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BOLDRE STILL AND BOLDRE

 (September 2022)

Enjoying the churchyard (see 4 September below) (467)

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 September 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
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(468)  “This and That”  - 18 September 2022
 There’s more about the weather, cooking, eating and drinking, than about God, the meaning of
life, the well-being of parishioners or the state of mother church in my daily journals. 23 years ago I was
Rector of a town in Australia called Wodonga, on the southern bank of the River Murray, twin city to
Albury on the northern bank. Here are a few journal entries from that time:

8 November  1999 

The weather seems permanently stuck in the high thirties and at times is all but intolerable.  I
have been sun-drying tomatoes, the first tray successfully but I am not so sure about the second one, it
requires another day and has the suspicion of a pallid, furry fungus on it. 

At a ‘clergy day’ yesterday, Rowan Williams spoke to us: “Prayer” he said, “is placing oneself
where God can get at you. Communion placing bread and wine on the altar and stepping back to let God
get at them.”

9 November 1999

Last night I cooked pork chops, grilled tomato, grilled mushroom, sage and onion stuffing,
potato, broad beans (picked from the garden and cooked for only five minutes) broccoli and gravy.
Tasty. This was followed by a South African ‘milk tert’, made by the girls. Then I read most of
Masefield’s “Everlasting Mercy” to the two of them, before they went to bed. An enjoyable read and
what an accomplished rhymester Masefield is.  

There was a memorable piece on versifying by Peter Ryan in this month’s ‘Quadrant’: A culture
in which poetry and ordinary people are sundered is a sad one, but it was the poets who retreated from
the relationship, and not the other way round.  We did not lack warning of what might happen.  Early
this century, the writer and master-craftsman C.E. Montagu (who was also editor of the Manchester
Guardian) demonstrated what to expect if poetry were allowed to express no more than mere private
sensibility, and if rhyme and metre were abandoned.  Poets, said Montague, would simply offer us
“ideas, unblemished by the application of mere workmanship”. Shakespeare’s ‘Hark, hark, the lark at
Heaven’s gate sings’ would be rendered:

Observe the

Lark

Before

Breakfast
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Wet.

Composition would become so easy that everyone would become a poet; they would proliferate like mice
and spread like measles.

6 January 2000

My study door is usually open, faces on to the Beechworth Road and is next to the busy Parish
Office. This has advantages, “Jesus Christ,” an old acquaintance, dropped in to see me yesterday,
wild-eyed and a little furtive of manner. He wouldn’t say where he now lives, or where he’d come from,
but he considers Albury and Wodonga to be Sodom and Gomorrah and was smoking, more characteristic
of Satan than Jesus you’d think. 

Unlike on his last drop-in, he refused to admit to considering himself Jesus. His first question was
whether or not I believed in Satan. I professed an open mind on the matter, for although a firm believer
in God, I am doubtful of the devil which, I trust, pains his less than Royal Lowness enormously. After
a twenty minute chat “Jesus” asked if he could have a look round the church, so we went across. He
gave a maniacal cackle as we passed through the door, whereupon he adopted a proprietary manner. He
walked up to the front, stood gazing at the altar, and then turned and said, “most people bow to the altar



don’t they?” I admitted this to be so. He said, “I don’t.”  I asked why, but he wouldn’t say.  I then asked
if it was because he considered himself to be Jesus Christ? He replied, in a distinctly Johannine style,
“I don’t consider myself to be so, I am.”  Unable to persuade him otherwise, we parted good friends, but
disagreeing as to his identity. A priest’s life is interesting.

(468)  “This and That”  - 11 September 2022
 God has been a quiet presence in the background of my life since I was born. Queen Elizabeth
II since I was six. God remains here with me still. Queen Elizabeth, now, no longer. May she rest in
peace. 

Surprised

I have found, over the past few years, a little to my surprise, that I’ve loved her, without ever
having met her. To observe her, latterly, standing so frail and yet resolute, in a cathedral or on a balcony
as her Anthem is sung, overwhelms with a great rush of loving admiration to prick with tears the eyes
of this ancient priest who holds emotional reticence in such high regard. 

Unpleasing Henry VII

Both God and the Queen have been most welcome presences in my life, foundational presences.
I take particular delight in the idiosyncratic connection between the two of them as is found in the
Church of England. It is an absurd connection that originated in the unpleasant monarch Henry VIII, but
then there’s nothing wrong with absurdity, it too is a welcome presence in daily life as an essential
ingredient of humour. As often as not there’s as much sanity and good sense in absurdity as in rationality
and logic. 

The serendipity of genes

One of the best arguments in favour of monarchy is its  downright absurdity. Has any elected
President ever come near to matching Queen Elizabeth II in wisdom, integrity, service and fundamental
decency? Over the past 70 years she has all but vindicated the absurdity of inheriting rather than being
elected to high office. The will of the mob is no more a guarantee against tyranny as is the serendipity
of inherited genes. Yes, yes, there have been vile monarchs aplenty, but Putin was elected, as too were
Hitler and Mugabe.

Two pilgrimages

God officially emtered  the background of my life when I was baptized by my father in a little
church in a hamlet called Gratwich in Staffordshire. In fact he has been there since my conception, for
both my parents were sanely and attractively God-ridden. The sanity of their godliness played its part,
for their God was the real deal, loving, benevolent and as reassuring to me as has been Elizabeth II to
the British Isles for the last seventy years. In the year 2000 I made a pilgrimage back to Gratwich with
my daughter Elizabeth, sweetly named, and now living up to her royal namesake in many most
admirable ways in Tasmania.

My journal records the pilgrimage:…..

Gratwich,  I am pleased to say, has not grown at all, a mere cluster of
houses in unspoiled countryside. We disturbed a baby owl on the road as
we approached. A small, red-brick 17th and 18th century edifice,
whitewashed and lovely inside, especially the older chancel, marked off
from the nave by a big black beam of wood.  Elizabeth took a photo of me
behind the font in which I was baptised, filled this time with garden flowers
rather than the flower of Neaumhood. Wed then  drove off back to the
birthplace of my father, Belper in Derbyshire. 



Topee, sword and medals

In 2012 I made a pilgrimage back to the place of my first remembered encounter with Queen
Elisabeth II, the Island of Tristan da Cunha. There, as a six year old, dressed in the khaki uniform of a
cub scout, I celebrated her Coronation. My mother’s diary records:

….. The Island’s Administrator, Phil, was imposing in white uniform with
a solar topee, sword, and medals, he looked a real Empire Builder. We all
stood around the Quarter Deck, the Cubs, Brownies, Scouts and Guides
marched down to the Centre. .... Everyone capable of attending was there. 
.....At 9.30 am the Service began.  We sang "O God our help in ages past"
then had the reading.  We also sang "All people that on earth do dwell."
David said special prayers. Lars hauled up the flag without a hitch and it
fluttered gently in the wind.  My throat tightened as we all sang the three
verses of the National Anthem..... I felt intensely proud of being English and
very homesick.  ... 

The Queen has been a part of all our lives ever since. May she rest in peace.

(467)  “This and That”  - 4 September 2022
We receive lots of accolades at St John’s and are therefore more practiced at fielding

compliments than neutralising complaints. We have had to learn, over time, to affect a modest
demeanour, perfect a self-deprecatory “Ahem” and assume a periodic, bashful, shoulder-hunched and
artfully articulated “Aw shucks”. 

This does not mean to say that complaints never come our way, they do. Compulsive complainers
are everywhere. Whining and moaning are these days almost a defining national characteristic. A
favourite Australian joke asks:  How do you tell when a plane full of Poms has landed at Sydney
airport?  When the engine stops, the whining continues.

Boris Johnson brought to mind
The most usual complaints are to do with the graveyard, more often than not from folk who never

darken the church door. We have a beautiful and extensive graveyard and each year spend thousands
of pounds maintaining it. Every Sunday morning, before the 10.30am service, I take a contemplative
wander, past its ancient tombstones, down to the military graves in the far south west corner. I love to
do so. The tranquillity and  beauty soothe my spirit in preparation for worship. 

In this long,  dry summer the grass around and  among the gravestones where a mower cannot
be deployed, is straw yellow and gloriously unkempt, to the delight of insects, small mammals and birds.
So much so that on last Sunday’s stroll the dry untidy grass, a tad disturbingly, brought Boris Johnson
to mind, though much lovelier and more natural than his calculatingly dishevelled head of hair. Over
the fence, in the next door paddock, was a herd of twenty or thirty deer.

Toleration
When people complain about any unkemptness, some of which, in the interests of wild life, is

deliberate, we try to resist taking offence. A soft answer turns away wrath, and graveyards are places
where deep and genuine sentiment can manifest itself in immoderate and extravagant ways. Toleration
is called for. Our approach is to suggest gently to complainants that they join our voluntary working
parties, called together every now and then, to tidy the graves and their surroundings. We also offer them
the privilege of signing up to our Friends of St John’s mailing list, to be kept in touch, and we remind
them of how very useful a donation towards the cost of keeping so large an area beautiful would be. 

Thank you
The care, work and thoughtfulness put into the maintenance of our graveyard by David Ridout

is wondrous and much appreciated. The beauty of St John’s, as an ancient building, is all of a piece with
its graveyard and glorious countryside setting. David, with the help of Chris and Annie King, keep a
constant eye on it all, tidy or clear away debris, both natural and human, and dearly love the place. As



too do the so many good folk who regularly walk their dogs, tend their graves, picnic or ponder the
meaning of human existence sitting on one of the many donated benches. Complainants of any sort,
while being treated gently, might also to their good, take to heart this  little piece of verse.

 The Chip on the Shoulder
Learn this now before you are older:
Don't go through life with a chip on your shoulder,
Always aggrieved and ever offended,
Fancying wrongs that are not intended.
Let not a sense of humour desert you,
Take it that nobody means to hurt you,
Find no insult in idle chatter,
Pass it over; it doesn't matter.
Look for the best in everybody,
Value the wool, forget the shoddy;
Get in the habit of liking people.
Love is the spire on every steeple.            (Arthur Guiterman)

‘Shoddy’, originally, was an inferior by-product of wool-processing, not really suitable for clothing, but
sometimes still used for such things as military uniforms. 
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