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BOLDRE STILL AND BOLDRE

 (May 2022)

The first ever double decker bus at St John’s Boldre

for a bus-driver groom at his wedding

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 May 2022 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

http://www.andrewneaum.com/
http://www.andrewneaum.com/articles.htm


(453)  “This and That”  - 29 May 2022
Why commemorate a catastrophe? Why recall a calamity? Why dwell upon a disaster? Why, year

after year, commemorate the worst of all single ship Royal Navy tragedies, the sinking of the last great
battle cruiser ever built, the mighty Hood?

Wax lyrical, poetic, patriotic

Psychologists, sociologists, historians, theologians and politicians, can all offer valid reasons for
doing so, but forget all that.  Let’s ignore dull theorising and intellectualising and instead wax lyrical,
poetic, patriotic. Why commemorate a catastrophe? Why recall a calamity? Why, year after year
commemorate the worst of all single ship Royal Navy tragedies, the sinking of the great and mighty
Hood?

Davy Jones’ grim locker

Because we’re an island nation, with 17,398 miles of rugged, protective coastline. Because
seafaring and the seven oceans are in our blood. Because the sea, the ocean, sailing, shipping, fishing
and diving define us. Because Davy Jones’ grim locker is chock a block with British bones: a
devastating, 30,248 merchant seamen’s bones and 50,758 Royal Navy sailors’ bones in World War II
alone. Because we know the sea first hand, respect it, love it, fear it, acknowledge its dangers, cruelty,
implacability, violence, tempestuousness and beauty; are all too aware that defeat, disaster and
destruction are an inevitable part of any close relationship with it.

Because we revere the sea for frustrating Napoleon’s expansionism, and thwarting Hitler’s
relentless panzers. Because we love those British sailors, of every sort, who made a fool of the Nazi war
machine with a Gilbert and Sullivanesque flotilla of footling boats at Dunkirk, that saved an army of
336,000, to fight again and win. Because as well as disasters there have been triumphs: the Battle of the
Nile, Quiberon Bay, Lagos, Trafalgar. Because this land, this Britain, this England is Shakespeare’s
“sceptred isle”, his “seat of Mars”, his “other Eden”, his “demi-paradise”, his “fortress built by Nature
for herself against infection and the hand of war”, his “little world”, his “precious stone set in the silver
sea”, his “blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England.”

Ardnamurchan Point

We’re an island nation, shaped by the sea, defined by the sea. The shipping forecast on the BBC
remains dear to us: Viking, Cromarty, Forth, Rockall, Mallin, Biscay, Cape Wrath, Rattray Head,
Berwick-upon-Tweed, Whitby, Gibraltar Point, North Foreland, Selsey Bill, Lough Foyle, Mull of
Galloway, Mull of Kintyre, Ardnamurchan Point….. We’re an island nation alright, with 17,398 miles
of rugged, protective coastline. Seafaring, and the seven oceans are in our blood. The sea, sailing,
shipping, fishing, diving define us. Davy Jones’ grim locker is chock a block with British bones.

Why commemorate a catastrophe? Because, perhaps, possibly, maybe, we British take tragedy,
handle defeat and do disaster better than most. Our sense of irony, our sense of humour, our comedians,
have taught us to laugh at defeat rather than cut our throats.

What is more, our love of ceremony, ritual and pomp, orders, frames, ritualises and puts disaster
into some sort of perspective. Enables us, more than most, to acknowledge the dark side of human
existence, handle it, accept it, live with it, meet it, triumph over it.

Both good and bad

Every year, on a paradoxically good bad Friday, a catastrophe is commemorated, a calamity
recalled, a disaster dwelt upon. All in a way that fires up the faithful and re-stokes their conviction that
sacrificial love is life’s raison d’etre, life’s greatest good, lies in the very heart of the Divine and alone,
alone brings fulfilment to human lives. Enabling the resurrection of Joy and the triumph of Easter Day.

 Rest in peace 

Hood was sunk on a Saturday. 1,415 ordinary, mostly brave, loving and well loved human beings
were unnecessarily and futilely killed. A  black, bad Saturday. Yet properly, lovingly, reverently and



ritually remembered, as in St John’s year by year, they remind us that sacrificing love is life’s raison
d’etre, life’s greatest good, lies in the very heart of the Divine and alone, alone brings fulfilment to
human lives. For that we thank them, thank them, thank them, and bid them rest in peace.

(452)  “This and That”  - 22 May 2022
We parsons can be dull dogs, peddlers of repetitive, platitudinous pap, but then so too can we all.

Eulogies brilliant and otherwise

I’ve suffered a fair bit of tripe at funerals down through the years. Too long, ill prepared,
rambling eulogies for example. Though, on reflection, these have been offset by a fair proportion of
brilliant ones. What is more almost all, even the bad ones, are heartfelt and so worthy of charitable
toleration. The same could be said for dull sermons. My father once admonished me for railing
intemperately about a colleague’s meandering, tedious sermons: “….if listened to in the right spirit any
sermon can yield something worthwhile”. Hmm!

Readings at weddings

Weddings are less harrowing. Though it’s difficult for brides and grooms to select readings that
are not over used. The same bits and pieces do tend to turn up over and over again. A snatch from
Captain Corelli’s Mandolin, snippets from Winnie the Pooh, a Shakespeare or Elizabeth Barret
Browning sonnet….All suitable, but over worked. It is the same with biblical readings. The best, by far,
is the sublime 13th chapter of the First Letter to the Corinthians, but it does suffer from overuse. 

  A glutton and wine bibber

Which being so, I am pleased to be able to offer something new to anyone who wishes to pick it up.  It’s
by an extremely accomplished American poet called Richard Wilbur (1921-2017). If used at a wedding
it requires as a companion piece, St John’s account of the Wedding in Cana of Galilee — the one at
which gallons of water are turned, by Jesus, into gallons of wine. Little wonder that he was termed a
glutton and a wine-bibber by the puritanical wowsers of his time. Wilbur wrote this lovely verse for the
wedding of his son, its second and third stanzas are truly wondrous:

Wedding Toast

 St. John tells how, at Cana's wedding feast,
 The water-pots poured wine in such amount
 That by his sober count
 There were a hundred gallons at the least.

 It made no earthly sense, unless to show
 How whatsoever love elects to bless
 Brims to a sweet excess
 That can without depletion overflow.

 Which is to say that what love sees is true;
 That this world's fullness is not made but found.
 Life hungers to abound
 And pour its plenty out for such as you.

 Now, if your loves will lend an ear to mine,
 I toast you both, good son and dear new daughter.
 May you not lack for water,
 And may that water smack of Cana's wine.

While my generosity lasts, here’s a piece for anyone to pick up for a funeral, be it Godless or
otherwise!  



A Nature-Lover Passes

Daniel Macintyre Henderson 1880–1955
In certain parts of the World the custom still prevails 

of telling the bees that a member of the family has died.

   Bees, go tell the things he treasured—
  Oak and grass and violet—
  That although his life was measured
  He is with them yet!
  Tell the wild rose and the clover
  That the earth has made him over!
  Tell the lilting, loitering stream
  He is sharer of its dream!
  Whisper to the April wood
  Of his blending in its mood!
  Tell the wind his spirit flows
  In whatever path it blows!
  Tell the thrush it draws its art
  From the rapture of his heart!
  Bees, to his green shelter bring
  All of earth’s bright gossiping:
  Tales of feather, flower, or fur;
  Sap upmounting; wings astir!

 
  Now we may no more attend him,
 Bid his loved wild things befriend him!

(451)  “This and That”  - 15 May 2022
 Weddings in a Vicar’s life are a necessary balance to funerals. William Blake would agree: 

Joy and woe are woven fine,
A clothing for the soul divine,
Under every grief and pine,
Runs a joy with silken twine.
It is right it should be so,
We were made for joy and woe...

No Mawkishness

At weddings there is no room for po-faced admonition, dull didacticism or dire warnings drawn
from gloomy marriage statistics. Parsons best tread lightly. If there’s time and inspiration enough, I
lighten those I take with a piece of bespoke verse. In days gone by this was in the form of a light-hearted
grace at any wedding feast to which I was invited. These days, I include them in the service itself. The
one inviolable rule: no mawkishness!

Trolling through my journal I happened upon a verse I’d found memorable enough to record  way
back in 1997. It is by a Scottish poet, Thomas Campbell (1777-1844), and being more anti than pro
marriage, is totally unsuitable for recitation at a wedding! Its cynical point is well made though, and
devoid of cloying mawk .                The First Kiss

How delicious is the winning
Of a kiss at love's beginning,
When two mutual hearts are sighing
For the knot there's no untying.



Yet remember, midst your wooing,
Love has bliss, but love has ruing;
Other smiles may make you fickle,
Tears for other charms may trickle.

Love he comes, and Love he tarries,
Just as fate or fancy carries,—
Longest stays when sorest chidden,
Laughs and flies when pressed and bidden.

Bind the sea to slumber stilly,
Bind its odour to the lily,
Bind the aspen ne'er to quiver,—
Then bind Love to last forever!

Love's a fire that needs renewal
Of fresh beauty for its fuel;
Love's wing moults when caged and captured,—
Only free he soars enraptured.

Can you keep the bee from ranging,
Or the ring-dove's neck from changing?
No! nor fettered Love from dying
In the knot there's no untying.

Maggoty

Mawkishness, although deplorable, is interesting etymologically. The word mawk comes from
the Middle English word mawke, meaning “maggot” and is still used to mean this in some dialects, but
in mainstream English its literal meaning has given way to a solely figurative one. A fact put memorably
in a 1947 book entitled: Say the Word, “Time has treated ‘mawkish’ gently: the wormy stench and
corruption of its primal state were forgotten and ‘mawkish’ became sickly in a weak sort of way, instead
of repulsive and revolting.”

The scintillating manner of Diana

How mawkish is this first stanza of a verse written for my wedding to Diana, then a professional
gardener? 

Thank you Lord for dear Diana
Who in her scintillating manner
Lifts life’s gloom and makes things better 
With each year's crazy Christmas letter;
Whose hair, so preternaturally white,
Turns-turtle Time, puts age to flight;
Whose earth-soiled hands and broken nails
Be-flower beds and murder snails;
Whose biceps lift the sort of weight
To make a navvy hesitate;
Who’s travelled far and travelled wide
And taken so much in her stride;
Whose heart is big, embraces all
And brooks no enemies at all;
Who loves and captivates not least
A wayward, wandering Aussie priest.



(450)  “This and That”  - 8 May 2022
Count your blessings advises the old evangelical hymn, and it will surprise you what the Lord

has done. What he has not done might surprise you, too: Vladimir Putin still unrepentant and rampant.
An estranged family member still estranged. A friend’s cancer uncured.

Gratitude and awe

Be that as it may, it is gratitude that fires worship and keeps faith alive. Unhappiness, misfortune,
fear or loneliness might turn us to God, but gratitude and awe hold us there and drive us to praise and
worship. A poem by Edna St Vincent Millay makes the point:

God's World

O world, I cannot hold thee close enough!
   Thy winds, thy wide grey skies!
   Thy mists, that roll and rise!
Thy woods, this autumn day, that ache and sag
And all but cry with colour!   That gaunt crag
To crush!   To lift the lean of that black bluff!
World, World, I cannot get thee close enough!

Long have I known a glory in it all,
         But never knew I this;
         Here such a passion is
As stretcheth me apart,—Lord, I do fear
Thou’st made the world too beautiful this year;
My soul is all but out of me,—let fall
No burning leaf; prithee, let no bird call.

Every week, usually on a Wednesday,  Diana and I go to St John’s to pre-record part of the
following Sunday’s church service. We nearly always encounter visitors looking over St John’s
appreciatively. A couple of weeks ago a delightful woman remarked on the loveliness of St John’s, not
least because if seemed, to her, to be so alive, loved, well cared for and cherished. As indeed, she
averred, is her own home church, of a similar date, and of which St John’s reminded her.

Melancholy monuments to ingratitude

Our gratitude, on Thanksgiving Sunday, is directed first and foremost to God almighty, for his
innumerable blessings by way of and through St John’s, in it’s lovely New Forest setting. 

It is also directed to everyone in our local community who contributes to our church’s vibrancy
and life. To all who love, visit and support it, no matter how much or how little they believe. 

Deserted, half-dead or closed churches wring the heart. They are crumbling, empty shells,
cadavers from whom a soul has fled. Miserable, melancholy monuments to ingratitude. Sad sign’s of
a community with no soul. Not so St John’s though. Thanks to the love and support of everyone, we
have survived a pandemic, and yet, while sometimes having to mourn loved ones we’ve lost, have
maintained numbers. We even balanced our books last year. Thank you, thank you, thank you.

The Aintree Iron

My favourite band, in days gone by, was Scaffold, long defunct. Their very best song was a sort
of thank you prayer which I still love. It is easy to find on Youtube: “Thank you very much”

    Thank you very much for the Aintree Iron, 
    thank you very much, thank you very very very much...
    Thank you very much for the birds and bees, 
    thank you very much, thank you very very very much...
    Thank you very much for the family circle, 
    thank you very much, thank you very very very much. And so on…...



Let it crawl

My favourite “giving” story, thankfully, does not apply to St John’s. It is a purported extract from
a Southern Baptist sermon:

“Before this church can do great things for God,” shouts the preacher, “It’s gotta learn
to crawl!”  “Let it crawl Reverend!  Let it crawl!” shouts back the congregation. “And
when it's learned to crawl,” the preacher continues,  “It’s gotta learn to walk!” “Let it
walk Reverend!” responds the congregation, “Let it walk!”  Then fixing them with a
glaring eye, the preacher shouts: “And when it's learned to walk, it's gotta run, and we
all knows a church can't run without MONEY!” There’s a momentary silence, then the
congregation shouts back as one man: “Let it crawl Reverend! Let it crawl.”

(449)  “This and That”  - 1 May 2022
In 1975 the Vietnam War ended, Margaret Thatcher was elected leader of the Conservative party,

the eight-year closed Suez canal reopened, the film One flew over the Cuckoo’s Nest was released,
Andrew Neaum was married in Salisbury, Rhodesia and a couple of months later priested in that city’s
Cathedral. What a year. 

The undertakers’ daughter
Forty seven years a priest then. How many children have I baptized, couples married and people

buried in that time? Baptisms and weddings are happy occasions and as such have been nowhere near
as exacting as funerals. Funerals, from the very start, have demanded much. For nineteen of my forty
seven years a priest I was rector of parishes that buried or cremated between forty and sixty folk a year.
Even in little Boldre I have conducted over a hundred and sixty funerals since my arrival.

Little wonder, then, that I consider myself something of a connoisseur of undertakers. Strange
folk. At a university party I remember meeting the very pretty daughter of the city’s largest undertaker.
She told me how difficult it was to  meet handsome fellows like myself and have to admit, eventually, 
to her father’s occupation. We clicked immediately, for I was a priest’s son and that too could be a
turn-off to girls with a sense of fun. The sort who assume religion to deaden derring-do, lower libido
and kill joy. How wrong they are.  

Undertaker of mortician
My father’s Will contained the following: …..I wish to be buried, not cremated. I demand the

cheapest coffin possible and a curse on anyone who puts any ‘Stone’ on my grave. A curse also on any
Mortician who ‘Tarts me up’. I would wish for no mourning, no dark clothes, no ‘Bun-fight’ - merely
a family drink to wish me well. All of which was perfectly in character, and we complied with his
wishes. 

The only surprise was his use of the word mortician.  It was way back in 1895 that the American
funeral trade magazine, The Embalmers’ Monthly, put out a call for a new name for the profession, so
as to distance itself from the word undertaker, a term perceived to have been tarnished by its association
with death. As if any term for that profession could avoid such a fate. The ugly word mortician was the
winning entry. 

The oldest profession
The oldest profession in the world is deemed to be prostitution, the earliest record for which, in

ancient Babylonia, dates back to 2400 BC. Undertaking could well be even older though. In ancient
Egypt full time undertakers began to be employed around 2600 BC, the best of them spent up to 70 full
days embalming and making up a single body. Privilege, sadly, extended beyond the grave. Only royalty,
nobility and wealthy commoners could afford the undertaker’s skills considered essential to accessing
eternal life. 

Funerals for the godless
Today priests and undertakers, fellow professionals with distinct roles, need to be on good terms.

Things become tricky only when the role of the undertaker begins to encroach upon that of the priest.



This is most likely to happen when  undertakers are also civil celebrants. As godlessness increases, many
of the bereaved, understandably, don’t require or wish for the services of a priest. So secular celebrants
step in to fulfil the priests role. As with priests, some do so well, some not. Only if the godless desire
a church for a funeral do they have to accept a Christian ceremony, and a priest to interview them and
cooperate in organising and arranging the ceremony. Undertakers, even if celebrants, need then to stand
back. On such occasions sensitive clergy, while in no way denying or downplaying the Christian faith,
tread lightly and stress Christianity’s inclusiveness and universality. 

Not in it for the cash
There is a particularly important difference between Church of England clergy and celebrants and

undertakers. The clergy get no payment for their efforts. Charges levied for church funerals go entirely
to the diocese and to the parish and if there is a choir or organist, then to them. The priest gets nothing.
Why then do so many of the clergy take so much time over funerals? It might have something to do with
a sense of duty and love  of God and neighbour. I hope so.

Australian undertakers
One of the best of my Australian undertakers had a heart attack and died for a minute or two. It

enabled him thereafter to advertise himself as having been over to the other side for a recce. One of the
must gung ho and least sensitive was ridiculed in the press for handing over a loved one’s ashes in a
yoghurt carton.  One of the most unfortunate, in the silence of a chapel, inadvertently broke wind as he
lifted the coffin. One of the most careless, when leading a motorcade of mourners to the cemetery, took
off with a jerk at traffic lights. The hearse’s back door opened and the coffin slid out onto the road. The
relatives could only be appeased by a total refund.
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