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September– December 2022 

https://almeleyquakers.org.uk 

https://smquakers.org.uk  

“Quakerism - Looking to the Future” 

We are delighted that Jan Arriens has agreed to deliver our keynote talk, “Quakerism looking to 
the Future”, and lead us in the transition from focussing on the past to thinking about the future, 
as part of our year of celebration.  

The talk will take place at Almeley Meeting House on 30th September 2022 at 2.30pm. It will be 
chaired by Jeff Beatty, Clerk to Area Meeting. Jan envisages that his talk will last for about 40 
minutes, with 20 minutes for questions afterwards .  

The talk will take the form of a Blended Meeting. As we can host up to 100 people online, we are 
very pleased that we will be able to invite Friends from across Area Meeting to join us.  

The talk will be recorded, and we will share the recording to Friends nationally.  

We hope very much that many Almeley Friends will attend in person. We know already that some 
of you hope to bring a family member or friend and it’s possible that some of our neighbours in 
Almeley may like to join us as well. Numbers in the Meeting House will be limited to about 40 so 
please ensure that you have booked a seat with Helen Briggs. 

Diary Dates 

Meeting for Worship for Business is on Mon-

day 12th September at 4pm by Zoom . 

Area Meeting for Worship for Business is to be 

held at Ludlow Meeting House on Saturday 

17th September at 10:30am. The Meeting will 

be in person only. 

Zoom Area Meeting for Worship on Sunday 9th 

October. 

Area Meeting for Worship for Business on Sat-

urday 19th November via Zoom. 

Zoom Area Meeting for Worship on Sunday 

11th December. 

The Meeting House has undergone challeng-
ing and skilful restoration work this year and 
we feel it is right to recognise the work of 
those who have played a part in ensuring that 
its future has been secured for many years. “It 
looks wonderful” is a comment we often heard 
during cream tea open days.  

 Bertie Playle Willey, Chapel Joinery 

 Jack Bailey (Retired Plumber) 

 Dale Fox, The Home Service Electrical  

 Will and Becs Ford, Wye Bother 

 Kym Iverson www.dexdecorators.com 

 Dan Cosgrove, Groundsman  

 Jules Rolfe, Chimney Sweep, 

 Neil Brown, Pellet Boiler Service 

 Hereford Fire Protection Services Ltd, 

Thanks to all the above and special gratitude 
from Almeley Friends to Mic Rafferty and    
Carey Glyn-Jones for the hours of work (and   
worry!) on our behalf 

https://almeleyquakers.org.uk
https://smquakers.org.uk
http://www.dexdecorators.com
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Children’s Re-enactment Day 
The Children’s Re-enactment Day seemed such a good idea back 
in January when it was just an idea in my head and a little on pa-
per. As July 27th drew nearer and a degree of panic set in, I ques-
tioned my sanity! 
However, thanks to a wonderful team of friends and Friends, the 
goodwill of our neighbours, the enthusiasm of the children and a 
sunny day, it was a resounding success. The aim had been to give 
the children a glimpse of the family life around 1672 and to learn a 
little of Quaker history. 
It was fully subscribed with nineteen children, plus some family 
members, from Meetings across the border 
and from just down the road. 
In small groups, we made butter with a 

small hand churn, candles from beeswax sheets, baked simple bread 
and biscuits and wove the traditional Ryeland sheep’s wool into individ-
ual mats. When released from their chores, they made footballs with 
bundles of hay tied with string. 
After lunch, we had managed to trawl the charity shops (and the ward-
robe of Eardisley Little Theatre) to provide enough black skirts and 
tops, 3/4 trousers and waistcoats, lace bonnets and white shawls for 
the children to dress up and, following strict instructions, they led into 
the Meeting Room and sat in silence! They wrote their names and ag-
es on slates and listened (still in silence!) to the story of the voyage to 
America. We were all very alarmed to find one of the Native Americans 
just outside the door, and even more so when he joined our meeting, 
complete with feathers, war paint and a tomahawk! (What a good thing it was only Jeff!) The 
children went home with a sample of all the crafts they had made and from the feedback later, it 
had been the memorable day we had hoped it would be, if somewhat exhausting! 

Carey Glyn-Jones 

Comments with regard to the Re-enactment Day 

Carey is probably a bit too modest to say just how successful her Enactment Day was but her 

computer beeped all that evening with messages saying how much the children had enjoyed 

themselves. 

Amongst other comments made by the children to their parents 

“ I never thought I would make butter.” 

“If there is another one, can we go?” 

On being told it was time for bed 

“Mum. I’ve had such a wonderful day, don’t spoil it by sending me to bed!” 

The story of the terrible Atlantic sea crossings stayed with one 4 yr. old! She recounted the hor-

rors in full detail to her parents when she got home! 

The only time Carey put a foot wrong was when she forgot that irony is often lost on children. 
When she said they would need milk for the butter making she asked if the children had 
brought a cow. A plaintive voice “I didn’t know I had to bring one!” 

 
 
 
A thank you card from 
Ena 



3 

 

Update on the work of the 1672 Group August 2022 

What a busy summer it’s been! Early on we had requests for two “parties” to visit the Meeting House – 

firstly from the Almeley local W.I. members then from Brecon Ladies Friendly Society. A total of 24 came 

for whom we provided drinks and biscuits and talked about Quakerism and had them experience the spe-

cial place the Meeting Room is in the silence. 

Our next group of visitors to see the exhibition was a small but important one – our immediate neigh-

bours – who came after Meeting one Sunday. The Summer House which features in our exhibition as the 

home of Roger Prichard, was of particular interest to the current inhabitants of course. The group of 

Friends that welcomed them felt we had a good relationship with them all. 

Then to the first of our Open Days. All volunteers were called in to make scones and help put together the 

promised cream teas and skivvy away behind the scenes, washing up, preparing, removing used plates etc. 

We had no idea how many or who might come, how much food to provide. It was one of the hottest days 

of the year which might have put people off. Not a bit of it! The article I wrote for Broad Sheep magazine 

(thanks to Mike Kirby), the notices round the village, pieces in various local magazines paid off handsome-

ly! We fortunately had plenty of scones and cake but several extra trips to buy more cream and jam were 

required. Probably some 70 people came. 

We then gathered our thoughts together for Area meeting. We were entertaining Friends for the business 

Meeting in the morning to be followed in the afternoon by an event relating to our anniversary. 

The Clerk of AM had asked what it would consist of and was, I think, a bit bemused to hear it consisted of 

4 talks about 3 of which I knew nothing more than a title. 

I had undertaken to “organise” this happening but in reality was hoping it would “come together” some-

how on the day. It did, but in a totally different way than I had anticipated! Ian and I both developed covid 

in the week before and were unable to attend in person. Fortunately Dave Briggs and Chris Robertson had 

liaised to make it a blended meeting. Ian, due to give the first talk, had to do it from home. Amazingly (to 

us anyway)it worked screen shares and all(well mostly) so we were able to hear how George Fox faced up 

to pirates, leaky ships, press gangs and the possibility of being sent into slavery on his trip to America. An 

interesting talk followed from Richard Goddard about street entertainment and Punch and Judy’s origins 

in the 1670’s. A mysterious character next joined us who was William Hall (Kate Binney) talking to a possi-

ble convert to Quakerism (Frank Cosgrove). Kate then told us of William’s diary kept while at Almeley 

where he was employed as the Meeting’s missioner. 

A personal history followed given by Cynthia Prior of Ludlow Meeting. Her grandmother who was an or-

phan child was brought to a Quaker founded orphanage in Leominster in the 1870’s. 

Phew! 

All the Friends who spoke had done a great deal of 

research into their topics and were very well re-

ceived. 

(They will shortly be on our website so if you missed 

them or would like to hear them again look out for 

news of them being downloaded.) 

With gratitude I acknowledge the special tea I had 

planned for the day still took place despite my ab-

sence. Friends all doing their bit. Thanks everyone! 

So on to our next planned Open Day in August. 

Surely it wouldn’t be as busy as June. Wrong! Again 

a beautiful day. Arrivals from just before 2 p.m. 

many of whom stayed all afternoon. Jeff G-J on 

parking duty had to close the field entrance as it 

became full. We served over 100 teas! 
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The exhibition was of interest of course but we 

were also giving out leaflets about Quakerism, 

having long religious, philosophical or even po-

litical  discussions with many who attended. 

The afternoon was greatly enhanced by the ta-

bles and chairs spread throughout the Burial 

ground in order to listen to the wonderful NHS 

ceilidh band Kit Byatt had organised to enter-

tain the visitors. And, of course, the cream teas 

were a decided draw! 

It was interesting that some visitors had come 

to both Open afternoons returning with friends. 

Helen and Ian have talked about outreach in the Spiritual Life report. They mention that we can 

“advertise” ourselves and what we can offer in relatively simple ways. 

I have personally gained so much by being part of these events and I conclude with some personal 

thoughts. 

Most people do not know about the origins of Quakers and many have never heard of George Fox 

(Note 400th anniversary of his birth in 2024!). They are confused between the Pilgrim Fathers, the Puri-

tans and Quakers. I’m only now sorting out the differences in belief myself between the sects and the 

reasons why Quakers often suffered at the other’s hands. 

Many visitors were surprised at how early Friends suffered and died and why they were persecuted. 

Frequently asked questions: 

 Do you believe in the Bible? 

 Do you believe in God? 

 Are you Christians? 

 And very worryingly 

 Do Quakers still exist? 

 How many come to meeting? Can anyone come? 

Kate was no doubt asked frequently about Quaker funerals, rites and the graves as I was. 

It was lovely having so many of the Hobby family come to see their ancestors’ graves, make renewed 

contact with the meeting which several had attended in the past and keen to establish links again 

with photographs, memorabilia etc. 

The image of the parable of the Sower is strongly in my mind. We scattered a lot of seed but I think 

there was a lot of fertile earth in which the seed could land! We have something to offer in these trou-

bled times. There are people out there who would welcome it. 

We have rightly looked backward this year. .Now we must look forward to ensure the seed is nour-

ished and grows. 

Stella R Sterry Convenor 1672 Group 

There was no one down to 

make refreshments on a 

recent Sunday in August 

and I think this response 

has to be a first, I’m not 

sure I’ve ever seen three 

men in the kitchen at one 

time! Just sayin’. 
Maggie Talor–Sanders 
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Reflections On The Old Testament  

I am not a regular reader of the Old Testament but when in sombre mood, and war, drought, ris-

ing energy costs, weak government and pandemics occupy my mind, I try to recall quotations 

from two minor prophets who lived in the 7th and 8th centuries BCE. The first acts as a valuable 

reminder – using another phrase from the Bi-

ble – that there is nothing new under the sun. 

(Ecclesiastes.1) - 

It is Habakkuk 3 17-19: 

Though the fig tree may not blossom, 
though no fruit is on the vine, 
though the olive crop has failed, 
though the fields give us no food, 
though the fields have lost their flocks 
and in the stalls no cattle lie, 
yet in the Eternal we will find our joy. 
We will rejoice in the God who saves us. 

The Lord, the Eternal is our strength. 
He makes our feet sure as the feet of deer  
and helps us keep our footing on the heights 

God – or whatever name you give to a mystery – can’t do everything – but continues to provide 

strength. And Micah 68 instructs me, even if I don’t often succeed: 

What does the Eternal ask from you but to be just and kind and live in quiet fellowship with God? 

(I rather like the James Moffatt translation first published in 1922. He hesitates to use the word 

‘God’ overmuch.)    

Janet Robinson 

Special concert to celebrate 350 years of Almeley Wootton Meeting House  

held in St Mary’s Church on July 3rd 2022 

Almeley Quakers joined with St Mary’s Church to host a concert of words and music on the 

theme of “Looking Back, Looking Forward “on a lovely summer’s evening in July. The church 

was full – much to the delight of regular churchgoers. Our hosts for the evening, Janet and Mark 

Robinson, set the tone with their introductions and comments. The first half of the evening be-

gan in lively fashion with Kit Byatt and his group of friends “ Cradle to Grave” playing Ceilidh Mu-

sic. Other acts included Maggie Taylor – Sanders reading poetry from Stevie Krayer  and Helen 

Briggs reading from ‘Perverse and Foolish’ by Carey Glyn -Jones.  Frank Cosgrove led us on an 

unexpected and humorous verbal jaunt as an introduction to his jazz piano playing,  and Carey 

showed more of her skills by taking us back to days of Joyce Grenfell. The Whitton voices con-

cluded the first half with a much-enjoyed selection of songs.  

The Church provided wine, soft drinks and nibbles as the audience mingled and contributed very 

generously to the collection for Medecins sans Frontieres. The donations towards refreshments 

more than covered costs and added to the overall total raised of over £400 

The second half displayed more of the talents of the Glyn-Jones family with Adam and George 

playing traditional music - there is always something special about seeing a father and son play 

together and this was no exception. Joris Boon and his friend (another member of Glyn-Jones 

family) played with great skill and then Jeff Glyn–Jones reminded us the talent of Wendell Berry 

as he read from his work. St Mary’s Church Choir brought a happy and entertaining evening to 

its conclusion with a short medley of songs.  

We were reminded of John Tittley, who produced a similar concert a few years ago and would 

have loved this one. At that time he commented on the variety and quality of local talent – a com-

ment echoed by the audience on July 3rd. Huge thanks to all the gallant performers . 

Helen Briggs 
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A Strange Train Journey 

The following concerns an experience on the Brecon & Merthyr Railway, which 

sadly no longer exists, but is quite amusing.  It describes what might be described 

as a rather un-Quakerly form of outreach and was written exactly 100 years ago 

in 1922 by a chap called Ernest Leopoled Ahrons about the incident in the 1890s 

David Whiting 

It was a beautiful Saturday in the spring when | left Talyllyn Junction on my way 

to Merthyr in the 2.50 p.m. train from Brecon, which consisted of nine or ten 

small four-wheeled coaches drawn by two engines. Having found an empty 

smoking compartment, | lighted my pipe, and settled myself to enjoy the beauti-

ful scenery. When we arrived at Talybont there were a good many people on the 

platform, some of whom appeared to be in the throes of a psychic commotion. 

The carriage door was suddenly flung open and an individual in a long black coat 

and wide-awake hat hurriedly propelled himself across the compartment, landed 

on my toes, and finally sat down violently in the corner seat opposite to me. He 

was followed by six similar apparitions, who also bundled in amidst what ap-

peared to be approving valedictory murmurs from the platform. 

It was not until the train moved out and started to climb the incline that | found 

time to take stock of my new companions. They were all dressed in a sort of min-

isterial garb, but there was nevertheless something indefinable about them 

which gave room for doubt, so that | finally put them down as an assorted lot of 

nondescript deacons. The first-comer who sat opposite to me had piercing dark 

eyes and a very severe cast of countenance. His appearance was emphasised in that he had obviously breakfasted to the ac-

companiment of considerable coffee, for much of the latter had “jumped the points,” left its proper road, and landed on an 

expansive but none too clean shirt front, on which it had trickled down in two streams of a deep brown hue at the top, gradu-

ally mellowing into a Liberty-art-shade yellow at the bottom, where they disappeared from view beneath a low-cut black 

waistcoat. The rest of the company, apart from their semi-clerical attire, presented no special features that merited notice, so 

| turned my attention to the magnificent view of the mountains, whilst listening to the hard beats of the engines, as they 

toiled laboriously up the 1 in 38 incline. 

| was conscious that the possessor of the coffee stains was regarding me with a fixed stare, and presently, without further 

warning, came the abrupt question, obviously addressed to me, “Are you saved?” There are, | should think, very few people 

who care to discuss such a subject with chance fellow-travellers, and therefore | silently tried to conceal my annoyance by 

devoting more attention to the mountains. A pause of two or three uncomfortable minutes followed, until | felt a hand laid on 

my knee, and again came the question, “Young man, have you thought of your salvation?” The eyes of the whole lot were on 

me, and | felt myself getting very red in the face. The situation was becoming desperate, but something had to be done to 

relieve it, and | therefore blurted out mildly that | would prefer not to discuss the subject. “Why not?” said my tormentor. To 

this | failed for an answer, and not knowing what else to do, proceeded to re-light my pipe and gaze steadily out of the win-

dow. A long and oppressive silence followed, and then... “Young man, | am going to pray for you,” followed by a murmur of 

approval from one or two of the other members of the company. 

Prayer on my behalf by the coffee-striped gentleman was forthwith started, in Welsh, which | did not understand. It was 

somewhat lengthy, but presently | detected the sound of a change in the heavy beat of one of the engines. Instead of the 

rhythmic “four in a bar” there developed a syncopated three beats and a blow. “Sounds like a broken lap,” was my mental 

comment, referring, of course, to the engine and not to the revivalist, who was still “going strong”. As we had not arrived at 

Torpantau tunnel, | began to wonder whether we should manage to reach the top of the bank, and an uncomfortable specula-

tion obtruded itself on my mind as to whether any bits of valve were going to damage the cylinder. But as the train kept mov-

ing, though at a somewhat slower speed, | tried to comfort myself with the knowledge that fortunately there were two en-

gines, and | gradually began to feel more at ease. 

Prayer ended as we were close to the Torpantau tunnel, and then | saw my chance of switching off that subject, by remarking 
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genially that | could hear something amiss with the engine, and that things looked very much as if we might not get up the hill. 

“I hope nothing is wrong,” said one of the others, “we have a meeting in Dowlais this afternoon.” My friend with the shirtfront 

fidgeted about very uneasily as | carefully drew their attention to the three beats and the “blow”, with special emphasis on 

the latter, which was unmistakably apparent in the tunnel. “I wonder if it serious,” he remarked at last, somewhat anxiously. 

“Well,” | replied, “the train looks somewhat like sticking in the tunnel,” and then | added, “The worst is that if the brakes do 

not hold, there is a possibility of the whole lot of us going down the hill again a good deal faster than | care to think about.”  

The anxiety on my behalf seemed to be waning rapidly, and the gentleman who had shown so much solicitude for my future 

welfare was obviously ill at ease. Now that it had come to the point that there was even a bare suggestion of his having to 

leave this bad and sinful world for a better one, he did not appear to be in any very great hurry to quit. 

But | acknowledge that | felt thankful on getting safely through to Torpantau at a crawl, thanks to the pilot engine, and | was 

also relieved to see that “revival” operations on myself were evidently voted “off” for the time being, pending developments. 

It is within the bounds of possibility that we might have failed to get up, but for the fact that the gradient on entering the tun-

nel lessens to 1 in 68, though | did not know that at the time. 

After a consultation between the drivers, they decided to proceed, and we went down the opposite slope very cautiously to 

Pontsticill Junction, where we arrived about half-an-hour late, and arrangements were made for another engine, which hap-

pened to be there, to take the train on. At Pontsticill, to my great relief, a porter bundled my cheerful companions out of the 

carriage into the other part of the train, in which, to get to Pant for Dowlais, they ought to have been from the first. 

It’s alright, it’s only an egg! 
We quietly sit and shuffle and wait and listen. 
Does old speak of new,  
of a future about which we worry so much? 
Wait, listen.  
What do they say, these old timbers? 

The heaviest of all is directly above me,  
crossing the centre of the room,  
Its story is of a long gone studded screen,  
displayed on its morticed underbelly,  
Over my head, all its weight. 
Oh there, again, wait, listen. 

Its burden is the floor of a gallery.  
It must wait, and carry! 
The beam ends though are stopped in walls, 
Where the whole weight goes down 
Into old foundations, resting, earthed.  
Come, wait. Listen! 

But I cannot wait. There is such pain in this old, 
In the before of me, I cannot bear it. 
It defaces the new, 
Speaks of time and confusion. 

But I must wait.  
Here I am then, I have no choice. 
I will let the beams speak then. 
I am listening. Help me. 

Perhaps (their voice is so quiet) 
But I think they just say again, 
 “wait, listen” 
And add, 

Be still (like us) and (you will) know 
That I am. 

Mark Haughton  (Written after attending his first 

Meeting for Worship) 

An Almeley Meeting 

In this gathering of Friends 
In this ancient place, 
In this shared hour of stillness,  
I sense the newness of this moment, 
Newness cradled in oldness. 

We are cradled by the old beams, this beautiful space 
Of old bones, of wood. 
What do the bones, the old beams say? I wonder,  
Ah, I suspect, "listen, wait!" 

As I wait  
I imagine old saw pits,  
ancient green trees being shaped to rough squared sec-
tions, 
The sawyers, top dog sweating his labour in winter 
warmth and chill, 
Underdog, cursing his lot in the pit, 
Showered in wet oak tannin filled kerf. 

As I wait 
I hear urgent ministry 
Of longed for reconnection with old friends, 
Of a need to know a new way, 
Of what might be right in a world of not knowing. 

As I wait 
I hear an old voice; 
"In the beginning", before new, before old, 
Before all that, 
"Was the word. 

"And the word was made flesh". 
A chicken gives birth to an egg, in a nearby run, 
She proclaims her alarm at this newness, 
"I am surprised, what is this before me 
This newness? I am shocked!” 
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Visit of Spanish Catholic Boys to Meeting 1st August 2022 

At the beginning of August Helen Briggs and I welcomed to the Meeting House about 10 teenag-
ers from Spain, who were in the area for two weeks. This was the third visit arranged by the local 
group of Catholic churches and John Howard, one of the main organisers, who came with them. 
Different groups of teenagers also came to the Meeting House during their previous visits in 2015 
and 2018. Most of the boys lived in or near to Madrid, though others were further afield and they 
have spent time together at camps organised by their churches in Spain. This year they were 
camping at Lucton School and using some of the facilities there. 

On this morning, nearing the end of their stay, the boys were divided up into groups to visit one 
of local churches in the area. Of all the denominations they visit I think that Quakers is the most 
challenging for them, as there is such a difference in our places and form of worship and beliefs. 
However, we were able to have a deep discussion with them about these differences and we all 
agreed that it was how our faith affected our lives that was the most important. Some shared 
what their faith meant to them and how it made a difference to the way they treated people. 

Like all good visits we ended with drinks, biscuits, some fun and good humour (I even got invited 
to visit Salamanca!). Helen and I found their visit very enriching and uplifting and look forward to 
seeing another similar group in 2025. 

Kate Binney 

DESIDERATA (things wanted or needed ) 

GO PLACIDLY amid the noise and the haste, and remember what peace there may be in si-
lence. As far as possible, without surrender, be on good terms with all persons. 

Speak your truth quietly and clearly; and listen to others, even to the dull and the ignorant; they 
too have their story. 

Avoid loud and aggressive persons; they are vexatious to the spirit. If you compare yourself with 
others, you may become vain or bitter, for always there will be greater and lesser persons than 
yourself. 

Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans. Keep interested in your own career, however 
humble; it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time. 

Exercise caution in your business affairs, for the world is full of trickery. But let this not blind you 
to what virtue there is; many persons strive for high ideals, and everywhere life is full of heroism. 

Be yourself. Especially do not feign affection. Neither be cynical about love; for in the face of all 
aridity and disenchantment, it is as perennial as the grass. 

Take kindly the counsel of the years, gracefully surrendering the things of youth. 

Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune. But do not distress yourself with 
dark imaginings. Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness. 

Beyond a wholesome discipline, be gentle with yourself. You are a child of the universe no less 
than the trees and the stars; you have a right to be here. 

And whether or not it is clear to you, no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should. Therefore be 
at peace with God, whatever you conceive Him to be. And whatever your labours and aspira-
tions, in the noisy confusion of life, keep peace in your soul. With all its sham, drudgery and bro-
ken dreams, it is still a beautiful world. Be cheerful. Strive to be happy. 

By Max Ehrmann © 1927 

The author, Max Ehrmann, a poet and lawyer from Terre Haute, Indiana, who lived from 1872 to 
1945. It has been reported that Desiderata was inspired by an urge that Ehrmann wrote about in 
his diary: "I should like, if I could, to leave a humble gift -- a bit of chaste prose that had 
caught up some noble moods."  

Ehrmann said he wrote it for himself, “because it counsels those virtues I felt most in need of.”  

Maggie Taylor-Sanders 


