https://northeastthamesquakers.org/

North East Thames Area Meeting
Newsletter February 2018

Contents:
Editorial by Rebecca Fricker (Epping)
Meet the Meeting by Christine Downes-Grainger (Epping)
Refugee by Martin Gaba (Wanstead)
Stillness and movement by Melvyn Freake (Wanstead)
Eckhart's Moth by Juliet Fraser (Bethnal Green)
Leigh on Sea Light Saturday Group by Angela Greenwood (Leigh on Sea)
Quaker Christmas Shelter by Freddie Fricker (Epping)
Leigh in Sea Christmas Celebrations by Jim Grigg (Leigh on Sea)
For Education and Joy’: Mary Hughes, Quaker pacifist and social reformer by Jan
Sellers and Sue McCarthy (Wanstead)
ACAT Conference September 2017 by Debbie Taylor (AM Bookkeeper)
St John – God is a spirit by Peter Breuer (Leigh on Sea)
A Buddhist Prayer contributed by Dhiraprabha
Area Meeting dates
1

Editorial by Rebecca Fricker
Dear Ffriends, thank you for sharing your news, research and gifts! Once again it
has been a joy to curate the Area Meeting newsletter and be given such a clear
sense of what Ffriends and Meetings have been doing – from putting faith in action
by working with refugees and helping set up Christmas homeless shelters to using
art and poetry to explore spiritual feelings. We are lucky to share not one but two
“herstories”, one about an early 20th century Ratcliffe Friend, the other from a late
20th century Friend still very much in evidence around the Area Meeting today (and
still doing great work in Epping, Walthamstow, Percy Bartlett and AM Noms).
While we are looking forward to our All Age Gathering in March I would like highlight
how I am going to try, with reference to Advice and Query 19, to improve the links
between the children and families in my new role as Children's and Young People's
Advocate and member of the London Link committee. Firstly I will be in contact with
each Meeting to ascertain who we have in order to facilitate greater communication
between the children and families themselves, I also hope to promote the children’s
meetings we currently have, while at the same time creating opportunities for more
All Age activities and worship….I ask the Area Meeting to uphold me in this.
Rejoice in the presence of children and young people in your meeting and
recognise the gifts they bring. Remember that the meeting as a whole shares a
responsibility for every child in its care. Seek for them as for yourself a full
development of God’s gifts and the abundant life Jesus tells us can be ours. How do
you share your deepest beliefs with them, while leaving them free to develop as the
spirit of God may lead them? Do you invite them to share their insights with you? Are
you ready both to learn from them and to accept your responsibilities towards them?
Advice and Query 19
Meet the Meeting by Christine Downes-Grainger (Epping)

The first question posed for this article is: was there anything unusual about my
childhood?
I will explain how it unfolded and you can decide.
I began my present life in August 1949. I was in a middle-class family of six, living in
post-war austerity in a rented bay-windowed semi. My stoic, reserved mother was
eight years older than my charismatic, free-spirited father. They let me know I was
a welcomed girl after three boys – Julian, Paul and Francis. There were other
tensions – criticism and lady friends. Mother declared she was not a jealous
person. Her loyal friends, from the independent life she had carved out before she
married, said she had five children.
Another of the questions – what did I want to be when I grew up? I was drawn to a
small black and white photo we had of a white-skinned woman in a sari. The family
listened and laughed when, aged 4, I announced that I wanted to be a ‘missionary
nurse’ – the calling of this lady who was a friend of my father’s during his war
service in India.

Religious upbringing? - we listed ourselves as C of E; Sunday school - I collected a
full book of stickers! Bible stories at school and church parade. My parents were
more likely agnostics.
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For the first five years eight months I lived in Hayes, Kent, where London melts back
into the English countryside. As the youngest, I enjoyed two years of my mother’s
undivided company while the other four went off to work and learn in nearby
schools. I was bereft when aged 5, I found myself separated from her by school
railings. Francis (two years older) tells me they came into his class one day and
said – you must take your sister home – she can’t stop crying.

For the next two years four months we lived in colonial Singapore. Unable to buy
the house as his own father refused to lend a promised deposit, father applied for a
post in a British Army junior school. The GP made a 10% error in the dose for one
of our inoculations and we were laid out for 36 hours. We had to sort our few
possessions – to be sold, put into storage or taken with us. In his 70s, Paul
revealed to me how keenly he felt the loss of his cat, his first girlfriend and the
church choir where he was a boy soprano.
The 8000 mile flight took four days, stopping at many simple airports. We had been
told it poured down at four o’clock every day in the rainy season. At the last minute
a typically thrifty decision was made and a photo shows us disembarking in
Singapore with wellington boots on strings around our necks. We lived in colonial
guesthouses and boarded rattling Chinese buses to schools that ran from 7 am to
1 pm in converted barrack blocks. Our classmates were service children, equally
rootless.
Father was an explorer and we went on expeditions to remote parts of Singapore
and Malaya. Driving through dense jungle we were once halted by a black panther
crossing in front of us. Father had an expansive vision of what children’s education
should be and became head of a three class school on a small island in Singapore
harbour. He taught every class he had to make and fly Chinese kites.
In 1958 we flew back for one month’s leave. The world was becoming smaller. Our
familiar footwear - flip flops – was now on sale in Woolworths and the flight back
only took two days. My two eldest brothers stayed in England. Julian, aged 16,
started a motor mechanic apprenticeship with Croydon Council; Paul (aged 14)
lodged with an aunt so that he could take O Levels at Bexhill Boys Grammar School.
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During the second two years, we lived as a family of four in rented flats. Father’s air
of leadership resulted in more promotion – he became head of a large infant and
junior school on Nee Soon army base. He built concrete islands in the playground
to illustrate geography and organised football on stilts. August 1959 was spent on a
French cargo ship that called at Laos, Manila, Hong Kong, a long weekend in Japan
and the same ports on our return. No one could understand why we were not excited and grateful.

Re-entry into England was always going to be difficult. Both my parents were from
London and there were no teaching vacancies in the south-east in 1960. After a
month-long voyage half-way round the world and through the Suez canal, my father
scraped a term of supply teaching at Bexhill Grammar School. We lived in a
caravan and outbuildings in the grounds of his sister’s large, mock-Tudor, country
house style old folks home. We were reunited with Paul but he had changed a lot.
My baffling first term at secondary school was slightly relieved when I was befriended by a classmate. She was an only child who cycled through the Sussex lanes like
me, to Bexhill Girls Grammar School. Her parents were friendly and welcoming and
invited me to stay a few times until I stopped corresponding with their daughter.
Roberta patiently explained to me that the three of them made their way to
Eastbourne every few Sundays for ‘meeting’ and ‘childrens’ meeting’. They kept
piles of a small magazine in the hall, it seemed important to them. Years later I
realised it was The Friend.
In his search for an income from teaching and a house to live in, we followed father
to Hastings where I spent two anxious terms at Hastings High School; then to
Rotherfield in Sussex and four years at Tunbridge Wells Grammar School for Girls,
finishing with O Levels and a handful of friends. My two sixth form years were spent
in RAF Cyprus where father explored, and was promoted again - busy arranging
debates, treks and camps for his class and school.
When I was 10 my father asked me to call him by his first name – he said he did not
want to be known as a role, he was Humphrey. I was unable to engage with him.
None of us (parents included) had any helpful language for the emotions and
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anxiety generated by the family tensions, the travelling, different schools, teachers,
situations, surroundings, absence of long-term friends, and the assorted cultures –
both the countries we found ourselves in, and the mores of British army and RAF
life. There was also a sea-change in Britain from the 50’s to the 60’s. Parents and
teenagers did not understand each other, no matter how liberal the parents thought
they were.
The summer I became 18, my parents left me in Croydon with a £27 advance, and
went back to Cyprus for a couple more years. I had lodgings - with the next
Quakers I met. They were an expansive family – Bill and Joy and their seven
children, plus foster children. Three years earlier, they had created a space for
Julian to lodge with them (they needed income) and with their encouragement he
progressed. Tutored by Joy, he gained two O Levels, and then a year’s placement
in India with International Voluntary Service. Both of these helped him gain a place
to train as a lecturer in further education.
I watched my other two brothers disintegrate – Francis lived as a beatnik under
Hastings Pier one summer. Paul gained a degree but not a career. He and Francis
followed each other to squats around the country. Depression and schizophrenia
developed. They went in and out of NHS mental hospitals. For a while they were
part of R.D Laing’s community in Bow. For three years my parents had no idea if
Paul was dead or alive (he had gone to Toronto). My mother was distraught at how
the family had turned out and partly rued her inability to speak up.
I determined to survive. I knew I was only going to get two of the three A Levels
needed for university. I was pleased when Bill suggested they needed temporary
filing clerks at the very busy student grants department where he worked. I met
Colin Grainger in the office huts alongside Hungerford Railway Bridge. He was from
an ironstone mining village near a town I had never heard of - Middlesbrough. He
had a strange story of being separated from his birth family, surname of Downes.
His clever North Yorkshire father had married a young woman from near
Londonderry. Colin was adopted and brought up as an only child by his aunt who
came to resent him as a burden.
We stuck together for 42 years. He did a teacher
training course at Roehampton and took his first job
back in Middlesbrough. We dreamed of living in a
stone cottage on the moors with six children but it did
not turn out like that. We had a girl before we left
London in 1972. We accepted a two-bedroomed
council house with his job. It was on a low income
estate in the seaside town of Redcar. We bought it
under Mrs Thatcher’s changes and did not move out
until 2003.
I did teacher training in the 70s while Colin began to
use alcohol and prescription drugs to cope with all
the anxieties he could not express. I thought back to
the family I had known in Croydon. They never
spoke of their religion, I realised they lived it. I
sought out Middlesbrough Meeting and went every
six weeks or so for the next twenty-five years.
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Isolated and with home life in chaos, I needed to belong somewhere. The Quakers
were stable and friendly and accepted me into membership in 1976. I did not take
part in any social events, preparative meetings, monthly meetings, committees or
study groups. I gave no money but I did eventually help with the distribution of
Quaker News and a local newsletter.

Colin was an inspiring primary teacher but could not cope with staffroom politics. He
managed twelve erratic years before retiring on a half pension in the mid 80’s. We
had two boys as well by then and I was pleased our children grew up in a small
town. Colin gave up alcohol, and began giving up the sedatives, anti-depressants
and sleeping pills when he lost his driving licence in 1999 after I changed insurance
companies. It took him three years and a long catalogue of painful and disorientating withdrawal symptoms. I was amazed to get back the man I had married but his
physical health was compromised.
When supply teaching in Middlesbrough dried up, we followed our three grown up
children to London and I worked in a school in Canning Town for three years. Colin
wrote a book trying to understand why GPs prescribed such quantities of mindaltering drugs and did not recognise iatrogenic addiction.
My parents settled in the Cotswolds and turned into engaging and supportive grandparents. (They became good friends with some Quakers who lived opposite them!)
Colin left this world suddenly in 2009. I needed a new life and six months later,
went along to Epping Meeting. There I found stability and friendship, and many
opportunities for learning, listening, giving, receiving and service. A circle closed
when I found Iris and Jeffery Blay remembered the Quaker family I had known when
I was 11, members of Eastbourne Meeting where they had joined.
I can look back now and cherish the happy times I helped create in my childhood
and married life, before, during and after addiction. I have three children, two in
laws and four grandchildren. They communicate, and find ways to support both me
and each other. For thirty years we lived near the moors and the sea. I now live
within a forest. I knew when I joined the Society that I would be welcome at any
meeting. I am at ease with spiritual topics and very grateful for all my blessings.

6

Refugee by Yadida and Martin Gaba (Wanstead)
'I am caring already,' said the tall ,dynamic man in good English after I had told him
that one day he would use his experiences as a migrant to help other people. And
indeed he was, caring for 3 other Libyan men who had no English or French.

We have just returned after a week in Paris working with 2 refugee charities
Solidarite and Utopia 56, that operate from the same building. The former provide
a hot drink, jammy sandwiches and cake to some hundreds of refugees, every
morning who have been sleeping outside the previous night. The latter, who work in
the evening, supply blankets and clothes, many of which come from Calais, clothes
and, most importantly, arrange overnight emergency accommodation for migrant
families, women, under 18 young people and couples in people's homes or in hotels
- one host put up a family of 8!
The refugees that we dealt with came mainly from the Sudan, Eritrea, Afganistan
and Somalia. They were well dressed and clean. Their resilience was
formidable. They would always smile and reply 'Bonjour' when greeted after a long
wait in the morning queue. Some of them had been on the streets for up to 8
months sleeping outside because the French Government has deliberately placed
piles of boulders under bridges to stop them sleeping there. I saw no sign of
flagrant mental illness tho' we heard that some migrants were using drugs. Others
maintained their religion and we saw a number praying barefoot on mats outside our
base in sub-zero conditions.
The Mayor of Paris is sympathetic to the refugees and provided our base but
services like the police are run by the Government who has no clear policy to help
the thousands of refugees except to instruct the police to move them on continually.
There was a so-called 'Humanitarian Center' near our base, which was ostensibly
to help refugees process their citizenship application, while, in fact, they were
deporting them. Utopia 56 had been in the Centre but had moved out after it had
discovered this.
We met some remarkable people, both refugees and volunteers. One man had
spent 3 years bringing his family across Africa from Somalia and finding employment on the way. One 16 year old, Abdul, had found his way from Sudan and was
determined to make it to Britain. A percentage of migrants had some English learnt
at school, and they were pleased to have the opportunity to practice it. One
volunteer, Barry, from Scotland had lived in France for 40 years and had been
radicalised into volunteering by BREXIT!
If anyone is interested in replicating our working holiday we would be happy to
furnish them with contact details. We would also be delighted to direct you to 17E/
night hostel accommodation.
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Stillness and movement by Melvyn Freake (Wanstead)
Alison Chaplin and Maggie Freake held the third of their popular arts workshops at
Wanstead Meeting House on Saturday 27th January. I9 people attended.
The title reflects the theme of the day. We were invited to consider Gabrielle Roth's
view that movement follows 5 rhythms – flowing, staccato, chaos, lyrical and
stillness. A dance workshop based on these rhythms would involve participants
moving through the rhythms to music that followed the moods. This was an art
workshop but we had a live model, Emma, who moved to the moods accompanied
by the various rhythms. We were invited to draw her as she did so.
We were not expected to produce perfect representations but to follow and describe
the moods. Emma initially held still poses that we trace with our fingers – so much
for it being rude to point! Then we did a series of pencil drawings of static poses –
for 5, 3, 2 and 1 minutes. Then the music and the dancing started and we were
given long rectangular strips of paper and invited to draw the four movement
rhythms using charcoal on foot long sticks. Finally, Emma assumed a comfortable
stretch pose and we were given 40 minutes to draw using pencil. Mostly we worked
in quiet and I felt this was important for our concentration; there was adequate time
to discuss the process between working.
After a delicious shared lunch we explored two questions using the inquiry
method. This method invites people to
work in couples for two minutes each
way asking the same question. The
two questions we asked were: What
moves you about dance; and What is
wrong with sitting in stillness?
The listener asks the question, listens
attentively, thanks the speaker for the
answer and then repeats the question.
Two minutes gives the speaker time to
consider the question a few times.
After this we were invited to develop one or more of our drawings from the morning
using a variety of materials – paint, pastels, crayon, collage. We ended with a big
clear up and walking round looking at each other's work. I think this works better
when done without comment but the important thing is to appreciate and not
criticise, to learn and not judge.
Maggie and Alison have worked out a comfortable sharing of their presentation
which invited and encouraged participation. The two or three hours of concentrated
art work was both fulfilling and exhausting. It allowed us to get to know each other in
a different way and to share the workshop with a number of non-quakers. Already
people are asking when the next workshop will be!
I don't consider myself an artist but I do love exploring the medium with permission
to experience and to not worry about the outcome. The range of work was stunning
and I think people generally were pleased with what they had done. Occasionally
the timing could have been tighter and once or twice people could have been encouraged to work more quietly. But the workshop left people glowing and fulfilled. I
suspect any follow up workshop may have to be firmer about on pre-booking!
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Eckhart's Moth by Juliet Fraser (Bethnal Green)

It strikes me that I often pray
In something like the wrong way.
When a yearning
Surges up within me,
I clasp it in cupped hands,

As if it were a moth.
Then,
If in the wrong state of mind,
I keep my hands closed

And close;
Or,
Little better,
Extend them,

But stiffly:
The moth is kept still tight.
But,
If the state of mind is right,
I stretch out my hands
And open them
To let the moth take flight.
How many moths are fluttering within me?
And is he right that my right mind is free?
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Leigh-on-Sea Light Saturday Group by Angela Greenwood (Leigh on Sea)
Our Saturday Light Group was initially started for Non Quakers, but held in the
Quaker Meeting House. It arose out of an interest in a local Christian Meditation
group, which itself attracted a range of people from differing backgrounds, but
people who valued both meditation and the group. Before it started it was discussed
at and supported by Local Meeting. The group has widened in a rather organic
networky way to people who seem open to such a practice. It has been going for
approaching 4 years now. Inevitably some came and discovered it wasn’t for them.
Others came and stayed, and it also attracted and seemed appropriate for new
attenders to the Quaker Meeting, some of whom have continued to come and value
it. Relationships within the group are very caring and valued. Although as an open
group it does not promote or even publicise the Quaker activities or Meeting for
Worship, it is surprising how many participants have come to Meeting or to Quaker
Social functions over the years, Some have even come and stayed.
We usually have between 5 and 9 participants, and the meetings feel very deep and
appreciated, and spiritually nurturing.
It is conducted in a rigorous manner with participants varying in how they use the
time alone, and although not easy, the Worship Sharing process is much appreciated. People frequently take the opportunity to draw or write about their meditation
experience during the ‘time alone’.
We have tea and coffee and general sharing at the beginning rather than the end to
allow a quiet ending, which acknowledges that the process may continue as we
leave, and that we need to take care of ourselves.
It is an open group and advertised on the Meeting House Users Noticeboard, but in
practice all new members have come through personal connections and conversations.
We vary in our use of both the old (Fox) version of the meditation, the beautiful
Linda Brasher version and the modern language longer version.
We all value the use of a singing bowl as a way to gently take us from the silence
into the guidance, and again to open us to the deep silence as the words finish each
time.
We have also developed a practice of having a meditative or 'present moment'
poem before we start the meeting. People sometimes like to contribute poems.
Some contributions from group members:
Though unfortunately I have missed quite a few I value the meditations and always
gain something from them, sometimes things come up I'm not expecting, I
particularly like the period of reflection to walk, draw and continue to sit quietly; and
the sharing time after, with only the person sharing talking.

I hope it will continue and I hope to get to more in the New Year, this has been a
challenging year, but here's to the New Year and many more Experiment with Light
sessions!
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I would add that, on a Spiritual note, I have found the group and the process to be
quite inspirational. Following the Experiment with Light and having the courage to
stand in the Light, some wonderful insights and guidance have come to me, and, I
believe, to others. I have truly found that I can trust the Light and I feel that it has
deepened my personal experience of the Spirit. I have rarely been drawn to prayer,
as I do not believe in a separate God. Rather, I believe (and my direct experience
confirms) that we live in the totality of the Spirit, so I find the Experiment with Light to
be a form of prayer that I can engage with and that makes sense to me.
I am pleased the singing bowl is included, as for me, this is an integral part of the
session and would not be so meaningful without it. I wouldn't want to add or change
anything. The last session I found so very helpful and it has had a lasting effect.
I fully support any conferences or additional promotional events to raise awareness
and share good practice. I think more people would want to be involved if there was
a greater understanding of what happens. The beauty of coming together this way is
that it doesn't matter about your own religious or spiritual belief. However, some
people perceive 'Light' in a totally religious way and are confused by what it
represents... others may worry that the meetings will focus on God and then may
not fully understand the principles.

Quaker Christmas Shelter by Freddie Fricker (Epping)
On the bleak Friday the 22nd December, me and my family went to help set up the
Quaker Christmas Shelter. At first we had to unpack all the Sainsbury’s delivery
food which meant that, for the first time out of many, there was a human chain. Now
let me say, this human chain was huge! It stretched from the delivery van, up the
stairs, and even into where they had started to unpack things. After that, it was just
sorting that out, and also the donated clothes. After 5 minutes, piles were very high
and it was very confusing knowing which piles were which! Meanwhile, there was
the singing – while people upstairs were sorting out food and clothes, others
downstairs were doing another human chain. They were singing a song called
“Building Bridges” that I recognised from Infant school. We used it to think about
making friends (In Infant school). It reminded me of old times. After that was the
food sorting, possibly the most satisfying job there was. I was put under the table
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duty as there was food on and beneath the tables. There was so much pasta it was
unreal! Then lunch. The plan was to have pizzas but the place we were going to get
them was packed with people so there wasn’t any to have. This was quite sad but
there were crisps and other things so we were fine. There was time to do one more
human chain with boxes but then we had to go. We left feeling proud but, of course,
extremely tired. We knew we had helped out and done a great job for every one
there (I also gave them money I had saved from my pocket money to help with the
shelter!).
Editor’s note: There were 3 children and 3 adults from the NETAM helping set up
the shelter and we are pleased to report the following:
The Quaker Christmas Shelter was held as usual at Union Chapel, Highbury
Corner, Islington, London, from 23rd to 30th December 2016. It provided overnight
beds each night for rough sleepers; as well as cooked breakfasts and home-cooked
dinners for guests each day. They worked with the Pilion Trust who provide on-site
professional drug/alcohol/mental health outreach work. They also help each guest
who wishes to have a ‘move on’ plan from the shelter, so they are supported well
beyond Christmas.
Some of the outcomes that they had for guests staying at the shelter include:
11 guests accessed winter shelter programmes
1 guest was housed in private rented sector and 4 were referred to other
specialist services within their boroughs, all 5 are still housed
2 guests were referred to CGL Islington, a community substance misuse
recovery service, and another was linked back to the service after dropping
out of treatment for a time
4 guests were referred to supported housing, and are awaiting confirmation of
acceptance of tenancy
For more see https://tinyurl.com/QHA2017 and https://londonlinkgroup.org.uk/
Leigh on Sea Christmas Celebrations by Jim Grigg
At Leigh on Sea this year, we decided to have two celebrations of Christmas this
year. The first was on December the 3rd and was a traditional Carol service with
readings and music and carol singing. Our Friend Chrissie Pax organised the event
for us and various Ffriends came forward with their contributions and many friends
and relatives joined us to listen and celebrate.
The second event was on Christmas Eve, which fell on a Sunday, so we decided
that we would hold a programmed Meeting with readings and music relating to the
birth of Christ.
The programme consisted of items of Ministry separated by a respectful silence.
First was a reading of Luke verse 2:1-7 which relates the birth of Jesus. This was
followed by a recording of the first verse of O Holy Night, sung by Susan Boyle and
then a reading of Midnight Christians by Placide Cappeau, which was the inspiration
for the carol “O Holy Night”.
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A poem by the Rev John V Taylor about a mother and her child was read followed
by “What the Donkey Saw” by U A Fanthorpe, which ends:
I could see the baby and I
Would be going places together.

There was a reading from “Resurrecting Jesus”, a book by Adyashanti on what the
virgin birth and incarnation might mean, followed by these words from Meister
Eckhart:
What is it if Christ is born of Mary, in Bethlehem, in Judea, in the days of Herod the
King,
If he is not born in our hearts, in our time, and in our world.
We all then sang the last two verses of “O Little Town of Bethlehem”. A poem by
Howard Thurman “When the Song of the Angels is Stilled”:
When the Song of the Angels Is Stilled
When the song of the angels is stilled,
When the star in the sky is gone,
When the kings and the princes are home,
When the shepherds are back with their flocks,
The work of Christmas begins:
To find the lost,
To heal the broken,
To feed the hungry,
To release the prisoner,
To rebuild the nations,
To bring peace among people,
To make music in the heart.
We then heard a shortened version of “Parce mihi Domine” by the Jan Garbarek
and the Hilliard Ensemble. The Meeting finished with Silent Worship.
The programme for the first event was more like our traditional Christmas
celebrations, and was a social event for family and friends as well as Quakers.
Some of the highlights were Debbie Sussex, who attends occasionally, singing Cliff
Richard’s “Saviour’s Day” accompanied by my daughter Olivia on the keyboard.
Jean Bradford read two poems by Thomas Hardy. The first – “The Oxen” start like
this:
Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock.
"Now they are all on their knees,"
An elder said as we sat in a flock
By the embers in hearthside ease.
The second one was and The Darkling Thrush, which ends with:
An aged thrush, frail, gaunt and small,
With blast-beruffled plume,
Had chosen thus to fling his soul
Upon the growing gloom.
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So little cause for carolings
Of such ecstatic sound
Was written on terrestrial things
Afar or nigh around,
That I could think there trembled through
His happy good-night air
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew,
And I was unaware.
A few players from Simply Strings played an arrangement of “White Christmas” –
the famous Bing Crosby song from their Christmas Concert. Later it was also sung
by our friend John Philps accompanying himself on his guitar.
Angela Greenwood read a children’s book description of the bible story of the
Angels, the Shepherds, the Star, the Kings and the birth in the manger
accompanied by her husband Dave quietly strumming the guitar with the lights
dimmed.
Brenda Phillips submitted the poem, “The Ballad of the Bread Man” by Charles
Causley. The verses in the middle that are about Jesus’ birth read:
The baby was born in an annexe
Next to the local pub.
At midnight, a delegation
Turned up from the Farmers’ Club.
They talked about an explosion
That made a hole in the sky,
Said they’d been sent to the Lamb and Flag
To see God come down from on high.
Debbie Taylor brought out the hand-bells and a few of us tried a couple of
Christmas Carols. Playing hand-bells is all about timing. You have two bells, one in
each hand. You need about 4 people for the 8 notes of the scale and more if the
tune needs two octaves and chromatic notes (or half-tones). Your music shared
with your neighbour is marked with your notes in colour. Then all you have to do is
ring your notes at the right moment! Surprisingly, we were able to produce
recognisable carols and with harmonies too!
Angela organised volunteers in a circle dance to the tune of Ding Dong Merrily on
High on the keyboard, which got half a dozen people up and joining hands and
following the steps and twirling.
Angela’s husband Dave on guitar and his friend John on trombone played a song
written by a friend in the 60s about the commercialisation of Christmas.
We finished the afternoon with some lovely warm mince pies and a hot cup of tea.
What is so valuable and enjoyable about both these occasions is that it is a time
when friends and family, some who have moved away and return to see us, unite in
sharing news and good times over tea and mince pies. The Spirit of Christmas was
truly among us.
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‘For Education and Joy’: Mary Hughes, Quaker pacifist and social reformer by
Jan Sellers and Sue McCarthy (Wanstead)
One of the joys of second-hand books is discovering a long-forgotten card or note
slipped between its pages by a previous reader for safekeeping or to mark a place.
We read it and wonder about the life of this unknown writer of an earlier generation.
Occasionally, we may recognise a name and the note takes on particular significance.
Friends at Wanstead Meeting recently found such a note in the Library. (It probably
slipped out of a book – but we don’t know for sure where it came from.)
Written by “Comrade” Mary Hughes of Ratcliff Meeting in early 1938, it is a brief,
personal note, a moment in the later life of this radical social reformer. The letter is
undated but refers to Sunday 13th March. The 13th March fell on a Sunday in 1938,
and the re-used envelope is stamped 1938.
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Born into comfortable circumstances in Mayfair in 1860, Mary was the youngest
daughter of Thomas Hughes, author of Tom Brown's Schooldays and a Christian
Socialist. At 23 she became housekeeper for her uncle in Berkshire and got
involved in running the local Workhouse as a member of the Board of Guardians.
After her uncle’s death in 1895, Mary moved to Whitechapel and lived with her sister
Lillian and brother-in-law Ernest (he was Vicar of St Jude’s church in Commercial
Road) until Lillian and Ernest's untimely deaths in 1912 on board the Titanic. Mary
later moved to Bow to live with Muriel and Doris Lester who were establishing the
projects that would develop into Kingsley Hall, where Gandhi chose to stay during
his visit to London in 1931. Mary met Gandhi during this visit.
A committed pacifist, Mary became a Quaker in 1918 and at around this time returned to Whitechapel, living among local working people in Blackwall Buildings and
once more joining the local Board of Guardians. She became a JP for Shoreditch,
reputedly crying at the evidence she heard and sometimes paying the fines herself.
In 1926 Mary purchased a former public house (the Earl Grey's Castle) at 71
Vallance Road, which she named the Dewdrop Inn (Do drop in – pun intentional!).
Here she lived till her death in 1941, providing a shelter and refuge for the local
community. The Kelly's Post Office [Commercial] Directory for London, 1937 lists:
"Dew Drop Inn for Education and Joy (Mary Hughes, J.P. sec.)”.

The building is still there and since 1961 has been marked by a Blue Plaque:

Driven by conscience, Mary Hughes gave up her social privileges to share everyday
life in London's East End, living as her neighbours did. Her activism led her to lead
marches for peace and to protest, through writing and action, against the conditions
of extreme poverty and overcrowding in which people were living. Her home was a
hub of community activity and refuge; posters were plastered over the windows,
political meetings held (she described herself as a communist in the 1930s and had
been a Labour party member); she offered shelter (often her own bed) to women
who needed it. A vegetarian, she ate meagrely and went hungry to feed others.
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Quaker Faith and Practice 18:13 gives a flavour: “She identified herself completely
with those around her, sharing their poverty, their privations and their lack of
opportunities for cleanliness.”
When the note found at Wanstead was written in 1938 Mary Hughes was in her late
70s. The National Register, taken in 1939 in preparation for war, recorded every
civilian living in the UK. The entry for 71 Vallance Road is shown below. The
occupants are:






Mary Hughes, born 1860 (so aged c. 78), single. Occupation: JP and odd jobs
(additional note: "B: W.T.A. etc. work." Can anyone shed light on this?)
Maud Ellis, born 19 May 1881 (aged 58), single. Cook.
Albert Roads, born 2 June 1913 (aged 27), single. Lay Reader; Theology
student.
Stephen Williams, born 17 September 1918 (aged 21), accountants' clerk, now
[not fully legible] prison work, P.P. etc. (again, any insights, anyone?)


Hilda Stapleton (amended later to show her married surname, Bird), born 1 March
1901 (aged 28), State Registered Nurse.

In the Register's notes to the right, the entire household is described as Pacifist. The
enumerator may have wanted to signal to the authorities that this was a household
to watch. It's easy to imagine, though, that the indomitable Mary Hughes may have
herself asked for this to be recorded as an open declaration of her position, and that
of her household, as the government prepared for war.
Her character comes shining through in the panel of the Quaker Tapestry that
depicts her life. Wearing her trademark red cloak, Mary is depicted at the top among
her community outside the Dewdrop Inn and at the bottom, prone on the ground
having stepped out in front of a tram while leading an unemployment march.
Characteristically, she wrote a note ensuring the driver was not blamed, before she
would allow an ambulance to take her to hospital.
Despite the poor care she took of her own health and comfort Mary lived to be 88.
She died in 1941 in nearby St Peter’s Hospital (formerly the Infirmary of the Whitechapel Union of which she had been on the Board of Guardians). The Dewdrop Inn
reverted to a public house and then became a home again. It is currently on the
market in 2018 with a “guide price” of £1,295,000.00.
Sources
Mary Hughes' letter: this is now archived in our Area Meeting records at Friends'
House, shelf location SRI/MGR, Accession number 2017A30 (as in Wanstead LM
Minute 17/90).
The 1939 Register: http://www.findmypast.co.uk
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Kelly's Post Office Directory (Commercial Directory), 1937: Find My Past, as above
Kingsley Hall: http://kingsley-hall.co.uk/pioneers.htm
Quaker Faith and Practice, 5th edition, 6.11 and 18.13. http://qfp.quaker.org.uk
The Quaker Tapestry: https://www.quaker-tapestry.co.uk/panel/mary-hughes/
Further Reading
Rosa Hobhouse (1949) Mary Hughes: Her Life for the Dispossessed, London: Rockliff
Hugh Pyper (1985) Mary Hughes: A Friend to All in Need, London: Quaker Home Service
(illustrated booklet for Children and Young People's Committee).
St John – God is a spirit by Peter Breuer (Leigh on Sea)
Nowadays, not everyone gives religion all the
credit which it deserves, but Quakers believe, that
everyone has a Guiding Inner Light within
themselves.
When George Fox, the founder of Quakerism
began his ministry, he did not preach Quakerism,
because there was not yet any Quakerism, but
George Fox was firmly grounded in the teachings
of Jesus Christ.

When Christ started his ministry, he did not preach Christianity, because there was
not yet any Christianity, but he was firmly grounded in the Laws of Moses. He is
quoted by St.Matthew as saying, that not one Jot or Tittle of the Laws of Moses shall
pass away, meaning Jot is the smallest, and Tet is the last, letter of the Hebrew
alphabet.
When Moses lead the Israelites out of Egypt, he did not preach Judeaism, because
there was not yet any Judeaism. The only guidance he had, was the ethical
practices of the thirteen tribes, but he also had within himself the same Inner Light
as any other human being has today. That Inner Light told Moses to write on tablets
of stone, the code of ethics of the thirteen tribes of Israel. That code of ethics is now
called the Ten Commandments. He had, no doubt imbibed those ethics at his
mother’s knee, before he was sent to Pharaoh’s palace, to grow up as an Egyptian
Prince,
One of the Ten Commandments requires people to remember every seventh day to
keep it holy. Whereas the Jews have remembered the seventh day ever since, there
was never a seventh day in the Chinese Empire. There was never a seventh day in
the Empire of the Medes and Persians. There was no seventh day in the Greek
Empire of Alexander the Great. There was no seventh day in the Roman Empire.
There was never even a seventh day in the kingdom of the Pharaohs, but the Ten
Commandments are written in the Bible, and Christianity has spread the Bible
around the world. Long ago, even in the days of the dark satanic mills, the working
man in Britain had the seventh day as a day of rest. Now the whole world runs on a
seven day working week, with the seventh day as a day of rest.

That is why, not only Jews, but many other people all over the world, remember the
seventh day, in the spirit of reverence, to keep it holy.
18

ACAT Conference September 2017 by Debbie Taylor (AM Bookkeeper)
Being a Local Meeting or Area Meeting Treasurer can often be a lonely business
staring too long at the spreadsheets on the computer screen, punching in figures in
which hardly anyone is interested so it was a great joy to spend a Saturday with 70
church accountants and treasurers every one of whom understood the anxieties,
frustrations and pleasures of a similar role. Together we listened to insurance
experts, solicitors, charity commissioners and accountants who guided us gently
through our responsibilities in managing risk.
We were glad to have been buoyed up by good coffee and pastries on arrival when
the insurance broker started by telling us tales of cluttered fire exits, cabling across
doorways and uneven carpets and then had us imagining the dangers of icy car
parks and uneven paths with inadequate outside lighting. We were glad to be
reminded that these types of dangers are preventable, mostly using common sense
and acting on possible dangers as soon as we see them. Safety is everyone’s
responsibility. More serious are the risks of child abuse and the abuse of vulnerable
adults which every church must acknowledge. There must be the belief that ‘it could
happen here’. Only then will we take seriously the policies and procedures we have
in place and make a commitment to safeguarding and an ongoing culture of
vigilance. The solicitor advised that far more important than policy documents was
evidence of recent training of key people as this showed active rather than passive
concern with safeguarding.
An Ethical and Responsible investments analyst from CCLA gave us an excellent
introduction in to aspects of investment which can put at risk the reputation of
charities. He reminded us of the hot water the Archbishop of Canterbury got into
when he made negative remarks about the conduct of Wonga only to find the C of E
had shares in the company. He advised us that whilst most charities would wish to
avoid anything to do with Modern Slavery, 77% of UK retailers think it is likely that
such slavery exists in their supply chain so as investors and, of course, as
customers we may more involved than we think. He outlined how this might be.
It is not uncommon for modern slaves to be used in the fishing boats in the parts of
the world where the catch is used to make fish meal which is fed to farmed prawns.
The prawns are harvested and then made into fresh and frozen products sold in UK
Supermarkets. In another example we learned of the labourers brought into
Malaysia from Nepal to make manufactured goods for Western markets, who have
money, perhaps 25%, taken from their wages by the recruitment agents. Their work
is in the supply chain of firms like Nestles, NHS surgical equipment suppliers, NEXT
clothing and M & S. One way charities can manage the risks with investments is
through the Church Investment Group which engages with companies about ethical
issues including Modern Slavery.
As charities, churches can claim gift aid on donations when the donor pays tax on
the gift and signs a declaration to that effect. Further, for smaller gifts, typically cash
collections, whether the givers do or do not pay tax, charities who do reclaim their
gift aid, can claim the equivalent on their cash collections. We were encouraged by
the Charity commissioners to make claims under this small donations scheme
where this was possible. Subsequently I have tried to do this for Leigh on Sea
Meeting and if I have completed the online form correctly I should get back from the
tax man enough to cover the cost of the conference, which would make it a very
good day indeed.
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A Buddhist Prayer contributed by Dhiraprabha
However innumerable beings are
May I meet them with kindness and interest
However inexhaustible the states of suffering are
May I touch them with patience and love
However immeasurable the Truth is
May I explore it deeply
However incomparable the Mystery of Interbeing
May I surrender to it freely
From this day forth with wisdom and compassion as my lamp and staff
I dedicate all my life's energy to the welfare of all beings
Kate and Peter Green of Wanstead have moved …a ”right-sizing!”
For details of their new address please contact them. Phone and emails unchanged.
Area Meeting 2018 Dates
Sat. 17 Feb 1.30 p.m. Walthamstow
Sun.18 March 10.30 (MfW) 1.30 p.m. Epping
Wed. 23 May 6.30 p.m. Romford
Sat. 16 June (all-day) 10-4.30 Wanstead
w/b 16 July 6.30 p.m (venue tbc) Bethnal Green
Sat. 15 Sept 1.30 p.m. Leigh on Sea
Sun. 21 Oct 10.45 (MfW) 1.30 p.m. Harlow
Sat. 17 Nov 1.30 p.m. + bonfire Wanstead
Do get in touch if there are any errors, or if you have contributions or
suggestions for future Area Meeting Newsletters.
Harlow will be producing the next issue in June 2018 with Leigh following in
October.
Editor: Rebecca Fricker
Layout: Alan Fricker
Proof-reading: Iris and Jeff Blay
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