Catholic
home Walter came from spoke of the
charitable works that emanated from
there as being ‘of an unusually high
order.’ He also mentions that Walter
had two aunts in the La Retraite
order in France. He went to school,
presumably as a boarder at St Bede’s
in Manchester. The Rector describes
him as, “dutiful, obedient, willing and
straightforward…disposition naturally
simple and pious and showed himself
the Catholic son of Catholic parents.”
On his entry form on joining the Order
there is a question about any public examinations taken and he put
‘School Certificate (Northern) failed.’
That’s what you call straightforward.
He was a novice in Chilworth in
1937 and came here to Woodford
to study philosophy. Father Gervase,
who was a contemporary of Walter
tells the story of the Traveller’s Friend
across the road being set on fire
by incendiary bombs. The students
rushed across to help put it out. The

then Provincial, Dominic, decided
after that incident to send all the
Franciscan students out of London to
Buckingham and Walter was ordained
there in 1945. Walter was not academic but he managed to get what
he needed in order to be a pastoral
priest. He was not a great theologian
or preacher but he had a great love
for people.
Walter’s ministry was exercised
principally in our northern parishes of
Craigmillar, Manchester, Glasgow and
Liverpool. In Liverpool he worked for
Calix a charity that dealt with alcoholics and he worked on the call service
to offer help. I cannot see him being
much good at it because I don’t think
he had the ‘tough love’ that is needed
and he liked a drop of the stuff himself. He was at the Catholic Radio and
Television Centre at Hatch End with
Agnellus Andrew for a short while but
it was too highfalutin for him. He was
a Guardian for a short time in Gorton,
Manchester but he did not like the
role. In a letter to the Provincial after
his return had been questioned he
offered his resignation. It seems that
was not the only trouble he had there.
The monastery was showing evidence
of subsidence, there was a plague of
ants and the famous Brother Gilbert
was playing up. Gilbert was once
asked if he played a musical instrument and he replied that he played
the pandemonium.
Walter wanted to be just one of the
friars, spotting what was needed, getting on with the friars and serving the
people. He had no ambition for office
and wanted to be like the people in
11

the parish who were for the most part
working people with no power. He
seems to have flourished in the one
to one contact of visiting people, taking communion to the sick, anointing;
the personal work of priesthood that
is not noticed except by those who
receive it. This is an area of personal
satisfaction for the priest that must
be maintained and not taken over by
administrative duties. This stress on
the personal seems to me to be the
fresh insight of the child. This identi-

fication with those without office also
meant he could have the odd pop at
those in office.
A particular way in which we miss
him in Woodford was that his interest
in people meant that whenever we
had visitors, in thanking us they always
asked to be remembered to Walter.
He had the knack of speaking easily
to everyone. You may not know but he
was an expert in classical Italian
which no Italian understood. A friar
from Assisi sent us a fond memory of

Walter remembering the classical
Italian words, cheesio and coffeeo.
He loved to tease and I hear the young
ladies in the parish were teased concerning their glamorous accessories.
Sometimes however this teasing
backfired on him. He asked a foreign
visitor when he was leaving and when
he heard it was tomorrow he said,
‘good riddance.’ The foreigner who
knew too much English said, “All I
have to say to you is if I never see you
again it will be too soon.” To visit him

in his last illness was no chore because
he was always interested in what was
going on in your life and did not dwell
on his own problems.
One way in which he helped us
to become children ready for the
Kingdom was to help us deal with ‘the
dirty devices of the world’ by bringing
God’s understanding, mercy and forgiveness to them. When he was no
longer able to walk very well he still
did a stint in the confessional box. I
guess from his popularity he was an

understanding and helpful confessor.
Austin asked him last year if he was
up to helping with ‘first confessions.’
He said, “I have never let the children
down yet.”
An important practice that Walter
learnt at home with his good parents
was prayer. Some of you have commented on his prayer before and after
Mass. Much of what he said were
prayers learnt from his childhood; sitting next to him I could hear snatches
of them. This shows the importance

The Ben Nevis Challenge for the Alzheimer’s Society
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n late September 2009,
a group of seven women,
Sue Musiu, Sarah Chinery,
Kathy
Harman,
Linda
Simpole, Jeannetta Rabey,
Liz Brown and Sue Conlan, mainly
St Thomas’ parishioners, scaled
the highest mountain in the UK.
Ben Nevis lies on the West Coast of
Scotland, above Fort William and rises
to 1,344 metres. At its peak, it is as
wide and long as two football pitches
with a man-made cairn in the middle.
It is not a very pretty mountain to climb
and the conditions are rather treacherous if one wanders off the well trodden path. The path changes from a
slightly inclining walk to a clambering
struggle over vertical rocks and massive boulders.
One might be easily fooled by the
pleasant weather in the valley below
which belies the 5 or even 10 degree
drop that one experiences on the
ascent.
As we plodded upwards we entered
the clouds and were beaten by strong

cross winds that fortunately blew us
toward and not off the mountain. We
were buffeted, pummelled and deafened by the hoods of our waterproofs
which shrieked and chattered. There
were times when the noise deafened
us and obliterated all thought; only
where the next footfall was to be
seemed of importance.
Then came the Scots mist, a constant soaking drizzle which then turned
into a heavy downpour saturating our
rucksacks as well as our waterproofs
and the layers of clothing underneath.
To say that we were drenched is an
understatement. Even our gloves were
sopping wet and making a fist produced enough water to make a cup
of tea, not that tea was on our minds.
However, a glove on and soaking was
warmer than no glove at all.
Approximately half way up, we
met people coming down. Good, we
thought, about another two hours and
we would reach the summit. We could
see something representing a summit
and people as small as ants marching

in that direction. However, hope turned
to disappointment when we were told
we had only walked about a third of
the way and would need another two
to three hours to reach the top. Luckily
this was before we were damp and
cold from the wind and rain or perhaps, had it been after, we may well
have turned back.
We continued disheartened but
determined to reach the summit.
Nibbling snacks as often as every
twenty to thirty minutes our energy
requirements seemed ever to need
more; Jelly Babies were the quickest
energy source and the tastiest toobetter than the energy gels. We didn’t
stop for long when eating a sandwich. At one point we crouched down
and took refuge behind a large rock.
Rummaging around in damp rucksacks with cold numb fingers unable
to open the packets made the fall in
body temperature quite palpable. That
chill went right through to the bones
and necessitated eating quickly so
that we could generated heat again
by walking on. Definitely, this was no
place to stop and have a conversation about the biodegradable organic
banana skins littering the path as per
the news reports.
Surfacing the clouds at the last
checkpoint, the sun smiled on us.
We, were grateful for her warmth. We
were informed we had conquered the
worst part; the rest would take the
best part of half an hour. The rain and
The group, the author front left

12

wind stopped and we restarted with
renewed fervour. We were going to
reach our goal and realize our dream.
The summit; we knew we were there
because it was packed with people;
seasoned walkers, athletes, first-timers, mad dogs and Englishmen. It was
not as flat as expected. (I almost imagined that a football match might be
taking place) It was littered with rocks
and boulders making it quite treacherous. We made a beeline for the cairnthe manmade marker of the top of
Ben Nevis. We took one photo only to
prove we had got there. Visibility was
next to nothing due to the foggy mist.
Any plans of celebrating by opening
a bottle of champagne and taking
photographs were insignificant now.
Instead we privately thanked God for
getting us there safely and for what his
grace had shown us about ourselves.
We had done it! We had reached the
top! But we knew it wasn’t over until
we got down safely.
We ate and regrouped as quickly
as we possibly could, desperate to
get down from this uncomfortable
bleak desolate unforgivable place. We
lengthened our sticks so that we could
set them in the ground and step down.
It took concentration and agility to
do that for another five hours- thank
goodness we hadn’t realized we would
take so long, although surprisingly it
did not feel that long.
As we descended, the realization
of our achievement dawned on us.
The next time we were driving past a
mountain in England, Ireland, Scotland
In Touch 2010 Issue 1

of what parents teach their children
in the matter of personal prayer. One
prayer I overheard was one you may
know. “Jesus, Mary and Joseph, I
give you my heart and my soul. Jesus,
Mary and Joseph assist me in my last
agony. Jesus, Mary and Joseph may
I breathe forth my soul in peace with
you. Into your hands O Lord I commend my spirit.” His life and prayers
were a child-like preparation for that
moment.
May he rest in peace.

By Susanna Musiu

or Wales, we could confidently scoff
that we had climbed higher than that
molehill.
As we descended again through the
clouds, we felt surprisingly lighter of
foot, less wet and warmer. The mist
was like a stage curtain that gradually lifted to reveal the glen below
and the sparkling surrounding lochs.
We were even greeted by a rainbow.
We felt God’s presence then more so
than at the summit. He was revealing
his creation to us and allowing us to
experience the beauty of nature. We
stopped walking and in the stillness
looked with wonder and awe at the
rolling carpet below. Silence is most
definitely golden.
The last part of the descent was
easier. We had very tired legs; one
wrong move and we could twist an
ankle or injure ourselves. The soles
of our feet were beginning to hurt
although we had no blisters!
When we got to the bottom we
cried. Speaking for myself, I felt that
I had lived those last ten hours to the
full. It felt like a long time had passed
from the start to the finish because I
had experienced an inner change. The
methodical action of walking helped
me switch off from thinking about the
mundane things of life. It felt as if I
had been fully absorbed in physical
prayer focussed on the summit and
yet focussed on another summit; a
spiritual high inside of me.
In the tangible solitude of my soul I
felt enriched by God’s love for me and
for the world. I felt dizzy with happi-

ness which was enhanced by having
my friends around me.
As a group we had hope, a dream
now fulfilled for each of us but without
each other none of us could have
done it.
We had a good smattering of
humour throughout it all and we found
the answer to some of our burning
questions; there are no loos on a bare
mountain. There is, at least on this
mountain, an ample supply of rocks
behind which one can, not necessarily comfortably, squat. Cold numb
fingers don’t help the delicate unbuttoning and refastening. But these are
occasions when one knows who one’s
friends are; those that go above and
beyond the call of mere duty!
Would I do it again? Had you asked
me on the first week after we returned,
when getting up from the sofa or
walking up and down the stairs was
painful, I would have told you in no
uncertain terms where to go. But now
I can’t believe what I am about to say;
maybe Kilimanjaro is a realistic challenge now. Next time I get an idea like
that, please, just ignore me!
Between us we raised over a thousand pounds for Alzheimer’s. On the
27th of March we held a Quiz night
but as this is being written before
that event we cannot say how much
it raised.
If you would like to know more about
the challenge or are interested in
completing your own then please
contact Sue Musiu on 07932 584735
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Missionary Life in Kenya
Graham at
the Equator

By Graham Stokes in priestly formation
Graham Stokes was brought up in Woodford going to St Antony’s
Primary School and then Chigwell School. He was baptised and made
First Communion then received Confirmation in St Thomas’ when
Fr Brian and Fr Austin Kinsella were parish priests. After university
in Nottingham and York where he studied economics he lived and
worked in London for the Civil Service. His faith flourished during
these years and he became more and more involved and drawn to the
Church. Sensing that the Lord might be calling him to priesthood, he
eventually left work to undertake a pre-seminary year at the English
College in Valladolid, Spain before starting at Allen Hall Seminary for
the Westminster diocese. He is now half way through his fifth year
of priestly formation and is hopeful of being ordained deacon by
Archbishop Vincent Nichols in the summer this year.

A Brief Experience of
Missionary Life in Kenya
aving grown up in a Franciscan
parish I was always familiar
with the existence of ‘the
missions’. But it was not until summer 2009 that I had the opportunity
to experience the missions at first
hand. I took part in the Missionary
Exposure Programme run by Missio
(formerly known as the Pontifical
Mission Societies) and St Joseph’s
Missionary Society, better known as
the Mill Hill Missionaries. One seminarian from each of the four English
seminaries took part: St Cuthbert’s
at Ushaw near Durham; St Mary’s
at Oscott in Birmingham; St John’s
at Wonersh near Guildford and Allen
Hall in Chelsea. I was sent to St
Joseph’s parish in Luanda, Kenya
together with Frankie Mulgrew from
Ushaw College who is a student for
Salford Diocese and the son of comedian Jimmy Cricket.
After a ten hour bus journey from
Nairobi we arrived in Luanda, a small
market town in north western Kenya
about an hour north of Kisumu,
Kenya’s third largest city. As the parish priest was away in Ireland we
stayed with and were looked after
by Noah Mondays, a Ugandan Mill
Hill seminarian. The parish house
was part of a larger compound that
included a Mill Hill formation centre
for their East African students, a con-

H
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vent of the Franciscan Sisters of St
Joseph and a children’s centre run by
the sisters. Noah had undertaken the
first year of his priestly training at the
Luanda formation centre before leaving to study philosophy for three years
in Jinja, Uganda. Last summer he
was half way through a two year experience of missionary life
in the parish in Luanda.
Having completed this he
will then study theology
for three years in Nairobi
before, if all goes according to plan, permanently
joining the society and
being ordained deacon
and then priest. Until
recently this formation
programme was based
at the former home of
the society, St Joseph’s
College in Mill Hill, North
London – hence the common reference to the
Society as the ‘Mill Hill Missionaries’.
We spent our time in Luanda doing
tasks similar to what a seminarian might undertake during a parish
placement in England: daily parish
mass and communal divine office;
visiting parishioners’ homes; going
into schools and getting to know both
the parishioners and the wider local
community. But that is where the
similarity ended! For the first week
I felt as though I was on an African

film set. Just as I remember seeing in films and documentaries set
in Africa, people lived in simple tinroofed mud huts without utilities and
surrounded by a smallholding with
some chickens and perhaps a cow
or two. Three times a week at the top
of the un-made road that we lived on

The contrast was
startling.I pray that
I will never forget the
shock of experiencing
theconditions these
people lived in.
there was a sprawling market selling
basics such as fish, maize, live chickens and second-hand clothes, as well
as mobile phone SIM cards!
We spent a considerable amount
of time at the children’s centre on
the parish compound that was run by
the Sisters and that cared for around
fifteen children who had had to leave
their homes. The centre aimed to
reunite the children with their families but this was not always possible.

Some of the children were in the
centre due to one or both of
their parents being ill and unable
to look after them; others had
been found living on the street
having been victimised by, in
some cases, a new step-parent.
In spite of the poverty and lack
of modern facilities, these people
shared our faith with great joy
and fervour, particularly during the
Sunday Eucharist with plenty of singing and dancing! We went to mass in
the parish church on weekdays and
either there or in one of the many
out-stations on Sundays. Unlike most
of the parishioners we were fortunate
enough to have a vehicle to travel
what was usually no more than half
an hour’s drive to one of the out-stations. As there were only two priests
serving the parish, most of the larger
out-stations would only have mass
once a month, the smaller ones less
frequently. On the other Sundays people would either travel on foot to a
neighbouring out-station where there
was mass or participate in a Service
of the Word with the distribution of
Holy Communion which would be led
by the local parish catechist. The liturgy regularly started at least half an
hour late and lasted for a couple of
hours. This meant there could only be
one mass on a Sunday and, together
with the travelling involved, it would
be difficult for a priest to say more
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Above, Luanda Market, inset children
from the parish children’s home
Kakamega Forest

than one mass on any Sunday.
After a few weeks, just when I had
begun to get used to life in Luanda, it
was suggested that we spend some
time in one of shanty areas in nearby
Kisumu. The contrast was startling.
I pray that I will never forget the
shock of experiencing the conditions
these people lived in. Their improvised homes had no utilities and
were surrounded by rubbish, open
sewers, crime and disease. Across
the main road were many Western
Aid Agencies accommodated in brick
built houses with all facilities and in
secured compounds.
Throughout my time in Kenya all
the people we met made us very
welcome and were a great witness

to our shared humanity. Materially
they possess a great deal less
than we do and they live a much
harsher life. Securing the basic
essentials of life is a daily struggle, as is the battle with crime
and corruption. Yet one cannot
but be impressed by the importance they give to family life and
the time and care they take over
being hospitable to others which
made me feel that we are the ones
who are the poorer. I was pleased
to arrive back home, but my experiences of Kenya will never leave me.
I sincerely thank all those who made
my exposure to missionary life possible. It also gave me a great deal
of respect for those priests, religious
and lay people who have devoted all
or part of their lives to working in the
missions. Whilst many organisations,
such as the Mill Hill Missionaries,
may today be unable to send people
from Western Europe on the missions
in the same number as in past times
their work over many years has borne
much fruit. Indeed it is now producing vocations from those very areas
in which they were the first to spread
the Gospel.
In the words of Pope Benedict at
the close of the recent African Synod,
let us pray ‘that the Church in Africa
grow in every part of that great continent, spreading the “salt” and the
“light” of the Gospel everywhere.’
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What do you call
a rabbit that tells
good jokes?

9

Hot cross bunnies!
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What do you get if
you pour hot water
down a rabbit
hole?

A Funny bunny!

6 1
2
6

h

n

h

h

i

t

b

One has been done for you

r

a

b

b

i

t

l

n

b

j

s

l

l

m

b

h

u

e

e

t

a

l

o

c

o

h

c

s

e

y

s

r

s

g

g

e

u

r

r

u

e

i

o

e

t

s

o

h

e

m

t

s

m

y

e

c

r

i

s

m

t

e

e

r

t

i

y

i

h

y

s

n

In Touch 2010 Issue 1

8

7 8
4 2

8

e

1. Ear___
2. _______
3. _______
4. _______

4
3

g

2:

3

7

There are 7 differences between each of
the pictures... Can you spot them all?

5. _______
6. _______
7. _______
ANSWERS: Ear, Nose, Tooth missing, Bow, Green band, Bottom of egg, Toes
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Ones with hoppy
endings!

1:

9

6

4
How do you know
carrots are good
for your eyes?

What kinds of
books do bunnies
like?

2

2 5

Have you
ever seen a
rabbit wearing
glasses?

Spot the Difference!

3

The Easter
Bunana

News from St Antony’s On the 5th of March there was a
collective worship led by Miss Gregor’s class 4G.
There has been a readathon and lots of other activities
to raise money for those suffering in many ways from the
earthquake in Haiti. The whole school has been involved
in fund raising and the last figure reportedly raised for
Haiti was a very large sum; £2,246.74.

What’s yellow,
has long ears, and
grows on trees?

8

1
3

9

4

8

3
2

1 Blosom
2 Easter
3 Eggs
4 Jesus
5 Risen
6 Chocolate
7 Hunt
8 Rabbit
9 Church
10Yummy
11Trees
17

HUMOUR

THOSE WHO LOVE THE
ITY...
PHILOSOPHY OF AMBIGU

QUILA,
• ONE TEQUILA, TWO TE
...
THREE TEQUILA, FLOOR..
PHET
• ATHEISM IS A NON-PRO
ORGANIZATION.
		
• IF MAN EVOLVED FROM
,
ES
An old man lived alone. He wanted
Dear Dad
MONKEYS AND AP
		
to dig his potato garden, but it was
For heaven’s sake, Dad, don’t dig
WHY DO WE STILL HAVE
very hard work. His only son, who
up that garden. That’s where I
MONKEYS AND APES?
used to help him, was in prison. The buried the BODIES.
E AND
• I WENT TO A BOOKSTOR
old man wrote a letter to his son
Love, Bubba
AN, “		
ASKED THE SALESWOM
At 4 a.m. the next morning, CID
and described his predicament.
		
WHERE’S THE SELF-HELP
officers and scores of uniformed
E TOLD
SH
IF
ID
SECTION?” SHE SA
Dear Bubba
Police showed up and dug up the
		
E
TH
ME, IT WOULD DEFEAT
I am feeling pretty bad because it
entire area without finding any
PURPOSE.
looks like I won’t be able to plant
bodies. They apologized to the old
LTIPLE
• IF SOMEONE WITH MU
my potato garden this year. I’m just man and left.
ENS TO
PERSONALITIES THREAT
getting too old to be digging up a
That same day, the old man
IDERED
KILL HIMSELF, IS IT CONS
garden plot. If you were here, all my received another letter from his
N?
A HOSTAGE SITUATIO
son.
troubles would be over. I know you
NGERS GO
Dear Dad:
would dig the plot for me.
• WHERE DO FOREST RA
L?”
Go ahead and plant the potatoes
Love,Dad
TO “GET AWAY FROM IT AL
YOU SEE
now. It’s the best I could do under
A few days later, he received a
•WHAT DO YOU DO WHEN
EATING
the circumstances.
letter from his son.
AN ENDANGERED ANIMAL
AN ENDANGERED PLANT?
T WINGS BE
• WOULD A FLY WITHOU
Arthur’s round table was Sir 		
CALLED A WALK?
Sometimes the use of words
	Cumference.
TROL
by non-English speakers can
• WHY DO THEY LOCK PE
•The butcher backed up into the
S?
be hilarious. The notice below
STATION BATHROOM
meat grinder and got a little 		
ONE
appears in the immigration
ARE THEY AFRAID SOME
behind in his work.
hall of a Turkish airport.
WILL CLEAN THEM?
•To write with a broken pencil is
HAVE A
• IF A TURTLE DOESN’T
pointless.
OR
SHELL, IS HE HOMELESS
• When fish are in schools they
NAKED?
sometimes take debate.
AILLE ON
•The short fortune teller who 		
• WHY DO THEY PUT BR
NK 		
escaped from prison was a small
THE DRIVE-THROUGH BA
medium at large.
MACHINES?
ER TO 		
•A thief who stole a calendar got
• HOW DO THEY GET DE
AT THOSE
twelve months.
CROSS THE ROAD ONLY
•A thief fell and broke his leg in wet
YELLOW ROAD SIGNS?
cement. He became a hardened
THING 		
• WHAT WAS THE BEST
criminal.
BEFORE SLICED BREAD?
•We’ll never run out of maths 		
T 		
• ONE NICE THING ABOU
teachers because they always
LK
EGOTISTS: THEY DON’T TA
multiply.
Humour for Lexophiles
ABOUT OTHER PEOPLE.
(Lovers of Words) •When the smog lifts in Los 		
AID 		
Angeles, U.C.L.A.
•I wondered why the ball was 		
• DOES THE LITTLE MERM
WEAR AN ALGEBRA?
getting larger. Then it hit me.
•The maths professor went crazy
D 		
with the blackboard. He did a 		
•Police were called to a day care
• IF YOU TRY TO FAIL, AN
U 		
VE
number on it.
centre where a three-year-old was
SUCCEED, WHICH HA YO
resisting a rest.
•A professor discovered that the
DONE?
ATION
theory
of
earthquakes
was
on
•Did you hear about the guy whose
• WHY IS THERE AN EXPIR
shaky ground.
whole left side was cut off?   He’s
DATE ON SOUR CREAM?
all right now.
•Running with a laptop tends to jog
the memory.
•The roundest knight at King 		

By Jo King
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A luxury care home
for old people and
people with dementia

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

Full Page £120
half page £60
one third page £40
quarter page £30
one sixth page £20
one eighth page £15

“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

Please support our Advertisers without them In Touch
would not exist. And please mention In Touch when
you contact advertisers so that they will know that
advertising in In Touch is worthwhile

Members of the National care Homes Association

Help raise money for
&$)2'¶6OLIHFKDQJLQJ
work worldwide.
:KHWKHULW¶VWKH+DUORZ$EVHLO/HH9DOOH\
&\FOHµ5XQWRWKH%HDW¶/RQGRQ+DOI
Marathon, London to Paris cycle ride,
Camino de Santiago de Compostela, or
something less physically demanding like
the Valentine Park 5K Walk or your own
sponsored event, there are countless
ways you can get sponsored.
Visit cafod.org.uk/cafodchallenge or
contact brentwood@cafod.org.uk or
telephone 020 8502 9722
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Part 1

St Francis of Assisi Fr Austin Linus OFM
February 24th, 2008, marked the 800th anniversary of the
conversion of St Francis from the rich merchant’s son to the
little poor man of Assisi. It has been a year of special events
which ended with the concelebrated Mass at 3 pm on
Thursday 25th March in Westminster Cathedral. To celebrate
this great event Fr Austin Linus has written an appreciation
of St Francis which will be published here in four parts
throughout 2010
Our Franciscan Life
Arguably the best known saint - certainly the one with the largest Bibliography
outside Scripture. Why? Why has the
whole world gone after him?
I believe it is for 2 main reasons:
1 I could do that!.
2 His genuinely human goodness.
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their own unique story to tell. But have
we ever allowed him to die?
“It was hard for him to resign himself to the certainty that the Poverello
would never again come to visit his
sons in their hermitages. Then suddenly one night in his sleep he saw
the saint. He exclaimed: Father, I
wish I could have a talk with you.
Looking down at him with the kindly
severity of saints, Francis said: If you
want to talk with me, watch yourself”.
[Franciscan Mystic: The Life of Bro.
Giles... - Raphael Brown, 1962]
When Teilhard de Chardin wrote:
“What a wonderful dream - to follow
a man of God along a free, fresh
road, impelled by the full force or the
religious life-sap of his own time!” To
allow such a man to live we must let
Francis die! J.Chinnici,ofm].
“He covered the wound in his right
side with his left hand, lest it be seen
[as if to preserve the seal of his own
unique response] and he said to his
brothers: I have done what it was mine

In Touch 2010 Issue 1

dust of the earth to become the body
of God-with-us, as Bonaventure said.
To be really with God, God has to be
real, I have to be real, and live in the
real world.
Moreover, he lived fully within his
own very real self, where the whole
mystery of God-with-us becomes open
to experience. The only language God
uses is Incarnation; the Word was
made flesh. Everything about God is
present in Jesus. This marks up the
foundation of human dignity, since
humanness is able to make God fully
present.
The Church tradition tends not to follow the way of Francis; it focuses more
subjectively - what is happening to me
in my spiritual journey and searchings.
Francis doesn’t speak about faith, but
about God - he embraces the priority
of other since that is what was shown
him to constitute the essence of God
- totally self-giving to the other. When
he does reflect on himself it is always
focussed on the one who is bringing
about these experiences within him.
His number one priority is always to
seek and to find God, which only happens through Grace. Francis found
himself gifted with this awareness and
he gives himself over to it.
Like us, he had made two important statements about himself - in his
Baptism and in his consecration after
conversion - this is what I long for with
all my heart. Jesus claiming him as
friar reveals to him the fatherhood of
God, and through this same Spirit of
awareness allows him to know God
as Abba - to all who believe he gave
power to know God as Father Jn.1.12.
- letting him experience God as Abba
and himself a beloved of Abba; with
the implication that everyone who
has this relationship with the Word
- and that is everyone and everything
- should be able to enjoy this same
experience. That he might enable this
to happen [mission] he says - the Lord
gave me brothers. So that at all times
and in all seasons we may keep him
in our hearts to love, honour, adore
and serve.
The words of St. John express this:
what we have seen, what we have
touched, what we have held in our
hands, this is what we preach 1Jn.1.3.

Why
isn’t the
glass
ceiling
opaque?
By
Grumpy of
Woodford

I

had almost finished putting
up new shelves in the garage.
I had completed six, but
then ran out of the right size
screws and the battery in my
drill/driver had given up. It was
also cold. I made myself a cup of
coffee and with nothing better to
do decided to browse the news
of the day online. After burrowing through a series of links, I
stumbled across a survey (Nov
2009) from the Cranfield School
of Management. It reported that
the number of women holding top
positions in FTSE 100 companies
had fallen slightly compared with
2008.
Apparently the number of directorships held by women on FTSE 100
boards was just 12% and the number
of companies with female directors
had fallen from 16 to 15. More statistics were quoted; but let’s stick to
the two headline facts above and ask
“why should there be so few women
appointed to top company boards?”
I shall treat this subject with sensitively and my usual tact in the interests of self preservation and a desire
to keep the various parts of my anat23
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I could do that - no miracle worker,
no philosopher or theologian, not particularly handsome - just an ordinary
man, who did ordinary things, extraordinarily well.
He was especially fortunate - graced
- in getting off to a good start after
his conversion. He appreciated from
the very beginning that the Gospel is
much more than writings; the Gospel
is Jesus. For him, Gospel living meant
a relationship, invited to discover God
as Abba through Jesus as friar.
That is why, right through the ages,
the people we serve always expect
friars to be like St. Francis, because
they want to be like him. What they
see in him is a genuine human being
in whom the only extraordinary element is his down to earth humanness
- I could do that!
Getting off to a good start means
the way he saw God. He saw everything from the point of view of the
other, not simply as it affected him.
In this way it was more important
for him to receive who God is, rather
than deduce it, or think it through for
himself. God is revealed to us, not
deduced, or inferred through philosophy/theology. His devotion to Scripture
was paramount. And in this he recog-

nised more than simply hearing God’s
Word; through his loyalty to the Church
and especially its Sacramental life,
he was able to receive along with the
revealing of God’s Word, God’s meaning of God’s Word - the task entrusted
by Christ to his Church.
In practice, this means viewing reality as God sees it - e.g. looking at the
crucifix we have every right and need
to reflect on the truth that sin, and my
sin, caused this; but for Francis this
came second. What comes first is how
Jesus sees the cross. As if God is saying to us, look, you will be lost over my
dead body! His devotion to the words
of John is always to the fore - this is
how God loved the world: he gave
his only Son, so that everyone who
believes in him may not perish but
may have eternal life. Jn.3.16. Francis
was blessed in being able to see this
in ordinary human language - you will
be lost...
Equally, if God is to be real for him,
he has to live in the real world where
God promised to be found. It’s not
uncommon to be asked: what would
Francis do today? He would be
totally confused and adrift.
He doesn’t belong in C21.
The inspiration of St.
Francis has been one
of the most liberating
experiences. From
wolves and crickets
through to sister
bodily death, his
influence is there.
Those who have
taken up the way of
Francis have each

to do; may Christ teach you what you
are to do” - 2Cel. 214.
What is real is that Francis of Assisi
lived, died and has gone to God! What
is real is that we are here now - are
we open to the same Source in order
to hear what it is ours to do today?
There’s no point in asking Francis, he
isn’t here. Ask me! After all, I’ve said
I’m following in his spirit!
It was shown to him that for Jesus
to be the centre of his life is to allow
Jesus to be himself - the Word is the
very heart of the Trinity, that eternal
desire to share through total self-emptying - the very intimacy of God, God’s
love life - the Holy Spirit.
Creation is the setting for all this to
happen, for the self of God to become
part of creation, as was always God’s
intention. This is why Jesus became
the very centre of his life - paradoxically, so that he could know God as
Abba.
Is there a symbolism in that,
although Francis is called of Assisi,
he never lived in Assisi after his conversion? As if, like God, he emptied
himself of all that was his in order to
be for others.
So how did this actually happen to
him, what did it feel like? He faced up
to questions like that. I too need to ask
myself what my faith really is, not what
I’m told it is, but what is it? Where is
my heart?
I must start from where I am and
ask myself - hoping for an honest
answer - is there anyone or anything
- that patently is the focus of how I live
everyday? I’m not seeking for a right/
wrong answer, simply the honest one
- where am I here and now, and where
am I going, and how generously am I
committed to whatever it is? It is honesty that leads me to God; not being
able to say the right things.
So what happened to him? He
began to live in the real world; though
often called a dreamer, he had two
feet firmly on sister, mother earth.
The Bull of Canonisation refers to the
world of his time as growing colder,
remote from God... Yet he found God
right in the very thick of this, or rather,
he was aware that God had come and
found him right where he was. This is
truly holy ground; enough for the very

omy intact.
I initially asked some male acquaintances, why they thought only 12%
of the top jobs are currently held by
women? At risk of a female fatwa
being placed upon me, I reproduce
some of the answers:
Women don’t think the same way
as men, they’re not analytical enough
to generate top-dollar for their companies, they’re not able/qualified/experienced enough, they will play the
“girlie-card” if the going gets tough.
They may not “get on” with their
women colleagues, they generally
don’t want top jobs and could have
too many conflicting family demands
to allow them to operate successfully.
Hmmm! Let’s look at some of this
stuff in more detail.

I observed big
differences in gender
specific behaviour. If the
lads had a fracas, a few
bruises, or the loss of a
tooth or two could result,
on, or off the sports field.
But generally afterwards,
it would be back to
normal and business
as usual with little long
term effects.

I

’m indebted to a friend
for copying me the article {Nature (Vol 462/17.
Dec 2009)} describing
the innate differences
between men’s and women’s skills in science and mathematics. Obviously, this is
not directly connected with the
question we’re trying to answer, but
in terms of analytical ability, I’d like
to relate part of the article. This
suggests that men are more interested in analysing the variables in
a system to determine its rules,
whereas women are more interested in empathizing. It says there’s
strong evidence to suggest that
more men prefer systems-based
operations than women. To highlight this; it observes that women
discuss feelings, much more than
men do. I certainly agree with the
latter. I often think us “blokes”
are simple one-dimensional creatures compared with women and
not clever enough to deal in “the
interpersonal games”. However,
in terms of “systems – based processes” I can’t agree with the general view put forward.
Having worked with several women
scientists in University/Research
Establishments, in nearly all cases,
my experience is: they are very well
qualified, work at least as hard as
their male equivalents, are probably
24

On the other hand, if
the girls had a fallingout, it could be spiteful,
very vindictive and long
lasting
better at planning their investigations,
and are often rigorously methodical
in experimentation methods, good
at analysis and timely in publishing
papers. I do of course, accept that my
very narrow disciplined experience,
is far removed from the closed door,
cigar-filled, oak panelled CEO’s office
at appointment time. Nevertheless, I
cannot logically understand why suitable women candidates would be any
less able, less qualified or less experienced than their male competitors.

It’s improbable to me, that a woman,
who has worked her way up to a
position just below board level, does
not have all the attributes necessary
for further advancement. So, I really
can’t accept this as a valid argument.
Does our perception regarding
how women interact with other
women have a bearing on the question? Certainly, when I worked with
teenage girls and boys in a local
school (after retiring from industry),
I observed big differences in gender
specific behaviour. If the lads had a
fracas, a few bruises, or the loss of
a tooth or two could result, on, or off
the sports field. But generally afterwards, it would be back to normal
and business as usual with little long
term effects.
On the other hand, if the girls had
a falling-out, it could be spiteful,
very vindictive and long lasting –
quite a revelation to Old Grumpy,
who was educated at an all-boys
school, some thousand years
ago. But, would this possible
woman/woman effect have
any subliminal bearing in the
selection of a person for a top
job? Suppose a company contained many established women
Regional/Section Heads, would an
appointing officer consider it safer to
place a man in charge of them, rather
than a new woman director?
A similar potential dilemma concerns the sensitive question regarding whether women would readily
play the “girlie-card” if things didn’t
go their way? Prior to November
2009, I would have said this claim
was absolute nonsense. However, in
that month, against a background of
the MP’s expenses scandal and the
“trougherteering” that took place, Sir
Christopher Kelly produced a report,
suggesting that MPs living within an
hour’s journey of Westminster, be
banned from claiming a second home
allowance. Three women MPs wrote
to a newspaper claiming it was unfair
to expect women MPs to take public
transport after 10:45pm (occasionally
a late sitting), for an hour’s journey as
it could put them at risk, and discourage potential women candidates from
standing for Parliament in the future.

I find this reaction incredible, at
a time when there are Ministers for
Women, positive discrimination and
Gender Equality Bills, all trying to
ensure that women are treated in
exactly the same way as men in the
workplace. The feminist movement
also had its say. The sisterhood had
been let down; what about nurses
and other women who are forced to
do shift work, take a taxi etc....
Turning to the aspect of whether
many women actually want top jobs
and the potential conflict with family
life, I think there would be considerable strains on any woman holding
down a top job who also has a family
to consider. At the risk of expulsion
from the GLMC, I assert that in today’s
climate, it may be difficult enough for
any woman, who has to work, manage
a house and look after a family. Now
if that job is a 24/7, top director’s position – and if the woman has a family in
the background – paying quality attention to both could prove very difficult
indeed. Is it the case that many able
women recognise this and decide not
to venture up the corporate ladder?
Resulting in the 12% figure?
Is this the reality? For once Grumpy
refuses to answer. Instead I canvass
opinions from readers and would be
grateful to the ladies for not holding
back with their responses. One suggestion (and I didn’t see this coming)
was that! Simplistic responses, ‘it’s all
due to MALE prejudice’ will obviously
be ignored in these liberal, enlightened times.
In conclusion, I was asked this devastating question: “If I (me) was in the
position of selecting a man or woman
for a top job, and if they were both
roughly equal, who would I pick?” As
I retreat behind the relative safety of a
table, I answer, “obviously the man.”
Why? Because at lunch times, over a
glass of fizz and some Black Russian
Caviar on Ritz Crackers, we could discuss crucial issues; ‘Will there ever be
another Geoff Hurst for England, or
how’s Jonny Wilkinson’s latest injury
worry, or what are the chances of
England retaining the ashes?’ You
see, it’s all about being comfortable
with one’s peers and knowing what’s
actually important in life!
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Poems

by Ann Farmer

Upper Room
Three years and more
We knew Him,
Shared His talk,
Followed on His whim
And on His walk
From mountain to sea
shore.

Flame clanking hordes
In search of Godly prey
And rich rewards,
Afraid to seek by day
And hiding from the light.
Betrayal, with a kiss:
Judas stepped
From out the band;
And I his secret kept I saw his hand
Within the dish.

A man of peace
Despite our fighting talk
And longed-for glory;
While Devil stalked
And smiled upon His story Maundy Thursday
And waited to recall the
King of Kings
lease.
‘He called himself the
Son of God’ That Passover Feast
So went the taunts We, hungry, heard
‘Now just another
His loving speech
Galilean clod
And feasted on His every With up-market haunts’.
word
With one for each,
The crowd passed
From greatest to the least. With an angry sneer:
‘We see through you at
That night I saw his hand last
Within the dish;
And now, away from here
It closed over mine;
–’
Eyes glimmered with the They drew their garments
wish
round,
That spilled the sacred
Left him to seeming solitude
wine
While soldiers shook their
And men unmanned.
dice upon the ground
And cast their curses crude.
Straight into that dark night
He went
Above his thorn-crowned
And only I could see;
head
While we upon the table A battered sign proleant
claimed the news And asked, ‘Lord, is it me?’ In different languages it
And moths flew into light. read
‘King of the Jews’.
In old Jerusalem
Cold night fell;
And thus a soldier
Down emptied street
learned of how
Blew breath of Hell
He claimed to be some
And Devil dealt with
sort of king;
power’s seat
‘At least from there,’ he
To deliver Him to them.
said - and made a bow You see your realm as
Gethsemane,
clear as anything.
A quiet place
To pray and sleep,
‘That’s what you get for
Where dark conceals His telling lies –
face
For claiming to be king
And passion deep,
of all’;
And shields the enemy.
And Jesus closed His eyes;
Then torches bright
And far away He heard a

sparrow fall.
Lent

Easter Sunday Morning
We saw it first:
The empty tomb,
Robbed of its tenant,
So we thought, in
Sabbath gloom.
A rich man’s resting-place
So chanced the hardy
thief Rich pickings for a man
Of scant belief.
That night we lay awake;
We heard disciples’ talk
Of desecrated hope;
before the
Sun rose we would walk
With spices laden to
His burial place;
The last time we
Would ever see His face:
Our only recompense
For loving Him too much:
One last despairing
glance,
One trembling touch.
We hastened for we
Feared the change
That death would bring
To features wrought so
strange
Through suffering;
But worse than death’s
decay:
Our dear Lord’s absence:
they had
Taken Him away.
And yet - no sign of
disarray;
All neatly done;
No thief could liberate so
well
The treasure of His Son.
But we were women
And so easily deceived;
And what we said could
Scarcely be believed.
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LETTERS

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

From Peter Leahy of Woodford
Bridge
Dear Editor,
Regarding the
“anonymous” letter
published in
Issue
4,
2009, of the
IT, I must
admit to being
a little surprised
at the content and
especially the tone of the
letter, which I found to be rather personal and extremely unhelpful. As a
long time reader (and sometime
contributor) of the IT, I can well imagine some of the difficulties encountered in performing the editor’s
role.  And with all respect to your function as editor, which of course I
acknowledge, if it had been me, I
would not have published the letter
from “Anonymous” since I am guided
by an old saying - “If you can’t put
your name on the bottom, don’t write
the letter.”
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From Lesley Beerli; Chair of
Woodford Section and treasurer of
Brentwood Branch of the CWL
Dear Editor
I was very surprised and somewhat
annoyed to read the anonymous letter in the last issue criticizing your
editorials and perfectly legitimate
views. Perhaps the writer who is not
a member of the church would like to
take over the editorial of the magazine or attend our church. (S)He may
even take over the variety of projects
the parish undertakes to raise large
amounts of money for all manner of
good causes that In Touch does a
great job of reporting on. It is interesting that (s)he makes no reference to
these projects but (s)he must have
surely read about them. I do not
agree with the opinion of the writer
whatsoever but then I benefit from
having heard your views and opinions
first hand and from knowing you personally.
P.S There is, however, just a possibility
that my knowledge of you is somewhat lacking. I would not like it known
by your readers that your missal was
found in the ladies toilet after the
11:30 Mass one recent Sunday.
Perhaps you could give me an explanation in camera. I promise to keep
your confidence.
The editor chooses not to comment.
From Eileen Manz
Dear Editor,
I am a little embarrassed to say that
the letter from ‘Anonymous’ in the last
issue caused me a deal of amusement. I would put money on it being
written by a man as a woman would
not hide behind anonymity. (Perhaps

*The editor has obliged
From Rhonda Anderson
Dear Editor.
I was disappointed
to see your comments on Whipps
Cross Hospital in
the latest issue of
In Touch. I do not
think this is an
appropriate forum
to state your opinion in this way due
to the very large circulation inside and
outside the parish.
You have previously commented in
a similar way and I acted immediately,
putting you in touch with Val Lea, the
then lead of PPI at Whipps Cross.
From this I understand that you had a
face to face interview with her to
express your concerns.
As you know I am a long standing
member of the Patients’ Panel at
Whipps Cross, and I am one of their
strongest critics, but also one of their
staunchest supporters. Yes, I can
take both positions, because I believe

that when something is wrong it
should be properly pointed out to the
right people, and when something
works well, it should equally be
praised
Editor’s note
The editorial referred to in the letter
from Rhonda Anderson was not in
the latest issue 4 0f 2009, but in
issue 2 of 2009. It is gratifying to
know that the magazine is still being
read and commented upon six
months after first publication. The
essence of that short paragraph in
the editorial, referring to one of Fr
Walter’s sojourns in Whipps Cross,
can be summed up in the following
extract from it. ‘It is all too easy to forget just how much our priests and particularly our Franciscans give up to
serve the Lord by serving us.’
From Jonathan Mason St Pius X
Parish, Hockley, Essex
Dear Editor
I read with interest the article
‘Humbug’ on climate change in issue
4 2009. I can’t say I disagree with the
author but cannot understand how
he qualifies for the title ‘Grumpy Old
Man’. In my near eighty years experience I have learned that Grumpy Old
Men rarely have any sound facts to
base their opinions on; they are just
Grumpy Old Men. I congratulate Mr.
Leahy on his sound argument, pity he
seems to be under the female thumb
though.
From Gerry Curran
To the Editor,
In Touch is an excellent magazine
and a credit to those involved in its
publication. Would you consider
including a section on parish ‘Births,
Marriages & Deaths’? Yes, these are
already included in the weekly parish
newsletter, but there is more of a permanency about In Touch with its
extended reflections on the news of
the parish and parishioners.
From David & Margaret Howard,
former parishioners writing from
Horsham, Sussex.
Dear Editor
Although we left, Woodford Green 26
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years ago we are still in contact with in the lounge and the subject of an
many of the friends we made during important heavyweight boxing match
our ten year stay (1974 – 1984). was raised. It was to be televised live
Admittedly, some of them we do not later that night and I asked Fr. John if
see very frequently and news is he would find it rude if I watched it. He
exchanged by Christmas cards; oth- responded with a big smile saying
ers we see often, either down here in what a relief it was that I mentioned it
West Sussex or during a trip to the because he didn’t want to say how
Woodford Green area. We are kept in much he would love to see it. Although
the picture about activities in the par- we haven’t seen him for quite a long
ish and only a couple
time, we do maintain
of weeks ago, for
written contact.
Issue 4 has a very
example, we were
handed issues 2, 3, &
moving article about
4 2009 of “In Touch”.
Brian Howes “A Man
Some of the articles
for All Seasons”.
are of special releMy earliest recollection of “Mr Howes”
vance to us and we
wondered if the readates back about
sons why, may be of
55/56 years to when
interest to readers of
he was on playground
the magazine.
duty at St Thomas
Editions 2 & 3 conMore
School,
tain articles about an
Tottenham, where I
old friend, Bishop John David & Margaret Howard
was a pupil and he
Crowley. We first met
was our new English
Father John, not in this country, but in Language/Literature
teacher,
Nairobi, Kenya in 1974. We had been although he didn’t look much older
living there for a few years having than some of us pupils ! Then there
moved with my job after 5 years in was a gap of many years until we met
Zambia. This young priest came at Woodford. I was in the choir as was
together with a colleague to conduct a young lady called Kathy who I
a parish retreat in commemoration of quickly discovered was Brian’s wife.
the 75th anniversary of the founda- We knew about Brian’s poor health
tion of our church, St Austin’s Catholic and were very sad when we heard
Mission, Nairobi, and we well remem- last year about his death. Unfortunaber how successful it was.
tely, because I was abroad, I couldn’t
Towards the end of their trip Fr. attend his funeral to pay my respects
John happened to mention to me dur- to a very kind, talented and respected
ing a celebratory party that he had a man. I was talking to my sister-in-law,
friend, a nun, who was based in a Terry Griffin, about her memories of
remote mission station in Northern Brian and she happily recalled first
Kenya. He said he would love to see meeting him in1958 when she also
her but had no means of getting was at the school. Brian ran the
there. I said I could organise it; Library and Terry was a Librarian. In
although, because of work commit- later years she went to Digby Stuart
Teachers
Training
College,
ments, I couldn’t take him myself.
Margaret, my wife, could do it. He
was delighted with the offer but
thought it might be better to consult
Margaret first! Despite the daunting
prospect of a return trip of over 500 “Father”
John
miles in one day, through the African
Crowley
bush, much of it on dirt roads, Margaret right,
readily agreed. The adventure turned together
out to be a great success.
with the
On one occasion when he came to Bishop of
visit us in Horsham, we were talking Nairobi centre, in 1974
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From Ann Farmer.
Dear Editor,
I note that in Issue 4 you published a
letter from an anonymous critic who
claimed that the magazine is “inappropriately political” and prints only
views that agree with those of its
Editor.
From my own reading of the magazine there seems to be a variety of
views - the fact that the letter was
printed disproves ‘anonymous’s argument. However the line must be
drawn at material, such as that from
the BNP, designed to offend or to stir
up hatred; in the case of extremist
organisations it is right to exercise the
editor’s prerogative and impose a
ban. No doubt BNP supporters have
their own periodicals in which they
can offend each other to their hearts’

content. But this should not be confused with politics, which is part of
life, and thus of interest to religion.

that might ruffle the feathers of a few
of your male readers)
For a small fee I would not object to
being your minder when you take a
stroll down Woodford Broadway. I may
be able to identify Anonymous for you.
Don’t be disheartened about the
gibes at your photographs. I look forward to the variety. I suggest you
publish yet another but this time with
your trilby at an especially rakish
angle* in defiance of Anonymous.
On a more serious note; the saying
you used in a recent article, ‘All that’s
necessary for evil to thrive is for men
of goodwill to do nothing’ is sometimes questionable. Many men of
goodwill intervened to try and stop
Baghdad being bombed; they might
as well have done nothing.
My heart bled for the innocent
people of Iraq when I saw the destruction from bombing night after night. If
an older man had been in charge
who had witnessed, as I have done,
the London Blitz, I feel sure there
would have been less readiness to go
to war.
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we visit each other, or speak on the
telephone which is quite often. When
she came to visit us together with her
daughters, Theresa & Karen, a couple
of weeks ago, she brought the three
magazines mentioned earlier. Thank
you Mary for all you have done over
such a long time.
Finally, I would like to take this
opportunity to compliment you and
your team on the quality of “In Touch”.
We see quite a number of parish and
corporate magazines and yours is
one of the best!

Words,Words,Words

Going for a song
by Coleen Carlile

Adrian Whitehall

Roehampton, and guess who one of
her tutors was? Yes; Brian Howes!
Another reason for writing to you is
to ask if, through the auspices of “In
Touch”, you would publish an acknowledgement of our dear friend, Mary
Ryder who has been a parishioner for
many years. We first met Mary in
1974 on our return from Africa. Our

daughter, Jane, who was just 7 years
old at the time, used to travel on the
school coach to St. Antony’s. One day
she came home and announced she
had invited the coach lady to her
forthcoming birthday party because
she was so nice and so began an
enduring friendship.
I’m sure there must still be some
parishioners who remember that
amongst her other roles, Mary was,
for years, the very popular chef in the
Friary. She has always kept us
informed about parish matters when
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When I heard there
was a yoga holiday
in India in the offing,
which was going for
a song, I decided to
push the boat out and
make sure I wasn’t left
in the lurch. Maybe, some would think
the trip would be no great shakes, to
others a pie in the sky idea, but to my
thinking, it was the real McCoy. Now
I’m on a deadline to deliver this article
or I’ll be out of a plum job when I return
to good old Blighty!
‘Going for a song’ describes something which is much beneath its value,
but its origin is not a song, but a poem.
When Edmund Spencer presented
his long poem ‘The Faerie Queen’ to
Elizabeth 1 she was so enchanted
by it she ordered Lord Burleigh, the
Lord High Treasurer, to pay him £100.
Lord Burleigh was outraged, famously
declaring: “What! All this for a song?”
The phrase soon became common
parlance, its meaning being corrupted
to denote low value rather than high.
The origin of ‘in the offing’ (an
imminent happening) dates back
to the 17th century when ‘offing’
was nautical slang for ‘offshore’.
A ship approaching land was said
to be ‘in the offing’, Still in nautical vein, sailors often had big
celebrations before setting out on
long voyages and the expression
‘to push the boat out’ referred to
these expensive feasts.
To be ‘left in the lurch’ is to be at
a disadvantage, usually caused by
someone close. In the French dice
game, called ‘Lourche’ the losing
player incurs a ‘lourche’, a disadvantage against his opponent.
The phrase has passed into the
English language spelt as ‘lurch’.
When we say someone is ‘no
great shakes’ it usually means
In Touch 2010 Issue 1

they don’t amount to much. The word
‘shakes’ dates back to the 13th century, where the word ‘shakere’ meant
to boast or brag. Therefore, to be ‘of no
great shakes’ meant there was nothing to boast about.
A ‘pie in the sky’ idea is one that
sounds good but doesn’t come to fruition. It was first used during the Great
Depression in the early 20th century
and was a parody on the words of a
hymn often quoted by the aggrieved
trade unions.
‘You will eat, bye and bye,
In that glorious land above the sky
Work and pray, live on hay
You’ll get pie in the sky when you die.’
There is much dispute about the
origin of the phrase ‘the real McCoy’.
Since it means the genuine article, it
is ironic there are so many contenders for its title! There was Kid McCoy,
the famous American boxer who
was driven to distraction by a drunk
insisting McCoy wasn’t really who he
said he was. Eventually, McCoy was
so frustrated, he punched him and

knocked him out. As he came to,
the drunk’s first words were: “You’re
the real McCoy!” A second McCoy,
Bill, was an infamous smuggler of
hard liquor in the Prohibition period
and his name became synonymous
with genuine imported spirits, rather
than homemade grog. Staying with
the grog, a Scotsman named McKay
advertised his brand of whisky as ‘the
real McKay’. Yet another story tells
of a family feud between two Scots
families, the McKays, over who was
the senior clan. Eventually, the Reay
McKays won the title.
As my deadline approaches, I have
much sympathy for the prisoners of
war at Andersonville camp during the
American Civil War. Since there was
no fencing to hold them in, marksmen
were placed round the perimeter of
the camp and any prisoner crossing
the white line painted on the ground
was immediately shot dead. It is now
applied to newspaper reporters who
must have their articles in on time or
they are dead! Well, that’s what Leon
led me to believe!
Maybe I exaggerated about the
plum job, since it means one of the
best a person can have. In the 17th
century, ‘plum’ was slang for £1000.
At that time, £1000 was a seriously
large amount of money, and the average working man was aggrieved to
hear that some politicians were being
paid this annually for doing very little.
Their jobs came to be known as
‘plum jobs’.
As I am off to India in a few
hours, the last expression ‘Blighty’
is particularly apposite. An affectionate name for England, it developed during the British Empire
campaign in India and was taken
from the Hindi word ‘Bilayti’ meaning foreigner. English soldiers used
the word to refer to their homeland
and the word continued to be in
use during the First World War.
Speaking of India, did you know
that the words ‘pyjamas, bungalow and verandah’ are all words
culled from that land. While I’m
lounging on the verandah of my
yoga bungalow in my pyjamas, I’ll
see what other gems I can come
up with!
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Chronicle of Parish Events By PA Nache
The Parish AGM

a number of items were detailed for
attention: clearing and re-painting gutters and down-pipes, re-painting and
varnishing, along with various repairs.
The wet-damaged wall of St Francis’
Chapel has been attended to. It was
noted that repainting the interior of the
Church cannot be too far away.

Breaking with tradition the Parish AGM was held at 5 p.m on Sunday
29th November and not at 8 pm on a Thursday. The intention no
doubt was to encourage more people to attend. It was not idleness or
drowsiness after Sunday lunch that contributed to a very sparse turnout
indeed, but perhaps it was the worst day of wind, rain and cold that we
had seen all year. There have been colder days since but not ones that
have been so wet and windy.
The main attraction was Fr Austin’s Parish Report from which a
slightly abridged version is published below.

PRAYER AND WORSHIP
The problem persists as to what
is the right timing for Christmas
Masses in St. Thomas’. Over the
recent past we have had Masses
at 6 p.m, 8 p.m and midnight on
Christmas Eve. But this is still causing overcrowding at the 6 p.m. Mass.
A proposal for this year is to have
the first Mass at 5 p.m. followed
by Mass at 7 p.m, in the hope that
there will be a more even spread of
numbers between the two.
The Children’s Liturgy Group
remains committed to helping our
younger members of the Parish
better appreciate and take part in
our Sunday Mass; along with the
Catechists for Saturday School. We
are immensely grateful for the loyal
service of our Ministers, Ushers,
Readers and Sacristans [all 4 groups
we need to augment], to our loyal
altar servers, Church cleaners, and
all who help with altar linen. Sunday
Mass attendance averages between
1,350 and 1,400. There were 74
Baptisms, 92 First Communions,
73 Confirmations, 2 Receptions, 14
Weddings and 27 funerals during
the past year.
We are blessed with two excellent music supports. The parish
choir faithfully helps us celebrate
the 11.30 Mass on Sundays and on
other festive celebrations and our
popular Music Group remains faithful and so supportive of the 10 a.m.
Mass and other celebrations. Every
30

week-day evening there is Evening
Prayer with Exposition at 6 p.m. There
is public praying of the Rosary after
Mass on Wednesday mornings.
We owe a debt of thanks to the
Sisters in Chigwell for allowing us to
celebrate Mass there every day, to our
Holy Family Sisters for much help and
support with catechesis and ministering to the infirm, and also to our good
friends at St. James URC, Buckhurst
Hill, who welcome us to their Church
for Sunday Mass. We were privileged
to have a priesthood ordination this
year, when Bishop Thomas ordained
our brother Anthony [Jukes], a local
man from Chingford.

SCHOOLS
Our parish is well-served by St
Anthony’s, Trinity, Loyola and St
John’s. I want to thank the staff
and students for their presence and
example, and to congratulate all on
the continuing high standards set for
inspections and examination results.
For their leadership and inspiration,
our thanks to Miss Curtis, Dr. Doherty,
Mr. Nicholson and Miss Sheehy.
SOCIAL EVENTS
The Becket Centre is well patronised
by a variety of groups. It is used faithfully by our Tuesday Club, and the
Assisi Lunch providers.
The planners and organisers of the
Summer Fete excelled this year - in
the face of hard times they raised over
£5,000; this was matched for effort

and support by the Christmas Fayre.

OUTREACH
From Fair Trade refreshments after
Sunday Masses and financial support for CAFOD, £2,200 was raised.
Ray and his loyal supporters are faithful to the Wednesday p.m. SOUP
RUN and they wish to express their
thanks to all who contribute food and
clothing. TELCO members attended
numerous rallies and meetings. The
CWL continues with various activities,
most especially as reliable support
for Parish/Friary celebrations, and
the annual Jumble Sale.
Frank and Rosa Fitzpatrick continue to promote support for our own
Franciscan Missions [FMU]. Angela
Meyler continues her concern for the
bereaved. Our SVP meets regularly,
and in its unobtrusive way lends support spiritually and materially to anyone in need. Leon soldiers on as
Editor of In Touch as well as mentoring our RCIA (Journey of Faith group].
HOUSEKEEPING
This year we had the 5 yearly Survey
of the Friary and Church Property.
No major concerns were raised, but

At the Easter Vigil,
next Saturday evening
3rd April, June Allen
and Denise Munday
will be baptised. They
and Jane Marie will be
received into full communion with the Church.
Over recent weeks these
YOUTH:
three have undergone the scruScouts, Cubs, Guides, Brownies and tinies and been presented at the
Rainbows are going well, thanks to
the continuing support of our team
of Leaders. Youth Café is in need of
attention and support, though the
volunteers remain faithful. The Parish
Council has been discussing the
health of our provision for Youth support and are seeking help and advice
from the Diocesan Youth Ministry.
11:30 Mass. They will be familiar to
THANK-YOU:
those who regularly attend that Mass
to each and everyone. As a relative but for those others who will no doubt
new-comer I have found this parish attend the Vigil we show their phototo be warm, welcoming, enterprising graphs here so that they will be easily
and exceedingly friendly. Sadly, we recognised by all on their great day
had to say farewell to Sister Elizabeth that marks the culmination of years
as she left for renewed missionary of preparation.
work in Zimbabwe. Elizabeth was to
be found wherever there was need THE CHRISTMAS FAYRE
- most especially in Eucharistic minis- As usual this was a great success
try, visiting the sick and lending sup- and a credit to the efforts of Dolly
port to our catechetical programmes. Anderson and her team of helpers.
We already miss her! I owe thanks Two new stalls this year attracted
also to my confreres in the friary much attention; the New Craft Stall
community, Brian and Michael espe- and the Hot Dog stall. Whether hot
cially, for unstinting support, to the
members of the Parish Council [past Lively discussion during the
and present], and to our Finance interval at lenten talks
Committee. But where would we be
without our wonderful team in the
Parish Office - Barbara, Sue, Kate,
Lucy, Anne, Rita..? [Who make me
look like I know what I’m doing!].

dogs took business
away from the refreshments or not has not
been recorded but
the variety was certainly appreciated.
The net profit from
the event was £4,300,
an astounding figure in
the midst of the worst recession in 70 years.
Steve Mann, [don’t tell the kids],
was such a popular Santa that he
has since been hired out for other
events along with the brand new
Santa kit purchased by the Christmas
Fayre team. He was led into the main
hall by a bevy of children dressed
as elves and then on to a spectacular grotto, designed and erected by
Michelle Say and her helpers.
The stall that took the most money
was, as usual, the toy stall where
Sharon Cameron cracked the whip
over half a dozen helpers. But perhaps the biggest surprise was the
Brownies’ sweet Tombola that took
a staggering £570:00.

LENTEN TALKS
At the time of going to press we have
had two of the invigorating talks
on ‘Why go to Mass?’ from Father
Austin. Around 70 people attended
each evening and look forward to
the next five sessions.

NEW ADULT PARISHIONERS
FROM THE JOURNEY OF FAITH
On Sunday 21st of February three of
our faithful travellers on the Journey
of Faith were presented to Bishop
Thomas at the Rite of Election in the
Cathedral along with over 300 others
from around the Diocese.
In Touch 2010 Issue 1
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