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President’s Piece

President of The Foy Society, John Rowland

An obsolete verb I've always liked is "blow" as a synonym for bloom.
Particular in February, with the earliest bulbs showing but winter gales and
freezes still very much here, snowdrops blowing their white blossom seems
pointedly apt. But the darkest months are over now, and we can start to look
forward to spring.

Foy Council bloomed even earlier than the snowdrops - we met in January
during the Winter Walking weekend (reported elsewhere in this issue). This
fairly regular meeting focuses on keeping Council members in touch with
each other in the long gap between AGMs, and also on getting Foy's actions
and requirements lined up before GA and conference season. Because last
year's AGM did not propose any motion for Foy at GA, it seems very likely
that Foy will support the Penal and Social Affairs Panel in submitting a
motion on knife crime this year. I understand that this will be focused on
treating escalating knife crime as an urgent public health issue.
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(I am very pleased to be attending GA as Foy's delegate. In a few weeks.  Do
please get in touch at j.n.b.rowland@gmail.com if you have strong opinions
for or against any particular matter - I am your delegate, after all!)

Our Conference planning is going very well and the conference leaders are
happy. You should all have seen the booking form by now and I do encourage
people to book early if you can - a sense of how many people are coming, and
it’s good to have details of age ranges. I'm particularly looking forward to
spending some quality time in the Nightingale Centre gardens.

The new Youth Officer at Essex Hall, Gavin Howell, attended conference last
year and was really impressed with the inter-generational mix. It's clear that
the whole conference benefited from the families and children attending.  He's
been very keen to keep this going, and it's also one of my personal priorities.
Fortunately, after some very generous donations to the Flagg Chapel Fund,
Council have been able to fund another Saturday children's programme for
2019. We will only be able to do the same in 2020 and future years if the fund
is replenished again with a few more donations - I will be making regular
appeals for this, I'm afraid!

In addition to the children's programme, it's looking very likely that there will
be a BUYAN (British and Irish Unitarian Young Adult Network) presence in
May as well. The Flagg Barn has been booked for the weekend and the plan
is that attendees at BUYAN's three-day event at Flagg will all spend Saturday
at the Nightingale Centre as day visitors, lending us a few new perspectives
and new friends (maybe even new members?).

Speaking of which, trying to recruit a few new and young-ish members, not for
the sake of numbers but for the future of the society well into the 21st century,
will be one of my priorities over the next year. Any suggestions to the email
above will be very welcome - if it was easy, it would already have been done...

Finally, after talking about my grandfather last time, today I'd like to briefly
mention one of my great-great-grandmothers, Hannah Greenebaum
Solomon. Hannah G. Solomon was the founding president of the National
Council of Jewish Women, in 1893 - an American organisation that still exists
today ( https://www.ncjw.org ). Under the themes of "Faith in the future. A
belief in action", the organisation works for progressive causes including
reproductive health, rights and justice; civil rights; economic justice; and the
prevention of gun violence. I only wish I could match her high achievements!
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New Chief Officer
The Executive Committee ratified the appointment of Elizabeth Slade as
Chief Officer and commended the members of the Recruitment Panel and
the General Assembly’s HR Adviser for their work over the previous year.
An Induction Programme was supported for the handover period with the
current Chief Officer, Derek McAuley, from 18th March 2019 until 30th April,
2019.  During this time, Elizabeth would visit Unitarian and Free Christian
congregations in various parts of the country, as well as acclimatising at
Essex Hall.

The Foy Society wishes to thank Derek McAuley for his splendid work
during his time as Chief Officer.  His energy to fulfil outreach, on behalf of
the Unitarian Church, has been outstanding and Derek has been a pleasure
to work with.

General Assembly Vice-President
The Executive Committee is pleased to announce that Anne Mills will be
nominated for the position of Vice-President of the General Assembly of
Unitarian Churches for the year commencing 18th April, 2019, leading to
Presidency in 2020-2021.  We congratulate Anne and thank her for
agreeing to serve.

Anne is a life-long Unitarian and active member of Bury Unitarian Church..
She has held many offices in the congregation and has been Traidcraft
Organiser for fourteen years.  Since 2015, she has been secretary of the
Lancashire Collaborative Ministry.  She is a member of the Women’s
League and is a frequent contributor to “The Inquirer” and “The Unitarian”.

Unitarian
Announcements
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RU UU is an acronym which was used by the Unitarian Universalist
Association to arouse interest in their cause in an advertising campaign.  It
stands for “Are you a Unitarian Universalist?”  I recently saw a similar one on
Facebook “YUU”.  Further reading told me that it stood for “Yorkshire
Unitarian Union” and not “Why Unitarian Universalist?” which would have
been a good reply to the first one.  Some time ago, I read in the Inquirer a
letter from a British Unitarian Minister stating that the minister liked to think of
himself as a Unitarian Universalist.  What did he mean?  Could the minister
have been correct?  What is a Unitarian Universalist anyway?

The simple answer to the question is that a Unitarian Universalist is a
member of the Unitarian Universalist Association or UUA.  I happen to be one
as I live in the United States and I am a member of a church which is affiliated
to the Unitarian Universalists of America.  I subscribe to the church and part
of that subscription goes to the UUA and they send me their journal in return.
The UUA does have congregations in other countries but not on other planets
as the name might suggest.

Originally, in the States, there was Unitarianism which was brought from
Europe by Immigrants.  Universalism was developed in the United States.
These beliefs were quite different.  Unitarians believed in one God without a
Son or Holy Ghost and did not require members to hold a common set of
beliefs or creed.  Universalists believed in Universal Salvation, that
everybody goes to Heaven and there is no hell.  At a time when the Puritans
who immigrated to the United States were setting high demands of people
who intended to go the Heaven, Universalism became a popular alternative.
Eventually the Puritans realized that they were losing their popularity and

Doug Copley (Peterborough, NH, USA)
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reduced the requirements for going to heaven and Universalism lost some
of its popularity.  In 1961, the Unitarians and Universalists were
consolidated into a joint organization which supports both religions.

From experience, I have come to realize that there still are Universalists
and Unitarians, I have heard Unitarian sermons given by Unitarian
Ministers and Universalist sermons given by Universalist Ministers.  The
distinctions still exist as do Unitarian Churches and Universalist Churches
from the sign they display on their buildings.  Since I have been attending,
my Unitarian Church here in Peterborough New Hampshire became a
Unitarian Universalist Church.  As Unitarians we do not ask our members
to subscribe to any specific set of beliefs so it was not a demanding
change.

Doug Copley

Having grown up in England and
attended services in several
Unitarian churches there as well
as a few in the States, I am
aware that the content and form
of Unitarian services can vary
widely from congregation to
congregation.  Conversations
with fellow members of Foy and
the old UYPL have also
enlightened me about the variety
of worship services that take
place among Unitarian Churches
here and in the UK.

Even so we have some
experiences in common.  In 1961
I attended the IRF conference in
Germany as did two other
members of the Church I attend
now and one other member has
a close relative who was also at
the conference.

Peterborough Unitarian Universalist Church
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Please note that any reference to Nationwide reflects entirely my own views and not those of Nationwide Building Soc.

Many people have asked about my recent career change, having taken
redundancy from Hull University in August 2017 and starting as a Customer
Representative with Nationwide Building Society in April 2018.

After some 15 years teaching and supporting students studying theatre,
performance, drama, music and digital art, it is quite a change. Yet as time
passes and I settle into my role, there are similarities.

Whilst I would suggest that most good teachers hope that they are able to
support their students, encourage them to engage with their discipline and the
world around them – I think many of my experiences, in all my years with Hull,
could be summed up as simply trying to help. Help to rig and focus a theatre
lantern, help to negotiate between creative groups collaborating on a shared
design, help someone plan their project timeline; or help through making a
cuppa and taking time to listen. I’m sure I could spin an elaborate academic
framework that could expand on this hypothesis, but help is the important bit.

I know that many of you will be familiar with Maya Angelou’s simple philosophy
‘I've learned that people will forget what you said, people will forget what you
did, but people will never forget how you made them feel’. This has always
resonated with me, and I’ve tried to ensure that throughout my career, I have
at least inspired to some small extent, mostly positive feelings in my students
and colleagues. Not least how to make a good cup of (Yorkshire) tea.

And it is the idea of help that brings us to Nationwide. I was attracted to
Nationwide because of its mutual structure, with account holders (members)
each owning shares in the Society, with voting rights to shape its direction; and
an ethos of mutual shared benefit stemming from its inception in a London pub
with a group of friends who clubbed together to enable someone to buy their
first home. Such a simple and effective idea. Share the benefits and give
people a helping hand, rather than striving for simply returning the highest
profit for shareholders. I was lucky enough to be raised with these values
instilled in me and demonstrated by my family.

We can all be Teachers
and Give a Helping HandNeill Warhurst
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So, let’s take a small detour by way of the United States of America
To celebrate our 40th birthdays, my best pal of some 36 years and I drove
across America, East Coast to West Coast on a three-week road trip. This was
an opportunity that came to me by way of having some redundancy funds, and
a little time on my hands.

After three years of a daily three hour round trip from Scarborough to Hull
(following the closure of Hull University’s Scarborough Campus arts provision
in 2015), Nationwide is a ten-minute walk from my flat. The change in my level
of stress cannot be underestimated. Every morning, I glance towards the
North Sea and I do not miss my old commute one bit.  But the walking route
isn’t the best thing about my new job.

We are encouraged to help people. Through Nationwide’s Social Investment
strategy - both support on a National scale, such as partnering with Shelter
and Macmillan Cancer Research, but also at the local level Scarborough’s
Rainbow Centre (our local food bank) with food collections in Branch and their
Christmas toy appeal. I’m impressed so far. Nationwide put their money where
their mouth is.

So, as I learn a new field, I try to continue to help people.I recently helped a
friend and Hull Theatre graduate with her first mortgage. Years ago, I was
privileged to support her studies and by some twist of fate happened to end

Our trip was special,
celebrating our
friendship, starting
and ending the trip
in New York and
San Francisco
respectively with our
cousins and
families. And taking
a journey that
followed some of
the music that we
both love.

And we did a lot of
driving. Some
6000+ miles in total.



Page 10

Shouldn’t we learn
from the experience
of other countries?

Morning frost in Monument Valley Navajo Tribal Park, Arizona/Utah, USA. January 2018.

up in this new career at the same point she was looking to buy her first home.
I think that I managed to help her a bit on the way.

I miss teaching, without a doubt. But higher education has changed and that
too is another article. As for me, I now have to iron my shirt and press my
trousers – the world of finance is not all sunshine and flowers. We’re in a
challenging time, politically, technologically, economically. Factions vie to
have their voices heard, their representations made and all the while the
sands shift under our very feet – of borders, ethics, decency, etiquette and
freedom et al.

I try to keep an open mind, as I think the challenges we all face only stand the
chance of solutions if we try in our own way to help.

Neill Warhurst
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For several decades from the 1930s to the 1980s, many Foy members
participated in the annual International Religious Fellowship (IRF)
conferences mostly held in Europe, but occasionally in North America. To
many of us, this provided our first experiences of foreign travel and direct
contact with young people of different nations. The impact has been enduring
and participants still hold reunions of IRF Oldies, the last being in Germany in
2017.

From 17 – 21 September last, twenty-two IRF veterans met at the Nightingale
Centre for a British Chapter gathering, thanks to the organising skills of Valerie
Walker. Such a gathering does not require too organised a programme.
Simply put such a group of friends together and the decades are peeled off
and the remembrances flow. Although we did not all attend the same IRF
conferences, indeed some of us did not overlap at all, the thread of mutual
acquaintances flowed through our reminiscences.

Those who attended
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An exception to the need for organisation was the day trip, courtesy of
Andrews Coaches, to the Quarry Bank Mill at Styal (see cover picture). I had
not visited Quarry Bank for about twenty years and so it was an eye-opening
experience to see how much this heritage site has been developed and
professionalised. Sue and I spent a great deal of time in the wonderful
gardens.

Most of us had attended the 2017 IRF Oldies in Berlin and the village of Chorin
in the former DDR. So not all of our reminiscences were historic and many
photographs were shown around. Also, many of us are looking forward to the
2019 IRF Oldies, to be held at the Schlosshotel Beuggen in the German Upper
Rhine Valley from 20-27 July 2019. This is being organised by the Swiss
Chapter and will include tours into France and Switzerland.

In 2021 it will be the turn of the British Chapter to organise the IRF Oldies
week and several of us are seeking possible UK venues to host this gathering.
Watch this space. Jeff Teagle

Photography In
the Unitarian Chapel

following our visit
to Bank Mill, Styal

Jeff and Sue Teagle
also walked to Foolow
Via “The Barrel”
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Editor’s Note…
In the previous report, Jeff has made several references to
both the history of past connections we made with Liberal
European Groups and our ongoing European activities.
Over the next few pages are a number of articles, looking
back to some of the “Good Old Days”, which maybe you
will remember (through hearsay, if not actually attended).
There also follows, details of the forthcoming 2019
International Religious Fellowship “Oldies” trip to Germany,
Switzerland and France.

Knife-Crime Motion for this year’s Unitarian GA
This General Assembly of Unitarian and Free Christian Churches:

1)   Expresses its concern at the increasing incidence of
devastating knife crime in Britain’s towns and cities.

2)    Expresses its strong support for an adequately funded multi-
agency campaign to tackle this significantly raised threat to public
safety, along the lines of that which has been so successful in
Glasgow.

3)    Urges Her Majesty’s Government and the Scottish Parliament
to establish an immediate investigation into ways and means of
drastically reducing, over time, the ready availability of sharp
pointed knives by the introduction of appropriate controls on retail
and internet sales.

Proposer:   David Warhurst Seconder:   Jo O’Sullivan
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Valerie Miles Walker

In August 1968 a group of seven young people - Dutch, German and British,
who knew each other from IRF¹ conferences, gathered in Offenbach-am-Main
Germany to start an adventure. The serious purpose of the journey was to
attend the celebrations in Torda, Romania, of the 400th anniversary of the
‘Edict of Torda’ but also en route to connect with Czech, Polish, Hungarian and
Romanian young Unitarians, hoping to encourage and enable them to attend
future IRF conferences.

The journey was undertaken in two cars; Helmut Manteuffel, a young German
Friereligiose minister driving his own vehicle, the other (a red Ford Taunus
hired from Herz) driven by me. Others in the party were Helmut’s brother
Horst, Annette Percy (at that time secretary to the Unitarian Youth Officer
Grenville Needham), Helen Tempest (later Williams), Andrew Hill (about to
enter his final year of ministerial studies) from the UK, and Paulien Barrau, a
Dutch IRFer.

The reminiscences of course vary, as did the experiences. We travelled in
different vehicles, sometimes used different routes and visited different
places; Helmut and Annette were both also due to attend the IARF Executive
meetings in Hungary so at times our journeys diverged. Throughout most of

A Jouney into Eastern Europe
Fifty Years ago (part one)

Group of intrepid
Travellers by
The River Danube
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our travels we were provided with ‘private hospitality’, usually staying in pairs
with different local Unitarian families.

So we set off, my first experience of left-hand driving (after an eventful
‘practice-run’ in Frankfurt the night before, I had not encountered trams before
and didn’t realise they had ‘right-of-way’).  This was ‘Iron Curtain’ times and
we were travelling first to Prague. On the way we picked up a hitch-hiker, who
happened to be another Dutch IRF friend, Hans de Lathouder, on his way to
spend six weeks in Prague as part of his studies. We were to be joined in
Prague by Marek Antoncyk, a Polish friend who had attended the 1965 IRF
Conference in Scotland, so we had space in the car for the first part of the
journey.

We uneventfully negotiated the first border posts and drove into
Czechoslovakia, following ancient cars limping slowly along on nearly-flat
tyres. We drivers became used to this on our journey through all three
countries and it did add to the drivers’ strain (no ‘cat’s eyes’, no proper verges,
often no car lights or even reflectors; chickens, goats and cows tethered to the
back of carts or wandering free, no street lights in villages, and dusk comes
early at this latitude!

After a refreshment break in Pilsen we reached Prague. We stayed in a small
apartment in Unitaria, the Czech Unitarian HQ, and their young people were
full of ‘Prague Spring’ feelings and ‘Dubcek Svoboda’ (happiness) as they
showed us around their beautiful city. The Town Hall Tower with its fascinating
astronomical clock, St. Vitus’ Cathedral, Prague Castle; also the Jewish
Cemetery and museum, the latter with the moving drawings by Jewish
children held in concentration camps.
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Travelling on after a few days we were to break the long trip into Romania and
stay one night at Magyarküt (a Hungarian Unitarian ‘Flagg’ in a beautiful rural
situation). This was difficult to find (no SatNav in ‘68) and after dark we
suddenly found ourselves facing an armed Russian soldier² standing in the
middle of the road. The two drivers bravely got out and walked up to ask
directions (understandably wary of that rifle), and discovered a very young
man shaking with fear! Our cars and two sets of headlights coming out of the
dark, silent, countryside had really ‘spooked’ him.

We found our accommodation, run by a friendly couple, and the next day
travelled on to the Romanian border. We had by now become used to the
border checks, so we always got out of our cars and opened all the doors and
the boot so that the guards could check (you can see that we have nothing to
hide); my passengers and I had completely forgotten the ‘gift’ of some
Camembert-like cheese from Prague, which we had left on the back window
shelf and were puzzled at the speed of the rear seat inspection; the guards
ushered us on quickly!

The first town after the Hungarian-Romanian border is Oradea and as we tried
to navigate our way through, without seeing any signs prohibiting motor
access, our two ‘D’ marked cars were stopped by a policeman and we had an
on-the-spot fine for driving in a pedestrian-only street! How could we argue?³

1)International Religious Fellowship; young Unitarians and those from other
‘Free religious’ churches, mainly from Britain, Holland, Germany and
Switzerland and the USA, through the 1950s – 1970s, met each year in one
of the countries for a themed conference, and to share discussions, holiday
activities, and make (often life-long) international friendships.
2)  At that time there were still 80,000 Russian troops based in Hungary, after
the 1956 uprising.
3) We heard many years later that this seemed a regular ploy to get money
from unsuspecting ‘western’ tourists!

Andrew
Hill

Valerie
Walker,
who wrote
this piece

…..to be continued in the Autumn edition



Page 17

Following the Warsaw Pact Invasion of August 1968 I felt devastated for all
my Czech friends.   I had visited Prague to connect with the Unitarian Youth
Group there each summer since 1965 and some of the young people had
been to our IRF conferences in Western Europe.  I had rejoiced as the political
situation relaxed and now the region was back in the grip of the Soviet Union.

     In February 1969, I felt I needed to return to Prague.  I arrived shortly after
the funeral of Jan Palach, who had set fire to himself in protest against the
Russian Occupation.   Part of the Unitarian building was being used by the
Drama Faculty of Charles University and there were posters of Palach in the
building.  Red Army Square in front of the Philosophical Faculty where Palach
had studied still bore the replacement street signs in his memory.  It was not
to last.  By the time I left,the atmosphere had changed completely and the
totalitarian regime was back in power with a vengeance.

     The main purpose of my trip was to find out what was happening in Unitaria
because of heavy censorship of mail and telephones.   I had just moved into
Hibbert House and one of our new residents was Marcela who had been a
member of the Prague Unitarian Youth Group.   Marcela needed news of her
parents and so did some of her friends.   I visited Marcela’s mother and father
and tried to tell them exactly how she was going on in London but our only
common language was German, a language with which Marcela’s father had
difficulty and which her mother had forgotten.  This confirmed my need to
learn Czech and so in the autumn of 1969 I enrolled in evening classes in
London.

Editor’s note: Annette Percy
was one of the group who went to Eastern
Europe on the journey you have just read
about.  As you will now read, in her own
words, Annette’s own life-journey was to
be radically affected by the welcome she
received all those years ago……..

Learning a new Language
                            and Gaining another Homeland
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    In May 1970 I left London and went to Prague for eight weeks and this
coincided with the centenary celebrations for the birth of Norbert Fabian
Čapek, the founder of the Czech Unitarians.   I stayed in a small flat up in the
roof of the Unitarian building and travelled to the celebrations in various parts
of the country with the Unitarian minister, Dušan Kafka.   I was the only
Westerner to attend.   I was completely absorbed into the Prague
congregation where I already had many friends.   One of the congregations I
visited was in Brno, where I stayed with the parents of Gád who had been to
IRF in Stoos in 1967.

It was to be fourteen long months before Saša was allowed to join me in
London.  We were lucky because Saša had an emigration passport, which
meant that we were able to travel back and to.   This was not the case for our
friends and for Saša’s brother Hanuš and his wife who had left in 1968.   I
continued to visit Marcela’s mother whenever I was in Prague but it was not
until after the Velvet Revolution of 1989 that Marcela, like many others, was
able to return home.

When Saša first arrived in England, we tried to set up a concert agency
exchanging artists between the UK and Czechoslovakia.   Saša had the right
connections at home and after three or four years we had some success,
particularly when Saša took the conductor Vilém Tauský back home for the
first time since he had been smuggled out of the country in 1939.   But then
disaster struck – a young cellist who was staying with us in London defected.
Nobody believed that we had not been involved in his defection and we were
black-listed by the Czechoslovak Embassy and the state concert agencies.
We spent nearly a year trying to prove our innocence but to no avail.  Saša
had trained as a concert pianist and he decided he had to practise hard and

At Easter 1971 I returned to Prague,
visited the friends in Brno and was
introduced to my husband Saša, who I
married ten weeks later in a Brno
registry office in front of the regulatory
Czechoslovak and Soviet flags.  By
then my Czech had improved so that I
said “Ano” “Yes” long before the official
interpreter had translated.
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try to make a living that way.   He had just been promised the chance of
recording Beethoven’s Sonata Opus 111 when he had a stroke and lost his
speech.    We had been married for ten years and he was 46.

     Up to this point, my Czech had been mainly passive.   I listened and
understood but I was slow to take part in conversations.   The speech
therapists advised us to go back home – it would stimulate Saša’s speech.
It didn’t,  but it did wonders for my Czech.   I was suddenly plunged into new
realms and my mother-in-law didn’t hesitate to send me on errands previously
completed by Saša.   It was up to me to make sure that we kept in touch with
those members of the family and friends who did not speak English.

     Saša’s speech never recovered.   His very fluent English was reduced to
a few words and in Czech he had only connecting phrases and no nouns or
names.   Luckily after ten years, I had become used to him talking about
something about which he had been thinking for the last ten minutes,
assuming that I had heard his thoughts.   With a few charades on the way I
managed to interpret his thoughts into English or Czech for just over twelve
years, during which we visited Czechoslovakia on a regular basis and, after
the Velvet Revolution of 1989, entertained many Czech visitors in London.
Saša was by no means idle, he jogged in the park next door, was an inventive
cook and spent hours every day playing Beethoven, Chopin, and latterly
Janáček.

     Saša died suddenly in 1993.   He was visiting his mother in Brno and had
a heart attack.   I flew out as soon as I could,  arriving  on a Friday evening.
The next morning my mother-in-law fell and fractured  her femur.   I went with
her in the ambulance to the hospital where she stayed for several weeks.   I
was now in charge and not particularly worried about this because I was in a
flat which was home in Brno, with neighbours I knew and family members and
friends at hand.   But then the situation became a little weird – my brother- and
sister-in-law arrived from London.   This had been Hanuš’s home until 1968
but he and my sister-in-law had only been back to Brno twice after an absence
of 22 years.   I was the native who belonged and had to show Hanuš the way
to the hospital and beg the nursing sister to let him visit his mother out of
visiting hours.   And at the funeral I had to introduce him to his own cousins,
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their husbands and their children.   I returned to London leaving my mother-
in-law still in hospital but having been enveloped in a warm blanket of love by
my family and various friends in Brno, Ostrava and Prague.

     Then a strange thing happened.   1993 was the year when Czechoslovakia
split into the Czech and Slovak Republics.   Saša’s passport had run out early
in the year and we had applied for a new one at the Czech Embassy.  The
Slovak Embassy had issued the passport because Saša had been born in
Slovakia.  Saša refused to collect it.  He had been born in Slovakia because
his father had been Director of the opera house in Košice but all Czechs had
been expelled from East Slovakia in 1938 when Saša was three. We
presented the necessary evidence to prove Saša’s Czech parentage but we
had to wait until the Czech Parliament drafted new laws which provided for
change of nationality.  The Consul told me that the law had now gone through
Parliament and that there was no longer any problem with Saša’s nationality.
I told him that I had just returned from Saša’s funeral with a Czech death
certificate which labelled him as a Slovak citizen. The Consul invited me to the
Embassy to talk and when I arrived he asked me what I was going to do to
keep in touch with Czech culture.   I replied tearfully that "I really didn’t know“.
After giving me a tissue and a cup of coffee he asked me if I had ever thought
of joining the Dvořák Society for Czech and Slovak Music.   I had never heard
of this organisation since we had purposely kept away from Czech emigrés
during the communist regime.   The Consul gave me a copy of a newsletter
and  an  application  form  and  told me  that  I  would  find  the Dvořák Society
members very friendly.   I joined,  have been a member for 25 years, have
enjoyed Society trips all over the Czech and Slovak Republics, have made
lots of friends, edited their Newsletter and am about to retire as their Chair
after 12 years.

      Being a member of the Dvořák Society also led to me joining the British
Czech and Slovak Association and to becoming involved with the Czech
community in London.   Some of my proudest moments have been when
introducing artists at concerts taking place in the Czech Embassy – standing
at a desk inscribed "Embassy of the Czech Republic“ and backed by the three
flags of the Czech Republic, the European flag and the Union Jack.   A far cry
from those Czechoslovak and Soviet flags which faced us at our wedding!

Annette Percy
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Foy Society General Secretary’s Duties
Our General Secretary, Richard Varley, will be standing down from his post
at our AGM (first weekend of May).  Richard has kindly provided us with the
following information of what the job entails and will be happy to discuss
details of the job with any member interested in becoming our next General
Secretary.
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Many of us had maintained contact through letters (those days before
e-mail!) and usually this was an annual Christmas/New Year report at the
end of each year, so we knew much of each others’ news, both happy and
sad. The British group were fortunate in that they had Foy and other
Unitarian connections, but of the international group, few of us had actually
met up since the 1960s and 70s.

The physical changes (I was certainly no longer the slim, mini-skirted girl of
30 years before!) and whether we would still actually ‘like’ each other and be
happy in each others’ company was on many minds. I admit, on arrival, to
peeking down from the dormitory window (hesitant, shy - me?) at those
gathering outside and realising, seeing several grey-haired heads, that of
course we ALL had changed physically, but that did not mean we had
changed in other ways.

That week-end, and for some the extra time spent together that summer, of
IRF Oldies reuniting, started something wonderful that has lasted, and is still
valued now. A very special friendship.

To begin with, we aimed at four-yearly reunions, sharing as in those earlier
years of annual IRF Conferences, the hosting between our countries. 1998
in the UK (a weekend at Gt Hucklow, a canal trip on the Cheshire Ring,
walking in The Lakes); 2002 in The Netherlands (Hilversum and then an
interesting and fun boating and cycling trip from Amsterdam seeing much of
the centre of the country); then, to avoid travelling in the summer when the
football World Cup – or was it the European Cup? - was to be held in
Germany, we brought our reunion a year forward to 2005, when we spent a
fascinating time in the former East Germany, stunning countryside,
fascinating history both old (Bach, Luther) and the more recent (watch

….Where to from here
More from Valerie Walker

Oldies

At the beginning of August 1994, a group of people (mostly in their 50s)
from the UK, Germany, The Netherlands and Switzerland gathered at a ski
lodge on the side of a Swiss mountain. It was not only the week-end when
the Swiss celebrate their National Day (1 August) but the first time most of
these old friends had met together for a great number of years.
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towers, a 5km exclusion zone, Point Alpha where Russians and Americans
stared at each other across vicious barricades).

Keeping to the three year gap, in September 2008 we were back in
Switzerland, at beautiful Magliaso on the shore of Lake Lugano, where we
enjoyed lovely trips up mountains and around the lake. 2011 it was the Brits
turn again to be hosts. We chose Northumberland (with a starting weekend in
Newcastle city centre), which was a part of the UK many of us, not just our
overseas friends did not know well, or at all. Gorgeous weather and an
abundance of interesting and varied excursions, talks and displays by local
visitors, made this another memorable week. 2014, back in The Netherlands,
another boating holiday and in 2017, Germany was hosting again, with a
starting week-end in Berlin and then a country base in a beautiful country area
near the Polish border.

So here we are in 2019, and sadly many of those 1994 friends are no longer
with us. The needs of an ageing group for more creature comforts (we like
hotel rooms now – not shared dormitories) and perhaps less energetic
pursuits, have to be recognised; also the time between reunions has been
brought down to two years, so the Swiss are planning for 20-27 July this year.

If you have ever attended an IRF Conference, even if you are an ‘Oldies’
newcomer, you (and non-IRFer partner) are welcome; and if you have not
received the information sent out by the Swiss - contact Franziska Heuss,
franziska.heuss@bluewin.ch as soon as possible, booking is happening now.

And Brits! Start thinking about Summer 2021 – our turn again!

They have booked an
attractive hotel, the
Schlosshotel Beuggen
not too far from Basel,
though it is situated in the
Upper Rhine Valley of
Germany (less expensive
than in Switzerland!).
There will be excursions
into Switzerland and
Alsace and of course
many opportunities to just
spend a relaxing time
with old friends.

Schlosshotel, Beuggen, near Basel
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Richard's comment on Muzak inspired me to see if I could gather any members of
Foy to my cause.    Let me start off with some facts, we all like facts:

Thanks to Squiers, we now have Muzak everywhere and we have it for no reason. It
serves no useful purpose whatsoever, despite claims from various sources that it
provides privacy.  No it doesn't!  If there is background music you have to speak more

Dotty’s Thoughts on Wallpaper-Music

For a company whose name is
synonymous with wimpy music,
Muzak had a surprisingly tough
founder: an Army general. Major.
General George O. Squier served

as the Army’s Chief Signal Officer during
World War I, and in the early 1920s, he
perfected a method for transmitting music
across electrical wires. At the time, radio
was still finding its footing, so the notion
of sending businesses and residences
music via wires was appealing. In 1934,
Squier formally founded a company to
develop his invention. Since he liked the
sound of the name “Kodak” he borrowed
from it to name his own company Muzak.
Unfortunately for Muzak, by the time
Squier’s technology was ready for a full-
scale implementation, radio had become
firmly entrenched.  Undeterred, Musak
went after a different market - the one for
background music in stores, restaurants
and office buildings.
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loudly and if, as in banks, you are speaking through a glass screen you are going to
have to bellow to make yourself understood. Having attempted to help sort out an
elderly lady with hearing problems and deal with her queries in a bank with muzak,
I can tell you that it does nothing of the sort.  Muzak also, apparently, calms people
down – according to my bank when it introduced muzak.  Really?  I had been banking
with them for 50 years and had never seen anything approaching uncalm behaviour.

I complained about muzak in one place and was told, reassuringly, that it would only
be played in the bar. Why? I am not yet a solitary alcoholic though the day may come.
I go into bars and cafés and restaurants to meet people and talk to them so why on
earth would I want another layer of sound added to that of other people talking,
cutlery, etc to make it more difficult to hear what my companions are saying.

Someone explain to me, please,why I need to shop to muzak.   It is always dreadful.  I
love Hildegard of Bingen and The Watersons and Dave Brubeck, but when I want to
listen to them I want to listen to them.  I do not want them playing in the background
when I am deciding whether to buy Gouda or Cheddar. I certainly don't want to be
listening to cover artists 'singing' 1980s 'classics'. And what is all this with muzak at
sporting events.  Is it not enough excitement to watch athletes giving their all.  When
the race is run don't you want to talk about it to your companions?  Why do you need
Nelly and the Snowflakes singing 'Boom bada boom'?   Dave and I went to watch the
swimmers come out of Lake Vyrnwy as part of a local triathlon.   In one tent, a man
sat with a microphone telling us names, times and positions. In the tent next door,
something was making a low 'dum, dum, dum-dum' noise. We eventually worked it
out.   As it was a sporting event, they had obviously brought along some form of
mechanical muzak but realized that they had to be able to give out the necessary
information, so they turned the muzak down. Not off. Heaven knows what might have
happened if they’d turned it off!
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They play music in my local swimming pool. Why?  Half the time my ears are
underwater. I was told that it was to give swimmers a tempo like the music in an
aqua-aerobics class. How do they know how quickly I can or want to swim?

Marks and Spencer and Waterstone's famously introduced muzak and, as famously,
got rid of it. They appear not to have suffered.  Sainsbury's has never played muzak.
They are also not suffering

I am a member of Pipedown, which is an organization dedicated to the fight against
muzak (https://pipedown.org.uk) whose most famous patron was Spike Milligan.
If you like statistics then go onto their website and download the factsheet. But this is
probably the most important:
NOP Opinion Poll             34% disliked 30% liked 36% had no opinion

Add to that the fact that recently the societies for the blind, the deaf and the autistic
have all made it very clear that their members find that muzak makes their life more
difficult.   And yet the tide of pointless, pointless muzak continues to swell and,
despite the opposition to it, nothing is done.   It is as though an entire nation has been
brainwashed into believing that muzak is a fact of nature to be endured.

One little story to finish. I do hope it is apocryphal. A care home in the States has a
tree-lined walk. A tannoy system sometimes plays easy-listening muzak and
sometimes bird song.

Dorothy Houghton
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In China, family names come first.

China and CUG continue to change fast. CUG was in the countryside when I
first went in 1986, surrounded by market gardens and mud brick villages. Cows,
water buffalo, pigs and chickens were in the fields and even wandered onto our
campus. Now the university is surrounded by tower blocks in a high-tech
development area and the former shaded avenue across our campus has
become a four-lane highway. British news media report that Chinese growth
has slowed, but traffic is jammed through much of the day. We are opening a
new campus several miles from the old one this year, and our student numbers
have increased from about 10,000 to over 30,000.

My children and grandchildren came to visit Wuhan during the Easter holiday
in 2016. We lived in flats for foreign teachers on the campus and the older
children enjoyed freedom to wander because the campus is fenced and there
is a footbridge over the highway. Charlotte, then only 6, learned to use
chopsticks to eat within our first 24 hours. My Chinese friends made us very
welcome and organised our accommodation and travel, including a trip to the
famous Three Gorges on the Yangtze River. We visited a valley near the Great
Dam where my Chinese colleagues have discovered some of the oldest fossils
in China, recently reported in New Scientist.

A Unitarian in 2019 China
Roger Mason

Profs Wu Xiuling
and Meng Dawei
preparing jiaozi.
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Relations between the People’s Republic of China (PRC) and Britain and the
USA have sadly changed since my first visit. Then China’s opening was
welcome and western governments and companies were eager to engage with
this huge market. Now there is a chill; President Xi Jinping has amended the
constitution to serve for more than two terms, and President Trump is heating
up a trade war. It is particularly sad that there is a dispute between China and
Canada, because Canada was one of the first countries to recognise the PRC
and relations have usually been very good. I have understood for many years
that the PRC is a one-party state, and public policy at all levels down to
university faculties is set by the Party. The general public does not vote in
elections. Many of my Chinese friends are Communist Party Members but
except for Party officials (‘cadres’), membership is private. Compare the
Freemasons, although women as well as men are Party members.

I settle comfortably into Chinese life when I arrive on the CUG campus. I speak
Chinese well enough to buy things in shops and markets, can read public
notices and get the gist of newspaper articles. Basic Chinese is not as hard as

On the positive side, there is
more religious freedom than in
1986. Buddhist and Taoist
temples are open and thrive,
and at least in Wuhan,
Christians and Muslims are
free to worship in churches and
mosques. But temple and
church organisations must be
registered with the government
and our university has sent
evangelical American teachers
of English, home for
proselytising. English language
teachers tread a fine line
between teaching American
and British culture (OK) and
promulgating religion (not OK).
It helps that I am a Unitarian;
some American teachers look
out for my horns and forked tail!
My Chinese students have
never heard of Unitarians.His female attendants show that this is a Taoist rather than

Buddhist Shrine.  Both religions have Vegan food restaurants
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foreigners think. You can learn the official English transliteration (‘Pinyin’) in a
few hours, and you’ll do it quickly and accurately with a Chinese speaker’s help.
Many foreigners believe that standard Chinese (Mandarin) isn’t spoken outside
Beijing and its district, but this isn’t true. All Chinese children in the PRC and
Taiwan learn it at school. The Taiwanese claim to speak it better, and I have no
difficulty understanding them. However, the dialect in southern China (Hong
Kong, Macao and Guangzhou) is different. The influx of visitors from ‘the
Mainland’ to Hong Kong since 1997 means that more Hong Kongers now
speak and understand Mandarin, but Marion and I have sometimes had to
translate from Cantonese to Mandarin via English to help Mainland visitors.

Take an opportunity to visit China if you can, even if all you do is spend a few
days shopping in Hong Kong. Popular tourist sites like the Terracotta Army in
Xi’an are packed with Chinese tourists these days, but do try to go off the
beaten track to see the true China. Don’t be shy about visiting temples, but act
respectfully and avoid photographing images without permission. It is a sin in
Buddhist temples but a donation to the collection box should restore your karma.

This photograph was
taken on the 2017 visit

from grandchildren
Clara, Francisco, Isla

and Charlotte.

They are pictured with
Zhang Huaying who
painted the Rooster

Picture (top left)

Clara and Ms Zhang
were both born in

Rooster years

Roger Mason
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Winter Walking is always a great social occasion, but unfortunately this year I
suffered an acute bout of food poisoning on Friday evening! (I must stress that
this was not the fault of the Nightingale Centre at all.  I didn't eat a single thing
there until Saturday morning, in fact).  Glossing over the details, I got an early
night without talking to anyone, and was very pleased to be well enough to
lead a long walk on Saturday. The weather was slightly brighter than the
weather forecast suggested, with just one or two light rain showers and some
good panoramas later in the day as the cloud lifted.

(I'm also grateful to Robert Roper and David Copley for offering two alternative
car-based walks on Saturday - one strenuous and one gentle.  It's always
good to have options! The very young families strolled around the village and
up to the beech woods.)

After some fine views across the Hathersage valley, we left the road to walk
along Green Dale, before joining a downhill lane into Bradwell itself. We ate
our lunch on the playground, and tested out the zip wire and the other
equipment!

The steepest climb of the walk came right after the lunch break.  With plenty
of time available we took it slowly and steadily, and all made it up Edge Lane
and onto Abney Moor, with plenty of pauses to look across the town and see
where we had already been. From Abney Moor, it was a fine breezy walk
across the moor to the gliding club and past Great Hucklow primary school
and back to the Nightingale Centre. A good 16 km route with mixed terrain.

Winter Walking Weekend John Rowland

The long and medium circular walks left Hucklow
together and passed through Windmill and then west.
The groups stayed together along the rough grounds
of Tideswell Rakes, with massive lumps and hollows
showing the old mining excavations, and walked
almost as far as the television mast before those
taking the shorter route doubled back on themselves
and took the lane south to Tideswell.

The longer walk continued past the TV mast and
across several fields before turning sharply right onto
the Roman Road to Bradwell.

John leads us on our way



The medium walkers were already in, having spent some time exploring
Tideswell before returning home. A small group also split off and walked to
Litton Cross, for a little more distance than the 8 km or so on the planned
route. We were all very ready for our evening meal and then for social time in
the lounge and sunroom, including a form of charades organised by Colin
Partington.

On Sunday morning, a service was offered at Old Chapel, organised by Helen
Mason and many of the younger attendees. However, I and a few others took
another walk instead - not so long as on Saturday, but windier and much
wetter. (The first few minutes of horizontal rain were refreshing, the last hour
of it was perhaps a little excessive.) We followed Hucklow Edge, which was
closed to motor traffic due to recent landslips, to the Barrel Inn. The inn was
just opening as we passed the car park. From the viewpoint at the Barrel, we
turned back down to Foolow, and stopped to chat to a couple of ramblers who
had just found their planned foot path closed due to those same landslips.  We
assured them they could walk along the tarmac road and along Hucklow Edge
to make their goal.

At Foolow we took a five minute break, huddled in the angle of the church and
out of the wind, to make sure we still had all our fingers and toes. Finally it was
into the wind and across the fields before picking up a green lane to Grindlow
and a tiny bit of shelter. The wind dropped as we crossed the last
few stiles and reached Great Hucklow at Old Chapel, leaving us feeling very
pleased with ourselves - a short walk but a memorable one!

I plan to be leading the longer walk again next year - shall I see you there?
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I make no apologies for these Ramblings starting back in last autumn: 11th

November to be precise.  In the evening, BBC2 screened ‘They Shall Not Grow
Old’; a moving and, at times disturbing, ninety minutes of scenes from what is often
referred to as The Great War.  In the past, when one has viewed archive footage of
the war, with its jumping black and white film, it has felt like a record of events from
a long ago era.  The use of modern technology afforded the opportunity to restore
and colour the previous black and white images; to run the film at normal speed and,
with the aid of lip reading expertise to add a background commentary.  The results
were extraordinarily vivid.  It brought history to a dramatic reality.  The horror and
sheer brutality, of the events were dramatically replayed.  The awful conditions in
the battlefields; the brutality of the grim fighting conditions were enhanced by the
restoration of the footage.

Some of it was stomach churning to watch: the mutilated corpses left little to the
imagination as to of the suffering.  The sheer numbers of casualties are hard to
comprehend.  Not only did you see those who never returned, many buried with
basic ceremony where they fell.  There were the processions of the stretchered and
walking wounded.  Each body that you saw, not all of them complete, was
someone’s husband, son, brother or uncle: many families lost some of those closest
and dearest.  Many were not even out of their teens.  What a cruel waste of life.  It
certainly made an impact and was a fitting record to be shown on the hundredth
anniversary of Armistice day.

History is littered with conflicts.  I have recently read two of Tim Marshall’s books.
The second one he wrote, on a particular theme, I read first. ‘Divided – Why we’re
living in an age of walls’. It was an impulse purchase which stood out on the
bookseller’s shelf, a fascinating historical account of the physical boundaries that
have developed over time.  Money, race, religion and politics are things which divide
us.  The rear cover sums up the theme of the book very well. “Which side of the
fence are you on? We’re in a new era of tribalism and the barricades are going up.
Trump’s wall says as much about America’s divided past as it does about its future.
The Great Wall of China separates ‘us’ from ‘them’”.

His earlier work, ‘Prisoners of Geography’ offers an insight into the way in which
geographical features have determined world history.  Again the back cover gives
an insight to the contents: “All leaders are constrained by geography.  Their choices

Richard Varley
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are limited by mountains, rivers, seas and concrete.  If you’ve ever wondered why
Putin is so obsessed with Crimea, why the USA was destined to become a global
superpower or why China’s power base continues to expand ever outwards; the
answers are all here.”  Both books make very interesting and thought provoking
reading.  The underlying impression they made upon me is how race, religion and
tribal backgrounds have contributed to the many conflicts that have taken place
over the centuries.  The reluctance to accept that we could exist peacefully: accept
that there are differences in characters and beliefs, without seeking to impose one’s
own way of living in the belief that ‘you’ are right and that ‘they’ are wrong.  It is mind
blowing to contemplate how much money has been spent on conflicts over the
centuries.  The instability of the world leads to the vast, inconceivable amounts
spent on defence measures: what a waste.

These thoughts led me to look at our Peace Fellowship website and I empathise
with some words by Yvonne Aburrow.  Her attitude to war is fairly ambivalent.  She
admires the heroism and camaraderie of the combatants, along with the skill that
goes into weapons manufacture.  She finds personal war stories fascinating and
never tires of listening to them but, on the other hand, she abhors the bloodshed
and violence, the blind fury of battle, the slaughter of men, the terrible waste of
humanity and talent that is involved and the sorrow of bereavement on such a large
scale.  Then there is the long term impact, in terms of those who are physically
maimed and psychologically scarred.  What are thought provoking are her words
about being grateful that imperialism and Nazism, and other horrors, were defeated,
so that we can live in freedom now.  She says that she wears a red poppy in
memory of those who gave their lives for freedom and a white poppy, in the hope
that one day, no one will ever have to make that sacrifice again.

Some while ago, I read Anthony Beevor’s book ‘D-Day, the Battle for Normandy’.
We have holidayed, on several occasions, in Normandy and I can recall stopping
for coffee in Villers-Bocage: an attractive village in Northern Normandy.  The village
was the site of  a  controversial battle which took place, a week after the Normandy
landings, but the village, like many others, was almost totally destroyed.  It was
difficult to imagine the destruction, decades later, when it has been so splendidly
rebuilt.  One only has to view images of the countryside, towns and villages, which
were covered by the trench warfare in the First World War to see the utter
devastation of vast areas.  It is a great pity that so much time and effort has had to
be employed in manufacturing the weapons of destruction and subsequently
restoring these areas to respectability.  Will we ever learn?  I’m sure that we all live
in the hope that someday we will learn to coexist in peace and harmony.  I fear it
will be a long time coming but it must not deter us from trying to move in that direction.

Talking of peace and harmony, you will be pleased to hear that this column does
not do Brexit!  However, it will be come as no surprise that, certainly at the time of
writing in late January, it has put me in mind of some of the farces that have been
written for the stage, particularly as I will be directing one which will be performed
by our local drama group in May. ‘Cash on Delivery’ was written by Michael
Cooney, son of Ray Cooney, one of the writers of classic farces.  I found some
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interesting words that he wrote about the topic.  In looking for a plot he is not
searching for a “comedy” plot or a “funny” storyline.  He is searching for something
potentially tragic.  He considers that farce is more akin to tragedy than it is to comedy.

He mentions his play ‘Out of Order’, in which a Cabinet minister’s illicit evening in a
London hotel is brought to an abrupt halt, when he and the young lady discover a
dead body in the bedroom.  The Government could fall and so the minister embarks
on a cover-up which risks both his marriage and his political future.  In real life, as
politicians know, this situation brings tragedy.  In ‘Out of Order’, it brings laughter,
because the audience knows what is at stake for the characters in the play.  An
important aspect is that the characters must be truthful and recognisable: in no way
are they comic caricatures, as this is why the audience laughs.  Whilst the
characters are believable, it is the situations in which they find themselves that are
out of the ordinary.  They are ordinary people who are out of their depth in a
predicament which is beyond their control and which they are unable to contain: that
is the tragedy.  Need I say more!

One of the things I like about directing comedies, rather than deeper and weightier
pieces, is that it serves as an escape from some of the events going on in the world
today.  I have been actively involved with amateur dramatics for the best part of forty
years, my initial involvement being backstage during school productions.  It is an
activity which was quite removed from work and provided a somewhat different
challenge.  Another pastime that I have found the time to pursue since I retired, is
to finally spend time in furthering my interest in drawing and painting.  I have been
fortunate to discover a class run by a teacher, who has the ability to work with a
group of mixed ability participants and she encourages you to attempt challenges
which you might otherwise had shied from.

For me, one was the occasion that we ventured into working with oil paints.  At the
outset, I was sceptical at the idea: how wrong one can be!  I have found it the most
satisfying medium to work in.  Before starting these classes, some five years ago, I
had only dabbled with water colours, which in hindsight I now find the most
challenging to work with.  I have also learnt about working in acrylic and gouache,
as alternatives to water colour, which in many ways, is the most unforgiving of the
various forms of painting. Gouache has a matt finish and is often used

when painting in the style of the between-the-
wars railway posters, used for advertising holiday
destinations.  I took the opportunity to produce a
piece for our son, Nigel, as a Christmas present,
in recognition of his achievement in climbing
Kilimanjaro in September.  The venture
comprised a group of work colleagues and he
raised over £9,000, which was divided between
his firm’s charity and his own personal choice.
He described it as the hardest challenge he had
ever undertaken and he’s not looking to repeat it!The picture which Richard produced for son Nigel
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Seen in a hospital
car park:

were they
encouraging business?!

I’m still working
on this one!

And finally, another couple of images which rather amused me…!

Nigel at Uhuru
Peak, Tanzania

19,341 ft

Highest point
on Africa’s

Highest Mountain

Richard Varley
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Let me introduce myself. My name is Gwyneth Roper and I was introduced to
Altrincham Unitarian Chapel through the then youth group (UYPL) over 40
years ago. I visited The Nightingale Centre with this group and enjoyed many
events and grew to love this place and would go so far as to say it has grown
to be a spiritual home alongside the Altrincham Chapel. It was at last year’s
FOY Conference that the idea of us exploring prayer in its many form was
born and I put up my hand to volunteer organising the event.

This is where I get giddy with excitement as I can see the weekend coming
together. I, of course, have not done this alone and the FOY committee and
session leaders are going to bring to reality a weekend that should allow us
all to touch our spiritual sides and see not only how we see prayer but how
others experience prayer.
The programme will offer sessions that get us close to nature, be it walking or
gardening. There will be some mindful crafting sessions i.e. making of prayer
flags and painted mandalas.
Alison Thursfield of Bayshill Unitarian Church will be setting the scene with
the weekend introduction as well as a session looking at creating prayer. For
those of you who have never met Danny Crosby of Altrincham Unitarian
Chapel, you are in for a treat as he comes as a guest visitor on the Saturday
evening to lead us in singing meditation. (You don’t need to be good at
singing to join in!) There will be fun and games for children of all ages.
For the younger participants on Saturday 4th May, there will be a special
programme for primary school age children run by leaders from the Unitarian
National Youth Programme.
You can download a copy of the booking form that gives details of pricing.
Once again, we are able to offer young people aged 17 to 35 a discount  from
Foy’s Flagg Chapel Fund, making attendance HALF PRICE at £110 for this
category,  excellent  value for money for a three day weekend at Great
Hucklow! For those who cannot spare the time to come for the whole
weekend, we recommend day attendance on Saturday and/or Sunday. For
this a special day package is available for £35 per person, which includes
lunch and dinner as well as the study/discussion sessions.
Accommodation is limited so don’t delay – book right away!

http://www.ukunitarians.org.uk/foy/downloads.htm

Next Foy Conference Gwyneth Roper
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I am most struck by the phenomenon of FOY choosing this topic for the 2019
Conference!

Over the years I have found myself moved to comment on the prayers offered
by participants on the now Worship Studies (old "Lay Preachers") Course, for
which I have been "History" module Tutor for over 20 years, reflecting my own
growing conviction of the spiritual importance of this part of our worship, and
its dynamic (c.f. the Hymn-sandwich idea of leading up to the "sermon"). It is
gratifying to see others are similarly engaged (e.g. Sheena's Inquirer article
some time back, which I have yet to read properly).

I have come to realise that many Unitarians "have problems" with prayer...
quiet reflection... "meditation" ( similar to/ allied to, but not quite the same as
Eastern-type meditation ). I tend to introduce with some such as "Let us join
together in (the communion of)  prayer & quiet reflection".

I have come to the conclusion that the best way to face one's "difficulties", is
to have a go at writing one's own! Something I am doing much more, I find,
after 30+ years of ministry!

There is the question of "address"; personally, I am an "(Eternal) Spirit of Life
and Love" person.  I will use "God", but sparingly, because for some folk it
only has negative associations. If only they realised that Theology has moved
on from "the daddy in the sky"!!

We don't really do "supplication", "intercession", penitence", etc.
rather, e.g.: "May...";  "We are mindful that...";  "We remember those who..."
... suggest to me more. recognition of limitation(s); awareness of failings/
weaknesses (for which we seek non-supernatural, inspiration/renewal, etc.);
aspiration to higher purpose.

If "Amen" offends, then "so may it be" is ok for me, except the Organist may
not take the cue!!

Rev Ernest Baker
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If  "The Lord's Prayer" is to be included, I would introduce it as, "The simple
prayer we are told Jesus taught his followers/disciples, the ancient Hebrew
family prayer" [which, minus the Christian doxology at the end, I understand
it is], exemplifying the KISS system:"keep it simple,stupid!"

I wonder: have you heard the joke that Unitarians pray "to whom it may
concern".

There are plenty of books about "Prayer" one can peruse, but I always
whimsically think of once reading, that books about prayer are about as use-
ful as books about sex! Q. e. D. !

Also from Ernest we have

How may I pray? [inspired by UU minister Erik Walker Wilkstrom's book : Simply Pray]

I, who know nothing
    beyond an uncomprehending universe?

'Big Daddy in the Sky' is no longer
       there for me..
What is the point?

How do I build relationship with nothing,
      with no thing?
Or do I just commune with
         my unconscious mind?
-'Some questions are... unedifying',
      says Buddha.

[ pause ]

I could name my blessings,
              if I try;           No bad thing.

A Prayer/Meditation
for those who know not the How
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I can seek to know myself better

a little,
If I open myself to it.

If I listen, truly listen,

I may transcend my mere thoughts,
         and understand more clearly
That which... is...
   to all eternity.

And I may come to realise

I am not alone in all this,
    and open myself
to the wider world,
   in all its pains and travails;
Yearn for its release,
    whilst yet recognising
it is not in my power,
    or my necessity,

Single-handedly to make it whole.

So may I return,
   to my everyday,

Renewed, refreshed, reawakened,
         restored... to my self,

for the living of these days.
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Congratulations:
Four Couples celebrate their Golden Wedding Anniversaries this
year. Married during 1969.
Sue and Jeff Teagle
on February 8th
Joan and Colin Partington
on February 23rd
Hazel and David Warhurst
on March 22nd
Jane and Miles Howarth
on July 19th

We are also delighted to hear that Judith and Derek Copley
recently celebrated their Ruby Wedding Anniversary.

Birthday Wishes:
There is something of a pattern emerging in the Rowland Family. Our
current Foy President is John Rowland and his father (Fytton
Rowland) was also Foy President many years ago.  John tells us
Fytton turns 75 this month and we send him our good wishes.
Fytton remains active in CAMRA and in a local walking group,
although he has stepped down from running the local beer festival!
For those who may not know, Fytton is the son of Rev John Rowland,

News of
Members

Hazel Warhurst
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who died in 1984. He wrote a number of books in his lifetime and The
British Library republished two of them, a couple of years ago, in their
Crime Classics series.  Sales have been quite successful - and Fytton,
as his heir, has received a handy windfall of royalties!     If any Foy
members are interested in reading either of the books, Murder in the
Museum and Calamity in Kent are still in print. The latter was
dedicated to Fytton when he was just six years old. The paperbacks
are likely to be available from most good bookshops.

Great News:
We are delighted to announce that Helen Mason, Daughter
of Joy Winder and Roger Mason, has been appointed as
Director Designate of Unitarian College CIO.  The new college
offers non-location-based training for students of all ages,
lay and ministry. The College will also support life-long
learning for all.  Helen is a great, great, great granddaughter
of John Relly Beard, one of the co-founders of Unitarian
College Manchester.

Sad News:
We have received news of the death of two former Foy Members:

Shirley Fieldhouse died on the 30th of December 2018 in
Cambridge. She was aged 84.
Amy Wright died on 30th January 2019 aged 90. Her funeral and a
service in celebration of her life was on Wednesday 20th February.

Health News:

Janet Ford had a scare when she suffered a bleed on the brain in
December and needed emergency surgery in Salford Royal Hospital
Neurology Department. Daughter Becky had only time for the briefest
of Christmas celebrations with her family before flying over from New
Zealand to be with her Mum. Janet is slowly improving and is now
being helped to regain mobility on Ward 45 of the Tameside Hospital
Rehabilitation Unit. She would love to hear from anyone who has time
to write or visit her.
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We were concerned to hear news from the Dawson Family that
Florence has been going through a tough time since shortly before
half-term.  She has a tumour on her left kidney and was moved from
Hereford to Birmingham Children’s Hospital.  It sounds as though
Florence is receiving the best of treatment and our thoughts are with
all the Dawson Family as they travel along a worrying path together.
As always, in our thoughts are those members currently going through
difficult times with their own, or a family member's health problems.

Remembering Colin Horsfield:
A short service of celebration to reflect on the life of Colin Horsfield will
be held during Foy Conference. Former UYPL and Foy members who
remember Colin may wish to join members of his family and other
friends on this occasion. It will take place at the end of the Sunday
morning service on 5th May in the Old Chapel, Great Hucklow and will
precede the scattering of ashes in the Chapel graveyard.
Please contact Stella at the Nightingale Centre (01298) 871218 if you
have not booked in for the Annual Conference but would like to attend
the service and stay for lunch.

New Member
Richard Brown who lives near York is our newest member. He joined
Foy in October 2018 and we look forward to welcoming him to a
conference one day.

Membership Subscription Rates
These are unchanged at the very low rate of £7.50 for an individual and
£10 for a couple.
If you feel you would like to pay more please consider making a
donation to be added to the Flagg Chapel Fund which assists young
people attending Unitarian events and appropriate conferences.
My postal address, the same as the Treasurer, is on the back page.
Please make cheques payable to “The Foy Society”.
If you find it easier to pay online the details are as follows:

Account name: The Foy Society Sort code: 09-01-50 Account number:
05454689
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Flagg
Welcome
Weekend
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....
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Do you subscribe to The Inquirer?
Annual subscription only £38
Unitarian news, views and information
poems, prayers and correspondence
Special Offer.  Welcome gift worth £10 to all new subscribers.
Subscribe now:  www.inquirer.org,uk
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This photograph, with the Fred Kenworthy insert, was sent to me some time ago and was
probably taken in the Daisy Bank Road grounds of Unitarian College, Manchester around 1958.

Who do you recognise in this Picture?

Here is a picture of
a group of Rag
Students about the
same time.  Can any
readers respond
with information
about either picture,
or name the
students?
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Treasurer and Printing:

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

           01609 882442

Membership Sec:

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

      (mobile) 07765005870

Conference Sec:

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

 01723 365589

General Sec:

Richard Varley,
60, Weggs Farm Road,
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

Some Useful          Contacts


