
Worship at our 2007 Conference

Foy News
Spring 2017



A fellowship of women and men who, in a spirit of free inquiry, seek to understand the
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President’s Piece

Hello again Foy members, hope you all have survived the latest season of
hibernation and are ready now for the joys of spring. Well, as you'd expect
we have many exciting and interesting events coming up this season.

The new year kicked off, as it usually does at Hucklow, with Winter Walking
Weekend, which remains as popular and as enjoyable as ever whatever the
weather and distance covered by the intrepid walkers. It was a delight to
have a big chunk of the committee members there and take my first meeting
during the weekend, to see loads of faces again and the staff treating us
superbly as they always do.  A truly lovely way to start the year for all the
Foy Society events that lie ahead.

My last Unitarian event of 2016 came on foreign soil, as I took a part-funded
trip in November to a city I'd never been to before in Frankfurt, Germany to
go to my 3rd European Unitarian Universalist Conference. (This time, unlike
my 2 previous conferences, I was parent free too!  Oh, the mischief that
ensued, I tell you.)

Photos and text sent to us by our President,Tim Baker
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If you've never been to a European Unitarian Universalist (EUU conference)
I would highly recommend it, it has the perfect conference sizing to feel like
you are at a conference and can participate in a variety of workshops, but
not so big you can't get to know many people there.  They really make an
effort to welcome and get to know and include any 1st timers. The
atmosphere, enthusiasm and organisation will blow your mind at times.
Despite having been to many Unitarian events over my lifespan, and
thinking you know what to expect even when going somewhere new, it still
has a wonderful freshness.

The EUU always find interesting and beautiful locations too, so if you want
to do what I did and go a day early to explore the local area (See Page 3
picture of myself at a rather magical waterfall in a cold but blissfully quiet
and peaceful Chinese Garden, right in the heart of the city), I would also
recommend that. The great thing is they usually do two conferences a year
so if you happen to miss one, you don't have too long to wait for the next
one.

Our main event will be once again in May for the highlight of the season
(and the year if you ask me), Foy Conference 2017. You may have seen the
advertising already through other avenues but this is a particularly exciting
one this year as we have not 1, but 2 writers of the well known and well
renowned book 'The Spirit Level'.  I am personally very excited to meet
them and discuss their work/thoughts on the subject matter.  As with our
G.A Reps, Foy is offering discounts and great value prices for the
conference, as well as 'one day visits'.

Tim’s picture of the Frankfurt skyline
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Venue:
Nightingale Centre

Conference Sec:
Joan Partington
01228 670 565

There are so many exciting events coming up in the spring.  I have another
big event (of sorts) myself to attend this weekend.  As well as helping out at
Hucklow for a 50th Birthday on Saturday Evening, on Sunday I will be taking
for the very first time, not 1, but 2 Services at Upper Chapel, Sheffield. I will
be talking about weaving storytelling into workshop, a topic we will also be
covering in more depth at the Foy Conference in 2018.
I will be reporting on this and anything else I've been up to in the next edition
of Foy News, so keep an eye out for that. Until then, I hope the Winter Blues
have long gone by the time you are reading this and I look forward to seeing
you all at various upcoming events.

All the best for now. Tim Baker (Foy President)

It chucked it down with rain early in the day (great for the trees) but
cleared later so we had a cheery walk through Atlanta.

Geoff & Pat

A message from Atlanta
Hi there,
Just a note to say how
amazed we are at the
response in the UK to
the inauguration of 'His
Nastiness'.  We (Pat,
daughter Tricia and I)
spent today on a
march in Atlanta with
about 60,000 others
(mostly women). The
creativity of the
placards was great.
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The National Unitarian Fellowship (NUF) came into being in 1945, following
the coming together of a group of Ministers with fresh ideas on how to
revitalise and promote the Unitarian movement, following the war. Rev
Leslie Belton, the first President, had first mooted the idea in 1943, and
through the pages of The Inquirer, persuaded others to join with him in
establishing a Fellowship which would reach out to those who may be
interested in the liberal religion of Unitarianism but who were not ready to
join a congregation.

However, it was hoped that many of its members would go on to become full
members of a church community. Congregations were asked to contact J K
Montgomery with a view to participate in this exciting proposal, and they did
respond. Rev Francis Terry was the powerhouse of the Fellowship, working
tirelessly for the first forty years of existence.

Unitarians such as these had a vision whereby devotional material could
reach those beyond one congregation or those beyond any congregation.
This would offer links between Unitarians everywhere, whether at church,
geographically isolated or isolated because of age or infirmity, as well as
those not wishing or not yet ready to join with others in worship.

They also saw this as an opportunity to establish new fellowships, thus
growing our movement. I don’t know how many fellowships did emerge
following those days of high aspirations, but still this could be a real point of
growth now. I speak from experience as the Castle Donington House
Fellowship is now in its ninth year and this began with just four NUF
members meeting together each month.

Those first NUF movers and shakers could not have envisaged just how
much more would be possible seventy-two years later, in terms of the
opportunities offered by the advance of modern technology. Yet, like many
other groups, the NUF find it difficult to maintain the required number of
volunteers needed to maintain the resources and activities that have grown
and developed since those first days.
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With this background in mind, the Officers and Committee of the NUF, are
looking at ways they may usefully work together with other groups, groups
who perhaps like the NUF, continue to have a growing potential but only if
they find ways of working together. We would hope to find ways of working
and sharing that are beneficial to all concerned. Initially, we would like to
come together in discussion with others who may feel that this may prove
to be a way forward they wish to explore together.

Joan Wilkinson

Editor’s Response:

As editor of Foy News, I was delighted to receive this contribution from
Joan.  I know that Foy members would be happy to discuss Joan’s
concerns about the future of the National Unitarian Fellowship.  This was
something which I raised at our Foy meeting recently and  there it was
made very clear that NUF members who would like to join us at the next
Foy Conference will be most welcome.

I am contacting all those people who may know (Frank) Trevor Mettam.
Trevor, now 88, has been in and out of hospital recently suffering from
influenza and pneumonia.

Do you Know Trevor Mettam?

I am pleased to say that he is now back at
his home, The Hallamshire Care Home in
Sheffield and is making progress.

I am trying to piece together a little about
Trevor’s life and wonder if you can help.
If you know anyone who might know
something about Trevor, please forward
this information to that person.

Rita Fletcher,  9, Wigfull Road,  Sheffield,
S11 8RU rita@attwoodts.co.uk

0114 327849    Thanks.
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Winter
Walking
with Joan Partington
Winter Walking Weekend
took place early January 2017
Based at The Nightingale Centre

One of the highlights of our Unitarian year is the annual Winter Walking
Weekend at The Nightingale Centre.  Here we meet and greet old friends
and new and engage in conversation about every topic under the sun I
should think.  Oh yes, that’s just the socialising bit, we also do some walking!

Our friendly, laid back leader is the indomitable Dave Copley (hatted on
cover) who always finds us somewhere interesting to walk.  Dave has been
organising these weekends for many years but Colin and I have been
coming for so long and hardly missed any, that we can remember when his
brother Doug (who’s now living in the USA) used to organise them and even
further back before Doug, it was David Dawson.  I would love to know when
Winter Walking began.  Any clues anybody?  Back in those times, the
walking was tough, 12 – 15 miles and we nearly always got back in the dark.
Looking back I remember I really had to girth my loins so to speak to
prepare myself for walking those distances in such a short day.  But I
always made it and felt jubilant at doing so. Then it was a rush to get to the
shower before anyone else did to relieve aching bodies (no en-suite
bathrooms in those days!)

This year we arrived to a conservatory seemingly full of young families with
lots of children!  In recent years, we have noticed a gradual turn towards
this new generation of younger people booking in to the Walking Weekend.
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This is really good news, as a number of us regular oldies are now getting
aches and pains which prevent us joining in on long walks and we sincerely
hope that those parents and children will keep on coming, so that the
tradition will continue.

Dave told us at supper on Friday that there were two walks on offer this
time.  One would be about 8 miles starting out from The Nightingale Centre
up to the gliding field and beyond and a second shorter route for the less
able/willing at both ends of the age spectrum going to Foolow in a circular
walk.

The forecast wasn’t great but Saturday dawned ok actually and we had a
good day, dry and mild and calm.  I went on the longer walk and there was
no wind to speak of at all which made me positively warm the whole day so
that I didn’t even wear a hat! We set off up through the village past the
school and into the woods, here a bit muddy and onto the little road up to
the gliding field.

No gliders today presumably because of that lack of wind!  The road here
has been closed to traffic for a couple of years apparently, but I didn’t find
out the reason why though I think it might be something to do with mine
shafts under the road causing risks to safety.  So we walked for about a mile
on that traffic free road before turning off left and over Abney Moor.  Here
the going was easy and as we were quite high up we could see a long way
and the views were good and clear.
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After a while of this though we came to a point where we were on top of an
edge and we needed to get down the steep cliff like slope to Bradwell.  This
was the challenge of the day!  The path was narrow and uneven and very
muddy and slippery and continued for some distance before we were all
safely down.  There hadn’t been a lot of rainfall in recent weeks so it could
have been so much worse.  As it was, I’m glad I had my walking poles to
keep my balance at times.

From Bradwell, we walked through many fields not to mention interesting
stiles, stopping for lunch amongst the stones of a broken wall and
eventually came to Little Hucklow.  Not having been there for obviously
some time I was saddened to see the old public house The Bull not only
closed but in a state of total neglect and going to ruin.  I remember so many
good times with friends in that pub in the past.

Then we climbed the final stretch up the track to Great Hucklow and back
to the Nightingale Centre. We had a few children with us on that walk and I
would like to say how well I think they all did and my conversation with
seven year old Charlotte Dawson was priceless!
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Later I discovered that the short walk people had enjoyed their day too,
walking to Foolow and back via the remains of the interesting Silence Lead
Mine.  Their distance had been about 3 miles and some of the children who
were really quite young had managed it well.  It all bodes well for the future
of the continuation of Walking Weekends at The Nightingale Centre!

Saturday night was a pictorial quiz evening kindly arranged by Dave of
course as usual.  All those children, evenly distributed in the teams were
excellent at guessing films and cartoon characters putting the rest of us to
shame but the sit coms were definitely an oldies prowess!  Good team
efforts and everyone enjoyed the chocolate prizes!

Sunday was a drizzly day and choices were between Chapel or a morning
walk with David.  My choice is always Chapel as I don’t have the chance of
Unitarian worship very often but for several people, the choice is walking,
good weather or not, because for them walking opportunities are fewer and
farther between!

Finally, I would like to say a big thank you to Dave for organising all
the weekend activities and to Stella and her excellent helpful staff for
making our stay such a pleasant one. The dates for the winter walking
weekends in 2018 are 12/14 January and 19/21 January and if you’d
like to walk in a different season there is a Summer Walking Weekend
14/16 July.

Call Stella on 01298  871218
info@thenightingalecentre.org.uk to book in.

Hope to see you all again next year. Joan Partington
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Now on Sale
Unitarian

Handkerchiefs
Excellent Christmas presents for Unitarian family and friends!Presents for friends and all the family

Now on Sale
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Men’s single chalice logo handkerchief : £3.50
Including postage and packing: £4.20

Ladies’ handkerchiefs - two in a chiffon bag: £7.50
Including postage and packing: £8.50

Men’s handkerchiefs - three in a presentation box:
 £15.00
Including postage and packing: £18.00

Send orders to:

Hazel Warhurst, 18, Priory Way, Ingleby Arncliffe,
NORTHALLERTON, North Yorkshire, DL6 3LR

Cheques should be made payable to The Foy Society

A Foy Project
supporting young people
attending the Unitarian

General Assembly and other

How much do they cost?

£15.00

£18.00

or buy them on the Birmingham Foy Stand
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This last September, I made my second appearance at the annual House
Party organised at Great Hucklow for the British members of what is now
known as the IRF Oldies. Since 1992, there have been a few Reunion
gatherings of the Oldies in different countries, for those fortunate enough to
attend IRF conferences in the 50’s, 60’s and 70’s when that organisation
was in full fling. To everyone’s delight, the Reunions have turned out in their
own way to be as enjoyable as the original conferences.

Valerie Walker kindly took on the role again of organising the stay at Great
Hucklow. Not just cajoling people to respond and send in deposits and
payments on time but also arranging the “Day Out” this year to Renishaw
Hall near Chesterfield. Whilst people generally might have been minded to
just “chill out” we were treated on the first morning to a guided tour round
the nearby Tideswell Church, known colloquially as the “Cathedral of the
Peak” due to its size and elaborate architecture.

Amazing how much more there is to learn when a local historian gets going
along with an expert photographer, who had been able to illuminate and
capture details that were not apparent to the naked eye. For my car party,
I was delighted to make a nostalgic visit to Flagg. I was responsible for
bookings there around 1960 as “Flagg Secretary” at the Foy Society. Great
to see the property in such good order and improved from the early Spartan
days of straw palliases and chemical toilets. And all the trees! – scarcely
recognisable. Posh afternoon tea in Buxton and then back to base.

Great Hucklow September 2016
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Wednesday was the day of the coach trip to Renishaw Hall. Despite their
share of financial problems, the Hall was still in the same Sitwell family
ownership since it was built 350 years ago. The most widely known
member of the family was poet and critic Dame Edith Sitwell. The initial
funding came from the export of iron nails but was subsequently saved
because of finding a seam of coal on the surrounding estate.

We were blessed with late summer type weather throughout.  On the
following “free day” there were a wide variety of activities. The group I was
with decided on walking along part of the Monsal Trail, an 8 mile length of
railway track converted into a walking/cycle way.  We walked from
Monsalhead to Hassop Station.

Another sunny day, ideal for walking.  In the afternoon we explored the
valley leading from the viaduct at Monsalhead via Cressbrook Mill, finally
emerging for an ice-cream on the green at the village of Litton.  In the
evening we had a home-made entertainment session (used to be known as
“stunt-night" at IRF). Then back to the impossible jigsaw, Bananagrams
and other games and pursuits or just chatting over a glass of wine.

The house-party came to a close on Friday morning when we all went off
in different directions - and still the sun was shining.

Roger Fieldhouse          Photographs Fieldhouse/Hewerdine
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Prepared for Quaker Friends by Maggie Rice and Una Parker with Jill
Page, Tom Needham and Joyce Hughes.  The editor’s thanks go to
Tom Needham for making it available to Foy News.

Anna was an inspiring and supportive figure in Carlton Hill Quaker Meeting.
Immediately she transferred from Ackworth (2005) there was no resting,
she set to living her Quaker values with steadfast energy and enthusiasm.

Born in Bradford, followed by sisters Christine and Elizabeth, they all lived
over the family's bakery and shop in Five-Lane Ends. She gained an
entrance to the prestigious Bradford Girl's Grammar School at eleven. In

ANNA (formerly Ann) NEEDHAM
5 January 1938 - 27 May 2016
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1952, her father moved the family to Frinton-on-Sea, where they
established a continental bakery and patisserie with a cafe attached. This
was galling for Anna, who had to transfer to a co-educational high school in
Clacton-on-Sea for her sixth form years. The children worked summer
holidays in the bakery, shop, cafe or doing the business accounts over the
next eight years.

Perhaps it was from her dad that Anna inherited the adventurous gene.
After earning a general degree in English Literature, Drama and Philosophy
at Bristol University, she gained a diploma in Social Administration at the
London School of Economics to become a social worker. She took a
position in a psychiatric hospital in Denbigh, N. Wales and moved to "New
Town" Harlow, where she found her first community of Friends. Anna
retuned to LSE.for her Psychiatric Social Work diploma and joined the
Quaker community of Toynbee Hall, East London (residency required a
give-back of service to the community) where she lived for 7 years and met
her husband-to-be, Grenville, a Unitarian. They had a Quaker wedding in
1968, where all attending signed the wedding certificate. Grenville was
probably responsible for the Unitarian touch of a quartet playing classical
music in the courtyard. Anna’s have- a-go spirit resulted in the sewing of her
own, 60s fashion wedding dress, the resultant hemline being rather
shockingly shorter than intended.

In 1969 Anna and Grenville moved to Rothwell and from there Anna
accompanied Grenville to a VSO teaching post in Malaysia with her children
Rosie aged 3 and Tom 6 months. On return to the UK four years later,
Grenville started a teaching post at Ackworth Friends School and Anna
recommenced social work at Pinderfields Hospital. Whilst living at
Ackworth, Anna put into practice Advice Number 26 to the full: make your
home a place of loving friendship and enjoyment. New Year Curry Days live
in friends’ memories. Her generous and open spirit helped to bring Ackworth
Friends School and Meeting together by holding Open Evenings for 6th
formers to meet with Friends at her home. Anna’s proof of living the
testimony is warmly remembered by a Friend who with her son was given
shelter and space at a traumatic period of her life. Anna later reconfigured
the house structure to provide more space for the Friend and for her own
counselling practice. As a social worker at Pinderfields Hospital, she was
very involved with the Head Injuries Unit and was instrumental in the
founding of the head injury support charity ‘Second Chance’ raising funds
for it using recipes she had learned in Malaysia. Her time in Malaysia gave
her experience of other faiths which was carried into her ministry.
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She also brought practices from Maine to Ackworth Meeting, introducing
them to the Friendly Eights Programme which continued for many years.
Anna was confident in speaking and living her truth. She spoke clearly and
calmly to the presiding magistrate before being fined at Barnsley for the
withholding of taxes as part of the Peace Tax Campaign. When in her later
years, the Meeting took on ‘Living Simply’, Anna tenaciously set about a
carless life even cycling across London to Kilburn to attend her counselling
course.

Anna’s lively, generous and supportive interest in others continued even
when her brain health was deteriorating. She was resolute that parents
encountered no financial discouragement from attending Quaker
trips/weekends away and was a vital cheerleader in the early days of
Carlton Hill Teenage Meeting

After nursing Grenville through the cancer which ended his life in 1999,
Anna returned to Maine, to the cottage they had  built so that she and
Grenville could be close to Rosie, their grandchildren and their beloved
Maine countryside. She embarked on several weeks’ solo journey camping
with her canoe, along the Appalachian Way. Around this time, after a
lifetime of helping to others to develop, Anna made further quests for
meaning and made changes in her life. She joined a Women’s Group in
Bradford where she met Jill who was to become her next partner and
changed her given name of Ann to Anna. With her characteristic gift for
outreach, she also set about learning Spanish to be able to converse with
daughter-in- law Llanos and her family when she visited them in Spain.

Anna met head-on the fact of her memory deterioration and pursued
medical professionals for appropriate assessment, diagnosis and whatever
treatment was available. In right ordering, Anna made courageous
adjustments to her changed circumstances: moving out of her down-sized
house in Leeds to a Quaker run sheltered housing complex in Philips Court,
Horsforth, then into the main house, Olive Lodge, and finally to Kingston
nursing home in Roundhay.

Anna embodied her Quaker values in her daily life which was generous and
fulfilled. She had a gift for helping others to fulfil their own ideals.

Photo: Tom Needham
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I first met Elizabeth at a children’s party at the home of a mutual friend when
I was about 5 years old.   Elizabeth was there with her younger brother Giles
and was a little older than I.   Our paths didn’t cross again until I was at
Altrincham Grammar School and Elizabeth was always evident in the front
row of the school choir.   I was terrified of her when she became a school
prefect, and later Deputy Head Girl, because she made up for her
diminutive size by being extremely officious so that I was scared of being
caught not wearing my school hat and being given a detention.

I realised that Elizabeth had a sense of fun when she appeared in the
Prefects’ Entertainment at the end of one autumn term dancing a pas de
deux to the Dance of the Sugarplum Fairy with another prefect who was at
least twelve inches taller.   Elizabeth wore black trousers, a striped jersey
and a beret at a very French angle while her partner wore a tutu.   It was
hilarious!

Religious Education and Youth Department.  Since Elizabeth was working
in Edinburgh, she was responsible for much of the local liaison work and it
was at this point that we noticed that Jonathan O’ Brien, who was a fellow
committee member, was keen to travel to Edinburgh from his then home in

Memories of Elizabeth O’Brien
(née Plummer) 1936-2016

Fondly written for us by Annette Percy

When my parents and I became
members of Altrincham Unitarians
around 1960 we found that the
Plummer family were established
members of the congregation.
Elizabeth had already finished her
degree at Bedford College in London
and had become a Librarian, first in
Manchester and then in Edinburgh so
she wasn’t evident in the
congregation.   I soon realised that
she was involved in the national
movement, as representative of the
Unitarian Students’ Association on the
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Kidsgrove to help Elizabeth.   At the actual conference, it was clear that
Jonathan and Elizabeth had become very close friends.

Elizabeth married Jonathan at Dunham Road Unitarian Chapel in
Altrincham in 1967 and their first home was a flat in Twickenham, but they
soon moved to a semi-detached house in Staines.    They were always very
hospitable.   Since Jonathan was both a Quaker and a Unitarian they
attended both Egham Friends’ Meeting and the Richmond Unitarian
Church.   Their daughter Ruth was born in 1969.

From 1971 Jonathan worked as a computer programmer for Siemens in
Munich and Elizabeth and Ruth went with him.   This was about the same
time that I married my Czech husband and, since I was not at all sure when
Saša would be allowed to join me and was of no fixed abode, Jonathan and
Elizabeth very kindly asked if I would like to live in their house in Staines
while they were away.   After about six months, Elizabeth returned and
decided not to accompany Jonathan on a posting to Bonn, and then
Cologne, because she was pregnant.    I was invited to stay on to keep
Elizabeth company while Jonathan came home for the weekend once a
fortnight.    I stayed until June 1972 at which point Saša had been promised
residence in the UK and Jonathan returned home prior to the birth of
Richard in August.

Jonathan was then posted to Apeldoorn in Holland and subsequently to
Versailles.    Elizabeth and the children went with him.    They returned to
England when it became clear that Ruth was not developing the way she
should and she was eventually diagnosed with autism.   This was a great
blow to Jonathan and Elizabeth who at first blamed themselves for
producing a child with a problem.

Ruth was at last admitted to a special school and when she was about 18
moved into a residential centre in Lancashire, coming home from time to
time and often enjoying Family Holiday Conference and other holidays at
Great Hucklow.   Elizabeth continued in her role as a housewife, being
involved with Mencap, as was Jonathan, being a loyal member of the
Richmond Unitarian congregation, and a frequent attender of London
District Unitarian meetings.   Nationally, they were still involved in Foy and
later the Unitarian Music Society.

Both Elizabeth and Jonathan were delighted when the IRF Oldies started to
hold reunions every three or four years.   They had kept in touch with old
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IRF friends and were only too keen to see them again.    Jonathan was
involved in the organisation of the first British IRF reunion which took place
at Great Hucklow in 1998 and he and Elizabeth took part in the canal trip
which preceded the Reunion.    He and Elizabeth took part in an unofficial
Reunion on the Rhine in 2000 but sadly Jonathan had died before the next
Reunion in 2004.

Elizabeth continued her deep interest in things Unitarian and became a
member of the Hibbert Trust.    She was able to attend IRF Reunions in
Germany, the Netherlands and Switzerland.    But sadly, as time went on,
she became more and more troubled by arthritis.    She underwent two hip
replacements and one shoulder replacement, wished it were possible to
have wrist and ankle replacements, and was deeply troubled by loss of
hearing.    She remained in the house in Staines which had been her home
for most of her married life, becoming more isolated and relying on the help
of Age UK  in undertaking normal household tasks.

For the last few months of her life Elizabeth lived in a Care Home near to
her son Richard and his family.    She died there on 28th December 2016
having reached the age of 80 the previous May.

Annette Percy        Photo: Richard O’Brien

Foy Subscriptions fall due at the beginning of April. One or two members
seem to have ignored reminders so may find that their membership has
lapsed - please be aware that you may not receive Foy News or other
communications.
The rate remains at the same low rate:-        £7.50 for individual membership

or £10 for a couple.

Please pay by whatever means is most convenient.
Cheques payable to “The Foy Society”  (Treasurer’s address - back page)
Cash or cheques when you see me at GA or Foy Conference
Bank transfer:  Foy banks with Santander.
Sort code:                        09-01-50
Account name:                 The Foy Society
Account number:              05454689

Is Your membership at Risk?
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As long as I can remember, Foy members have been concerned about
environmental issues and several Conferences have been devoted to
different aspects of the subject – such as “Alternative Energy” and, most
recently, “Climate Change” in 2013. On climate change, we accepted that
the climate is changing but were unsure about the extent to which human
activities are contributing to such changes, in addition to natural climate
cycles. We emphasised our own personal responsibility to minimise our
individual impact on the environment in the interest of future generations. I
believe that most Foy members have been doing this since long before the
issue of climate change rose to prominence. (For a full report of the
outcome of our Climate Change Conference deliberations in 2013 see Foy
News Autumn 2014 pages 26 to 28).

So why the Pause for Thought? Despite a lifelong commitment to
minimising waste of energy and other resources, I have had reservations
about the widely accepted view that human activity is the main cause of
global warming. I think this underrates the effect of complex natural
warming and cooling cycles on the climate. However, my recent experience
of Norway in January has made me think again about these issues.

Some of you will be aware that Hazel and I, with Dot and John Hewerdine,
embarked on our long planned Hurtigruten Norwegian Fjords Cruise from
20th to 31st January. In truth it was a wonderful experience.

The ship – MS Finnmarken – was comfortable, quiet and very well
appointed with art-deco interiors and a heated swimming pool and Jacuzzi.
The crew were fantastic and the cuisine was superb, including tasty
vegetarian and vegan options. There were interesting talks, ceremonies as
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we crossed the Arctic Circle and well organised expeditions to places of
interest at many of the 34 ports visited as we sailed from Bergen to within
1200 miles of the North Pole. We had excellent cabins and everything we
needed to make it a memorable holiday – except for the weather which let
us down badly!

We chose to go in January to experience a real winter in Norway. We
expected clear skies, lovely sunrises and sunsets, starry nights, some
snowfalls, lots of lying snow, temperatures as low as -30oC, and a fair
chance that we would see displays of the Northern Lights. The first
indication that things might not be quite as expected was an introductory
talk by the ship’s Tour Leader, Anita, who told us that there was much less
snow than usual for the time of year. It was her almost anguished cry of
“What’s happening to Norway?” that really made a big impression on me.

What we actually had was constant cloud cover until day 11 of the 12 day
cruise, lots of rain and drizzle, very little lying snow until we were well north
of the Arctic Circle, lots of rough seas including gale force 7 to 8 at one point
(exciting!) and maybe half a dozen small snowflakes . . . !! Almost
everywhere we went, we heard that there was much less snow than the
Norwegians expected. Even in the far north east at Kirkenes, close to the
Russian border, the temperature was barely below 0oC. Our guide said that
it should have been at least -20oC and there was concern that the Snow
Hotel we visited wouldn’t last until March when it is normally dismantled, to
be rebuilt for the following winter season.

As for the Northern Lights - well, we were told that they were visible on
several occasions. We scrambled on deck but, to be honest, we couldn’t
detect anything with the naked eye other than a beautiful starry sky. Some
people managed to take photographs showing a green glow in the sky but
our photographic expert - John - was far from convinced that this was little
more than a camera effect.
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We are getting used to mild winters becoming the ‘norm’ in England, and
many welcome it (not me!). However, to see at firsthand the dramatic effect
it is having on a country like Norway, the land of ice and snow, was very
worrying. I have paused and thought. I honestly don’t know whether or not
human activity is the major cause but it has made me resolve to redouble
my efforts to minimise my footprint and campaign for others to do the same.

It might appear from the above that the cruise was something of a
disappointment. Absolutely not! We came back rested, relaxed and
refreshed. The scenery in the fjords and the views of snow-capped
mountains were magnificent.

We saw so much of interest everywhere we went and were most impressed
by the attractive and well kept Norwegian settlements that we explored. We
admired the brilliant seamanship and pinpoint accurate docking
manoeuvres at every port. We enjoyed the friendly rivalry between the
crews of the eleven ships which provide the Hurtigruten Coastal
Express service.  In short, we can hardly wait to go again - perhaps
we’ll look for the midnight sun next time!

David Warhurst
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Following the Anniversary service on Sunday 1st November, I began to
think again about how long I have been a member of our Croydon Unitarian
Church. I think I may be the only person still attending, who was at the
opening of the current building in October 1959. Previously, I had attended
the old Iron Church in Wellesley Road since the age of 8 years!
I was introduced by a friend who I played with in the street.  Her Aunt was
Beatrice Breens, a member of our church who invited me to join the Sunday
school. I told her I had to ask my parents first so she paid us a visit at home
and I was allowed to attend Sunday school, which was held twice monthly
in a house opposite the old church.  For many childhood years I enjoyed
Unitarian events, including visits to other churches and holidays in Great
Hucklow.
Years later, through Beatrice Breens (or “Auntie” as we all called her) my
late husband, Roy, was introduced to the church through a friend with
whom he had been in the Royal Air Force. This friend was Auntie's nephew.
I met Roy when I was 18 when he came to ask if my piano playing father
would play for a show being put on by the young people of the
congregation. He agreed willingly.
Roy and I became friends, fell in love and in 1959 became the first couple
to be married in the new church. I was 20 and he was 23. That was 56 years
ago on 26th December 1959. Sadly, Roy died suddenly 4 years ago and I
miss him so much. Like others before me, I have learned to build a new life,
but the sadness is never very far away.
We worked hard with others to build up a Sunday school and at least 3 of
the children have parents who are still in this congregation.  Roy became
very involved in the church. He was President twice and at a different time
I was secretary. We had three lovely children, who gave us 8 grandchildren
and great grandchildren too. Through my continued membership I have
learned what it means to be part of a community that allows me to think
freely about my faith and to live a life reflecting that faith.
Roy became finance officer of our Unitarian headquarters in London. Later,
he became deputy secretary. When I took up teacher training in 1974, Roy
took a job locally with the probation service. We both continued our life at

A Unitarian, and I Know it!
by Carole Smith



church to include our own children. Ministers of our Church were a great
influence in our lives. In 1979, Roy was appointed General Secretary of our
General Assembly. When family and work commitments allowed, I
accompanied Roy on visits to congregations in this country and abroad. We
both enjoyed friendship and support from many other Unitarians.
I believe firmly that commitment to the Unitarian Church has influenced my
life greatly. It has also helped me in the healing process following
bereavement. We are so fortunate at Croydon in always having strong and
loving ministerial leadership and guidance. The increased membership
bears witness to this and what we stand for. This was so eloquently
highlighted by Beryl Payne, President of our London District provincial
Assembly (LDPA).
Hopefully, I will be able to continue attending, despite a journey of 65 miles
each way. I am proud of my long membership and gain much from
fellowship with all our members, whether recently joined or of long standing
like myself.

     Carole Smith

The official opening of Ian Beesley’s photographic exhibition of industrial
workers in the North of England, held at the Bradford Industrial Museum,
took place on Friday 27th January. Kathy and I arrived early, well before the
cakes were unwrapped and the coffee served, so there were not many
people about.
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I was looking at the photographs on one wall when I heard a distinctive and
unmistakable voice behind me. I turned round to see Kathy talking with one
of the distinguished guests, the poet Ian McMillan, who has been referred
to as the Bard of Barnsley.
It was Ian McMillan’s deep sonorous voice that had attracted my attention.
Kathy, quite unaware of who she was talking with, was telling Ian McMillian
of when she worked a loom, a memory that was sparked by one of the
photographs they were both looking at. I just had time to get a quick grab
shot (the picture above on the left) with my compact camera.
Later, after the cakes and coffee were consumed and quite a crowd had
gathered, we were ushered into a section of the exhibition where the
Museum Manager welcomed us, the Lord Mayor of Bradford extended his
greetings, Bradford born Ian Beesley spoke with pride of the contributions
of the Industrial Workers of the North and Ian McMillian read a couple of his
poems, including one of the various poems of his, which were scattered
throughout the exhibition, the words being cut out of steel sheets (see
opening picture).
Sadly, Kathy will not be able to name drop and say “When I spoke with Ian
McMillan” but we have the photograph to prove that indeed she did.
Brian Packer (also supplied photographs)
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Many of you reading this will know that it is now over a year since I returned
home from the hotel where my daughter Abi and partner Ben, their families
and friends, had enjoyed a delightful time at their wedding, to discover
devastation in my home. I had been away less than 48 hours but found
water pouring through the hall ceiling, the kitchen ceiling down and lights
hanging from their wiring, walls streaming, hard floors awash like grubby
ponds and carpeted areas squelching, with water seeping up into furniture.
All downstairs rooms and about one third of upstairs, plus landing and
staircase, awash.
It was discovered later that the pressurised feed to the shower unit had
been wrongly connected (new build house) and come apart.

Without going into further details, too depressing to recount again, this was
the beginning of months of inconvenience and endless telephone calls. I
only had my little Pay & Go mobile except if I went to my empty, damp, cold
dark house to plug in my landline and stand to make calls to the insurer and
others to arrange visits from loss adjusters, plumbers (plus a forensic
inspector!), electricians and builders, while living (B&B only supplied) in a
hotel, four miles away for six weeks.

This was followed by SIX months ‘camping’ in my bedroom after a company
with an unlikely name for what they do, had removed for repair, restoration,
storage or ‘disposal’ everything affected - and still more phone calls and
emails.  Abi and Ben gave me a tablet for Christmas so I certainly soon
learnt how to use it!

I have been around long enough to know that not all companies are who or
what they seem to be but this last year or so I have been continually
exasperated to find that my insurer is just a trading name within a company
I had never heard of, the actual insurer is another company.  They then
allocate work to a firm of loss adjusters who had taken over another
company (but did not tell me that I would receive phone calls or emails from
a company with a completely different name) who gave work out to a
building company (not local to me) who ALSO had been taken over so

a cautionary tale by Valerie Walker Valerie also supplied the picture
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again.  I was being contacted by a company name no-one had told me
about, who eventually (nearly five months after the event) sub-contracted
the actual repair work to a couple of jobbing builders who complained about
their journey time, were patronising (lone female pensioner) and slapdash.

I had to battle with all the previous folk (except the builders who I refused
to have back in my home) to get payment for the costs of redecoration and
replacements to the bad workmanship and cut-price materials used.  This
all from a company promoted as one providing services to older people.

So be warned my friends, if ever in a similar situation, be prepared for
sub-contracting all down the line and do not expect understanding (one
comment made to me was ‘there’s no compensation for sentiment’),
support or prompt practical help, straight-dealing, or for that matter anything
actually in writing; I was told way down the line that ‘we are a paperless
office’, how any non-computer-user deals with them I know not.  Expect a
long battle.  I just hope you never have to deal with such an occurrence.
And, by the way, I never did meet the loss adjuster dealing with my case,
nor did she ever visit my home. I was, understandably, ‘in pieces’ for the
first several weeks which did not help me cope with these negotiations and
even now things in the house are not back to ‘normal’.

It has been a long and difficult
14 months but… living three
miles away there is a very
small person called Noah. He
could not visit Granny’s house
for many months but, because
Mummy only worked three
days a week, I was able to
spend time with him and my
daughter.  This gave my spirits
absolute joy.  His cheerful grin
and lively behaviour takes
away all thoughts of misery
and difficulty.

“Thank you, my little darling,
for helping me and for more
than living up to your name”.
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Last October it was reported that a lorry driver who killed a woman and her
three children, by ploughing into their stationary car whilst he was using his
mobile phone, had been jailed for ten years.  The description of the accident
was horrific as their car was shunted underneath the back of a heavy goods
vehicle. What made the report of the event more chilling was an in-cab
camera recording of the driver’s actions until the moment immediately
before the impact. At the time of writing this piece, the penalty for using a
hand held mobile phone while driving is that the offender could get three
penalty points on your licence and a fine of £100.  If the case goes to court
the result could be disqualification from driving and a maximum fine of
£1,000.  Around the same time, the BBC reported that the basic penalty
could double this year: i.e. to six points and a £200 fine.

Despite the presence of these penalties, how often do we see drivers using
their mobile phones whilst driving, whether it is for conversation, texting or
whatever?   Such an offence often only comes to light when it has resulted
in an accident.  There are simply not enough resources available to
penalise a significant number of offenders to act as a serious deterrent to
those who consider it acceptable to commit the offence.  On 22nd January,
the Guardian reported that almost 8,000 drivers were caught using a mobile
phone behind the wheel, in a week long crack-down by certain police
forces. It has been suggested that the impairment to driving, by using a
mobile phone whilst driving, is similar to that caused by driving with excess
alcohol.  The maximum penalties in that case are six months imprisonment,
£5000 fine, an obligatory 12 to 36 month ban and 3 to 11 points on the
licence.

Research suggests that talking on a mobile phone, while driving, is as
dangerous as being over the legal alcohol limit. Tests by scientists at the

Idle thoughts
of a not so idle fellow

        Richard Varley
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Transport Research Laboratory said that drivers on mobiles had slower
reaction times and stopping times than those under the influence of alcohol,
and that the use of hands-free kits was almost as dangerous as hand-held
phones. The government accepts the evidence that using a hands-free
phone while driving distracts the driver and increases the risk of an
accident, but they do not think a hands-free ban would be enforceable:
RoSPA disagrees.

I read an opinion expressed in the press that, bearing in mind that there
would appear to be evidence to suggest that the distraction to the driver by
using a mobile phone whilst driving, is similar to driving under the influence
of alcohol, therefore should not the penalty for transgression be similar?  If
that were the case, surely more people would think twice before using their
phone in such circumstances?

Why do some people persist in using their phone whilst driving?  Before the
advent of the mobile phone, we managed to conduct our lives without
telephonic communication whilst in our car.  Modern day increasing traffic
levels makes driving more challenging and there is quite enough to focus
on without being distracted by speaking to someone else who is unaware
of your surroundings?  How exactly can you properly control a vehicle whilst
holding a phone to your ear?  Unless I forget it, my mobile phone
accompanies me in the car.  If it rings, I ignore it.  If I feel moved to see who
is trying to contact me, then I comply with legal requirements: park when
safe to do so and turn off the engine.

I fear that we are becoming a more impatient society, where we need to
save time at all costs.  One only has to observe the risks some drivers take
to gain a few yards.  I am becoming wary when setting off in pole position
at traffic lights in case someone is ‘jumping’ a red light: a more common
occurrence.  There have even been occasions when I have pulled up at a
red light only to be overtaken by a following driver who has gone through on
the red.  How often do people take an option to pay extra to have on line
goods delivered quickly?  I wonder if it is a symptom of an increasing
tendency to do things ‘just in time’, because of the perceived pressures of
life today.  Certainly, I saw a change in which business and industry was
conducted in my working career.  Are we are losing the ability to plan ahead,
simply because it is so much easier to ‘catch up’ at the last minute? There
is always the convenience store down the road that stays open until late!

In our kitchen, there is a list of the items we normally buy as part of our
weekly shop, with spaces for additional items.  They are listed in the order
I go round the supermarket.  When we use something during the week, we
put a tick on the list.  If we are planning something special, we add it.  Yes,
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it took a little time to set it up, but the result is that we don’t often miss, or
run out of something and it saves time when shopping.  Before you say that
being retired, I had time to set it up, I initially did it whilst I was working….to
save time!  On occasions, it has been the source of mild amusement, but
do I care: it works for us!

Talking of supermarkets; at the time of writing, it isn’t all that long since I had
my annual mini grumble concerning the overloaded shopping trolleys which
are a feature of pre Christmas shopping.  I cannot get my head round
exactly why the festive season should result in such excesses.  Sadly, I
suspect that there is a corresponding increase in the amount of food that
goes to waste.  Our local radio station broadcast a piece on the topic which
highlighted the chilling statistic that the food campaigning group WRAP said
that, on average, people throw out 20% of the food we buy.  Again quoting
from a piece in the Guardian from November 2013, the average UK family
is wasting nearly £60 a month; equivalent to throwing away a complete
meal a day.  The top three items being thrown away were bread, potatoes
and milk, equating to 24 million slices of bread, 5.8m potatoes and 5.9m
glasses of milk per day. Every year, the equivalent of 86 million chickens
disappears into the waste bin.  One slightly positive point is provided by the
government’s waste advisory body, the Waste & Resources Action
Programme (Wrap) in that, in the period between 2007 and 2013, avoidable
household waste has been cut by 21% to 4.2m tonnes, saving customers
almost £13bn.  Wrap has said that waste should be cut by a further 1.7m
tonnes by 2025, saving up to £45bn.

Whilst consumers are concerned about rising food prices, there is obviously
one way of saving money: don’t waste it!  I am confident that we don’t waste
anything near 20% and I daresay that many readers are able to make the
same claim.  It quite simply means that some people must be wasting a
remarkable, in some cases eye-watering, quantity of food!  Am I returning
to the subject of planning?  Is the problem that too much shopping is done
without spending a few minutes thinking ahead as to what is really required?
To what extent do supermarkets induce the shopper to impulse shop and
to what extent is the individual strong enough to resist?  Are modern day
lifestyles and workplace pressures responsible for, or used as an excuse,
not to plan ahead?

In venturing onto the subject of waste, I feel that I am riding one of my hobby
horses!  It reminds me that I must finish reading Tristram Stuart’s eye-
opening book, ‘Waste – Uncovering the Global Food Scandal’: once I’ve
completed my way through Jane Austin’s ‘Mansfield Park’!  I have recently
been reminded of some of the ways in which waste manifests itself by
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seeing the way in which mail order goods are packaged on occasions.  You
are expecting a very modestly sized item.

When I was recently in Foolow, near Great Hucklow, I spotted a Victorian
post box.  Just where you would have posted your mail was a plate which
read ‘Not for Postal Use Preserved for Historical Interest’!  That’s good, I
thought until I looked further to my right where I saw the Elizabethan
replacement.  The original looked good enough to me!  Interesting: perhaps
it was cheaper to put a plate in its mouth rather than removing it?

A large box arrives.  What is this
you think?: I don’t recall ordering
anything of such a size, but
there, squirreled away in a
corner amidst copious
packaging is the item you were
expecting.   The last occasion I
went to have my hair cut, I
discovered my barber, behind a
very large box in which he had
discovered the garden rake he
had ordered, along with a token
quantity of packaging and plenty
of fresh air: photographic
evidence is attached!
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Ruth has been back from doing her voluntary work in Laos for some time.  Many of
us were at Hucklow with her for Winter Walking Weekend and were able to talk to
her about her experiences in the Far East.  For the delectation of all of us, and by
popular request, here is some more of what she sent us whilst away teaching.

....seems a long time since I had a bag of crisps..so ventured out and
managed to find some..what a treat!
Having a beer this evening after a long hot day. I take a swig and I sweat
even more, hahaha..Laos beer is really very nice.

Teaching the girls today was a treat as we had a Laos young woman join
us as our interpreter. She has been studying English for two years at the
local Mekong Centre. She says she feels honoured to have learnt English.
Her name is Lilly, from the area of Mongh. As I had said in my previous
emails, the Mongh community do not have a written language and many,
especially girls and women do not have opportunities to access any form of
education. Voluntary organisations working in remote villages often seek
sponsorship from global friends, companies etc and in turn are able to
support individuals with education.

Lilly was one of the lucky ones. Not only did she need to learn English, but
also  Laos. Mongh communities have a different type of communication.
Her brother is a Novice Monk (who I don't know). I suspect her brother
influenced her family and helped her make a decision to take the
sponsorship. When Lilly was introduced to the girls group, the first thing
they asked her was where she was from!   Most of the girls are from Laos
and I think two are Mongh.

All the young women walk to school. It takes them about an hour from
various parts of Luang Prabang. They walk in high temperatures or heavy
rainfall for a one hour lesson. Towards the end of the lesson, the girls were
asked to go to a garage. We all trooped out, not knowing what was
happening (although the staff knew).  The girls (30) were then presented
with brand new bikes! They screamed with delight; they were also given,
helmets and locks.  Money raised for the bikes came from the USA.
Fundraising events took place during the past 4 months - raising enough to
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support their journeys to and from school (and day to day stuff). It was a
lovely thing to witness.

Well am off to get another beer - ' kids' are all dolled up and off out to play
pool and have many drinks!!! So peace reins..at last.
Hope you are all well...have a great day

Now it is Friday, three groups of young & older children presented their
assignments in front of three heads of schools and a government official.
The students had been working very hard; sharing their research into Loas
environments; environmental concerns, population, education and so on.
All the ' officials' were interested in how well they spoke English!  In Loas, it
is not permitted to speak about, religion, politics, environmental issues and
topics that may offend 'government'. However, the young people (although
very nervous) had achieved their learning of English and were all presented
with certificates!

I had an extraordinary lip bleed this morning. Had a shower, dried off and
suddenly, my upper lip was pouring blood...I had been bitten by a spider
during the night, leaving a wound that erupted when patting my face dry.
Flipping eck, it was like a nose bleed, but from my lip..blood all over the
towel. I could not stem the flow for about two minutes...  “Panic not Ruth,
sort it, Ruth...”  Did the pressure thing for a while till it stopped..really odd
reaction!  Now I have a really attractive boil looking thing sitting impressively
on my lip! I can only say, that the spider is the only thing that has crept into
my bed for many years...and I never felt a thing!!!   Cheeky sod!!!!   Story of
my current chapter in life, Ha!

The girls shriek with
delight and wave their
hands in the air in
celebration after being
given their new bicycles to
get them to school more
easily.

They are facing away from
the camera to maintain
their anonymity as they are
still vulnerable and do not
want to be identified too
easily.
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Anyhow, back to my day!

The 'kids' had a semi-party this afternoon..getting bladdered and playing
their shite sounds..I retreated to my room!

So, I decided to do something about it..I made a complaint! I know I am an
old fart these days - and I have had my years of partying, but, in my face for
3 weeks was driving me crazy..

Found the staff team and advised them that conduct, attitude and pure
disrespect for the older folk, and those who don't drink, had gone beyond
the boundaries!  They listened and asked me to write up a contract for
volunteers (what! They did not have one!!!!!!). I also asked to be moved into
another guest house to save my sanity. Recognising my ' professional'
career (at last), my request is being sorted. I am aware that some of the
young folk are leaving next week and one older person is arriving (67yrs)
and that the dynamics will change.. but I will be more settled away from the
mad crazy kids.. and ready to support the older person!!

An ex-Novice Monk joined the staff team this week. I first met him in his
robes and leading the chant at the Temple. He had decided that 8 years of
Temple life had run it course. He arrived last Monday in 'civvies'.   I did not
recognise him at first.

Ruth with
Some of the
Novice Monks
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His week has been 'overwhelming'   as he put it.  Wearing conventional
clothes and sitting next to females with hardly anything on (neck, shoulders
and knees uncovered) must be a massive impact for him to digest!  He is
very shy, and mutters a lot..  His English is good, but he has not found his
voice yet. I am sure he will blossom as he becomes more integrated. He did
have an experience of alcohol and fell ill quite quickly. Bless him, he has
been launched into a touchy feely world, with no restrictions.
He assisted me in my lesson today.. again really shy, but very chatty with
his ex-peers. (he also nicked my brolly as he did not want his new clothes
getting wet).  Shy, but canny!!!!   We call him Bee, as we can't pronounce
his Loas name.. so it's Mr Bee and not Novice Bee anymore.

Right, am off to bed.. no rain :(I have sprayed my room with anti biting spider
stuff...)

Had a chat with Novice Palli today regarding his 'decision', whether to be a
Monk or to study Medicine. He said that his Abbot had asked him three
times, and three times Novice Palli has refused to decide.. He told me that
if he becomes a Monk, his studies (English & other languages) will have to
be forfeited. He would have to study Buddhism only. However, he said that
if he chose the Monk status, he can do this for a year, and then leave for
Vietnam to study medicine... but he wants to study now!  What a faff.. he is
very loyal to his Abbot and the Temple, hence he may well choose the
option as Monk status for a year.

A small child joined our lesson this morning. Novice Palli sat him on his
knee and showed the child what he would be doing. I observed the
gentleness Novice Palli displayed.. He spoke softly to the child,
encouraging him to learn some words.. It was very touching. He will make
a grand Doctor!

Young girl sits
by the roadside
waiting for Alms
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New Baby Congratulations to Valerie and Colin Horsfield on the birth
of their first grandchild. Robin Colin David Horsfield was born on
December 6th 2016 to delighted parents, Richard and Laura.

News of
Members

Hazel Warhurst
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Best wishes to Margaret Robinson in her new home. Having been given
notice by the landlord who suddenly decided to sell her flat, Margaret was
fortunate enough to find alternative accommodation more conveniently
situated for buses, shops and other amenities right in the centre of Yarm
and with views over the River Tees. She moved in on 3rd January and we
wish her many happy years in her new surroundings.

Best Wishes to Denise and Alan Laver whose daughter, Kate, was
married to Jonathan Riley on January 5th.

We are sorry to record the death of long standing member Elizabeth
O’Brien on Wednesday 28th December aged 80 years. We send our
condolences to her family - son Richard, his wife Iris, grand-daughter
Robin, and Elizabeth’s daughter Ruth. Her obituary is on page19.

Trevor Mettam has had a few spells in hospital recently suffering from ‘flu
and pneumonia. Thankfully he is now recovered enough to be back in his
room in the Hallamshire Care Home where he enjoys visits from old
friends. We send you love and best wishes, Trevor.   Contact details for
Trevor are on page 7 if anyone wishes to be in touch.

We send healing thoughts to Sue Copley who suffered a hiking accident
last November near her home in New Hampshire, USA, and fractured a
number of bones in her left leg. She’s being very positive about the
enforced rest and hopes to be back walking with Doug again by summer.

A number of Foy members have had to cope with extended periods of
illness recently. We wish them better health in the months to come and
hope illness will not prevent anyone from coming to our Conference at the
Nightingale Centre.

Foy member Pat Kent, living in Atlanta, Georgia, was one of the many
protesters around the world who joined a march in protest at the
inauguration of President Trump (see page 5). We also hear of similar
participation in a New York protest march by Cathy and Josh Hertz.  Cathy
is daughter of Dot and John Hewerdine.
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Once again, the Unitarian National President is a member of Foy!  It was a
great privilege to join Dot for a few days in London to attend The Cenotaph.
Dot had two official engagements over the weekend, with the Cenotaph
Remembrance Parade wedged firmly between the induction of Rev. Kate
Dean at Rosslyn Hill Chapel on the Saturday and a General Assembly
Executive Committee meeting at Essex Hall on the Monday.

We left the hotel on a clear, sunny Sunday morning expecting a brisk hour’s
walk to Horseguard’s Parade.  We were immediately offered a lift by a
waiting taxi driver.  Along with 500 London cabbies, he had volunteered to
take war veterans and visitors to The Mall free of charge.  This was initially
started for war veterans but has now been extended to include all wishing
to attend the ceremony.

Dot joined the religious leaders and I was led to a balcony room where
guests were assembling.  I met a member of the Greek Orthodox Church
and a Hindu leader from Birmingham. I also found myself at ease with the
wife of the United Reformed Church representative.  We enjoyed a
grandstand view of the ceremony, as politicians and Embassy Officials
followed the Queen and other Royals in placing wreaths at the Cenotaph.

Afterwards, the Royals departed and we rubbed shoulders with politicians
and other religious leaders as we enjoyed a delicious buffet where glasses
were magically topped up in a grand fairytale room, with a ceiling which
reached the sky!   Indeed, a day to remember.

John Hewerdine.
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Dot ‘n’ John at the London Cenotaph

Those on parade were
assembling.  We were told
there would also be a lift
back from Westminster
Bridge if we wished.

We both wore white
poppies, as well as red.
Surprisingly, nobody
commented on these
during the whole of our
time at the proceedings.

By the Editor



Former IRFers have been re-uniting about every three years since 1994 under the
group name of ‘Oldies’. Over this we time have all become even older (and many
of us less agile or mobile) and sadly several of our friends are no longer with us,
but we still have our memories, our photographs, films and videos. Yet there
remains an enthusiasm to get together.

This summer, the reunion will hosted by our German friends, the organised part
taking place between Saturday 28 July and Saturday 5 August 2017, but there is
of course the possibility to extend this either end as you choose.

We start in Berlin with a River Spree dinner cruise on the Saturday evening;
Sunday morning a bus will take us on a guided tour of the city ending at the
Brandenburg Gate with the afternoon free for individual activities, whether a stroll
down ‘Unter den Linden’ or through the Tiergarten. On Monday, the bus will take
everyone to the dome of the Reichstag to enjoy amazing views over the city and
in the afternoon there will be a visit to the Berlin Wall Museum.

Then the bus will take everyone to the Hotel Chorin, this is in a country area
north-east of Berlin. Situated in a Biosphere Reserve, the hotel is near a lake and
in attractive surroundings so a pleasant place to sit with a coffee or glass of wine
for those not inclined to go for walks or to swim in  the lake. On Tuesday and
Wednesday, there are organised outings including a canal to river boat trip which
has to use a boat lift and a visit to a small hunting lodge which houses an
exhibition of hunting and political power.  The following day there is a visit to
Ravensbrűck concentration camp for women followed in the afternoon by a more
pleasant example of German ‘housing’, the Schloss Rheinsberg.

The final two days are for individual excursions; the ruins of the monastery at
Chorin are within walking distance of the hotel or it is possible to walk or cycle
further, or even take a train to other places of interest in this area, which is only
about 50km from the Polish border.

If you still have not booked your place then please contact Gudrun
Hahn.Gudrun.Hahn@web.de;    Gudrun Hahn, Harkortstieg 7, D22765
Hamburg, Germany, or have a word with David & Hazel Warhurst.
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Never visited or stayed at The
Barn?  Come along and join us for
the weekend or just for Saturday.
The gathering will involve a mix of
activities with a service on Saturday
afternoon and a social in the
evening.  The rest of the Bank
Holiday Weekend will be a social
time with some gentle walks for
those inclined.

Give Neill Warhurst (see back page)
a ring if you would like to sleep in
the Barn, camp or join us for any
meals....

Flagg
Welcome
Weekend



Run by the Foy Society
Open to All

Foy Conference 2017
28th April - 1st May

Inequality
Consequences

& Solutions

Joan Partington
                    <coljopartington@gmail.com>

Our next conference will be held at The Nightingale Centre

 If you haven’t booked but would like to find out if there is
still availability contact Joan Partington, conference sec.



Some useful             contacts
Treasurer and Printing:

David Warhurst,
18, Priory Way,
Ingleby Arncliffe,
N. Yorkshire.        DL6 3LR

         01609 882442

Membership Secretary:

Hazel Warhurst,
18, Priory Way,
Ingleby Arncliffe,
N. Yorkshire.         DL6 3LR

      (mobile) 07765005870

Conference Secretary:

Joan Partington,
“Sandcroft”,
Townhead,  Hayton,
BRAMPTON,
Cumbria.         CA8 9JF.

01228 670565

Flagg Contact:

Neill Warhurst
Flat 2,   9, Grosvenor Road,
Scarborough,
N. Yorkshire.    YO11 2LZ

 (Mobile) 01723 365589

General Secretary

Richard Varley
60 Weggs Farm Rd
NORTHAMPTON.
NN5 6HD

01604 587860

Editor - Foy News:

John Hewerdine,
Whittle Wharf,
Whittle Springs,
Chorley,
Lancashire.           PR6 8AE

01257 269502

Editor’s email : john@hewerdinefamily.co.uk


