
Believing leads to action in the world 
The little boy looks up into the sky and stares harder and harder and his mum says ‘What 

are you looking at?’ and he says ‘I’m trying to see through the sky to the other side.’ It’s in 

similar ways that we all start our journeys through life. Trying to solve all life’s mysteries 

and riddles we take in all that is around us, learn about what we see and then start trying to 

go  beyond it to see what’s on the other side – to find out Why as wells as What. The great 

danger is however, that in trying to look through something at what might lie beyond we 

sometimes fail to recognise the significance of what’s staring us in the face. 

 

Our world is God’s creation. All its majesty and power and beauty say something about its 

creator. Nobody has ever seen God yet he can be recognised in the work of his hands, and 

what’s more he isn’t just some distant, remote yet powerful figure – Jesus tells us he is also 

a loving Father. Jesus knows this from first hand experience. ‘No one knows the Father’ 

writes St John, ‘except the Son and those to whom the Son chooses to reveal him.’  The 

problem was many people chose not to believe in him. ‘Show us a sign’ they said, ‘show us a 

miracle’, because although they looked at Jesus and looked very hard, they failed to 

recognise him. They looked through him. The signs of God were there in his words and 

actions but they looked straight through these, not seeing them for what they were. 

 

As that little boy staring into the sky can be seen as every person’s yearning for God so in 

Jesus we see God’s yearning for us. And so also with the Holy Spirit; he can’t be seen but it 

is possible to feel his presence in the world, in other people. It is possible to recognise if 

you like, the homes where he dwells, because human beings are places where God chooses to 

make his home.  

 

It follows that we have to reflect this truth in the lives we lead; to reflect he who dwells 

within us. We need to live lives of love, not hatred, gentleness not violence, compassion and 

forgiveness rather than spite and vengefulness. Our belief in the Trinity, that he is three 

Persons yet one God is all about relationship – how the very life of God is all about giving and 

receiving and sharing and the Church’s task is to make this known. 

 

Helping people to see this, teaching them to become more sensitive to the world we live in 

and to the human beings we live with and the society in which we are placed is the job of the 

disciple. One of the ways we seek to do this locally is through our ‘Peace and Justice Group’ 

where together with our friends at Derby Rd Methodist Church and St Ann Line RC church 

we try and inform ourselves about issues where the world’s peace is at risk, and justice is 

being undermined. Being informed we need then to do what we can to address these 

problems. The group has organised two events for this autumn.  In September there is to be  

a talk given by an immigration judge. The whole question of asylum seekers, economic 

migrants, their treatment and the benefits they are entitled to together with the system 

set up to confront illegal entrants to this country is one where there is a great deal of 

ignorance and misinformation, in the press as elsewhere. Hopefully Judge Tiffen will guide 

us through the law and its practice in these areas and answer our questions.  

 

 



Later this year we hope to have a talk given by somebody who is an expert in climate change 

and global warming and related issues affecting our environment. Environmental issues are 

issues of justice in how we treat our world and its inhabitants and can well have an effect on 

future world peace.  

 

I hope that these two events in the autumn will be well supported and seen as part of our 

ministry of engagement with our world, our neighbour and our God who gave us his son that 

we might have new life and share that new life with others. 

Geoffrey 
 

New Recruits for the PCC 
Rebecca Rollinson: Over the last few weeks, several people have approached me and said, 

with a sort of knowing laugh, ‘congratulations on being elected to the PCC!’ I’m not sure 

whether to be unnerved by this or not, but having been to my first meeting I can honestly 

say that I enjoyed it, and everyone was certainly very friendly. Now I’ve been asked to say a 

few words about myself for the magazine, which is a somewhat more daunting task! 

As some of you already know, ‘home’ for me is Ipswich, where I grew up attending a fairly 

modern church (in more ways than one), and where I gained a firm foundation of faith. I 

still maintain my links with Suffolk, and regularly return to see friends and play my violin in 

concerts.  

When I was in my late teens my parents started attending a church with a more cathedral-

like outlook, and I (somewhat reluctantly) followed. There I was introduced to several 

completely foreign concepts, such as singing psalms and Choral Mattins. I quickly realised 

that I very much enjoyed this style of worship, and the decision proved to be a wise one as 

it was in that church choir that my father ended up standing next to a member of the choir 

called Martin Seymour, who was looking for violinists to play in his forthcoming choral 

society concert…. 

After completing my music degree at King’s College London I began working for the 

Associated Board of the Royal Schools of Music, and Martin and I decided to move down to 

London. Last July we finally moved from Manor Park over to South Woodford.  

I hope that being on the PCC will enable me to get to know more of you and become more 

involved in the church’s activities. Here’s to the next three years! 

Chris Bradbury Jones looks like being a useful new member of our church governing council. 

He’s the fit-looking fifty-something who sits towards the front on Sunday mornings. He can 

also be seen clearing up the churchyard among other voluntary jobs for our church. We 

asked him to say something about himself.  

“1 came to Woodford 12 years ago from Northampton. Before that I lived in Belgium, 

Greece, Crete, and the Middle East. I took early retirement so that I could enjoy life more. 

I had my own business, which was based in Spitalfields supplying West End restaurants. I 

used to play rugby union for Northampton but now just enjoy keeping fit.  

1’ve been attending church since I was a young man. I came to St Mary’s because it was the 

nearest church to where I live, but since joining I hove found it to be a welcoming 

community which offers a feeling of belonging to a family. I enjoy the service because I 

find it gives me time for reflection.”  

 



A Fresh and Appealing Approach 
Book reviews by John Wiltshire 

“Tokens of Trust”  Rowan Williams  Canterbury Press         £9.99 
The Emperor Joseph 2nd famously complained that Mozart’s “Marriage of Figaro” had “too 

many notes”. Our excellent Archbishop can be admired for many things, notably persistent 

grace under fire while leading a dangerously centrifugal communion, but that doesn’t mean 

his prose has always matched the limpidity of his intellect. Sometimes there are just too 

many syllables. Happily, though, this thoughtful appeal to serious enquirers avoids that trap, 

partly no doubt by originating in Lent 2006 talks in Canterbury Cathedral. Its structure is 

an approach to the forbidding-sounding creeds, but the expression is fresh and appealing, 

without that “Christian-ese” language that interested agnostics often find tiresome.  

  Abstract intellectual arguments for Christianity rarely make much claim on the 

uncommitted, either, but Williams makes a convincing case that the example of those who 

“take responsibility for God’s believability” (Etty Hillesum, in a WW2 concentration camp; 

Fr. Joe Warrilow, the English monk of the recent surprise bestseller*) can’t so easily be 

dismissed. The book is short but significantly the first section, about our experience of 

trust, is substantial. Both its title and chapter headings (“Who can we trust?”; “The risk of 

love”) are similarly suggestive. I especially recommend “Tokens of Trust” this summer, not 

least as it’s a handsome volume, well-printed on good paper and with fine illustrations by the 

C20th artist David Jones. Interestingly, given Rowan Williams attachment to them, Jones’ 

paintings although visually powerful aren’t easy to construe. I’ve heard hardly anyone could 

understand his poetry either.   

(* “Father Joe; the man who saved my soul”   Tony Hendra   Penguin   £16.99) 

“Christianity with Attitude”  Giles Fraser    Canterbury Press       £9.99 
  If the Rector of Putney’s is a different voice from Rowan Williams’, it differs much more 

from the currently dominant voices within Anglicanism. That makes Fraser, and the 

“Inclusive Church” network he founded, essential to the breadth of the CoE in our time - so 

it’s encouraging that both these first two books have  been high up in the Church Times 

chart. This one’s a collection of very short articles (typically less than three pages) all first 

appearing in the Guardian or the CT. What’s distinctive is not so much Fraser’s views. Yes, 

he’s inclusive, firmly opposed to homophobia and arid legalism within the church and deeply 

suspicious of both some American and some African conservative religious constituencies - 

but you might have guessed all that quite quickly. It’s his clarity, forceful humanity and wit 

that make the impression stronger.  

Once again there’s neither Christian-ese nor excess of syllables here, but a trenchant 

commentator, a good turn of phrase and a willingness on occasions to push the liberal 

argument until the ones in the middle start feeling uncomfortable. In other language, that’s 

a radical, prophetic voice. Last week a cross letter writer in the CT called Giles Fraser an 

“illiberal liberal”. It’s a neat putdown, but it probably means the writer would prefer 

something more stereotypically soppy from Fraser’s side of the church. (NB: if you’re not 

sure if this is for you, try a trip to www.inclusivechurch.net for some tasters.) 

“The Lemon Tree”   Sandy Tolan    Bantam Press            £16.99  
In 1967, not long after the Six Day War, three young Arab men visited houses that had 

once been their homes in a town Arabs call al-Ramla. Their families had been driven out 20 

years earlier. One man was turned away while another found his old house now a school. The 



third, Bashir, and his friends were invited in (a small scandal in itself) by an Israeli student 

called Dalia, whose Bulgarian Jewish family had settled in the place after the Holocaust.  

They long enjoyed a lemon tree in their garden, planted originally by Bashir’s family and now 

to be the symbol of a 35 year relationship between Bashir and Dalia. 

The book is firstly about an extraordinary friendship, but it also tells the complex story of 

Israeli / Palestinian relations and politics. It does this lucidly and - insofar as this is 

possible - neutrally. Injustices done to the Arabs are never left in doubt, but Tolan conveys 

the complexities facing Dalia’s people as well. While he does not endorse the Zionism that 

troubles Dalia, but which she feels unable to repudiate, his approach lacks the anti-Israeli 

tone of some current commentary. On both sides, we feel the depths of attachment to 

contested ground. Politically, the Arab “right of return” is in fundamental conflict with the 

different rights of those who survived Nazi genocide. Humanly, two families make contact 

and explore the possibility of Jewish-Arab coexistence. 

If “The Lemon Tree” is cautiously hopeful, it’s not because of any magical symbolism. The 

lemon tree died in 1998. Israeli-Arab peace talks foundered at the same time, and remain in 

grave doubt. Nonetheless if one dominant note is a nostalgia in each community for better 

times, then another is an optimism for the future grounded in human friendship and 

persistence. I’m no authority on the Middle East but I understand Sandy Tolan’s book has 

been well-regarded for its accuracy and even-handedness, as well as its humanity.  

“The lemon tree gave shade and fruit to all, without asking about religion or race 
 

Our Pilgrimage to Walsingham  
by Jean Morgans 
I didn’t know what to expect! I knew it would be “high church” and wondered how “lower” 

mortals, like myself, would fare. I went with an open mind, trusting I would return spiritually 

refreshed. To start with, I thought we would be doing ’our own thing’ and not having 

corporate worship and devotions, as we did on most occasions. 

 

We set off on our own pilgrimage after a service of Holy Communion in the chapel. We 

stopped for lunch in Swaffham and then proceeded to Walsingham, We made a visit to the 

Slipper Chapel (Roman Catholic). This escaped the purge of the monasteries because it is a 

mile outside Walsingham. Pilgrims would often walk from here barefoot. (We continued by 

coach!) 

 

On our arrival we were allocated rooms and found we were all in the same block except for 

Geoffrey and Graham Nunn. We then proceeded to the Holy House for a bible reading and 

prayers which started the pilgrimage. The Holy House is a small building within the Shrine 

Church, and represents an earthly home, that God became flesh and lived amongst us. 

  After a 6.30 supper we were free and a group of us set out to walk around the village. 

Church bells were ringing which led us to the beautiful Anglican church of St Mary. We 

thought of our own bell ringers, also practising on Monday evening. Leaving there we came 

across a little Russian Orthodox church which was originally an old railway station. The 

priest has just locked up after saying evening prayers, but very willingly opened up for us to 

go inside. The size of a room, it was full of icons and Geoffrey was able to explain the kind 

of worship that went on there. The priest told us he would be saying night prayers at 11.30 

and would we like to join him?? 



 

The following morning we held our own eucharist in the Holy House. Without direct daylight 

it is lit by small candles running down each side from the altar, with each bearing the names 

of pilgrims who have died. There were many occasions when we joined with the other 

pilgrims for joint services and devotions, led by the staff of Walsingham. When these were 

held in the Shrine Church, people would gather early and there would be absolute silence 

before the service. The liturgy of reconciliation was held here when we received the water 

in three ways: a sip to drink, the sign of the cross on our own foreheads and water poured 

into our open hands. Following this was prayer and laying on of hands, for those who wished 

for healing for themselves or someone close to them.  One morning we followed the Stations 

of the Cross around the beautiful grounds in glorious sunshine. On a rain threatened evening 

we had a candlelit procession of the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

 

In between these devotions we had escorted tours of Ely and Norwich Cathedrals and an 

afternoon at Wells-next-the sea, where some paddled and two of the group managed to 

swim. We also visited the church in Ranworth which has a rood screen which was painted in 

140 by Norwich artists.  On Thursday evening, in true St Mary’s tradition we held our 

‘prayers for the sick’ service in the Barn Chapel a place beautiful in its simplicity.  For all 

those who were leaving Walsingham on the Friday morning there was a Eucharist in the 

shrine church dedicated to the “Sacred Heart.” This is not found in Anglican liturgy but it 

refers to the Heart of Jesus and His love for all people. At the close of the service, facing 

the Holy House, we made our farewell, thanking God for a happy pilgrimage, praying for 

those we had met, for a safe and happy return home and that God would give us grace to do 

at home what we had learnt there. 

 

 The Happy Band of Pilgrims 

Rowena sets out the historical background to the Shrine  
It was a mixed group that set out for the Shrine at Walsingham on St Barnabas Day. Some 

had been there before and felt drawn to return but, for most of us, it was our first visit 

and we were unsure what to expect. 

 We knew we were going to a Marian shrine. In 1061 the Saxon Lady of the Manor, Richeldis 

de Faverches, received a vision in which she was taken by the Virgin Mary to the house in 

Nazareth where the Angel Gabriel had appeared to her telling her she was to be the Mother 

of the Messiah. Mary asked Richeldis to build a replica of that house in Walsingham which 

she did. It became a major place of pilgrimage in Medieval England, surviving the Conquest 

but not the Reformation when it was destroyed as were so many monasteries and nunneries. 

  In 1897 the Slipper Chapel was restored to be the centre of the Roman Catholic National 

Shrine and in 1921 the then Vicar of Walsingham revived interest in the pre-Reformation 

Pilgrimage. The original trickle of pilgrims became a flood: indeed some members of our own 

party expressed amazement that there were so many people there at the same time as 

ourselves. It was a moving experience to meet so many who lived with disability and who, 

although they seemed to have no great expectation of a miraculous cure found strength and 

comfort from being there. 

  

 



Our first stop was at the Slipper Chapel, the second at the Chapel of the Annunciation and 

the Holy House where we had our first Eucharist the following morning which Geoffrey 

celebrated for us as he did at our service for Healing on the Thursday evening.  All other 

services were for all the pilgrims, an evening service of Reconciliation followed by 

Benediction, Stations of the Cross with another parish, a very high Eucharist on the 

Wednesday morning and a candlelit procession on the Wednesday evening (again followed by 

Benediction) and a celebration of the Eucharist on the feast of the Sacred Heart before we 

left on the Friday morning. The ceremonial was generally pronounced to be “more Catholic 

than the Roman Catholics.” 

  

The music was superb; we liked the Stations of the Cross although we were not familiar with 

the Marian hymns which the parish with whom we shared this obviously knew well; we also 

liked the Candlelight procession although there were some reservations on the carrying of 

the statue of Mary in the procession. Whatever our reservations, we agreed that the 

pilgrimage had been a happy one. 

  In his summing up of the theme of the pilgrimage Geoffrey stressed three aspect of the 

Christianity of the late Middle Ages which he considered to be very important as a 

counterbalance to what had gone before:- 

• The importance of recognising the feminine principle in a masculine and militaristic 

society 
• The importance of the Eucharist as a symbol of the Incarnation and unity 
• The importance of seeing God not only as judge but as a God of love. 

 These are as important now as they were in the late Middle Ages. 

 

 

Parish Portraits: Joe Hollingsworth 
Joe has been a member of St Mary’s congregation for many years. He’s the jolly chap 
who sits towards the front on Sunday mornings -- nothing unusual about him at first 
glimpse. But, like most of his generation, he’s got an interesting wartime story to tell. 
Many of Joe’s memories of action he prefers to forget. Some he will allow to be 
dredged up. Geoff Weekes did some dredging… 
Joe was called up a few days after his 19th birthday, which fell on Christmas Day 1941. He 

joined the King’s Royal Rifle Corps and trained as a rifleman for the second front. He was 

transferred to the 8th Armoured Brigade and became a member of a half-track crew. D-Day 

found Joe in the Royal Albert Dock embarking on a ship of the Blue Funnel Line. Here he 

met an old friend of his father’s, a ship’s husband, whose job it was to decide where in the 

ship the various cargo should be loaded. He arranged for Joe’s half-track to be lodged on 

the top deck so that it would be first off when they got to Normandy (in the Services, and 

indeed, in life in general, much depends not so much on what but who you know). 

  Bad weather in the Channel delayed the landing for 24 hours. Off the coast at 

Arromanches they were lowered into tank-landing craft, where they were joined by cases of 

Yankee K (American tins of emergency rations), a good many of which Joe and his mates 

were able to “transfer” – shall we say – to their half-track – unobserved, they thought, by 

anyone on the ship.  

  They landed on Gold Beach on D-Day plus three. Unable because of the approaching dusk to 



engage the Panzer division they were told was nearby , they started to de-waterproof the K 

rations ready for a meal. A soldier they didn’t recognise approached them. As with all 

members of the Second Army he wore no insignia of rank but his demeanour suggested he 

was an officer, probably a captain. “I saw you pinching those tins,” he said. So Joe and his 

company spent their first night in France having a picnic over a log fire with the officer and 

his men. The American rations of tea and bangers and mash made quite an acceptable meal. 

  The following day they went into action. For the first time in his life Joe had to drive the 

half-track, their driver having “bought it”, as we used to say in the RAF, on the beach. He 

remembers the indescribable din of battle, the constant, never letting up, deafening, ear-

splitting, spine-shaking noise. He admits he was frightened – scared stiff. Only a total b….y 

fool wouldn’t be – and Joe is emphatically no fool. They made their way to what became 

known famously as the Falaise Gap. Joe’s half-track and the rest of the Armoured Brigade 

on the right flank, together with the Americans on the left, surrounded the German 

Seventh Army in the gap between Falaise and Argenton. The RAF were called up. The 

Germans in their troop carriers were like so many sitting ducks. Joe had never seen such 

carnage. He felt desperately sorry for the poor devils; OK, so they were the enemy, but 

they were still fellow human beings. The very few survivors surrendered. 

Then it was off to Brussels, at 60 miles a day. The Germans were in head-long retreat and 

offered very little resistance. Joe and his comrades reached the outskirts of Brussels 

before anyone else but were ordered literally to call a halt. This was so that the Guards 

Armoured Division would have the honour of liberating the city! They were, however, allowed 

to take Louvain, the last big town in Belgium, where they bedded down for the night in a 

monastery. They drove into Germany and reached Hamburg, which had been all but totally 

devastated. The burgomaster having refused an offer to surrender, (by orders of the 

Fuehrer?), the RAF were again called in and launched an air-raid which lasted all night. In 

the morning the same envoy duly appeared with a white flag. Joe remembers dishing out 

rations to semi-starving children who surrounded his half-track in the largely destroyed 

city pleading: “Tommy, Tommy, pliss..” 

  He was with the troops that liberated Belsen, the concentration camp near Hamburg. 

Before they were allowed to enter the camp, they were ordered to ring the whole site with 

huge fires. They were not told why, but my guess is that this was a rudimentary form of 

fumigation. They were in any event told to drive straight through the camp without stopping 

and to ignore the pathetic pleas from the living skeletons. “Don’t, whatever you do, give 

them anything to eat; it would kill them”, the medical teams instructed them. “We’ll look 

after that later.” And on they drove to the Baltic coast, where they heard peace had been 

declared – at least in Western Europe 

  One of Joe’s last assignments before demob was to have a lasting effect. He was put on 

guard at a POW camp near Celle. One day a prisoner he had befriended pointed to a woman 

and a boy outside the wire. “Tommy, look – my wife and son. They live near here. Could I be 

released?” Joe replied: “I’m only a sergeant, ‘Fritz,’ I can’t release you. But I don’t see why 

you shouldn’t go home for the night,” and he ushered the German through a makeshift gate 

in the fence. “But you must be back in the morning by 6.00 am.” And to the astonishment of 

Joe’s unbelieving mates who thought he was quite mad, ‘Fritz’ was, every morning for the 

next fortnight. In the meanwhile, Joe had a word with his company commander, who in turn 

spoke to the education officer who was responsible for deciding which prisoners could be 

granted early release. And Joe’s friend was chosen. His gratitude knew no bounds. “Oh, 



Tommy, Tommy, danke, danke, vielen Dank!” 

  I hope it will come as no surprise to learn that Joe’s friend and his family have become 

firm friends of Joe and his family ever since. Indeed, I met one of them, the son, a week or 

two ago. He is a brain surgeon and needless to say, speaks perfect English! 

 

And now we have three tenors! 
Lestor Lewis has just joined the choir 
Hi Folks, let me tell you a little about myself.  

I was born 55 years ago in Calcutta into a family belonging to the Anglo-Indian (A.I.) 

community. There were many communities in India,  Armenians, Parsis, Chinese, Jews and we 

all rubbed happily along together. My parents, Olga and Lestor, were both teachers there 

and my grandparents, Frederick and Florence, owned and ran a bespoke gents outfitters, 

F.C.Lewis and company. From a Christian point of view my mother was CoE. and my father 

R.C., so I have always felt at ease with both doctrines. 

Although dad was a staunch R.C., he never had much time for nuns or priests, although he 

did have two or three priests whom he regarded as very good friends.  Two frequent 

visitors, and very good friends of the family, were the Rev. George Howlett and his wife, 

Kathleen, the vicar of the Old Mission Church in Middleton Row.      

 

It was a comfortable existence and like many A.I.’s we expected to remain there as my 

mother ran her own small Montessori kindergarten, St Jude’s, in our flat, and dad who was a 

teacher at St. Xavier’s College, also had a full portfolio of private maths tuitions. The 

Headmaster at St.Xavier’s at that time was a Jesuit priest called Father Picachy who went 

on to become Cardinal of India. One evening we had Father Picachy over for dinner, and he 

mentioned to my father that as many A.I.’s seemed to be packing up to leave India, had the 

same thought also occurred to him?  Dad said emphatically, “No. I have too much going for 

me here.”  That night, typically of him, he said to my mother, “Let’s go to England.” I must 

say that it was a close run thing, as I learned later that emigration to Australia, where I   

also have family, was also on the cards.   

 

So we left Calcutta on 12th August 1960 and arrived here as did many other people born in 

India, some of whom went on to become household names e.g.: Harry Webb (Cliff Richard), 

Arnold Dorsey (Engelbert Humperdinck), the Sarstedts Robin, Peter, and Clive (Eden Kane), 

Mel Sykes (Des & Mel), Pete Best (the Beatles first drummer), Tony Brent, Margaret 

Lockwood, Queenie Thompson (Merle Oberon), Peter Gordinho,  

  

My parents both settled down to teaching, my mother at Henry Maynard in Walthamtow, 

and dad first at Forest and then Sir George Monoux, and I ended up in Forest School.  All 

my family, my wife Gillian, and children Gemma and Nicholas, sang in the choir at St. Paul’s 

Woodford Bridge – in fact Gemma and Nicholas received their first exposure to formal 

music there under the auspices of Stephen Moyle who was organist and choirmaster there 

at that time.  With the demise of the choir at St. Paul’s  I am very pleased to say I have 

received a very warm welcome at St. Mary’s and under the guidance of Martin my singing 

has improved – no honestly, believe me, it has!  When people ask me how long do I think I’ll 

be a practising Christian? I usually reply, “Till I get it right.”  They sometimes go on to ask, 



“But why  are you a Christian?” I reply, “Fire insurance really!”  

 

I try to play guitar in the Hank Marvin mould and love the music of the fifties and sixties, 

particularly Elvis Presley, The Beach Boys, Jose Feliciano, Linda Rondstadt and the big band 

sound of Artie Shaw.  I have appeared in quite a few amateur shows, such as A Chorus Line, 

Calamity Jane, Fiddler and Kiss Me Kate.  The whole choir here in South Woodford 

comprises a great bunch of people and I look forward to many years of moving the true 

lovers of good music in St. Mary’s to tears!  Look out for me and the children in an old 

episode of the Vicar of Dibley-the one with Kylie Minogue! 

Anyway thanks folks for putting up with me and if you see me around you could always ask 

me about the time I was genuinely mistaken for Tom Cruz! 

 

 

Riding Down the Grand Canyon 
Heather Harston fulfills a lifetime ambition 
When I was seven we had, as a special school treat, a lantern show after which I ran the 

mile home, burst into the room where my younger sister and two brothers were already at 

the table and announced to the family ‘When I’m grown-up I’m going to ride down The Grand 

Canyon on a mule.’  ‘Yes dear, get on with your tea’ said my mother. 

For the next 40 years whenever I mentioned that one day I would ride down the Canyon 

someone said the equivalent of ‘Yes dear, get on with your tea.’ 

Eventually the day did come and Maureen, a colleague from school, and I flew to Chicago to 

travel across America to the Grand Canyon on the Greyhound Bus. We were a little 

disconcerted by the fact that the driver made it clear that he did not like the British and 

that whenever we spoke to anyone the response was always ‘Pardon me?’ I told Maureen that 

I was going to punch on the nose the next person who said that to me. Inevitably it 

happened the first time we stopped for refreshments. ‘Did you really not understand what I 

said?’ I asked . ‘Ma’am, I understood you real good, I just wanted to hear you say it again’. 

 

Early afternoon we drew into a strange place where there was just one closed shop and 

nothing else. The driver said that he was going off to get gas and if we followed the 

overgrown railtrack we would find a truckers stop or go the other way to a café which did 

not serve alcohol. As neither of us drink alcohol we decided to go to the second option. We 

were back twenty minutes before the time he said we would be leaving to find that the bus 

had left! Maureen was in a panic, not only because we were stranded but also because all our 

luggage was on the bus. ‘Don’t worry’ I said with a confidence I did not feel, ‘we’ll sort 

something out.’  I had noticed the direction the bus had gone so suggested we go that way 

to find the gas station. It was being run by a very young Indian who was very sympathetic, 

said that we could shelter in his office from the 100degs+ heat and that any cars that 

called for gas he would ask the drivers if they were going to Flagstaff. In due course a 

young man came ambling across and said’ ‘Is it true that you ladies are from England?’ He 

then said that he and his wife were going through Flagstaff and would take us. With great 

relief we climbed into a battered old jalopy having, in gratitude, first paid for the gas which 

had been put in his car.  

 



He was a minister rejoicing in the inappropriate name of Randy and he was going to preach in 

a small town 30 miles beyond Flagstaff hoping they would give him a job.  ‘Do you ladies 

realise that you are an answer to prayer?’ he said. Members of his current congregation had 

lent them the car and a tankful of gas but they had no money for further supplies having 

set out in faith that ‘The Lord will provide.’  

 

Thank heavens the driver had dumped our luggage at the bus depot and in due course we 

arrived at The Grand Canyon.  The next morning we were allocated our mules and our party 

of six – four young Americans and us - set off . As soon as we were out of sight of the 

onlookers the mule of the wrangler stopped, turned facing out and our mules all lined 

alongside. Their hooves were about four inches from the edge, their heads and withers 

jutted over the edge and it is a mile down to the bottom of the canyon. The wrangler 

dismounted, checked the girths and then said ‘We are going to be together for two days so 

we need to know each other. My name’s Bud. I am going to give you this paper to hand down 

the line and I want you to write your first name in the first column and your mule’s name in 

the second’   When it got to me my hand was shaking so much that I could not write but, 

unwilling to let the colonials know how frightened I was, I grasped the pen  in a fist and 

printed my name and Moselle’s name.  Bud took the paper and without a hint of a smile said,  

’Is one of youse guys called Heather?’ I said I was. ‘Well ma’am that’s a mighty pretty name 

and it’s the only one I can read on this sheet.’  

 

 No words of mine can possibly describe the Canyon, the ever-changing colours of the rocks, 

the incredible grandeur of the surroundings, the heat well over 100degs. and always, 

seemingly an impossible distance below, the mighty Colorado River.  After more than six 

hours of riding we crossed the bridge over the river to Phantom Ranch. As we unsaddled our 

mounts a beautiful young man came with an even more beautiful jug of home-made iced 

lemonade. No drink in the whole world could surpass that first glass. 

 

The next morning we had to make an early start so we could get the steepest part of the 

ride up The Bright Angel Trail over before the sun was at its height. Riding up this 

different trail was less frightening than coming down.  I was loving every minute when Bud 

halted his mule, stood up in his stirrups and said, ‘When you get to where I am look across 

because this is the most magnificent view in the world where you can see across to 

California. Now when we turn this corner some folks cuss and some folks get religion.’ 

When I turned the corner I got religion! For the only time in my life I said out loud ‘Oh! My 

God’. The path got so narrow that it did not seem possible for a mule to walk along it and it 

appeared to get even narrower and lead into a cloud; on the left were overhanging rocks and 

on the right I could look down about 200ft to the tops of fir trees. I sent up a prayer, 

loosened the reins to let Moselle choose his own way and just stared at the tail of the mule 

in front. 

 

When we had turned the mules out in the corral at the top Bud told us that they are 

specially bred in ranches in Texas and are the offspring of donkey stallions and Clydesdale 

mares; I was wondering how on earth a donkey stallion could possibly mate with a Clydesdale 

mare; Bud was obviously a thought-reader as well as a wrangler because he looked at me and 

with almost a hint of a smile he said, ‘Yeah ma’am we sure do have to help them little old 



dogies some’   

It was an unforgettable adventure and well worth waiting all those years. 

 

A 60 Year Love Affair  
Margaret Green died earlier this year. Together with husband John, she 
was a long-serving and enthusiastic member of St Mary’s. 
John writes: The first time I met Margaret was in the spring of 1947 – recently demobbed 

from the RAF, I had taken a temporary job in the Tax Office, and she was the pretty girl 

on the next desk. I proposed on a bench at Christ Church, Wanstead, and we married at 

Christ Church Leyton, where she was a choir girl, in September 1948. I simply moved in to 

the little flat she shared with her step-mother, and son Geoffrey arrived one year later, 

with Liz in April 1952. We moved into our first house, 5, Beverley Crescent, that  

August, and on the next Sunday attended matins at St Mary’s, which has been our spiritual 

home ever since. 

 

Two more babies, David and Jo, were born in the front bedroom at 5 Beverley, and in 1960, 

needing a  bigger house, we moved to 27 Forest Approach. In 1975, we found our present 

home, Friary Cottage, and that is where Margaret died, aged 83,on March 11th this year.  

Margaret did a tremendous amount within the community of St Mary’s – always the most 

willing and conscientious helper. In fact she was one of the original members, along with her 

friend of more than 40 years, Gwen Pratley, of the social responsibility group. She knocked 

on doors in Harlow New Town in the 1950s and did much washing-up at the Manna Centre in 

the 1980s, with miles of “ferrying” in between. We held our first house group in 1958 and 

continued regularly until around 2000, when she became too infirm to manage. 

 

Over the years, she had two part-time jobs: Barclays Bank in the Broadway, which bored 

her stiff, and later, for seven years, selling fashions at Liberty’s in Regent Street, which 

she absolutely loved. She was stylish, and spent far more there than she ever earned. 

 But by far her greatest achievement in life was to bring up four children “properly”. She 

expected the highest standards of  behaviour, manners, application to work and duties, 

consideration for others, and family loyalty, and she duly received from them and from 13 

grandchildren the response she earned and deserved. Our first great-grand-child arrived 

three weeks after she died, and I am touched that “Margaret” is included in the baby’s 

names. 

 

She had a thing about babies and very young children. If she was being wheeled around 

Marks and Spencers, for instance, and a pram was coming towards her, we would have to 

stop so that she could exchange smiles, and say a word or two to the baby; her eyes lit up, 

and she experienced something very special and personal to her. 

Later, as her faculties faded, she would say: “John, is it time for church?” “No, darling, 

today is Tuesday”, or whatever. Her reply, on a 50/50 basis, would be either “Oh, that’s 

very disappointing,” or “Thank goodness for that, I can go back to sleep.” From last 

September she was free of medication, and as the effects of Parkinsons disease took over, 

she slept most of the time. There was a constant stream of visitors, family and friends. 

Most just got an acknowledgment – unless of course you were the rector, who got a big smile 

and full attention. 



For me, it was a love affair that lasted 60 years, and I am privileged and eternally grateful 

for having shared such a rewarding life with my Margaret, the pretty girl on the next desk.   

 

God moves in a mysterious way 
This is the summary and translation of a true story that I read in the 
German diocesan newspaper roughly similar to the Church Times sent to 
me by a friend, says Geoff Weekes. 
In 1964, Ray Hamley was headmaster of a primary school. On the first day of the autumn 

term, while he was telling year four a story, little Ruth Curton put up her hand. “I went 

abroad in the holidays and I brought you something back” and she handed him a packet 

wrapped up in gaily coloured paper. It was an ashtray, with an engraved picture of a building, 

surrounded by trees, its walls mainly in ruins but with one still upstanding very tall tower. 

The place name, printed at the foot of the picture, was Kleve. Startled, he cried out: “Not 

again, not another call!”  

 

On his drive home he was greatly perturbed and troubled in spirit. Dorothy, his wife, could 

not but notice his distress. He went straight into his study. He opened the bottom drawer in 

his writing desk and there lay a collection of the sort of souvenirs people bring back from 

holiday: a pencil case, a serviette ring, a plate, another ashtray and two spoons. There were 

other presents, but these ones all had one thing in common: they all showed the building 

with the very tall tower and, beneath, the name Kleve. Was someone up there trying to tell 

him something? He certainly did not consider himself to be a particularly religious man. 

Memories came flooding back. He saw in his mind’s eye everything that had happened on 

September 26th 1944. It was his first operation as navigator and bomb-aimer. Taking off 

from Moelsbroek near Brussels, their target was the bridge over the railway line by Kleve. 

He saw the little town with picturesque houses clustered round a church with a very tall 

upstanding tower. All was peaceful. There was no German flak. Ray’s bombs slid out of the 

shaft, eight in all. It was obvious that people would die as a result of his raid; it was even 

more clear that they had all missed the bridge. Aerial photographs later revealed that Ray 

had destroyed a church that had stood quite near the bridge.  

Ray thought long and hard. The tower shown on all those souvenirs – was it the tower of the 

church that he had destroyed? Did the “householder” of that building want something of 

him? That night he didn’t sleep at all well. In his dreams, through the roofs of the houses he 

had bombed, he saw flames, and he saw human beings screaming out in fear and pain. 

 

A few days later he had a rare visit from a neighbour, Heltham. He’d been on a  business 

trip to Germany, near the Dutch border. “The town is called Kleve, but that won’t mean 

anything to you,” he said. “The townsfolk there claim that in English it’s called Cleves, and 

Anne of Cleves, the fourth wife of Henry VIII, came from there.” The ground beneath Ray 

rocked. Heltham had brought Ray a bottle of wine, wrapped in a newspaper. In the middle of 

the page was a photograph of the ruins of the bombed church of Kleve. Not much was left 

standing. The caption read: Kleve, the church in the lower part of town, 26th September, 

1944. That date. Ray knew he had to get rid of the wine immediately. A few days later 

Helthman asked him how it had tasted. Avoiding giving him an answer, he rushed into the 

house. Dorothy, seeing how distressed he was, made him a cup of cocoa. After he’d drunk it, 



she said: “Guess what’s on the label of the cocoa tin: Kleve – that’s the German town you’ve 

been on about, isn’t it?” He’d drunk something from Kleve after all. Kleve was no longer 

foreign to him. He knew at once what he had to do: send a letter to Kleve, begging 

forgiveness. He wrote to the mayor: 

 

“I believe that after 40 years the time has come to beg forgiveness and, through your 

parish priest, absolution, and of course the people of Kleve. Then perhaps that “someone up 

there” will be satisfied and maybe one of these days I’ll even be able to visit Kleve.” 

The mayor duly forwarded the letter to Pastor Leinung, who read it in the house that had 

been partially destroyed in that air-raid and that had been occupied at the time by the 

verger of St Mary’s (Kleve) and his wife. They had sought refuge in the cellar but had both 

been killed. Leinung had not lived in the town during the war and had not been affected by 

the raid. He agonised; what to do? He called a meeting of the parish the following Sunday 

and read out to them a letter he had composed forgiving Hamley for his part in the raid and 

left it on a table for all who felt they could to sign it as a token of reconciliation. This is the 

letter he wrote. 

Dear Mr Hamley,  You have written to Kleve because “someone up there” is constantly 

reminding you of Kleve. He wants to tell you something, you say, and you connect that with 

the church which on a certain September 26th 40 years ago you bombed. Have you hurt him, 

you ask. Now, “him up there” has made Himself vulnerable ever since He took the risk of 

dwelling among men. Our church is one of the many signs of that vulnerability. “Him up 

there” forgives gladly. If He forgives, then we who pray in His house are obliged to forgive 

likewise – you, as well – who begs forgiveness, And we do that here and now. At the same 

time, we ask you to forgive what has been done to English people in the name of Germany. 

 

Now, after 40 years, most of us here may not be numbered among those who survived the 

raid or lost relatives in it. But we believe that we, as parishioners whose church was hit at 

that time, may speak in their name. We should also like to say how much we admire your 

courage in forsaking anonymity and saying outright I was the one. “We’re sending you a loaf 

of bread with this letter. We ourselves have had a loaf sent to us from a Polish priest as a 

sign of our common heritage in spite of a terrible past and as a sign of reconciliation. This 

token of forgiveness that was granted us from the East we now extend to the West. “You 

have expressed a wish to come to Kleve some day. You are heartily welcome.” 

  

At the end of the service people queued to sign the letter. Some wept as they did so. 

Nearly everyone in the parish added their signature, including the parents, brothers and 

sisters and children of those who had perished in the raid. Even the daughter of the verger 

and his wife who had died in the house the priest now occupied wanted to sign; she was away 

from home and could the priest wait a few days before sending the letter to give her time 

to get back? 

The following Saturday was Ray’s birthday, and he was feeling very low. None of his three 

daughters or his grandson would be able to be with him. A Post Office van stopped outside 

his house with a packet. Had someone dreamed up a surprise for him after all? Well, yes. 

He saw it was from Germany and opened it. Out fell a loaf of bread, a letter and sheets of 

paper containing hundreds of signatures Ray counted them: 510. Dorothy, at his bidding, 

confirmed – 510. “No, there are 511,” corrected Ray. “We’ve forgotten one – someone up 



there. No-one in Kleve could have known it was my birthday. The letter had  been delayed 

until today. And that was His handwriting and his signature, surely. Ray looked up at the 

ceiling. “He has also forgiven, This moment tells us all so unambiguously.”  

 
Marathon Tour de Paris  
Audrey Kaminsky completed the Paris Marathon in the spring to raise 
money for the lift fund.  
It was with trepidation that I applied to participate in the Paris Marathon 2007. My 

thoughts were clear: 26.2 miles again and in Paris- a city I really liked. Having recently 

completed the Berlin Marathon, the thought of travelling abroad on my own did not worry 

me. My concern centred on the erratic weather that seemed to go with my participation in 

marathons. I quickly put these thoughts aside, as it seemed in the distance  future. It 

seemed to me that I run best when motivated. There had to be a cause I wanted to support. 

I had raised money for: The British Sports Aid Foundation: Childline; NSPCC; The Firemen’s 

Benevolent Fund; Get Kids Going; Marie Curie, Sense.  I decided that St Mary’s Church Lift 

Fund would be my next venture. The motivation to complete my ninth marathon would centre 

on this particular cause. There seemed a lot of people willing to support me as the weeks 

flew by. 

  

On the morning of the 14th April I flew out of London for Charles de Gaulle Airport, Paris. I 

must admit my only concern on that day was how I was going to get to the Port de Versailles 

to register. Two hours later I had registered and stood in my hotel room (Hotel Splendid 

Etoille) gazing at the Arc de Triomphe. This is a truly magical site - breath taking when seen 

illuminated at night. I never sleep the night before I run a marathon. I was even more 

nervous since Paris was experiencing a heat wave. The weather forecast for the 15th April 

was 28°C.  

 

Standing at the start of the marathon was scary. The marathon start is located at the top 

of the Avenues des Champs Elysees. There seemed to be an endless mass of people crushed 

together in a narrow area waiting to start this marathon run. Behind us all was the 

impressive Arc de Triomphe. For a moment I reflected on what I would normally be doing on 

a Sunday morning. I thought about the people at St Mary’s who would be at church. 

However, the gun fired and I thought; just get on with it.  

 

Paris, like the London Marathon, takes you past some really impressive historical sites, for 

example: at 1km Place Ia Concorde and the Grand Palais; 1.5km Muséc de Louvre; 5.5km 

Place de Ia Bastille; 25.5km Cathedral Notredame de Paris; 30km Tour Eiffel.  

There were difficulties getting water along the course. What was great though was the 

support given by people on the course. I was handed water by complete strangers and truly 

appreciated their kindness. My most lasting memory though was at 40k. I was nearly at the 

end and saw a stand offering drinks. The problem was it was Beaujolais wine! While I love 

red wine I thought to myself it would not be a wise move to accept these gentlemen’s kind 

offer at this stage.  

 

 



The finish line was truly brilliant. I love Paris and always will. The history of the country is 

everywhere - you sense it, breathe it and feel it at all times. Will I take part in a Paris 

marathon again? No! I will probably will take part in the half marathon in Paris next year—

but not a full one.   The best part of finishing the marathon was the knowledge that I had 

raised a lot of money to support my friends at St Mary’s Church. 
 

We take the Pilgrims Way 
Penny and Martin Freeston walk to Canterbury  
Some time ago, in dry, scorching weather, Martin and I walked to Canterbury. Having 

planned the route and put it off when the footpaths were closed due to foot and mouth 

disease a few years back, we eventually managed it! Over six days we covered between ten 

and twelve miles each day, mostly along the North Downs Way, the route favoured by 

medieval pilgrims making the journey from Winchester. We packed the absolute minimum 

into two rucksacks — the biggest deprivation was not only leaving a stash of books behind 

but also promising not to buy any en route! However, I did buy a stuffed kingfisher in a glass 

dome from a taxidermist outside Rochester, with the strict proviso that we would have to 

come back and collect it another time!  

Each day we would set off after a hearty breakfast at about 9.15 and stop to buy picnic 

provisions or find a pub for lunch before continuing to reach our pre-booked accommodation 

in the late afternoon. We managed to keep up a steady pace of about two miles an hour and 

only once did we go astray, thanks to detailed maps and reliable signposts poking through 

hedgerows and across fields. Nowhere we stayed overnight was less than 400 years old, and 

in true medieval spirit we avoided television and newspapers, preferring a little pocket book 

of wild flowers and some out-of-print stories by H.E. Bates.  

We hardly met a soul until we approached villages and towns although we passed fields with 

cows, sheep, horses, pigs and a couple of ostriches to keep us company. We spotted over 40 

species of wild flowers in the chalky soil, from Scarlet Pimpemel to Viper’s Bugloss, and, due 

to the sunny weather, lots of butterflies besides. Walking through miles of wheat fields and 

flax, picnicking in shady churchyards and exploring ancient, empty churches was a peaceful, 

spiritual experience;  

 

I felt I had learned so much about the English countryside in a few summer days to enrich 

me for the rest of my life. I would recommend it wholeheartedly.  

We started our journey on Sunday afternoon by taking the train to Rochester, close to the 

North Downs Way as time was limited and neither of us really wanted to walk through 

London suburbs clogged with traffic. It was here in 1201 that a pilgrim was murdered and 

miracles were subsequently reported at his tomb in the cathedral. Despite there being no 

trains between Loughton and Leytonstone, we managed to arrive in time to enjoy the end of 

evensong in the cathedral, tea in the precincts and strolling round the Dickensian streets in 

the evening sunlight. After dinner in a Thai restaurant, once remembered as a Tudor 

beamed tea shop, we spent the night at the Victoria and Bull Hotel opposite the Guildhall, 

featured in The Pickwick Papers as ‘a good house with nice beds’ and penned by Dickens as 

the Blue Boar where Pip, in Great Expectations once stayed. The wide staircase was lined 

with old paintings and photographs from that era.  

 

 



The next morning we set off along lanes bordering wheat fields, edged with poppies in 

search of Aylesford, the home of a Community of Carmelite friars. After a picnic stop, half 

way there, we had tea in the thatched barn before checking into our 13th century room, 

named after Saint Teresa of Avila, in the Great Courtyard. We explored the peaceful 

grounds with its chapels, lake and pottery and the tranquil Rosary walk with its beautiful 

ceramics. The bell tolled for supper (sausages and chips!) in the Pilgrims Hall, dating from a 

hundred years after Becket’ s murder. With its huge open fireplace and long refectory 

tables it was easy to imagine the scene centuries before as we made friends with a Jesuit 

priest from Mayfair on retreat who heartily recommended the generous breakfasts!  

 

Next day we headed back up hill on to the North Downs Way through a field of barley. We 

had much further to travel, stopping for bread and cheese at ‘The Cock Horse’ in Detling. 

Although we were sorry not to find a tea shop in Hollingbourne we looked round the Saxon 

church before pressing on to our final destination. The Ringlestone Inn, miles from 

anywhere, had been built in 1533 as a hospice for monks. It promised ‘a ryghte joyouse and 

welcome greetynge to ye all’ inscribed on an oak sideboard in 1632.  

  Our accommodation in the farmhouse opposite was idyllic: a huge room called ‘Elderflower’ 

with four poster, cream covered armchairs and sumptuous bathroom attached. We rested 

our aching feet and ritually bathed them in surgical spirit before enjoying a drink in the 

garden before dinner. The Ringlestone Inn is famous for its home made pies and fruit wines. 

We indulged ourselves with Game pie with redcurrant wine, venison, wild duck, rabbit and 

pheasant accompanied by glasses of cowslip and rhubarb and ginger in the old inn with its 

exposed brick fireplaces and oak beams, lit by candlelight.  
(Penny will continue her article in the next issue.) 

 

Only Fools and Birds Fly 
Ken Wirdnam on his lifelong fascination  
During the 1930’s aircraft became a lifelong fascination reinforced by the exploits of the 

Mollisons, Amelia Earhart, Charles Lindbergh, Wiley Post, Tommy Rose and many others; plus 

Biggles of the ‘Camel Squadron’ novels. Passing RAF Henlow and Cardington (the home of the 

R101 airship) on regular coach journeys meant dreams of joining the RAF. One Day?! 

Entering the service in 1941, my initial flying experience was in a DH Tiger Moth (still flying) 

a somewhat daunting experience for the ‘Tiggy’ demands gentle hands. This takes time, 

something wartime training did not allow. A solo flight was mandatory after 12 hours 

instruction! 

 

My prowess at piloting was such that after a spell at an EFTS (Elementary Flying Training 

School) in Arizona I was transferred to a navigation school. This meant many hours in an 

Anson flying over Eastern Canada. Following graduation I flew to Vancouver where on the 

tarmac was an RCAF Lancaster! Love at first sight was always the stuff of romantic novels; 

falling for an inanimate object even more ludicrous, but those initial ‘conversion flights’ were 

exhilarating and lasting. For the first time I experienced the real magic of flying even as a 

‘passenger’ particularly at night when stars and planets burned with a radiance seldom seen 

from the ground, while the Northern Lights danced like ethereal spirits and St. Elmo’s Fire 

floodlit the aircraft. 

 



Returning to England my first posting was to RAF Shawbury for advanced training; thence 

to RAF Waddington, then Bardney in Lincolnshire serving a ‘LANC’ squadron. Earlier this 

year a ceremony at RAF Coningsby celebrated the refurbishment of a fully operational 

LANC (the doyen of the WW2 4-engined bombers) now an honorary member of the ‘Battle 

of Britain’ squadron. The Lancasters were not in service during the BofB which belonged 

chiefly to the Spitfires and Hurricanes; but the effects of a total of 7377 contributed an 

unrivalled impact on the war. (In 1944 ACM ‘Bomber’ Harris paid tribute to the work of this 

aircraft as being “the greatest single factor in winning the recent conflict”). 
Designed by Roy Chadwick it was an upgrade of the twin-engined ‘Manchester’ whose engines 

were ‘stolen’ for the LANC. These were the Rolls-Royce ‘Merlins’; well named for they were 

indeed magical, contributing to a classic combination of weight, power and aeronautic 

reliability – vital in an outstanding marque.How fortunate for Britain that East Anglia had its 

Fenland. Nestled among fields of grain, sugar beet, potatoes, vegetables and (just in case) 

mustard were the bombers and protecting fighters. Take-offs for heavy laden aircraft and 

landings for crippled planes were spared the risks of hilly terrain: whilst the cathedral 

spires and minster towers standing like sentinels in the morning light welcomed all home – 

underlining the spiritual ethos of flying then. We all were aware some Luftwaffe padres 

were allowed to pray for their crews, but never doubted our cause was a just one; 

regrettably necessary. 

The ‘LANC’ was a joy to fly, as I later discovered, easy to handle, very control responsive 

and rugged. By modern standards the vibrating engines and the cold would keep bookings to 

a minimum. 

A maxim for Navigators oft quoted to us could be used as a ‘Prayer for the Day’…… 

“MAN IS NOT LOST, HE WANDERS AROUND IN A SMALL CIRCLE OF  UNCERTAINTY.”  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 


