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is a fellowship of women and men who, in a spirit of free inquiry, seek to understand the
nature of present issues and problems - political, social and religious.

Founded in 1924 as The Fellowship of Youth, in 1957 we became known as the Foy
Society. We had gradually taken on the role of an inter-generational group.

Despite the fact that most of our members are Unitarians, all are welcome to join and
participate, whatever religious background. Our discussions and interaction thrives on a
rich texture of input. Please feel free to join us.

Cover picture: Foy members are getting younger. Isla and Daisy catch up
with the rest of us on the Flagg Welcome Weekend Sunday Walk in May.
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President’s Piece

The Foy Society is very fortunate in its 86 year heritage, in particular the
period 1937-57 meticulously recorded in the excellent book
“Recollections of a Remarkable Society” by Ben Johnson, Honorary
Lifetime Member, who as President of the F.O.Y. 1946-7, led the F.O.Y.
into the challenges of the post-war era.[1]

Sixty-four years later, we live in a very different society yet Ben’s
memories serve to remind me of my responsibilities as Foy President as
we approach the second decade of the 21st Century.  Today, so much is
available at the touch of a button in our fast-changing, crowded, multi-
cultural society but how often do you hear people say, “I am sooo [too]
busy”?  ‘Show biz’ may be better than ‘no biz’ but the corollary, time for
the things that matter, that make us fully functional, socially/spiritually
aware, loving and loveable human beings, is becoming a rare commodity.

Choosing the subject ‘Digital Anthropology’ for Foy Conference 2011 will
hopefully focus our awareness of the influence of technology on our
daily lives. Has technology affected our behaviour?• For me the answer
has to be a resounding YES!• For example, the Mobile Phone in its
various guises makes instant communication possible, but does it make
us better people?

Martin Croucher writes
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We must not forget those who have little or no access to the digital world
due to socio-economic, political, physical and sensory barriers.  How
does the technological revolution benefit them?  Also there are the
inevitable positives and negatives - the latter should not be overlooked;
the Internet, Facebook, Twitter, etc have their darker sides.  Caught
up in the challenge/excitement of the ‘new’ are we abnegating our
responsibilities?   We too easily forget that regulation has to have a hand
or else the ‘new child’ runs wild.

There are about six months remaining for us to put FOY Conference
2011 together yet much seems as insubstantial as those occasional
emails lost in the ‘ether’.  FOY Conferences 2009 and 2010 were
outstanding – proof of much talent among our members - so please, let’s
get the ideas flowing.

Emily, Claire & Josh Hewerdine, Brian Packer & I are prepared to be a
Study Coordinators’ group but we want to hear from you.  We are, like
the majority of FOY Members, very busy people, but we CAN do it with,
as John Lennon wrote, “A Little Help From Our Friends.”

Whatever the shape of things to come our endeavour must be to ensure
the Foy Society continues and is prepared to have influence within the
Unitarian Movement and society at large. Your President calls you to
Action Stations!

Could you help to make the next conference
even better by giving a hand with organising
the programme?

Write to our President and let him know what
You can offer.

Contact Martin by email. martin@croucher.uk.net
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(In this edition of Foy News I decided to follow Helen Hooley’s extremely
good report in the Inquirer with further impressions from Claire Hewer-
dine and Annette Percy. Claire has been an active member of Foy in
recent years and was involved in leading our Conference in 2008.
Annette has been a member of Foy much longer but has been unable to
participate for many years. For her it was a welcome return (and the
feeling was mutual). Let us start first with Claire’s impressions - Ed.)

Laughter often fills the air at FOY, but with this year’s theme being
Comedy everyone was expecting to giggle a bit more than usual.

Two practical sessions led by John allowed the group to perform the
most humorous scenes from Midsummer Nights Dream. Pyramus and
Thisbe has never been performed with so much style! Some might call
it over-acting but it was certainly great fun.

Possibly the most special part of the weekend was on Sunday evening;
performance time. 3 hours of laughter watching brilliant humorous
performances of singing, stand up, playing, group dances, take-offs of
many classic sketches and more.

Did we giggle more than usual? Definitely. In fact many laughed until
they cried. Good medicine for all. A super weekend!

The weekend led by Colin and Joan Parting-
ton included a session on pantomime (with
excerpts from various dames played by Rich-
ard Varley), a whistle stop tour of history of
comedy and a look at internet humour and its
various forms.

Study leaders John Topping and Stuart
Stokell from Cumbria University added an
‘expert eye’ to the conference. Stuart im-
pressed us with his stand-up and encouraged
us all to partake in some hilarious entertain-
ment of ‘The Court of King Caractacus’ and
‘We’re wandering minstrels’.

Foy Conference
Impressions from two of the participants
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Forty years on and it was great to be back! Annette Percy

I joined Foy in 1963 and was firmly attached to the then Manchester
Branch for the next couple of years. I suppose that my first Foy
Conference was the one in 1964. and it was in that year that I attended
my first GA meetings – Veronica Needham and I were the two young
delegates from the Altrincham congregation. In March 1965 I moved
down to London to become assistant to Grenville Needham, the full time
Youth Department Secretary at Essex Hall. Thus Foy and UYPL
became part of my very desirable working life. I’m pretty sure that I
attended every Foy Conference until 1970 but somehow I never had the
opportunity to attend again until this year.

I had no qualms in booking for this year’s Foy get together at Hucklow
over the May Bank Holiday weekend. I knew that the Foy population
goes on and on and I was in regular touch with many of its members
through GA meetings, IRF Oldies Reunions, and various other activities.
And of course it was another excuse to get back to the Nightingale Centre.
Well the weekend proved that you can make a comeback in Foy howev-
er long it is since you were around before.

There were lots of familiar faces and some great new people to get to
know. The weekend was lots of fun. The Conference theme
“Exploring Humour” was explored to the full with the help of Study

More from our Last Conference
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Leader Colin Partington and two Dra-
ma Lecturers from the University of
Cumbria in Carlisle. We looked at
Pantomime, then Slap Stick and Stand
up Comedy on film, acted out crazy
circus tricks, and, on a more serious
note, explored the comedy in A
Midsummer’s Night’s Dream, acting
out the tale of Pyramis and Thisbe with
a great deal of drama and laughter.

It was great to be back with Foy and I eagerly recorded the dates for
2011 in my diary. But, alas, alack, I already know that I won’t be able
to be there because it’s the same weekend as the Leamington Music
Festival when  I  shall  be wearing  another  hat  as Chair  of  the Dvořák
Society for Great Britain.
Oh well. It can’t be helped.... and I will do my best to be there in 2012.

“.......superior to You”
Jimmy takes it on the chin

“If this narrowboat went any faster
We’d be sure to spill the wine”

Josh & Emily
play

John and Dot
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This terminology may seem strange for a Unitarian, or more particularly
a Unitarian Universalist congregation, as the Atlanta ‘church’ is, but the
appellation is relatively recent, and somewhat mischievous. The rea-
son it drifted into my mind is born purely of physical rather than spiritual
beginnings, and here’s why.

Back in the ‘60s the Atlanta Unitarians were looking for a new site, and
one that was truly theirs. The old, pre-owned churches they had inhabit-
ed had fulfilled their task, and now was the time for new beginnings. But
where would they go?

The possibility of a site on ‘amen corner’ was out of the question, as the
zoning boards were heavy with conformist non-conformists, whose per-
ception of ‘middle of the road’ was squarely in the right lane, and they
were out to prevent lightning strikes at major intersections.

So, the Unitarian Universalist Churh of Atlanta (UUCA) found itself on
the north access road of the I85 freeway out of Atlanta, on low ground
beside Fern Creek. The actual address was Cliff Valley Way, conven-
iently bisected by the freeway, and thus confusing to find, but Unitarians
are made of stern stuff, and a suitable architect was found and briefed.

Like the Chicago Uni’s, who found F.L. Wright, the Atlantans found Mr
Amisano, who penned a design much loved by the architectural com-
munity, but which proved somewhat wanting in practice. The low, square
pyramid enclosed schoolrooms, offices and social spaces around its
perimeter, and a circular sanctuary at its center, with ranked seating and
a roof rising to hopeful, but minimal roof lighting.

There was no air conditioning, so heat was, in the manner of Canute and
the tide, directed to rise to the apex and exhaust itself, but this meant
that the schoolrooms were open to the sanctuary and the chatter of the
young mingled (and competed) with the meditations of the old.

Reality struck. Walls went up and air-conditioning took over, and the
Sanctuary was plunged into darkness, except for the artificial lighting

Lights and Sound Gods of UUCA
Geoffrey Kent writes from the “New World”
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and the dim glow from the skylights. Thus, the Lights and Sound God
came to be. My induction came a year after we joined the church, and
Jan was well involved with the bookstore. My treacherous instructor,
once he had ensured that I had a handle on the system, promptly faded
from view, leaving me with a weekly duty that was sometimes entertain-
ing, but fraught with pitfalls.

Bill Sale was a professor at Georgia College of Technology, and a real
character. He designed and built the lighting controls himself, and the
size of the dimmers was frighteningly small when compared with the
vast array of downlights it was supposed to control. There was a
tendency for all the lights in the room to ‘flash’ momentarily when
dimming them down for the meditation, which always drew ‘looks’ from
congregants, but it always happened. The presence of a switch on the
control box labeled ‘Fan’, that had a taped-on legend “Do not turn off”,
made one somewhat nervous, and wonder why the thing was there at
all.

Following Jan’s successful practice with the Bookstore, I recruited some
fellow victims, and established a monthly routine. For the sound system,
my ‘bellweather’ was Mary-Nell Santacroche. She was locally famous as
the actress who played Daisy, in the play Driving Miss Daisy, and who
was a bit hard of hearing. When someone was speaking softly I looked
in her direction to see if she showed indifference or a glare, before
risking increasing the volume into the hazardous strata of feedback.

Politics often pops up in the pulpit, and one 4th July (Independence Day)
it was my luck to be at the controls. A local political figure was giving the
homily when all the lights, and the sound, went dead. All eyes fell on me,
of course, as I sat, bathed dimly in the light of the Amisano rooflights, but
I was unable to express my innocence, and the speaker continued,
unfazed. The power had gone out for the whole building, but the haunt-
ing sense of the feeling that I had sabotaged the service for the Crown
still lingered.

Terry Sweetser always memorized his sermons, and he delighted the
congregations with his tales and his engaging manner, but one Sunday
there was something else. Was it a throwback to that Schoolroom
chatter, or something on the ether? Terry, hearing some intrusion into
his flow, turned and looked up at me. Perhaps I should mention at this
point, that my position was about 12 feet above the bottom of the
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Shouldn’t we learn
from the experience
of other countries?

Sanctuary, as the circular ranks of seats rose quite steeply to the upper
level. He announced that there was apparently some interference com-
ing from a local radio station that was being picked up by his wireless
microphone, and would I please turn the sound off.

The affrontary, to question the expertise of the….. It was then that the
words appeared to me… the Sound God. Was I not the only official
person whose position placed him above the Minister? Did I not control
the flow of words and the source of light? Well, I did not turn off the
sound system, and the intruding rumpus turned out to be the second-
graders processing the Arc of the Covenant around the building, so I
bathed in a glow of self righteousness as the word got out.

So, that’s it, folks. The Lights and Sound Gods were born, initially with
Lynn, Larry, Bill and myself. Bill retired to the swamps of Savannah, and
I’m the oldest, now, Larry Williams having retired with the advent of
‘hi-tech’ at the age of 88. Our ranks have swelled with the addition of
George, Scott and Jeep (yes, really) who is another Brit, and we dazzle
and confuse with videos, powerpoints and multi-channel sound.
(Though I often hanker after simpler days).

I drew short straw for the 4th July again this year. Pat suggested wearing
the tricorn hat I wore for Revolutionary War re-enactments, a suggestion
I accepted with enthusiasm, along with the period waistcoat Pat made to
go with it. Just for larks I found the small, ancient Union Jack that has
explored the various bilges of my boats, and Service time found me,
properly dressed, with the flag draped over the front of the console. At
the beginning of the service, Don Milton, our enthusiastic Music Director,
identified me to the crowd, and I acknowledged the warm applause.
Such fun!

Geoffrey Kent

Geoff

Jeep



Page 11

Welcome Weekend at the Barn
It used to be called “Trustees Weekend” but has always been open for
all members and friends to come along. Fixed items on the programme
are Foy Council Meeting, Trustees Meeting and the Annual Service.
Optional, though equally consistent activities, have been walking the
hills, chatting around the stove, eating and drinking together and camp-
ing in the field.

Annual Business Meeting of the Trustees

A couple of years ago we changed the name of the weekend. “Trustees
Weekend” didn’t sound very welcoming and as we were anxious to
attract more young folk (see below) we decided to call it “Welcome
Weekend”. Since then we have had an increase in young participants!

At this year’s Welcome Weekend Joy Mason, our roving reporter, asked
some of the new folk what they liked about Flagg?          The responses:

Fran (aged 6).

“I like meeting people
who I haven’t seen for
a long time and when I
meet people who are
new, that I don’t know.”

(Fran in centre of pic)
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Sian (aged 5). Meeting my friends and seeing Daisy (the whippet).
I liked the party (in the Village Hall, where we held a service and had a
fish and chip supper followed by face painting and a quiz).

More of the Children’s responses....

Isla (age 5). I like Daisy coming to Flagg, she is cute and she is ten.
I like going in the wood and I like going to Monyash.

Georgina (age 3). Clara (age 4) and Matthew (age 4).

They all agreed that they like going into the wood (trees that we planted
with a grant from the Peak Park Planning Board about 25 years ago.
It is great that we can now, rightly, describe it as a “wood”).

Isla with Daisy on the walk to Monyash
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Ben Johnson joined the Cambridge Branch of the then Fellowship of
Youth (F.O.Y.) in October 1937 and even after the outbreak of WW2 in
1939, despite the demands of Civil Defence duties which moved him
around the country, wherever he was and by whatever mode of transport
- bicycle, train, hitch-hiking or wading through snow -, Ben managed to
get to events at Flagg; the nearest Branch activities and even war-time
Annual Conferences until he joined the RAF in 1942. 1 At the Easter
Conference in 1946, members of the F.O.Y. elected him their President.

As the first post-war President of the F.O.Y., Ben was still in uniform and
conscious of the vital importance of ensuring the existence of a Society
in changing times: a society with a name resonant of a post-war
1 “Recollections of a Remarkable Society: F.O.Y. October 1937 –Easter 1957”, Ben
Johnson, 1998, Fieldfare Publications, Cambridge, England, U.K.

Also at Welcome Weekend, a Unique Event!

When Flagg Trustees and friends gathered at The Barn 29-31 May 2010
it was the ideal opportunity for the Foy Society Membership Secretary
Hazel Warhurst to make a unique presentation.

Honorary Membership of the Foy Society was especially created and
conferred on both Ben & Robin Johnson in recognition of their unfailing
support and gratitude for their outstanding contribution to the Foy Soci-
ety during 73 and 62 years respectively.

Janice Croucher reports

Robin & Ben with
Hazel Warhurst
immediately after
their presentation
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“identity”, whose activities would be appropriate to members of F.O.Y.
returning home from active service and able to attract the interest of
young people aged 18 -35 whose experience of the war years had
directed social trends away from participating in group activities so
popular in the 1930s. In 1946 there was a natural precedence for
finding employment, a place to live, taking up interrupted study or
training and rebuilding civilian and family life. 1

Because so many venues were still requisitioned by the War Office there
was a scarcity of places to meet regularly in Cambridge. This difficulty
was overcome when Ben took on joint tenancy of a large flat by
Magdalen Bridge, complete with private punt moored to the terrace!
Undeterred by low membership numbers, Ben kept the Cambridge
Branch of F.O.Y. in existence, continuing the tradition of weekly oppor-
tunities for meeting others of like-mind for discussion and exchanges,
welcoming young Unitarians of the Cambridge area, those ‘Up’ at the
University or passing through on their travels.

When de-mobbed Ben rejoined his father’s firm and was awarded a
small car to do his work. Cars were a rare commodity at the time: Ben’s
vehicle became invaluable as a means of transporting people not only
to the F.O.Y. Annual Conferences at Easter (held alternate years at
Manchester College, Oxford and Ullett Road Church, Liverpool) but also
to The Barn at Flagg, which became a focal point for F.O.Y. members
countrywide, a place where they could get together informally and where
many long-term friendships were formed: slowly but surely the F.O.Y’s
post-war existence was assured.

In May 1948 Robin Mackay, a young Australian actress & graduate of
Melbourne University arrived in England to take up a contract with the
London Old Vic. Robin had been in London only three months when her
friend and fellow Melbourne graduate, Jack Swann, invited her to Flagg.
Robin recalls getting off the train at Millers Dale and revelling in the fresh
air as they walked across the fields to the Barn. Forewarned of the
Barn’s basic facilities she had put on her plainest dress only to be
admonished, “We wear old clothes at Flagg!” Having come to England
with the express intention of launching her acting career, Robin replied,
1  It was to be 10 years before the name-change was officially achieved, a choice made
only hours before it was approved at the AGM of 1957 when F.O.Y. became The Foy
Society.
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“But I don’t have any old clothes”. The rest, as they say, is History: it
was at that Flagg Weekend Robin & Ben met for the first time. Mr
Mackay back in Australia took the startling ‘change of plan’ with loving
stoicism but Mrs Mackay, who had accompanied her daughter to Lon-
don to put her on the Stage, responded with exasperation, “Oh, why
couldn’t Ben marry some nice Cambridge girl instead!” . Ben and Robin
were married in October 1949: what The Old Vic Company lost has been
of immeasurable benefit to Ben, F.O.Y. and the Foy Society for sixty-two
years.

Ben retired as a member of the F.O.Y. when he reached the then upper
age limit of 35 but he continued his support of the society through Robin,
13 years his junior.1 Together they continued to offer weekly hospitality
to the Cambridge Branch and were both members of the Cambridge
Unitarian congregation. In 1952 they moved to an old farm in Gt
Wilbraham on the outskirts of Cambridge, and at Easter, only three
weeks after the birth of their second baby, Ian, and amidst the parapher-
nalia of renovations, they undertook the task of holding the F.O.Y.
Annual Conference there! Some 40 people camped on their field whilst
baby Ian was left in the care of a nurse hired to enable Robin to take
charge of catering on their 4 Oven Aga, a wedding present. All went
well until the Aga went out! Ian’s nurse rose to the challenge, donned
an apron and cooked breakfast for 40 on the open fire in what was to
become the ever-welcoming sitting room at 33 High Street. Today there
is a side table in that same room and on it, in pride of place, the framed
Certificate of Honorary Membership of the Foy Society. The award is,
like Ben & Robin themselves, unique.

Janice Croucher

This article is based on conversations with Robin and Ben Johnson during a visit to their home

in Gt Wilbraham on Thursday 24th June 2010.

Janice Croucher joined the Foy Society/London Young Unitarians (LYU) in
1968 when she was only 17 and was terrified it would be discovered she was
underage. In 1974 she married Martin Croucher and introduced him to Foy –
he is the current President.
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[6 a.m. Wednesday 13 January 2010]

I hear again and again your
Shocked, agonised
Whimpers of intense pain
Broadcast across the world to
Hit my Wednesday ears at six a.m.

I hear deep despair, defeat:
Your Daddy – Nicholas -
Back from USA to cradle you,
Him strong but scared, pierced by
Knowing every second stealing life away.

Oh that Human Love were strong enough...
Could take away your pain,
Close up your head,
Push back your bones,
Glue your Gran’Mammy & Sisters back together.

I here so far from you, and no Ezekiel,
So long to sing The Song of Joining Up; then
See you dance joyfully to the everyday Samba beat and
Hear Gran’Mammy call from her cooking place: “Talaila, Honey!
Come, eat! Be sure now, you’s all ready f’ school in t’mornin’ ? “

For Talaila: crushed in Haiti

©Janice Croucher 4 a.m. Thursday 14 January 2010

Breaking News
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Sometimes when I am asked to explain what being a Unitarian is all about, my
interlocutor says brightly, "Well, you don't do Christmas then" and I explain,
patiently, that yes Unitarians do do Christmas, for Christmas is a story and a
very beautiful one full of different resonances, and that we love it.

There was this man, see. Just a carpenter, from Galilee but his message fills
everyone who hears it with hope and with joy. His preaching becomes so
popular that he appears to be a threat to the Sanhedrin, a charge is cobbled
together and the Romans, to prevent civil unrest, crucify him. And that should
be the end of this wandering prophet, among so many wandering prophets and
pseudo-messiahs. But it's not. His message spreads and spreads. It is carried
out of Jewry and into foreign lands, lands where the people are used to a
panoply of gods and also used to putting on little playlets to celebrate the birth
of heroes. So, a little pageant is put together.

Bishop Spong suggests that the Christmas story becomes a play so readily
because that is how it started. (read: Bishop Spong Jesus for the non-religious)
So, 2,000 years of little boys with tea-towels on their heads. The Roman taste
for pageants meets the Jewish tradition of Midrash. The child is born of a virgin
– Ecclesiastes with a bit of doctoring. The birth has to be in Bethlehem because
of a prophecy so a tax is invented. There is no contemporary record. Mary and
Joseph set off on their journey across a thousand Christmas cards. Joseph
provides, weirdly, the blood line of David but none of the blood. He seems to
inhabit the Christmas story solely as a donkey guide.

The midwinter birth, the cave and the shepherds come from the birth of Mithras,
the reluctant landlord is a nice touch. The wise men come from Isiah and
Solomon. There is no contemporary record of a star, there may have been a
comet but not in the reign of that particular Herod. There is no contemporary
record of a slaughter of the innocents, that presumably comes from Moses in
Egypt and the death of the first born. The Holy Family flee into Egypt so that the
new covenant and the new law can, like Moses' law, come out of Egypt.

And there we have it. And it becomes part of our Christmas memories, inter-
twined with all the pagan rituals we scooped up and added to the mix: the holly
and the ivy, the presents, the yule log, and then the cake, the pudding and the
mince pies. And finally there comes the entirely personal.

Take some time to identify how much of Christmas for you is made of memo-
ries. And rejoice in the miracle of a beautiful story that has captured hearts for
2,000 years.

On Being a Unitarian
Dorothy Haughton Reflects
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Some people say brightly, "Well then, I'm a Unitarian because I don't/do
believe … ." and because I am practising tolerance and because I don't
really want to upset anyone I don't snarl, "Not in a million years, sun-
shine." Because Unitarians are people who worship. Worship is so
important and so central to the movement that the NUF was created for
those people who could not get to a service.

And yet, there is no feeling in Unitarianism that worship conveys any
particular blessing or benefit. There is no standard format (beyond a
vague feeling of preference in many quarters for the hymn sandwich).
There are no sacraments. Sometimes Unitarian worship seems to con-
sist of, as the grandson of a friend said, " Just a lot of old people standing
up and sitting down." with possibly, to refer to a letter in The Inquirer, a
nice lady talking about her garden.

Yes, of course, sometimes a service gives me something to chew on for
the rest of the week. Yes, of course, sometimes the hymn singing or the
music lifts my spirits. Yes, of course, sometimes I do feel a spirituality, a
sacredness. Yes, of course, I enjoy the contact with other people
(though I can get that in my morris dancing team and there, there is, as
well, the beer). But not always.

And yet I go, every week when I can. If you pushed me against a wall
and forced me to come up with a convincing reason for attending
worship, rather than just waiting for God to appear to me in the quiet of
an ancient church or in the birdsong of a country walk as do the bright
"I'm-a-Unitarians", I should have to say that my life has social and
physical and mental and spiritual aspects and that I undertake activities
that will promote the health and strength of those aspects.

And that, weird though it may sound, going to worship is the best way I
have yet found of sustaining and supporting the spiritual dimension of
my life. And that this leads to reading and discussion which further
enhance the spiritual dimension of my life and that, perhaps, I can the
more readily feel the presence of the divine in situations other than
worship because I am, as it were, primed to experience it ... in a quiet
church or on a country walk, for example.
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You see, barely an unqualified, positive statement in the whole para-
graph. It is no wonder we are so unwilling to proselytize. "Become a
Unitarian and you will get … um, yes, well, perhaps not anything and
anyway we believe that what you contribute, what you bring in is more
important than … . " And yet, and yet; people sometimes come to our
services and declare happily that they feel as if they have come home,
that Unitarianism is what they have been seeking for all their lives. So
we are doing something right even if we are not always sure exactly what.

Anyway, I shall continue to go to service and I may, one day, achieve
enlightenment. I do have the satisfaction of knowing that the dreariest
Unitarian service beats sitting on the top of a pillar for thirty-seven years.
If you are more enlightened then: answers on a postcard, please.

   Dorothy Haughton

As the end of July drew near, my wife and I set out on our annual
pilgrimage to Great Hucklow, joining a group of about thirty old friends
and new for Unitarian Experience Week. This year the theme was
"Reaching for the High Notes: To Strive, to Seek, to Find... The Positives

Unitarian Experience Week Steven Williams

Request for Foy to do next
GA Opening Session
The General Assembly Executive Committee have asked Foy if we would
be prepared to do the opening session at the 2011 Annual Meetings in
Swansea.  The theme of these meetings is “Valuing & supporting our
Volunteers” and, in the light of our recent successful conference, it is
thought that we could use “Humour” to get the meetings off to a good start.
If you would like to be involved please contact Dot Hewerdine.

dot@hewerdinefamily.co.uk
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in Life", so it is unfortunate that I'll start by striking a negative note that
numbers were noticeably down on previous years.

We arrived on Saturday afternoon, and on Sunday morning we joined
the congregation of the Old Chapel for worship, where Rev'd. Geoff
Usher led the service, setting the tone for the week with an amusing
sermon telling us how to be miserable! Later in the day I took part in the
first of three walks round the area, all of them led by David Copley.

There were three Theme Talks. The first was on the History of Music,
given by Richard Merritt. It began with ancient Greek and Persian music,
although the emphasis was mainly on Western classical music, going
through Bach, Mozart and Beethoven up to modernists like Stravinsky
and Stockhausen. He played extracts, and at the end we had a vote on
our favourite pieces (Purcell's "Dido and Aeneas" won).

The next talk was by Michael Dadson and Phil Silk on Universalism, its
history and how it influences Unitarianism today. The talk ended with an
incongruous rendering of a jolly song called "Climbing up Sunshine
Mountain". The third talk was by Vic Mason on the theme of Global
Warming. He challenged much of the conventional wisdom on the
subject, suggesting that it will not be the problem many believe it will be,
and that population growth, over-consumption and pollution represent
far greater threats to the environment.

There were not as many activities on offer as usual this year, but some
highlights included a discussion inspired by David Doel's book, "The
Man they called the Christ", and an evening where we read extracts of
our favourite poetry and prose (I lowered the tone by following a Shake-
speare sonnet with a rather vulgar story by Mike Harding!). And I must
mention the Craft Table run by my wife, Camilla; using a technique
called "decopatch", she encouraged an enthusiastic group of people to
produce some colourful maracas.

Of course music figured prominently in the week - there was a Folk
Evening in the middle of the week, and a Social Evening at the end, and
both of these featured performances by a band and a choir made up of
members of the group. It was a great pleasure to be part of the choir,
directed by Lyanne Mitchell, which performed the Zulu hymn
"Siyahamba".

This year's Unitarian Experience Week was as much a pleasure as
usual, but let's have a few more people there next time! Steven Williams
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1. NAME

The name of the Society shall be The Foy Society.

2. AIMS

a. The Society is a fellowship of people who, in a spirit
of free enquiry, seek to understand the nature of current reli-
gious, social and political issues.

b. The Society aims to promote thought and action aris-
ing out of such enquiry, and welcomes all who sympathise
with these aims.

c. The Society is closely associated with the Unitarian
movement, sharing with it a belief in the principles of freedom,
reason and tolerance.

3.
4. MEMBERSHIP OF THE SOCIETY

a. Any person who is in sympathy with the aims of the
Society may become a member upon payment of the annual
subscription.

b. Foy Council shall have the power to withhold mem-
bership from any person, subject to an appeal to the next An-
nual General Meeting. The Council shall inform the person of
the reasons for its decision.

c. The Annual General Meeting may confer honorary
membership on an individual who has made a particular con-
tribution to the Society over many years.

5. MEMBERSHIP AND OPERATION OF FOY COUNCIL

a. The Council is the executive body of the Society, and
is responsible to the Annual General Meeting.

b.

The Foy Society - Our new constitution
adopted at this year’s AGM
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c. Officers and other members of Foy Council shall be:
·  President
·  Conference Secretary
·  Editor of Foy News
·  Flagg Secretary
·  General Secretary
·  Membership Secretary
·  Treasurer
·  Webmaster
·  Two General Members
·  Former officers in the year after their retirement

d. These positions shall be filled by election at each
Annual General Meeting. Any officer or general member may
be re-elected, except that no member shall hold the office of
President for more than two consecutive years.

e. In the event of any position being or becoming vacant,
Council shall have the power to appoint a member to fill that
position until the next Annual General Meeting.

f. Council shall have the power to co-opt up to two
additional members, one of whom shall be the Study Leader.

g. Notice of each Council meeting shall be sent to all
members of Council at least two weeks before the meeting.
Each Council member present at meetings shall have one vote,
the President having a casting vote if necessary. At the discre-
tion of the President, Council may conduct its business by
electronic means.

6. SUBSCRIPTIONS

The subscription shall be determined by the Annual General Meeting.

7. GENERAL MEETINGS

The Society shall hold an Annual General meeting each year, and
notice of it shall be given by the General Secretary at least four weeks
before the meeting. The notice and agenda for an extraordinary
general meeting shall be sent out at least two weeks before the meet-
ing. An extraordinary general meeting may be called by Council or at
the request of ten members of the Society. Every member present at a
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general meeting shall be entitled to one vote, the President having a
casting vote if necessary.

8. QUORUM FOR MEETINGS

The quorum for a general meeting shall be one tenth of the membership or
fifteen members, whichever is the less. The quorum for a Council meeting shall
be four members.

9. ANNUAL ACCOUNTS

a. The Treasurer shall present a statement of accounts to
the Annual General Meeting.

b. Each Annual General Meeting shall appoint an
Independent Examiner for the following year, who shall
not be a member of Council.

10. AMENDMENTS TO THE CONSTITUTION

Amendments to the Constitution may only be made at an Annual Gener-
al Meeting, and shall require a two-thirds majority of those present and
eligible to vote. Proposals for such changes must reach the General
Secretary at least two months before the meeting, and shall be pub-
lished in full in the notice of the meeting.

The Foy Society,
c/o General Assembly of Unitarian and Free Christian Churches,
Essex Hall,
1-6 Essex Street,
London WC2R 3HY

This revised Constitution was adopted at the Foy AGM held on 1 May
2010 at Great Hucklow.
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“Two households alike in dignity..”   so goes the opening of ‘Romeo and
Juliet’ but unlike the feuding families in Shakespeare’s tragedy, the Merritt
and the Hewerdines were far from  harbouring any ancient grudge;    they
were renowned as two Unitarian families that had lived in amity for years.

Josh and Claire shared many interests especially marathon running and
looked in the peak of condition as they stood before the altar at Rivington
Unitarian Chapel.  The service was conducted by The Rev David Shaw
and Judith Crompton and David Dawson was the organist who stirred
the 120 people into song.

David and Richard Merritt played a duet from Handel’s Sonata for Treble
Recorder and Continuo. The music to which Claire entered the chapel
was a wedding march composed by her father. All traces of Lancashire
rain were dispelled and the Wedding seemed to be a harbinger of Spring.

The Reception was joyous,  the humour of the speeches perfectly pitched.
The Ceilidh was suitably athletic and it is worth recording that in one
dance ‘The Bridge of Athlone’ one guest managed to dance it holding
aloft a very large video recorder.

Many guests had come from afar and all must have rated this the
Unitarian Wedding of the Year.

Wedding of Claire Merritt and Josh Hewerdine
3rd April, 2010

as reported for The Unitarian by Dennis Crompton

Photograph:
Tim Collier



Could I/would I help an old friend move his boat from somewhere near Wigan
(flat caps, rugby league, a pier etc) to somewhere near Preston (flat caps,
Preston Guild, North End etc)? Such an adventure would entail traversing the
tidal rivers Douglas and Ribble as well as the new canal constructed at the turn
of the last century. Could I/would I?? You bet!

So, after a train journey north to Wigan I found myself at the top of Wigan locks
on a beautiful May evening to meet my companions for the next week; Captain
John, First Mate Dave  - and me as crew/Galley Slave.

At this point I should mention that we have known each other for more than 40
years, so no introductions were needed. After a short debate as to whether to eat
in or at the nearby pub, self-catering won, safe in the knowledge that, all being
well and according to the canal guide, there was a warm, friendly pub serving
evening meals awaiting us at our destination for the next day, some three miles
as the proverbial crow flies, but a whole day’s cruising.
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Three Men in a (Narrow) Boat
Gordon Lowthian contemplates a rash decision

Characters (in order of appearance)

Galley Slave - Gordon Himself
First Mate Dave - David Copley
Cap’n John - John Hewerdine

The Trio



Page 26

First night on board passed OK; no falling out of bunks or loud snoring. In the
morning Dave’s twitching tendencies came to the fore; much excitement over a
brightly painted duck and a wagtail nesting in a lock gate. More of this was to
come. We set off down the lock flight – 25 heavy locks to get through but the
weather was fine (a little drizzle near the bottom) and a forced stop for a light
snack whilst Cap’n John repaired the front fender.

Past the Pier (was that it???) and a stop for late lunch at a derelict canalside
attraction – all exits blocked so we had to move to get to ASDA to stock up with
essentials (wine with some food as well) and then on to our eagerly anticipated
overnight stop at Crooke and it’s warm, friendly pub.

With a cheerful step we entered this demi-paradise. The clientele looked less than
friendly but we nevertheless put on a brave face and enquired about food. Nothing
doing – but pizzas could be ordered! Thanks but no thanks, and on to the next
pub which had a much more positive appearance - “meals served all day” it
proclaimed. But it wasn’t our night; no food at the inn.  In the end we finished up
with instant meals from a nearby SPAR shop heated in the oven.

The next couple of days saw us in the attractive countryside of the Douglas valley
and eventually at Tarleton, at the end of the Rufford branch of the Leeds and
Liverpool Canal, and the beginning of our adventure on to tidal waters. This is
intensive market gardening country and very peaceful. Dave’s twitching was
becoming contagious and now we were all at it – oh.... the excitement!

A motley crew



Tarleton has an amazing Indian take-away, but I stuck to traditional fish and chips.
Captain John’s cousin and daughter also paid a brief visit and brought wonderful
cakes to see us through the hardships of the coming day “at sea”. It was here we
also played petanque on a beautiful evening– what cosmopolitan chaps we were!!
Mid-day the next day saw us assembling at the sea lock with five other boats
ready to lock down into the inward surging river Douglas when released by the
lock-keeper. The lock emptied, the gates opened, and there were the grey tidal
waters rushing at us. Off we went, hardly making any headway but slowly gaining
ground against the tide.  And so the convoy gradually made its way down the
Douglas as it widened into a wide estuary – it’s not every day a narrowboat passes
a yacht in full sail. Eventually we could see the marker light that showed where
we had to turn and go with the tide up the river Ribble towards Preston, and we
counted the miles down until we saw the narrow entrance to the navigable brook
into the new canal – we had done it, and no problems. No need to use the anchor;
no need to run for Preston Docks!!  Nevertheless, as we turned into the brook the
tide had turned and was now pushing the boat behind us back downstream, and
towards the feared sandbank lurking underwater – but he made it.  Soon we were
in the first lock and safe waters.

A gentle cruise up a very narrow cut with some delightful local children on a bridge
spitting on us as we passed under, and then the fearsome triple staircase lock at
the top, which had to be navigated backwards because of the tight turn. We
entered the Lancaster Canal on a beautiful sunny evening and found a quiet
mooring for the night.

The main line of the Lancaster Canal is lock-free so for the next two days we
cruised through pleasant countryside; fields and hills and woods with masses of
bluebells and wild garlic. Life couldn’t get better. An overnight stop at Garstang
included a very nice meal in the town, and our mooring next to the impressive
aqueduct saw us yet again watching out for more (feathered) birds. It was here a
strange event occurred.
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Security of still waters



Cap’n summoned the crew to witness a phenomenon; he had managed to drop
his glasses over the edge of the aqueduct – but not into the river below; there
they were, perched on a narrow ledge about three feet down and nine inches
wide. Lucky – but how to get them back? Too far to reach over, and too dangerous
to climb down to the ledge. Solution? A magnet and a small fishing net!!

My last day was to see a long-held ambition fulfilled – a trip down the branch canal
to Glasson Dock. Beautiful weather, seven really heavy locks and eventually
arriving in a little port with access to the river Lune and the Irish Sea. Lots of yachts
and crystal-clear water.  What a backdrop to our mooring! We were guided to the
local view-point, from which you could see Blackpool Tower on the southern
horizon, and The Old Man of Coniston to the north, and the Pennines behind us.
Quite wonderful. A really nice meal at the Dalton Arms finished the day off.

The final day saw the good ship Scallywag head back up the canal whilst I
waited for the bus to Lancaster, then the train home. On the way I noted that it
took 12 minutes to get from Preston to Wigan by train. It took us a week by
water......    No contest as to which is best!

Garstang Aquaduct fascade where the Lancaster Canal crosses the River Wyre
You can see the ledge where Cap’n John’s specs landed!

Page 28



But what a coincidence that not only did David and I stay with Geoff and Pat Kent
in Atlanta during our holiday in the USA, but we were actually in the congregation
of the Unitarian Universalist Church of Atlanta, and saw the “Lights and Sounds
Gods” in action, less than a month ago! It was an eye-opening experience and
we didn’t even know that Geoff had written his piece for John before our visit took
place.

Tributes to June Bell, longstanding member and friend of many of us, have been
printed elsewhere. I sent condolences on behalf of Foy members to June’s two
daughters, and David and I officially represented Foy at the Memorial Service
held at St Mark’s, Edinburgh on July 10th.

Thank you Howard!
At the Foy AGM in May, our quietly efficient Howard Hague was finally relieved
of his role as Secretary of Foy - a post he has held so responsibly for many, many
years. Although Howard indicated his desire to step down a few years ago he
nobly volunteered to carry on in the role until someone else could be found to
undertake the work. We are delighted that Sheila Weddell from Newcastle has
offered to be his successor. Her contact details are on the back page.

We were very concerned about Martin Slatford after the Trustees Welcome
Weekend at the Barn, Flagg. During the weekend Martin had taken a nasty fall
while negotiating a stone-wall stile on the Sunday walk. He made light of his tumble
so no-one was aware that he had in fact injured himself quite badly. After a very
long time we finally received the good news that Martin was well taken care of by
the NHS after he checked himself into A and E at a hospital in Derby on his way
home to Leicester. A scan revealed Martin had broken two of his ribs and also
cracked one.  The next day he was taken all the way home to Leicester by taxi
and not asked to pay one penny! There are some very good sides to our National
Health system, aren’t there?

 (see recent pictures of Martin on page 31 - Ed.)
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News of Members
Hazel Warhurst
The Editor bringing forward the deadline for this
edition has caused me a bit of a headache. Having
returned from the marriage of our eldest son, Keith
and his fiancée, Sally, in the Smoky Mountains of
Tennessee less than a week ago, I am now
desperately trying to tackle the most urgent things
needing to be done which have accumulated over
the past few weeks.
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Best Wishes also to Trevor Mettam who has moved into Hallamshire Care Home
in Sheffield. We hope he is feeling settled and enjoying having more company.

Miles and Jane Howarth had a very stressful summer. They thought they had
sold their house, moved into a rented one and then found out that their buyer
had lost all his money abroad and so was backing out of the deal. With furniture
in store they had to re-advertise their house for sale and then cope with the
news that Miles needed fairly urgent heart surgery. They just managed to
squeeze in a week’s holiday before Miles had his operation on Tuesday 14th

September. We hope he will soon be feeling the benefit of the operation and
that he and Jane can find a suitable home to buy.

Congratulations and Best Wishes for the future to Frank Pinder and Brenda,
who married at Dunham Road Unitarian Chapel, Altrincham on 14th August, and
also Claire and Josh Hewerdine, whose wedding is reported in full on page 24.

1969 and 1970 were popular years for UYPL weddings, so......

Ruby Wedding Congratulations to Dot and John Hewerdine, Rosemary and
Alan Ruston, & Lynne and Richard Varley who have all celebrated this milestone
Anniversary recently.

Baby Congratulations to proud parents Sam and Elena Partington, on the safe
arrival of their daughter. Clara was born on May 25th at Leeds General Hospital
weighing 6lbs 11oz. She is the fifth grandchild for Colin and Joan.

New members:
We welcome three new members: Helen Hooley from Macclesfield and Mark
Deakin from Telford who both participated in the May Conference, and Patricia
Howard from Wakefield who joined Foy in June.

Changes of Address:
Those I know about are included in the new Address List accompanying this
edition of Foy News. They include Celia and John Midgley, Claire and Josh
Hewerdine, Miles and Jane Howarth and Roger Mason. Please check your
entry and let me know of any corrections.

The rate remains £7.50 for Individual Membership and £10.00 for a couple.
Reminders for arrears or late payments should have already reached you by email,
or are shown on the renewal form with your copy of Foy News. Please make
all cheques payable to “The Foy Society” and send them to me for
our treasurer, at the address printed on the back page.

Membership Subscriptions



Page 31

Work-weekend at the Barn

We had been approached by the headteacher of the local school in Flagg
to see if it was possible for children to visit our nicely developing patch of
woodland at the bottom of the field.  What a great opportunity to increase
our involvement in the life of the village and also to further fulfil our
obligation to the original purpose of the trust by using the property for the
benefit of local young people interested in issues of our environment.

And so it was that a few of us gathered on the weekend of 17th-19th
September to improve both access and safety of the woodland area.  It is
a generation ago since a group of Foy members planted the trees referred
to by the children on page 12, helped by a grant from the Peak Park
Planning Board.  A wide variety of trees have now grown to a good size
and the fence around the area was in a poor state.

We started Saturday morning with a site meeting to discuss what was
needed.  An access point was agreed, bearing in mind that we wanted to
avoid too much difficulty with nettles and the obstruction of overhanging
foliage, whilst at the same time avoiding direct access onto the driveway,
so that a child running out would not be directly in the path of an
approaching delivery vehicle.
We also used the weekend as an
opportunity to brighten up the Barn with
some TLC from a paintbrush.  We were
delighted to be joined by Martin Slatford who
is recovering well from his walking accident
in May.  Martin demonstrated his new found
energy by helping with the work.

There was a danger of “all work and no play”
so we also managed to do some walking as
well as checking out some local pub food.
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Having recently read the almost predictable headline that the GCSE
results have improved for the twenty third consecutive year with almost seven
out of ten entries (69.1%) being awarded a C grade or above. The
corresponding figure in 1988 was just over 40%. It is less than a week before
when we were reading of records in A Level results with 27% per cent of entries
achieving either an A or A* grade. In the nineteen sixties less than 10%
achieved an A grade. The A* grade has been introduced at A Level in order
to give more grading with the A grade itself. Who is trying to kid who? How
does an A grade in 2010 compare with an A grade in 1961 when I took my A
Levels? To a degree it is a bit like comparing chalk and cheese in that the
curriculum has changed out of all recognition over the years. How do you
compare exam papers in the two years? How do you say which is more
difficult?

The most successful outcome is the spin. Year after year the exam results
‘improve’, but what really is the baseline? In 1961 grades A, B, C etc mean
something and provided true selection criteria. Now in 2010 we are left with
A*, A and the rest; occasionally a B grade might come into the reckoning. Do
the grades equate to percentage marks or is there a deeper formula? I suspect
that there is scope to prove what one wants to prove!

Another recent headline suggested that the average Briton spends almost half
his or her waking life using media and communications. This equates to
something like seven hours and five minutes a day. That is before one takes
into account multitasking! The survey found that young adults were able to
squeeze in the equivalent of nine and half hours a day simply by that approach.
When one approaches landmark anniversaries, one often reflects on how the
world has changed over several decades. It can be safely said that those
retiring now have experienced a greater change in the workplace than any
previous generation. Technology allows us to communicate with greater
rapidity and ease but what extent has the result been in greater workload and
pressure?

As a youngster I remember my mother’s Sunday afternoon tradition of writing
her weekly letter to her sisters and the letter being posted just in time for the
4pm Sunday afternoon collection. Who writes letters with such regularity now
and try finding a local afternoon collection on a Sunday! Two postal deliveries
a day with the possibility in a large conurbation that something posted first
thing might even delivered by the second delivery; and that was before post
codes and mechanisation! E-mail affords easy, rapid and efficient
communication: how many people proof read what they send?

Ramblings of Richard
It sounds as though his computer is actually a pen...
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Whilst watching a match at the County Cricket ground in Northampton recently
I was intrigued by the number of people walking with that characteristic pose
of head down, and fingers scanning their 3G phone in search of instant
communication. It is not all that long ago when a mobile phone had more in
common with a brick for size and it never ceases to amaze me how something
so small can enclose such potential.

What have we really achieved with this escalating development of
communication technology? We talk of the necessity to reduce our carbon
footprint whilst increasing our demand for power. Use of libraries is falling and
they are likely to be vulnerable to the pressures on public spending. Yet what
enjoyment and relaxation can one gain from such a simple low tech activity.
All you need is sufficient light to read by.

On our recent holiday, Lynne and I must have read a dozen books between
us and I find it difficult to find a more relaxing activity. For a bit of variety out
came the packs of cards, dominoes, scrabble, etc. All right, I know that satellite
navigation assisted our path round France, but it is still advisable to have an
appreciation of the geography of the country! With any form of technology it
is good practice to have an understanding of the basic logic behind the
process. A computer is an incredibly powerful tool but is only as good as the
information with which it is provided. How often we hear that some mistake
was due to a ‘computer error’: it’s a bit like blaming the hammer after hitting
your thumb rather than the nail you were aiming at!

My wandering thoughts as to whether our lives are better with all the
technology that is available to us has not even ventured onto the subject of
social network sites and internet chat rooms! I have a mistrust of the ability to
share details of one’s everyday life in a format where security cannot be
guaranteed. There are those who have found, to their cost, that workplace
frustrations were not confined within the boundaries they expected them to
be! I’m afraid you won’t find me on ‘Facebook’ or see me holding a ‘Play station’
and my model railway doesn’t operate using computer chips. On the other
hand I have embraced the Excel spreadsheet, found my way round Word and
Visio and had a passing encounter with Publisher. Digital photography has
opened up new horizons but my mobile phone remains for talking, sending
the occasional text and, on occasions, waking me up. Try preventing a mobile
phone salesman from selling you something that will do virtually everything
bar make a cup of tea…..don’t tempt providence!

This piece is titled ‘Ramblings’ and probably for very good reason! I suppose
that each generation has looked on progress with a degree of cynicism but
with an escalating rate of change are we in an increasing danger of neglecting
the simple and easily gained pleasures in life? Technology will never beat the
sheer beauty of the Peak District that many of us enjoy walking in from Great
Hucklow. The reading of a book in a quiet corner or simply enjoying the
company of friends requires no technological developments. The pack of cards
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and the board game have stood the test of time. In a couple of decades time
we may be able to travel from London to Birmingham in even less time by train
but there is nothing quite like a steam locomotive in all its glory!

We are in an age when we are able to benefit from much in the way of
technological development. It becomes increasingly important however not to
lose track of the simple things in life.  There is also an interesting piece of
research which suggests that there is greater comprehension of a text by
students when they read it from a book rather than off a computer screen.  It
would appear that I have rambled back to the subject I started on: education!

June Bell, Past President of the Unitarian General Assembly for 1980-1981,
Honorary Assembly member, friend and counsellor to countless Unitarians at
home and around the world died in her adopted city of Edinburgh on 17th March
2010 aged 91 years.

Born in Essex (Chingford) and raised in Sussex (Bexhill-on-Sea), June had a
high Anglican religious upbringing which she shed on reaching Cambridge and
finding Unitarians and the Fellowship of Youth (now the Foy Society). As an
undergraduate at Girton College she read biology and taught it for a while  in
Tunbridge Wells.

Then, after a spell in a Brighton pathology laboratory she progressed to
University College, London as a medical student, returning to Cambridge for
her Ph.D. research into migraine. At Cambridge June met and married Jimmy
Bell, a widower with two children, Robert and Elspet. Jimmy was then appointed
to Edinburgh University’s Roslin Institute.

Their two daughters, Jenny  and Lesley, were both Edinburgh born. Jimmy
attended St. Columba’s by the Castle Scottish Episcopal Church while June
found St. Mark’s Unitarian Church. Wallace Tavener, classically humanist and
politically radical, was the minister. June became more and more involved in
the church’s life. When Bruce Findlow succeeded as minister June became
church secretary and, while appreciating some of the causes of the ensuing
disruption, she remained loyal to St. Mark’s.

Andrew Hill reflects on

The Life of June Bell

Richard Varley
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After Jimmy’s death and when family responsibilities were lighter, June found work
curating bones and demonstrating physiology at Edinburgh’s famous medical
school. Later she did psychotherapy training at the Royal Edinburgh Hospital and
a year’s General Practice training at Pathhead in East Lothian. But June’s real gift
was in counselling and she kept a few paying clients well into her eighties.

June became more and more involved in Unitarian General Assembly matters.
She joined the Assembly’s ministry committee and interview panel for would-be
ministers. Despite a distinctly this worldly personal philosophy, she found high
value in the pastoral aspects of ministry and contributed enthusiastically to
Assembly commissions on ministerial training. Several current Unitarian ministers
have expressed their profound gratitude not just for June’s careful and considerate
interviewing but also for her generous counselling in times of personal crisis.

My own first encounter with June was in 1964 when I was a young first year student
at the Unitarian College and June was the College Visitor. Little then did I know
that a decade later I would actually become June’s own minister at St. Mark’s; nor
that my ministry there would last for more than thirty years. A more loyal and
supportive church member I could not have had, June was involved in every aspect
of church life – in worship which she would occasionally lead in my absence, in
small groups which were her much preferred context, and in committees where
armed with her small clip board and paper she was an inveterate note-taker.
However, she never did the church flowers and never made the after service coffee!

Her chief joy both at St. Mark’s and at Family Holiday Conference/Unitarian
Experience Week – an annual therapeutic must for June - and for the Unitarian
Renewal Group was community dramas which she would write and produce,
costume and firmly direct. She also enjoyed old songs and wrote new ones in
doggerel rhyme which a few years ago – for her 80th birthday – St. Mark’s gathered
together and published as A Peal of Bells.

June’s other great therapeutic joy was the natural world. She loved her garden,
and she loved her cats, and she loved her home grown fruit and vegetables, and
she rescued discarded paper napkins with which to clean her frying pan. She also
loved David Attenborough’s television programmes. Also June could never live
without a view. A large upper flat was always better than a house with no view.
From the bed to which she was mostly confined in these later years she had a
most impressive view across south Edinburgh towards Blackford Hill and the Royal
Mile.

Walking became difficult and June eventually had five replacement hips and her
example of living with them was an inspiration. But there was also her wrist which,
in its special way provided an epitome of June’s approach to life. Whatever was
wrong with the wrist required surgical intervention and June insisted on being



awake and aware so that she could see the ‘innards’ and observe the procedure.
This exemplified June’s brutal honesty about herself. Pretence and claptrap was
never allowed to get in her way and it was this quality which, above all others, made
her of such significance to so many people. June’s gift was to enable others to be
honest and truthful  with themselves.

There was a goodly gathering of mostly local people – but also including Unitarian
General Assembly President Bob Wightman and Mary Wightman -  for her funeral
at Mortonhall Crematorium, Edinburgh on Friday 26th March.

The service, for which she had made instructions several years ago was led by
the present St. Mark’s minister, Maud Robinson, while I gave the eulogy. A
thanksgiving service for June’s long life was held at St. Mark’s Unitarian Church
in central Edinburgh on Saturday 10th July.

Andrew M. Hill

June enjoys her 90th birthday tea.                                  Picture by daughter-in-law Edna Bell
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A particular memory I have of June, apart from her great energy and
enthusiasm and never-say-die qualities, was of the Trustees weekend in
May (or June?) 1972.

Adrian would have been 7-8 months old.  Camping did not seem a good
idea for him and nor did the Barn.  June had a double room at The Green
and, bless her heart, agreed to share it with me and a young baby with all
the potential disturbance.

I really appreciated that, especially as I had only met June on three
occasions, at previous Trustees.

Last Tuesday I was fortunate to be free and so able to go to the Barn and
share in the sprinkling of June’s ashes with her daughters, Jenny and
Lesley, and Anna Needham.  I invited Miriam to join us.  June had stayed
in The Green many times and she was pleased to come.

It was drizzling slightly and we stood together on the drive outside the
Barn.  June had requested that Anna facilitate the proceedings as she had
also requested that her ashes be sprinkled on the Barn field.  We stood in
silence for a few minutes and, when she was ready, Lesley opened the
casket and each of us in turn sprinkled some ashes in the area of our
choice.

I took mine, with Daisy on her lead, to the edge of the wood, remembering
how enthusiastic June had been about the sapling planting which we did
over 25 years ago.  The field was very wet and the edge of the wood very
nettley - I am not confident that all my ashes made it into the wood, but I
wished June Good Speed, remembered her great love of Flagg, how she
called it her spiritual home.

June contributed a great deal to the place, including many years as
secretary to the Trustees.  She had very small writing and made detailed
notes of our meetings, the while her papers balanced on her knee in the
front room of The Green.
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Of June, Jane Howarth writes

Joy Mason also writes



The ashes distributed, Miriam returned to The
Green and the four of us repaired to The Bull in
Monyash for a most ample lunch and warm
conversation.

Jenny lives in Alaska where she has been for
many years and Lesley remains in the house she
shared with June in Edinburgh, together with Nana
Yaw her grandson, whom several of you will
remember when he came with June to Flagg for
June’s latter visits.  I remember him as a 10 year
old, extremely agile with a football.

Jenny gave me some bookmarks which had been
printed in June’s memory.  On the back is a verse
of a poem which June completed to be published
after her death.  It reads:

If any of you would like one of these book marks
please let me know....

Jenny and Lesley left to return to Edinburgh and I
dropped Anna at Manchester station for her to get
back to Leeds.  It was good that Anna and I had
some time together and I am confident that June
could be most content that her final wishes had
been carried out in a suitable and sensitive way.

So now the flame no longer is; the smoke curl disappears.

  Left in your thoughts and memories are bits of all my years.

  There lies my immortality:  take of it what you will.

  Grieve not, beyond your need, for me.  I am content and still.
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Run by the Foy Society
Open to All

Foy Conference 2011
Barnes Close, Chadwich,

BROMSGROVE, Worcs.  B61 0RA
29th April - 2nd May, 2011

Anthropology
In a Digital Age

Contact Martin Crowther (see page 4) if you
Can help with the planning or delivery of this topic.

Put the date in your diary now.
Booking details from Joan Partington.

Joan Partington <partingtons@gmail.com>



Some useful contacts
Treasurer and Printing:

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

01609 882442

Membership Secretary:

Hazel Warhurst,

07765005870

Conference Secretary:

Joan Partington,
“Sandcroft”,
Townhead, Hayton,
BRAMPTON,
Cumbria. CA8 9JF.

01228 670565

Flagg Secretary:

Isobel Mason,
11, Easton Road,
Flitwick,
Bedfordshire,

MK45 1EU

Editor - Foy News:

John Hewerdine,
Whittle Wharf,
Whittle Springs,
Chorley,
Lancashire. PR6 8AE

01257 269502

Editorial material to: john@hewerdinefamily.co.uk

01525 714341

Correspondence Sec

Sheila Weddell

07960 876581

hazndaz@warhurstfamily.co.uk       sheila@weddell.me.uk


