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Almeley Wootton Quaker Meeting https://almeleyquakers.org.uk  Southern Marches Area Meeting https://smquakers.org.uk  

March 2025 
Occasional Quaker Meetings at Dulas 

Court 

The Meetings will be on Sunday 8th June and 

Sunday 5th October starting at 3:30 for 30 

minutes. 

The Meetings will be held in the  craft room next 

to the visitors carpark. 

All are welcome 

Come and join Martin, Roger and Therese at Du-

lus Court Nursing Home,  Dulas, Ewas Harold, 

HR2 0HL 

Area Meeting 

The next Area Meeting will be held at Ross 

on Wye Meeting House on Saturday 22nd 

March 2025 at 10:30. There is public car 

parking nearby. 

Bluster 

Do the powerful people,  

The movers and shakers who stride 

Through the corridors of power,  

Need, now and then,  

To walk through a woodland, 

To clear their heads 

And know instead  

Their place in the scheme of things? 

To see their fleeting footprint 

And realise how easily it slips? 

To mark the size of that small root 

And find how easily they trip? 

To still their noise 

And hear the enormity of silence? 

Or to wonder at the ageless wisdom 

Of the trees? 

Here is the real seat of power 

That shudders and sorrows at their arro-

gance. 

Yet like the pale sun of spring  

Or the grip of winter, 

They will pass 

And leave only the echo of their posturing. 

Carey Glyn Jones 

Churches Together 

Saturday July 5th at 2pm  

Kate Binney, Rachel and Frank Cosgrove have 

taken part in Presteigne in gatherings of Pres-

teigne Churches Together to which Quakers were 

invited. We have invited Presteigne Churches and 

Almelely Church to join us for a short introductory 

talk from Ian Sterry before taking part in a slightly 

shortened Meeting for Worship and then informal 

time to share and talk together.  

Do come and join us.  

Woodbrooke  

Woodbrooke are currently offering online worship 

on most days of the week. Check out the website 

for more details, anyone is welcome to join and 

come together for quiet reflection.  

Worship - Woodbrooke  

Woodbrooke alse produce courses, both online 

and residential. Follow the link below for further 

information on the courses and their availability. 

Our Courses - Woodbrooke  

https://almeleyquakers.org.uk
https://smquakers.org.uk
https://www.woodbrooke.org.uk/worship/
https://www.woodbrooke.org.uk/our-courses/
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VOLUN-TREE JOB? 

It all started with going to see the film “6 inches of Soil” at Bromyard’s Conquest Theatre. We had 

taken our daughter Giselle, and Ian, her partner, with us, and in the interval she made her way 

round the various stalls in the lobby while the others of us tucked into the delicious snacks pre-

pared by Legges of Bromyard. She returned with news. “I’ve signed you 

up for a job Dad “!  I hadn’t realised that I needed one! 

“They are looking for a tree warden for Burghill”. 

Well actually I do have an interest in trees going back to the 80’s when I 

started growing trees from seed in pots and nurturing them for their first 

few years. That story developed into discovering that a Quaker friend 

(we were living in Cambridge in those days) had turned his garden over 

to a small tree nursery and he planted my trees with his. Ultimately, they 

were used to replace the trees on the Gog Magog hills that were de-

stroyed in the famous Hurricane. 

But I digress! 

I went over to the tree warden stall and had a little talk with them and thought this would be 

something I would like to do. 

Move forward 3 months! Unfortunately, I haven’t yet managed the training I am required to do to 

qualify. Dates of training days etc haven’t coincided with free time – we retired persons are very 

busy people! I still intend to do it when opportunity allows but meanwhile, I have got involved with 

something else. 

I have been looking for mistletoe in North Herefordshire. Not exactly 

needle in haystacks difficulty but it does involve more than you might 

think. 

I went out and about taking photographs of mistletoe on trees and up

-loading them via an app immediately to the project coordinator at 

Oxford University who could locate my position within 3 metres. I 

have walked to places in our village I have never been to before, all 

over the golf course (and yes, I did nearly get hit by a ball!), and tried 

to record carefully where I have been. One tree does look rather like 

another after a bit. 

So why? In Herefordshire we think mistletoe is a weed ever present. But is it? Well, that’s what 

they want to find out. As a parasitic plant, it is not ultimately good for the tree, but recent research 

shows that as well as known benefits for birds and fungi etc, it is a “keystone species” factor in 

the nutrient cycle.  As the traditional host trees, apples, are no longer so prevalent throughout the 

county since orchards have been grubbed up or replaced with small, short-lived varieties, are the 

plants moving onto new types of trees? If so, which? Does this vary across the UK? 

Therefore, the type of host tree is as important as the location and health of the mistletoe, so it is 

a shame that this volunteer is rubbish at tree ID – cue hasty swotting of google apps! Fortunately, 

if I can get a good photo, the team in Oxford can ID the host and ignore my guess. 

This season’s recording finished at the end of February when the leaves start to hide the mistle-

toe. So ends muddy walks, frozen fingers, grey day photography etc, but I look forward to seeing 

the results in due course. Now where is my Druidic golden sickle? 

Ian Sterry 
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Make a Wish. It may come True. Eventually! 
This year I made a New Year’s resolution. I would find a project to get me out of the house, may-

be help someone out, get the old grey cells working! 

I’d thought in terms of our village social café and hadn’t expected to be sending applications in, 

writing short essays, providing references. 

A friend showed me a job advert from the museum service in 

Hereford for volunteers (unpaid naturally) which attracted me. 

“Expressions of interest” were invited and I sent off for details. 

The reply however was daunting. The range of skills they were 

looking for was long and seemed specific. There were various 

departments looking for volunteers; they included gowns and 

hats, social history, the Black and White House, insects and 

stones. Immediately I was attracted by ‘stones’.  

 My first career ‘choice’ from age 7 upwards was to be an ar-

chaeologist. Only 2 weeks before, my oldest school friend, 

Sheelagh, had reminded me that I had been introduced to her 

boy friend who became her husband some 60 yrs ago as “my 

archaeological friend”. I set off for university (for reasons I won’t 

go into I think I’m the only person in the country with a degree in 

Latin!), but in my final year realised I couldn’t afford to do a Post-

grad in Archaeology and wanted to get married to someone who had a job waiting in Manchester.  

But the list for the museum included photography, scanning, cataloguing, data entry and spread 

sheets. I didn’t think I wanted largely to be on a computer all day, so I decided not to apply. Then 

on the Sunday before the final application was due, I received an email nudging me. So, I decid-

ed nothing ventured - and sent in my virtual form. I decided to list my non skills to save myself 

later embarrassment, not wanting to be turned down after an interview. I had to compose up to 

200 words on why I wanted to work in a museum and why ‘stones’.  

Well Reader I was offered a job and duly turned up for what proved to be the Induction day. 

Needless to say, I was quite scared at starting due to my lack of techno skills. However, it was 

made clear from the start that training would be given as required and our happiness in the job 

was key. 4 of us were to be recruited for ‘stones’. I have been especially lucky to be teamed with 

a partner who is a very experienced volunteer and has been working for the department for 6 

years. She is also a computer expert! But she has made sure that I ‘have a go’ in inputting infor-

mation and is patient with my extreme slowness! 

I go in 1 day a week for approximately 5 hours. So, what do I do? 

From day 1 I have been handling objects found in Herefordshire from the Museum’s collection, 

mostly from Neolithic/Bronze Age times so more than 3000 

years old. Stones with stories to tell. Many are beautiful to look 

at, flint primarily. There are knives and scrapers, awls, burins 

and arrowheads. Gradually we are going to go through the col-

lection, photographing and measuring (I’ve learnt those skills 

already!), listing on spread sheets (still not mastered that yet!) 

and learning to identify objects and how they were used. 

There is something very special about holding a knife 3500 

years old and thinking about the person who made it, who 

used it. I can already tell a knife from a scraper, an axe from a 

hammer. 
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It is a lovely warm, friendly and appreciative environment in which to work. The welcoming kitch-

en gives you a chance to chat across disciplines and the staff are grateful for the work we volun-

teers (there are over 40 across the board) do, so they can get on with other work, not least the 

planning for the new museum due to be built in the next 2 to 3 years.   

It has taken 75 years to achieve my career choice. I must say I had rather given up on getting 

there! But no – and I’m loving it, not sure if age is mentioned behind my back but so far there is 

no evidence whatsoever of ageism in the workplace. I have already put some more in my skills 

bank so soon I should be able to put more ticks against the initial requirements for the job that 

were listed. 

Maybe, soon, others than Sheelagh will be referring to me as their ‘archaeological friend!’ 

Stella R Sterry 

Sunday Guns 

We heard the shots. 

His Lordship pots another one. 

The gundog, bursts through brambles, 

Wagging, with winning grin, 

The mouthful of feathers dropped at his 

feet. 

Neatly tied around the neck 

It’s chucked in the truck. 

Dusk falls.  

This calls for another whisky  

Beside the kitchen range, 

Time to exchange a toast  

To the boastings of their day. 

We didn’t hear these shots. 

But they blot out another son 

And stumbling through the strife, dragging 

In wasted haste, the broken boy is brought, 

His life stopped, dropped at their feet. 

Gently they lift him; grim yet graciously 

They creep to the Jeep. 

Dusk comes. 

It numbs their minds  

And freezes fingers. 

The darkness lingers  

In the nightmares of their day. 

 

Carey Glyn Jones 

The Silence of the Snow (05/01/2025 ) 

The whiteness, the brightness, the infiniteness, 

The dark overgrown hedge the change, 

From bright snow to light grey fog 

Encompassing the heavens, all light reflected. 

The skeletal branches picked out with snow, 

Against the sky, but especially each other, 

The virgin snow interspersed with blades of grass, 

sought after by rabbit scrabble and bird print 
hops. 

The wooden house that we call home, 

Now reduced to monochrome. 

The sheep, once against the  drab so white, 

Now dirty against the brighter light. 

But the Silence! 

I stop. scrUNCH, scrUNCH, Wellies cease. 

Dog stops, looks in anticipation, what now? 

There it is, all around. Silence…… 

No car, truck, plane or tractor makes a din, 

Nothing …… for several minutes. Then, 

the “caw, caw” of a crow, the squabble of pigeon, 

Report of a shotgun. The spell is broken. 

So I scrunch my way home, conscious of my de-
struction, 

Of that once pristine whiteness behind, 

To login to silent worship, 

Amidst the tick and tock of cuckoo clock, 

The pings of family messages, 

Coughs and heavy breathing,  

To sit in silence! 

The companionship - even on screen, 

Brings us together in grateful thanks,  

For Friendship in spirit and truth, we know, 

But the best in silence was… the snow!  

Jeff Glyn Jones 
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A Dear Friend 

I have had an internal debate about the wisdom of sharing the short story below with Friends but 

in the end decided I would do so. So as they often say on the tv, it comes with a warning that it 

deals with impending death and maybe upsetting. 

My dear friend of nearly 40 years died in October.  He was 94, very alert mentally but physically 

extremely frail. I was lucky enough to spend 3 days caring for him just before he died, while his 

wife was away, and knew when I left I wouldn’t see him again.  

We met when I was relatively young primary headteacher and he was an established and much 

respected older head and someone to whom I could turn. I knew he had a reputation as a story 

writer and teller and one day when I mentioned that I found  leading 2 whole assemblies a week 

and holding the attention of 320  4-12 year olds (and their teachers!)  always worried me and 

took ages to prepare he offered to come once a fortnight and lead them for me. In return I was 

go to his school and work with groups of teachers to hone their classroom management skills.  

At that time he must have been in his mid-50s, slightly balding with glasses and always conven-

tionally dressed in a grey suit. He used no special aids – he simply talked.  He had that special 

gift of holding the children’s rapt attention almost immediately. He had a wonderful rich voice and 

an aura of calmness and the children loved him. Those assemblies were very special and I leant 

from him how much more effective it is to tell rather than read a story. His stories always carried 

a message and before long the teachers got used to having  follow up discussions with classes 

and then regaling  him with the children’s responses over the coffee break.  

I shouldn’t have been surprised then that  a few months before he died he wrote a story for his 
own funeral – it was his way of coming to terms with his death – and it certainly made his funeral 
very personal for those of us who loved him.  

Helen Briggs 
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The Last Goodbye. An allegory 

He stood in the familiar spot where he had lingered 

so many times before. 

Whenever he needed time to think or to wrestle 

with a problem it was to this old gate with its famil-

iar view that he seemed to come.  

He ran his fingers across the old wood, tracing the 

almost lost initials carved there many years before. 

The scene spread before him was something he’d 

seen many times. The meadow, which stretched 

down to the valley below, and the countless rolling 

hills. The hills he knew so well. Some provided a simple stroll to the top, others presented much 

more of a challenge with steep uneven pathways strewn with rocks and stone. The result though 

was always so worthwhile. There was sense of achievement and then the glory of the view. He 

had climbed in all weathers. Some days, like today, when the warm spring air offered an uninter-

rupted vista, others when mist or driving rain obscured all but the path ahead. But he knew that 

the view was always there offering new challenges and new hills to climb.  He understood that he 

climbed his last hill; it was time to move on.  

He looked down to the village below. The cluster of homes. His village. This morning all was qui-

et. A whisp of smoke from a chimney, the bark of a dog and the nostalgic sound of children’s 

voices on their way to school. He could see the grey tiles of the church nearby. He shock his 

head sadly, regretting his separation from the life of the church. He knew it had been up to him to 

take the step back to his return, but he had never seemed able to make the move.  

Gazing at the scene below he felt he knew everyone who lived there. There were those who had 

come into his long life, his friends, his acquaintances and those who had cared for him in so 

many ways and had been important and supporting. He thought too of those he had wronged 

and, through his selfishness, he had hurt in many ways. He hoped that in their hearts they could 

forgive him. 

Above all there were those who had loved him and who he truly loved. It was to them it had been 

so very, very difficult to say goodbye – for he knew this was the moment he had to move on, to 

turn away from all he knew and face alone what his future might hold.  

Reluctant to leave he longed for just a little more time. There was so much he wanted to do , so 

many questions he wanted to ask, so many things he wished to say. But it was too late. He must 

go. He held onto the gate for a moment longer. With his head bowed and his eyes misted with 

tears he turned. As he did he stumbled on the uneven ground and, instinctively, reached out an 

arm to steady himself.  

He felt his arm gripped by a strong hand preventing him from falling. He didn’t need to look up, 

for he knew who was by his side steadying him. Raising his head, he blinked away the tears and 

through the comforting hand he felt renewed strength. He walked confidently towards what ever 

his future might hold.  

J Wainwright 
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Thought for the Day 

Last Saturday morning I was listening to radio 4 in bed, ‘Thought for the day’ came on and in my 

drowsy state I thought it sounded interesting but couldn’t clearly remember it. Later, I took the 

time to find it on ‘BBC Sounds’ and transcribe it. I’d like to share it with you. 

Bob Greaves 

 

“My friend, who lives in a little village, has fallen and broken her shoulder. She can no longer 

drive and neither, for the moment, can her partner after an earlier medical episode. Oddly 

though, they describe themselves as lucky because a WhatsApp group of 17 neighbours is all 

over them. Doctor’s appointment, shopping, train to catch; whatever it is someone will reply to 

say they can help. My friends are rich in what academics call social capital and among the rea-

sons for this is that they’ve long been a part of the local church. Every week they join people they 

might never have met otherwise and discover things they might never have known they had in 

common. 

On paper, the church is in a terminal crisis, not being very good at persuading people to join. 

Perhaps it’s because they want people to adopt beliefs that seem difficult to buy into, the empha-

sis is on belief rather than practice, on creed over community. Some people find that the creed 

they can’t swallow is matched by a rule they can’t follow like not being able to marry somebody of 

the same sex in the church. 

This spring marks the seventeen hundredth anniversary of one of the most influential Christian 

creeds, the Nicene creed, created at a meeting of the bishops in 325. It was an attempt to make 

it clear, once and for all, who was in and who was out. Who was a true believer and who was a 

heretic. It wasn’t a dispute about how many angels can dance on the head of a pin but, looking 

back, it can seem that way. There’s a good line in the Oscar nominated film ‘Conclave’ when one 

cardinal says to the other ‘if there was only certainty and no doubt there would be no mystery, 

and therefore no need for faith’. Religions are born in mystery but grow up to demand certainty, 

while life is often about holding faith and doubt together. Some of us may find solace or purpose 

in church or cathedral, not through scent of doctrinal statement but because what we really be-

lieve is in singing or silence, is company, is lighting a candle in wordless prayer, a communal 

rhyme in the rhythm of the week, a welcome sabbath in the pressure of the information age. 

My karma ran over your dogma as someone once put it, which is to say who we are is more sig-

nificant than what we believe. Many of us are accidental or agnostic believers stumbling along in 

the dark looking for someone else with a torch. Maybe we’ll find them on a WhatsApp group or in 

a local house of prayer.” 

 

Martin Rowe 

Writer and Journalist  
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MAGNESIA 

I have been travelling fairly regularly to Turkey since 1986 (it was a long drive) – then a rather 
unusual destination (a friend of mine thought I said I was going to Torquay…) - and seen many of 
the ancient sites in Anatolia, which was a central part of an-
cient Greece and Rome, as well as many other old civiliza-
tions.  These include what remains of the Temple of Artemis 
at Ephesus, one of the 7 Wonders of the Ancient World, and 
the impressive amphitheatre there (where I saw Tosca being 
performed one time), as well as another wonderful amphithea-
tre at Aspendos on the Mediterranean coast and a stunning 
stadium at Aphrodisias. 

However, in 2013 some friends of mine had heard about the 
extensive excavations of a long-lost stadium on the edge of 
the -already much-excavated – city of Magnesia, inland from 
Ephesus.  I was fortunate to get to see the excavations the 
following year; although by then much had been excavated, a 

great deal still lay buried under tonnes of earth, accumulated 
over 2,000 years.  It seemed even more remarkable than all 
the other wonderful sites I had seen previously, not least be-
cause it was still being uncovered.  It is extraordinary that it 
took so long to be excavated, but it sits high on a hillside, 
largely hidden from the city of Magnesia nearby; the lengthy 
burial under a hillside 
served the preservation 
well though – the end of 
the stadium, which must 
have always poked out 
from the hillside to 
some extent, has fared 
much less well than the 

major part which lay buried for so long. 

I have been back in 2018 , when most of the stadium had 
been uncovered, and again last year in 2024.  There is now 
a useful information board at the entrance to the site (see 
one of the two 2024 images), but there is a somewhat air of 

abandonment about the 
site now that the main excavation work seems to be over. 

The sheer scale of the stadium is awe-inspiring – it held 
30,000 spectators – and at the ringside are some amazing 
stone reliefs showing the chariots, gladiators and other sports 
conducted there.  Better still, it seems to be almost unknown, 
so it attracts very few visitors.  Although many seem to visit 
the main ruins of Magnesia in the plain below, and the entry 
ticket now covers the stadium too, it is a long walk on a hot 
Turkish day and not well signposted.  It is actually easier to 
drive up; there is no tourist infrastructure and a very high 
chance that you will have the entire colossal structure to one-
self. 

Some of the background to the city of Magnesia, the stadium’s origins and the excavations are 
described here: 

https://rarehistoricalphotos.com/stadium-magnesia-before-after-excavation/  

David Whiting 

26 February 2025 
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2018 

2014 

https://rarehistoricalphotos.com/stadium-magnesia-before-after-excavation/

