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June—September 2022 

https://almeleyquakers.org.uk 

https://smquakers.org.uk  

Book of Poetry 

Maggie has been helping 

me put together a book of 

poetry and amazingly, we’ve 

actually done it! 

All profits will be going to 

Hands Around The World, a 

Monmouth based charity 

with whom we have worked 

and who continue to improve the lives of chil-

dren in Africa and India. The cost per book is 

£5 and I would love to hear from anyone who 

is interested in obtaining a copy. 

Many thanks, Carey Glyn-Jones 

Burial Ground and Garden. 

There has been some really great work carried 

out to tidy up the burial ground and garden 

ready for our open Meeting House and cream 

tea on the 23rd June.  There is to be one fur-

ther morning session from 9:30am on Wednes-

day 22nd June. Please come and join in if you 

can  

Walking Group  Visit 

On Sunday 24th April, a day of warm sunshine, 

we were able to welcome 17 walkers to our 

Meeting House. Their walk was part of Kington 

Walks Spring Walking festival. The walk start-

ed at Lyonshall church and arrived at the Meet-

ing House via Almerley Church. The walk fol-

lowed the route of Woolhope Club members in 

May 1904, who were interested in the theory of 

Ley Lines. (The Woolhope Club is a society for 

people interested in the county of Hereford-

shire.) 

The walkers came to our Meeting House on 

the 24th of April House to celebrate our anni-

versary. They enjoyed a picnic lunch in burial 

ground and the highlight for them, I am reliably 

informed, was to see our Meeting Room, expe-

rience its silence, and have their questions an-

swered. They brought along some photo-

graphs of the 1904 visit to show. 

Kington Walks are already planning the walk-

ing programme for their main festival from the 

15th to the 18th of September. It would be a 

pleasure to welcome them again. 

Mike Kirby 

Blended Meetings 

The equipment for blended meeting has now 

been purchased and tested. A few small 

tweaks are required but all should be ready to 

hold the first blended meeting on the 3rd July. - 

the day of the bring and share lunch. 

1672 Celebrations Dates 

June 23rd Open afternoon from 2pm – we 
hope you’ll bring your family and friends to 
view the exhibition and the Meeting House and 
enjoy a sociable afternoon with a cream tea.  

July 2nd Concert in St Mary’s Church – 
please come and support our performers at 
7pm. We anticipate the concert will last about 
1.5 hours. There will be interval refreshments. 

July 3rd MfW followed by Bring and Share 
lunch and then maybe a trip to the Village fete. 

August 10th Open afternoon from 2pm—
enjoy a sociable afternoon with a cream tea 

https://almeleyquakers.org.uk
https://smquakers.org.uk
https://www.woolhopeclub.org.uk/club/clubs-website
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The following poem was read at the burial of 

John Titley. 

When I Go to Sleep 

Now that the day has exhausted me 

I give myself over, a tired child, 

To the night and to my old friends, the stars- 

My watchful guardians, quiet and mild … 

Hands - let everything go… 

Head – stop thinking… 

I am content to follow 

Where my senses are sinking… 

Into the darkness, I swim out free: 

Soul released from all your defences, 

Enter the magic, sidereal circle 

Where gathering of souls commences… 

Herman Hesse (1887-1962) 

(Translated from German) 

REFUGEES 

They have no need of our help 

So do not tell me 

These haggard faces could belong to you or 

me 

Should life have dealt a different hand 

We need to see them for who they really are 

Chancers and scroungers 

Layabouts and loungers 

With bombs up their sleeves 

Cut-throats and thieves 

They are not 

Welcome here 

We should make them 

Go back to where they came from 

They cannot 

Share our food 

Share our homes 

Share our countries 

Instead let us 

Build a wall to keep them out 

It is not okay to say 

These are people just like us 

A place should only belong to those who are 

born there 

Do not be so stupid to think that 

The world can be looked at another way 

(Now read from bottom to top) 

(Refugees | Brian Bilston's Poetry Laboetry) 

Posted in Odds and Sods and 

tagged crisis, Poem, poetry, refugees on March 23, 

2016 

I was able to visit Basil with his daughter in 

April for about an hour and a half at his nursing 

home in Newtown. We enjoyed the time to-

gether and I gave him news about Meeting. 

Since then he has recovered well from Covid 

and celebrated his 98th birthday with family.  

Kate Binney 

https://brianbilston.com/2016/03/23/refugees/
https://brianbilston.com/category/odds-and-sods/
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Narvik April 2022 

My family live in Narvik, 200 miles into the Arctic circle. During my visit the temperature ranged 

from +15C to -3C, from hot sun to centimetres of snow. Daylight was long as the midnight sun 

was only weeks away: there were stunning sunsets 

over the Ofoten Fjord and nearby mountains. Skies 

are enormous when you live up a mountain. Until the 

last day of my stay, wen winter returned. The snow 

was fast receding with warmer temperatures. The 

mountains are still impressively white, but the huge 

snow piles in town and along roads were dirty and 

bleck with grit. Footpaths were often slippery with so 

much loose grit, put down layer after layer when it got 

icy in winter. There was running water everywhere 

and the trees were still bare with little greenery. Yet 

beauty here is constant. In only a few weeks spring 

will burst forth with amazing speed and energy 

Narvik is a busy, expanding town with many new houses further up the mountain from where my 

family live. A trip on the cable car to near the top of Narvikfjellet on a clear day was wonderful 

with view west to the Vesterålen islands. The ski run is world class and Narvikhas put in a bid for 

the 2027 World Championships. The harbour still exports iron ore pellets (malm) brought from 

Sweden by railway. These days many more and larger cruise ships are arriving, even in winter 

as well as the Hurtigrunten. Narvik has a new bridge, the Hålogaland bridge, which opened three 

years ago. It has the second longest span in Norway and has saved travelling around yet anoth-

er Fjord. The towers, are lit up in different colours when it is dark and are spaced 1.1 Kilometres 

apart. 

I journeyed north-west to Harstad, situated on the north-east of the island of Hinnøya, to see 

more family. This was a breath-taking route of 100 Kilometres with semi frozen lakes, birch and 

fir trees, marshland, high snow covered mountains, elk and reindeer. Kilometres of land with few 

houses or hitter (small holiday huts). Hytter in the north tend to be more basic, many without 

electricity though some now use solar energy. Hinnøa is the largest island in Norway accessed 

by the Tjeldsund bridge (Tjeild means oystercatcher). 

The Norwegian poet Nordal Grieg wrote a poem for Norway’s National Day 1940, the first under 

German occupation. Eidsvoll, just north of Oslo, is where the Norwegian constitution was signed 

on the 17th of May 1814. The words of the first verse have such a resonance today. 

17 May 1940 

Today no flag at the masthead 

on Eidsvoil’s greening trees is seen. 

But now we know as never before, 

exactly what freedom can mean. 

A song that is truly triumphant 

Is sung by a million folk, 

though whispered by lips that are sealed 

‘neath an alien tyrant’s yolk 

Nordal Grieg 

 
Kate Binney 
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Four Quakers Go To Pembrokeshire 

Four Quakers together in a large old farmhouse in St David's brav-

ing the rain and wind for a week. Would it work? We hoped so!  

In late February David and I and our 3 dogs joined Stella and Ian 

for what turned out to be a special week.  

We arrived mid-afternoon and headed to The Bishops, the local 

pub, where we'd booked  supper. We entered chatting happily to be 

faced by a huge volume of noise and masses of people all glued to 

the tv watching the Wales/ England rugby match. It was rather dis-

concerting but with little fuss we were shown to our table and for a 

while were mesmerised by waves of elated sounds swiftly followed by 

despair as England took advantage and scored, finally winning the 

match about 10 minutes after we arrived. Within five minutes all the 

large TVs had been removed, the crowd had dispersed and we had a 

very pleasant evening.  

Our plan had been to separate during the daytime and enjoy supper 

and evenings together. It was a good plan meaning we had lots to 

share each evening. The highlights? Well Stella's pancakes come 

high on the list, as did The Shed a great and informal fish restaurant 

in Porth Gain. Learning to play new games and a very windy walk on 

the lovely beach at White Sands Bay were also the basis of much 

laughter and we have a sneaky suspicion that our dogs acquitted 

themselves well – which was huge relief!   

The small hall used by St David’s Friends was opposite our house and we all went to MfW, al-

most outnumbering the regulars! It was the 3rd visit for David and me and once again we were 

struck by the warmth of our welcome. The talk after meeting was much about the upcoming St 

David's Day and the civic role of one of the Elders as 

Mayor. We had to go! 

The small city centre was pretty full and we watched as a 

procession, led by the bishop and her attendees ap-

proached the war memorial. The Bishop very gamely 

mounted narrow and uneven steps and assisted by her 

team and Mr Mayor (resplendent in rather old and smelly 

robes) blessed the 4 corners of St David's. Some of you 

may recall she was for a while somewhat disgraced for 

publicly voicing her opinion of our Government. It was 

good to see her on fine form again with a wonderful twin-

kle in her eye. On our last day, a Saturday, the children 

and a large local drumming band processed again led by 

an amazing mechanical dragon. Hearing the drumming 

from far off as the procession made it's slow approach 

made me think of similar sounds made long ago as armies 

approached.  

Good friendships share special memories, and we count 

ourselves fortunate to have many from our Pembrokeshire week.  
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Early Quaker Confectionery Manufacturers 

Most Friends know of the philanthropy, including good employment practices and social hous-

ing, provided by Quaker businesses in England.  Frys, Cadbury and Rowntree were the big 

three British confectionery man-

ufacturers throughout much of 

the nineteenth and twentieth 

centuries, and all three were 

founded by Friends. 

Joseph Fry, a Quaker, was born 

in 1728. He started making 

chocolate around 1759. In 

1761, Fry and John Vaughan 

purchased a small shop from an 

apothecary, Walter Churchman, 

and with it the patent for a choc-

olate refining process. The com-

pany was then named "Fry, 

Vaughan & Co.". In 1777 their chocolate works moved from Newgate Street to Union 

Street, Bristol. Joseph Fry died in 1787 and the company was renamed "Anna Fry & Son". In 

1795 Joseph Storrs Fry assumed control of the company. He patented a method of grind-

ing cocoa beans using a Watt steam engine, and as a result, factory techniques were intro-

duced into the cocoa business. Frys was eventually taken over by Cadbury 

Cadbury was established in Birmingham, in 1824, 

by John Cadbury, a Quaker who sold tea, coffee 

and drinking chocolate. Cadbury developed the 

business with his brother Benjamin, followed by his 

sons Richard and George. George developed the 

Bournville estate, a model village designed to give 

the company's workers improved living conditions.  

Joseph Rowntree was a visionary Quaker busi-

nessman and social reformer. He built New Ears-

wick, a village in York, for people on low incomes, 

including staff who worked in his factory, giving 

them access to decent homes at affordable rents. He was committed to understanding the 

causes of poverty and disadvantage in order to create a better society. His son, Seebohm 

Rowntree, was a pioneering social researcher who undertook one of the country’s first investi-

gations into poverty. 

I only recently found out that the Jacobs who made cream crackers in Dublin were also Friends. 

The Jacob family were Quakers from Waterford, who had been in the baking trade for some 

time before they started making ‘fancy’ biscuits and moved to Dublin. By the 1950s, Jacob’s 

was considered one of the best places to work in Dublin - the pay was good and staff were well-

looked after. There was a swimming pool and recreation room for staff, we savings and pension 

schemes and both a doctor and dentist were hired by the company, offering free medical atten-

tion to staff. There was even an annual Christmas pensioners’ party. 

Frank Cosgrove 


