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A child is born in Nailsworth 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Rebecca Stapleford, formerly of Walthamstow 
Meeting and now warden at Nailsworth Quaker 
Meeting, has had a baby. Luca was born on 27th 
August at Stroud Maternity hospital at 11.50am. 
He arrived earlier than expected and weighed 8lbs 
11oz. Luca is Rebecca’s third son. He is younger 
brother to Jacob and Caleb. Luca comes from the 
name Lucien of French origin meaning bringer of 
light. Rebecca says so far he has been a calming 
influence in the house. 
(See feature by Rebecca inside) 
 

 
A special event by Margarete Briggs 
 
Friends and Attenders at Leigh-on-Sea Meeting recently hosted a very special event.  
On Saturday, 9th August 2014 the marriage between Lynda Kathleen Kingston and James 
Roland Grigg was solemnized at their Meeting House. 
This was a special occasion for me, also, since it was my first wedding as your Registering 
Officer, a role I took up this January.  
 

The ceremony was held in the manner of Friends. A wedding is always a joyous as well as a 
most serious occasion. About fifty friends, Quakers and non-Quakers gathered to witness the 
ceremony.  
 

I have since been told that all the guests enjoyed the ceremony, in particular they appreciated 
the mixture of Ministry and silence. There was music played on the violin and flute by the 
groom’s daughters and by the groom himself. The bride’s son spoke warmly of his mother 
and of his happiness for her, and the groom’s daughter read a poem she had written for her 
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father. The poem described very movingly the feelings we have when we first realize we 
have fallen in love. 
At the end of the ceremony all present were invited to sign the Quaker Marriage Certificate. 
After the formal part, guests were treated to one of Leigh’s special teas with delicious cakes, 
savouries and fruit. 
 

Later on, back at the couple’s home the groom was given a very special present. His friend 
and best man had taken Jim’s interest in ancestry a little further and discovered that one of his 
forbearers was a Quaker and was married in the manner of Quakers in Somerset in 1769. 
What a surprise to find that one of your ancestors was an early Quaker. Life never ceases to 
surprise. 
If you’d like a copy of the groom’s daughter’s poem email: mbcamino.06@gmail.com 
 
John Birks’ new home by Beryl Bell 
 

 

 
 
 
John Birks  
(new home, left) 

 
John, a lifelong member of Walthamstow Meeting, has finally managed to complete his 
removal from the house where he has lived all his life but which had become a burden. He 
moved in April to a flat in a residential home for the elderly in Bradford on Avon in Wiltshire 
and is near relations.  
His home is a converted woollen mill on the river in the centre of the town and easy walking 
distance to shops, cafes, bus stop and the Meeting House. He is enjoying his new 
surroundings and way of life very much and is already an expert on the historic buildings, 
including churches, in the area. 
Walthamstow Friends miss his company, interest and consistent support, but are very happy 
he has found such a good place to live, and wish him every happiness in his new home. 
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John Fyson 1925- 2014 by Owen Facey 
 
John taught Mathematics at Davenant School, Loughton, and lived in Chingford for many 
years. When he began attending Walthamstow Meeting, the Meeting House was in Greenleaf 
Road but in the 1990s the need to move to other premises was becoming more and more 
apparent. 
It was agreed that the Meeting should move to its present premises in Jewel Road and John, 
by acting as Treasurer for the move was deeply involved in the successful relocation. Later he 
became Treasurer for the Meeting. After this he was appointed to the Premises Committee 
and provided much useful help and advice. 
John was probably best known for his modesty and compassion. He would often speak at 
Meeting and liked to greet people at the door. In his last years, both his hearing and eyesight 
began to fail and towards the end he could barely hear or see but these problems did not 
affect his general manner or views. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
How I came to be a warden by Rebecca Stapleford 
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There are times in your life where the path you find yourself on seems to unfold effortlessly, 
almost mystically before you; when timing or a sequence of events falls into place with little 
effort or consideration. The story of my becoming a warden warden describes such a time.  
My Quaker journey started when I was young. My family attended Meeting for Worship at 
Providence Friends Meeting House in Media, Pennsylvania: a very active, liberal meeting. 
My memories of this Meeting were of an old stone building, hard wooden benches and 
earnest silence broken by coughing. I remember the adults engaging with me as I had never 
been engaged with before, listening with true compassion and interest, even challenging my 
youthful ideals. I found myself surrounded by a community of people who seemed to 
communicate on a much deeper spiritual level and though their ideas may have, at times, 
differed everyone was respected, especially the young Friends.  
My return to Meeting was not until I was 25 where, seated on the upper deck of a London bus 
travelling from Highams Park to Walthamstow Station with my then two-year-old son, I 
noticed out the window a red brick building with a sign mounted on the wall (Walthamstow 
Quaker Meeting House). There had been other references to Quakers during this period in my 
life and I felt it was a gentle nudge for me to start attending again.  
I made a phone call enquiring about the children’s meeting and started attending regularly 
with my son. I became very active in supporting the children’s meeting and other aspects of 
keeping the Meeting House running. The pace of decision making or discernment baffled me 
at first when compared to my work environment (where speed and efficiency seemed to be 
celebrated), but I eventually came to appreciate this unique process of deep listening for a 
leading greater than the self and, as a result, found corporate decision making problematic 
and often unethical.  
I spent 7 years with Walthamstow Meeting. During my last two years spent in Walthamstow I 
had my second son, a home birth and after a year of maternity leave, with my partner 
working long weeks, the wear and tear of city life was leaving us feeling strained. A desire to 
be closer to family and fresh air attracted us to move to the Stroud area in Gloucestershire 
and we started our search. We looked at both rental properties and buying, but our searches 
came up very thin. So we contacted friends in the area and that is when I decided to send an 
email to Gloucestershire Area Meeting Friends asking if anyone had accommodation, even if 
it was temporary. To our surprise a reply came back swiftly saying that Nailsworth Meeting 
was in fact looking to hire a resident warden, the job included accommodation in a cottage 
next to the Meeting House with 3 bedrooms. I remember reading the reply and just laughing 
as, not so long before, my husband and I had looked into resident warden roles and were 
considering it as positive move for our family. With only two days to send in an application I 
managed to send it through, with the immense support of Walthamstow Friends.  
We travelled up for the interview and found ourselves in a hidden close of three properties 
dating back to the 17th century, a home and meeting place for some of our founding members 
of the Quaker movement. The history-steeped stone walls and profound silence of the space 
was moving and overwhelming. The community that greeted us was warm and inviting and I 
instantly felt at home. I was one of four being considered for the post including another 
young family from Bristol and I can recall wishing that they could get the job as well.  
It was not until after the interview that I realised I would be greatly disappointed if I did not 
get the job and, after visiting the school that I was convinced was ideal for my eldest son, I 
returned to the car. My partner was sitting there with a smile on his face, holding my phone 
with a message for me to return a call to the convener of the Premises Committee. As soon as 
I got off the phone, I found myself uncontrollably sobbing with joy: I had got the job.  
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Life as a warden is a unique experience where your spiritual, family and work life intersect. It 
can be challenging at times, but most of the time is very rewarding. I find myself truly nestled 
in the community of Quakers, as well as Nailsworth, and the rewards are humanity in its awe-
inspiring simplicity and beauty. “Be aware of the spirit of God at work in the ordinary 
activities and experience of your daily life… There is inspiration to be found all around us…” 
(A&Q no.7) 
 
 
 
A death in the family by Antony Rawlinson 
 
As many reading this will know, my wife Kwang Mi died of cancer in March 2012, leaving 
me as sole carer for two young children, aged 9 and 11 at the time. She was diagnosed in 
January 2011, after about a year of tiredness and bad temper when we didn’t know what was 
wrong with her. She was a person with more qualities than she knew, too modest and 
unselfish, who could have made so much more of her own life and found more rewards than 
she did. 

The last weeks of her life, after her final treatment had failed to halt the disease, were a daze 
of confusion and denial for me. The time of her illness was so draining that when it was over, 
and the three of us came out the other side, the feeling for me was one of relief. In a sense, 
our grieving had already happened, with all the time we had to think about the situation we 
would face. This is where being a Quaker has helped me immensely – not only does the 
Quaker philosophy focus on remembrance rather than grieving, but the Meeting stepped in 
and handled the practicalities and expense of the funeral, at a time when we were emotionally 
most helpless. 

Oddly, one of the difficult things about bereavement for me was responding to the 
condolences offered by others. When people say, “I’m sorry for your loss”, I find myself 
thinking “my wife lost everything she could have been in the future; my children lost their 
mother. I was the lucky one of the four of us; nothing I lost can be compared with that. Don’t 
call it ‘my loss’.” Meeting people in the months afterwards, there was often the feeling that 
they were searching for things to say. I sometimes tried to respond, almost in a formulaic 
way: “thank you for saying that. People have already said everything that needs to be said.” 

Another frequent response is admiration that I have coped with the situation and looked after 
the two children as well as I have. I actually feel very appreciated and supported when people 
tell me this – but at the same time slightly surprised. I look on myself as the children’s mum 
as well as their dad, and of course I am still learning how to be a “mum”. I told them at the 
time, “the world doesn’t stop when somebody dies.” 

Everybody’s experience of bereavement is different. My own mother died in a road accident 
when I was 13; my two children were even younger when they lost their mother than I was. 
The experience left me perhaps hardened against grief, and combined with having to pick up 
the reins in the family (actually a process already started), I dealt with my situation just by 
doing what I had to do. Weeks after it happened, I read a book by Michael Rosen, who 
dedicated it to his son who died. In it, he makes a series of appeals to the people around him, 
which have stayed with me: 
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Do not tell me I grieve too much – and I will not tell you, you grieve too much; 

Do not tell me I grieve too little – and I will not tell you, you grieve too little; 

Do not tell me I grieve in the wrong way – and I will not tell you, you grieve in the 
wrong way. 

This is not to say that I have felt judgment from others – rather, it helps me to keep from 
judging myself. I haven’t been able to show grief with others; I wept in the hospice, 
uncontrollably for some minutes, in the last half-hour before Kwang Mi died – but nobody 
saw me. There is the worry that I might not be showing the proper level of grief to the outside 
world, and that focussing on practicalities might not be what’s expected of me, first of all. 

The one area where I have felt judged is in trying to find happiness with another woman, and 
I have to say I found my thoughts turning that way within a few months of becoming a single 
parent. It seems that the idea is shocking to some in a recent widower, but it must be 
understood that I will have the same physical and emotional needs as other men. It is cruel to 
expect someone in my position to give up on experiencing intimacy again, and the last thing I 
want to hear is a suggestion about the right amount of time that needs to pass. 

But for the most part, the people around are more concerned with whether they are 
responding to me the right way, so perhaps I am worrying unnecessarily. On that, all I can 
say is that we only want to be treated gently in our loss, but otherwise with acceptance and as 
normally as possible. Kwang Mi’s future disappeared with her illness, but the three of us 
have a future and I believe that she would want us to make the most of it. 

 

 
The Big top: Britain Yearly Meeting Gathering at Bath 
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The Journey to Britain Yearly Meeting Gathering by Conor Dash 
 
This summer, my family and I cycled from Richmond station to Bath University for Yearly 
Meeting gathering. It was 254 miles round trip. On the way I was the only one in our family 
who climbed the 12% incline up to the University. 
The young people’s programme at the gathering was fun! My favourite activity was ‘Make a 
Quaker’. This involved making a box which could turn somebody into a Quaker if they were 
put inside. Some of the boxes had features such as: disabled parking outside; a passcode to 
get in which was ‘Experience’; a lever which made the legs, body and head of the Quaker 
(just like any other normal human being!); and a lever to produce plenty of biscuits. 
We enjoyed meeting young Quakers we have met before and new people from around the 
country. We enjoyed Epilogue outside in the dark. 
On the way home we stayed in a shepherd’s hut on wheels for two days, which was a great 
relief from being with 2000 other Quakers. We swam in the river and made our own swing 
from a stick and some string, which would throw us into the freezing cold water of the river. 
After that, a bit of rain on the cycle ride home was like water off a duck’s back! 
 
 
What it means to be a Quaker today: Bath Yearly Meeting Gathering by 
Jane Evans 
 
For many of us being a Quaker means our Local Meeting, close to home, among familiar 
people, occasionally attending Area Meeting when it comes round to our meeting house; so 
why travel 150 miles to camp in a field, or stay in student halls for a week in Bath? 
August 2nd to 9th 2014 was the week of the three-yearly Britain Yearly Meeting Gathering 
(YMG); held this year on the campus of the University of Bath. Of course, most years, it is 
easy to pop on the tube and go to the Yearly Meeting held at Friends House in Euston, so 
why use up a week’s leave for this? 
A sense of wholeness 
On Sunday morning sitting in worship with a handful of familiar Friends it is easy to forget 
the nearly 23,000 other Quakers in Britain, and many more around the world. Around 2000 of 
them turned up to YMG 2014—the biggest attendance ever. This was our chance to feel part 
of the whole. Yes, to greet loving Friends from around our own Area Meeting, but also to 
meet new people who came from everywhere, from the Orkneys to the Channel Islands – as 
well as from around the world, wherever Quakers worship. 
A wealth of activities 
Added to this overwhelming sense of belonging was an extensive range of events and 
activities. We attended talks and journeys on every possible aspect of the testimonies from 
sustainability to mental health. There were inspiring and timely accounts of the Ecumenical 
Accompaniment Programme in Palestine and Israel (EAPPI). Sometimes we just chatted in 
the sunshine and watched knitters add to a seven mile pink scarf for peace. 
The Quaker Business Method – ‘like a ballet’ 
This is how Rose from Harlow meeting, herself a former Area Meeting Clerk, described the 
YM Clerks as they discerned the unity in business meetings of up to 2000 people held each 
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day in a Big Top. Deeply felt concerns and worship led to the powerful statement on Israel 
Palestine.  
Open to Transformation 
“We’re a do-it-together religion”, “Stop worrying about numbers” and “What does it take to 
run our meeting next week?” Just three challenges from Ben Pink Dandelion in his 
motivating Swarthmore Lecture (see the article below). How can our meetings respond to his 
thought provoking talk and transform what it means to be a Quaker today?  
 
 
 
Peace 2014 Responses to the white feather diaries 
By Maggie Freake 
 
At BYM, I went to a WWI group talking about the white feather diaries – conscientious 
objectors' diaries from 100 years ago. After listening to a diary entry, we were asked to write 
our own version of the Quaker Peace Testimony in modern form – as a tweet! I have never 
written a tweet in my life. I was told it is 140 characters including the spaces between words. 
You might like to try. Here are some of my efforts (some theist, some not): 
 
-If I recognise God in each person's heart, how then could I wish them harm? 
-If I truly imagine myself standing in another's moccasins, how then could I kill or harm them 
without killing part of myself? 
-Listen to the promptings of love and truth in our own hearts: we will uphold life and not 
destroy it. 
 
And a longer version 
 -We grow the seeds of war in our hearts by responding to hatred violence and bitterness in 
kind. We grow the seeds of peace by responding with love, kindness and forgiveness. Do we 
choose war or peace? 
 
A statement on the Israeli-Palestine conflict 
This statement was made by Quakers in Britain at the Yearly Meeting in Bath on 8th August 
2014. The statement said: “At this time of sombre anniversaries, we observe the centenary of 
the outbreak of World War One and the anniversaries of nuclear bombs dropped on the people 
of Hiroshima and Nagasaki we find our Quaker testimonies to peace and equality again 
compel us to speak out” 
 
The statement, which urged for the recognition of the state of Palestine, continues: “The 
hostilities in Gaza are the latest eruption of the deep and long-running conflict between 
Israelis and Palestinians. Root causes of this conflict, including the structural violence of 
occupation, must be addressed. Such violence damages all the people of the region. The 
present time, with faltering ceasefires and talks, is a time of both crisis and opportunity.” 
 
A pink scarf protest 
A creative protest, one of many, happened on 9th August, Nagasaki Day and the last day of 
BYM. Quakers joined in the pink scarf protest that day, the Wool not Weapons Action. 
Thousands of women, and some men, had knitted one metre long sections (about 11,000 of 
them) to make up the seven mile long scarf (60cm wide). Pieces kept arriving by post at the 
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CND office, from as far away as China and Africa: exciting deliveries! On the day, Melvyn 
and I drove along the seven mile route. By 12.30pm the pink scarf was hung along the 
branches at the side of the road connecting Aldermaston to Burghfield, where research and 
development of Trident continues. All shades of pink, mixed with other colours; stripes and 
spots and patterns, the scarf glowed at us. We had a 13 metre length of scarf with us collected 
from Quakers at BYM, including the piece I had rather painstakingly knitted. We pinned this 
on at the end. At 1.00pm we stood for an hour lining the road, singing and ringing bells and 
receiving supportive hoots from passing drivers. 
 
The next day at meeting, we arranged the 13 metres of pink scarf around the round table 
which stood in the centre of our Wanstead meeting for worship. One end was draped to make 
a tail, thus forming a large pink Q. As I sat there in the silence, it struck me how the pink 
scarf was a polar opposite to the development of Trident. Worked stitch by stitch, a message 
of hope and love and care. A connection between people. After the protest, the plan was to 
separate it into small blankets, or sew four together to make a bigger blanket. The idea was to 
send them where they were most needed. I imagined 13 separate little blankets, each one with 
a baby sitting laughing on it, or as an older person's knee warmer or shawl, or on the side of a 
cold, damp mountain in some disaster area. 
 
The pink scarf not only attracted notice on the day of action, but also as it was being knitted. I 
am a slow knitter – so had to take it to meetings in order to finish it in time. Many people 
asked me what I was knitting and some became enthused when I told them. At least four 
other women told me they would join in. One woman I met on the tube seemed to feel it had 
brightened her whole day to know that a community venture like this was happening. She too 
was warmed by my bit of pink blanket, part of the whole. 
 

Swarthmore Lecture 2014: "Open for Transformation" by Ben Pink 
Dandelion. Review by Gemma Tighe  
 
"Open for Transformation" was the Swarthmore lecture given by Ben Pink Dandelion during 
Yearly Meeting Gathering in Bath this year. Ben has been a tutor at Woodbrooke Quaker 
Study centre for over two decades and is a member of Sawley Meeting, part of Pendle Hill 
Area Meeting. I attended the lecture and found it inspiring and deeply moving. The published 
book is a slightly more detailed and more structured account of the lecture.  
Ben sets out what he considers to be the problems and challenges facing modern British 
Quakerism. He points out that Quakerism has been reinvented in "fresh and modern ways" 
over the last 150 years, and is now very different to Quakerism in the 17th century. Ben states 
that modern Quakerism is more individualised and diffused than 17th century Quakerism and 
sometimes Quakers show signs of losing passion and energy for their faith.  
A member of a Quaker internet forum recently stirred up controversy by stating that 
Quakerism was like a slug - "slippery and difficult to get hold of". Although it's an 
unfortunate analogy, as slugs as slimy, yucky, very physically unattractive and can wreak 
havoc in gardens, I thought it was appropriate. Ben's lecture complained of a similar lack of 
clarity in modern Quaker thought, for example, seeing the nature of testimony as a set of 
optional values rather than "the life we have no choice but to lead." 
The book is divided into three chapters. Chapter One looks at the nature of the original 17th 
century Quaker community, rooted in spiritual experience. Chapter Two charts the changes in 
context of how we belong and believe as Quakers, particularly in the past 150 years, when 
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changes to our dress, our speech, and our rules, have happened. The final chapter suggest 
ways of strengthening modern Quaker religious identity and celebrating the joy of faith. At 
the end of the book, there are ideas for activities enabling meetings to reflect on and engage 
with the ideas brought up in the lecture.  
As a recent applicant for membership (I may have been accepted into membership by the 
time this article is published in the newsletter!), I found Chapter Two, which outlines some of 
the challenges facing modern Quakerism, particularly interesting and thought provoking. For 
example, he discusses the lack of clarity about what membership really means, and what 
members are actually signing up to. I have been an attender for 18 years because I didn't 
really see what differences there were between being a member and being an attender, and 
what difference it would make to me, as an individual, and to my meeting. Ben talks about a 
similar lack of clarity with regard to nominations, testimonies and the use of Quaker Faith 
and practice.  
I would recommend this book to all, as a thoughtful, reflective book on where Quakers are 
today and how, and in what way, we need to transform modern Quakerism.  
 
I’m dreaming of a flush toilet… by Jane Evans 
 
1I’m dreaming of a flush toilet, 
Just like the one we have at home, 
With a silver chain and a proper drain 
And somewhere for it all to go 
 

As you might guess, I’ve had lots of fun helping out with Guide Camp over the years and 
pretty basic it was too. However, even that sturdy background did not prepare me for the 
camping experience at the YMG in Bath this year. 
When I booked in February, I pondered the options – a student room in halls of residence, 
catered or uncatered, or camping and then I ticked camping. It was a big saving and I fondly 
remembered, not just the Guides, but also many sunny weeks with Chris and the kids at 
campsites around the UK and France. 
As the week of the YMG came along I started to get the hint that all my previous camping 
had been at the luxury end. When we arrived we found that the ‘campsite’ was a farmer’s 
field complete with last week’s cow pats, five chemical toilets between 100 campers, and a 
cold tap in the far corner. No showers and no washing up facilities. 
So what did we do? I hope if you met me, and even hugged me, at the YMG, you didn’t 
notice any smell. We were saved by the fantastic University of Bath Sports Centre where for 
50p you could share a shower with medal-winning athletes. You could also buy a 
nutritionally balanced cooked meal and swiftly charge various gadgets, so keeping constantly 
in email contact with Friends who stayed at home. Our tent kept us dry, we made good coffee 
on the stove and joined with the camp site’s early morning meeting for worship, candle lit 
epilogue and socialising. Our next-door camper was inspirational company and Robert Keble 
from Leeds Meeting kept us all quietly organised without pressure. And I managed to miss 
the cowpats on my small hours trips to the loo.  
Next YMG you’ll find me in Halls. And promoting Toilet Twinning in the developing world. 
 
1To the tune of I’m Dreaming of a White Christmas 
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Summer school 2014 by Charlie Dash 
 
This summer 67 young Quakers aged 11-14. met at Saffron Walden School for Friends, for a 
week. Young people from our area meeting include: Bianca and Dominic Rawlinson, Maya 
Kirtley, Alex Chitseko, Javan Thornton and Charlie and Conor Dash. The theme was equality 
and inequality.  
The most moving session was led by Contey who told us about his experiences as an asylum 
seeker coming to Britain. He had tears in his eyes as he told us about the death of members of 
his family. After his talk we all took part in a simulation, which we all took very seriously 
because of the real life story we had just heard. We were divided into groups. I was a 57 year 
old grandma who had to be in charge of five young children aged 2-14 because my sister had 
been killed. The children’s father was with them but I felt terribly responsible for looking 
after them all through what was happening.  
We were all squashed into a tiny room where we had to wait while people (the volunteers 
from the adult team at Summer School) came in and shouted at us in all different languages. 
They stuck post-it-notes on us but we didn’t know what they meant. We had to fill in forms 
with all our names and details but the sheet was not in English. They gave us no time to do it; 
they took the form away and then gave it back for us to try again but with no pen to write 
with. They took the form away again but ripped the top part off the sheet. I knew that was the 
most important part, but I could do nothing about it. Then we were blindfolded and lead 
upstairs along corridors with the sound of bombs crashing and gunfire around us, we were 
separated from each other which was terrifying. Also and we had to duck under mattresses 
and bounce on beds- we did not know why, we didn’t know what was going to happen next. 
This was the most powerful session and I gave it 10 out of 10 on my evaluation form! 
 
 
 
 
  
Summer School Saffron Walden – August 2014 by Javan Thornton 
 
The theme for Saffron Walden Summer School 2014 was inequality. Our sessions varied 
through learning about structures and attitudes that create economic, gender and racial, 
inequalities and disability discrimination. We learnt about how many people, including 
ourselves, are affected by economic inequality, for example; compared to what our families 
earn, others have a lot more and even more people have a lot less.  
Sessions like "refugee simulator" were also a great way for us to learn about life as an asylum 
seeker. First we had to navigate our family groups (who were blindfolded) through an 
obstacle course whilst sounds of gunfire and explosions were played through a speaker. The 
staff acted as border control, interrogating officers and security. In the end I lost my whole 
family group and my identification papers. At the time I found it quite frightening because 
people in the Middle East are fleeing IS and I don’t know how you respond as a pacifist when 
Christians and Yezidis are facing genocide. 
I would like to learn more about different economic and political ideas, for example; 
communism and capitalism and more on Gandhi's ideas on non-violence. 
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Report from LEIGH-ON-SEA Local Meeting August 2013 to July 2014 
by Audrey Regan 
 

Our new twelve month period began with a talk by peace-worker, Owen Everett. Owen was 
sponsored by QPSW to work for a year with War Resisters. As requested by Owen, we 
obtained from the Ministry of Defence a list of the Essex Schools that had been visited by the 
military and four people were keen to write to their MP’s.  
The following month Angela Greenwood organised a film by the Dalai Lama with discussion 
afterwards.  
October brought a visit from a U3A Visiting Churches Group and our Harvest Festival, a 
delightful evening of good company, good eating and good music. £140 was raised for HARP 
to help the homeless. 
November found us plunged into preparation of the AM Newsletter, it being our turn. When I 
say ‘we’ this work rested on the shoulders of Gill and David Jeffery and Brenda Phillips 
though we all rallied to submit articles.  
December we put up the picture of the loo in Sierra Leone that is twinned with ours. And had 
our Christmas Carol Concert with old favourites and new blood delighting us with verse and 
music. 
Three Friends shared their spiritual journeys. Following a visit by Kate Green, our Clerk 
initiated an attempt to have Friends write briefly of their vision of the future of the Society of 
Friends. A more directed list of items for consideration was introduced in Meeting for 
Worship by David Manclark raising discussion. Further work is needed. 
The task of Spring cleaning was undertaken in April. The old stalwarts advance in years but 
we are blessed with a number of attenders who are being very helpful. This growing 
commitment was much in evidence at our Garden Party. The sun shone, people came and sat 
in the garden eating their cream teas, visiting the stalls and listening to music by Simply 
Strings, then by the Yardarm Folk Orchestra. We raised just over £300 for our Meeting 
Houses and Appeals fund and once again pulled together to make the day such a happy one. 
However, we are planning for early September a day out when nobody has to put chairs and 
tables out, nobody has to cook and serve teas and wash up, and nobody has to put everything 
away and set up the room for Meeting the following day. We can’t wait. 
In the pipeline are the wedding of Lynda Kingston and Jim Grigg in the Meeting House, 
exhibitions about Quakers and WW1 and African Peacemakers and a concert of period music 
by Sally Lucas. 
A new Attender, describing himself as a cradle Catholic, came to his first Meeting for 
Worship on a day with the sun coming through the windows and a calm, thoughtful 
atmosphere pervading the silence. He loved it and so too do all of us each in our different 
ways. 
News from Harlow Meeting in the year September 2013-14. 
Taken from a report by Liz Ingham 
 

The main change at Harlow has been the retirement of the wardens, Shanthini and Dave and 
their family who have been so important in the life of the Meeting over the past few years. A 
farewell party was held. It was both joyful and moving. 
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They have welcomed a new warden, Jill, who is working hard. She had a new baby, called 
Francis, in May.  
They also report that much energy has been spent caring for their Meeting House. They have 
cleaned, painted and done gardening. They have needed to do more opening and locking up 
than before and had more contact with hirers. 
Premises Committee have renegotiated the licence with the play school. This has resulted in 
reduction of space taken and the Meeting now has use of the small room which has not been 
available to them for a long time. 
Young people have been to JYM and senior conference. Some members were at Yearly 
Meeting at Bath and they were active as usual at High Leigh conference both with the 
organising and in attendance. 
Two Harlow members spoke to around 30 U3A Members about Quakers. 
A threshing Meeting with two facilitators from Quaker Life helped us to share our thoughts 
about the future of the Meeting in Harlow. This is seen as the start of an ongoing process. At 
the same time the Meeting has held all the normal study groups including the Light Group 
and Healing and prayer groups.  
It is with sadness that we saw the illness and suffering of our Friend Kathy. She was 
housebound for many months and appreciated the frequent visits she had from members of 
the Meeting. Kathy found being alone very frightening. She died on the 3rd Sept in St 
Margaret’s hospital with members of her family by her side. She had been a member of the 
meeting for many years. Although she rarely ministered vocally she was a strong and steady 
presence in meeting. She loved to bring wonderful mixtures of flowers from her garden to our 
Meetings for Worship and took pride in supplying us with flowers long after she was able to 
come to Meeting for Worship herself.  

 
Report to Area Meeting on QAAD Conference – Hurt and Healing by Rose 
Chitseko 
 

This was my first visit to Woodbrooke, but I had been told beforehand how pleasant it is. On 
arrival I had time to wander around the gardens which were refreshingly cool and peaceful. I 
thought that if I did nothing else that weekend I would leave feeling better from this 
experience alone.  
As we gathered for the first session we exchanged glances, looking for familiar faces, 
wondering about each other’s experiences of addiction; who had direct experience of 
dependence on a substance, who were the family members and who the workers in the field? 
What had brought each of us to a conference with the slightly intimidating title of ‘Hurt and 
Healing’? 
The first speaker, Dr Tim James, went straight to the heart of the matter as he discussed how 
our own pain often stops us engaging with the pain of others. Our hurt and anxiety can act as 
a barrier, preventing real understanding and effective communication between ourselves and 
others. He talked about the importance of accepting where we are, ‘finding our own 
wellsprings of peace and contentment’, waiting, not being too anxious to do. As a mother 
who has sometimes been desperately frustrated at the slowness of professionals to act I found 
this quite challenging, but I had gone to Woodbrooke determined to be open and receptive to 
new ideas. I felt that these were important insights on which I needed to spend some time 
reflecting. 
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Once we were ‘given permission’ to speak to our neighbours it was amazing how quickly the 
barriers came down. Within minutes we were talking about very difficult experiences and 
feeling heard and accepted in a way that can perhaps only happen among people who have 
travelled the same path. My impression was of an enormous depth of compassion for one 
another which only intensified through the weekend as we began to know the stories of a 
wider circle of people. 
On the Saturday morning we had three speakers from organisations which at first glance did 
not have much in common, AA, SMART Recovery and The London Buddhist Centre. What 
came out very clearly was the extent to which they all complemented each other and were 
fundamentally similar, emphasising the need to be with our difficult feelings of anger, 
sadness or despair, embrace the fact that sometimes ‘I don’t know’ and let go or ‘hand over to 
something indefinable’, or ‘the God of my understanding’ as AA members put it.  
In the afternoon we had a shared AA/Al-Anon meeting for people with addictions and those 
who care for them. I sometimes feel there is a sense that AA is for people who have made 
mistakes and messed up their lives while Al-Anon is for their long-suffering wives and 
families. This meeting somehow overcame that, the stories of those in the room powerfully 
demonstrating how we were all in it together, all hurt, all struggling to find a way out, all in 
need of healing. Again, the overwhelming emotion was one of acceptance – this is how it is, 
this is what addiction does to us – and immense compassion for each other. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Book Review by Althea Stewart 
 
Pilot and Pacifist: a World War Two History by Esdaile Carter is a very personal history; the 
war is recorded in letters from the Quaker and pacifist, Freda Smith (later Wood) and Jack 
Denton, the bomber pilot to whom she became engaged. To these letters Esdaile Carter 
(Freda’s niece) has added her own detailed, scholarly and yet affectionate research into the 
work they were both doing and how it impacted upon their love affair and on Freda’s later 
life. The result is an account of the experiences of two young people in love in a time of war 
and most particularly this book tells of Freda’s work in the Friends War Victims’ Relief and 
also in the Friends Ambulance Unit in London during the Blitz, and later in the Middle East 
and Rome. Freda had become a Quaker by convincement at the age of fourteen and remained 
a member of The Religious Society of Friends all her life so many will remember her. She 
stood by her conscientious objection to violence throughout the war and in spite of her love 
for and engagement to Jack. This book challenges any simplistic attitudes to war and human 
endeavours therein. Two complex and deeply committed people learn to love each other in 
spite of their differences and their correspondence may bring comfort to any Quakers with 
loved friends or relatives in the armed services. Carter’s own story of her research and the 
journeys she made in the footsteps of Freda and Jack is readable and informative as well as 
being charged with some emotional intensity as she makes discoveries about this unique 
wartime relationship and its context. Friends may wish the book had been entitled A Pacifist 
and a Pilot, because this is really Freda’s story and she is brought vividly to life as a 
vivacious and yet serious young Quaker woman.  
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STOP PRESS 
Death of our Friend, Kathleen Philpot, on 3rd September, age 91. 
Accepted into membership at Area Meeting, 21st September: Gemma Tighe, Alan Fricker. 
High Leigh Conference 2015 – 10th – 12th April, 2015. 
Memorial meeting for John Fyson at Walthamstow meeting house, Saturday, 25th October at 
3.00pm  
 
 
This newsletter was edited by Raymond Mgadzah assisted by Beryl and Colin Bell of 
Walthamstow Meeting. 
 
We thank all those who have contributed articles or otherwise helped in the production 
of this newsletter. The next newsletter will be produced in February by Wanstead 
Meeting. 


