
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 

SUMMER  2017 

 

     BOURNEMOUTH COASTAL AREA 
  RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS    
                     (QUAKERS) 



 

To all our Reader Friends from the Editor & Assistant Editor: 
 
Here at News &  Views we try to be informative and entertaining especially for every friend in this 
Area.   We bear in mind Advices & Queries 22 "Respect the wide diversity among us in our lives 
and relationships.  Refrain from making prejudiced judgements about the life journeys of others."  
Each travels along a personal spiritual path and we embrace this.  Quakers are wonderfully open 
to all, whatever their faith, so we try to respect that in love for all.   
Holidays in India have given (me) opportunities to learn more of Asian faiths.  Then reflecting on 
my own has been greatly rewarding, so some spiritual ideas are shared for you too.  We try to keep 
the magazine in balance, but always welcome any (constructive) feedback to bear in mind 
whatever you feel.   We wonder sometimes if the magazine should be changed or different 
somehow so here's a request please to answer (email is probably easiest) one or both of these two 
queries: 
 

1) I think News & Views would be better if . . .  
 

2) I think News & Views has given a pretty good balance so far.    Comment: . . .  
 
Sending your replies will help us continue with confidence to produce 'our magazine' - your news, 
your views.   We aim to serve you.    Reply please :  john-888@ntlworld.com  
In peace and friendship 
John & Laura. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

FRONT COVER 
 

From the dark cave of self, in trust finding 

the way of His most glorious Light. 
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On Summer mornings, green and gold, 
Our Common welcomes young and old. 
So leave the City noise behind 
And see what treasure you may find! 
 

The oaks their mighty branches spread, 
With fingers touching overhead, 
Their ruffled sleeves, by breezes swayed, 
With tasselled knots and blooms arrayed. 
By woodland paths I love to stroll, 
Where brambles grow and ferns unroll, 
To see the lace-wings pause in flight, 
Transparent in the dancing light; 
Or little caterpillars swing, 
Small Tarzans on a slender string 
While, patterned like the creviced bark, 
A subtle moth awaits the dark. 
 

Then holly glitters, after showers 
And rowan trees are starred with flowers. 
An ancient hawthorn by the stream 
Is piled with blossom, thick as cream. 
First bluebells shimmer on the banks, 
Then buttercups, in golden ranks 
And through the spangled morning mist 
With purple spires and amethyst 
The orchids, loveliest of all, 
Shine between the grasses tall, 
 

The dabbling ducks and moorhens break 
The mirrored surface of the Lake 
And hide their broods within the sedge 
Where iris flank the water's edge. 
Like azure flames the damselflies 
Flicker o'er the upturned skies 
And dragonflies come whirring down, 
Toy bi-planes, painted red and brown. 
 

Where feathered grasses softly stir, 
The grasshoppers and crickets chirr, 
And meadow browns and holly blues 
And orange skippers lightly cruise. 
Then through the drowsy heat of day 
Faint pigeons croon the hours away 
Until the sunset floods the sky 
And swifts and martins start to fly. 
 

Out in the soft and supple air 
A fox emerges from his lair. 
Mice and scuttering voles are spied 
By ghostly owls, who silent glide 
And flittering bats with solar beam 
Hunt where the silver waters gleam 
 

Oh city crowds who come for pleasure, 
For Shows and Fairs and sport and leisure, 
May you find peace and joy at hand 
In the secret life of our Common land. 
          Laura Sunderland 
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See Page 26    for solution 
 
 

 

 

"Everything I've got" was the answer one Friend gave at our recent Charney Manor week-end when 
the same question was posed. True! But how to tease this out? It is such an all-encompassing 
subject. David Brown must have thought long and hard about this. His inspiration was to use our 
familiar Advices and Queries as a map to steer the way and encourage some detailed searching 
and reflecting along the route. In addition he uses another guide, less familiar to us perhaps, but 
one which David has experienced, that of the Elements. This ancient spiritual tradition of seeing the 
world made up of either Air, Water, Fire and Earth accompanies in an illuminating way, the journey 
through A&Qs. David brings in the Light from many sources, from Gandhi to St Paul, and this gives 
the study a breadth and depth which is well-worth exploring.  
 

What I particularly appreciate is the way the journey through A&Qs is broken down into sections 
which follow a similar pattern. We are given short helpful comments, questions to stop and 
consider, activities to do, all tried and tested in Kindler workshops. We also gain an insight into 
David's own spiritual journey as we go on. It is likely that in a study group context, the inclusion of 
these personal experiences will encourage participants to reflect on and share their own. I believe 
that we can all benefit from having a copy of this booklet to use as individuals, better still within a 
group. At a mere £3, it will be well-spent! The fact that the author, David Brown, is a member of our 
own Area Meeting is another incentive! We are blessed to have a Friend in our midst who will 
devote so much time to producing this work, a labour of love, as well as using the fruits of it in a 
travelling ministry with Kindlers. The reward will be in deepening the spiritual life of our Meetings 
and in giving us the grounding to go out from there with Love to serve in whatever way is opened to 
us.                       

Pat Yates 
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  THE UNFINISHED CHAPTER      by Laura Sunderland 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“That is the planet Gaia” said Ulysses gravely, “where I once lived.” The old man was journeying 
through space in his ship “Odyssey”, compiling a new volume of travellers' tales. He was, naturally, 
accompanied by a bonny young assistant, - Magneta. 
 

From outer space the planet appeared very beautiful, half in darkness and half in light; shining and 
blue where it faced the sun, with bands of clouds swirling around it, like the silken scarves of a 
Chinese dancer. Between the clouds, patches of deep green showed where the central regions 
were clad in forests and at the two extremes of the globe, the blue waters had changed into 
sparkling ice. 
“How strange” murmured Ulysses, “the ice-caps should not appear with such clarity.” For, where 
most of the earth was viewed through a protective haze, at the two poles the haze had retreated, 
forming deep holes in the ozone layer. 
“This will indeed be serious for mankind.” 
“ Personkind” his lovely companion corrected gently. 
“ Yes, yes, Magneta” said Ulysses. I speak generically, of course: though in my day a woman was 
content to sit at home spinning and weaving, awaiting her husband's return.” 
“ Perhaps that is why you were always getting lost,” responded his companion - “ and now, dear 
Ulysses, unless you adjust the controls, “Odyssey” will start to overheat.” 
 

As they entered Earth's atmosphere, the sensitive instruments of the space-craft measured 
temperature, air pressure and analysed the gases through which they were passing. The 
expression on the old man's face showed increasing concern. 
“Global temperature has risen by half of one degree in only eighty years,” he said. 
 

Magneta, whose mind could adapt and react more swiftly to change than that of any earthling, 
steered the craft into free orbit, avoiding such obstacles as weather satellites, spy satellites and 
British Telecom satellites and chunks of space debris which whizzed round and round in ever 
increasing circles. 
“These humans are so untidy,” she said. “Let's tune into their air waves and see what they've got to 
say for themselves.” 
The antennae of the “Odyssey” extended and its huge crystal screen was bombarded with myriads 
of flickering images, whilst a babel of sound swirled about their ears. 
“How to focus is the question,” murmured the bemused writer:  
“We will ask the computer to select the most popular programs world- wide; that way, we will see 
what is uppermost in people's minds.” 
Together, the wisdom of age and the eagerness of youth were concentrated on the baffling 
messages. 
“Who are these celebrities?” asked one, “ and why do they tweet and twitter? 
“Can this really be music?” pondered the other.
“The main human activity seems to be that of selling things,” said Magneta:  
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“Or of killing each other,” said Ulysses sadly. “Things have not changed greatly since my day. We 
built stone temples and palaces with marble floors and painted ceilings. We made love, or 
discoursed in sunlit gardens where fountains played. We had art, music, poetry, love, beauty and 
philosophy – an abundance of all the good things in life. And yet we chose war. The oaks were cut 
down to build ships, which we set on fire, and the mountains became barren. The corn was 
trampled by men and horses. Children fled; cities were destroyed; rivers ran with blood. Then the 
Romans conquered. They took over the theatres which we had built for our plays and songs and 
performed their own spectacles of violence and death, in front of thousands of people. Wild beasts 
devoured their helpless human victims or tore each other apart. Even so, are the images which 
entertain people on their little screens today and form the landscape of their little minds.” 
 

“But it is not always so,” said Magneta. “Be comforted old man. The Greek and Roman Empires 
have gone, but the love of beauty and desire for order and justice have remained. Kingdoms rise 
and fall, but the life of the spirit goes on.” 
“War is not the greatest of all evils,” said Ulysses, “but only a symptom of a greater evil, and that is 
greed. It is greed which is destroying the planet now, even in times of peace and prosperity. The 
pollution of land, sea and air is being caused by the most powerful and wealthy nations; by the 
desire of their peoples for an easier and easier life.” 
 

“ Well, they don't have slaves like you did, “ interrupted Magneta. “Surely, it is better to own 
washing machines and refrigerators and internal combustion engines than to own other people. 
Things are improving you know; even the gladiators wear boxing gloves nowadays.” 
“You don't understand,” said Ulysses. “Let me take you into the darker regions.” 
He released the pause button, which had kept their spaceship rotating in time with planet Earth and 
the “Odyssey” shot round to the other side of the globe. Here they hovered, where the silver disc of 
the moon gave a softer illumination. Beneath them, dark shapes of continents and islands were 
outlined with pinpricks of light, with bright clusters shining here and there, like constellations. Above 
them, and around them, a thousand million stars reached back into infinity. 
“The lights beneath us show where human populations are most numerous,” said Ulysses: “you will 
see how they follow the coastlines and the courses of rivers. Sooner or later, the ice-caps will melt; 
the seas will rise, and all those lights will be extinguished, as surely as the dinosaurs were wiped 
out, millions of years ago.” 
“Is it indeed inevitable?” asked Magneta. 
“Time is running out,” replied Ulysses, but the chapter is not yet written.”  

             

           

We have continued to hold monthly 

meetings of Worship for Healing; Light 
Group; a study group on “Quaker faith & 
Practice”; & one on “George Fox” by 
Jean Hatton.  
 

On May 21st, after Meeting for Worship & a packed lunch, we’ll be discussing the Yearly Meeting 
Gathering material on Heart & Vision; The Light that Pushes Me; & Working with Others. 
 

Collections so far this year have been for: Trees for Africa; School in a Box; Prison Phoenix Trust; 
Practical Action; & Routes to Roots, a local charity helping the homeless. During the designated 
month for the charity, our link Friend tells us more about its work each week. 
 

Kate Mellor held an American style pot luck supper for anyone connected with our Meeting & we 
are invited to the home of Penny & Peter Estall to celebrate their ruby wedding & to the home of 
Brian & Anna Clements to celebrate theirs. Two recent attenders invited us to attend their long-
planned Anglican wedding. Jeremy & Liz Deane are planning an open garden event on July 15th.  
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     My Hindu friend met last year found and arranged for an  

     apartment for me to stay in whilst in Bangalore.   Kindness. 
 
 
 

     A Moslem lady came to chat  
     with me in the mornings when I  
     went for a walk around local  
     gardens and sat down with me  
     on a bench in the sun.    
     Warm friendship.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Visiting a fishing port down the      coast a Sikh with a motor bike 
invited me to join him as a pillion      passenger sight-seeing and at 
the end of the day took me on a      40 min journey back to my hotel.  
Total stranger, instant friend.   
 
  
 
 
 
 

Sikhism is the fifth largest religion in the world with a population of upwards of 30 million 

worldwide.  Sikhism originated about 500 years ago.  Raman, my Sikh friend writes: 
        "The Sikh religion was formed as a separate religion to Hinduism worshiping one God as 
opposed to idol worship. The first guru also began the service of langar (giving free food) that still 
continues today.  Langar was started so that everyone can sit together despite caste, colour, 
religion or gender and you can experience it in any Sikh temple. In Sikhism men and women have 
equal rights." 
 

FROM SIKH SCRIPTURE 
God is only one;  His name is true. 
He is the creator;  He is without fear. 
God has not been or cannot be created or established by anyone. 
Everyone and everything is controlled by his command. 
Sing the praises of God and keep love for him in your heart. 
 

Sikhs can pray at any time and anywhere and some of each night 'spending time with God'.    
I like that - I do too but usually after breakfast.   
                  John Gibbs 
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LOVING KINDNESS & MEETINGS 
 

“Through loving kindness, everyone and everything can flower again from within.” 
(Sharon Salzberg) 

 

As I gradually take over as a first time clerk of Bournemouth meeting, I have been contemplating 
not just the meaning of the role of clerk, but also the meaning of local meetings generally.  What is 
it that binds us together beyond the practice of gathering in silent worship on a Sunday morning?  
How should we be relating to each other, to those who may come to join us, and to those who are 
outside and may never set foot in the meeting house?   
 

I recently read Sharon Salzberg’s book “Loving Kindness: the revolutionary art of happiness” and I 
believe that the practice described in it has much to guide us.  I first came into contact with the 
Metta Bhavana – the cultivation of loving kindness (metta) – at the Friends of the Western Buddhist 
Order, now the Triratna Buddhist order, when I was in my early 20s and just exploring my own 
relationship with spirituality.  It is a five stage meditation practice, each stage focussing on 
developing loving kindness towards those featured in that stage.   

 Stage 1 directs the attention to the self.  The meditator repeats the phrases ‘may I be free 

from danger, may I have mental happiness, may I have physical happiness, may I have 

ease in my life’ or simply ‘may I be well, may I be happy’.   

 Stage 2 focusses on a friend or a loved one (Salzberg adds a benefactor here before the 

friend but I originally learned 5 stages), someone you find it easy to love, and the same 

phrases are repeated.   

 Stage 3 develops metta for a neutral person, an acquaintance.   

 Stage 4 moves on to someone you find more difficult to love, someone with whom you may 

have had a quarrel.  

 In stage 5 your attention spreads out to all those in the room, in the building, in the town, in 

the country and out to the whole world. 

I experience metta as a warmth, an openness, as calm or ease.  Sometimes it is easier to love my 
friend than myself.  Sometimes I have used it to shed l/Light on a difficult situation in stage 4.  I 
once used it very successfully to shift my relationship with a rather troubled cat!  If stages 1-4 work 
well then stage 5 is easy, it is as if floating, as if all the world is love. 
 

It strikes me that the same attention can be applied to meeting.  We must attend to stage 1 first, to 
develop loving kindness for ourselves as individuals and as a meeting before reaching out.  If we 
aim  to spread love throughout our community without attending to the same within our meeting 
first we will leave ourselves depleted.  If we focus on the seemingly easier early stages 1 to 3 and 
do not face up to, and allow loving kindness to be brought to, a situation or person in stage 4, then 
we will be limited in how much love we can share within our meeting or with those whom we 
welcome, because we will be hiding something under the surface.  Those currently in the outside 
world in stage 5 may in the future become acquaintances or loved ones (or people we find tricky, 
but that doesn’t have to be a problem) if we are open for them to be. 
 

By allowing ourselves to develop stage 1, for loving kindness to be the core of our meeting, for us 
to remember that it is the core of our meeting, it becomes a habit to return to.  It becomes the 
default stance in times of strife, the first assumption behind others’ words or actions, which on the 
surface may seem challenging.  By acknowledging and cultivating loving kindness within ourselves, 
which is how I understand ‘that of God’, we may have the courage and freedom to answer that of 
God in everyone. 
                Jenny Tipping 
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“From a Quaker point of view, Biblical knowledge is absolutely essential if we 

are to understand the language of Early Friends.  Their writings are full to 
bursting with Biblical references.” 
 
So begins the new on-line Woodbrooke course ‘Bible Study for Quakers’.   Historically Quakers 
have found the Bible to be excellent food for spiritual growth.  Course leader, Mark Russ adds, ‘As 
part of a tradition rooted in Christianity, we have a responsibility to provide life-affirming 
interpretations of the Bible to counter the many damaging and dangerous interpretations already 
out there’.   
 
After an overview of the Bible with associated backgrounds, four specific books are studied as part 
of the course;  the first being The Quaker Gospel – the Gospel according to John.   Gospel means 
‘good news’ and it refers to a message rather than a book.  The primary emphasis of John’s Gospel 
is to make a statement about who Jesus is.  John’s purpose is to demonstrate Jesus’ identity as the 
Messiah and Son of God. John makes his case through vivid discussion scenes where Jesus is 
continually misunderstood.    
 
John describes Christ as the Word of God, which Quakers took as clear evidence that this title 
could not be applied to scripture.  John’s emphasis is on ‘eternal life’, but this should not be 
equated with everlasting life so much as participation in a shared life.  The image given is of a 
branch being grafted onto a vine;  joined to God and to God’s community.  It’s all about dwelling 
and abiding with God.   It involves intimately knowing God – a heart knowledge rather than a head 
knowledge.  “You know him because he abides with you and will be in you” (John. 14-17).   
 
John is known as ‘the Quaker Gospel’.  The Quaker use of ‘the Light’ comes from this Gospel.  
Quakers experience and claim that there is universal saving Light accessible to all is reflected in 
John’s announcement of ‘the true light which enlightens everyone’ (John 1.9).   
 
Significantly, the reason that Quakers are known as the Religious Society of Friends comes from 
the words of Jesus in John: 
‘This is my commandment, that you love one another as I have loved you.  No one has greater love 
than this, to lay down one’s life for one’s friends.   You are my friends if you do what I command 
you.  I do not call you servants any longer, because the servant does not know what the master is 
doing;  but I have called you friends, because I have made known to you everything that I have 
heard from my Father.    (John 15.12f)   
 
The course provides enlightening quotes from noteworthy Quakers in illustration: 
‘God is not divided, wherever the Spirit is, Christ is’ (Rebecca Travers, 1669).  
‘We, having the experience of the inward and powerful work of this Light in our hearts, even Jesus 
revealed in us’ (Robert Barclay, 1678). 
Isaac Penington describes being grafted onto the true vine as a process of becoming more like 
Christ. 
 
THAT OF GOD 
Part of the course is to interact on-line with particular reflections.  I contributed: ‘Trusting in Jesus 
as Lord is a particular kind of being ‘united’ it seems.  God is ‘in’ every follower of Jesus that obeys 
his command to love others and relate to him as a ‘friend’.   But Quakers generally say that there is 
something of God in everyone – and I wonder about ISIS men. 
Mark replies comprehensively: 
‘Your point about the contemporary Quaker understanding of ‘that of God in everyone’ is important.  
Are we referring to an innate quality within everyone, synonymous with conscience?   I would say 
the modern understanding (which has its roots in the work of Rufus Jones) is different to that of the 
first Quakers.   
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Early Quaker theologian Robert Barclay distinguished between the Seed, which is a universal 
potential in all humanity, and the indwelling Christ, which is fully present only in those who have 
submitted to the purifying experience of the ‘inward Cross’.   John’s Gospel insists that we only 
become children of God, of Light, when we put our trust in God/ the Light, when we allow ourselves 
to be grafted onto the vine.  We reveal who our ‘Father is through our behaviour’. 
 

The course continues with a study of Ephesians, an immensely spiritual book and finally the book 
of Revelations.  It doesn’t take any soft options, but is tremendously revealing and rewarding.  I 
commend it, as I commend Quakers to benefit from some study of the Bible as part of spiritual 
development - God has so much to say!   

      John Gibbs 
 
 

Be Still and Know that I am God 
Psalm 46, v 10 

 

Go deep into the silence 
The silence that heals 
The silence that listens 
The silence that Loves 

  
All that is found in the silence is unconditional 

All that is offered in the silence is free 
  

It is the Great gift 
There – for the taking 

  
Only we must avail ourselves of it 

And become still 
  

In the silence of the heart 
God speaks 

  
And so it is 

And always shall be 
  

This day and every day 
Amen 

 

          Elizabeth Mills 
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FROM JAMES SALE 
 

I was delighted early this year to learn that I had won First Prize in The Society of Classical Poets 
annual competition. They are based in New York and had over a 1000 entries; I am the first Brit to 
win the prize, so I felt good raising the flag for my country. Also, I felt good because The Society of 
Classical Poets is a great group of people trying to raise the standards of English language poetry 
around the world, and not only the standards of poetry, but of morals and spirituality as well. 
Indeed, their criteria for entry and publication has some overlap with Quaker ideals and values. For 
example, world freedom, beauty and form, the natural environment, and surprisingly for a poetry 
group they eschew foul language in poetry! I hope other Quakers might want to connect with them - 
like Quakers they engage in lively debates (http://classicalpoets.org). 
 

Editor:  So I asked James if he would kindly write a poem especially for Quakers about Summer. 

Quakers in Summer 

 
As Quakers we know Winter comes; 
Times hard, no sun, and freezing snow; 
But we are Quakers, we’re not done; 
Though life is frozen, we still flow. 
 
As Quakers we know Spring arrives; 
How busy then, as flowers smile, 
And there’s a greenness – our souls thrive: 
Renewed our energies, and our will. 
 
But Quakers know when Summer’s here, 
Though Autumn follows in its trail; 
Rejoice in Light, our conscience clear: 
Whatever season, faith won’t fail. 
 

© James Sale 2017 
 
 

FRIENDS POETRY AFTERNOON 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pat and Stuart ( Yates ) hosted an afternoon of poetry reading in April that attracted Friends to 
come together and read their chosen poem.  Lively and thoughtful conversation flowed after each 
contribution and we look forward to further meetings.   For more information:  01202-391830. 
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Why Safe Haven? 
 

Housing is proving the trickiest problem in the efforts to settle people coming to Britain 

as refugees. Local authorities using their own housing stock come under fire because of long 
waiting lists for houses for local people and private housing is too expensive for the very limited 
resources of refugee families. 
 
Safe Haven Wessex Limited Liability Partnership: its Objectives 
This partnership is setting itself up to provide at least one comfortable, welcoming house or flat to a 
traumatised refugee family where they can start to recover and get back on their feet.  
Bournemouth-based International Care Network (ICN) – registered charity number 1099400 – will 
administer the property on behalf of the partnership. ICN has more than 15 years’ experience of 
settling refugees in the Dorset area. ICN will work with government agencies to identify a refugee 
family who would benefit from the project. 
The idea is that the house will be sold after five years – with some built-in flexibility – and partners 
will be re-paid their original stake, plus or minus any profit or loss. 
A three bedroom house or flat in the Charminster area is the aspiration – it is near Bournemouth 
Islamic Centre, has a plethora of Middle Eastern food shops and restaurants, not to mention many 
Arabic speakers among its residents. 
Financing the project:     People wishing to help alleviate the suffering of refugees will make 
pledges of cash and will be reimbursed after the initial five years, in proportion to their stake. 
Managing Partners     The managing partners will meet twice a year to supervise the scheme. 
There are four managing partners: 

1. Gillian Dawson, trustee, Wessex Liberal Jewish Community 
2. Sharen Green, director, Campaign Against Arms Trade, former human rights monitor for the 

World Council of Churches 
3. Dr Hammadi Nait-Charif, spokesperson for Bournemouth Islamic Centre, senior lecturer at 

Bournemouth University 
4. Stephen Wood, fellow of the Institute of Chartered Accountants. 

 

I am delighted to say that if everyone who originally pledged money still wishes to do so, we will 
have £100,000 in the kitty for starters and we are expecting quite a bit more.....  Our aim is to raise 
£300,000 in total. 
 
NEW NOTES 
A RECENTLY arrived Syrian refugee did the honours at the launch of an initiative to welcome 
those fleeing from war.  Ahed cut the celebration cake on behalf of Safe Haven Wessex, a limited 
liability partnership. Ahed is an Arabic support worker for International Care Network (ICN) which 
has been settling refugees in Dorset for 18 years.  The partnership consists of well-wishers who 
are getting together to buy a property for traumatised families fleeing conflict and oppression.  Their 
aim is to raise funds along ethical lines. Partners invest money for a five-year term until the house 
or flat is sold when their cash will be returned to them, plus or minus any profit or loss.  The move 
followed a public meeting on the refugee crisis in Wimborne Minster.   A core group has been 
working hard behind the scenes to make the aspiration a reality. Pledges have already been made 
to the tune of £155,000, more than half what is needed to fulfil the dream.  “The families in their 
care receive English and literacy lessons as well as advice – including legal advice – and emotional 
and practical support to help them settle.” 
 

An interesting feature of the project is that Christians, Jews and Muslims were working together to 
bring it to fruition, he added. 
 

Irwin Buchanan, ICN’s CEO, said he was delighted with the idea.  “It will be wonderful to have a 
welcoming house where traumatised families will be able to begin to recover until they are ready to 
move on,” he said.  “We struggle to find compassionate landlords who are willing to rent houses to 
refugee families.” 
 

More information call 01202 693837 or email sharen_eappi@msn.com 
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Spinach omelette with salmon 
 
Serves: 1     Preparation time: 5 mins     Cooking time: 5 mins 
 

Ingredients: 
75g frozen peas 
15g    butter 
25g baby spinach roughly chopped 
Freshly grated nutmeg 
2 large eggs 
Little black pepper 
1 (213g) can red salmon, skinned & flaked 
15g Cheddar cheese, grated 
 
Put the peas in a pan, cover with boiling water and bring to boil.  Simmer 2 mins and drain. 
Melt butter in frying pan;  add spinach, nutmeg and season.  Cook medium heat 1 in until wilted. 
Beat the eggs with seasoning, pour into the pan with the spinach and mix well. 
Cook over medium heat, pushing the cooked egg into the centre of the pan and allowing the runny 
egg to fill the space until all the egg has set. 
Remove from the heat, scatter the peas, salmon and cheese over the omelette, then return to the 
heat and cook for a further minute until cheese has melted. 
Tilt the pan and fold the omelette and slip it onto a warm plate to serve. 

 
Credit: www.eggrecipes.co.uk 

 
 

SUPER PUDDING 

   ENOUGH FOR 8 

Ingredients: 
1 brioche loaf cut into cubes 
2 punnets raspberries 
2 large packs white chocolate buttons 
3 eggs 
50ml raspberry vodka 
1tsp vanilla extract 
500ml double cream       

75 ml crème fraîche   (Served to editor for looking after a neighbour's kitten.) 
Icing sugar           

1. Soak raspberries in the vodka 
2. Butter a baking dish and spread a layer of brioche cubes, then 2/3 of the raspberries on the 

bottom followed by 2/3 of the white chocolate buttons 
3. Top with another layer of brioche then tuck the remaining raspberries and buttons into the 

top of the pudding 
4. In a bowl mix the eggs, cream, crème fraîche and vanilla essence to make a custard and 

pour on top 
5. Bake at 200°C (gas 6) for 30 minutes, then remove and allow to stand before sprinkling with 

some icing sugar;  serve with a smile   
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Looking Back and ForwardS 
 

When a new year begins, it is not unusual to hear people reviewing the past, 
and speculating on the future. What went well? Where were the mistakes? 
Can we learn from reflecting on history- distant and recent- moving forward 
with those lessons to do better ? How do we, and our efforts, compare to 
those who came before us? How does an organisation called the RELIGIOUS 
Society of Friends remain relevant in an increasingly secular 21st century 
without betraying its founding principles? 
 

Early Quakers met for shared worship, read and quoted the Bible, and were (as Advices and 
Queries tells us) rooted in Christianity. They did not, however, seek to withdraw from the world - a 
world as chaotic, turbulent and troubled as our own. Generation after generation, they worshipped 
quietly together, then, armed with faith and courage, set about helping those around them.  
 

In 1682, William Penn wrote “ True Godliness don't turn men out of the world, but enables them to 
live better in it, and excites their endeavours to mend it.” 
 

In the early 1800's, Elizabeth Fry was reading the Bible to prisoners in Newgate. She was also 
organising literacy classes for the prisoners and their children. The women were given sewing 
materials (donated by generous Friends) and needlework lessons. Often, they sat and sewed 
together at long tables while a Friend read to them from the Bible. They learned to make and mend 
their own and their children's clothes. They also made quilts to sell, gaining life-skills, self-respect 
and hope along the way. 
 

19th century Friends were among those who worked to abolish slavery. 
20th century Friends were vilified for being Conscientious Objectors, but many were in the midst of 
the horror of the Great War, as volunteer members of the Friends Ambulance Unit. At his court-
martial for declining conscription in 1918, Gordon Catchpole( one of those volunteers) said “May 
God steady me and keep me faithful to a call I have heard above the roar of guns.” 
Later that century, the Kindertransport saved many children's lives. 
 

There are, of course, many other examples of ways in which Friends followed the Advice to let their 
lives speak. From the earliest days, Quakers do not appear to have seen their faith as something 
set apart, for Sundays only, but as a code of conduct for everyday life. What an honourable legacy 
they have given us! 
 

How do we compare? Have we lost sight of those founding principles, or simply adapted them for 
today? St Matthew's Gospel quotes Jesus as saying that if we do a kind act for the humblest of 
people, we do it for Him. Are we holding on to that great 2000 year old tradition of combining the 
spiritual and the practical, and weaving them together into everyday life? 
 

At Bournemouth Meeting, we try to do that. We hold in the Light all who suffer, (at home and 
abroad) in Meeting for Worship, in Stephen Feltham's work as hospital chaplain, and spiritual 
healer. We meet quietly for worship- and have lively discussion groups on the Quaker way of life. 
We have a collection point for the Food Bank. 
 

We sponsor the education of a Palestinian child- and have a twinned African loo! 
We raise funds for those who work with the homeless and disadvantaged, and enjoy fellowship 
whilst we do so. Adults and children have contributed to this work. 
 

Our collections throughout the year go to a number of deserving causes; individual Friends also 
give practical and spiritual help in many quiet, different ways. 
 

The world has changed so much. Our core beliefs appear to be unchanged. Long may that 
continue. Advices and Queries urges us to be aware of the spirit of God at work in the ordinary 
activities of daily life. We try. We may struggle occasionally, but we try. I hope Elizabeth Fry and 
William Penn would have given us a little credit for that. 
                Madeline Mills 
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And the greatest of these is love 
 

A Christian comment from Rosemary Wells 
 

I have always been puzzled by one aspect of Church teaching.  Jesus said on the occasion of his 
great discourse on being the True Vine: "Love one another as I have loved you".  And Paul at the 
end of his beautiful eulogy in praise of love: "Now abides faith, hope and love, and the greatest of 
these is love".  Yet the Church through the centuries has emphasised faith as the key quality for 
followers of Jesus.  Faith is often equated with belief, and belief is often understood in terms of 
assenting to certain statements about Jesus, hence the creeds.  But 'faith' from the Latin: fidelis, 
means trust.  When Jesus says: "Have faith in me", he means 'trust me'.  (How our politicians have 
hi-jacked some of our most beautiful phrases!)  And when Jesus says of the Centurion who trusted 
that he could heal his daughter (Mat 8, 5-13): "I have not met such faith, no, not in Israel", he is 
saying, surely that he had not met such trust in him as a person, and in his ability to heal, from his 
compatriots. 
 

But Jesus said: "Love one another as I have loved you" and as I see it, his life, his encounters with 
people, his teaching and parables, sense of destiny, his preparedness to suffer with forgiveness on 
his dying lips, and his risen life, is all an expression of what it means to love in human life.  In so far 
as we are prepared to care and love at cost in our own lives, we will discover the realities and 
insights he lived and expressed in his.  Faith comes when the way is dark and we are tempted to 
doubt the reality of the love of God underlying all existence, and tempted to feel it is all up to us.  It 
is then that we have to hold on to the trust that life is for a greater purpose, that good will come out 
of our particular difficulties, and that Jesus Christ did express in some mysterious way the meaning 
of God's love in human life.   
 

So love comes first.  There are many people in my experience who have no allegiance to any 
Church or form of religion who know what it is to love through suffering in their personal situation, 
who wrest good out of a dark situation, whether evil, or tragic, or altogether unjust, and seek the 
well-being of their fellowmen.  It seems to me such people are living from the God root within them 
and expressing as Jesus asked of his followers;  and those of us who profess faith need to join 
hands and together discover what it means to love in human life.   
 
 

O Love that will not let me go, 

I rest my weary soul in thee; 
I give thee back the life I owe, 

That in thine ocean depths its flow 
May richer, fuller be. 

 

O Light that foll’west all my way, 

I yield my flick’ring torch to thee; 
My heart restores its borrowed ray, 
That in thy sunshine’s blaze its day 

May brighter, fairer be. 
 
 

FLYING KITES AT HENGISTBURY HEAD  

IN MARCH

 

Part of 'Fly Kites Not Drones' campaign such events nation-wide 
from Hastings to Leicester, Bradford and Bristol.  This occasion  
chosen to coincide with the Persian New Year when kite-flying  
used to be a much loved activity and drones now bring such fear. 
"Out of Sight : Out of Mind : Out of Control " by Chris Coles  
More info: dronecampaignnetwork@riseup.net            Pat Yates 
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"We had been praying to God day and night until the big miracle happened and 
Barnabas Fund offered the crucial help, they … gave us the opportunity to get to 
Australia and have a good start and a safe life far from rockets, bombs and fears."           
Elie, September 2016  
 
Elie, his wife and two children fled Syria in November 2014. After 18 months in Lebanon, they 
were able to fly to Australia, their airfares paid by Barnabas Fund's Operation Safe Havens.  
We have helped Elie's family and many other Syrian 
and Iraqi Christians like them to escape the peril in 
their home countries to establish new lives in five 
secure and safe countries: Australia, Brazil, Canada, 
the Czech Republic and Poland.  Generous donations 
make these rescues possible.   
 
Right now there is an open door to get Syrian and Iraqi 
Christians to Australia. Visas have been granted. The 
airfare averages around £500 (€580) per person. 
Please help. 

  

 

  
Iraqi Christian children being greeted 
by their new friends in the Czech 
Republic on arrival in Prague 

Through Operation Safe Havens, Barnabas Fund has already rescued 693 believers who have 
made the agonising decision to leave their homeland for countries where they can live and 
worship in peace and safety. 
 
Many more are wanting to make the trip in the coming months. Governments are willing to 
provide visas and local churches are willing to help Christians settle in – but most of the families 
do not have the financial resources needed to make the journey to peace and security or to 
support themselves once there. 

 
One Christian had marvelled at the answer to their 
prayer when they heard that Barnabas Fund would 
provide the family's airfares to Australia. He said, 
"Where are we going to find help? – it's very expensive – 
you were sent from heaven!" 
Mario, from Aleppo, was just as amazed, saying "When 
someone told me an organisation helps refugees to get 
travel assistance, I told them this cannot be true. Now I 
know this is true, I see it this is a miracle." 
 
The situation for Christians in the Middle East remains 
dire. Christians continue to flee from threats and 
intimidation, kidnap, violence, murder and pressure to 
convert to Islam. Many displaced Christians have had 
their homes and property seized by Islamic State. 

 

 

 

  

This Syrian Christian family were 
glad of the warm welcome that 
awaited them in Australia  

  

’Forgive your enemies but never forget their names.’  (John F Kennedy) 
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 by Brett Leavens & Monica Fulford 
 

Sam leaned out of his attic window so far he  
was in danger of falling. The restless night was fraught  
with hidden movement.  Racing clouds allowed the moon  
to occasionally blaze out brightly, illuminating the activities  
of the smugglers on the beach and a lugger riding low in the water slowly heading toward the 
waiting group of people and horses. From the bar below he could hear his father sending his 
drunken clients on their unsteady way. 
 

The inn was half way down the steep village lane that nestled in a valley between high cliffs. A 
solitary rough track ran straight across the windswept moors from the tiny hamlet.  No one was 
quite sure why a village had grown up here; there was no natural harbour to shelter fishing boats; 
just a wide expanse of shingle where small skiffs could be hauled up above high tide, or dragged 
down to the sea and launched straight into the surf to catch sardines or creep round the rocky 
headland tending to lobster pots. 
 

Sam usually fell asleep to the sound of muttered conversations and raucous laughter as the 
customers downed their beer. Tonight though, he had forced himself to stay awake, for a couple of 
nights before sibilant whispers had carried words through the floorboards.  “The night of the full 
moon; high tide. Stout sticks. Dark clothes.” had been enough to keep him awake, staring at the 
beach, watching eerie shadows flit to and fro in the moonlight. There seemed to be a crowd of men 
and animals standing, waiting.  
 

A light high on the cliff top caught his eye, flashing a signal out to sea and then all was dark again. 
Soon a light flashed a reply from the lugger, once again the cliff top light flashed and then 
darkness. Sam shook his head, blinking. Had he really seen it, he wondered, but then knew he had 
as the solid shape of the lugger loomed up off the beach; a gentle splash betrayed an anchor being 
dropped, a few hurried words blown in on the wind and moving shadows told of men unloading 
heavy objects from the ship and bringing them ashore. 
 

Sam had known their beach was a popular landing place for the local smugglers but had only ever 
heard their muffled passing in dreams as he slept. Just as he determined to climb down the rough 
clay wall a glint of moonlight reflected on metal - was that a steel sword? - and now he could see 
shadows crouching restlessly behind a row of beached dinghies.  Obviously he had not been the 
only one to overhear the smugglers’ plans. 
 

In a panic he leaned even further out of the window and yelled “Watch out!  ‘Tis the revenue.” 
There was a sudden silence, a suspension of movement before an answering shout of  “Attack, 
men, attack” which sent the revenue officers charging forwards, shouting and scrambling, slipping 
and sliding over the shingle in their heavy boots, swords at the ready. Sam saw the flash of musket 
shots as they tried to stop the sailors freeing the anchor to make their escape. The smugglers 
abandoned what little of their illicit cargo they had landed and leapt onto their ponies to race away 
from the beach, desperate to gain the anonymity of the heathland. 
 

Sam slid down the loft ladder yelling to his father “Come quick, there’s soldiers and men and...”  his 
voice faded in astonishment when he saw the bar was still full.  The startled village men 
immediately rushed out, some to the beach, some dived into their cottages, while a few followed 
the soldiers and fleeing smugglers up the valley.  Sam and his father ventured to the beach as the 
noise of the battle gradually faded. 
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Tripping over a body prone on the ground, he almost screamed in horror as his ankle was grabbed. 
“Help me.” the man gasped.  Sam called quietly to his father who hoisted the injured man on to his 
shoulder and disappeared into the night with him. He continued to search the now deserted beach, 
hoping he might find some forgotten contraband and nearly cried out loud when he bumped into 
something hairy and solid in the dark, fearful that it might be a soldier or even the ghost of a 
recently killed smuggler.  
 
Thankfully it was just an abandoned horse, and one, he saw, with full panniers. Picking up the  
dangling lead rope he quietly led it across the shingle to his father’s barn behind the inn.  He settled 
the pony with hay and a bucket of water from the well then went to fetch his father. 
 

Together they laid out the contents of the panniers, gasping at the riches before them. There were 
caskets of rum, fine wines, gorgeous silks, spices and gold, the like of which they had never seen 
before. Carefully repacking the panniers, they hid the treasure behind the sacks of coal and fishing 
nets that the barn more usually housed.  Carefully closing the large doors behind them, Sam’s 
father said “Tell no one what we’ve found. The smugglers will be back looking for their booty, so we 
need to keep it safe.” 
 

The pair returned to the inn where they found Sam’s mother tending to the wounded man, now laid 
on a trestle table in the back room.  “Will he live?” Sam asked.  “Aye, thanks to you, he will.” she 
answered. “He might have bled to death out there all night. But what were you doing watching the 
beach? Didn’t you know how dangerous it would have been if you’d been spotted?”  “Leave the boy 
be, mother.” his father intervened. “He came to no harm and now, due to his quick thinking, the 
smugglers will owe us several favours, which is no bad thing. Word has it that in the confusion all 
the smugglers escaped - and the ship too. When the Revenue men come back, there won’t be 
anything to find, and no one will have heard a thing. Which will put the smugglers doubly in our 
debt.” 
 

Shortly before daybreak there was a thunderous knocking on the inn door, Sam’s father left his bed 
and made his way to silence the knocking, thinking it might be the revenue he opened the door only 
to have it thrust in his face by a man of giant proportions who barged into the bar followed by 
several men. Towering over the landlord he spoke in a voice filled with menace.  “I understand 
there was a ruckus on the beach last night between some men and the revenue.  I’ve come to 
collect my horse that was left on the beach last night. 
 

“The nag’s in a stable at the back of the inn, your honour.” the landlord stuttered.  “Twas my son 
who shouted out the alarm warning of the revenue,” he explained, gaining confidence “He found 
your man what was injured in the fight and my wife tended to his wounds.   We have him safe 
here.”  “And the contents that I’m informed were in the saddle bags?” the smugger demanded.  
“They are safe and well concealed.”  “Then take me to them quickly before the revenue arrive as 
they surely will after daybreak and if you keep your mouth shut I’ll reward you for your kindness.” 
the giant said. 
 
Checking the saddle bags the men found they had not been tampered with and the contents were 
   as they should be; even the gold coins were untouched. Tossing the bags  
   onto the horses back they were ready to depart when the smuggler put his 
   hand into one of the leather saddle bags and produced a couple of gold  
   coins;  coins worth a few weeks wages.   Tossing them to the landlord, he  
   said, “Remember what I told you, keep silent, all of you, and all will be well.  
   Talk, and we’ll hear about it.” The giant called out as he mounted his horse. 
   “I’ll be back soon, I have a good position for a handy lad like your son.” 
   Flicking his whip he led the way up the steep winding path into the early  
   dawn light. 
 
 
Editor:  Brett has done intensive research into our local heritage of smuggling in Dorset and is 
indeed related to the King of Smugglers, Isaac Gulliver (1745 - 1822). 
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A Reflection on Regional Gathering April 22
nd

 2017 

The spirituality of Rufus Jones, Quakers, Mystery & Scepticism 

 
This is not a report on the Gathering – which was well-organised, well-attended, well-presented and 
provided much food for thought and deep sharing.  Jan Arriens facilitated the day in a quiet and 
sensitive way, appropriate to the subject. It is the sharing that prompts this reflection. There is a 
long history of mysticism in the Quaker tradition, indeed it can be said that it was founded on and is 
maintained by mystical experiences. We sit in silence awaiting a wordless coming together as a 
group, a binding together by a presence from outside, with the possibility of spiritual guidance 
coming from that presence through members of the group. A mystical process is an appropriate 
term. 
 

Many Friends also experience that presence in various forms as individuals, indeed such 
experiences led George Fox to initiate the movement to which we now belong as he came to 
believe that anyone can have direct experience of the divine. We heard remarkable stories of some 
of these experiences during the day. Yet we do not readily share those individual experiences 
outside such events as this Gathering; do we fear being regarded as odd? Ministry in Meeting for 
Worship that can affect another Friend so deeply may be ascribed to the sensitivity of the Friend 
who ministered rather than the unseen divine presence if we are not familiar and comfortable with 
the true source, acknowledging that it is through grace that we channel ministry and are able to 
receive it through that same grace. Encountering the mystery that lies beyond our consciousness 
and which bursts unsought into our awareness is wondrous and at the same time is abundant. It 
does not, like meditation and enlightenment, demand long years of study and practice, but is freely 
available to all who are open to it. This openness is a key factor that emerged during the day. 
 

Receiving such intimations of the divine does not confer any merit on the receiver.  Some deeply 
spiritual Friends may not be blessed in this way, but have different gifts to which they are open and 
which are shared for the benefit of others. Our gifts are myriad and are freely provided.  There is no 
hierarchy of blessings. Nevertheless, experiences that can be labelled as mystical tend to be 
hidden under the proverbial bushel. Bringing them back into the Light from whence they came and 
sharing them with others is perhaps one of the purposes for which they were given.  
 

So, how might we share our encounters with this mystery?  There are various ways and I believe 
that if we become aware of the breadth and depth of such experiences within and outside our 
Meeting we will immeasurably enrich our own spiritual lives and that of the Meeting.      
                   Stuart Yates 
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Poem read as ministry at Poole Meeting for Worship 
 
I note the obvious differences     Mirror twins are different 
in the human family.      although their features jibe, 
Some of us are serious,     and lovers think quite different thoughts 
some thrive on comedy.     while lying side by side.  
 
Some declare their lives are lived    We love and lose in China, 
as true profundity,      we weep on England's moors, 
and others claim they really live    and laugh and moan in Guinea, 
the real reality.      and thrive on Spanish shores. 
 
The variety of our skin tones     We seek success in Finland, 
can confuse, bemuse, delight,    are born and die in Maine. 
brown and pink and beige and purple,   In minor ways we differ, 
tan and blue and white.     in major we're the same. 
 
I've sailed upon the seven seas    I note the obvious differences  
and stopped in every land,     between each sort and type, 
I've seen the wonders of the world    but we are more alike, my friends, 
not yet one common man.     than we are unalike. 

 
I know ten thousand women    We are more alike, my friends, 
called Jane and Mary Jane,    than we are unalike. 
but I've not seen any two     We are more alike, my friends, 
who really were the same.     than we are unalike.  
 

                     Maya Angelou  
 
 

 
 

There will be an opportunity to meet and chat with local representatives of the various 
Christian, Jewish, Islamic, Buddhist, Hindu, Sikh and Baha’i faiths on 

Tuesday 25 July     6.30pm – 8pm 
At the Bournemouth Meeting House 

Tea and Cake will be served . . .  Everyone is welcome. 

 

 
Rosemary Brown 
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From Will Howard:  Too good to be true? 
 

Once more, Jesus is hanging out with all the wrong people. From corrupt tax collectors to ordinary, 
everyday sinners, everyone can’t help but try and get closer to Jesus to hear all that he has to say 
about the good news of the kingdom of God.  
It’s driving the religious folk crazy. But they, too, can’t help but come along and listen to him. 
Knowing that they’re there as well, Jesus proceeds to tell them all, religious nitpicks and sinners 
alike, three stories on the topic of losing and finding. These stories have become known as the 
parables of the lost sheep, the lost coin and the prodigal son. All of them are recorded in the gospel 
according to Luke, chapter 15. 
 

The story of the prodigal son begins simply, ‘There was a man who had two sons.’ Immediately, we 
are introduced to the three characters of the story: the father, the younger son and the older son. 
To start with, the focus is on the father and the younger son. Out of the blue, the younger son says 
to his father, ‘Father, give me the share of the property that will belong to me.’ In asking that, he 
might as well have wished his father dead - as then as now, you only inherit your parents’ property 
at the time of their death. In our culture today, this would be hugely disrespectful, but even more so 
back then in what was a traditional, agrarian society. Jesus’ audience would have been appalled at 
the dreadful audacity of the younger son. But they would have been even more amazed that the 
father proceeds to comply with his son’s demand. He divides his property between the two of them, 
divesting himself of all his wealth and status in the process, thereby rendering himself utterly 
dependent on his two children.  
 

Rather than care for his father, however, the newly enriched younger son takes his money and 
leaves town. He goes to a distant country, where he proceeds to lead a wild life full of the worst that 
money can buy. But pretty quickly, his funds runs out. And just as they do, the country he’s moved 
to is hit by a famine. In desperation, the younger son takes a menial farm job feeding pigs. As he 
does so, he finds himself licking his lips at the site of the pods the pigs are eating. He’s so hungry, 
he’d happily eat the pigs’ food, too.  
It’s at this low point that he suddenly has a brainwave and hatches a plan. ‘How many of my 
father’s hired hands have bread enough and to spare, but here I am dying of hunger. I will get up 
and go to my father, and I will say to him, “Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you; I 
am no longer worthy to be called your son; treat me like one of your hired hands.”’ The motivation 
for his return to his father’s house is not because he’s suddenly realised how awfully he’s behaved 
towards his father. No, it’s still self-interest that’s driving his behaviour. He’s only going back 
because of what’s in it for him. 
 

The scene then changes and the way Jesus tells the story, we’re suddenly standing with the father 
who is looking out for his son, patiently waiting for the day when he will return home. While the 
younger son is still far off, the father sees him. Jesus tells us that the father is ‘filled with 
compassion’. He runs out to meet his son and puts his arms around him. Again, Jesus’ audience 
would have been shocked. Elderly men do not run. It’s not dignified. It’s beneath them. Imagine a 
foreign dignitary arriving for an important international political meeting only to proceed to run along 
the red carpet that’s been rolled out in welcome. It’s just not done.  
 

But this father does. He not only runs to his son, he also wraps his arms around him and kisses him 
on the neck. And this is before the younger son has even a moment to get a word out edgeways. 
The son begins his spiel but the father’s not interested. He’s already forgiven his son and is 
summoning his staff to begin the celebrations, ‘“for this son of mine was dead and is alive again; he 
was lost and is found!” And they began to celebrate.’ 
But not everybody. This is where the elder son enters the story. And remember, Jesus is telling this 
story not only to tax collectors and sinners (who would likely identify with the younger son) but also 
to the Pharisees and scribes. Who are they going to identify with in the story? Jesus continues,  
‘“Now his elder son was in the field; and when he came and approached the house, he heard music 
and dancing.”’ The elder son asks what’s going on and when he hears that ‘“Your brother has 
come, and your father has killed the fatted calf, because he has got him back safe and sound’”, he 
has an almighty strop. He refuses to come down from the fields and join in the celebrations.  
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The father once more demeans himself and leaves the party to entreat the elder son to come and 
join in. But the son is livid. ‘“Listen! For all these years I have been working like a slave for you, and 
I have never disobeyed your command; yet you have never given me even a young goat so that I 
might celebrate with my friends. But when this son of yours came back, who has devoured your 
property with prostitutes, you killed the fatted calf for him!”’ The elder son is saying that he’s been 
the good lad, lived the right life, behaved the right way, treated his father with respect all the way 
along and yet who’s getting all the fuss? ‘That son of yours.’ He doesn’t even refer to his younger 
brother as his brother. For the elder son, his younger brother is not even family anymore.  
 
At this point, you can imagine the Pharisees and scribes starting to shuffle awkwardly and mutter 
amongst themselves, ’Is he talking about us?’ They wonder, and so do we, how is the father going 
to respond? Jesus tells us as he finishes the story, ‘“Son, you are always with me, and all that is 
mine is yours. But we had to celebrate and rejoice, because this brother of yours was dead and has 
come to life; he was lost and has been found.”’ Jesus is addressing the Pharisees and scribes 
through the mouth of the father character in the story. Look, he’s saying, these tax collectors and 
sinners are being welcomed back into the kingdom of God. We have to celebrate and rejoice. 
These corrupt and dissolute brothers of yours were dead but now they have new life; they were lost 
and now they’re found. 
 
How does the elder brother respond? We don’t know. The story doesn’t tell us. That’s one of the 
parable’s key functions. It’s intended to provoke a response. It makes us question ourselves. Do 
we think the father was right? Was he right to do what he did? Specifically, was he right to forgive 
his younger son, even before a word had been uttered? How would we respond if we were in the 
position of the elder brother? Or do we see ourselves more in the character of the younger son? 
 
But there’s an even more important question. As I said at the beginning, Jesus’ message is the 
good news of the kingdom of God and that this kingdom is open to all those whom you might not 
expect it to be, including tax collectors and sinners. God is running to meet those who previously 
thought they were lost. He’s wrapping his arms around them, kissing them on the neck, telling the 
cooks to fire up the kitchens and to start preparing the feast. And what a feast it’s going to be! Such 
food, such music, such dancing, such joy! Even if your reasons for coming back weren’t pure, God 
doesn’t care. He loves you so much and is over the moon to have you return home. 
 
So what’s the key question? Well, it’s this: is God really like this? It’s a great story for sure, but is it 
true? Does God really welcome us back when our lives have gone off track? Does he run to meet 
us, wrap his arms around us and kiss us? Or is this just a comforting story but actually we don’t 
really know? We’d like to think it was like this - or maybe we wouldn’t, if we find ourselves 
identifying more with the elder brother - but just because we’d like something to be true, doesn’t 
make it so.  
 
What matters here is who the storyteller is and what happened to him. Jesus told this story, 
probably many times as he went from village to village, but there were lots of people telling stories 
back then. Why pay this one any more attention than any other?  The reason why we do, and why 
this story has such a hold on us, is because after hearing any number of stories like these and 
many others, the religious and political authorities of the day had enough of Jesus and so 
conspired to have him executed by the state. So he was strung up on the cross and killed. By 
rights, other than being a historical footnote of possible interest only to scholars, that is the last we 
should have expected to hear of Jesus and the stories he once told.  
 
But three days after his execution, his utterly dejected disciples, who had no sound reason to make 
anything up as it would only further imperil them in the sight of the brutal authorities, were 
unexpectedly met by Jesus who had been raised by God the Father. This is why we listen to this 
story and all the others that Jesus used to tell, according them such authority. His resurrection 
means many things but one of them is simply this: Jesus’ resurrection is God’s vindication of the 
stories Jesus told about God. The reason why we can have confidence that God is truly the one 
who runs to meet us, who wraps his arms around us, kisses us and then parties with us till the sun 
comes up, is because he is the God who has already raised Jesus from the dead. Just as one day, 
he will raise us, too. 
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In 1800, the population of the world was 
about 1 billion. It is now (Jan 2017) 7.49 bn., 
and increasing by a billion every twelve 
years. A billion is a thousand thousand 
thousand. To give you some idea of the 
vastness of this number, a billion seconds is 
31 ¾ years.  
 

UN makes projections, but does not claim 
certainty. There is a median projection, 
assuming fertility will settle at replacement 
levels in due course: there are also high and 
low projections, assuming half a child more or 
less than median. These projections are 
updated frequently, and generally increased 
each time, so the median for 2050 has risen 
from 9bn. to 9.7bn. over the last decade. That 
for 2100 has risen from 10bn. To 11.2bn. 
 

There is a real question whether these 
populations are sustainable. At present we 
are consuming at 1.5 times the Earth’s 
biocapacity: if the whole world consumed at 
that rate we would need 3 ½ Earths. We must 
reduce consumption, but that would not be 
sufficient: it would mean reducing per capita 
to 2/7 of the average per capita of the 
developed world. This means that the poor 
will never achieve levels of consumption 
equal to the developed world, and that the 
developed world would have to reduce 
consumption by five sevenths. No politician 
would be able to sell that to the public. And 
population growth tends to negate per capita 
consumption savings. 
 

Another aspect is to consider that the world 
has resources to support a population living 
at the per capita rate of the present 
developed world of two billion (the same ratio, 
2/7 of 7 billion). Several demographers arrive 
at very similar figures: for example, see this 
paper by Kenneth Smail, 'Confronting the 
inevitable: population reduction, voluntary or 
otherwise', on http://tinyurl.com/qjem8qb . 
World population was two billion as recently 
as 1927. 
 

Now, look at the world we live in. It is 
becoming less able to support us. Climate 
change is accelerating. Ice caps and glaciers 
are melting, sea levels are rising, 

desertification is spreading, cultivated land is 
degrading, weather is more extreme. The 
Independent reported recently that soil 
erosion and degradation is one of our most 
pressing problems. There is therefore huge 
scope for violence, as people squabble over 
reduced resources. 
 

We are entering on the sixth great extinction. 
Species are already going extinct at 
something like 1000 times the natural 
background rate (E.O.Wilson estimates 
between 1000 and 10,000 times). The 
number of wild animals has shrunk by 50% 
since 1970; human population has doubled in 
the same time. Human beings and their 
animals account for 97% of land vertebrates 
by mass: wildlife only 3%.  
 

These pressures constitute a threat to our 
civilization. A recent paper issued by the 
Royal Society, called 'Can the collapse of 
global civilization be avoided?', on 
http://tinyurl.com/p74757v states emphatically 
that ' The human predicament is driven by 
overpopulation, overconsumption of natural 
resources and ...[inappropriate] technology': 
in fact this article tells you what I am trying to 
tell you, but in much greater length, and I 
recommend that you read it.  
 

Can we do anything? There is much that can 
be done, both internationally and by 
individuals. Over 200 million women have no 
access to modern contraception, for various 
reasons. Over 40% of all pregnancies are 
unintentional, even in the developed world. 
The fact that there are 42 million abortions 
annually, of which 20 million are unsafe, 
resulting in thousands of maternal deaths and 
permanent disabilities, demonstrates that 
there is a huge unfulfilled need for 
contraception. Individually, we can support 
Marie Stopes International, and we can 
consider the size of our own families. 
 

We need to get this out into open discussion, 
and not to hide it away as 'not quite nice'. I 
would hope that in due course, Friends 
collectively would take a stance on this 
subject: if they did, it should have a significant 
effect on public opinion.

 
                 Roger Plenty 
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Dear Editor 

Some friends in Poole Meeting have expressed their disquiet over the inclusion in News & Views of 
'London Taxi' (Page 12). 
We gave consideration to this in our meeting of Poole Elders this morning and I have been asked 
to write to you. 
The Religious Society of Friends strives to reach out to all religions in friendship and 
understanding.  These qualities are desperately needed in our world today. 
We cannot undo what has already gone into print, but we urge more sensitivity in future.  Is it 
possible to remove it from the on-line version? 
We appreciate all the work and thoughtfulness that goes into providing us with such an excellent 
and interesting newsletter. 
Love and Peace 
Patricia, On behalf of Poole Elders. 
 

Dear John, 

Friends in Wimborne Meeting enjoy and value "News and Views" as a means of learning what's 
going on in other local meetings in our Area Meeting and reading what Friends want to share. We 
value your witness as its Editor, with your enthusiasm and commitment.   
As you know, we have many new to Friends coming to our Meeting. They are keen to learn more 
and this publication is one that gives a local feel of Friends perspective across the area.  
It's in this context that I am writing, with regret, as we need to express the concern of our Elders, 
following our recent meeting last week, about a piece you inserted in the current edition, that 
referred to Muslims in a disrespectful manner.  
News and Views is widely distributed, so is becoming an outreach magazine too, reflecting upon 
Quakerism. We have always celebrated diversity, and respect of world religions. This article, 
intended we're sure as a light touch, does not reflect our Quaker perspective of respect for other 
religions, including and especially Muslims at this time, with the refugee crisis and the subsequent 
disrespectful attitude often presented in the press and elsewhere. This is not our way.   
So it's the message being given that makes this something we feel we need to communicate. We 
celebrate your commitment and hope such constructive remarks are received as helpful feedback.  
In Friendship, Richard. 
 

 

 
 
Bournemouth Meeting have been saddened to learn of the death of our Friend  Anne Windsor - a 
member of our Meeting for many years.  Although  frail and recently residing in a nursing home, 
she will be remembered with affection by many Friends for her loyalty and her sense of humour. 
  
We were pleased to host the Regional Gathering in April and to welcome Harvey Gilman as our 
speaker.  
  
Our Quiet Garden afternoons continue to be appreciated as are our monthly soup and cheese 
lunches.   We continue to have a speaker or discussion on the fifth Sunday of the month and were 
pleased to welcome a representative from the local branch of MIND to hear news of the weekly 
drop-in centre being run at one of the local churches for people with mental problems. We support 
the local food bank and have collected clothes for Michael House, a local halfway house for men 
who have been on the streets. 
  
On a lighter note, the Dances for Universal Peace on the third Sunday and the first Saturday of 
each month are much enjoyed. 
We are fortunate in having a Children’s Meeting and it is a joy to see and hear them on some 
Sundays. 
We look forward to the visit from the Journeyman Theatre in late June and our usual visit to 
Godshill in August. 
                                                                                                        Connie Hazell 
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A DATE FOR YOUR DIARY 
 

The next Regional Gathering is in October 
 

TOPIC: “Reading ‘Quaker Faith & Pracice’” 
 

SPEAKER: Rhiannon Grant (member of the Revision Preparation Group) 
 

Saturday 28 October 2017  (approx. 10.30am – 4pm) 
 

Southampton Meeting House 
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The solution  -  see page 3 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

A N   E P I L O G U E 
 

from “This We Can Say”, 
 the Australian Quaker Life, Faith and Thought book 2004 

 

Chris Hall read this Epilogue at the Area Meeting’s Weekend at Charney Manor. 
  

  

3.86   Peace is the central theme of Christianity – peace within ourselves, peace within 
the family and peace between nations and groups.   This is the most revolutionary 
challenge that has ever confronted human beings. 
  
Christ introduced a new concept – love is more powerful than fear – and he further 
emphasised this by asking us to love not only people we liked and those who agreed with 
us, but also our enemies, those who obstruct us, humiliate us and ‘spitefully use us”. 
  
It is when respect, understanding and empathy have been expressed that the miracle of 
love will transform the communication.   Then each participant feels warmth, fellowship 
and trust for each other and the defensive barriers that block communication are lowered.   
No longer is each side attempting to find ways to win points to defeat the other.   Instead 
each is striving to reach a settlement that will be meaningful both to themselves and the 
other side.          
                   Richard Griffith 1992    
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WHEN DEMAND EXCEEDS SUPPLY 
After awhile copies of News & Views disappear to good homes I'm sure so none are left for 
visitors,    so here's our solution :  
 

After you've finished with your copy please could you kindly return it for others to read? 
 
 
 

Would you like to receive News & Views on-line   -  PDF with email ? 
Request Editor giving your email address. 

 
 

News & Views is available from our web site too  to send with a link to friends world-wide  
www.quakerbournemouth.org /news/newsletters 

 
 

The next Deadline is planned for October 15 
 

Thank you Friends for returning your News & Views after you’ve finished reading it for others to 
read.  This saves our printing costs. 
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Quakers offer friendship and silent worship open to God’s Spirit at these meetings. 

Whatever your faith please feel really welcome to join us. 
 
 
POOLE  52 Wimborne Rd,  
   BH15 2BY       Sundays 10.30am 01202-681443 
 
BOURNEMOUTH 16 Wharncliffe Road 
   Boscombe     Sundays 10.30am 01202-882914 
   BH21 1AS 
 
WIMBORNE  The Town Hall  Sundays 10.30am 01202-840994 
   West Borough 
   BH21 1LT 
 
SWANAGE  The Rectory Classroom The 2nd & Last  01929-425740 
   Church Hill   Sunday each month  
   BH19 1HU   at 10.30am 
       
NEW MILTON 30 Whiterfield Road  Sundays 10.30am 01425-619831 
   BH25 6DF 
 
LYMINGTON  Community Centre  Sundays 10.30am 01590-678706 
   Cannon Street 
   SO41 9BQ 
 
FORDINGBRIDGE United Reformed Church 2nd & 4th Weds 01425-652527 
   Salisbury Street  of the month 1pm 
   SP6 1AB   & 1st Sun 10.30am 
 
 

28 

  
 

Quakers may have a variety of spiritual beliefs,  

but we all try to live with these principles : 

  

 Peace - no violence 

 Equality - no discrimination  

 Integrity - putting what is right and honest first 

 Simplicity - living without clutter, greed or waste  

 Love - in humility always considering others  

 



CHARNEY MANOR WEEKEND - MARCH 2017 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

QUAKER TAPESTRY MURAL IN THE SOLAR ROOM 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Please kindly return this magazine after use for others to read. 

 

 

 

  

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Troubles are often the tools by which  
God fashions us for better things 

 

 


