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D e a t h C a f é i n H a r l ow
Over the last few years, Harlow Quakers have
with the help of the local Hospice, run a series
of Death Cafés for Friends and the general
public. The aim was to try and create a safe
space for people to talk about death and dying
related matters that they couldn't find elsewhere.
Our western society can be proud of the fact
that in the last half century so many taboo topics have been addressed and brought out into
the light; for example incest, abuse, homosexuality, mental health. But the taboo around mentioning death or dying seems to be strengthening. Some of the people who came along to
the Cafés , did so because their friends and
family just wouldn't or couldn't listen to anything
related to their mortality.
Death Cafés were initiated originally by Jon Underwood. He set a series of ground rules to
use the term Death Café, including no selling,
no set themes of conversations and ensuring
participants know that Death Cafe is not a bereavement or grief support resource. For more
information on how Death Cafés were started
see www.deathcafe.com.
Conversations at Death Cafés are not usually
particularly morbid or sad.
They are a mix of topics from factual requests
for information, anecdotes of how people died,
personal experiences and feelings, to more philosophical issues on rituals and society in general. Usually, they are as much about Life and
Living as about Death and Dying. And we usually have a lot more laughter than tears.

For some, discussing these personal matters is
easier with relative strangers. During the cafés,
we divide up into small groups of 4 to 6 and gently moderate the discussion making sure that all
have a chance to speak and all are listened to
with respect. With the added ingredients of a
hot drink, biscuits and cakes, most of our participants have relaxed and shared their thoughts
and stories.
We plan to continue holding the Cafés roughly
every few months with a break around the winter
season. Our biggest challenge is marketing and
advertising the Cafés in the places where people
who need them are likely to be.
Our next Death Café is at 11:00am on Saturday
7th July at Harlow Quaker Meeting House.
Do come and/or invite anyone you know might
be interested.
Tim Landsman, Harlow Meeting

N E TA Q M n e ws l e t t e r

Light group
Our Friday evening Local meeting Light Group
has been going for many (20?) years, beginning before the days of introductory workshops
to the present day! It has been through many
phases, hosts and different locations, whilst
remaining essentially the same. People have
moved away, sometimes finding and starting
new light groups, people have died, and others
have decided they can’t hear well enough to
participate. New people have come, always
through their attendance at MfW and in response to hearing about it in the notices for the
week after Meeting and enquiring about it.
Some participants have interestingly switched
from the Saturday Light Group to the Friday
Group.
For many years now it has been held at a local
Quaker - Tony‘s house. People just love going
there. His wife who is not a Quaker loves us to
come and participants love to go there. It is a
very caring group, which feels important as the
population of the group is ageing and some of
our members have died, Tony himself is currently recovering from a fall, (so we meet elsewhere) and everyone feels very committed both
to the meditation and to the group. It is definitely a group, with lots of phoning, emails and
visits to sick members for example.
Our membership is currently 13, with about 6 –
8 coming each month. People come unless
they are prevented. Interestingly however several (7!) of the group no longer come regularly
to MfW, although they remain connected to the
Meeting and come to all the social and other
functions when they can. They mostly go to
various local churches.
No one takes up the option of writing or drawing in the time alone, but the worship sharing is
appreciated. In this group we always have tea
at the end which feels important for the group.
Due to Tony’s continuing frailty we now meet at
Jean’s house, which is a bit of a squash, but
delightfully welcoming. It seems as if the physical closeness is even fostering increased depth
in our meditations, and renewed commitment
from the currently very stable and growing
group.
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Response from M:
For me, what the light group offers, is a
structure and a procedure to deepen our individual
and our group experience of that which lies beyond
our every day experiences. For me personally, the
"script is not that important". What is important is the
stillness that lies beyond such scripts. The script
represents the" limited" whereas what lies beyond
the " limited" is of course the " unlimited " e.g. I am
that which never comes and never goes away.
Response from A:
I appreciate what you say and can resonate with it, M. For me there is the level of 'Being',
which is 'described' by what you say, and the Human
level is what we engage with ordinary life.
I find Experiment with Light can be illuminating and a
pointer on both levels - perhaps offering guidance,
insight or a challenge, and also enabling us to shift
into the timeless unlimited stillness which you describe.
Response from D
My wife and I have attended Quaker Light
Meetings of 6 - 12 people in Leigh on Sea
(usually held in Tony’s house) for almost 3
years. We have a chat before beginning, then a few
words to introduce each stage of the Light meditation
by reading short texts, which I understand are common in Light meetings elsewhere. We also use a
brass singing bowl making a gentle 'bong' sound that
slowly decays away before and after each reading,
which reminds me of the Zen roshi using a keisaku in
Zazen - but more gentle! I find this very pleasant
and helpful in maintaining or regaining concentration. It is so easy in meditation to become distracted
into thinking or nodding-off!
I often find that my meditations in the Light meetings
are more focused than when I meditate at home
daily. I often attain much inner peace, have sensations of Light, and sometimes bright inspirations
come into my consciousness that give me better answers to everyday problems that I worry about. At
the end of the meditation we have about 15 - 20 minutes to sit or walk around. We are then offered an
opportunity for about 20 minutes to speak of our experiences or not as we wish. Some of us then talk
uninterrupted, and I am sometimes encouraged by
what people say. Following that we have a chat, often about topics that arose, and have refreshments. I enjoy the Light Meetings and I intend to
continue to attend them.
Angela Greenwood Leigh on Sea Meeting
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Report from the Quaker Life Representatives Council in October 2017
Shape Shifting—for Quakers and Meetings
This was the third Quaker Life weekend discussing the ways we retain our Quaker tradition
and values whilst accepting necessary
changes. A quote from the Manchester conference of 1895 was read . It was said to have
“challenged old thinking and distressed some."
John Wilhelm Rowntree, who was twenty seven
years old at the time said “Friends are not
bound by a heritage of creeds , and need not
break with their great past to put themselves in
touch with the present.” Rowntree envisioned a
revitalised Faith, deeper in its basis, clearer in
its vision, broader in its charity…and as warm
in its love…rising out of the “ seeming chaos” of
the modern world. He died ten years later at
the age of just 36. These are wise words from
such a young Friend.

Friends today are Children of Light as much as
our Quaker forbears. Our faith and practice- our
gospel order- continues to believe that there is
that of God in everyone. In April we tested
whether our religious and Quaker values are
still worth finding. At this October weekend we
tried testing how we are now practicing our
three hundred and sixty years of our Quaker
heritage. “We are guardians of our Quaker past
and must endeavour to protect this in the future.”We are, however, in a time of change and
reflected on how new technology might help us.
With some committee work being done on line,
using things like Skype to enable Friends in
isolated areas to feel part of our Meetings for
worship etc.
Meantime

Do we feel our Local and Area Meetings
support our beliefs and concern?

How creative can we be?

Do we feel able to accept change?

Are there things we could learn from
neighbouring meetings?

How do we grow spiritually, do we make
ourselves known in our local community?

Are we open to change, for shape shifting?

We then discussed shape shifting ideas

What gives us light?

Why do we meet?

What is gospel order?

As in our April Meeting, the analogy of the three
legged stool was used; . . . all
three legs being necessary for
balance.
Worship and discernment
Functioning as church community
Social testimonies
We heard a quote from Margaret Fell : “The truth
is one and always the same, and though ages
and generations pass away and one generation
goes and another comes, yet the word and
power and spirit of the living God endures forever and is the same and never changes.” QFP
19.61
We considered falling numbers within the Religious Society of Friends in the UK which has
always been a concern. However, were interested to hear a report from Julia Ryberg , who
has been travelling through, Norway, Sweden
and Denmark where numbers seem to be slowly
rising. More surprisingly, we also heard how
numbers are increasing in Poland, Latvia and
the Czech republic and in Budapest. An online
course from Woodbrooke “ Simply Quakers” for
a retreat for European Quakers had initially been
written in Dutch but is now printed in three other
languages and is a popular resource.
Like most Quaker Life Meetings there was a
great deal discussed that has not found itself
reported. I hope this gives a flavour to the content of the weekend. My period of service has
sadly finished but a fresh voice will be reporting
back next time.
Val Caldwell, Harlow Meeting
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Harlow - Down Memory Lane

“Not Harlow New Town” the health visitor gasped
when I told her we were moving. That was 46
years ago. With so many young families having

moved to Harlow the population had an average
age of seven and was often called ‘pram town’.

We quickly became aware of the less pleasant side
of Harlow. New saplings were broken no sooner they
were planted. There was litter everywhere. Thirty
years ago I went litter picking and collected similar
things as my daughter and grandsons did on a recent attempt to clean up the town. In winter I long for
friendly weeds to cover the unsightly verges and
hedgerows. Harlow comes into its own each spring
and autumn. We have to thank the early landscape
architects for this. Along most roads and avenues
the trees burst into blossom in spring and transform
into a riot of colours in the autumn. The many daffodils and crocuses planted by volunteers are a joy to
behold.

My first impression of my neighbours was how
studious they were. The Open University had just
been founded and mothers were catching up on
their education while the children were young.

We came for 2 years and are still here. Our children
enjoyed their childhood and the freedom to roam in
relative safety. We all took part in the town twinning
events, the children went to Bergen and Prague with
their school, we all visited Vélizy.

What made us come here? Promotion and a conviction that commuting was not for us, as well as
the town park with Pets’ Corner. We had a toddler
and a baby with us. But perhaps we were most
attracted by the friendly lady
who sold freshly roasted coffee
in Little Walk. This was a rarity
in those days. I bought my very
first hand thrown pottery there,
made from local sand and clay.

In the late Seventies Sue and David Hibberd took us
to our first Quaker Meeting in Harlow. We had ‘come
home’. Harlow Meeting was much bigger then with a
lively Children’s Meeting. Sometimes we had to split
the children by age in two groups. In those days we
all took turns to take the Children’s Meeting. The
teenagers also met separately.

When we arrived there was a multitude of activities on offer, from sports groups to ballet classes
and a lively music scene. The Playhouse opened
its doors in Nov. 1971. We saw many productions
there amongst them a memorable King Lear
played by Timothy West. There were more shops
then and of higher quality than now. Small shops
have always struggled to pay the high rates in the
town centre.

Harlow is fortunate to have its own U3A, founded in
2008. In just 10 years it has grown to have over 820
members and around 75 interest groups.

Recently I have heard Harlow compared to a teenager – not knowing its way, still developing. That is
no bad thing – change is good. Harlow is vibrant and
warm-hearted, brash and loud. It hides its many advantages under a bushel and is much maligned by
people from neighbouring towns who nevertheless
come to enjoy its many facilities.
My favourite place in Harlow is the interesting Gibberd Garden which is full of sculptures and plants in
surprising places.
Margarete Briggs, Harlow Meeting

When I was a child in Brampton, Cambridgeshire . . . .
When I look back I know I
had a wonderful childhood
growing up in a village
that had not changed
much in decades even
centuries – quite different
to today. Our family had
lived for generations at the edge of the large village Green with its big pond, next to the village
school.
To wander freely was normal for me and all the
other children in the village. Traffic hardly existed
and parents were not afraid of abductions then. I
was often out and about in the village or in the
meadows surrounding it, alone or with boys of my
age.
One day, I was just about four
years old I wandered into the
school playground and looked
into the classroom of year One.
The kind teacher invited me in
and I spent the morning with
pupils who were not much older
than I was. On my first real day at school I already
knew what to expect.
The village pond had a constant attraction for me. I regularly had wet shoes and
socks although I knew that
my mother would be cross
with me because this happened with such regularity. But I had a guardian
angel, Aunt Ethel. She lived two houses further on
and was caring for her parents. Today both would
be in a nursing home but then they spent days,
weeks and years either side of an open fire which
also gave off warmth that dried wet socks and
shoes. If my shoes or Wellingtons could not be dry
in time Aunt Ethel would take me home and explain why such a thing would never ever happen
again.
An aside to my regular visits to Aunt Ethel was the
hope that I would find her home-made caramels. It
was the War and sweets were rationed. The target
of my searches was the grey tin in which the
sweets were hidden – sometimes under the settee,
or in different cupboards. My great-grandmother
dozed and called occasionally ‘Giv uuver Boy’. I
should remember this when now seventy years
later I get impatient with my grandsons.
Both my parents told me that they had been enthusiastic swimmers when young. We children continued what former generations of our age had done.
It was normal for us to enjoy swimming and playing
in the Great Ouse without parental supervision. No
child ever drowned or hurt himself. In good
weather I did what my mother and father had done
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before me and I had great fun. We swam to the
other bank of the river or along the river to the railway bridge from where we jumped into the water –
just before the scheduled 6
o’clock train from London could
be heard. However I did not
learn to swim in the deep Great
Ouse. I learnt to swim in a brook near the race
course in Brampton (Racing in Huntingdon). This
brook was fairly wide and used by small children
and their parents.
This ‘water paradise’ came to an abrupt end in the
Fifties when the terrible illness Polio took hold. The
father of one of my school friends died and a close
friend of mine caught Polio. He did not die but spent
several months in hospital.
Looking back I see our village then as an organic
community. Up to four generations lived together
and hardly anyone from outside came to settle.
Everyone knew everyone. Old pensioners would tell
me what my father did as a cheeky boy. Grown-ups
called me Briggy.
The War brought profound changes which deeply
affected our small community. Many Brampton
families took in children from London who were
evacuated because of the bombings. I had little
contact with them as they were much older.
The new arrivals in 1942 were different – the
Yanks came. Even I as a small boy noticed that
they were different from us. They spoke English like
we did but were more chic than the young locals.
They wore fashionable uniforms made from fine
material with colourful badges. They were friendly.
Through the grapevine we children learned quickly
that they were also very generous especially when
we said the magic words ‘Got any gum, chum?’
We always would beg on the small wooden bridge
between the two parts of the military offices and
usually we were lucky. One
day when we were about six
or seven my friend and I collected American fag ends.
These were often drown
away after three or four draughts and so contained
still plenty of tobacco. We hid behind a wall and
started smoking. The Americans discovered us and
instead of telling us off they gave us plenty of
sweets – after we had promised not to smoke
again. We grew very fond of our Yanks and were
disappointed when they were replaced after the
War with boring RAF personnel in drab uniforms.
This part of my childhood came to an end when I
left my Brampton school at the age of eleven and
took the first steps towards a more bourgeois life at
Huntingdon Grammar School.
Dennis Briggs, Harlow Meeting
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Exploring Community with Bamford Quakers
For some time now I have been a member of the
Otona Community (www.othona.org). Its two
centres, at Bradwell in Essex and Burton Bradstock
in Dorset, are wonderfully similar and wonderfully
different places of retreat, growth and hospitality.
The family have spent many a happy week in
Dorset, every September we take the whole school
boarding community (where my wife and I work) to
Essex, and every November our friends hold a
reunion there. When one of the Bradwell ‘core’,
Amanda, moved to the Bamford Quaker Community (www.quakercommunity.org.uk), just outside
Sheffield, in the Peak District), I vowed to visit.

You can visit Bamford whenever you like - just
fitting in around the residents - but I chose a
special ‘Exploring Community’ weekend (this
February just gone; there are three others coming
up: 18–20 May, 14–16 September and January
18–20). A little chug-chug train from Sheffield took
me to a little halt half a mile from the community
house, itself reached along a track. It’s a
spectacular building, erected as offices by the
Derwent Water Authority. The ceilings are high,
the rooms spacious,
the walls thick. Soon
more newbies, like me
unfamiliar with the
place and slightly apprehensive, began to
appear, meeting the 7
or so residents who
were our hosts for the
weekend. The
welcome was easy, warm and special.
Saturday was ‘work day’. We signed up for our
labours: I chose leaf-raking and raspberry-planting
- hard work in the rain, but rewarding, and a
chance to see more of the extensive allotment, and

get a little more insight into what living there entails.
On Sunday morning we were joined (as, I learnt,
every week) by local Ffriends from Hope Valley
Meeting for their meeting for worship.
All the food was delicious (and either vegetarian or vegan). There
were several sessions
across the weekend
where we sat with the
residents and discussed
community, asked
questions, shared ideas
and insights. It was really
interesting to hear the
questions the visitors had, and to see how they
were dealt with. Many asked (some with vague
intent, others quite seriously) about how you can
join the community, and what joining it involves.
We learned that residents pay rent (so there is no
capital commitment), and join for three years at a
time. They meet for worship, like monks and nuns,
every morning and evening. Catering is normally
independent; residents
usually eat together only
when hosting groups. You
are asked to live there for
three months first to see if it
works on both sides, and
then apply. I was really
impressed by the stress
placed on discernment, and
on sacrificial living: whether you were ultimately
accepted wasn’t about if they felt they liked you, or
if they thought you’d fit in, but on whether they felt
it was right, on whether both parties would ‘benefit’
- which included ‘benefit from a challenge’! In this
respect they certainly weren’t open to a charge of
retreating to a cosy bunker - everyone was dead
set on experimenting with communal life, on learning spiritually from the difficulties which naturally
arise.
Bamford is a fascinating place. Hard work, but
strong and grounded. The people are open but
committed: it feels very ‘Quaker’. I will go back,
perhaps for longer next time.
Chris Lord, Wanstead Meeting
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A Healing Partnership

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
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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 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.
Michael Seymour
Harlow Meeting

continued overleaf . . . .
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Soliloquy
A Healing Partnership . . . a 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 privilege
to look after and, towards the end, to nurse her.
She was courageous and uncomplaining
throughout.

At times in life an outward gaze
and solitude will meet my needs
walking along a lonely beach
especially on a winters day

North sea beaches can be bleak
and more so during winter time
with just the seagulls overhead
Providing solace that I seek
When gazing inwards I have found
I’m not as easily at peace
distraction from external noise
My mind is restless and will flit
To things that are irrelevant

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.
Michael Seymour

A garden is a great escape
To sit and ponder life anew
With what we need to feed our soul
With peace both outward and within

Val Caldwell, Harlow Meetng
Written as an exercise at High Leigh 2017
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High Leigh 2018 Young Peoples’ Report
This time at High Leigh the theme was ‘Do It
Yourself’. Some activities that were enjoyed were
making a newsletter, playing football, T-shirt
printing, making dreamcatchers, an outdoor
treasure hunt, and decorating pots before planting them with spring bulbs. The dancing on Saturday evening was amazing and the Famous Potatoes music was really good fun. In the interval,
some of the young people played music or read
out a poem.

We enjoyed meeting new people and also seeing
friends who we don’t see that often. The community was lovely and we feel like we meet interesting people every year.
Based on a survey for the High Leigh newsletter,
there were mixed reactions to the food: some
thought that the fish pie
could be improved by having more
even amounts
of fish, but the breakfasts were
tasty. Others thought that the rooms needed a
little more personality, but the outside space was
enjoyable, with trees you could climb and a forest
area, as well as plenty of space for sports and
outdoor activities.

Peace is for Sale
Peace is for sale today,
No one will buy it.
It’s been spread across
the world,
20% off,
But still, no one will buy it.
Peace is for sale today,
No one will take a glance at it.
It sits there, lifeless.
It’s 30% off now,
But still, no one will buy it.
Peace is for sale today,
No one will travel with it.
Every time someone passes it,
It brings hope, but nobody will run with it.
It’s hovering hopelessly,
40% off,
But still, no one will buy it.
Peace is for sale today,
No one will go near it.
It’s desperately watching,
Wondering if anyone will come.
Now it’s half price,
But still, no one will buy it.
Peace is for sale today,
No one will try it.
Getting impatient,
It frowns and wonders why.
It’s now 70% off,
But still, no one will buy it.
Peace is for sale today,
No one will feel it.
No one will care about it.
No one will notice it.
It’s completely free,
But no one will give it a chance.

Although it was a bit colder this year, because
High Leigh was before Easter, it was still great.
At the end of the weekend we all went outside,
stood in a Q-shape and had our picture taken
with a drone, which was a great symbol of our
time together.
Summarised, High Leigh is a fantastic place and
we recommend it!
Imogen Snow Lobo and Saffron Nayar

Peace is for sale today,
It’s in stock and it’s free.
Reach out and touch it,
Take it in your hands.
Imogen Snow Lobo
Age 11
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A report from the QPSW Spring Conference 2018 Journeys
of Witness – 23 -25 March , Hayes Conference Centre,
After dropping my wife Lynda at Woodbrooke
for her second year residential week on the
Equipping for Ministry course, I became thoroughly lost amongst the M6 and M42 interchanges around Birmingham and I am
ashamed to say that I arrived at 9pm at the
conference centre, just after the Opening Plenary Session. There was a wonderful bookstall, but I was forestalled by the lady taking
payment saying that her card machine had run
out of power and she had no charger. So I was
forced to part with most of my cash for a few
select books.
And so the conference began for me after
breakfast and worship on the Saturday with a
geographical spread exercise where we gathered together in notional areas with our fellow
Quakers from nearby Meetings. For me there
was a London group and an East Anglian
group among whom I could make new friends.
There followed the keynote speech by Elsie
Whittington, who is a doctoral researcher at
the University of Sussex. She teaches on topics such as childhood and youth transitions,
gender and sexuality, social pedagogy, qualitative research methods and sex
and relationships education.
Elsie’s talk was entitled
“Embracing vulnerability in Love,
Activism and Witness”. She introduced herself and then explained
how she would use silence in her
talk. And then she held silence.
When she spoke, she spoke about how Ministry from silence makes us feel: testing the
words; wondering whether they need to be
heard; the butterflies in the stomach; the
pounding of the heart. Then
she explained that this is how
someone feels when they need
to break the silence around
abuse. That was powerful ministry. Those people, sometimes
young, but not always, need to
be heard and held in Love and Light. She went
on to give examples from her work with young
people and education. She talked also of owning our own power and privilege, so that we do
not replicate injustice because we have be-

come unaware of inequalities that we ourselves
embody. It is presumptuous that we can know
how someone feels if they have been mistreated
because of differences in class, income, education, ethnic identity, gender, sexuality, or personal wellbeing. Power and privilege are uncomfortable to explore, especially in areas where
questions relate to our own advantages. But this
discomfort can be transformative. Shame and
guilt, when handled with self-compassion, can
be healed and replaced with healthy and positive
feelings of solidarity, of family and of love. Her
talk moved me and has
stayed with me.

After coffee, I went to my first workshop on
“Economic Issues and Sustainability” led by
Sunniva Taylor. This is an area that has interested me for some years. I have attended workshops at Friends House on “Breaking up the
Banks” and there is continuing action on that
front with North London Quakers engaging with
parliamentarians to see if we can encourage policy changes.

Other activism that Sunniva reported included
protests against fracking (hydraulic fracturing) for
oil and gas in Lancashire (No Faith in Frackin’).
QPSW has now published a set of principles and
7 exploratory booklets setting out a framework
for a New Economy. Meetings have set up reading groups to discuss these. I intend to restart
the discussion group in our Meeting to consider
these.
Overall in this workshop there was too much information and not enough time to discuss. It felt
like there needed to be more time given to this,
maybe a whole conference is needed.
After lunch and worship there was a “Meet the
staff” session, where I learnt a bit about Sanctuary Everywhere with Tatiana Garavito and Overseas Peacebuilding in East Africa with Tobias
Wellner. Both were very interesting.
Continued overleaf . . .
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This was followed after afternoon tea by an
Open Space session. This is a structured
session where from the silence, those who had
questions or observations were invited to come
and write their words on sheets of newsprint.
These were then grouped into four or five topics.
My question was: “Welfare for the
Wealthy: How will we stop it?”. I
joined two others who had asked how, as
Quakers, we might manage our righteousness.
There were other groups with other questions
and observations. As group leaders, we were
then invited to explain what our questions were
about.
My question was a recognition that the
wealthy, who might include us, have
enormous privileges and that government rewards wealthy individuals and corporations with
tax breaks. On top of this, accountants and
lawyers provide services for wealthy individuals
and corporations to avoid tax and provide
means of hiding their wealth in offshore tax havens. All of this, together with income earned
simply from owning assets which return rent,
interest or dividends amounts to what I would
call “Welfare for the Wealthy”.
This is in contrast to welfare provided to
those in need in our society, which is often
characterised by vilifying those in receipt of
such welfare as idle wasters who are entirely
responsible for their own poverty. Those already wealthy who receive government largesse or help to conceal their wealth are instead characterised as being in receipt of the
just reward of hard work and enterprise and
that this somehow of benefit those less well-off
in our society.
We often do not see or understand how
our privileges have been earned at the
expense of others. Whatever our advantages
in life; what we own, what our income is, our
education and the privileges that flow from that,
these do not belong solely to us, even though
we believe they have been fairly earned. Our
assets, such as they are, are effectively held in
trust for the good of society. Love requires that
we use them well and that we wisely share our
talents beyond our own and our family’s immediate needs.

The questions of my colleagues on the
righteousness of some Quakers stemmed,
I believe from a perception that some in our Society of Friends are sometimes guilty of an unshakeable certainty about the nature and causes
of the problems in our society and the appropriate remedies that should be applied to solve
them. This can sometimes be presented as a
view from an imaginary and rather patronising
moral high ground.
As a Religious Society, our fundamental
tenet is that we seek the guidance of the
Spirit within and that we aim to live our lives in
testimony of that faith. Advices & Queries advises us that we should “…Think it possible that
we may be mistaken” and to be “… open to new
Light”. Despite this there are a majority of members who, led by the Spirit, are working tirelessly
to find ways to influence policies and give meaningful assistance to those in our society and in
the wider world who are being mistreated, in
want or abused. Our Spirit-led guidance also
leads us to speak Truth to Power to bring light to
clear injustices that have or continue to occur
and question those in authority about their policies.
We live in a consensual reality and we
know that all facts are contingent. No fact
stands alone. In our society today we find that
TV, social media and newspapers show us images and then tell us what we are looking at.
What we are not told and not shown may significantly change our understanding. We trust that
the Spirit will lead us out of darkness and towards the Light. Our personal judgement is ever
fallible. Discerning the truth together is the
Quaker way.
There was a lively debate about these matters in the group and key points were written on newsprint and when we returned to the
plenary session we shared our views on these
questions and heard the views of other groups
who examined other questions related to the
principle topics of the conference. And that was
Open Space.

Continued overleaf . . .
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After supper, I watched a heart warming, but
harrowing film “Budrus” about a village in the
West Bank in Palestine. The Israelis were
planning to build the Wall right through the villages groves of olive trees, which are the village’s life and heritage. Some trees are hundreds of years old.

There ensued a long drawn out battle with the
villagers protesting peacefully and the Israelis
bringing in border police, bulldozers and guns.
The women of the village joined the protest and
urged a woman in the border police to join
them. Then some Israelis heard about the dispute and joined the villagers and then some
international observers came and joined as
well. In the end the Israeli authorities gave in a
re-routed the border Wall and 3,000 olive trees
were saved for the village of Budrus.

On Sunday, after breakfast and Worship,
where there was some beautiful Ministry, we
went to our second workshop choice. Mine was
Peace Education with Ellis Brooks. This was a
wonderful session where we participated in
some delightful exercises, introducing ourselves after repeating the previous person’s
introduction back to the group. Another exercise used Eye Contracts where two people in
the room made eye contact and then with a
nod swapped places. Chaos!

We also did some 3 x 3 Mindfulness exercises
where we used three senses to focus
on three different things with each
sense. So for example: seeing white
clouds in blue sky, someone’s smile,
a red jumper; hearing a bird singing,
sounds in the
room, an aeroplane flying overhead; feeling our feet on the
floor, the touch of
our clothes, a cool
breeze through an open window.
These and other exercises are used with young
children to build trust. Ellis emphasised that the
staff also have to embody the ethos of peace
education and conflict resolution amongst themselves. This was a wonderful session, much appreciated by all.
I had to leave early and catch lunch on the road
as I had to be home by 6.30 to pick up our dog,
who was being looked after by a friend. But this
conference was indeed a Journey of Witness in
many ways.
Jim Grigg
Leigh on Sea Quakers
17th April 2018

Hayes Conference Centre,
Swanwick , Derbyshire
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Report on Glenthorne Experiment with Light
Conference 2018
I felt privileged and grateful to
be supported by the Area Meeting to attend the Glenthorne Experiment with Light Conference
in March. This was the 3rd
Glenthorne Conference when
Experimenters have gathered
together to share experiences
and review the practice; and to share developments and possibilities for the future. I would like
to begin by reading the Conference Epistle:
To all Friends everywhere!
Greetings from the Experiment with Light Conference at Glenthorne, 26-29 March 2018. Thirty
Friends from all over Britain and beyond have
gathered here to explore the questions: How might
we be open to the leadings of the Light? How can
we support each other with trust, courage and
commitment?
In our experience Experiment with Light creates a
space where we can feel confident to share at a
deep level. Working into our hearts deeply and
looking into the hearts of others enhances our relationships – with ourselves, with each other, with
our Meetings, with the world around us, and with
the Light.
During our conference we were looking at the issue of how we express our Quaker faith that presently causes concern for the unity of Friends in
Britain and elsewhere. We were reminded of the
answer Moses received to his question who was
speaking to him through the burning bush: “I am
what I am” (Exodus 3:14). We encourage all
Friends to rest in this ‘I am’, which is beyond reason and surpasses human understanding.
Being grounded in this inward-leading discipline
helps us to enrich each other and to come to right
discernment. It creates a sense of connectedness
and unity that transcends differences of expression.
In the light walk, and ye will shine.” (George
Fox)
It was an inspiration for me to see so many passionate and capable Friends who have run workshops, written books and articles, and who facilitate Light groups in their Meetings, and sometimes

facilitate the practice in other Quaker and non
Quaker settings including elders meetings, schools,
and prisons.
It was also encouraging to hear that after quite a lot
of initial scepticism and even some antagonism
within the Society, the Experiment with Light practice is now generally accepted as a Quaker discipline, which can be valuable for discernment, spiritual deepening, growth and awareness, and which
even offers opportunities to reach out beyond the
Society.
In line with our usual practice the conference was
rooted in the Light meditation which we did 3 times
together - in relation to ourselves, to our Meetings
and to Quakers as a whole. For me a word which
came up several times in the meditations was Trust.
I also had an image of the Experiment being like a
channel between the unknown infinite dimension,
and the possibility of creative loving action in the
world. In small groups we also investigated five
themes arising out of our Light Group experiences,
sharing our thoughts and insights together.
I particularly appreciated the small group on Mysticism in a Turbulent World. I also lead a small group
on Using the practice to open to Deeper Questions.
It was encouraging for me to see how many others
were wanting to explore similar themes. I think we
all appreciated the opportunity to engage with each
other ‘In the things which are eternal’.

Angela Greenwood
Continued overleaf . . .
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Glenthorne
Experiment with Light Conference 2018 cont. . . .

In his talk on ‘God and Words’ Rex Ambler addressed the very current concern of some
Friends about our difficulty with naming the
ultimate, the divine or
however you want to
describe the timeless
dimension. This difficulty, which includes
using the word God
without hurting each
other or even causing divisive misunderstandings, can even get in the way of our sharing
and opening to deeper things, leaving us in
danger of loosing our spiritual essence and our
Quaker identity. I have certainly at times found
myself worrying when I have read some
Quaker articles, as to whether we aren’t becoming more like a society of moral activists,
rather than a people through whom the Light
shines and moves in challenging and in loving
ways.
Before coming to the conference however, I
had thought this was not something that was
an issue for me, and I didn’t go to Rex’s small
group discussion on the subject. So I was
taken aback in one of our ‘deeper questions’
small groups when we got quite stuck on the
issue of exploring helpful words for the eternal a question that was just meant to be an introduction to the topic!
Rex reminded us that The
Experiment, and Quakers
in general, engage in a
practice of opening to deep
experience. We are not
about creeds and beliefs,
and our different and
changing experiences can
and will often lead us to think differently, and
frequently to change ourselves, as we grow
and open to new experiences – both our own
deep experiences and those of others.

He also reminded us that whilst we can never
speak of that which is ‘beyond human understanding’, it is also true that as Quakers opening
to the leadings of the Light within, one of our
greatest strengths is in sharing our experiences
and inklings, and frequently therefore learning
from each other, as we strive to live our faith in
the world. Worship Sharing is indeed a crucial
and much valued part of the Experiment.
As I think of this I am reminded of Advices and
Queries number 1 which for many of us encapsulates the Experiment with Light process,
where we open to the Light in relation to dilemmas or issues which presently concern us, or
maybe just open to see what is wanting to come
into our consciousness at the present time.

“

Take heed, dear Friends, to the promptings of
love and truth in your hearts. Trust them as the
leadings of God, whose Light shows us our darkness and brings us to new life”.
Angela Greenwood
Leigh-on-Sea LM April 2018

N E T A Q M n e ws l e t t e r

I’m Nigel Maynard from Wanstead Meeting. Up until four months ago I was living in
Cornwall, attending Come-to-Good meeting and have moved to London to complete
the MA course.
I hope that the exhibition (see above) at may be of interest to some Friends within the
Area Meeting. It is at the Marylebone Campus of Westminster University and is part of
the completion of my MA course. There are 29 photographers taking part in the show.
The image on the poster, by the way, is one of mine and you are warmly invited to see
mine and my fellow exhibitors work.
AMBIKA is very close to Baker Street Underground, just south of The Regent’s Park.
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