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BOLDRE STILL AND BOLDRE
(March 2017)

THE LAKE DISTRICT

The Reverend Canon Andrew Neaum became the “House for Duty”
Anglican priest of the lovely Boldre Benefice in August 2013. The
Vicarage in which he and Diana live is on the edge of the New Forest,
a couple of miles north of Lymington in Hampshire. He is old
fashioned enough a priest to visit his flock in their homes, but “house
for duty” clergy are supposed to work only two days a week and
Sundays, which means visiting everyone in the parish takes a long
time. The following are the March 2017 weekly ruminations, aired
prejudices and footling observations that in the weekly pew sheet
augment his visits and help keep folk in touch week in and week out.
Earlier articles are available from the Article Page on this Website:
http://www.andrewneaum.com/articles.htm

(185) “This and That” - 26 March 2017
The wooded areas of the Lake District are surprisingly mossy. Miles of stone walls are softened
by a clinging blanket of livid green moss. It brought to mind the beautiful second stanza of
Wordsworth’s She Dwelt Among the Untrodden Ways….
A violet by a mossy stone
Half hidden from the eye!
- Fair as a star, when only one
Is shining in the sky.
Bathetic
The third and final stanza of that poem is hugely disappointing. It is a good example of
bathos. That is, an anticlimactic fall from sublimity to sentimental banality:
She lived unknown, and few could know
When Lucy ceased to be;
But she is in her grave, and oh,
The difference to me!
The greatest of poets have their off days. Tennyson finishes his poem Enoch Arden
bathetically thus:
So past the strong heroic soul away
And when they buried him the little port
Had seldom seen a costlier funeral.
A prose rather than poetic example of bathos comes from the Washington Post. This is
deliberate rather than unintentional bathos, for comic effect: The ballerina rose gracefully en
pointe and extended one slender leg behind her, like a dog at a fire hydrant.”
We visited Wordsworth’s simple tomb at Grasmere in the graveyard of St Oswald church
where he worshipped. Remarkably the building once served two different communities at the same
time, with separated entrances. A large north aisle was added in 1492, to serve the residents of
nearby Langdale. An obviously altered roofline is now the only evidence of the church having once
been two in one.
John Ruskin 1819-1900
Wordsworth was not the only prolific poet and writer associated with the Lake District. We
visited Brantwood, the home of John Ruskin. It overlooks Lake Coniston. Ruskin is one of the
most remarkable, influential and impressive of Victorians. Yet our prurient age seems more
interested in his unhappy, unconsummated and finally annulled marriage to Effie than in anything
else about him.
Admired by Tolstoy, Gandhi and many of the great and good, he was the most influential
writer of his time about art. He was a champion of naturalism and hence the Pre-Rapaelites and
Turner, as well as of truth and moral beauty. He was largely responsible for the Gothic revival in
England and influential in the development of Christian Socialism. Wandering around his house
viewing his meticulous watercolours and enjoying his carefully planned hillside garden was a joy.
Genuine pathos, not bathos, in Christchurch Priory
We showed Fr Nicolas, the previous Sunday’s visiting preacher over Christchurch Priory
before he returned to Mirfield. We were particularly taken by this wall memorial:
LAVINIA OAKE
died of a Decline at the Hot-wells near Bristol
1st July 1804, in the 23rd Year of her Age
A CHRISTIAN
Who, tho’ worn down by Afflictions bore them patiently,
In the steadfast Hope of rising incorruptible to that

happy Region which the Gospel so clearly points out
And
in sacred Memory of
whose unassuming worth, unaffected Piety and
generous affection;
this humble Monument is gratefully inscribed by her
intended Husband
With Prospects bright I woo’d the lovely Maid,
The Scene soon darken’d and her Health declin’d,
Her vestal Ashes near this Urn are laid:
But where’s her Soul? ?? at rest no doubt resigned ??
The Clouds disperse! new rays of Hope are given,
And her blest Shade I hope to meet in Heaven.

(184) “This and That” - 19 March 2017
Standing at the church door greeting folk as they leave can be fraught. Hermione resents being
mistaken for Gertrude. It’s easy to get birds mixed up.
The wrong bird
Such mistakes are not only made at the church door. On Monday I was advised of someone
ill in Kingfishers Nursing Home. I promised a visit after dropping Fr Nicolas at Brockenhurst
Station. I duly called at Woodpeckers Nursing Home. Wrong bird by 16 miles. An excusable
mistake. Both birds are beautiful. Both have dagger beaks.
The promise of wild weather during our visit to the Lake District filled us with anticipation.
Storm Doris was being talked up. We hoped to be wind buffeted, hail battered and snow
smothered. Sadly we were not. The closest we came to reverence and awe was driving over
Hardknott and Wrynose passes as cloud descended, rain fell, wind blew and dusk descended.
Darkening mountain sides were striated by writhing, foaming, white rivulets. Pools gathered in
dips. The narrow, winding road is the steepest in England. An exhilarating, challenging drive in
such conditions.
Dangerous anticipation
The word anticipate comes from the Latin Ante-cipare: ‘to take before’. It means to
experience imaginatively what is yet to come. Weather forecasters talk up storms so extravagantly
that when they arrive they are disappointingly less than we’ve already imagined or anticipated
them to be.
The recent budget is an example of much the same thing. Thoroughly leaked beforehand,
it was analysed in turgid detail for days before it was delivered. When it actually came it had
already been experienced so completely it bored us witless. Hence all the press manufactured
excitement in the defence of the drivers of white vans
If everything is experienced imaginatively before it happens. Little is left in life that is
unpredictable, risky or surprising. How dull. Thank God for the life of faith. For the frisson and
risk of stepping beyond where evidence can take us into the love, foolishness and madness of God.
I have recently spent hours and hours in the company of one of God’s fools. He is the
mystic-hero of the novel ‘Laurus’ by the Russian medievalist, Eugene Vodolazkin. A strange
masterpiece the book recreates Medieval Russia with astonishing sympathy: a land trembling with
religious fervour, criss-crossed by holy nutters, freaks, pilgrims, mystics, healers and prophets.
Nothing is predictable in the novel or the Russia of those days. I loved it and cried at its end.

A visitor friendly church
In the Lake District we visited All Saints Watermillock. Built of local red sandstone and
slate in 1881, of all the country churches we have ever visited it is the most visitor-friendly. Lights
come on as you enter and on a cold morning it was beautifully warm. At the back was an open,
clean and warm lavatory. It contains a Spring-Rice family stained glass window and a stone
memorial to Sir Cecil Spring-Rice, the author of I Vow to Thee My Country.
A Desperate Church Treasurer’s Tale
An extremely well-worn £5 note and a similarly distressed £50 note arrived
together at the Bank of England to be retired. As they moved along the conveyor
belt towards the incinerator, they struck up a conversation. The £50 note reminisced
about its travels all over the United Kingdom. “I've had a pretty good life,” it
proclaimed. “Why, I’ve been to Ascot, Cheltenham and Aintree. I have been to the
Montcalm, Hyatt Regency, Kidonan Lodge and innumerable other luxury hotels. I
have been to the finest restaurants in London, Liverpool, Edinburgh and Belfast, I
have been on mega yachts, to St Andrew’s and the Trump International Golf Club.
I have even been to that fairest of England’s towns, Lymington.” “Lucky you,” said
the £5 note. “You really have had an exciting life!” “So tell me,” said the £50 note,
“where have you been throughout your lifetime?” The £5 note replied, “Oh, I’ve
been to the Methodist Church, the Catholic Church, the Reformed Church and
innumerable Church of England churches......” The £50 note interrupted, “What’s
a church?”
Dame Edna in Stratford on Avon
Dame Edna, on seeing a Morris Traveller car in Stratford on Avon said: “Why, even the cars are
half-timbered here.”

(183) “This and That” - 12 March 2017
It is difficult to express love for Africa without sounding patronising or condescending. We
love from a position of such, affluence and privilege.
The first seven of my twenty five African years were spent on bush mission stations. I was
eleven when taken there and our family income was my father’s modest priest’s salary. Even so
we were hugely privileged and affluent compared to those among who we lived and worshipped.
It is those mission station days I hark back to and yearn for. Patronising and condescending or not,
I dearly love Africa.
A rival to St John’s Boldre
Of all the local churches to which I have belonged, there is only one serious rival in beauty
to St John the Baptist’s Boldre. Set among the granite kopjes of Rhodesia’s high veldt, on St
Bernard’s Mission, it was our first African church. It no longer exists and I have no photographs
of it. Nor does the mission station itself any longer exist. It was subsumed into the elitist Bernard
Mizeki College for boys, against my father’s wishes. He wanted a school for girls. One of the few
battles with diocesan authorities he lost.
To my mind’s eye that church glows with the patina of nostalgia. It had a steep,
untidily-thatched roof, with ragged, uneven eaves that reached well down below its mud stuccoed,
homemade brick walls. The eaves, supported by crooked, spindly wooden uprights, formed a
narrow unintended veranda. The windows had no glass. Swallow nests as well as the mud runnels
of marauding termites decorated the interior walls. The floor was uncompromising concrete upon
which the congregation kneeled without complaint.

Unoyera unoyera, unoyera
Standing in church, or even sitting if you were tall, you gazed out beneath the ragged
eyebrow eaves of the roof to an area of swept sand and trees, some of them incongruous
Australian callistemons. My father’s sermons were doubled in length for being translated into
Shona. Blue headed lizards scurrying over the sand and up the trees were a welcome distraction.
The singing was deeply moving. It was a boys’ primary school, but many of the lads were well
beyond puberty and so the seemingly effortless and resonant harmonising of sentimental Victorian
tunes stopped the heart. My father’s Derbyshire accented, rote-learned recitation of the liturgy in
Shona was incomprehensible to his family and possibly to all the Shona people present as well.
Phrases still rest in my memory though: Unoyera, unoyera, unoyera…. (Holy, Holy Holy….) Baba
wedu….. (Our Father…..)
It is easy to sentimentalise it all. I must have been bored witless for great slabs of the time.
Nothing wrong with that. Boredom develops the imagination. In these days of constant distraction
and entertainment, truly loving and creative parents bring their child to church not only to
acknowledge the transcendent, but also to help develop their imagination with a slab or two of
unmitigated boredom. If sermonising becomes too interesting, admonish the preacher. Boredom,
like beautiful music, is an essential part of good worship.
Curdling the blood of unbelievers
I remember fondly the soft whisper of bare feet entering and leaving. The dustiness of thin,
dark legs. The disregard for punctuality. The schoolboys were marshalled to be on time. Locals
arrived late, very late, and just before the service ended, seemingly unconcerned. There was
something wholly natural and uncontrived about their attitude to worship, little posturing or
pretence. If they were bored they happily let their jaw drop, their eyes droop and their body slump.
Those who sat near us were shamelessly curious. They would turn and gawp, not momentarily in
a glance, but for minute after minute after minute, staring, staring, staring. They lived in a largely
un-demythologised world. The spiritual world and natural world were remained one. They could
be natural in ways that we find difficult.
Best of all were rousing hymns to an insistent drum beat. They excited the women to shuffle
swaying from their bench emitting hair-raising, heart-stopping ululations. Primitive descants to
curdle the blood and horrify those too timid to step into the risk and excitement of belief. But to
fire the blood and hearts of God’s beloved sweet, foolish faithful.

(182) “This and That” - 5 March 2017
Straight after church recently we crept off north for a few days. Our ultimate destination
the Lake District.
Crustless smoked-salmon-with-avocado sandwiches ensured an insouciant endurance of the
M3. The M25 was disdained with a few discreet and contentedly fishy burps. The M11 delivered
us so speedily to Cambridge we barely noticed it. On arrival an enthusiastic greeting from
grandson Thomas crowned an unusually easy trip.
Cambridge
Later, Diana fed Thomas, prepared him for bed and baby-sat him to sleep, as his parents and
I enjoyed choral evensong in St Catherine’s College Chapel. The choir of around 25 gloriously
voiced students is superb. An adventurous repertoire, enhanced by resonant acoustics sends the
heart soaring to heaven fortissimo. Pianissimo it stops the heart. Heaven is present. Even the
sermon was a pleasure to hear: thoughtful, lucid and positive. It was by David Neaum.
Afterwards, at dinner in the Hall, I sat next to one of those modest, unassuming near
geniuses that you find in such places. She happened, like me, to have a vicar for a father. So we
talked not only about her area of professional expertise, but also of the faith.

Continuing in belief
Her father had been an academic priest and so as well as parish priesting had done much
high level lecturing and tutoring. This meant that his daughter had grown up listening to and
absorbing an intellectually sophisticated and coherent faith. Hence her continued belief.
She went on to say how privileged she felt to live in a place like Cambridge, where the faith
is still preached in an intellectually compelling way and the liturgy performed beautifully,
sensitively and with first rate music. Elsewhere, too often, this is not so she maintained.
Not always. At Boldre our music is very often inspiring, and the liturgy, while unfussy and
simple, is always ordered and reverent. Nor do vicars need to be academics. My father had no
university degree, but was thoughtful, musical and conversant with and a lover of the tradition. Nor
was his faith at all naïve. He preached his way arrestingly, honestly and questioningly, into deeper
understandings of it. He took sympathetic listeners along with him. Hence my continued belief.
Belper
Next day we headed for Belper, eight miles north of Derby. A hilly and pleasing town, its
dark, stone walls and buildings do seem grim in grey weather. It was one of the first textile mill
towns in England. An imposing redbrick mill, alongside a weir on the Derwent, remains a
landmark. From the year of my birth until I was 25 its MP was that old boozer George Brown.
More notably it is the home town of all Neaums. There are two Anglican churches. St Peter’s ‘the
low church in the high place’ and Christ Church, ‘the high church in the low place’. My
grandfather attended St Peter’s up the hill, my grandmother Christ Church, by the river.
We visited my cousin Joy and her husband Neal in the home built by my grandparents. Joy
is the oldest of my cousins and a great source of interesting family news. We ate a great nog of her
husband’s ninetieth birthday cake, photographed them both and talked incessantly. We then visited
her younger brother Malcom and his wife Beryl, half a mile away. He is an enthusiastic bass in a
male voice choir. As little boys my brother and I were in awe of his long, sonorous, musical
belches. Although he has outgrown these they appear to have been good for his vocal chords.
Mansfield
We then pressed on to Mansfield to see another cousin, Michael Neaum and his wife Jean.
I last saw him when I was six. He and his twin brother John, before we left England for Tristan
da Cunha, visited us in our Staffordshire vicarage. They had superb treble voices. Even so young
I was awestruck by the beauty of their singing in my father’s church of the duet ‘Love one another’
from S.S. Wesley’s: ‘Blessed be the God and Father’. Michael is a highly regarded accompanist,
arranger and composer. When googled his name achieves more internet hits than any other Neaum.
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