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An hour long concert of music by Mozart
Eine kleine Nachtsmusik,  K525

Piano concerto No 12, K414

Icknield Ensemble
Leader:  Arwen Newband

Piano soloist:  Anna Le hair

Conductor: Leon Bosch

3pm

Tring Parish Church

Free admission, with retiring collection
Further details - 07753 567 704

Piano & more seriesLENT LUNCHES 
Churches Together in Tring  

 

You are warmly invited to the following Lent Lunches in support of 
Christian Aid.  They are held between 12 noon and 2pm and you can 

come along at any time that suits you. There is no set charge but 
hopefully you will donate to Christian Aid.  Lunch is a bowl of soup, 

bread & cheese and a cup of tea or coffee. 

 

Wednesday 8th March New Mill Baptist Church 

Wednesday 15th March Corpus Christi Church Hall  

Wednesday 22nd March St Cross,  Wilstone Village Hall  

Wednesday 29th March High Street Baptist Church 

Wednesday 5th April St Peter and St Paul Parish Hall  

Wednesday 12th April St Martha’s Church 
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Nothing can separate us from God’s love
There are those who believe that if we 
have a Christian faith we are protected or 
insulated from the trials that life throws 
at us. I am not one of those people. I 
suspect many Comment readers might 

agree with me. It is not that we have no 
problems or live a charmed life, rather 
that our faith helps us to deal with 
difficult and even tragic things. This is 
for me quite compatible with the apostle 

Paul’s words, ‘Nothing 
can separate us from 
the love of God’ or 
the words of Julian 
of Norwich, ‘He said 
not “Thou shalt not be 
tempested, thou shalt 
not be travailed, thou 
shalt not be diseased”; 
but he said, “Thou shalt 
not be overcome.”’

People can look 
at Christians from the 
outside and think that 
it might be easy for 
them to believe in a 
loving God because 
they seem to have 
everything they want 
while they, by contrast, 
suffer terrible things in 
their lives. But a few 
conversations with 
people reveal great 
sorrows: the inability 
to have children, the 
loss of a child; illness, 
suffering and disability; 
unemployment, 
failed relationships, 
bereavement. 

We are looking 
for readers who 
might have 
experiences they 
can share of life 
events that have 
caused huge pain, 
but where they 
have known God’s 
love and strength through them. And 
we have some to share in this edition. 
Please write to me or leave something in 
the R pigeon hole in the Parish Church if 
you have a story to tell. 

Last month’s leader from Jane 
Banister about growing older and the 
issues that ageing bring us elicited a 
number of responses from Comment 
readers. As a result, we have articles 
this month reflecting those responses 
– about the blessings and the ‘curse’ 
of old age. We have an article about 
identity and how retirement may strip 
us of who we are – if we let it. If this 
inspires you to write about your own 
experience, we would love to hear from 
you, whether you agree or disagree 
with what people have said here. If 
you want to contribute just a sentence 
or two rather than an article, please 
let me know. You can even submit an 
anonymous contribution if you prefer!

Don’t forget those favourite hymns – 
or books or places. Make sure you send 
yours in over the next couple of months.
The Editor

Living in the moment
The seafront at Brighton is a busy scene 
for much of the day: waves, cyclists, 
cars, vans, buses, walkers, music and 
many voices. Today it is raining and 
the wind is picking up which adds to 
the busy and, at times, frenetic winter 
atmosphere. I reflect that ‘hurry’ is an 
unpleasant thing in itself, but also often 
unpleasant for whoever is around it. 

Anne Morrow Lindbergh writes, 
‘Some people came into my room and 
rushed in and rushed out and even when 
they were there, they were not there 
– they were in the moment ahead or 
the moment behind. Some people who 
came in just for a moment were all there, 
completely in that moment.’ 

There is, I feel, sound wisdom here. 
Like many of us, I rush in and out of 

rooms, home, work, conversations, 
mealtimes, meetings: but am I in that 
moment or merely behind or ahead?

A wise person once said, ‘The 
beginning of wisdom is this: Get 
wisdom, and whatever else you get, 
get insight. Prize her highly, and she 
will exalt you; she will honour you if you 
embrace her.’ (The Book of Proverbs, 
The Bible)

Anne Morrow Lindbergh continues, 
‘Live from day to day, just from day to 
day. If you do so, you worry less and 
live more richly. If you let yourself be 
absorbed completely, if you surrender 
completely to the moments as they 
pass, you live more richly those 
moments.’

Lent for many people means little; 

to some it is an 
opportunity to 
gain wisdom, to 
live in the moment 
and let God meet 
us, even in the 
rushed, busy and 
frenetic society 
we so easily and 
readily inhabit.

In the present moment, let’s ask 
God to challenge us to keep alight the 
fire of his compassion in the moment 
in our world today; to give us the will 
to help those in need, and the courage, 
if necessary, to break with existing 
tradition in order to live out daily his 
message.
Andrew Cowley, High Street Baptist

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

House Groups meet at the following times and locations.   
To join please call the leader of the housegroup. 

When   Where    Leader   Number 

NEW GROUPS FOR LENT SO THERE ARE NO LIMITS ON NUMBERS 

Tues 2 – 3 pm Wilstone Church   Huw Bellis   01442 822170 

Weds 2 – 3.30 pm 5 Plaiters Close, Tring  Dorothy Walsh  01442 825900 

Weds 8 – 9.30 pm 56 Christchurch Road  Mike Watkin  01442 890407 

Friday 2 – 3.30 pm Tring Church   Celestria Bell  01442 381566 

EXISTING GROUPS USING LENT MATERIAL (All welcome new members IF space available) 

Mon eve  8 Gordon Villas, Tring  Jon Reynolds  01296 662326 

Thurs pm  Various houses in Puttenham Celestria Bell  01442 381566 

Weds am  88 Grove Road, Tring  Grahame Senior  01442 822770 

Various eve  Aldbury or Tring Station  Jill Timms   01442 823763 

 
 

  

 

TRING TEAM PARISH 

Lent House Groups 2017  

Ageing 

For any more information call Huw or Jane 
on 01442 822170 
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‘Stuff happens…’
I am sure many 
readers of 
Comment will 
be familiar with 
Frank Mercurio’s 
oft-voiced ironic 
remark: ‘Stuff 
happens’. It’s 
a neat way of 

expressing the human condition; we think 
we’re in control, things are going along 
nicely and then – Stuff happens! We can’t 
control stuff happening; what matters is 
what we do next – how we deal with it 
and how do we see the hand of God and 
his purposes at work in such stories?

As it happens I am currently in New 
Zealand, sitting on my balcony high 
above Tasman Bay looking across the 
ever-changing water to the magnificent 
mountains to the West. It’s a glorious 
place but ‘stuff happens’ here too. I 
actually wrote, finished and polished 
this article yesterday – all 2000 words 
just ready to send. Then – poof! – it 
disappeared – all of it gone for ever! I 
managed not to throw the computer 
over the cliff. I managed – after a spot of 
self-medication with some magnificent 
Nelson Pinot Noir – to see the 
opportunity. The story that I had written 
(and the computer had kindly erased) 
was too long and complex and needed 
to be told more simply. 

So here it is – same story differently 
told – all about new opportunities.

‘The Road goes ever on and on – down 
from the door where it began’ 
I am a 72-year-old entrepreneurial 
businessman. My life has been shaped 
by the School of Hard Knocks. What I 
sell – logical, objective strategic solutions 
to business opportunities – is the fruit of 
life’s lessons, learned the hard way.

I am also a 72-year-old Licenced 
Minister of the Church of England. This 
is a fact that often surprises me as much 
as it does those who have known me for 
many years. How did I get here? What 
events along the road have shaped this 
story?

Last Sunday we joined in the 
celebration of the Eucharist at the 
pastoral festival of St Paul’s Cathedral in 
Wellington. It was a lovely and uplifting 
service and we were struck by some 
words written in the weekly notices: 
‘Earthquakes and Life-quakes: shaking 
ground is part of life in New Zealand. 

Earthquakes and Life-quakes may 
re-arrange our landscape… they also 
reveal new strength and opportunity.’ 

They made me reflect on how some 
stuff that has happened has shaped my 
story.

Why do we pray? What do we pray 
for?
Every human being prays. From the most 
devout zealot to the most hardened 
atheist there are times when each one 
of us cries out to something beyond 
ourselves. ‘Oh my God’; ‘God Help 
Us!’ These are frequent utterances 
from people who have little conscious 
connection with formal religion. Yet we 
still cry out.

Often when ‘stuff happens’ we reach 
out beyond our normal comfort zone 
of reason and logic and seek answers 
from the unknown God, whom St Paul 

describes as the one ‘in whom we live 
and move and have our being’. These 
are prayers and how we deal with the 
answers we get informs our next steps 
along the road. 

We did a lot of praying in December 
1992 and January 1993
Boxing Day 1992 was taking its normal 
languid course. A lazy breakfast then 
Prue, her mother Sally and our youngest 
daughter Charlotte were banished 
from the kitchen so I could get on with 
preparing a celebration lunch for the rest 
of the family who were about to arrive. 
Charlotte was twelve, wearing her first 
long dress in preparation for the party.

The first thing I heard was screaming. 
The first thing I saw was Charlotte 
running into the kitchen in flames, her 
long dress on fire. The next thing I did 
was smother her in a door curtain to 
put out the flames whilst Prue and Sally 
poured buckets of cold water over us. 
The journey to Stoke Mandeville was a 
nightmare but the treatment was swift 
and efficient. I was allowed home later 
that night but poor Charlotte was kept 
in for ten days lying in an oxygen tent 
on her tummy so the skin grafts on her 
back and legs could heal. She had third-
degree burns where the fabric of the 
long dress had concentrated the heat 
against the skin. I lost the skin on my 
hands and feet and leg, but miraculously 
it regrew within a fortnight – good as 
new.
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We will never forget that New Year. 
Each night Prue, Sally or I would be 
in the Hospital with Charlie. She never 
complained. She blamed herself for 
standing too near the fire and causing all 
this chaos. She never complained about 
the scars on her back and legs even 
though as a girl growing into a young 
woman she must have hated them. Over 
time they healed. But the scarring was 
not just physical.

We did a lot of praying in Summer 
2003
Charlotte went to University in Leicester 
and Illinois. She returned home with a 
First-class degree and a boyfriend and 
took up a brilliant job as a management 
trainee at Associated Newspapers head 
office in Kensington, living just around 
the corner in a flat we had at the time. 
She also carried the consequences of 
a long undiagnosed bout of glandular 
fever. She simply collapsed. She couldn’t 
cope with any aspect of her life and 
became almost a recluse.

ME, fibromyalgia or post-viral 
fatigue – call it what you will – but this 
debilitating condition seems to affect 
so many young adults (especially young 
women) and it is devastating. Over the 
coming years we realised how many 
of our friends were dealing with similar 
situations and how some had become 
full-time carers for their children.

For the next five years our lives were 
dominated by the condition. So many 
fruitless medical consultations, so many 
positive promises offered but none bore 
fruit. Charlotte grew ever more removed 
from normal life. She and Simon now 

lived in Puglia. It sounds idyllic but the 
reality was isolation and despair.

The miracle happened in 2008
As a result of the October 2008 financial 
crisis we wound up our business in 
Italy. Simon and Charlotte came back to 
the UK and were installed at Howard’s 
House Hotel in Wiltshire as a business 
to operate. They moved into the lovely 
town of Tisbury, started to make friends 
and Charlotte attended the ‘Lightning’ 
course for people with her condition. It 
was like Snow White awaking from her 
long sleep. She started driving again, 
made friends, re-discovered her love of 
acting and singing and did a terrific job 
of handling the commercial and financial 
management of the hotel. In 2010 Simon 
and Charlotte were married there. They 
lead the active, busy, challenging lives of 
any normal young adult couple.

Where is the hand of God in all this?
Since we came to Tring in 1977, Prue 
has always had a close engagement with 
the Church and the church community. 
Through Mother’s Union, the Choir, the 
Contact Centre, the Prayer Union, she is 
much involved. Perhaps most of all she 
is deeply involved in prayer. 

For many years my involvement was 
secular. My business experience and 
practical approach to problem solving 
was useful to the church in sorting out 
financial and administrative matters 
(such as founding FOTCH to create 
a long-term financial bastion joining 
both town and church communities in 
a common cause). I even got involved 
in worship and organised the All Age 

Worship services for many years. But 
I have come to realise that even my 
approach to that was ‘business-based’. 

In recent years, as the events above 
unfolded I have come to realise that 
for all my hard-won wrinkles I couldn’t 
control things with logic and reason and 
hard work. The rescue of Charlotte from 
the flames (which clearly caused her 
great trauma); her subsequent return to 
full activity and involvement in life are 
small miracles that loom very large in 
our lives. ‘Stuff’ happened and it has 
changed us.

I have realised, gradually, that what I 
thought I was good at was not actually 
what I should be doing – and not really 
why people might value my involvement.

In the five years since I set out on the 
road to Licenced Ministry (a date that 
coincides with Charlotte’s recovery) I 
have learned that what people want from 
me is not to be told practical solutions 
to everything. What people actually want 
is to be listened to kindly and have their 
deep concerns fully heard. My challenge 
now is to get better at doing that. 

The Dalai Lama’s saying ‘My Religion 
is Kindness – It is always possible to be 
kind’ always seems relevant and I am 
sometimes mocked for quoting it too 
much. Perhaps ‘A new commandment 
I give to you – that you should love 
one another’ is a better way to end. It 
has been a long road, much ‘stuff’ has 
happened; we have been richly blessed 
and ‘Life-quakes’ have certainly altered 
our landscape. 

Thanks be to God.
Grahame Senior, St Peter & St Paul
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So far just over forty people, or groups 
of people, have submitted hymns for 
inclusion in Comment. Some choices 
have appeared again and again; others 
have been quite unique and they include 
hymns I do not know myself (though I do 
know the Latin carol we had in December 
and the Welsh hymn below, sung at a 
family funeral). The reasons people have 
given have been many and various and 
have revealed all sorts of things about the 
people who have chosen them – that’s 
the best part. 
	 But	I	am	not	easily	satisfied!	I	know	
there are many people who have enjoyed 
reading the choices of others; but I would 
love to have YOUR choice too. Please do 
offer one or more with reasons so I can 
keep this series of articles running for a 
whole year and arrive at 100 Favourite 
Tring hymns. 

‘Calon lân’
A wonderful connection to home, with 
simple words. (Perfect for St David’s Day 
on 1 March!)
Jeanie Jenner
All Saints, Long Marston
Also chosen by Andrew Kinsey who 
used to sing with the London Welsh 
Male Voice Choir and calls it an all-time 
classic.

Nid wy’n gofyn bywyd moethus,
Aur y byd na’i berlau mân:
Gofyn wyf am galon hapus,

Calon onest, calon lân.

Calon lân yn llawn daioni,
Tecach yw na’r lili dlos:

Dim ond calon lân all ganu
Canu’r dydd a chanu’r nos.

I don’t ask for a luxurious life,
the world’s gold or its fine pearls,

I ask for a happy heart,
an honest heart, a pure heart.

A pure heart full of goodness
Is fairer than the pretty lily,

None but a pure heart can sing,
Sing in the day and sing in the 

night.

Daniel James

‘For ever with the Lord’
I discovered this hymn when making my 
will, several years ago. I have reserved 

it for the end of my funeral. I have never 
sung it or heard it in any service, and it 
has been deleted from all modern hymn 
books I have looked at. But I have a copy 
of the 1950 edition of Ancient & Modern. 
The tune is a triumphal march composed 
by Sir Arthur Sullivan (of Gilbert & 
Sullivan fame). 
David Gittins, St Peter & St Paul

So when my latest breath, shall 
rend the veil in twain

By death I shall escape from death 
and life eternal gain

Knowing as I am known
How shall I love that word

And oft repeat before the throne
‘For ever with the Lord’.

J Montgomery

‘Through all the changing scenes of 
life’
Why is this my favourite? Because I need 
to open my heart to God in thankfulness 
for all his many blessings – whatever the 
circumstances! And this was never more 
so than last year when God was there – 
sustaining and supporting me through 
illness.
Jenny Scholes, St Peter & St Paul

Through all the changing scenes 
of Life

In trouble and in joy,
The praises of my God and king

My heart and tongue employ.

Nahum Tate

‘Glory to thee, my God, this night’
At boarding school we used to have 
evening prayers in the lovely drawing 
room of our Regency house. The short 
service always ended with the sung 
verse of a hymn, and hearing them 
reminds me of that room and my friends 
at that time.
Anthea Fraser, St Peter & St Paul

Glory to thee, my God, this night,
For all the blessings of the light.

Keep me, o keep me, King of 
Kings,

Beneath thine own almighty wings.

Thomas Ken

‘‘Make me a channel of your peace’
This hymn brings back memories of 
family funerals for me.
Liz Ayling, All Saints, Long Marston
Also a favourite of Afra Willmore 

Make me a channel of your peace. 
Where there is hatred, let me bring 

your love; 
where there is injury, your pardon, 

Lord; 
and where there’s doubt, true faith 

in you. 
O Master, grant that I may never 

seek 
so much to be consoled as to 

console, 
to be understood as to understand, 

to be loved as to love with all my 
soul.

Francis of Assisi (attributed)

You shall go out with joy’
This is a happy, active song and I love 
active songs – especially when the 
children are able to clap their hands and 
get excited with the rising pace of the 
hymn. The whole church joins in and 
there is a great, happy atmosphere.
Lottie Lashley, St Peter & St Paul
Carolyn Rossor and members of St 
Cross, Wilstone, also chose this hymn.

You shall go out with joy
And be let forth with peace,

And the mountains and the hills
Will break forth before you.

There’ll be shouts of joy
And the trees of the fields

Will clap, will clap their hands.

And the trees of the fields will clap 
their hands,

And the trees of the fields will clap 
their hands,

And the trees of the fields will clap 
their hands,

While you go out with joy.

Stuart Dauermann

‘Be thou my vision’
This is my all-time favourite hymn. What 
is so wonderful is that it is about our 
relationship with God. The lines all have 
‘Thou’ before ‘my’ which is the way I 
think a Christian life should be, the whole 

100 favourite hymns
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focus on God in every part of our lives 
and finally the joy at the end of life. The 
last two lines ‘great Heart of my own 
heart, whatever befall, still be thou my 
vision, O Ruler of all’ are very special. We 
do not know what will be thrown at us in 
life, but we can look at God to steer us 
through all things to be closer to Him. 
The words are based on Irish writing 
dating back from between the 8th and 
10th centuries. It is wonderful to think of 
1000 years of Christians expressing their 
desires in this way.
Jill Smith, St Peter & St Paul
Also chosen by Andrew Openshaw and 
Christine Rutter

Be Thou my Vision, O Lord of my 
heart;

Naught be all else to me, save that 
Thou art;

Thou my best Thought, by day or 
by night,

Waking or sleeping, Thy presence 
my light.

Dallan Forgaill

‘For the love of Jesus’
This is the final hymn of Stainer’s oratorio 
‘The Crucifixion’. It was composed in 
1887, giving us the assurance that Jesus 
is with us always. It was sung at my 
mother’s funeral and will be my choice at 
mine.
Margaret Gittins, St Peter & St Paul

All for Jesus, all for Jesus.
This our song shall ever be.

For we have no hope, nor Saviour,
If we have no hope in Thee.

W. J. Sparrow Simpson, 1887

‘Loving Shepherd of thy Sheep’
Christine Rutter, St Mary’s Puttenham
Carole Harrison also put this as one of 
her favourite hymns.

Loving Shepherd of thy sheep, 
keep us all, in safety keep; 

nothing can thy power withstand, 
none can pluck us from thy hand.

Where thou leadest we would go, 
walking in thy steps below, 

till before our Father’s throne 
we shall know as we are known.

Jane E Leeson

‘Be still for the presence of the Lord 
the Holy One is here’
I first heard this hymn on the television. 
I heard it being sung at the first 
celebration of Holy Communion by a 
priest, indeed one of the first women 
priests ordained in 1994, a week before 
my own ordination. To me it is just such a 
wonderful hymn and whenever I sing it or 
hear it, joy and tears well up inside me. 
The words speak so powerfully, for they 
proclaim God’s promise that nothing can 
separate us from God’s love and God’s 
presence.

The words of the hymn bid me to 
lay before God my life, my yesterdays, 
todays and tomorrows; and to hand over 
to God my hurts, anxieties and the fears 
within me. I am asking God’s presence 
to flood my heart, my soul and my whole 
being; it is a hymn of thanksgiving to 
God for his love and his stillness which 
embrace me; and the knowledge that 
God’s perfect love casts out all fear and 
anxiety.

Always I am aware, when I am 
singing this hymn, that I am lifting 
up to God the joys and blessings in 
life, my family and friends, the people 
I encounter day by day; and the 

importance of giving thanks for all the 
ways in which we are inspired anew. 
Truly it is a prayer to God to refresh us, 
to renew us, to give us his strength, his 
compassion and his grace in all that we 
think and do and say. 

This hymn is one of my favourites. 
When I sing it, it always makes my 
spine tingle – perhaps it is the memory 
of when and where I first sang it. Its 
prayerfulness fills me with joy and 
thankfulness to God for my life and my 
faith. 
Janet Ridgway, Tring Team Parish

Be still, for the power of the Lord
Is moving in this place

He comes to cleanse and heal,
To minister His grace.

No work too hard for Him,
In faith receive from Him

Be still, for the power of the Lord
Is moving in this place.

David Evans

Parish registers
Baptisms
We welcome these children into our 
church family and pray for their parents 
and Godparents.

Hugo Anthony Burroughs
Theodore Elliot Padfield

Funerals
We thank God for the lives of the 
departed and pray for comfort for those 
who mourn.

John Willis
Ann Jones (Evelyn Ann Rance)
Jack Philip Cannon
Dorothy Wallace
Robert Philip Trott

David Chandler
Peggie Cooper
Sybil Philp
Daphne Nora Delderfield
Joan Enid Moennich

Thank you
Thank you to all those annual 
subscribers who have already paid this 
year’s Comment subscription, and if this 
paragraph also reminds those still to 
contribute, that would be nice too.

I am now retiring as distributor 
and would like to thank the generous 
and loyal couriers who hand deliver 
magazines around town ten times a 
year. After eleven years I feel I know 
you well, although I have contact with 
some only via the Church Bookshelf! I 
leave you in the capable hands of David 
Whiting and Frank Dalton who now take 
over the elastic bands and sticky labels.
Sheila Whitehead, St Peter & St Paul
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Come and try our professional, friendly, 
great value-for-money salon  

where your wish is our command!

Tel: 01442 822275
74 Western Road, Tring

Vanity Fayre 
Hairdressers

For Ladies, Gents  
and Children

Established for over 30 years

Opening Hours
Tuesday-Thursday 9am-5pm
Friday 9am-7pm
Saturday 8:30am-1pm
Appointments not always necessary

All new customers: bring this ad for a

10% discount 

CHIROPODIST
Wendy Hilliard

MSSCh MBChA HCPC Registered

For nail cutting, treatment of  
hard skin, corns, thickened nails,  

advice on diabetic feet etc

Please call 01296 630189  
or

07969 741792 
for an appointment in  
the comfort of your  

own home



Do you forget things occasionally? Do 
you sometimes misplace things? Do you 
suffer from occasional short-term memory 
loss? Do you have trouble remembering 
exact details? You are normal!

Do you know someone who has 
difficulty remembering things they 
learned recently? Do you find they 
often get confused? Do they have 
problems sleeping? Do they lose their 
bearings frequently? They may have the 
beginnings of Altzheimer’s syndrome.

Alzheimer’s is a disorder that has 
increasingly come to public attention; 

it features regularly on major news 
programmes and in our national 
newspapers. 

It appears to have a significant 
genetic element. My family is very lucky. 
Jenny and I have traced our antecedents 
back at least two generations and in 
some cases more. Alzheimer’s appears 
to absent, although we have members 
who have lived well into their 90s.

We all treasure our ‘marbles’; losing 
them can mean a loss of social status; 
we can become second-class citizens. 
Hang the Alzheimer label around our 

neck and we are 
discounted as no 
longer relevant. 

What can we 
learn from and 
how can we best 
communicate with 
somebody who 
has Alzheimer’s? 
The effects of being calm; enjoying 
the reliving of past pleasures; the joy 
of music; an enhanced sensation from 
touch.
Bill Bradford, St Peter & St Paul
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The blessings of old age
In a rash moment I found myself offering 
to write an article for ‘Comment’ on the 
‘blessings of old age’ making it clear 
that it would be short because I did not 
think I would find too many reasons to be 
cheerful at this stage of life.

What I write is a personal view, as 
everybody’s experiences of life are 
different and life as an older person is 
also individual, though there are some 
things we have in common having lived 
through the same events and changes 
over the years.

Now, when does old age begin? Is 
it when we can no longer run for the 
bus, for instance (I can still do this if I 
am close enough!). Is it when various 
ailments start afflicting us and we find 
we are spending more time at the GP’s 
surgery than we would like, and beyond 
that, at the local hospital having long-
awaited appointments?

I am grateful for the World-Wide 
Web and the Internet, which were such 
amazing inventions in the early 90s; 
now I take them for granted in my fairly 
limited use of them. How wonderful to 
be able to send messages to friends 
and businesses instantly and expect to 
get replies quickly (not that this always 
happens, of course). If we were still 
writing letters using pen and paper, our 
friendships across the miles would not 
flourish so easily I think. And we can 
look things up via Google with much 
greater ease than finding the appropriate 
reference books, or hear music and 
other things on Youtube.

One of the blessings of old age to 
me is being more free to say ‘No’, when 

I want to, not feeling so obliged to take 
things on when it doesn’t seem right to 
do so. Not such an easy habit to break 
though, even now!

A definite blessing is the feeling of 
lessening responsibilities at this stage in 
life, especially in the important matter of 
bringing up children. Do you remember 
those angst–ridden years when your 
children were teenagers? I certainly do! 
Now those same children have children 
of their own and it is good to enjoy their 
company, but to be at one remove from 
decision-making and discipline.

Old age can be a time of reflection, 
and coming to terms with the fact that 
we can no longer aspire to achieving 
some things we had once hoped to do, 
maybe realising that it doesn’t matter so 
very much after all that we didn’t fulfil 
our potential. But there may be quiet 
satisfaction in some of the things we did 
do, or of relationships that have lasted 
over the years that mean a lot to us, 
especially of course if we have spouses 
or partners who are also facing up to old 
age.

Depending on financial 
circumstances, it is possible for some 
older people to travel to places they 
have long wanted to visit and can now 
do it, before even older age kicks in! 

I am grateful for reasonable health 
(as long as I keep taking the tablets, eat 
sensibly etc. etc.) and like to keep active 
by walking locally and going to a Pilates 
class (very good for keeping you mobile 
and flexible).

I think the U3A (University of the 
Third Age) is a great blessing for older 

people as it 
encourages 
‘retired and 
semi-retired 
people to come 
together and 
learn together, 
developing their 
interests in a 
friendly, enthusiastic and supportive 
environment’. There is an active U3A 
in Tring run for older people by older 
people encompassing interests from 
Art Appreciation to Walking, with 
many others in between, with plenty of 
laughter and new friendships formed.

 And of course, the churches are 
places of blessing when we think of their 
inclusiveness, one of the few places 
where people of all ages come together 
to worship and learn and find fellowship 
at different stages of life and where 
some friendships may last for many 
years.

In dwelling on the blessings of old 
age, I am aware that there can be a 
sadder and more difficult side to life 
at this stage, for all sorts of reasons: 
however I have tried to keep to ‘what is 
on the tin’ of the title of this article! I do 
sometimes get concerned at what may 
be round the corner in my own life or 
the lives of family members, but try to 
remember that the past has gone and 
cannot be altered, the future is not here 
yet, so all I can do anything about is the 
‘now’ and I want to live it as positively 
as I can.
Margaret Whiting, St Peter & St Paul

Alzheimer’s: a personal view
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Can you guess the ages of the women in 
the photo, four generations of the same 
family, baby girl, mother, grandmother 
and great grandmother?

You can probably tell the photo is not 
recent and thus might make allowances. 
Only the baby in the photo is still living 
but you might be surprised to know that 
they all died between the ages of 59 
and 68 – young by today’s standards. 
What’s more, their 50s and 60s were not 
healthy, happy, productive years of work, 
travel, opportunities and involvement in 
the community: the 
great grandmother 
was diabetic and 
ended her 67 years 
in a care home, 
frail and disabled; 
the grandmother 
developed motor 
neuron disease 
and was gradually 
paralysed from the 
legs upwards so 
that finally she could 
move no part of her 
body except her eyes 
until her death aged 
59; the mother was 
disabled by scoliosis 
and osteoporosis and was housebound 
for the last eight of her 68 years before 
she died of a stroke. 

This is, of course, my family, and my 
life could not have been more different 
from theirs. I was educated to university 
level whereas each of them left school 
as young teens and worked till they were 
married. I had a profession and worked 
after my children were born whereas 
their opportunities were severely limited 
– especially my great grandmother 
who had fourteen children. I have not 
had to watch my husband or sons go 
to war or lived through bombings or 
food deprivations whereas my great 
grandfather was disabled by the First 

World War and suffered the effects 
long afterwards; my grandmother lost 
her husband early on to lung disease 
caused by damage sustained in the 
Welsh collieries. I have enjoyed a long 
stimulating career and am still working 
while they each had ‘jobs’ that fitted 
around the demands of their families. 

While anything any day could happen 
to cut short my life, or limit my ability to 
enjoy it, my life expectancy and more 
importantly, the quality of my life and 
the opportunities to live it, are so much 

greater than previous generations.
Last month Jane Banister talked 

about age, the challenges of growing 
older as well as the way older people are 
perceived in our community. It reminded 
me of a time when I was a student. Aged 
about 20, I went to a new Church (a non-
conformist Church!) which I made my 
home. But on that first Sunday I sat next 
to a lady who was probably in her early 
eighties. During the Bible reading, she 
slumped sideways on to my shoulder 
and I, being shy and inexperienced at 
such things, supported her until the next 
hymn when those around me realised I 
could not stand and rushed to help.

The story had a happy ending. 

The lady was 
taken home and 
recovered (I think 
the preacher 
carried on with 
his hour-long 
sermon!) and 
invited me to tea 
the next Sunday. 
She told me that ‘inside’ she was still 
in her 20s – with all the enthusiasm and 
sense of fun she had always had – but 
somehow she was trapped in the body 

of an old woman with 
all its frailties and 
limitations. The words 
of that smiley, bubbly, 
lovely lady have never 
left me. 

As I grow older 
and realise that to 
people of a certain 
age I have become 
old and invisible, I 
hope that I treat those 
of my acquaintance 
who are older than 
me with kindness and 
respect and never 
forget that they were 
once younger and 

dynamic and did great and interesting 
things; that they may still feel ‘inside’ no 
different from when they were my age 
or younger. They should not be invisible. 
I want to know their stories, about the 
people they once were before age took 
over. I want to know what once they 
dreamed and if their dreams came true. 
I want to know about their experiences, 
what they learned about life and what 
wisdom they would pass on to me. 

So how old were the women in 
the photo? The mother was 20, the 
grandmother was 41 and the great 
grandmother was 58. I wonder how far 
out you were!
Annette Reynolds, St Peter & St Paul

Age and ageing

How old do I feel?
When I went into hospital last year 
people treated me like an old person. Up 
until then, I didn’t feel like an old person. 
I still walked my dog and was active in 
the community – I didn’t think I was old! 
I certainly didn’t like people to treat me 
that way.

 But now things have changed. 
Whatever I feel inside, my body is 
winning. I can’t do the things I used 
to do. I am not able to be as active, I 
have more pain, and many of the things 
I would have taken in my stride prove 
difficult and complicated and onerous. 

When my TV went wrong, the idea of 
dealing with trying to buy a new one 
presented obstacles that once I would 
have thought nothing of. 
 How old do I feel? Every one of my 
80-something years and a few more.
Name withheld
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What is the curse? Is it inappropriate 
sounds and a well-worn path to the 
bathroom?

‘Cast me not off in the time of old age; 
forsake me not when my strength faileth.’ 
Psalm 71:9

For this article our illustrious Editor 
searched for ‘A Grumpy Old Man with 
a sense of humour’. I just don’t believe 
it, she came to ME. It brought to mind a 
couple of lines from Robbie Burns’ ‘Ode 
to a Louse - O wad some Power the 
giftie gie us to see oursels as ithers see 
us!’ I appear to have been nominated 
Number One Grump of St Peter & St 
Paul’s and I didn’t even know there was 
a competition! I have no idea where the 
sense of humour comes in. Oh well, fame 
has many faces. 

Firstly I felt I must try to define old 
age and I would stress right at the 
beginning, it is MY definition and you 
may have your own ideas. I feel ‘Old 
Age’ is when I will think I have done 
all I want to, and see nothing new and 
exciting in the world around me. I expect 
I will then feel ready and waiting for the 
next instalment of my journey.

It would be disingenuous to say 
‘what curse’, as old age is both 
subjective and objective at the same 
time. Subjectively I am forty-five and 
a dashing young blade, not seventy-
two and a bit decrepit. Conversely 
objectively I am seventy-two and my 
actions creak louder than my words.

So I propose dissecting this ‘curse’ 
thing to see if there is any truth in its 
existence, and if there is, ask if everyone 
suffers from it.

Do I feel cursed with old age? 
NO, definitely not, because I’m not old. 
The fact that someone decreed I should 
have an ever increasing number stamped 
on my forehead to record the times the 
Earth goes round the sun has nothing 
to do with my age. I recall the times 
my mother, then my wife, have told me 

to ‘Just grow up’. I stopped ‘growing 
up’ at the age of twelve. When a chap 
reaches thirteen he is expected to be 
‘responsible’. Grownups start saying 
‘you are old enough to know better’ 
(whatever that may mean). As they say 
in the classics, ‘live forever or die in the 
attempt’. So age appears to be, maybe, 
how you feel physically, not necessarily 
related to ‘the progress of existence’.

How old do I feel? 
That’s got to be totally subjective, and 
it depends on the point in the day when 
asked. As for me, early in the day I feel 
grim, worn out, aching like mad and 
as a consequence ‘grumpy’. But after 
a hot shower, a bucket of pills and a 
pint of coffee, I am fine. Ask again in 
the evening after ‘Yard arm time’ and 
I will be ‘on top of the world’ (most 
days). Someone once said that if you 
don’t wake up aching in every joint, 
you are probably dead; and in line with 
that I read, ‘If you are an irascible old 
codger, God might just decide to wait’ 
– hence winning the Grumpy Old Man 
competition.

So, this means ‘physical feelings’ 
are not necessarily a good indicator of 
Old Age. There are some poor souls 
who struggle through every day and are 
barely out of their twenties and eighty- 
year-old folk running marathons.

The way we think
Does one think oneself into ‘Old Age’? 
I believe this just might hold the key to 
‘the curse’. My example is my stepfather 
who lived alone (but not lonely) in a 
bungalow for a number of years to 
the age of ninety-two, still doing the 
decorating and gardening and such. 
Then over a short period of time he said 
he had enough of all this and wanted 
to retire to a ‘Home for the Elderly’, 
especially as he had a friend in a local 
residential home whom he visited 
occasionally. Within three years he died 
and I am convinced he had reached that 
stage of ‘having done it all, said it all, and 
seen it all’. He just accepted the idea of 
being old, released his grip on living his 
life and let go.

A conclusion 
I do think there is such a thing as ‘The 
curse of old age’ although I would not 
call it a curse so much as an advent. 
It is the idea of old age that eventually 

comes upon 
us, a condition 
of life when all 
things have been 
accomplished 
and reasons for 
living no longer 
outweigh the 
alternative.

As for me, I have my interest in the 
Future as I will be spending the rest 
of my life there, and just in case you 
were thinking of taking this article too 
seriously, I quote a chap called Tom 
Wilson who quipped ‘Wisdom doesn’t 
always show up with age. Sometimes 
age shows up all by itself.’ Read into 
that what you wish, but I leave the final 
word to the poem written long ago by 
William Wordsworth.

My heart leaps up when I behold
A rainbow in the sky;

So was it when my life began;
So it is now I am a Man;

So be it when I shall grow old,
Or let me die!

Maybe Wordsworth reached the same 
conclusion about the advent of old age.
Mac Dodge, St Peter & St Paul

The curse of old age
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It’s funny how 
we all have 
that one thing 
that annoys us 
about ourselves, 
something that 
we just can’t do 
anything about. 
My question to 

God when I see him face to face is why 
was I created so short?! (I’m just under 
5’2”.) It just doesn’t seem fair or right! At 
a Comment meeting recently I mentioned 
this and the reply was to look at the 
height of my parents: that should give 
me a clue. I’m not sure that my response 
was something they were expecting to 
hear: I have no idea who my parents 
are….

I have always known that Mum and 
Dad weren’t my biological parents. I was 
tempted briefly to write that they weren’t 
my ‘real’ parents, but actually that would 
be totally wrong on so many levels. This 
is a discussion for another time, who or 
what makes someone a ‘real’ parent. 
My family was always very open about 
the fact that I was adopted and so it has 
never been an issue with me. My two 
older brothers look nothing alike so the 
three of us siblings just fitted in together. 
I don’t particularly think that they are 
spitting images of our parents either, but 
I do see some similarities in previous 
generations.

According to my birth certificate I 
was born Kathleen Bond at a private 
address, to Lesley and Ellen. I was the 
third child (of eventually five). I had an 
older brother who was about two and an 
older sister who was about a year old. 
My father and mother were both very 
young when I was born, about twenty. 
Of all the children they had, I was the 
only one who didn’t have a middle 
name. That really bothered me for years. 

I was born in the spring of 1970 
and home-life was pretty awful. Father 
was a builder by day and played the 
piano in his local pub by night. He 
would often come home very drunk. 
Mother didn’t have a job because she 
was forever having babies and looking 
after them. She was the only one who 
took responsibility for the children 
because Father saw it as a ‘woman’s 
job’. So if she was out and the baby was 
crying, then the baby just had to wait 
until Mother came home to deal with 
whatever issue was at stake.

To make matters worse, when Father 
came home from the pub drunk, he 
would often abuse the family. I was told 
by social workers that he used to hit my 
mother around the face a great deal and 
that subsequently she had problems 
with her eyes. I have scars on my legs 
from cigarette burns that were inflicted, 
one of which is quite large, so it must 
have been incredibly painful. Fortunately 
I don’t remember.

By the autumn of 1970 I was put 
into a foster home with a Mr & Mrs 
Willet. My older siblings were too badly 
behaved (apparently) to be fostered and 
so were put into a Children’s Home. By 
the summer of 1971 the Willets wanted 
to keep me on a more permanent basis, 
but Father and Mother said no. Social 
Services then, for whatever reason, 
decided to move me to another foster 
family, a Mr & Mrs Young who had two 
boys already and were very happy to 
have a little girl. I stayed with them until I 
got married. These were the people who 
were my mum and dad. They changed 
my name to Katherine and unofficially 
I took their surname too. Medical 
appointments were always under the old 
name, but I was used to that. At school 
no one seemed to know any different.

I spent years seeing social workers 
and was really close to three of them. 
The first two happened to be members 
of the Church that we attended. Tom 
Johnson was one of the nicest and most 
understanding of social workers and he 

was like a dad to me too. He was one of 
the few people in my life who seemed to 
understand me and my frustrations. He 
was also very gentle and always took an 
interest in my whole life, even writing to 
me when I worked in France as an au 
pair. 

Fred Sloman was the next social 
worker, and I got on incredibly well 
with him too. I have to say that I think 
having a faith made their jobs so much 
better. They were sensible people with 
their heads screwed on and they were 
very caring. As a child I had become 
epileptic, and this affected my whole 
life. Already I felt that I stood out 
because I was fostered, but also when 
I was diagnosed with epilepsy things 
changed so much. I became very angry 
and frustrated and couldn’t deal with 
it. I wasn’t allowed to ride a bike and 
whenever I went swimming with the 
school I had to wear a yellow hat (no 
one else wore hats) and a special parent 
rota had to be organised so that I was 
watched very carefully. To this day I hate 
swimming!

This was the period of time when 
I found myself in trouble at primary 
school. I was constantly involved in 
fights, usually with my best friend. I 
spent most weeks having to see the 
headmistress, and I hated this. But I just 
couldn’t get out of the cycle. Shortly 
afterwards I started getting the blame 
for bullying another girl at school. It 
wasn’t true, but mud sticks, and when 
you’re already in trouble for this kind of 
behaviour, then it was fairly clear to the 
teachers that I was telling lies. I still find 
it hard to face this girl and to this day 
have no idea why she kept blaming me. 
It improved my relationship with my best 
friend though, and it did stop me from 
being horrible to her!

In January 1984 Mum and Dad 
received a letter advising them that if 
they still wished to pursue adopting 
Kathleen Bond then the natural family 
would not stop them in any way. I 
discovered a few years later that my 
maternal grandmother died in the first 
quarter of 1984, so I suspect she was 
the one who had always hoped I would 
be taken back by the family. My older 
two siblings had been taken back, but 
my Father hadn’t finished with them. 
I had always wanted to find out more 
about my family but Mum was never 
keen to discuss them. She would make 

Inside fostering and adoption
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remarks about how dreadful they were 
and I was better off without them. I 
understand where she was coming 
from, but I always felt that it was for me 
to decide and for me to cope with the 
consequences. My new life with them 
was streets apart from the old life, and 
she said that she didn’t want any of my 
siblings finding out where we 
lived and trying to get money 
out of us. 

I didn’t find out until a few 
years ago that the situation 
of my fostering was slightly 
illegal. Tom, the social worker, 
should really have ensured 
I was fostered further away 
from my home. Mum and Dad 
had just arrived from Sale, 
Cheshire with two little boys. 
She’d had a baby in between 
the two boys but because 
she was rhesus negative the 
baby had died. Her next baby 
almost died too, and she was 
advised to never have any 
more children. She was very ill 
at both births and didn’t see 
my brother for about three 
days after he was born. So 
Tom got to know Mum and 
Dad and thought that we 
would all make the perfect 
family. At Tom’s funeral three years ago, 
his son said that he generally didn’t take 
work home with him. But there was one 
child for whom he prayed constantly, 
and got the whole family to pray for – 
and that was me. Tom helped to save 
my life in more ways than he could have 
realised.

When I turned eighteen I decided to 
try to find my birth family. I didn’t want 
to meet my birth parents, but was keen 
to meet up with my natural siblings. 
Staffordshire Social Services did what 
they could, but there wasn’t much more 
than a dubious date of birth (was it the 
18th or the 19th?) and a description of 
both parents. I found out about all the 
siblings: Darren, Sharon, Karen and 
Anthony – but that was all they could 
offer.

At around the same time, my brother 
Andy (who works for the CPS) was 
called to a case in Cannock regarding 
incest. He went along to the police 
station and met the couple involved. For 
some reason he felt very uncomfortable; 
something was telling him that he 
shouldn’t get involved. He went home 
and told Mum about it. She asked who 
the couple was and it turned out that 
it was my father and mother. He had 

got Sharon, his daughter, pregnant and 
she had given birth to a little girl. Andy 
couldn’t follow the case due to a conflict 
of interest but he would tell me when it 
got to court, and he would organise for 
me to go if I wanted to. In fact Tom’s 
wife and a neighbour who attended 
my Church went with me. It was really 

weird seeing this complete stranger who 
looked about eighty and walked with 
a stick, and realizing that he was my 
father… We were sitting in the balcony 
in court and there was a group of young 
people about my age who were looking 
at me closely. I always wondered who 
they were and if they were my family.

I love the programme ‘Long Lost 
Families’ and watch them all. I have 

sometimes wondered about doing it, 
but I think deep down it just wouldn’t 
be right. It’s one thing to tell my story 
to Comment, or to people I know, but 
another thing to tell the country all the 
bad parts of the story. I still long to 
meet my siblings. I’ve heard that Sharon 
left home with the baby and became a 

Christian and joined a church, 
but she changed her name. 
My older brother has been in 
and out of prison all his life 
and my younger brother died 
when he was twenty-four. 

Life for them was 
so different from what I 
experienced. 

My next move will 
probably be some kind of 
Social Networking to find 
them. My family now would 
stand by me and probably 
help me, although I’m sure 
Dad would be a little reticent. 
Maybe I’ll try to keep it quiet 
so as not to offend him.

It’s hard when you don’t 
have anyone in the world 
who looks like you, or has the 
same mannerisms as you. 
When babies are born and 
everyone says things like, 
‘Doesn’t he or she look just 

like you?’ When you go to the doctor 
and they ask for any genetic medical 
issues, ‘Does anyone else in your 
family have three arms?’ I jest, but it’s 
sometimes very difficult. Maybe one day 
I will be able to finish this story. Watch 
this space. 
Kate Openshaw
New Mill Baptist Church
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DENS Foodbank shopping list

The Foodbank provided 815 emergency 3-day food parcels to local people 
in crisis in the last 6 months, benefiting over 750 children. This is an 

increase from 617 parcels during the same time period last year.

Food:
Milk (UHT or powdered)
Fruit juice (1L long life)
Sponge Puddings
Peas (Tinned)
Custard
Instant Mas
Chocolate

For use within DENS 
services: 
Shampoo/Conditioner
Shaving Foam
Double Duvet (must be 
new or as good as new)
Washing up liquid
Deodorants
Carrier bags

For donations/deliveries

The Hub, Paradise, Hemel Hempstead HP2 4TF 
Weekdays 10am–12pm

T: 01442 250969 E: office@dacorumfoodbank.org.uk

www.DENS.org.uk Charity No: 1097185
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When I mentioned to Annette I was 
doing some research about identity she 
wrote to me a few days later saying I had 
started her thinking: always a worry for 
potential contributors to Comment! She 
asked if I could write piece about identity 
from a specific perspective that I could 
choose. 

The definition of ‘identity’ is tricky 
and can often be tied in to ‘Who am I?” 
There are multiple answers for all of us. 
For me, among many other identities, I 
am female, white, British, middle-aged, 
a wife, a step-mother, a canal boater, 
a parishioner, a student and… retired. 
This last definition can be problematic 
for some people. It certainly was for 
me. The change from being in full time 
employment in a responsible position 
to being a retired person was a difficult 
change of identity.

For many people, the job they do can 
define who they are. We all know how it 
is: you’re at a party trying to make small 
talk. A standard question virtually always 
asked is, ‘So, what do you do?’ It helps 
us ‘place’ a person in the world, as well 
as enabling further chat: ‘Really? That 
sounds interesting. Tell me more about 
that’ (although you might not say that 
if someone says they remove staples 
from bits of paper for a living, and yes, 
apparently such a job does exist!). There 
may be a similar awkward silence if you 
reply to your questioner ‘I’m retired’, and 
inevitably they will ask ‘What did you 
do before you retired?’ As well as giving 
status, fulfilment (hopefully, albeit not 
always), social contact and of course 

money, work can take up a significant 
part of a person’s life. The point is, a 
job can be part of your identity and 
when that job disappears because of 
retirement, or even for any other reason, 
a new identity is created by yourself and 
other people. That identity is not always 
viewed very positively in the media or 
by people of working age and there is 
a school of thought that the way other 
people perceive us affects the way we 
perceive ourselves, our sense of ‘self’. 
So, do we do about that when we enter 
pensionerdom? 

Change can be unsettling and 
change of identity can be particularly 
unsettling. Many people are, of course, 
very happy to stop work, settle down, 
relax and be pensioners, especially if 
they are older, suffer from ill health or 
are content to just ‘be’ and there is 
certainly nothing wrong with that. Others 
may not be so happy to just ‘be’ and 
have a problem with being labelled 
‘just a pensioner’. Stopping work is 
the opportunity for those folk to create 
a new identity for themselves. The 
pressures to conform, obey rules, meet 
expectations and generally, (more or 
less) behave are gone! Although money 
is a major factor in all stages of life and 
determines how much one may be able 
to, for example, travel or buy expensive 
clothes, it may not necessarily dictate 
how one reinvents oneself. This can take 
a myriad of forms. While most people 
would not necessarily go to the lengths 
of growing a ponytail and wearing red 
glasses (who’d be daft enough to do 
that?) in order to project a new persona, 
many people may think about what to 
do with this next stage in their lives and, 
perhaps sub-consciously, decide who 
they want to be. This is the time to have 
the power to decide how you would like 
to be perceived, both by others and how 
you perceive yourself. 

It is probably true that both in the 
churches in Tring and the surrounding 
villages, as well as in the UK generally as 
the baby boomers are coming through, 
we are part of an ageing community at 
the moment. However, that community 
is full of people with a zest and an 
enthusiasm for the next stage of their 
lives. This can be the time to take on 
something creative, perhaps learn how 
to draw/paint (‘I’m an artist’), write 
stories perhaps for publication or articles 
for magazines like Comment (‘I’m a 

writer’), or like me, 
study towards 
obtaining a degree 
with the Open 
University (‘I’m a 
student’!). There’s 
a huge amount to 
learn with the U3A 
in Tring alone. 
I’ve just Googled them to see what’s 
happening and I think I want to go to 
every single one of their sessions (with 
the possible exception of the Patchwork 
Group as sewing is a complete mystery 
to me). Whatever, there’s a huge amount 
still to learn and any number of ways 
of how to create a new positive identity 
when withdrawing from the challenges 
and stresses of paid employment. 

This can also be the time to ‘give 
back’ a little, and it has been shown 
that helping others, or being kind is an 
extremely efficient route to happiness 
within ourselves. So volunteering, 
whether it be for the church, the local 
hospice or wildlife centre, or maybe 
caring for young children or visiting the 
housebound, will almost certainly be 
rewarding, and will definitely result in 
being needed, which for many of us is 
important.

So, retirement, although a challenge 
because it is such a huge change is, for 
many, a time to reflect, pray for guidance 
and support (always a good tactic I have 
found), and the chance to decide what 
identity and image to have.

Just a pensioner? I don’t think so!
Carrie Dodge, St Peter & St Paul

Just a pensioner? – I don’t think so!



18

St Mary’s Church, a work in progress
Sunday Services
Until further notice (around Easter time), 
our regular services are being held in 
Cecilia Hall. All our regular decorative 
and functional pieces are in position – 
just as they would be within St Mary’s 
– we still look very much as if we were ‘in 
Church’.

2nd Sunday:  8.15am Holy Communion 
BCP

4th Sunday:  3.30pm BCP Evensong 
followed by tea

The Upgrade Works
All the pews and pulpit have been 
removed, the font lies in its three 
sections, temporarily housed in the 
tower, the organ (now snuggly wrapped 
in bubblewrap and shuttering) has been 
raised and now sits on a metal plinth 
awaiting the new floor to rise up and 
meet it. The pillars and wall plaques are 
all neatly protected with plastic, the vinyl 
tiles have been removed and some of the 
old ceramic tiles have been salvaged. To 
save time because of a delay in arrival 
of the work-force for digging up the 
floor, the damp-damaged wall plaster 
has been removed and some parts have 
already been replastered. The remaining 
floor has now been excavated to the 
required depth and, luckily, no bones or 
artefacts were found, so this means that 
the work can progress without hold-
up and more expense. By the time this 
magazine is in print, the first layers of the 
various compounds will be down and, 

with any degree of luck, they will have 
started incorporating the heating pipes 
into the floor base.

St Mary’s is, for the time being, an 
official building site with all the ‘hard hat’ 
regulations with strictly no admittance 
by the general public. A further report 
on progress will appear in the next 
magazine.

Funding the Works
It is a vast project incorporating a 
shallow floor excavation, building up 
the new floor level to come level with 
existing door step, with all the necessary 
compounds to be installed together with 
under-floor heating pipes (for the benefit 
of the church fabric), the new floor tiles, 
the installation of the air/water source 
heating, redecoration, new lighting and 

heating (for the congregation to feel 
comfortable) carpentry work etc. and the 
reinstatement of the pews, pulpit and 
font. 

If you have not already done so, and 
feel moved to help financially towards 
the project, we shall still be most grateful 
for donations as funding is quite tight 
and does not allow for over-spend. We 
have applied for various grants, and this 
is still on-going but, as the Tesco slogan 
says, ‘Every little helps’.

Donations may be made to ‘The 
Friends of Puttenham Church’ or directly 
into the bank account. Please contact 
me for details on 01296 668337, Astrope 
Folly, Puttenham, HP23 4PN. If you are 
able to Gift Aid your donation, then this 
is an added bonus.
Christine Rutter, St Mary’s Puttenham

The stripped-out church looking towards the tower. Note that the pillars and other 
artefacts are fully protected with plastic together with the organ, now wrapped and 
raised on its new steel plinth.

One of the church walls with the damp-
damaged plaster removed, awaiting any 
necessary making good and replastering.

Viewed towards the chancel. Note the pulpit is currently stored in the sanctuary, with 
all other furniture removed.
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Outstanding care provided for you 
in the comfort and privacy of your 
own home by caring, kind and 
compassionate staff who are 
handpicked for their commitment 
and passion for excellent care. 
Safety, kindness and gentleness 
are our core values.

With a fast-growing reputation for 
excellence in service delivery, we 
are your trusted local provider of 
home care. We are independent, 
family owned and managed.

To talk to us about your care requirements, 
or if you would like to work for us, please call:
Helen Yates RGN on 01442 843064 
or email admin@yourownhomecare.co.uk
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Forthcoming FOTCH events
John Bly
For those who 
were anticipating 
a wonderful 
evening’s 
entertainment 
with John Bly in 
March, I am sorry 
to tell you that 

the tickets are now all sold out. The good 
news is a successful night in prospect; 
the bad news is that not everyone who 
perhaps wanted to come will be able to 
do so.

If you are one of the unlucky ones, 
please let me know and I will keep you 
on a shortlist if anyone drops out nearer 
the time.

Family Fun Day
The next event will of course be the 
FOTCH Family Fun Day on Saturday 6 
May. This annual event fills the Parish 
Church and Churchyard with hundreds 
of volunteers and visitors and is open to 
everyone in Tring and beyond. Planning 
of this year’s specific events have yet 
to be unveiled but I am assured there 
will be a plant stall, a toy stall, cakes, 
preserves and jewellery as well as 
treasure hunts, teddies, soft toys and 
face painting – things for people of all 
ages with an emphasis on family fun.

Put this in your diary now and if 
you come to enjoy the day, bring your 
friends; if you would like to help in any 
capacity, we would love to hear from 
you! Please call Helen Dunford on 01442 
891377. It’s an ‘All hands on deck’ 
occasion, a ‘many hands make light 
work’ occasion – and as one who has 
been a helper for some years, I can tell 
you that helping is just as much fun as 
being a visitor! 

If you are a gardener, can I put in 
a plea for a few donated seedlings or 
divided plants? By the time you read this 
article we will all perhaps have been able 
to do a little light gardening with a view 
to putting aside a few plants for the day. 
I can pick these up from you nearer the 
time or you can bring them on 6 May.

Garden Safari Day
A few years ago we had one of the most 
wonderful English summer’s days for 
our Safari event. By popular request it is 
back this year on Saturday 1 July. 

We have new gardens on offer but 
still retain a canal boat as one of the 
venues. Throughout the day you can 
visit as many or as few of the gardens 
as you like and enjoy a different meal 
at each one: from bacon butties, coffee 
and Pimms, beer on the boat, music 
and cocktails, al fresco lunch, stories 
with John Bly, tea and cake, cream 
tea, Prosecco and nibbles and finally a 
British barbecue. One garden is specially 
designated as child-friendly.

Don’t miss this event and the 
opportunity to mix and mingle with old 
friends and make many new friends. If 
you need transport, it can be arranged. 
Just let me know.
Annette Reynolds, St Peter & St Paul

A3 FOTCH Summer Garden Party Poster 2017_Layout 1  19/08/2016  09:20  Page 1
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Loving a child with additional needs
My last child was born in 2008 and it 
quickly became clear that despite our 
wishes, this would be our last baby. On 
my blog (madmumof7.com) I described 
him as ‘quirky, spoiled and adored’. 

When our usual parenting tricks 
started to fail with him, Ray and I 
thought we’d maybe spoiled him too 
much. He had older siblings all dancing 
to his tune too. He was like a little 
Roman Emperor.

His eating habits were terrible; he 
liked things done his way and he had 
very little interest in friendships outside 
of the home. Well, he has six siblings 
to play with him plus there’s that thing 
where the youngest child in a big 
family is often older in mannerisms and 
interests than peers who are the eldest 
in their family.

As time passed and he started 
school we were surprised to be asked 
to supply him with ear defenders. 
Apparently he found it hard to cope with 
classroom noise. Alarm bells started 
in my head, albeit quietly at first as 
otherwise he seemed to settle well into 
school.

Then other little things started 
happening, stuff that took him beyond 
quirky. As the demands of school and 
home-life grew, so did his anxiety. 
Meltdowns became common. Bedtime 
became a nightmare. The list of things 
he would eat became smaller.

Thankfully I felt able to speak to a 
church friend who also happened to be 
a teacher and will be forever grateful 
that she listened to my concerns 
seriously and guided me towards further 
investigation.

To cut a long story short, my quirky 
little boy was quickly diagnosed with 
an Autistic Spectrum Disorder (ASD). 
The paediatrician said previously 
she probably would have narrowed 
it to Aspergers but now children in 
Hertfordshire are just given a general 
ASD diagnosis.

Now we have to learn parenting all 
over from scratch, except this time there 
is less certainty that methods will work. 
Sometimes tactics work briefly then 
you have to become creative and think 
again.

We’ve learned basics. He can’t 
tolerate many odours (including garlic 
and dry cat food), is sensitive to loud 
sound but this can vary depending on 
what tolerance he has left. He eats a 

very limited and quite beige diet and 
he needs to know what the plan is. At 
school he has a ‘now and next’ planner 
on his desk. That’s quite difficult to 
manage in a busy household with lots 
of people. I often don’t know what’s 
happening next. I’m torn between 
arranging our whole lives around what 
he can tolerate or pushing his tolerances 
so that we can all have a ‘normal’ life.

For instance, he would prefer to be 
with me all the time. With work, friends 
and committees, I need to be able to go 
out. Luckily we have a few trusted adults 
he will accept and who don’t mind the 
extra work involved in looking after a 
child with ASD.

He has limited tolerance on days 
out. He is perfectly capable physically 
of walking but once he has reached 
his limit of coping, the trip has to end. 
This is very hard on the other children. 
Recently on a Christmas trip to see the 
lights in London, it became too much for 
him, even with ear defenders and rest 
stops away from the crowds. We had to 
go home, missing the planned visit to 
see the tree in Trafalgar Square.

We’d like to get a McClaren Major 
Elite wheelchair/buggy with the idea that 
at least he can sit and zone out with 
headphones and his tablet computer 
while we carry on with our daytrip. But 
whereas you can pick up a ‘normal’ 
stroller second hand for the price of a 
takeaway, these disability buggies cost 
over £150, even second hand. For now 
we have to either limit the day or leave 
him behind. I don’t want to exclude him 
but I have to be fair to the other children 
too. 

He used to love Church and has a 
deep unwavering faith. Now though he 
often struggles – we aren’t sure if it’s the 
acoustics, the smell, all the people… 

Depending on his 
tolerance levels 
he will stand and 
join in with hymns 
lustily or curl into 
a foetal position 
under the pew and 
sob. 

The trouble is, he looks completely 
normal – or neurotypical which is the 
preferred description of people without 
autism. I worry that people think he is 
being rude when he ignores them talking 
to him after Church and I wonder what 
people think of me allowing him to play 
the iPad wearing headphones during the 
service.

Many churches are working towards 
developing an environment or services 
which are ‘autism friendly’. Much like 
theatres and cinemas who now organise 
‘relaxed’ performances where the 
lighting is low, sound muted slightly 
when possible and the audience doesn’t 
have to be silent or still. I have no idea 
how we could make this work in more 
traditional settings. You can’t remove the 
smell of an old Church!

I think all we can do is remember 
that people worship in many ways and 
we must not look disapprovingly at 
people not conforming to the traditional 
behaviours expected in Church. In my 
experience, a little understanding and a 
friendly smile towards a stressed parent 
to show their child’s difficult behaviour is 
not a problem goes a long way.
Afra Willmore
St John the Baptist, Aldbury

STOP PRESS! 
Thanks to a kind donation we now have 
the special chair – and have already 
made our first successful trip to London!
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100 favourite places
The Red Sea

We have been to some wonderful places 
but the one that I think I can say is my 
favourite is snorkelling in the Red Sea. 
The beauty and amazing variety of the 
fish and coral never ceases to astound 
me and every time I thank God for his 
beautiful world.
Sandra Luddington, St Peter & St Paul

Chapel of Garioch (pronounced 
‘Geeree’), Aberdeenshire

I spent happy holidays here as a child on 
the farm on which my grandparents lived 
and worked.
Richard Abel, St Peter & St Paul 

Muenster (Domplatz)

I spent four great years in this city, 
completely reconstructed in the original 
style after the war.
Andrew Openshaw
New Mill Baptist Church

Robin Hood’s Bay, North Yorkshire

A picture postcard scene.
John Allan, High Street Baptist Church 

Rome, Italy

An incredible blend of the ancient and 
modern, meshed together in harmony. 
Amazing.
Steve Berry, St Peter & St Paul 

Ashby Canal, Leicestershire/
Derbyshire/Warwickshire

This 22-mile long canal wanders through 
some of the most remote areas of the 
Midlands. It personifies England at its 
best and when we travel along it on our 
narrow boat, ‘The Griffin’, all is well with 
the world! After travelling all day, we 
moor up in the countryside and sit at 
the table on the front deck with a glass 
of something cold and look down the 
peaceful canal as the sun sets. Bliss.
Carrie Dodge, St Peter & St Paul

Lauterbrunnen, Switzerland

My divinely picked stroke-recuperation 
Oakhall holiday, meeting Adam the base 
jumper from Australia!
Gill Barber, St Mary’s Puttenham and 
St Martha’s Methodist Church

Taunton, Somerset

Our honeymoon destination and a 
wonderful base for exploring Somerset, 
my favourite county after Hertfordshire.
Vivianne Child, St Peter & St Paul 

Mandria, Cyprus

This is the small village where my mum 
lives and I adore it. I have an image of 
the centre of the village as my screen 
saver and even my bank card has a 
picture of me there on it. I love it there.
Afra Willmore, St John the Baptist, 
Aldbury 

Anglesey

My sister lives there now, and it’s a very 
beautiful place. The Gazelle pub, right on 
the edge of the Menai Straits, deserves 
special mention – you can sit outside 
with your pint watching the waves. There 
are some gorgeous beaches on the 
island and just the most stunning views 
back over towards Snowdonia.
Anna Le Hair, St Peter & St Paul

This is the owl from 
this month’s tweet 
(opposite), added 
here simply because 
it’s such a lovely 
picture in colour.
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CLUES ACROSS
1. Encourage (4)
4. Famous saint of Lindisfarne (8) 
8. Martyr of Rome 258 AD (8)
9. Direction at 3 o’clock (4)
10. By the way (5)
11. Decide not to vote (7)
13. Afternoon nap (6)
15. Growth on rocks (6)
18. First music of the service (7)
20. Servant of the devil (5)
23. Wind instrument (4)
24. Offering in worship (8)
25. A Christian ‘…… of the Faith’ (8).
26. Night time (4)

CLUES DOWN
2. Speaks to God (5)
3. Altar screen (7)
4. City of Galilee (4)
5. Saint of Provence d - 1066 (8)
6. ‘….. are the pure in heart’ (5)
7. A break from duty (7)
10. Ridden by the King of Kings (3)
12. Abundant (8)
14. Unworthy (7)
16. Brought into being (7)
17. Woman devoted to God (3)
19. Early English tax gatherer (5)
21. Smell (5)
22. Slander (4)

Answers on page 38

Tweet of the month
Owls are birds that seem to be liked by 
birdwatchers and non-birdwatchers alike 
and they do seem to fascinate people. 
Whether it is their human-like face, 
nocturnal habits, grace in flight or their 
sheer beauty – or a combination of all 
these things, a lot of people do like Owls.

In the Bible owls are mentioned in 
Leviticus and Deuteronomy along with 
a few other places – although some of 
the references in earlier versions of The 
Bible were mistranslations of Ostrich – 
not a mistake you’d make when looking 
at them. Indeed in Leviticus 11, the 
Little, Short-eared, Barn and Tawny Owls 
are all described as detestable and not 
to be eaten. So that is four of Britain’s 
five commonest owl species explicitly 
mentioned as not being likeable or on 
the menu. Personally I am in favour 
of them not being eaten whatever the 
reason! I am also able to view them 
from a New Testament perspective as 
being part of God’s creation and so can 
appreciate them for the creatures of 
beauty that they are.

As a family there are about 200 
species of owl spread across all the 

World’s continents, except for Antarctica. 
So basically wherever people are there 
are probably owls in the area too. They 
range in size from the Elf Owl, about 
13 centimetres long, to Blakiston’s Fish 
Owl, which reaches 71 centimetres and 
has a wingspan of about two metres. 
Colours range from the almost pure 
white plumage of an adult male Snowy 

Owl to the Black-banded Owl – it has 
very dark sooty-grey or blackish feathers 
with narrow white barring and looks 
completely black if not seen well.

Although owls are mainly nocturnal 
they are not necessarily as hard to see 
as you might think and with luck and a 
bit of knowledge most can be seen in 
broad daylight and even photographed 
as well. In Europe my favourite owl is 
the Hawk Owl and a daytrip to Holland 
allowed me to fulfil my ambition to 
see one a few years ago. So far my 
favourite owl seen anywhere in the 
world is the Black-and-white Owl and I 
have seen them in several countries in 
Central and South America. This one 
was photographed in Panama from the 
restaurant where we were staying.

For me owls provide an excellent 
example of how our perception of 
something can change over time. Not 
many people these days in Britain 
would describe owls as detestable and 
yet thousands of years ago the Jewish 
people thought just that. Similarly most 
people’s view of God has changed from 
that of a stern and sometimes vengeful 
God in the Old Testament to the loving 
God that most Christians in Britain think 
of today.
Roy Hargreaves, St Peter & St Paul
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Antonio Barluzzi: an inspirational architect
His buildings are 
well known and 
many Comment 
readers may 
have visited 
them. Although 
illustrated in 
individual guide 
books, there is 

no colour guide to them collectively and 
no published monograph. The only book 
was published in 1964 as one of a series 
of biographies to inspire children.

Antonio Barluzzi was the architect 
of a number of the pilgrimage Churches 
in the Holy Land, built during the first 
half of the twentieth century. He wanted 
to be a priest, but his spiritual mentor 
advised him to complete his education 
as an architect first. He joined his 
architect brother’s business which took 
them to Jerusalem to build a hospital for 
the Italian Missionary Society. When an 
opportunity to design a Church arose, he 
took it and so launched his career as an 
architect.

Each Church is specific to its site, 
historical context, and the event it 
commemorates. Each building is simple 
in layout, often iconic, and makes a 
clear statement even without the integral 
works of art that proclaim the message 
in words and pictures. I have chosen 
four of Barluzzi’s Churches to illustrate 
these principles.

The Chapel of the Flagellation marks 
the second Station of the Cross. Like 
most of Barluzzi’s Churches it is on 
the site of, or incorporates ruins of, 

older Churches; and these he always 
acknowledges. Here he was inspired 
by the twelfth century remains, and the 
west front is similar to the Crusader 
Church built over Mary’s tomb. Elements 
are the slightly pointed arch over the 
doorway and the corbels under the 
shallow gable. Inside, the dome over 
the altar is decorated with a huge crown 
of thorns studded with bright stars of 
victory.

The form of the Church of the Angels 
outside Bethlehem, where the shepherds 
were tending their sheep, has been 
likened to a Bedouin tent. The interior 
is flooded with angelic light from above, 
and three frescoes below illustrate the 
biblical story. A dog painted in each 

fresco illustrates the changing emotions 
of the shepherds from fear to joy.

On the Mount of Olives, where Jesus 
wept over Jerusalem, is the Dominus 
Flevit Church. Barluzzi designed this 
small chapel to resemble a tear-shaped 
shrine. It has four tear phials on top of 
the clasping buttresses, and a large arch 
shades the clear glass window from 
glare, to enhance the view from inside, 
overlooking the Temple site, now the 
Dome of the Rock.

The Church of the Beatitudes is 
Barluzzi’s only Church on a virgin site. 
It was built further up the hill to give 
better views over Lake Galilee, for 
pilgrims to feel they are really standing 
on the hillside where Jesus preached. 
The Church is octagonal, representing 
eight beatitudes, with the texts high up 
in the drum of the dome, while eye level 
windows in the ambulatory give views 
out. The dome is said to symbolize the 
ninth and crowning beatitude.

Apart from the buildings themselves, 
Antonio has inspired me in other ways. 
Antonio Barluzzi dedicated his life to 
the pilgrimage Churches, and lived with 
Franciscan monks, sharing their simple 
life. He wrote, ‘I am not looking for 
remuneration… I am more interested in 
an eternal reward. Ultimately the works 
themselves declare that the Lord can 
use even such as myself to render Him 
glory’.

You can read more about Barluzzi 
on my website www.arxitecture.org.uk/
arx47.htm
Leslie Barker, St Peter & St Paul’s



25

Let the concerts begin!

Called to be one

Breaking down barriers

The first recital on the Bechstein piano 
at St Peter & St Paul on the afternoon of 
Sunday 15 January was a great success, 
with around 100 people in the audience. 

Colin Stevens and Margaret Flanigan 
played piano duets by Moszkowski and 
Dvorak, and Colin also accompanied 
Sally Dussek in songs by Handel and 
Gershwin and Imogen Pledge, a talented 
musician still at Tring School, in a 
Bagatelle by Finzi. Imogen also played 
a Waltz by Chopin as a piano solo, and 
there were solos by Beth Townsend, 
who played some Romanian dances by 

Bartok, and Anna Le Hair, who played 
pieces by Bach and Rachmaninov. Anna 
was joined by Alison Eales to finish off 
the concert with Ravel’s ‘Mother Goose’ 
suite as a piano duet. 

The audience stayed for tea and 
cakes afterwards. Thanks to everyone 
who helped during the afternoon. 

The second concert was on Sunday 
19 February at 3.00pm given by the 
Icknield Trio (Anna Le Hair, piano, Arwen 
Newband, violin and Sarah Boxall, cello). 

The series continues on 19 March, 
when Leon Bosch will be conducting a 
small group of local musicians in two 
works by Mozart: Piano concerto in A 

major KV 414, 
with Anna Le Hair 
as soloist, and 
Eine Kleine Nacht 
Musik KV 595. 

Future recital 
dates are 30 April, 
14 May (when 
Becky Whiteman 
and Anna Le Hair will mostly be playing 
works for cello and piano) and 25 June. 
All the recitals will be at 3.00pm and will 
last around an hour, with tea and cake 
to follow, and there will be a retiring 
collection, which will be split between 
the church and the piano fund, after 
expenses. 

Please watch the pew sheets and 
flyers in the Parish Church for more 
details, or contact Anna Le Hair on 
07753 567704.

Come and join us!
Anna Le Hair, St Peter & St Paul 

Recently I put together pictures of all 
the churches and chapels in Tring for 
a primary school assembly to see how 
many of them the children recognised. 
They knew St Peter & St Paul and High 
Street Baptist, but the others were less 
familiar to them. So we reminded them to 
look at the buildings around them and to 
see what was there.

It always amazes and lifts my heart 
when I look at the religious buildings in 
Tring and the villages, all of which are 
beautiful in their own ways, and even 
more so when I think of the people in 
the congregations. It is uplifting when we 
think of the commitment to God and to 
our community both local and worldwide 

that happens in all our churches. We 
may use different hymn books and pray 
in different ways, but the things that hold 
us together are so much greater than 
that. 

Matthew 4:12-23 speaks of Jesus 
calling the disciples. It is an important 
reminder to us that he called different 
people, from different backgrounds with 
different personalities to be his followers 
and to spread the good news. Each year, 
the Week of Prayer for Christian Unity 
runs from 18-25 January. During this 
time we had prayers at noon on each 
of the week days at different Churches. 
They were followed by a simple lunch 
and everyone was welcome. It was a 

time to gather 
together, to pray 
together, and to 
laugh together, as 
we long and hope 
for the time when 
we are all one 
in the name of 
Jesus Christ, our 
Lord. In addition to this, Canon Vincent 
Berry from Corpus Christi preached at 
Evensong at St Mary’s in Puttenham; 
Revd Andrew Openshaw preached at 
St Peter & St Paul and Revd Rachael 
Hawkins preached at New Mill Baptist 
Church.
Jane Banister, Tring Team

For the week of prayer for Christian 
Unity, the service at New Mill Baptist 
Church was led by Revd Rachael 
Hawkins from St Martha’s.
Rachael gave us a brief introduction 
to Methodism and how John Wesley 
wanted to reach out to ordinary people 
with the Christian faith. We even got to 
sing a few classic Wesleyan hymns!
The sermon was entitled ‘Crossing 

Barriers’ which aptly fit the audience 
participation Rachael asked us to 
take part in! A few members of the 
congregation were asked to do a short 
reading followed by building a small wall 
using the large (cold!) stones Rachael 
had brought with her. Once the wall was 
complete, Rachael finished the service 
by taking the wall apart and using the 
stones to make the shape of a cross to 

show how Christ’s 
death on the cross 
breaks down 
barriers.
Andrew Webber
New Mill Baptist 
Church



26

The Parish Coordinator
What is a Parish 
Coordinator? 
What do they do? 
The qualifications 
for this role 
are that you 
have been a 
churchwarden, 
have some 

computer expertise and can be 
persistent especially when dealing with 
the church officials and clergy. 

The role came about because there 
are some things required to be done 
on a team-wide basis, not just for one 
Church. Probably the most obvious is 
the combining of the financial accounts 
of the five Churches as we are a single 
benefice, and we owe a large debt of 
gratitude to our team treasurer (Chris 
Hoare) who spends many hours on this. 

The tasks carried out by Roy 
Hargreaves and myself are requested 
by the Rector, PCC or just appear. 
Roy looks after, among other things, 
the Statements of Mission, which is 
information about the numbers attending 
certain services during the year and 
thus shows whether congregations 
are increasing, decreasing or standing 
still; this might sound a simple task but 
certainly isn’t. He also looks after the 
Report for the Charity Commissioners 
and is involved in supporting our child 
and vulnerable adults protection policy. 

I have been involved in the 
appointments of team clergy. Sadly 
this will soon be needed again after the 
sudden death of Revd Sarah Eynstone 
in December. This involves being 
part of the interview panel and taking 
candidates around the parish, testing 
their skills in important matters such as 

coping with the door locks at All Saints, 
Long Marston and St Mary’s, Puttenham. 

One of the more interesting and 
at time frustrating projects was being 
involved with the building of our houses 
at New Mill. The frustrating part was 
obtaining planning permission, which 
involved taking the flack at council 
meetings both in Tring and Dacorum. 
This was a long drawn-out process 
where we felt at times that we were 
banging our heads against a brick 
wall (sorry for the pun) but we got 
there in the end and we now have 
some flexibility in deciding how we 
move ahead. The interesting part was 
attending the monthly progress meeting 
with the developer and climbing up the 
scaffolding (and I don’t like heights) to 
examine the construction techniques 
being used.

I am currently leading the operation 
to refurbish the Tring War Memorial 
before its centenary next year – it was 
dedicated on 28 November 1918. It is 
now showing signs of its age: some 
of the lettering has slipped down and 
needs resetting. There is also a crack 
running around the middle of the 
main vertical shaft which needs to be 
repaired.

 Researching the history is proving to 
be really interesting and it appears that 
it may have been the first free-standing 
memorial, being dedicated at the end 
of WW1, well before the Cenotaph in 
London. 

This is just a brief resume of our 
activities and by the time you read this, 
we may well be doing something else. 
Please feel free to talk us to find out 
more.
Ted Oram, St Peter & St Paul
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Lent Films 2017 

 

Sunday 2nd April 

THE COMPANY OF STRANGERS 

In this feature film, 8 elderly women find themselves stranded when their bus 

breaks down in the wilderness. With only their wits, memories and some 

roasted frogs' legs to sustain them, this remarkable group of strangers share 

their life stories and turn a potential crisis into a magical time of humour, 

spirit and camaraderie. Featuring non-professional actors and unscripted 

dialogue, this film dissolves the barrier between fiction and reality, 

weaving a heart-warming tale of friendship and courage. 

Sunday 26th March 

UP
From Disney-Pixar comes "Up," an animated comedy adventure about 78-

year-old balloon salesman Carl Fredricksen, who finally fulfills his 

lifelong dream of a great adventure when he ties thousands of balloons 

to his house and flies away to the wilds of South America.

Sunday 19th March 

AWAY FROM HER
Married for almost 50 years, Grant and Fiona's commitment to each other 

appears unwavering, but there is a sense that this marriage may not   

always have been such a fairy tale. This, along with Fiona's          

increasingly evident memory loss, creates a tension that is usually 

brushed off casually by both of them. But, when it is no longer       

possible for either of them to ignore the fact that Fiona is being    

consumed by Alzheimer's disease, the limits of their love and loyalty 

must be wrenchingly redefined.

Sunday 5th March 

AMOUR 
Octogenarians Georges and Anne are retired music teachers whose   

daughter lives abroad with her family. When Anne suffers a stroke and 

is left paralyzed on one side of her body, the couple's abiding love 

for each other is put to the test.

All films start at 6.30pm at St John the Baptist in Aldbury 

Tea, coffee, wine and popcorn will be available. There will be discussion after each of the films. 

Sunday 12th March 

TATIE DANIELLE
Auntie Danielle, supposedly in ailing health but in reality just a 

nasty old bitch, lives with a paid housekeeper whom she regularly 

abuses. When the housekeeper dies falling off a ladder, Danielle moves 

in with her great-nephew and his family. She continues using her 

nastiness to manipulate everyone into doing things her way until the 

family goes on vacation to Greece. The young housekeeper they hire to 

watch after her knows what Auntie is doing, and deals with her 

accordingly, and they begin forming respect for each other.
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Lent Films 2017 

 

Sunday 2nd April 

THE COMPANY OF STRANGERS 

In this feature film, 8 elderly women find themselves stranded when their bus 

breaks down in the wilderness. With only their wits, memories and some 

roasted frogs' legs to sustain them, this remarkable group of strangers share 

their life stories and turn a potential crisis into a magical time of humour, 

spirit and camaraderie. Featuring non-professional actors and unscripted 

dialogue, this film dissolves the barrier between fiction and reality, 

weaving a heart-warming tale of friendship and courage. 

Sunday 26th March 

UP
From Disney-Pixar comes "Up," an animated comedy adventure about 78-

year-old balloon salesman Carl Fredricksen, who finally fulfills his 

lifelong dream of a great adventure when he ties thousands of balloons 

to his house and flies away to the wilds of South America.

Sunday 19th March 

AWAY FROM HER
Married for almost 50 years, Grant and Fiona's commitment to each other 

appears unwavering, but there is a sense that this marriage may not   

always have been such a fairy tale. This, along with Fiona's          

increasingly evident memory loss, creates a tension that is usually 

brushed off casually by both of them. But, when it is no longer       

possible for either of them to ignore the fact that Fiona is being    

consumed by Alzheimer's disease, the limits of their love and loyalty 

must be wrenchingly redefined.

Sunday 5th March 

AMOUR 
Octogenarians Georges and Anne are retired music teachers whose   

daughter lives abroad with her family. When Anne suffers a stroke and 

is left paralyzed on one side of her body, the couple's abiding love 

for each other is put to the test.

All films start at 6.30pm at St John the Baptist in Aldbury 

Tea, coffee, wine and popcorn will be available. There will be discussion after each of the films. 

Sunday 12th March 

TATIE DANIELLE
Auntie Danielle, supposedly in ailing health but in reality just a 

nasty old bitch, lives with a paid housekeeper whom she regularly 

abuses. When the housekeeper dies falling off a ladder, Danielle moves 

in with her great-nephew and his family. She continues using her 

nastiness to manipulate everyone into doing things her way until the 

family goes on vacation to Greece. The young housekeeper they hire to 

watch after her knows what Auntie is doing, and deals with her 

accordingly, and they begin forming respect for each other.



28

• Loose covers
• Curtains

• Re-Upholstery
• Tracks & Poles

TEN YEAR GUARANTEE

For personal, helpful service,  
please call

Tel: 01844 261769
Mob: 07802 213381

grahamblake123@btconnect.com
www.grahamblake.com

LASTING POWERS OF ATTORNEY
Email: prileypage@aol.com

www.lastingpowers.org.uk
IN ORDER TO PROTECT YOU THERE  

ARE VARIOUS LEGAL RULES THAT MUST  
BE COMPLIED WITH IF YOU WISH TO 

APPOINT SOMEONE TO ACT FOR YOU  
IN CASE YOU BECOME MENTALLY 

INCAPABLE OF ACTING FOR YOURSELF IN 
FINANCIAL AND PROPERTY MATTERS  

AND/OR HEALTH AND WELFARE MATTERS

from £150 for a single person from £275 for a couple

To discuss your own personal requirements,  
please telephone 
07703 462198.

Local retired solicitor, Patricia Riley-Page, will be pleased 
to arrange a home visit within ten miles of Wendover.
Proof of identity will be necessary before preparation  

of any documents.
The business is covered by Professional Indemnity 

insurance & Public Liability insurance.

Quaint, characterful, 2/3 person self-catering 
in Valley View Farm, Uplyme.

The farmhouse was built around 1600, but has 
had several later extensions, which include 

the Annexe, converted August 2016.
A Grade II listed building in an area of 

Outstanding Natural Beauty, set in 8 acres.
A few minutes from the sea at Lyme Regis, 

Jurassic Coast and SW Coastal Path.
Ideal for walkers. Bring your own horse, and 

well-behaved dogs are welcome. 
See www.valleyviewhq.co.uk  

or contact Jill on 07802 539752.

The Perfect Holiday
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Women’s world day of prayer
Am I being unfair to you?
On Friday 3 March, over 5000 services 
will be held in the British Isles on this 
theme in Churches of all denominations. 
This year there will be two services held 
in Corpus Christi Church at 2.30pm 
and 7.30pm with light refreshments 
afterwards.

The Christian women of the 
Philippines wrote the service and it 
has been translated into 1000 different 

languages and dialects, to be used, 
throughout the world. It starts at sunrise 
over the island of Samoa and continues 
until sunset off the coast of American 
Samoa. 

In 2013 Typhoon Haiyan, locally 
known as Yolanda, struck the Philippine 
islands in the Western Pacific Ocean. As 
well as hearing about this, you will hear 
the stories of a girl, a mother and an 
older woman, recounting their situation, 

their hopes and their fears. The service 
focuses on the parable of the workers in 
the vineyard and there is a reflection on 
the thought-provoking artwork designed 
by Rowena ‘Apol’ Laxamana-Sta.Rosa.

The day of Prayer is not just for 
women. Everyone is welcome. We look 
forward to seeing you in Corpus Christi 
on 3 March.

Fathers and sons

Feedback

A teenage boy had just passed his 
driving test and inquired of his father as 
to when they could discuss his use of 
the car. His father said he’d make a deal 
with his son: ‘You bring your grades up 
from a C to a B average, study your Bible 
a little, and get your hair cut. Then we’ll 
talk about the car.’

The boy thought about that for a 

moment, decided he’d settle for the 
offer, and they agreed on it.

After about six weeks, his father said, 
‘Son, you’ve brought your grades up 
and I’ve observed that you have been 
studying your Bible, but I’m disappointed 
you haven’t had your hair cut.’

The boy said, ‘You know, Dad, 
I’ve been thinking about that, and I’ve 

noticed in my studies of the Bible that 
Samson had long hair, John the Baptist 
had long hair, Moses had long hair ... 
and there’s even strong evidence that 
Jesus had long hair.’

The Dad replied: ‘Did you also notice 
they all walked everywhere they went?’

I thought Huw’s article in the February 
edition of Comment was excellent. So 
very true to life! Some people do expect 

us to be omnicompetant.
It is often said that some parishes that 

advertise for a new Vicar sound as if they 

want the Archangel Gabriel! They want 
someone so capable it is impossible!
Val Rockall

Tring Parish magazine March 1917
Arthur Henry Davey was among the first 
to get into Khaki, and very keen he was 
to do his bit for King and Country. There 
was nothing surprising in this, for, since 
leaving school, he had been a member 
of our Church Lads Brigade, and, on 
each of the three occasions when the 
Cup was brought to Tring, was one of the 
victorious Company; and at the Brigade’s 
annual Display was always prominent in 
the Drill Squad on the platform. In the 
6th Bedfordshire Regiment, to which he 
was attached, he was a drummer, and a 
smart soldier. Very early in the big push 
on the Somme, he was terribly wounded.

He was brought to England, and, 
for eight months, was a patient in King 
George’s Hospital, Waterloo Road. It 
was found impossible to remove the 
piece of shrapnel lodged near the spine, 

and, though, as he often said, he was 
splendidly cared for, and everything 
that could be done for him was done, 
he became hopelessly paralysed, and 
died very peacefully on the 10 March. 
General Bush readily granted a military 
funeral, and Col. Orlebar, in command 
of the Bedfordshires at Halton Camp, 
gave instructions for a Guard of Honour, 
a Bugle and a Firing Party from the 
Bedfords to attend, and the Colonel 
and the men sent a beautiful wreath. 
Mr. Pugh, one of the Military Chaplains 
from the Camp, assisted the Tring 
clergy at the funeral. Our C.E.M.S. was 
represented (Arthur Davey had for some 
time wore his badge under his tunic), 
and the Ringers, as a token of respect 
to their old comrade in the Belfry, rang a 
muffled peal when the body was borne 

into Church, and later on in the evening. 
R.I.P.



30

Tring Market Auctions
Fine Art & Chattel Auctioneers & Valuers

Free Auction Valuers
 Total and Part House Clearance Specialists

Valuation for Sale, Insurance, Taxation,
Probate & Family Division

Tel: 01442 826446 
Fax: 01442 890927

sales@tringmarketauctions.co.uk

Tring Market Auctions, 
Brook Street,

Tring, Herts, HP23 5ED

www.tringmarketauctions.co.uk

BLOOMFIELD
WINDOWS AND DOORS

 ✭ Conservatories
 ✭ Hardwood – UPVC

 ✭ Aluminium – Secondary
 ✭ Porches

10 year Guarantee

FENSA registered 

Tel/Fax: 01442 824 333
Mobile: 07836 640448



31

Recipe of the month
Schweinebraten Pork
At this time of year I love warming 
home-cooked feasts which feed the soul 
as well as the stomach. I’ll often invite 
friends over to share a meal and some 
of my fondest memories are of these 
informal supper parties.

This is a German-style 
‘schweinebraten’ pork joint, cooked over 
carrots, potatoes and onions swimming 
in stock with a melt-in-the-mouth crust 
of garlic, mustard and paprika.

I served this with Himmel Und Erde 
- heaven and earth, which is basically 
mashed potatoes with stewed apple and 
butter swirled through giving a gorgeous 
sweetness. This is topped with fried 
bacon and onions. Perfect cold weather 
food!

Ingredients
1 loin of pork with skin on to suit number 
of guests.
1tbsp wholegrain mustard
2 chopped garlic cloves
1tsp paprika
2 cups stock
1 glass red wine
Carrots, potatoes, quartered onions

Method
Score pork skin. Sear pork all over 
then rest on top of veg which has been 
chopped into medium chunks. Add 2 
cups stock and a little wine or German 
style beer. Roast for time suggested on 
pork packaging to suit your oven. Baste 
at least twice during cooking. Rest pork 
for 10 minutes.

Brandy Sauce
1tbsp plain flour
1oz butter
half a cup brandy
2tbsps sugar
1tbsps wholegrain mustard

Method
Make a roux by melting butter then 
whisking in flour and stir briskly until 
ball looks shiny and moves cleanly 
around pan. Add liquid slowly, whisking 
constantly then add mustard and sugar. 
Simmer for five minutes. Adjust sugar/
brandy to taste.

Heaven and Earth
Fry thinly sliced onions and pancetta 
cubes or finely chopped smoked bacon. 
Make mashed potatoes then stir through 
stewed apple (or apple sauce from a jar) 
to taste. I added about four TBSPS apple 
to mash for 8 people.
Afra Willmore, St John’s Aldbury

PATTERNS OF WORSHIP
The Men’s Society at 
St Peter & St Paul’s 
concludes each meeting 
with the Night Prayer 

which includes reciting the following: 
‘Most merciful God, we confess to you, 
before the whole company of heaven 
and one another, that we have sinned in 
thought, word and deed and in what we 
have failed to do.’

John opened the meeting by asking 
who had read February’s Comment 
which contained a number of very good 
articles, especially Sarah Eynstone’s 
personal reflection on Psalm 139.

Martin then opened the discussion 
with a long list covering formal and 
informal worship, and the significance 
of where we worship, and whether it 
is corporately or alone. However, the 

discussion boiled down to a critique 
of all the services in the Tring Team 
Churches, with many bewailing the loss 
of choirs, Matins and Evensong, the 
singing of psalms, the Sunday School 
and the small number of young adults.

While it was appreciated that 
services should be relevant to the 
contemporary world, most would prefer 
a return to the ‘good old days’. It was 
acknowledged that some churches 
are more successful than others, and 
an example was given comparing an 
Anglican Church elsewhere with a livelier 
Baptist church across the road.

Clive R declared the problem 
‘imponderable’ and the meeting ended 
on a more positive note. We looked 
forward to the Psalms workshop as 
part of our Education series, which 
will have taken place by the time you 

read this, and 
also discussed 
a possible topic 
for a future 
meeting: Islam. 
John shared an 
encounter he had 
had with Islam.

‘On boarding 
a bus… the driver alighted before 
departure and returned to the bus 
clutching a large sheet of cardboard. On 
alighting…the driver explained that the 
cardboard was for use as his prayer mat 
and added the words “If we forget God 
then God forgets us.” I responded by 
saying. “My teaching is in total contrast 
in as much that my understanding is 
that God always seeks his lost sheep.” A 
totally amicable chance conversation.’ 
Leslie Barker, St Peter & St Paul

Tring Parish Men’s Society
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My mother introduced me to books when 
I was very small. I was an avid reader 
of books such as ‘Brer Rabbit’, ‘Robin 
Hood’, ‘King Arthur and his Knights 
of the Round Table’, ‘Swallows and 
Amazons’ and ‘The Children of the New 
Forest’.	I	must	have	been	a	Tomboy!	I	
also loved ‘Anne of Green Gables’, ‘The 
Little Princess’ and ‘The Secret Garden’, 
‘Little Women’ and ‘Jo’s boys’... 
 But what I remember most is the joy 
of sharing books with my four children. 
 As a number of people chose 
favourite books in this category, all ten 
choices are Children’s books this time. Is 
yours here yet? 

‘Ballet Shoes’ by Noel Streatfeild
My mother gave me 
her battered copy of 
this when I was about 
ten, and I loved it. 
I still have it on my 
bookcase today. Had 
to buy a new copy for 
Aimee to read, but 
she loves it too!
 

Sally Smith, St Peter & St Paul
Debs Berry also counts this as her 
favourite book from childhood.

‘The Magic Faraway Tree’ by Enid 
Blyton

This is one of my 
favourite books as a 
child and I am so glad 
I saved all my books 
so my children can 
now enjoy them too. 
Not all of them are 
terribly PC nowadays 
though!
Afra Willmore

St John the Baptist, Aldbury

‘The Very Hungry Caterpillar’ by Eric 
Carle 

Everyone can shine if they are 
determined and hungry enough!
Sally Smith, St Peter & St Paul

‘Little Rabbit Foo Foo’ by Michael 
Rosen

This is the one 
book I have always 
loved reading to my 
children. I would 
love doing all the 
different voices and 
also loved hearing my 
children recite it – by 
heart – back to me! 
When I was a child I 

specifically remember reading and loving 
the ‘Just William’ books, by Richmal 
Crompton!
Steve Berry, St Peter & St Paul 

‘What A Mess!’ by Frank Muir
I just love this dog!!
Gill Barber, St 
Mary’s Puttenham 
& St Martha’s 
Methodist Church

‘The House at Pooh Corner’ by AA 
Milne

I just love this book 
and always have 
since childhood. The 
characters personify 
so many people I 
have met through 
my life, and is clever, 
funny, entertaining 
and brilliant on so 
many levels. 

Carrie Dodge, St Peter & St Paul

‘Little Women’ - Louisa M Alcott
I have always loved 
this book, but it was 
the first book I read 
in French when I lived 
there as an Au Pair: 
‘Les Quatre filles du 
Dr March’. It was a 
real achievement and 
I stopped using the 
dictionary by the end 

of the first chapter!
Kate Openshaw
New Mill Baptist Church

‘Tom’s Midnight Garden’ by Philippa 
Pearce

I really love this book. 
I read it as a child but 
also more recently as 
an adult. I still find it 
fascinating!
Anna Le Hair
St Peter & St Paul

‘The Giant Jam Sandwich’ by Janet 
Burroway and John Vernon Lord

I loved reading this to my children which 
is all about how a village got rid of a 
wasp problem. 
Debs Berry, St Peter & St Paul

‘Lollopy’ by Joyce Dunbar

The book my sons all remember is called 
‘The Elephant and the Bad Baby’ (who 
never once said ‘please’!) but I think my 
favourite was ‘Lollopy’. Since she’s not 
supposed to go into the woods alone, 
Sophie takes with her her toy rabbit, 
the eponymous Lollopy, but forgets him 
while she’s picking bluebells. Lollopy is 
discovered by real rabbits, who take him 
deeper into the woods where they’re not 
supposed to go… Don’t worry: it has a 
happy ending.
Annette Reynolds, St Peter & St Paul

100 favourite books
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The editorial team of Comment is 
made up of members from most of the 
churches in Tring. Ideas for content come 
from this team but we are always hoping 
for inspiration from YOU, the reader, and 
welcome it when it comes. Articles are 
written and contributed by a variety of 
people connected with the churches in 
some way. The content of those articles 
does not necessarily reflect the views 

of the editorial team or indeed all the 
churches – but hopefully they continue 
to inform or stimulate thought and 
discussion. 
 The editorial team are Revd Rachael 
Hawkins and David Sands from St 
Martha’s Methodist; David Eeley from 
Akeman Street Baptist; Tricia Apps from 
Corpus Christi; Thelma Fisher from High 
Street Baptist; Kate Openshaw from 

New Mill Baptist Church; Revd Huw 
Bellis, Margaret Whiting, Janet Goodyer, 
David Whiting, Frank Dalton and Annette 
Reynolds from St Peter & St Paul; Afra 
Willmore from Aldbury. Chris Hoare takes 
care of the finances for us.
 Any one of them would be pleased to 
hear from you if you have an idea for an 
article or have feedback on something 
you have seen in Comment.

Comment: rogues gallery

‘The Picts and the Martyrs’ by Arthur 
Ransome

The story is about 
children on their 
summer holidays, 
the Callum siblings 
(the Picts) and the 
Blackett sisters (the 
Martyrs). It is set in 
the school summer 
holidays in the Lake 
District, which is 

where Ransome lived the later part of his 
life. 

In many ways, it is a portrait of 
middle-class Britain before WW2. The 
story hinges to a certain extent about 
dinghy sailing, of which I then knew 
nothing. I was an only child, living an 
urban life in London immediately post 
WW2, which is probably the reason why 
the book took my fancy. 

The series of books of which it is a 
part, is essentially about the children of 
three middle-class British families – the 
Walkers (John, Susan, Titty and Roger) 
a naval family, the Blacketts (Nancy and 

Peggy), Lake District residents and the 
Callums (Dorothea and Dick), children 
of a university professor. Most of the 
stories are set in the Lake District or 
around East Anglia/ the Norfolk Broads, 
which Ransome also knew well. 

P & M is located on a fictional 
lake that is a mix of Coniston and 
Windermere. Adults intrude minimally, 
the only significant one being the Great 
Aunt (GA) looking after the Blacketts in 
their mother’s absence. It hinges about 
the conflict between the Blackett girls 
and the well-intentioned GA.

It was many years later that I became 
curious about Arthur Ransome himself. 
He was a writer from an early age and 
had a long career as a journalist and 
author. It was not a well-paid career 
and he referred to the ‘Swallows 
and Amazons’ series of books as his 
’pension fund’.

He was personally very involved 
with Russia at the time of the Bolshevik 
revolution and was our ‘man in Moscow’ 
for the Daily News newspaper for 
some years. He later transferred to the 

Manchester Guardian in a similar role. 
He married twice, the second time to a 
Russian lady, Evgenia, who had been 
Trotsky’s secretary. He had one child, 
Tabitha, by his first wife. He was also a 
notable author on the subject of angling.

P & M is the first book I bought with 
my own pocket money. I am not sure 
why I chose it – it may well have been 
its unusual dust cover. It led me to the 
remainder of the series, from Swallows 
and Amazons to Great Northern? I 
still have the set, thinking that one 
of my grandchildren might find them 
interesting. A recently renewed general 
appetite for printed books gives me 
hope.

For anyone interested, please see his 
autobiography published by Jonathan 
Cape in 1976 and his biography, ‘The 
Life of Arthur Ransome’ by Hugh 
Brogan, published by Hamish Hamilton 
in 1984. It is not just me who finds him 
fascinating. 
Bill Bradford, St Peter & St Paul
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In memory of Peggie Cooper 1915-2017
The early years
My mother, Peggie Cooper, had a happy 
and relatively uneventful childhood in 
South London during the Roaring 20s. 
Dancing occupied a lot of her free time, 
both lessons and shows. She said 
she learnt the Charleston and Black 
Bottom by practising in front of a long 
mirror – and could still do them into 
her forties! Later, Fred Astaire was her 
great favourite (and ‘Top hat and tails 
was played at her Memorial 
Service on 25 January).

Mum and Dad both 
worked in the City and, I 
believe, met in St Paul’s 
churchyard where they used 
to take their lunch in nice 
weather. They were married 
on 27 April 1940 and Dad 
was soon sent abroad with 
the RAMC, not coming home 
for six years. Mum gave up 
their flat and returned to 
live with her parents for the 
duration of the war. During 
the day she worked in the 
Valuation Office but several 
nights a week she did fire-
watching on various roofs 
in London which must have 
been truly terrifying during 
the Blitz. During one bombing 
raid she was at home with her 
mother when their cat went 
to the cellar door and cried 
for it to be opened. Mum and 
Grandma followed him down and shortly 
afterwards a bomb scored a direct hit on 
their house, taking out Mum’s wedding 
dress and her much-loved piano. Thanks 
to Ginger they all lived to fight another 
day!

Dad came home in 1946 and they 
lived in Raven’s Lane, Berkhamsted. Just 
back from East Africa, Dad found the 
winter of 1947 very hard and in October 
1947 went with a team setting up bush 
hospitals in Tanzania (then Tanganyika) 
leaving Mum to have me, her first baby 
in January 1948 and then to pack up 
and follow two or three months later.

It must have been quite an 
undertaking to pack up everything, plus 
a small baby, all by herself and then 
to go by sea thousands of miles to 
Tanganyika, a four-week journey. Mum 
had not then been further than Jersey in 
her life, and nowhere at all by herself! 

The hospital Dad was working in then 

was Kongwa, on the ill-fated ground-
nut scheme. They had been promised 
houses which hadn’t then been built 
so we all lived in ex-WD tents, the sort 
boy scouts used to use as mess tents 
at camp. Even the hospital was tented. 
Everyone had domestic help which was 
just as well as all cooking and heating 
of water was done on charcoal stoves 
outside and lighting was Tilley lamps 
swinging from the ridge-pole. 

One night a lion wandered through 
the tent next door but no one came 
to any harm! Later we moved to a real 
house in Dar-es-Salaam which had 
electricity and running water which must 
have seemed like luxury.

Every three years we had six months’ 
home leave and when we returned Dad 
went back by flying boat which only 
took three days and Mum and I went 
out by sea again. Mum loved the old 
Union Castle passenger ships which 
dropped people off and took on others 
going back to England as they went 
out round the Cape and back through 
the Mediterranean. This trip, however, 
was slightly more interesting than most. 
When we got to Cape Town there were 
forty foot Cape rollers and the ship 
needed four tugs to get safely into 
harbour. Once docked the crew went 
on strike for a day or two and when that 
was settled we sailed for Port Elizabeth. 

On the way the head chef ran amok 
chasing the chief steward through the 
dining room with a meat cleaver, with 
blood dripping from his shoulders! 

At East London the drunken ship’s 
doctor was taken off and then at Durban 
all the passengers except Mum and 
another lady (who luckily was a nurse) 
caught measles. By then Mum had run 
out of money and after much frantic 
cabling managed to collect some at 

Beira. It must have been 
a relief to arrive at Dar-
es-Salaam, a name which 
translates to haven of peace!

We went down to 
Nachingwea in the south 
with a nice new bungalow 
where we were all very happy. 
There were only about 100 
Europeans there, including 
the children and Mum ran 
the little library. One night 
Dad shot a leopard out of the 
bathroom window: it must 
have been old or injured as 
it had become a man-eater 
and had been terrorising the 
local area. Mum took it all in 
her stride; I remember Dad’s 
rifle was kept propped up in a 
corner of their bedroom! 

Although we had a proper 
bathroom in the bungalow 
the loo was a classic long-
drop in a bamboo hut in the 
garden. I will never forget 

Mum running into the kitchen (she never 
ran, anywhere!) with her knickers round 
her ankles. She had just sat down when 
she noticed a black mamba, a highly 
poisonous snake, coiled round the base 
of the loo!

Richard was born in the hospital 
there in 1953 and considerations of 
education, the Mau-mau in Kenya and 
one or two other factors made Mum 
and Dad decide to return to England at 
the end of that year, arriving in Tring in 
December 1953.
Jenny Summerfield

The Tring years
‘Peggie always had time for everyone 
and never said anything unkind or 
unpleasant.’

Mum was close to 100 when she 
eventually gave up being Tring’s oldest 
paper girl, delivering all the papers 
around The Furlong. It was even later 

when she finally stopped laying out the 
altar in the community room for Holy 
Communion, probably the oldest server 
in the Church of England.

Her faith was always a central part of 
her life and St Peter & St Paul was very 
important to her since her late thirties 
when the family moved to Tring. It has 
only been for important occasions such 
as confirmations, weddings, baptisms 
and my father’s funeral that she ever sat 
anywhere other than ‘her pew’, where 
the beautiful tapestry kneeler is kept 
that was made for my parents’ golden 
wedding in April 1990. It was in that pew 
that I remember first hearing 
a phrase from Mum that 
would become part of my 
younger life – stop fidgeting!

As a family we had five 
lovely years in Miswell Lane 
followed by seven above 
Lloyds Pharmacy. Mum made 
super homes for us all but 
she didn’t always practise 
what she preached. When 
I was eight Mum had spent 
a long time re-covering our 
dining chairs and we were 
told in no uncertain terms not 
to put our shoes on them. 
Within five minutes one of our 
cats jumped in through the 
window with a mouse in its 
mouth and Mum leapt onto 
the nearest chair. ‘Get down 
at once!’ we told her!

Every bonfire night Dad 
used his chemistry skills to 
make fireworks, which always 
scared Mum. He would tell us 
in detail how they would change colour 
but they always just went off with a huge 
bang! Once he thought the fact the stick 
of a rocket had broken wouldn’t really 
matter but it went up about four feet then 
hurtled horizontally around, ricocheting 
off the walls with dad shouting, ‘For 
goodness sake, duck Peg!’

They had their silver wedding party in 
April 1965 at the shop and I can see Dad 
shooting champagne corks down the 
hall and generally making a terrible mess 
but Mum just got used to it.

Later that year we moved to Station 
Road and Mum and Dad were so proud 
to live in such a gorgeous home. Mum 
spent for ever going through books of 
carpets and curtains as she wanted it to 
look perfect. In fact the original dining 
room curtains are still hanging at the 
back of the Parish Church.

Mum loved her home being full, 
having parties and always encouraged 

me to bring my friends home. Goodness 
knows how much coffee we got through! 
I recall ringing Mum from a service 
station on the M1 one Sunday afternoon 
asking if a couple of friends could call 
in for tea. ‘How many exactly?’ Mum 
asked. ‘Sixteen,’ I replied. ‘Of course,’ 
she said. ‘How long will you be.’ ‘About 
an hour.’ By the time we arrived there 
were sandwiches and cakes galore 
and a great feast had been prepared. It 
always reminded me of the loaves and 
fishes parable. Mum really did work 
miracles and what’s more, loved doing it!

One of Mum’s many wonderful traits 

was that she never got really cross even 
when my father was, for some reason 
best known to himself, juggling eggs 
in the lounge. Of course, the inevitable 
happened, resulting in a dreadful mess 
on their brand new Chinese carpet. All 
mum said was, ‘Oh Frank!’

As we got older mum looked after 
the pharmacy accounts and was very 
proud of keeping them in immaculate 
condition. They were even given a 
discount by their accountants as her 
ledgers were so clear and easy to follow.

Mum was forever walking to and 
from our shop and for many years was 
known as the fastest woman in Tring – a 
title she only reluctantly relinquished 
when she eventually bought herself a 
shopping trolley well into her 80s.

Tring Cricket Club was a central part 
of life with Dad playing in the early years. 
In those days, this time of year saw the 
season of Dinner Dances – Rugby Club, 

Cricket Club, NSPCC and Conservative 
Club among them. Mum loved to dance 
rather more than Dad so whenever she 
could she danced with ‘young’ David 
Kempster, who she always said was a 
wonderful mover! One grand do was 
at Stocks House when the gentleman 
selling the Tombola tickets asked her for 
a dance: it was none other than John 
Cleese! The height difference made it 
quite hysterical! 

My mother had fifty-one years of 
amazingly happy marriage, which gave 
her the strength to make a life for herself 
after Dad passed away. She said, ‘Well, 

this is the next chapter of my 
life; not one I’d have chosen 
but I will make the most of it.’ 

Mum travelled a great 
deal. She went to Canada 
and around Europe with 
a school chum and many 
others nearer to home with 
Molly Wright, Vera Goodall 
and Ruby. Lisa and I took 
both mothers for a week 
in and around Swanage. 
Returning from Guernsey, I 
asked if she’d had a good 
time. ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but it 
was full of old people!’ We 
had a fantastic time with my 
mother in Dar-es-Salaam and 
Zanzibar in 2000. It brought 
back so many memories for 
her and when we were being 
shown round the palace 
– now a museum – mum 
pointed out to the guide, 
‘Young man: last time I was 
here, my husband and I were 

guests of the Sultan!’ 
When her granddaughter, Flora, was 

born, she and mum were besotted with 
each other. Mum couldn’t have been 
more proud of her. And later, whatever 
Flora was doing, and however busy she 
was, she always found time to write to, 
or ring, her grandma and visited as often 
as she could. We even had a couple 
of glasses of champagne in hospital 
together on Boxing Day morning.

One sunny afternoon last year we 
took her out to Ivinghoe Beacon. Having 
stopped for an ice cream, Lisa said, ‘I’m 
having a 99, what would you like?’ To 
which Mum quickly answered, ‘Well, I 
had better have a 101!’

Mum died peacefully at Stoke 
Mandeville Hospital after a short illness 
just nine days short of her 102nd 
birthday. What a lady and what a life!
Richard Cooper
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In memory of Peggie Cooper 1915-2017
The early years
My mother, Peggie Cooper, had a happy 
and relatively uneventful childhood in 
South London during the Roaring 20s. 
Dancing occupied a lot of her free time, 
both lessons and shows. She said 
she learnt the Charleston and Black 
Bottom by practising in front of a long 
mirror – and could still do them into 
her forties! Later, Fred Astaire was her 
great favourite (and ‘Top hat and tails 
was played at her Memorial 
Service on 25 January).

Mum and Dad both 
worked in the City and, I 
believe, met in St Paul’s 
churchyard where they used 
to take their lunch in nice 
weather. They were married 
on 27 April 1940 and Dad 
was soon sent abroad with 
the RAMC, not coming home 
for six years. Mum gave up 
their flat and returned to 
live with her parents for the 
duration of the war. During 
the day she worked in the 
Valuation Office but several 
nights a week she did fire-
watching on various roofs 
in London which must have 
been truly terrifying during 
the Blitz. During one bombing 
raid she was at home with her 
mother when their cat went 
to the cellar door and cried 
for it to be opened. Mum and 
Grandma followed him down and shortly 
afterwards a bomb scored a direct hit on 
their house, taking out Mum’s wedding 
dress and her much-loved piano. Thanks 
to Ginger they all lived to fight another 
day!

Dad came home in 1946 and they 
lived in Raven’s Lane, Berkhamsted. Just 
back from East Africa, Dad found the 
winter of 1947 very hard and in October 
1947 went with a team setting up bush 
hospitals in Tanzania (then Tanganyika) 
leaving Mum to have me, her first baby 
in January 1948 and then to pack up 
and follow two or three months later.

It must have been quite an 
undertaking to pack up everything, plus 
a small baby, all by herself and then 
to go by sea thousands of miles to 
Tanganyika, a four-week journey. Mum 
had not then been further than Jersey in 
her life, and nowhere at all by herself! 

The hospital Dad was working in then 

was Kongwa, on the ill-fated ground-
nut scheme. They had been promised 
houses which hadn’t then been built 
so we all lived in ex-WD tents, the sort 
boy scouts used to use as mess tents 
at camp. Even the hospital was tented. 
Everyone had domestic help which was 
just as well as all cooking and heating 
of water was done on charcoal stoves 
outside and lighting was Tilley lamps 
swinging from the ridge-pole. 

One night a lion wandered through 
the tent next door but no one came 
to any harm! Later we moved to a real 
house in Dar-es-Salaam which had 
electricity and running water which must 
have seemed like luxury.

Every three years we had six months’ 
home leave and when we returned Dad 
went back by flying boat which only 
took three days and Mum and I went 
out by sea again. Mum loved the old 
Union Castle passenger ships which 
dropped people off and took on others 
going back to England as they went 
out round the Cape and back through 
the Mediterranean. This trip, however, 
was slightly more interesting than most. 
When we got to Cape Town there were 
forty foot Cape rollers and the ship 
needed four tugs to get safely into 
harbour. Once docked the crew went 
on strike for a day or two and when that 
was settled we sailed for Port Elizabeth. 

On the way the head chef ran amok 
chasing the chief steward through the 
dining room with a meat cleaver, with 
blood dripping from his shoulders! 

At East London the drunken ship’s 
doctor was taken off and then at Durban 
all the passengers except Mum and 
another lady (who luckily was a nurse) 
caught measles. By then Mum had run 
out of money and after much frantic 
cabling managed to collect some at 

Beira. It must have been 
a relief to arrive at Dar-
es-Salaam, a name which 
translates to haven of peace!

We went down to 
Nachingwea in the south 
with a nice new bungalow 
where we were all very happy. 
There were only about 100 
Europeans there, including 
the children and Mum ran 
the little library. One night 
Dad shot a leopard out of the 
bathroom window: it must 
have been old or injured as 
it had become a man-eater 
and had been terrorising the 
local area. Mum took it all in 
her stride; I remember Dad’s 
rifle was kept propped up in a 
corner of their bedroom! 

Although we had a proper 
bathroom in the bungalow 
the loo was a classic long-
drop in a bamboo hut in the 
garden. I will never forget 

Mum running into the kitchen (she never 
ran, anywhere!) with her knickers round 
her ankles. She had just sat down when 
she noticed a black mamba, a highly 
poisonous snake, coiled round the base 
of the loo!

Richard was born in the hospital 
there in 1953 and considerations of 
education, the Mau-mau in Kenya and 
one or two other factors made Mum 
and Dad decide to return to England at 
the end of that year, arriving in Tring in 
December 1953.
Jenny Summerfield

The Tring years
‘Peggie always had time for everyone 
and never said anything unkind or 
unpleasant.’

Mum was close to 100 when she 
eventually gave up being Tring’s oldest 
paper girl, delivering all the papers 
around The Furlong. It was even later 

when she finally stopped laying out the 
altar in the community room for Holy 
Communion, probably the oldest server 
in the Church of England.

Her faith was always a central part of 
her life and St Peter & St Paul was very 
important to her since her late thirties 
when the family moved to Tring. It has 
only been for important occasions such 
as confirmations, weddings, baptisms 
and my father’s funeral that she ever sat 
anywhere other than ‘her pew’, where 
the beautiful tapestry kneeler is kept 
that was made for my parents’ golden 
wedding in April 1990. It was in that pew 
that I remember first hearing 
a phrase from Mum that 
would become part of my 
younger life – stop fidgeting!

As a family we had five 
lovely years in Miswell Lane 
followed by seven above 
Lloyds Pharmacy. Mum made 
super homes for us all but 
she didn’t always practise 
what she preached. When 
I was eight Mum had spent 
a long time re-covering our 
dining chairs and we were 
told in no uncertain terms not 
to put our shoes on them. 
Within five minutes one of our 
cats jumped in through the 
window with a mouse in its 
mouth and Mum leapt onto 
the nearest chair. ‘Get down 
at once!’ we told her!

Every bonfire night Dad 
used his chemistry skills to 
make fireworks, which always 
scared Mum. He would tell us 
in detail how they would change colour 
but they always just went off with a huge 
bang! Once he thought the fact the stick 
of a rocket had broken wouldn’t really 
matter but it went up about four feet then 
hurtled horizontally around, ricocheting 
off the walls with dad shouting, ‘For 
goodness sake, duck Peg!’

They had their silver wedding party in 
April 1965 at the shop and I can see Dad 
shooting champagne corks down the 
hall and generally making a terrible mess 
but Mum just got used to it.

Later that year we moved to Station 
Road and Mum and Dad were so proud 
to live in such a gorgeous home. Mum 
spent for ever going through books of 
carpets and curtains as she wanted it to 
look perfect. In fact the original dining 
room curtains are still hanging at the 
back of the Parish Church.

Mum loved her home being full, 
having parties and always encouraged 

me to bring my friends home. Goodness 
knows how much coffee we got through! 
I recall ringing Mum from a service 
station on the M1 one Sunday afternoon 
asking if a couple of friends could call 
in for tea. ‘How many exactly?’ Mum 
asked. ‘Sixteen,’ I replied. ‘Of course,’ 
she said. ‘How long will you be.’ ‘About 
an hour.’ By the time we arrived there 
were sandwiches and cakes galore 
and a great feast had been prepared. It 
always reminded me of the loaves and 
fishes parable. Mum really did work 
miracles and what’s more, loved doing it!

One of Mum’s many wonderful traits 

was that she never got really cross even 
when my father was, for some reason 
best known to himself, juggling eggs 
in the lounge. Of course, the inevitable 
happened, resulting in a dreadful mess 
on their brand new Chinese carpet. All 
mum said was, ‘Oh Frank!’

As we got older mum looked after 
the pharmacy accounts and was very 
proud of keeping them in immaculate 
condition. They were even given a 
discount by their accountants as her 
ledgers were so clear and easy to follow.

Mum was forever walking to and 
from our shop and for many years was 
known as the fastest woman in Tring – a 
title she only reluctantly relinquished 
when she eventually bought herself a 
shopping trolley well into her 80s.

Tring Cricket Club was a central part 
of life with Dad playing in the early years. 
In those days, this time of year saw the 
season of Dinner Dances – Rugby Club, 

Cricket Club, NSPCC and Conservative 
Club among them. Mum loved to dance 
rather more than Dad so whenever she 
could she danced with ‘young’ David 
Kempster, who she always said was a 
wonderful mover! One grand do was 
at Stocks House when the gentleman 
selling the Tombola tickets asked her for 
a dance: it was none other than John 
Cleese! The height difference made it 
quite hysterical! 

My mother had fifty-one years of 
amazingly happy marriage, which gave 
her the strength to make a life for herself 
after Dad passed away. She said, ‘Well, 

this is the next chapter of my 
life; not one I’d have chosen 
but I will make the most of it.’ 

Mum travelled a great 
deal. She went to Canada 
and around Europe with 
a school chum and many 
others nearer to home with 
Molly Wright, Vera Goodall 
and Ruby. Lisa and I took 
both mothers for a week 
in and around Swanage. 
Returning from Guernsey, I 
asked if she’d had a good 
time. ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but it 
was full of old people!’ We 
had a fantastic time with my 
mother in Dar-es-Salaam and 
Zanzibar in 2000. It brought 
back so many memories for 
her and when we were being 
shown round the palace 
– now a museum – mum 
pointed out to the guide, 
‘Young man: last time I was 
here, my husband and I were 

guests of the Sultan!’ 
When her granddaughter, Flora, was 

born, she and mum were besotted with 
each other. Mum couldn’t have been 
more proud of her. And later, whatever 
Flora was doing, and however busy she 
was, she always found time to write to, 
or ring, her grandma and visited as often 
as she could. We even had a couple 
of glasses of champagne in hospital 
together on Boxing Day morning.

One sunny afternoon last year we 
took her out to Ivinghoe Beacon. Having 
stopped for an ice cream, Lisa said, ‘I’m 
having a 99, what would you like?’ To 
which Mum quickly answered, ‘Well, I 
had better have a 101!’

Mum died peacefully at Stoke 
Mandeville Hospital after a short illness 
just nine days short of her 102nd 
birthday. What a lady and what a life!
Richard Cooper

A Service of Celebration for the Life of 
 

PEGGIE COOPER 
25th January 1915 – 16th January 2017 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Parish Church of St Peter & St Paul 
Tring 
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High Street Baptist Church
@MYEG
Mondays 7.30-8.45pm
Youth Group for years 7 to 13 

ACTIVITY ROOM
Tuesdays 9.30-11.30am
Craft, stories, songs and 
more!
Suitable for 0 to 4yrs

COFFEE FOR A CAUSE
Tuesdays 10.30am – 12noon
Coffee in the foyer in aid of 
BMS World Mission

TOTS
Wednesdays 9.30-11.30am
Baby play area, soft play, 
trikes, scooters!
Suitable for 0 to 4yrs

GAMES AFTERNOON
Wednesdays 2.00-4.00pm
Traditional games, puzzles 
and refreshments

PLAY CAFÉ
Thursdays 9.30-11.30am
Relax and chat while the little 
ones play
Suitable for 0 to 3yrs

FRIDAY CAFÉ
Fridays 12.00-1.30pm
Freshly cooked lunches

SUNDAY MORNING 
WORSHIP
Service at 10.30am with 
Junior Church and Crèche

SUNDAYS @ 7
First Sunday of the month at 
7.00pm
 

Tot Spot
Tuesdays @ 10.00-11.30am
7, 14, 21, 28 March

Bright Hour
Tuesday 14 March @ 2.30pm
with Bring & Buy sale

Knit & Natter
Wednesdays @ 7.30pm
8, 15, 22, 29 March

The Mill Café
Thursdays @ 11.00-2.00pm
2, 9, 16, 23, 30 March

Friday Club
Fridays @ 6.00-7.15pm
3, 10, 17, 24, 31 March

Lent Lunch for Christian 
Aid
12 noon – 2.00pm
Wednesday 8 March

Quiz Night for Borneo 
World Challenge
Saturday 18 March
Tables of 6, food available
Book places via Kate 
Openshaw

5 March 10.30am
Morning Service
Revd Andrew Openshaw

12 March 10.30am
Morning Service
Mr Steve Brehm

19 March 10.30am 
Morning Service
Revd Andrew Openshaw

26 March 10.30am
Morning Service
Revd Andrew Openshaw

New Mill Baptist Church

FRIENDSHIP CLUB
The Club continues to meet 
on the first Tuesday of each 
month at 2.30pm. On 7 
March, Revd Geoffrey Farrar 
will visit to reminisce about 
his days spent in Parliament.

WOMEN’S WORLD DAY OF 
PRAYER
This year the Women’s World 
Day of Prayer services will 
be held on Friday 3 March 
at Corpus Christi Church 
in Langdon Street. The 
afternoon service starts at 
2.30pm and the evening 
service at 7.00pm. The 
women of the Philippines 
have written the service 

this time, and it is entitled 
‘Am I Being Unfair to You?’ 
Please come along to one 
or other service, or even 
both services, and meet with 
ladies from other churches 
and collaborate in this way. 
There will be tea and cake 
afterwards.

JOHN AND JENNIFER’S 
HOUSE GROUP
House group continues on 
Wednesday afternoons 8 
and 22 March, but will be 
following the Lent course 
during March.

ST MARTHA’S AGM
A reminder that St Martha’s 

AGM will take place 
on Sunday 19 March, 
immediately after the morning 
service. 

5 March 10.00am
Morning Service
Helen Smith

12 March 10.00am
Morning Service
Revd Brian Tebbutt

19 March 10.00am
Communion Service
Revd Rachael Hawkins

26 March 10.00am 
Morning Service
John Benson

St Martha’s Methodist Church
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Tring Team Anglican Churches
The Tring Team consists of five churches: St Peter &  St Paul in Tring; All Saints, Long Marston; St Cross, Wilstone; St Mary’s, 
Puttenham; and St John the Baptist, Aldbury.
Sunday 5 March
8.00am Holy Communion BCP Aldbury
10.00am Holy Communion CW Tring
10.00am Holy Communion CW Wilstone
10.00am Sunday Worship CW Long 

Marston
10.00am Worship for All Aldbury
12.00 midday Baptisms Tring

Sunday 12 March
8.00am Holy Communion CW Tring
8.15am Holy Communion BCP 

Puttenham
10.00am Holy Communion BCP Aldbury
10.00am Holy Communion Long 

Marston
10.00am Sunday Worship in Wilstone
10.00am Worship for All Tring
11.30am Holy Communion BCP Tring
6.00pm Evening Prayer Long Marston

Sunday 19 March
8.00am Holy Communion BCP Tring
10.00am Holy Communion CW Tring
10.00am Holy Communion CW Wilstone
10.00am Holy Communion Aldbury
10.00am Sunday Worship CW Long 

Marston
15.30pm Nine Lessons & Carols 

Puttenham
8.00pm Carols by Candlelight Aldbury

Sunday 26 March Mothering Sunday
12.15am Midnight Mass Aldbury
12.30am Midnight Mass Tring
12.30am Midnight Mass Puttenham
8.00am Holy Communion BCP Tring 
10.00am Holy Communion CW Tring 
10.00am Holy Communion CW Long 

Marston
10.00am Holy Communion Aldbury
3.00pm Christingle Tring
3.30pm Evensong Puttenham
6.00pm Holy Communion Tring

Weekday Services
Mondays 8.30am Morning Prayer Tring
Tuesdays 8.30am Morning Prayer Tring
Tuesdays 9.15am Holy Communion CW 

Tring
Wednesdays 8.30am Morning Prayer 

Aldbury
Thursdays 10.00am Holy Communion 

BCP Tring
Fridays 8.30am Morning Prayer Tring

Last Tuesday in the month 10.00am Holy 
Communion Wilstone

Baptism Preparation
Sunday 12 March 11.20am St P&P 
Emmie Hobbs Room

Churches Together
Saturday 4 March 8.30-9.30am Prayer 
Breakfast High St Baptist

Dacorum Foodbank
Weekdays 10.00am St P&P

Meditation
Thursdays 8.00pm Corpus Christi

Coffee Mornings
Saturdays 10.00am St P&P
Tuesdays 9.00am Aldbury
Tuesdays 10.30am Wilstone

First Saturday Lunch
Saturday 4 March 12.00 midday Tring 
Parish Hall
For those who have been bereaved 
to meet and eat with others. Contact 
Margaret Oram for information on 01442 
824575.

Afternoon Tea
Tuesday 28 March 2.00-3.30pm All 
Saints, Long Marston

Youth Café 
Mondays in term time 3.30pm St P&P
Secondary School aged children meet 
for toast, crisps, coke and chat.

Young Adults Group TAYA
First and third Thursdays 8.00pm St P&P
A discussion Group for young adults.

Mothers’ Union
Thursday 2 March 2.00-3.30pm St P&P
Lent Service led by Revd Janet Ridgway

Saturday 25 March 9.30 St P&P
Posie-making in the Parish Church

Sunday 26 March 10.00 St P&P
Mothering Sunday service

Monday 27 March 2.30pm All Saints 
Berkhamsted
Lady Day service

Book Group
Sunday 26 March 6.45pm St P&P

Lent Films
Sunday 5 March ‘Amour’ Aldbury
Sunday 12 March ‘Tatie Danielle’ Aldbury
Sunday 17 March ‘Away from her’ 
Aldbury
Sunday 26 March ‘Up’ Aldbury
Sunday 2 April ‘The Company of 
Strangers’ Aldbury

Lent Lunches
Wednesday 8 March New Mill Baptist 
Church
Wednesday 15 March Corpus Christi 
Church Hall
Wednesday 22 March Wilstone Village 
Hall
Wednesday 29 March High Street Baptist 
Church
Wednesday 5 April St Peter & St Paul 
Parish Hall 
Wednesday 12 April St Martha’s Church 
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Useful contacts
TRING TEAM PARISH
Team Rector  
(Tring & Puttenham)
Rev Huw Bellis  
2 The Limes, Station Road
01442 822170 or  
07411 483229
huw@tringteamparish.org.uk
(Day off Thursday)

Team Vicar
(Aldbury)
Vacancy

School Chaplaincy and  
Team Vicar 
(Long Marston, Tring School)
Rev Jane Banister 
01442 822170
jcbanister@btinternet.com

Associate Priest  
(Wilstone)
Rev Didier Jaquet
01296 660961
didier@tringteamparish.org.uk
(Day off Saturday)

Diocesan Lay Minister
Mike Watkin
01442 890407

Parish Co-ordinators
Roy Hargreaves
01442 823624
roy.hargreaves@btinternet.com
 
Ted Oram
01442 824575
ted@oram-home.net

Church Wardens 
Chris Hoare (Tring) 
01442 822915

Ian Matthews (Tring)
01442 823327

Andy Stephenson (Aldbury)
07548 696965

Annie Eggar (Aldbury)
01442 851854

John Barron (Puttenham)
01296 631351

Christine Rutter (Puttenham)
01296 668337

Ken Martin (Wilstone)
01442 822894

Rev Jane Banister (Long 
Marston)   
01442 822170

Mothers’ Union Branch Leader
Sandra Watkin
01442 890407

Tring Team Administration
Administrator
Trish Dowden
admin@tringteamparish.org.uk

Janet Goodyer
pewsheets@tringteamparish.org.uk

Hall Bookings
Janet Goodyer
01442 824929
jjgoody@ntlworld.com
tringparishhall@hotmail.com

Hall Secretary
Barbara Anscombe
01442 828325
Bandb33@talktalk.net

Safeguarding
Jenny Scholes
01442 825276

ST MARTHA’S  
METHODIST CHURCH 
Minister 
Rev Rachael Hawkins
01442 866324
rachel.hawkins@methodist.org.uk

Senior Steward 
Rosemary Berdinner 
01442 822305

AKEMAN STREET  
BAPTIST CHURCH
Minister 
Rev David Williams
01442 827881

Administrator 
Emma Nash 
01442 827881

CORPUS CHRISTI  
ROMAN CATHOLIC 
CHURCH
Priest 
Canon Vincent Berry
51 Langdon Street
01442 823161
tring@rcdow.org.uk

HIGH STREET  
BAPTIST CHURCH
Minister 
Rev Andrew Cowley
89 High Street
07920 430739
adcowley@btinternet.com

Administrator/Facilities hire  
Sue Calow
01442 824054
suecalow@yahoo.co.uk

NEW MILL  
BAPTIST CHURCH
Minister 
Rev Andrew Openshaw
The Manse, Grove Road
01442 825157
minister@newmillbaptist.org.uk

JUSTICE & PEACE GROUP
affiliated to  
Churches Together in Tring
Secretary  
Michael Demidecki 
07887 980004
michaeldemidecki@gmail.com
www.justiceandpeacetring.org

OUR CHURCHES ONLINE
www.tringteamparish.org.uk 
www.tringchurchmusic.org.uk 
www.stmarthas-tring.org.uk
www.tringbaptistchurch.co.uk
www.newmillbaptist.org.uk 
www.akemanstreet.org.uk 
www.parish.rcdow.org.uk/tring

SOCIAL NETWORKING

 Tring Parish

  @revhuw
 @new_mill 

  @adcowley

COMMENT
Editor and Advertising  
Annette Reynolds  
0845 8681333
07968 312161 
comment.magazine@gmail.com

Distribution
David Whiting  
01442 767403 
davidswhiting@aol.com 
Frank Dalton  
01442 822417 
frank@daltonl.force9.co.uk

Treasurer
Chris Hoare 01442 822915 

Design
Doug Hewitt
AD Publishing 0845 8681333

Please contact the Treasurer 
if you would like to take a 
subscription to Comment: 
£10.00 for 10 issues each year 
or £15.00 if you would like it 
posted.

Articles and photos for the 
next edition should arrive with 
the Editor by the 6th of the 
previous month.

ANSWERS ACROSS  
 1. SPUR 
4. CUTHBERT 
8. LAWRENCE 
9. EAST 
10. ASIDE
11. ABSTAIN 
13. SIESTA 
15. LICHEN 
18. INTROIT 
20. DEMON 
23. OBOE 
24. OBLATION 
25. DEFENDER 
26. DARK 

ANSWERS DOWN
2. PRAYS 
3. REREDOS 
4. CANA 
5. THEOBALD 
6. BLEST 
7. RESPITE 
10. ASS 
12. MANIFOLD 
14. IGNOBLE 
16. CREATED 
17. NUN 
19. REEVE 
21. ODOUR 
22. SLUR

Crossword puzzle answers
From page 23 






