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Half past five on a mid-November Saturday night. Outside is pitch dark and sodden. The day’s rain
dwindled into drizzle and mist as evening gloom descended. A great ash tree at the bottom of the garden has
now shed all its leaves. Most we have raked up and deposited in the compost bin. The year before last’s leaf
fall, now dark, well-rotted and friable is heaped on the vegetable garden awaiting spring’s renaissance.
I would prefer to be in our cheerful kitchen concocting a meal with spices and exotic ingredients
bought in the Indian quarter of Southampton yesterday. Instead we are obliged to go out to our Benefice Quiz
which includes a meal. I am not fond of quiz nights. They expose the deplorable breadth of my ignorance. On
popular music, sport, celebrities, televison and films I am clueless. On matters scientific little better. What
is left to be knowledgeable about is pitifully and shamefully small.
We arrived back from Australia to a
glorious lingering autumn. There is a stretch
of our favourite route into Lymington
bordered by yellowing hazels and
overspread by the branches of great beech
trees as well as of the more ubiquitous New
Forest oaks. In sunlight it becomes a yelloworange tunnel as beautiful to enter as must
be the trumpet of a daffodil to a bee. We
leave it, as did Moses his burning bush,
dusted with the pollen of transcendence.
Australia’s pearl of great price
It has been a peaceful year for Diana and myself. The parish continues to be stimulating. Numbers tend
slowly upwards. There are enough evangelically inclined, liturgically slack and happy clappy parishes around
to send refugees our way. We mix liturgical conservatism and liberal theology with a broad Church approach
that welcomes and accepts full-belief, half-belief and unbelief. Laced with humour and a lack of stuffiness
this can still attract attractive folk. An ancient and beautiful church, in a perfect setting, is also a great draw.
Although our supposedly three day a week job has turned out to be pretty well full time, we do not
allow it to become quite all consuming. We happily walk the second and third mile for most of the time, so
our parishioners are totally accepting of an occasional and spontaneous diversion from duty, a lengthy annual
holiday and a sudden few days disappearance. Valued and appreciated, we value and appreciate.
As well as innumerable visits to London, Cambridge, Surrey and Somerset to see the next two
generations of our families, we made two trips abroad this year. The first was for the inside of a week to
Holland where we stayed in Amersfoort with Ellie, a hospitable longtime friend of Diana’s family. It was my
first experience of driving on the right hand side of the road, as well as my first visit to the Netherlands. Only
once did I attempt a roundabout the wrong way. We explored the polders, beautiful Amsterdam, some less
frequented countryside around Amersfoort and a large number of Van Gogh’s paintings. The Dutch are the
tallest nation on earth and the greatest users of bicycles, usually of a
sturdy utilitarian rather than sporty sort.
In September we flew via Perth to Darwin in Australia. We
were met by my son Peter who had driven across the continent from
south to north to be there. After a night of good eating and
confabulation he handed over his feisty, four-wheel drive Suzuki
Vitara and flew back to Albury in New South Wales. We set out in
his car to cross the continent the other way: south from Darwin to
Port Augusta and then east across Victoria to Benalla. We took ten
leisurely and enjoyable days to travel 5,600kilometres, visiting at will
or whim well known and less well known beauty spots along the
way. The weather was gracious. Except for humid heat in Darwin and
Katherine, we enjoyed cool and sunny weather to traverse desert and
semi desert that had been refreshed, rinsed and wild flowered by
recent rain. An account of the journey and its joys is being put on to
my website week by week as I write. Our greatest achievement of all
was to arrive at my daughter’s home in Benalla just 24 hours before
the birth of her fourth daughter: Josephine Hazel, a lovely,
unutterably delightful and placid little brunette.
At Rainbow Valley - Central Australia

Diana with Michael had two children, giving us five grandchildren: ’Pula is the oldest and is married to
Olga. They have two girls, Mariana (9) and Zoe (6) and live in Haslemere. Martha, his sister, is married
to Llew. They have three children: Max (12),’Bella (11) and Theo (2), and live now near Wells in Somerset.
Andrew with Margaret had four children, giving us now five grandchildren: Peter is the oldest and lives
in Albury, New South Wales, Australia. David, the second, is married to Rachel. They have a son: Thomas
(2) and live in Cambridge. Elizabeth the third, is married to Nathan. They have three girls: Meg (8), Susan
(7), Hetty (4), and now Josephine (2½ months) live in Benalla, Victoria, Australia. Rachel, the fourth,
lives in Putney.

Our families continue to prosper. The North Londoners: Llew, Martha, Max, Bella and Theo have
moved to West Horrington, just outside Wells in Somerset. To visit them is now, geographically speaking,
a delight rather than an ordeal. I hope never again to have to negotiate Hanger Lane and the North Circular.
Instead, travelling to Wells along minor roads and lanes is a sheer delight. They have bought a lovely, quirky,
many roomed stone cottage, with an extensive view across a wide valley to Glastonbury Tor. A productive
vegetable garden is already established for Diana to molly coddle and fuss over. Llew is fully employed as
a tree surgeon and Martha is most successfully bed and breakfasting, among her many other interests.
Pula, Olga, Mariana and Zoe are now well and truly settled in Haslemere. As I write they are having
bold renovations and extensions made to their house. The girls thrive at their school and delight in a lively
addition to the family, Freda, a black, frolicsome Labrador.
Peter in Australia has left his job in Tamworth and is now back in Albury looking for something else
to do. He initially intended going to university, but has had second thoughts. This time next year he could be
anywhere in Australia or the world. His generosity and help in facilitating our Australian journey were
unbounded. He has given me a smart phone. So I will have joined the thumb-tapping, cross-eyed, screen
besotted masses, if ever I learn to master the thing.
David, Rachel and Thomas remain in Cambridge, Thomas an articulate, laughing, jumping bean. In
October we joined them all to celebrate David’s achievement of his doctorate. His examiner was Rowan
Williams, the intimidating title of his thesis: An Ecclesiology of Recognition: The Holy Spirit and the
Formation of the Church as a Normative Ethical Community. Lunch at Emmanuel was followed by a solemn
ceremony that required him to kneel before an elderly, robed, academic lady with his hands together as if at
prayer. She took his hands in hers, muttered a Latin phrase, and off he stalked as Dr David Neaum, entitled
to wear a tasselled Tudor Bonnet and scarlet hood. It is the culmination of much thought, research, work and
worry. Well deserved.
We loved staying with Elizabeth, Nathan and the lively four girls in Benalla for a couple of weeks
after Josephine’s birth. The house and garden are familiar to us. When we were resident in Shepparton we
often drove 40 miles to Benalla to help in painting and gardening. To see both house and garden so beautifully
complete was gratifying. The girls make stimulating company and Nathan the best of beer companions.
Rachel remains contented in London enjoying her work at Church House, Westminster and her shared,
rented flat in Putney. She provides a good reason for us still to visit London. Yesterday we were in London
acquiring my Australian passport. So we met her after work for a pub meal and excellent conversation.
Diana and I are blessed in our families, each other and our job. The job is indeed a joint enterprise.
Diana does easily as much in and for the parish as I do. We continue to laugh a lot, take a morning walk and
say a ruminative matins together daily. I unwind by doing most of the cooking, Diana does all the washing
up, thoroughly, but so absentmindedly that she hardly knows she is doing it, as Radio 4 informs her of all our
world’s wonders, trials and tribulations. I am reading Dicken’s Dombey and Son on my Kindle each night,
to help me off to sleep and Alan Bennett’s splendid Keeping On Keeping On for unmitigated delight. The
year’s most enjoyable read was Roger Scruton’s Our Church. So very different a church from that envisaged
and striven for by the majority of our bishops and clergy, but very much my church nonetheless. Next best
was Orwell’s Nose: A Pathological Biography. A strange but fascinating fellow Orwell, a bit on the nose. As
for Luther, Lyndal Roper’s biography revealed him an incorrigible mix of the admirable and despicable.
Have a blessed, awed and merry, merry Christmas. Much love from us both,
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