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Q F & P 19.03 ‘…I saw that there was an ocean of darkness and death, but an infinite
ocean of light and love, which flowed over the ocean of darkness. And in that also I
saw the infinite love of God; …’
George Fox – Journal 1647
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Introduction
Harlow’s Newsletter covers a moving and turbulent three months. This is reflected in
the contributions which show both the spiritual and the practical side of Ffriends. We
hear about a very special carol concert in Leigh-on-Sea, Children’s Meeting in Harlow,
Romford tells us about stillness and art, Wanstead held a silent vigil for peace. Floods,
wind and refugees filled the TV screens before and after New Year and some of your
thoughts are expressed in poems.
We have continued ‘Meet the Meeting’. Lis Wilson and Heather Kingsley reflect on
their life. Val Caldwell takes us down memory lane in her piece about Harlow. Anne
and John Smith share their thoughts about life on their boat. Angela Greenwood’s
article is about a similar practice to Experiment with Light. Michael Seymour’s
contribution is on how healing worked in his life. Audrey Regan sent a poem about
dreaming that touched her. It reminds me of the importance of a vision for the future.
We have two interesting articles about the QCEA/QPSW conference in Brussels
which was on the theme of peace and building the new Europe.
I think that Rebecca was right when she said in her editorial in October that the AM
Newsletter was really a journal. I hope we can give this some thought. It would be
good to have a forum where we can share our thoughts and write about what moves us.
I found it difficult to shorten contributions and I have included everything I received.
Friends told me that they prefer a hard copy of the Newsletter as it was easier to read.
Perhaps this could be thought about too. The font I used is big and clear for ease of
reading. The result is a rather long Newsletter/Journal which I hope you enjoy.
Last but not least I would like to thank all who sent such interesting contributions. A
particular thank-you goes to Nati Lopez for helping with the layout, to Pat Thompson
for seeing to the dots and commas and to Val Caldwell for her encouragement.
Margarete Briggs, February 2016
Harlow’s Christmas play
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Stillness Speaks art exhibition at Romford Meeting House
During the weekend of 31st Oct and 1st Nov 2015 three artists (John Espin, Tim
Harrold, and Michael Murphy) and our children’s meeting provided art that spoke
to a theme ‘Stillness Speaks.’
On Sunday the artists gave short talks about their work after the ‘bring and share’
lunch which followed our meeting for worship.
The event was well attended and the art very impressive. The talks afterwards were
very interesting and it was nice to have the artists present to ask them about their
art.
In the children’s meeting the children’s art followed an initial discussion about what
stillness meant to each of them. We discussed whether stillness of mind necessarily
meant stillness of body or whether when doing activities such as for example
playing football in a very focused manner one could have inner stillness. Not
surprisingly and very healthily each child had a different view and the art they
produced reflected this. It was displayed in the small meeting room.

John Tim and Michael displayed their works in the large meeting room. Each artist
has a very different style and it was very interesting to hear how they produce their
work. I felt the works augmented each other. I hope it will not be the last art
exhibition in our Meeting House.

Nora Kelson, Romford Meeting
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STANDING FOR PEACE: WANSTEAD QUAKERS AT LEYTONSTONE

TUBE STATION, 12/12/15

by Kate Green, Wanstead

Quakers from Wanstead Meeting made a stand for peace at Leytonstone tube station
on Saturday December 12. We stood in silence for an hour, exactly a week after a
serious violent attack had taken place there.
Following the shock of the attacks in Paris and our disappointment over Parliament's
vote for bombing in Syria, Quakers in Wanstead suddenly felt more directly affected
when a knife attack took place at the nearest tube station on a Saturday evening. It
was widely reported because the attacker apparently cried out, "This is for Syria" and
another voice replied, "You ain't no Muslim bruv".
At our meeting for Worship the next day, all these events were held in the light.
Then, at our business meeting we made a minute, which included the following:
We are saddened by violent events in the world and
on our doorstep. Our government is responding with
violence, but violence solves nothing. Our way is
peace, solidarity and celebration of the diversity of
the place where we live. We need to address the
political, economic and social causes of the violence
we see. The issues are both complicated and very
simple...
Photo of some of us by Jan Sellers and Jo Tyson

We agreed then and there to organise a silent vigil at
the tube station the following Saturday. (We are also
going to return to consideration of our responses at a
future date.)
It seemed amazing to us that we, as Quakers, managed to respond so quickly to current
events. Within 6 days, we had contacted many of the local faith groups and created
our leaflet and poster. Ffriends also worked hard on social media to spread the
message. It was not at all easy, as more news of the event emerged, and more issues
had to be taken into account. In the end we did manage to maintain an absolutely clear
focus on "for peace", and did not get drawn into the complexities of the many
connected issues. There were moments of real difficulty, and also times of
extraordinary clarity when "a way" opened.
Our leaflet said:
We are much affected by violent events in the world.
Wanstead Quakers are standing here in silent vigil this evening: 6.30 until 7.30 pm.
Please join us, even for just a while.
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We wish to bear public witness to our conviction that everyone is diminished by violence
against another human being. The dimming of the Light anywhere darkens us all.
Our way is peace, solidarity and celebration of the diversity of the places where we live
and work.
We stand in solidarity with every person affected by violence, here and all over the
world.
Although only 12 Ffriends could attend, we did feel supported by many, many other
people, including members of other local faith groups. The local police at the tube
station were also a friendly supportive presence, and they told us afterwards how much
they liked what we were doing. We gave out 300 leaflets (and could have given twice
as many!) as hundreds of passengers passed by.
It was a very positive experience of worship in the open air, in the midst of life. We
also felt supported by the encouraging reactions of many passers-by, a few of whom
joined us for a while. Really though, we just did what we felt we had to do,
"For us it is not so important when the perfect world will be achieved or what it will be
like. What matters is living our lives in the power of love and not worrying too much
about the results ... That is the beauty of the way of love; it cannot be planned and its end
cannot be foretold." Wolf Mendl

Leigh-on-Sea Annual Carol Concert 2016

by Angela Greenwood, Leigh-on-Sea

As usual we had our much loved Carol Concert before Christmas, and as usual it was a
mixture of seasonal light hearted and serious items – both challenging us a little and
evoking delight and joy.
As well a singing the traditional carols we were joined again this year by ‘Simply
Strings’ our local string band (including 2 local Quakers) who both accompanied the
singing and played 2 pieces, and a small hand bell ensemble ‘cobbled together under
Debbie’s guidance’ to play a couple of carols - which those of us taking part enjoyed
hugely – even the struggles and the mistakes!! We even did an impromptu circle
dance to Ding Dong Merrily on High! And by special request David Yallop obliged
once more with his Caribbean rendering of ‘the Turkey Poem’ – which I include, for
those of you who don’t know it, as it is such fun - and thought provoking too!
Talking Turkeys!

Benjamin Zephaniah

Be nice to yu turkeys dis christmas

Cos' turkeys just wanna hav fun

Turkeys are cool, an turkeys are wicked

An every turkey has a Mum.

Be nice to yu turkeys dis christmas,

Don't eat it, but keep it alive,
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It could be yu mate, an not on your plate

Say, Yo! Turkey I'm on your side.

I got lots of friends who are turkeys

An all of dem fear christmas time,

Dey wanna enjoy it, dey say humans destroy it

An humans are out of dere mind.

Yeah, I got lots of friends who are turkeys

Dey all hav a right to a life,

Not to be caged up an genetically made up

By any farmer an his wife.

Turkeys just wanna play reggae

Turkeys just wanna hip-hop

Can yu imagine a young turkey saying,

ÒI cannot wait for de chop Ó,

Turkeys like getting presents,

Dey like christmas TV,

Turkeys hav brains an turkeys feel pain

In many ways just like yu an me.

I once knew a turkey called........ Turkey
please,

He said "Benji explain to me

Who put de turkey in christmas
trees?"

An what happens to christmas

I said "I am not too sure turkey
Mass

But oits nothing to do wid Christ

Humans get greedy an waste more dan need be

An business men mek loadsa cash'.

So be nice to yu turkey dis christmas

Invite dem indoors fe sum greens

Let dem eat cake, an let dem partake

In a plate of organic grown beans,

Be nice to yu turkey dis christmas

An spare dem de cut of de knife,

Join Turkeys United ….. an dey'll be delighted

An yu will mek new friends 'FOR LIFE'.

On a more serious note we chose this year to have the theme of ‘Jesus as a refugee’.
(Interestingly Brenda mentioned to me today when we were reminiscing about the
Carol Concert that Justin Welby had been talking about ‘Jesus as a refugee’ on the
radio this morning).
Of course we chose it because it is topical – with the unresolvable horror of the camp at
Calais, the heart wrenching stories of Syria, and the current discussions in the EU, as
well relating to the scriptural accounts of there being no room for Joseph and Mary and
the baby in Bethlehem except a smelly stable, and of course the ‘flight into Egypt’ not
long after.
The Quakers had recently produced a ‘Statement on the unfolding refugee crisis’ which
we heard an excerpt from, but the contribution which moved us most was a short paper
on ‘Coming to a strange land’ written by a friend of our Meeting, relating to his own and
his friends personal experiences of coming to Britain fleeing persecution - read out
movingly by his son. As well as being visibly moved by the experiences, we witnessed
a spontaneous impromptu conversation with the son after the reading when he
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confessed to this being the first time he had heard about some of the experiences. We
felt privileged to be there and share the thoughts and experience together.
He said later that he hoped his sharing (which certainly took some courage and toll on
him) might help “promote more understanding of refugees in general and in particular those
trying to escape war and human rights abuses at the present time.”

First Sunday of the Month by Natalia Asemota, Harlow
I cannot wait for it to be the first Sunday of the month because that means it is
Children’s Meeting. Children’s Meeting is really fun because we get to do arts and
crafts and you get to be very imaginative. The most exciting thing is when Christmas
comes; we get to put on a show about the Nativity.
Rose and Liz always make something interesting. I remember doing about the refugees.
We got to make a little house and we even got to go in and have tea in it. It was so
much fun. It felt it was real. In the summer time there are so many things to do outside
on the grass. One day we also made a labyrinth. It wasn’t one made out of real bushes
obviously but it was one that we made ourselves and my friends got to come along as
well.
After the activities every day, we go to the big hall where adult people are doing the
worship. We sit with them during five minutes and I feel calm and relaxed. It is one of
the best moments of the day.
I cannot believe so much time has already flown by, but I still cannot wait for the next
first Sunday. I am really happy that I go to Children’s Meeting because it is the
funniest place I have ever been.
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Rose John, Harlow

Harlow
Living adventurously , , ,
December 2013
The Christmas play in full swing
with sheep, shepherds, songs and
sparkles!

Our amazing labyrinth with gloopy paint
handprints and footprints galore in April

2015

Creating a makeshift refugee
shelter with tarpaulins and sticks –
and then having a cup o‘tea with
everyone in June 2015

From Miriam Gilby’s
bequest - the Bug Hotel.
Just outside the meeting
room - July 2014.

Here are a few pictures of Harlow’s
Children’s meeting – we have had
such fun - learning about Quakers
and each other.
Noisy and quiet times both !
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When the Rains Came

by Margarete Briggs

There was no dancing in the streets
When the rains came.
Haunting memories of floods
Still too fresh in the mind
Water damage ever visible
The loss not yet forgotten.
There was no dancing in the streets
No praying for the harvest rains.
There will be no harvest
The water took the seedlings
As it rushed through fields
Making vast lakes of them all.
There was no dancing in the streets
People protected their houses instead.
Power lines came down,
Flood barriers broke, dams burst
Brown water ran amok
Through the town.
There was no dancing in the streets
The deluge inundated the land in slime.
No warmth, no light, no comfort,
With broken voices and tear-stained faces
People told their heart rending stories
Of waterlogged homes and ruined livelihoods.
There was no dancing in the streets
When a full moon shone on Christmas night.
More torrid water streamed through the town
Flooded more houses and churches,
Christmas parcels floated away
There was no end to the misery.
There was no dancing in the streets
As the old and the new year met.
And still the rains came,
And brave men and women worked in the cold
Clearing the old mess, making way for the new one
Yet with determination they held on to hope.
There was no dancing in the streets.
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Harlow then and now
by Val Caldwell, Harlow
(A trip down memory lane from the 1970’s to present day)
When I first started to attend Harlow Meeting in 1973 it was much larger than it is
today. There were older Friends and a large number of families and under 40s. This
was a time when many of these families continued to have children: so Harlow
Meeting was vibrant and growing. Both spiritually and socially it was an active group.
It seems only right that I should refer to the spiritual life of the Meeting first. We then
experienced more frequent ministry during our meetings for worship than we do now.
This took several forms. Reg Norton ministered with poetry, providing suitable
insights from the many poems he knew. Anne Frost frequently used nature as a
common theme, whilst Anne Hedger’s love of children came out in her ministry.
Sewell Harris’s ministry kept us focussed. He could have been nothing but a Quaker!
Other Friends obviously ministered too, each in their own way.
Our study groups then were probably more bible based, and focussed on early Quaker
history. Now we often use Advices and Queries and the various study packs from
Woodbrooke to give us focus.
Mary Edmunds then ran a weekly social club for retired local residents. Anne Hedger
ran a children/teenagers group named The Survivors ably assisted by Kitty Clare and
Heather Kingsley. Most of the children were neighbourhood children, who had no
other similar group in the area. The Survivors ran for about 10 years till Anne moved
from the area.
The children’s class during MfW was lively, with the children’s committee providing
material for babies up to teenagers. Most of the Meeting would attend High Leigh each
year. For our young people it was an opportunity to mix with other Quaker children
and to make ongoing friendships; these were continued at summer school, JYM and
Senior Conference. The adults, as now, also enjoyed the weekend.
A bus from Southend, Castle point, Leigh and Romford Meetings brought adults and
children to AMs then. We used the bus to take the children out to the Lee valley park,
to the skating rink, to Harlow dry ski run or to other activities. Some years later we
had a Link group between Harlow, Stansted, and Saffron Walden Meetings, which
was organised by our then Warden, Brigid Smith and Isobel Urquart. It was popular
with our teenagers, until their later teens when numbers declined. On two occasions
we went to Cambridge for the day attending Jesus lane Meeting before embarking on
picnics, sightseeing, taking out a boat. One such visit that sticks in my mind and
certainly did in the children’s was when an elderly Friend nodded off and slid towards
the neighbouring Friend. He was also asleep. There was much nudging from our group
of children hoping to see a domino effect along the benches! Other days out included a
day trip to Clacton and another to Margate. There were enough of us to play rounders
before looking for somewhere to eat. On one occasion we reached a fish and chip shop
just as they closed. There must have been at least 15 of us as. They reopened, deciding
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our numbers would make it worth their while.
With new members joining our group in the late 70’s we had no fewer than six who
were Morris dancers. Laurie Moye, Pauline and Terry Wisker and then Andy Hall. Lo
and behold when Paul and Eleanor Mary Blakemore’s visitors reports were read later I
remember the AM Clerk saying rather drily “and another Morris dancer. “Is it a
prerequisite now? “
In the midst of activities involving our various children, picking them up from
football, dropping off at swimming etc., we decided to arrange an annual child free
weekend. Even Friends without children came! We would book the Gilletts at
Charney Manor, usually at half term weekend in October. Officially there are four
double rooms and two singles (which would take an extra put up bed if needed.) As our
numbers increased we would hire the nearby Barn, which had cube seating that opened
into several single beds. The fittest amongst us would sleep there and the added space
provided plenty of room for our Sunday MfW.
Saturday afternoons we
took a packed lunch and
went for a walk. David
Hibberd, our geographer,
usually had a route for us.
Before the weekend we
would hold a “meeting for
eating” to plan meals,
ensuring nobody prepared
more than one part of a
meal. Individual offers
were gladly accepted and
if you didn’t offer, you washed up! No TV or radio was allowed over the weekend. We
chatted, sewed, knitted, played board games and ate cake between meals!
These weekends continued for over ten years with different permutations of Friends.
Eventually the children wanted something similar. Sue Hibberd and Heather Kingsley
visited the Eirene Centre in Northamptonshire to see if it would be big enough for us.
It was, providing the children used sleeping bags! The Eirene Centre was then part of
the Fellowship of Reconciliation. Their departing wardens, Pleasance and John
Holtam, coincidently joined our AM as members at Walthamstow. Sadly we only
visited the centre three or four times as it was sold.
An undertaking to run a weekend tea run for the homeless lasted at least sixteen years,
of which I co-ordinated the last ten. At one point almost everyone in meeting had been
involved. It felt a worthwhile thing to do, not just to offer tea, soup and sandwiches,
but blankets, toiletries and, more importantly, a friendly ear. I will include a couple of
anecdotes here. Pat Thompson offered to get a drink on a very cold night for someone
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who had bedded down for the night. He said, “Get me a coffee, love and I’ll marry
you.” Back at the van she found we only had tea left. She returned and he turned to the
wall saying “sorry love, the wedding is off”. For my part I had someone who followed
us from stop to stop for a blanket. We had given him a blue one but he insisted it had
to be pink or it wouldn’t be warm enough.
One of the most moving evenings I recall was standing and singing ”Auld Lang Syne”
with a circle of homeless people in front of the Catholic Cathedral. They were so
positive that the coming year would see them off the streets and in accommodation.
Another time about twelve of us set off to London for the Millennium celebrations.
Realising how busy it would be we made sure we each carried our own ticket. It was as
well we did, as we were split up crossing Blackfriars Bridge by another party moving
“conga“ style through the middle of us. As a result most of us saw the new Millennium
in near the National Theatre and two others got pushed along by the crowd and ended
up near HMS Belfast!
We always had a pre-Christmas get together at Sue and David’s home. Then open
house at Liz Brown’s home on Christmas Eve, with Michael on mulled wine duty and
Gilbert providing fresh mince pies as needed. Margarete and Denis have invited us to
meals, Rose and Tim to bonfire parties. We also enjoyed mince pies and Scrabble at
Gwen’s home. Shanthini and Dave then started a tradition of us going to the Noodle
bar on New Year’s. Eve. The most recent meal has just taken place.
Our outreach, does not meet that of earlier years, with the formerly annual town show
now only held every three years, but we do support the local food bank and the toilet
twinning scheme. We still hold our annual Christmas carols and Nativity. In January
we have had a party for as long as I can remember. Friends from other Meetings are
welcome to join us at these. (A shared meal is provided)
Over the years Harlow have served AM well. We have provided clerks to AM and
Nominations, treasurers, Elders and Overseers. We also serve on the Percy Bartlett
Trust, Quaker Service Trust and Friends Housing Bursary Trust. We have also
celebrated weddings and parties for 18th to 80th birthdays and even a family reunion.
Of course we also celebrated the recent 50th anniversary of our Meeting.
I will end as I began, with the present spiritual life of our Meeting. Although we are
few most Friends and Attenders come regularly to Meeting. About fifteen years ago
Lis Wilson started a monthly Healing prayer group and this is still held. Margarete has
held an Experiment with Light Group for ten years and this is well supported by
Friends and Attenders. Lis Wilson and Margarete are reading the new QFP as we have
been recommended to do. Study groups continue to be held.
I hope you have enjoyed these reminiscences. Several Friends may well recall
some of the earlier Friends that I have mentioned. Many have now sadly passed away,
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or moved to other parts of the country.

“REFLECTIONS on a LIFE LIVED …..”(Thus far!)

by Lis Wilson, Harlow

As I approach my 89th birthday, I will attempt to look back and to discern significant
aspects of those years that have contributed to who I am, and where I am currently on
life’s journey. So … where to begin?
I was born in 1927 in Enfield, though family roots were in Lincolnshire. From the age
of two weeks I lived in a foster home, first in Westcliff on Sea, and from the age of
eight in Edgware, Middlesex. The need for change of foster home
was due to the death of my foster mother (a single lady). In
Edgware I was with a couple who had no children. My foster father
died of cancer when I was twelve, which affected my foster mother
profoundly for the rest of her life. When I was seventeen my foster
mother also took responsibility for another foster child aged seven. I
am still in touch with him.
My mother (who was single) remained in contact by coming south to visit when on
holiday once a year from her work as a solicitor’s clerk. My father (also a solicitor’s
clerk) I met only once when I was 20 for a couple of hours in London. He was older
than my mother and died about two years after our meeting. I cannot claim that
growing up was overall an easy or happy experience. I had no sense of “connecting” or
“belonging” in either foster home. I found the conflicting expectations of foster
parents and natural parent bewildering, also these clashed with my own aspirations for
my life. After my foster father’s death I took on responsibilities at home which
(looking back) were beyond my years. As a young adult I was extremely shy and
reserved, very serious in my outlook, lacking in confidence, and had real difficulties in
“entrusting” myself in relationships with others.
I did not “shine” academically at school. I found the transition from a small private
school (aged 8) to a large Council School really difficult, and dismally failed the 11 plus
examination! I then returned to a private school, but education there almost ceased a
year later when the Second World War began, as qualified teachers left, and were not
replaced. I marked time until leaving at the age of fourteen. I then became one of a
small group of apprentice students at Pitman’s College in Kilburn. The scheme offered
three hours per day free training in shorthand and typewriting, in return for the other
three hours each day when we worked in the College office. Our task was to correct
shorthand transcripts at a time when the shorthand teacher read a transcript at a
certain shorthand speed to her class which the students then had to transcribe! My
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spelling improved no end as I corrected the same transcript many times! At the end of
the two years we were helped to find employment. Most of my friends aspired to work
for film companies, as wages were higher there! I was quite clear that I wanted work
that helped others and did some good! I was therefore sent for interview for a job at St.
Dunstan’s Head Office. (This was an organisation for-re-training men and women
who lost their sight in the war). I worked there as a shorthand typist for three years. I
travelled by Tube from Edgware, and have vivid memories of emerging from the
Underground, and dodging into doorways if I heard the engine of a doodle bug or the
whistle of a rocket descending! It was during these years that the seeds of my pacifist
and socialist beliefs were sown. At the age of 17 I was transferred for two months to
the office attached to three wards at Stoke Mandeville Hospital where St. Dunstan’s
men were being treated, having been returned from prisoner of war camps in
Germany. One task each day was to wheel the “goodies” trolley round the Wards,
selling to the patients. I was confronted with the terrible injuries these young men had
sustained. Another task was to type up detailed accounts of the plastic surgery
operations some were undergoing having received terrible burn injuries. During the
week I was “billeted” on a family in Aylesbury. Camp bed and army blankets for
sleeping! The father was an ardent socialist, and introduced me to his political ideas!
“Religion” did not play a significant part in my life until I was a teenager. I was sent to
Sunday School when younger. I also remember occasional visits to Kingsway
Methodist Hall in London for a Sunday evening service with my foster parents when
Donald Soper was the Minister. For a while I became a member of a girls-only
Crusader group. That increased my feelings of inadequacy, as the expectation was that
we would testify to Jesus “saving” us. That did not happen for me!
I had been a Brownie, then a Girl Guide. The Guide Company was attached to a
Presbyterian Church. Church attendance was an expectation, and this eventually led
into a very full social life with other teenagers, entirely centred at the Church. As well
as twice Sunday Church attendance, we had groups for badminton, Scottish Dancing,
Junior Choir, Discussion Groups, Musical evenings, walking and cycling outings, and
some of us became Sunday School helpers with the younger children. Each summer we
would go off for a week to the national Presbyterian Church of England Youth
Conference, and return inspired and enthusiastic just as our young Quakers are now on
their return from JYM! Looking back I am so grateful for the care and commitment
shown to us by the adults during those formative years, and for the quality of the
religious knowledge and education for life they shared, and most of all for the open and
honest discussion within a very liberal framework. Here lifelong friendships were
formed.

15 | P a g e

This was perhaps my first experience in life of truly feeling I “belonged”, and maybe
compensated to some degree for the “family” I felt I had never had. By this time I had
left St. Dunstan’s, and was working as a Secretary at the HQ of the Student Christian
Movement in Golders Green. This work contributed greatly to my knowledge of other
Christian traditions.
It was when attending one of the national Presbyterian Youth gatherings that I became
convinced that I should aim to serve the Church in a full time capacity as a Church
Sister (later Deaconess). I was accepted for training when I was 21, and initially spent
nine months living and working at a Presbyterian Settlement community on the East
India Dock Road. This was prior to becoming a student in 1948 at Carey Hall, one of
the Selly Oak Colleges in Birmingham. At that time this was a women’s College,
training women for missionary service at home and abroad. They came from Baptist,
Congregational or Presbyterian Churches. The academic side of the training included
study of the Old and New Testaments, Christian Doctrine, Church History, pastoral
and preaching skills, and youth work. We also had practical work placements in
vacations and in term time. This was another situation in which lifelong friendships
were formed. The “system” at that time was that on completion of training a
Committee decided where you would serve, and for how long. Over a sixteen year
period I worked in Churches in Greenwich, South London, in Lockleaze, Bristol, in
Billingham, Co. Durham, and lastly in Harlow for six years from 1960. The latter
three Churches were all in newly built areas, seeking to meet the needs of people for
better housing in the post war period. All were dubbed “pram” towns because the bulk
of residents had young families. Churches at that time were far more into the
provision of “community” needs, so all provided a range of activities for children,
teenagers and adults. My main task was to facilitate all these activities, and to train
others to take on the work when I was “moved on”, also to assist the Minister with
pastoral work. The work was certainly not “dull” and involved working all day and
evening too, with one day off a week if you could take it!
By 1964 I was going through a crisis re my faith and beliefs, and questioning whether I
could continue in full time Church service, as I could not live up to the expectations
and assumptions people had of me as a “leader” in the Church. I reflected for a long
time before resigning, and when I did this was faced with much pressure not to do it!
By then I had decided to seek training as a Child Care Officer. I was accepted on a two
year “mature” students’ course at the North West Polytechnic, Highbury, so travelled
each day from Harlow for this from 1966 to 1968. I then applied to Essex County
Council for a job in the Harlow Area Office. Thus began what became over 20 years of
social work in the town. There were many organisational changes, including the
creation of “joined up” social services by bringing into one organisation the Children’s,
Welfare and Mental Health Services. Nevertheless the bulk of my time was spent
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specialising in Family and Children’s services, and latterly in work relating to Child
Abuse, and in the Juvenile Court.
Leaving full time Church service gave me space to reflect on the continuation of my
spiritual journey, and it was in 1968 that, along with a great friend, I began attending
Quaker Meeting in Harlow. The depth and simplicity of the silent way of worship
immediately appealed to me. As I gradually experienced the breadth of Friends’ beliefs,
my conviction strengthened that this was where I should be. It was several years
though before I felt inwardly moved to apply for membership, and from then on
became more involved, and over subsequent years took on various responsibilities. In
serving as Clerk to various bodies, also Treasurer and Trustee, I received far more than
I was ever able to give. I have now reached a stage in my life where, because of the
passage of the years, it is important to learn to “be” rather than be constantly active in
“doing”!
Because “religion” has played such a significant part in my life I have said nothing
about other interests that have contributed much to my learning and pleasure over the
years. Travel in this and other countries, especially on many occasions to Canada and
to the West Coast of Scotland have fed my love of walking and work in the great
outdoors! Ten years as a volunteer in a Fair Trade shop enabled me to contribute to
“retail” for a truly worthy cause. Amateur gardening, theatre, film, and reading, have
all enriched my life, and in recent years membership of the Harlow University of the
Third Age, where I have again volunteered skills as a Treasurer! In all these interests,
whenever appropriate, I have sought to share Quaker insights, believing that there are
times in all our lives when we are sensitive to the guidance of the spirit and therefore
“open” to consider new truth.
So… what of the “future”? For many years I assumed that I would eventually “know”
the answers to some of life’s deeper questions, such as the meaning of life, death and
suffering. I now recognise how little I know, and that the spiritual journey of seeking
and exploration continues, also that in this life there are questions to which there may
be no clear answers, because the reality is that deep “mystery” is at the heart of life.
My aspiration is to travel on in a spirit of trust and hope for as long or as short a time
as I am given.

Heather Kingsley – born 25th April 1931
About 1900 both my grandfathers invested in heavy leatherbound bibles with metal clasps but my only knowledge of
religion came from my council school assemblies. I thought
Jesus was quite sensible but the Bible geography and history
were very confusing. But I suppose my journey towards
Quakerism did begin with family influences.
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My father, disillusioned by the pointless killing on all sides in the First World War,
decided in the 1920s to become a nurseryman grower of vegetables and flowers. He and
his brother Charles built a house in Irby, Cheshire, and were soon delivering their
produce by pony and trap to Birkenhead market. He caught my mother’s eye so when
Charles emigrated to Australia my parents decided it would be a good idea for her to
help him pick flowers. Auntie Flo decorated my parent’s wedding cake in 1926. She
included an icing christening cradle and when one of the guests asked, ‘Who’s that?’
my parent’s best man, Howard Seth-Smith, replied, ‘that’s my God-daughter’! He had
been wounded in several places during the First World War and had met my parents
while convalescing at Thurstaston. By the time I was born four years later he was
attempting to grow coffee on Morea, an island in the Pacific. He returned to Britain in
1939 and bought Isle Ristol, one of the Summer Isles in Scotland. We wrote regularly
and occasionally visited until he died in his nineties. My brother Terence was born in
1927 followed by me in 1931 and my sister Susan in 1933. This was a time of poverty,
unemployment and no National Health Service. By the time I went to the little school
at Thurstaston my father had decided to sell the house and business, be employed and
live in a tied cottage. Market gardens are usually out in the country which meant
several miles walk to school in all weathers for us children. During my school days we
moved house and school many times due to Dad’s attempts to find better paid work
and not be on ‘the dole’. Despite this, my brother passed the ‘Eleven Plus’ and went to
Caldey Grange Grammar School.
One of my father’s better jobs was as a foreman at Avoncroft Agricultural College near
Bromsgrove in Worcester. Some of the students in the mid 1930s were Jews from
Europe who, after training in agriculture and learning English, often emigrated to the
British colonies. I enjoyed meeting them when they visited our house. In 1939 when the
Second World War started my father had a similar job at Cheshire School of
Agriculture. Here he trained Land Girls and there was a continual stream of Prisoners
of War from different parts of Europe. Some of them were highly educated and we
enjoyed their company. They often talked about their home lives with my sister and I
and some kept in touch with our family after the war ended. These experiences were
the start of my awareness that life is a challenge for everyone.
Due to the Second World War I was not entered for the Eleven Plus but two years
later Sue was entered and started at Nantwich and Acton Grammar School. During
later school days I played badminton with Methodist school friends and went to a few
of their services which I liked. When I was 14 my godfather gave me a small Church of
England Bible and prayer book, telling me, ‘always tell the truth unless you can think
of something better’. Shortly after leaving school at fifteen and with a good school
report, I was ready to start work. Then my father announced that he was separating
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from my mother. The household furniture was put in store and I had to find jobs and
somewhere to live i.e. residential work. At this time Terry had been called up to join
The Fleet Air Arm. Later he did a BSc degree in Horticulture at Nottingham
University. Sue was sent to boarding school and I found a job as a domestic in a boys’
prep school where most of my fellow workers were Irish Catholics. A year later my
parents set up home together again near Chichester before they went back to Cheshire
and became more settled, so then I had a choice of living with them or taking ‘living
in’ jobs.
A fun job was as boys’ dining room maid at an Eton College house. I recall being asked
by the son of an MP whether I would be voting Conservative and his disbelief when I
told him ‘No’ and explained that the Conservatives were for rich people like his
family, not working people like myself. He replied, ‘we’re not rich!’ Another pleasant
job was as parlour maid to the Aberconways at Bodnant in North Wales. When the
family were away I was able to enjoy the gardens and library. Despite working for the
aristocracy my political views were socialist and I was called by a butler ‘Heather the
Red’.
My maternal grandfather ran chemist shops and when working from home I also liked
that sort of work. In 1955, when I was 24, I started a one year course in dispensing at
The London College of Pharmacy for Women. Fees were paid but not maintenance so
one of my interesting jobs was evening work in the canteen of Bush House, BBC
World Service. At the end of the Dispensing training I was pleased to have a job as a
dispenser at Savory and Moore’s in St James’s St, W1. We had many interesting
customers with unusual prescriptions due to their travels abroad and private doctors.
Since my arrival in London, I had lived in a bedsitter in Bayswater. Next door was a
young Hindu student accountant who became a close friend so in this way my
religious education progressed! The 1950s was the era of the ‘New Look’ and I also
developed a taste for Ramblers Holidays abroad, visiting countries like Austria and
Yugoslavia.
Settling down to be Rose’s mum was a time of stability for me. She was born in 1960
and as I decided not to remain with her Canadian father, who was already separated
from his wife and two small boys, I became an unmarried mum. After a few weeks in a
mother and baby hostel we stayed for 6 months in my brother’s caravan in Suffolk. He
was now working for the Ministry of Agriculture, advising growers. It became a bit
crowded when an Italian girl I’d befriended and her baby joined us! He later married
her and I found a live-in job in Harlow as a mother’s help. My sister was now working
as a nursery nurse at Bart’s Hospital in London. When she visited and we saw all the
new houses being built we decided to apply for one. After a year of adapting to
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regulations we were offered a maisonette in Radburn Close where I spent more than
fifty happy years.
When Rose was four years old Sue moved back to Cheshire to be with our parents,
Rose started nursery school and I became a Lab Technician at Burnt Mill School for
nine years, later moving to Latton Bush School for ten years and Harlow College for a
further seven years, retiring at age sixty in 1991 after twenty six years with Essex
County council. From 1967 Rose and I enjoyed holidays in Europe as well as UK and
while Rose was a teenager I became interested in politics, Green issues, World
Disarmament, Buddhism and eventually Quakers. Rose went to Sussex University in
1980 to do a Geography degree. I was becoming increasingly involved with Quakers
and particularly liked our discussions. I helped Anne Hedger for nine years with the
Survivors Club and also did voluntary work at the Traidcraft shop in Old Harlow and
attended High Leigh and Charney Manor weekends which broadened my view of
Quakerism. I wrote letters for Amnesty and at the same time was a governor at Pear
Tree Mead School for fourteen years and an active member of the local Labour Party.
In 1984, while doing voluntary work at the World Development Movement in London,
Rose had met a student from Malawi named Julius Chitseko. They married and their
son Tom was born in 1986, followed later by Helen, Sara and Alex. Julius had to return
to Malawi where he taught electrical installation and Rose and Tom followed five
months later. The following year I planned to visit them but a Lab Technician’s wages
didn’t cover air fares so for a few months I took in one or two lodgers. One was
Stroma Lawson from a Quaker family who helped with our Survivors Club. It suited
us both that she could stay in the house for the two months I was in Malawi.
This was a big adventure for me and I was longing to see Rose, Julius and especially
Thomas whom I’d helped to look after for the first five months of his life. He was now
about fifteen months old and I became known locally as ‘Agogo Thomasi’,
Grandmother of little Thomas, as I explored the neighbourhood pushing him in his
pushchair. Julius and Rose took me to visit his relatives in the bush, a wedding, a
funeral, a friend in hospital, different types of markets, church, Lake Malawi, a tea
plantation and a sugar factory. Every day there were contacts with neighbours as well
as Alice who did the housework and Emmanuel who was the gardener. This was so
interesting that I visited them again two years later after Helen’s arrival.
In June 1993 Frank Edmunds suggested I apply for Quaker membership. After some
thought and concluding I felt part of Harlow Quakers, I applied for and was accepted
into membership. Of no fixed faith or beliefs, I was pleased to introduce my daughter
and grandchildren to Quakerism. I held quite a number of roles within Harlow
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Meeting and was also appointed to Meeting for Sufferings for six years. I feel
comfortable with Quakers and admire their aims and methods of solving problems.
Now nearing 85 and living in pleasant sheltered accommodation, with the support of
Rose and of good Ffriends I am learning to cope with Parkinsonism and Meniere’s and
I enjoy growing a variety of plants on my small patio. I am thankful to be living
within walking distance of Rose’s family who provide constant interest with their
modern activities.
Quaker words which ‘speak’ to me are, ‘In essentials unity, in non-essentials liberty, in
all things charity’ and ‘Think it possible you may be mistaken’.
A Windy Night by Val Caldwell, Harlow
It had been a cold and wintry day,
the wind unfurled its grasping arms,
gathering leaves and rattling doors
and claiming umbrellas as its own
until the night when it had grown.
At dusk the sky was yellowy grey
and evening quickly slipped to night.
the volume of the wind increased
and animals huddled close, alarmed
at both its force and eerie sound.
Along the coast the sea spat foam
baring teeth it crashed on shores,
colluding with the wind it seemed
and scuttling all that went before
the wind abated long enough
for lashing rain to join the fray,
returning with some mighty gasps
until the very break of day.
The sun arose and with a huff
the wind had really had enough
so bored it moved off to the east
to frighten other men or beasts
and cause more havoc on its way.
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Oh! What to know of
harbours
Who toss not on the sea?
(Ernest Radford, 18571919)
John and Anne Smith, Wanstead
There are many ways to enjoy the beauty of the world. Our way for fifteen years has been to live on
our sailing boat for about three months each year. Boats like ours sail no faster than seven knots
(nautical miles per hour), so we would not normally sail more than about 40 miles in a day. With
engine we are rather slower. We prefer the peace of sailing, but sometimes we need the engine, and
we certainly do for manoeuvring in harbours and marinas.
Sailing is neither hard work nor alarming, as many seem to think. Normally it is relaxing, soon
taking one away from ordinary life into a world with which our ancestors were more familiar than
most of us are today. But they had to go out in weather that we try to avoid – rough seas that can
bring on sea-sickness – and they did not have the advantage of modern waterproofs. The challenge is
to use the wind and tide to get to a place where one can tie up or anchor for a peaceful night. For that
one needs to find shelter from wind and swell and to calculate how much water will be under the boat
when the tide goes out.
Our wanderings have taken us to some beautiful places, such as the west coast of Scotland where we
have been for the last couple of years. There is something special about exploring the places which
one has succeeded in reaching. We do so mostly on foot but also by bus or hired bicycle. Sometimes
we are held up by gales. We learn much history from our explorations, some of it sad, like the ruins
of houses abandoned during the clearances in Scotland and Ireland, or the traces of ancient
fortifications from periods when there was no security.
Life is simple on our boat. We lack some features of modern boats such as a shower, but we have a
gas cooker and a fridge. Our water tanks are large enough to last a week or two. We have a wind
generator which keeps the batteries charged and the instruments working provided there is wind.
GPS has made navigation much easier than it was before.
And the highlights? It is hard to choose. On night passages sometimes the stars are amazingly clear
and bright, and to keep watch alone in the cockpit is a wonderful experience. Dolphins occasionally
accompany us, keeping up with us with ease as they cross our bow from side to side. Last year we
learned that young dolphins can be just as agile as their parents. We enjoy watching the birds,
especially gannets when they dive. Skomer, off the Pembrokeshire coast, gave us the opportunity to
walk close to puffins. Anchored near Dunvegan Castle on Skye we realized that the rocks are home
to hundreds of seals. In earlier years Sweden, Minorca and Corsica were memorable – and rather
warmer than Scotland last year!
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Parallel Experiments?

By Angela Greenwood, Leigh-on-Sea

I came upon Experiment in Depth by P. W. Martin by chance during a conversation with
a fellow retreatant at Holy Isle in Scotland last year. He was not a Quaker but he had
at one time been the assistant warden of Jesus Lane Meeting House in Cambridge. His
path had taken a different direction, but he was still very interested in Quakers. I
found myself telling him about Experiment with Light by Rex Ambler and how it
derived from the early practice of Friends of ‘waiting in the light’, and from the
writings of George Fox. He wondered if it was related to Experiment in Depth which he
had studied at University and which sounded similar, and which also included a
number of quotes from George Fox. He started to describe some of the themes in the
book and I was immediately intrigued.
Experiment in Depth …. Experiment with Light …. We don’t often use the word
‘experiment’ these days in such contexts. I guess an experiment is something we try
out with honesty and openness to see what might happen, with no preconceptions or
expectations - like a scientific experiment.
William Penn described the ‘Quaker method’ as “… a spiritual experiment (my italics)
upon the soul (which) seeks for no implicit credit, because it is self-evident to them that will
uprightly try it”.
An American Friend, Rufus Jones, wrote, 'With all its limitations, this Society [of
Friends]... has proved to be the most impressive experiment in Christian history of a groupmysticism, a religious body practicing corporate silence as the basis of worship and maintaining
a fundamental faith in Spirit-led ministry'.
Experiment with Light was devised by the Quaker theologian Rex Ambler following his
study of the writings and practices of early Friends. In descriptions of early Quaker
Meetings we learn that “People went silent for hours, sometimes three or four hours at a time
….. opening themselves inwardly to ‘the truth’ whatever that happened to be in their case. ….
They simply let the ‘light in their consciences’ show them whatever in their life they needed to
see, and what they needed to do.”
I wondered if The Experiment in Depth, written by P J Martin in 1955, would describe a
similar process, and how it would be experimental. This book is based on the work of
A J Toynbee, C J Jung and T S Elliott and explores the use of symbols, metaphor and
spontaneous images which arise through dreams and silent still attentive waiting to
enable growth in awareness and integration of our ‘shadow’ (Jung) aspects, thereby
facilitating life giving creative energy and inspired action in the world.
A large part of Experiment in Depth offers a clear description of Jungian thinking and
theory, which I found very interesting and personally helpful. Martin talks about the
‘archetypes’, the ‘deep unconscious’, the ‘living myth’, the ‘autonomous complexes’ and
the ‘transforming symbol’ and reflecting on dreams as ways of ‘Experimenting in
Depth’. Relating such themes to real and deep experience can lead towards integration,
clarity and creative action.
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From the work of A J Toynbee, Martin takes the process of ‘withdrawal and return’ as
a central theme. Toynbee describes how in different civilisations, at times of trouble
some individuals are prompted to ‘withdraw’ from the outer world of chaos and pain,
and concentrate on their deeper inner experience, not as a way of avoiding
involvement, but as a means of growth and renewal which would lead to their return
with new energy for action and renewal for civilisation.
Martin cites the life and poetry of T S Eliot as an example of the struggles and creative
outpourings of a life lived as an ‘Experiment in Depth’. We can see how Eliot’s poetry
moves from the helpless despair of the ‘Wasteland’, to the glory and timeless wisdom
of the ‘Four Quartets’.
As I moved through Experiment in Depth I was increasingly struck by the very apt
quotes from George Fox, not just as examples of what Martin was saying but as
substantial points in his thesis.
“The Lord showed me that the natures of those things which were hurtful without were within,
in the hearts and minds of wicked men. The natures of dogs, swine, vipers, of Sodom and Egypt,
Pharaoh, Cain, Ishmael, Esau etc., the natures of these I saw within, though people had been
looking without. I cried to the lord saying: “Why should I be thus, seeing that I was never
addicted to commit those evils?” and the Lord answered “that it was needful I should have a
sense of all conditions how else should I speak to all conditions?” and in this I saw the infinite
love of God. I saw also that there was an ocean of darkness and death; but an infinite ocean of
light and love which flowed over the ocean of darkness. In that also I saw the infinite love of
God, and I had great openings” (p78)
Martin saw this ‘remarkable passage from George Fox’s Journal’ as evidence of a life lived
at depth, illustrating the ‘opening (of) the …. Gateway to the deep unconscious’, enabling a
person to realise him/herself and come upon ‘great openings of the spirit’, and a sense of
community with others’ (p 78). This seems strikingly similar to the descriptions of Rufus
Jones, Rex Ambler and William Penn cited above. It is as if Martin and the Jungian
‘experimenters’ were discovering through psychological methods what early Quakers
experienced through openness to the Spirit.
Martin’s unique contribution and question is whether this Jungian process, which was
initially devised to enable those with mental illness to find a constructive way through
into health might be of significant use to the ordinary healthy human being - leading to
freed creative experience and action and ‘an immense enlargement and enrichment of (both
individual and communal) life.’ (p 229) Martin gives many examples of people reflecting
for example on their developing dreams in the book, indicating that this method of
reflecting might indeed be helpful to all who practise it.
In the chapter, ‘Project for a Way Through’, Martin emphasises two important
‘integrative factors’ in the process; ‘the fellowship of a working group; and the contact with the
deep centre.’ (p 236)
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It is in this chapter that the Quakers and their Meeting for Worship are cited on a
number of occasions as being possibly an ideal setting for men to engage with the
Experiment in Depth. ‘Over the last 300 years the Society of Friends, the Quakers … have been
consistently practicing their own version of the Experiment in Depth.’ (p 230’)
‘The great contribution of the Society of Friends is that of a way of life based on inward
experience. It is Jung’s contribution that brings the fire, the intensity. It is the Quaker
contribution that brings the steadiness, the light, the cohesion and discipline of a fellowship, a
sense of vocation, and an inner strength leading to action in the world free from attachment to
results.’ (p 231)
As I read on I continued to be amazed at the links Martin made between the Jungian
process of deep seeking and engagement with the unconscious and the collective
unconscious (we might say the Spirit or Light) and the silent, supportive meetings and
the deep centred processes of the Society of Friends. As a Quaker I have long felt that
our processes and our valuing of silence and stillness as windows into the depths and
into guidance and leadings, are our ‘pearl of great price’ (Matthew 13: 45 – 46). From
experience I know that the Meeting for Worship can indeed be a setting for such an
experience in depth.
As a seasoned Experiment with Light practitioner I found myself wondering on a
number of occasions whilst reading the book, whether the current Experiment with Light
process with its supportive, holding, but non-intrusive group, might be facilitating the
Experiment in Depth for some of its members.
Rex Ambler describes Experiment with Light as “a personal practice of meditation, inspired
by a study of early Friends. It did not arise from the contemporary practice of Friends. It was
rather a recovery or retrieval of a practice that had long been abandoned, though it has been
adapted and developed to respond to contemporary needs. ………… It is what we today would call
a meditative practice. It is a disciplined use of silence and stillness aimed at evoking a greater
awareness and insight.”
One could perhaps say that Martin had found what the early Quakers knew, and what
Experiment with Light which refers back to early Quaker practice has been observed to
achieve, namely that through such processes people can see the reality of their own
lives.
Experiment with Light’s guided meditation opens us up to the Light illuminating the
depths, offering the possibility of insights (including uncomfortable insights), images
and feelings or leadings etc. arising from a deep place, and subsequently often
expressed in written or art form much like the processes Martin describes (p 67).
The four steps in the Experiment with Light meditation structure also seem to resonate
with Martin. They are sometimes called M O W S
- Mind the Light (tune into the deep centre/centre down into a deeper state);
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- Open to the Light (“Let the Light search you thoroughly …. and it will let you see invisible
things which are clearly seen by that which is invisible in you”; (from Klaus Huber’s Fox
based version of the Experiment with Light meditation)
- Wait in the Light (just allow what comes to come without thinking);
- Submit to (meaning accept) whatever comes.
This is followed by a quiet time alone, reflecting on what has come up, including the
use of art and spontaneous writing (similar to Jung’s practice of ‘active imagination’)
and a time of worship sharing with a small group of supportive but non-intrusive
Friends. Sometimes this can later lead to discerned action in the world or in our
relationships. Light group practitioners have often attested to the power of the
‘experiment’ in terms of transformative images and even specific guidance leading to
action – remarkably similar to the process of ‘withdrawal and return’ which Martin
describes (p 14).
In chapter The Return Martin reflects on how individuals, through consciously shifting
towards using a deep tuning into the Self, leading through transformative symbols,
insights and awareness, (p 238) can move from activity linked to the ego, into intuitive
creativity and deeply discerned action in the world.
I found myself wondering whether other Quakers were familiar with Experiment in
Depth. Alec Davison said that when he joined the Quakers in the 1960’s at Winchmore
Hill there was a group there studying and practising Experiment in Depth, ‘which they
found very powerful’. Maybe such experiments have been indeed moving in parallel
directions. The Spirit appears to move in deep and truthful ways, and we have
discovered and rediscovered an experimental process, which inevitably leads to
growth, insight and egoless action.
Perhaps inevitably I found myself wondering if Martin was himself a Quaker?’ He
seemed to write from knowledge, wisdom and experience of Quakers, but at no point
in the book or on the cover or preface does it say anything about his background. On
‘Googling’ him I was eventually led to the History and Biography Project of Switzerland
Yearly Meeting published in 2005. In it Martin is described as a ‘member of the
Switzerland Yearly Meeting of the Society of Friends, and an active member of the
Geneva Monthly Meeting Jung Group in the 1930’s, bringing to Friends an
understanding of the work of C J Jung and its relevance to Quaker beliefs, life and
witness’.
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A HEALING PARTNERSHIP by Michael Seymour, Harlow
This is about a deep experience that reflects A & Q No 28 ‘…attend to what love
requires of you…’
I would like to share with you a very special time I spent with Iain, one of my patients
and his partner Annie, when we and his medical advisers formed a healing partnership.
Iain had had cancer previously and the patch that he wore over one eye and his short,
stocky appearance made him look quite tough, to the extent that he had to assure shop
assistants that he was not about to rob them! He was a proud Scot (how he would have
loved the energy and excitement of the Scottish Referendum and the massively
increased involvement of the public in politics North of the Border which resulted)
and had a wicked sense of humour.
He was a man of many parts, having been trained as a marine, with the ability to kill a
man with his bare hands. This powerful destructive use of energy was soon rejected
and he started his spiritual work by studying Eastern philosophy and further developed
his love of music and boating. He was also a talented artist, sculptor and creative
writer. His spirit was remarkable and he met his illness head on, determined to
overcome all adversities with the benefit of spiritual healing and support from
orthodox medicine and the wonderful Hospice movement.
All of us who are on a spiritual journey know that when we truly have a need, it does
not go unanswered. Iain met Annie, the love of his life, when he was being re-housed.
Annie shared Iain's lovely sense of humour and joked that falling in love with one of
her clients was not in her Housing Officer's job description!
Iain contacted me on the basis that he had been diagnosed as terminally ill, which he
did not accept. He had always been a fighter and he asked me to join him in his battle
against cancer, which had returned extensively, this time to his lungs. He was a
fervent believer in spiritual healing and informed me that he was too busy to die! He
had been commissioned to carry out assignments, using his artistic skills, by various
charities and his great ambition and vision was to have a narrow boat which would be
a floating art therapy centre for those living with cancer: healing and development at
its most practical.
For a time, between the chemotherapy sessions, the healing won a few physical battles
and made Iain stronger at all levels to face what was ahead. However, he eventually
became too weak to attend my centre and I started to visit him and Annie in their
house within the sheltered housing scheme where she had become the manager.
This was a very intimate time as all of us became very close friends at every level, we
truly were a team. I would give Iain healing and Annie would get us delicious suppers.
At first Iain was still sitting in a chair when I arrived, often painting with lovely,
soothing music playing in the background. However, as the weeks went on he was
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more often in bed, with oxygen readily available, as his breathing had deteriorated
significantly.
This was also a very challenging time for Annie, as her father was seriously ill. One
evening when I was with them, she received a call that he had passed. Annie was also a
tough character but, understandably, she broke down in Iain's arms. This was one of
the most moving experiences in my 40 years healing service – the comforted
comforting the comforter. They insisted that I stayed as I was “part of the team”.
It was as if the three of us needed to go through this shared experience of healing over
the weeks and months. Fairly soon after the death of Annie's father, Iain's morphine
dose was considerably increased and he passed, very peacefully which is usually the
case in my experience when healing has been given, in a matter of days.
Iain was an inspiration to me and his vision of a floating therapy centre will become a
reality by another dedicated person, sometime, somewhere, with the necessary energy
and application. Annie and her family created a beautiful garden at her sheltered
housing scheme, in Iain's memory, for all the residents to enjoy.
As was evident at his cremation service, when I read an eulogy based on this article, no
one who had met Iain, for however short a time, will ever forget him. My words are a
dedication to Iain, brave heart and are also a song for Annie and demonstrate the
inclusive and holistic nature of Spiritual Healing.
Sequel
Although Annie had the ongoing support of her four sons and their families, I offered
to help her in any way I could in the future. She said that she would like, from time to
time, when the hurt was less raw, to share some of her poems with me (she eventually
wrote over a thousand!).
After six months she invited me over for a meal and this led to our going out together
and I eventually moved into her house in her sheltered housing scheme so that we
could be together. Our marriage eventually followed, which was not only a great joy to
us both but also to my dear late mother – they adored each other.
After almost twelve years together, Annie sadly passed, peacefully, in February 2009. I
gave her healing every day over a seventeenth month period, during which time it was
a privilege to look after and, towards the end, to nurse her. She was courageous and
uncomplaining throughout.
You will appreciate that I did not expect to meet my future wife through the healing but how wonderful. It just demonstrates to me, yet again, how much I owe to this
incredible gift of healing.
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Two reports from the work of the Quaker Council for European Affairs
Tallinn Worship Group’s Report QCEA/QPSW conference “Castle or Community? Quakers' role
in building the new Europe” and the peace project “East-central European initiative for participating
in the new Europe” by Roland A. Rand, translated by Ilvi Joe-Cannon
The Tallinn Worship Group is grateful to North East Thames Area Meeting of Britain Yearly
Meeting (BYM) for making it possible for me to participate at the conference. The presentations and
exchange of experiences in the workshops gave new perspectives on the reduction of economic
inequality, immigration policies, and they offered ways to resolve many of the conflicting views
among Eastern European states and “old” European major countries on the application of corruption
prevention and transparency measures. It was agreed in a spirit of dialogue that for solutions it is
necessary to collaborate with international organizations and on grass roots level.
The thoughts of UK Friends on economic inequality were of particular interest, because statistics
show economic inequality to be greatest in UK and Estonia. The pay gap in different European
countries varies greatly, resulting in economic migration and leaving countries without needed
human resources. To combat that in Estonia, entrepreneurs are considering raising wages.
The second crucial topic was growing militarization. Like many other East-central European
countries, Estonia has historically been invaded by neighbouring countries and the painful memory of
such a past compels the country to allocate increased resources to defence at the expense of other
sectors. By-products of this activity are a politics of fear and a robust arms business.
The third topic touched international agreements and the need for transparency. The secret protocols
of the Molotov-Ribbentrop Pact are generally recognized as resulting in World War II. To this day,
Europe is still dealing with the consequences of that war: militarization, instability, and nostalgia for
“the good old days”. In the post-Soviet part of Europe these conditions are more pronounced and
hence the demands on Europe to bring an end to social injustice and economic deprivation. Together
with Friends from Russia, Ukraine and Georgia we drafted the peace project “East-central European
initiative for participating in the new Europe” with the aim of increasing peaceful dialogue in the
East-central European area. The planned location and time for this activity would be Belarus in
summer 2016. As the Estonian member of this group, I can share Estonians' peaceful approach to the
resolution of conflicts embraced by Jaan Poska who headed the Estonian negotiating team that
secured the Treaty of Tartu in 1920 with the Soviet Union, thus giving birth to the state of Estonia.
Poska believed that neither war nor violence is a solution and that people with different views must
resolve their differences, provided they are honest individuals, with peaceful negotiations and good
will. On January 24, 2016, Estonians celebrate the 150th year of Jaan Poska's birth.

Castle or community? Quakers role in building a new Europe by Quaker Council for European Affairs
From the 4‐6 December, 110 Friends from across Europe gathered for the Quaker Council for
European Affairs / Quaker Peace and Social Witness conference to reflect on some fundamental
questions; what is our vision for Europe? What needs to change in order to get there? And how can
Quakers take action to translate our vision into reality? On Friday Friends arrived in Brussels to
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consider these questions, with many other issues and worries competing in our heads. On Sunday we
parted energised and ready to act together to help build a new Europe.
The conference brought together Friends from worshipping communities in 23 different countries, to
form one community. When we arrived, our ideas and questions about Europe were inevitably
coloured by recent events; notably the murders in Paris and subsequent reactions, from the level four
alert in Belgium and France's “declaration of war” on Daesh, to the United Kingdom's decision to
launch air strikes in Syria and a heightened military presence across Europe. On the minds of many
was the refugee crisis, which continues unabated despite lessening media interest, worsening weather
and proliferating border fences. Further back, though perhaps dim in the memory, was the Greek
economic crisis which played out between central European institutions and the Greek government.
On Friday evening, we began by addressing our context; Lina Jordan (QCEA British Committee)
showed us a series of pictures depicting all these issues. Choosing to confront the conference's context
was crucial in allowing us to acknowledge the world in which we have to live and work, as we came
together with all our various concerns. Lina elaborated on complex systems, of which the most
complex is our human world. The image from this session that many will remember is of a wall
covered in post‐it notes; the hope was to avoid leaving participants feeling lost amongst the
complexity, pulled in many directions at once. Instead, the conference was geared towards allowing
Friends to find their own clarity, and to act on that basis.
On Saturday we began with some inputs. Rachel Bayani, Doris Peschke and Arne Springorum spoke
about the Europe they'd like to see and the steps to get there. Rachel, Baha'i representative to the EU,
touched on the need to create a more productive discourse on migration by complementing legal and
technical approaches with a focus on our shared humanity. Doris, secretary of the Churches
commission for Migrants in Europe (CCME), used the example of the refugees travelling to Europe
to talk about the Europe she would like to see. Lastly, Arne, a German Friend living in Prague, argued
that while we must acknowledge that borders are real, that we can and should nevertheless choose to
focus on our shared values.
After these top‐level overviews, participants were given the chance to delve into a subject or two of
their interest in two workshop sessions, which covered a number of themes including Asylum &
Refugees, EU militarism, Economic Justice and the UK/EU Relationship (in light of the upcoming
referendum on UK membership). Andrew Lane (QCEA Representative) facilitated a workshop on
European security that focussed on how to develop a new concept of security based on well‐being
across Europe. Participants discussed events from Paris to Ukraine, the EU's response to these, and
the compounding role of arms trade lobbyists in Brussels. All workshops enabled Friends to share
their experiences and interest, and learn about situations and activities in other countries.
Our keynote speaker was Molly Scott Cato, one of two Quaker Members of the European
Parliament. She too addressed the issue of building the Europe we'd like to see, touching on many
issues from the refugee crisis, to the Transatlantic Trade and Investment Partnership (TTIP) and the
growth of corporate power. She spoke movingly of the solidarity between French and German
parliamentarians in the wake of the Paris murders, standing together, a powerful reminder of
Europe's clearest success – preventing war between its members since the end of the Second World
War – and of Europe's failure to build peace beyond its borders.
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QPSW's Suzanne Ismail and Elizabeth Payne led an open space session, a new discussion technique
for many continental Friends, which enabled participants to air some of their concerns and make
connections across the continent. A wide range of conversations ensued, including those on the right
to food, networking across Europe, Syria and the role of minority languages in Europe.
Sunday morning, after an information‐packed Saturday, turned us to action. We were led to establish
groups to discuss vital issues, from climate change and food, to refugees, the arms trade and nonviolence, to Eastern Europe and the UK‐EU referendum. Crucially each group was challenged to
bring back at least one concrete action to the plenary session. For example the group focussed on the
UK referendum on the EU discussed how to inform local meetings about the debates and discussed
the draft of a ‘Quakers for Europe’ manifesto. Those looking at Eastern Europe hope to spread
Quaker ideas to Belarus, and many others committed to write articles, and coordinate email lists to
continue the conversation.
In the new year we will share a more detailed account of these groups. We hope we will see the fruits
of all of these fledgling groups across Europe in the coming months.

Tabular Statement – Report

by Melvyn Freake, Wanstead

Our total membership is now 198 – 133 women, 63 men and 2 others. 5 of these members live abroad.
We welcomed 6 new members by application. But 6 members died, 3 resigned and 2 transferred out.
With the correction this makes an overall loss of 5. We had 31 male and 37 female attenders, an
increase of 15 from last year, and 31 child attenders, the same as 2014 but different young people as
those at Wanstead reached 16 and others at Bethnal Green were added.
We welcomed 6 new members and they came from 2 meetings. Jim and Lynda Grigg and Ivor Ivans
from Leigh; and John Nayar, Saska Plowman and Peggy Forell from Bethnal Green. 3 members
resigned – Dave and Shanthini Cawson (now very involved in Liverpool) and Jane Evans. There
were 6 deaths, again from just 2 meetings. Letitia Chadwick, Doris Cross, Ann Hemingway and
David Fairbanks from Leigh; Philip Pollard and Fred Linge from Wanstead. 2 Friends transferred
memberships out – Ray Leary and Mark Adams.
The 2015 meeting breakdown is as follows:
Members
Male Female 0ther
Bethnal Green
6
10
0
Epping
5
16
0
Harlow
3
15
0
Leigh
13
29
0
Romford
6
10
0
Walthamstow
10
12
0
Wanstead
20
41
2
Totals

63(67) 133(136) 2(NR)
(2014 totals in brackets)

Attenders

Children

8
4
4
9
6
6
31

5
1
4
1
5
5
10

68 (53)

31 (31)

As part of my correspondence with LMs about this statement, I speculated about which members
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were attending meeting and thus contributing in shared worship or available for service. An
unscientific estimate suggests the following:
Regularly attending Members
Bethnal Green
Epping
Harlow
Leigh
Romford
Walthamstow
Wanstead
Totals

63

Male Regs
6
1
5
3
3
3
13
7
6
2
10
4
20
17
37

133

Female Regs 0ther
10
3
0
16
5
0
15
10
0
29
17
0
10
5
0
12
4
0
41
30
2
74

2

Attenders
8
4
4
9
6
6
31
68

The worshipping community is shown by adding regular members and attenders (113 + 68 = 181)
Each local meeting will have a clearer idea of how each member and attender is contributing.
Do you regularly encourage attenders to consider their involvement with the Society? Are there ways
we can include them even if they have not decided on membership? Is our expectation of the posts we
need to fill realistic?

Audrey Regan, Leigh-on-Sea Meeting sent this poem. It was read at the funeral of a
member of the Southend Amnesty Group. Richard devoted his whole life to two
things, Cricket and Asylum Seekers.
I dream

by Langston Hughes

I dream a world where man
No other man will scorn
Where love will bless the earth
And peace its path adorn.
I dream a world where all
Will know sweet freedom’s way,
Where greed no longer saps the soul
Nor avarice blights our day.
A world I dream where black and white,
Whatever race you be,
Will share the bounties of the earth
And every man is free.
Where wretchedness will hang its head
And joy, like a pearl,
Attends the needs of all mankind
Of such I dream my world!
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Labyrinths

Jan Sellers

Preparing for a labyrinth walk as part of 'Quaker Wednesdays' at Wanstead MH (1st Wednesday of
each month)
Awareness of the tranquillity - and sheer enjoyment - that labyrinths can offer, is growing, as
illustrated in this newsletter. Unlike mazes, labyrinths have just one path to the centre and the same
path out again. This path, twisting and turning, with the certainty of coming at last to the centre,
offers a space when the mind can quieten: a meditative and peaceful experience, a path of prayer or of
contemplation. Labyrinths today are used in schools, universities, hospitals, prisons, retreat centres,
counselling, parks and many other settings. I first trained as a labyrinth facilitator with Veriditas, a
voluntary sector organisation dedicated to deepening knowledge and understanding of the labyrinth,
especially in spiritual and community development. They offer introductory workshops - time to
walk the labyrinth and learn about their fascinating history and contemporary developments - and,
for those keen to go further, weekends of facilitator training.
Would you like to learn more? Are you interested in exploring ways of using the labyrinth in your
own work or field of interest - or simply in finding out more about these beautiful artefacts? I am
facilitating the following two events at Woodbrooke at the end of March. Do consider joining in!
Please get in touch if you have any queries - I'll be glad to hear from you.
Walking into Spring: A 'Veriditas' Labyrinth Workshop. Wednesday 30 March, Woodbrooke
Quaker Study Centre - learn about the labyrinth in this peaceful setting. This day is open to all, but
also serves as a pre-requisite for Veriditas labyrinth facilitator training weekends (available 2016 in
Iona, Wakefield and Chartres). £60 incl. lunch. www.woodbrooke.org.uk; 0121 472 5171
Labyrinth Study Day, Thursday 31 March, also at Woodbrooke:
Drop-in, morning, afternoon or all day: not a workshop, but shared study time with a friendly guide
and a wealth of books, chapters, articles, reports - all about labyrinths. £5 (yes, that's right, £5) - lunch
can be booked separately.
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Harlow’s New Year’s Gathering

A & Q 24
Children and young
people need love and
stability. Are we doing all
we can to uphold and
sustain parents and others
who carry the
responsibility for providing
this care?

We hope you have enjoyed reading this. The next
Newsletter/Journal will be produced by Leigh Meeting in June 2016. Copies for this
Newsletter can be downloaded from the link given on the cover page or by contacting
me on mbcamino.06@gmail.com.
In Friendship Margarete Briggs and Val Caldwell
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