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Fr Paul Says….. 

 

 
 

 

As I write, I am still reflecting on my final clergy 

conference before I leave my diocesan 

responsibility at the beginning of September. I was 

involved in the presentation of two major projects 

which are of relevance to us in Ringwood and 

Fordingbridge. Nearly 100 of the priests and 

deacons in the diocese attended the meeting at 

Chilworth Manor on the 13th July. 

 

The were two major sessions and the first was in 

the morning. It was a presentation of the diocesan 

fundraising campaign called “Closer to Christ”. A 

title derived from the Bishop’s vision statement 

“Bringing People Closer to Christ through his 

Church”. All our parishes in the diocese are 

expected to participate in this major fundraising 

project. It has three major purposes and aims to 

raise something in the region of 13 million pounds. 

 

 
 

Swifts at Our Lady of 

Sorrows 
 

Very recently, I looked out my office window in Fordingbridge to see a woman pacing in front of 

the church looking up at the roof. Now, there are always unusual things happening at either of the 

churches, so as I went to speak to her I silently prayed that whatever was happing was not going to 

cost us money.  I was very happy to find out she was looking at birds. Swifts to be exact. 

 

The woman’s name was Wendy and she was part of Fordingbridge Greener Living.  She was out 

taking part in ‘Swift Action’ a joint project between Fordingbridge Greener Living and 

Fordingbridge Town Council. The project aims to count the swifts in the area and to help increase 

the population with providing swift houses in good locations.  Swifts are considered endangered.  

The UK has seen numbers plummeting, with a 53% decline between 1995 and 2016. This is due to 

new housing not have open eaves. 

 

On that day, Wendy was very excited as she had found two nests in the eaves at Our Lady of 

Sorrows.  One of which had a baby! We will work with Fordingbridge Greener Living to provide 

more swift homes at Our Lady of Sorrows. 

 

Here is some further information about swifts and how you can help them. 

 

Swift ID – It’s easy to confuse them with swallows and martins! 

 

1. They are quite a bit bigger 

2. They don't have any white colour in their underbelly 

3. They have large boomerang type wings 

4. They have a small forked tail (swallows have long tail   

streamers and martins have a shallow forked tail) 

5. You won't see a swift perching as they only land to nest 

6. You may well hear them before you see them as they have a 

very distinct loud scream call. 

 

Interesting Swift Facts 

• A swift will fly several million miles in its lifetime 

• It is one of the fastest birds on the planet (it can fly at speeds of between 70 and 115 miles per hour) 
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Each parish will be allocated a particular amount 

to raise and if this amount is exceeded it can be 

kept by the parish to be used for a particular 

project. The campaign has three clear aims. 

 

One third of the money raised will help with the 

funding for students who are at seminary 

preparing for Ordination. It costs roughly £30,000 

each year to keep a student for the priesthood in 

studies and the central fund of the diocese is 

unable to pay the costs for the eleven or so 

diocesan students that we have. This is because the 

diocesan central fund is in significant debt.  

 

The retired priests are also to be beneficiaries of 

the fundraising campaign. The money, if raised, 

will be placed with the Trustees of the Priests’ 

Retirement Fund which has responsibility for 

providing accommodation when priests leave 

parish ministry on reaching the canonical 

retirement age of seventy-fiv. The PRF, as the 

Priests’ Retirement Fund is called, also provides 

for priests when they go into care, and it provides 

a ‘top up’ if they are short of a basic income.  

 

The final allocation of the Fund will be for the 

Department for Clergy, which I have been leading 

for quite a while. The work is complex and 

includes intellectual, psychological, spiritual, and 

pastoral support. It is to fund the provision the 

Bishop has put in place to exercise his 

responsibility in canon law to care for the clergy 

entrusted to him. 

 

The second session in the afternoon, in which I 

was directly involved, was the presentation of the 

draft diocesan plan called “You will be my 

witnesses”. It is a long document, which I cannot 

hope adequately to summarise here. It is available 

on the diocesan website. 

 

The document will soon be available for 

consultation, and I will list its priorities: a 

reaffirmation of the centrality of the Mass; 

enabling the gifts of lay people; support for the 

clergy; helping  lay people to belong and 

participate; to enable our parishes to become 

welcoming missionary communities; to promote 

stewardship of our common home; to promote the 

Christian voice in our culture; to promote the 

stewardship of our resources and using our 

resources to support our mission. 

 

The last point in my list, which is around 

stewardship and the right use of our resources, 

concerns a serious look in local pastoral areas at 

how our clergy are managed, how our buildings 

are used, how our finance is used and shared and 

how our parish structures can be modified to make 

them more suitable for contemporary mission and 

pastoral care.  The challenge here is in the fact that 

more and more of our resources are used to 

maintain buildings rather than our mission. 

 

The last point about stewardship and resources is 

described in the document in this way: “Phase two 

(there are three phases) will see the pastoral areas 

move to single parishes supported by the correct 

canonical procedures for establishing new 

structures. Each of these new structures will 

develop a five-year rolling strategy for becoming 

a joyful and welcoming missionary community, 

with support offered where needed. There will be 

a particular focus on evangelisation, welcome and 

the fostering of faith-based friendships. Parishes 

will be supported in developing systems to ensure 

• Swifts can fly at a height of 10,000 feet (the altitude of a small aircraft) 

• They sleep on the wing and even mate in the air 

• They only come down out of the sky when they need to nest 

• Swifts mature and breed when they are 4 years old (swifts live for an average of 9 years) 

• They mate on the wing 

• They often form pair bonds when they are 1 year old and may 

attempt to build a nest (but are not normally successful until they are 

4) 

• They pair for life and will return each spring to the same nest 

site 

• They lay two or 3 eggs in intervals. The eggs can survive 

chilling at any stage of development if the adults have to find food 

from far away 

• The chicks can slow down their metabolic rate and become semi-torpid if food is short. This can 

delay fledging by several weeks. 

This information came from the RSPB website. You can read in more detail by going to; 

https://www.rspb.org.uk/.../wildlife-guides/bird-a-z/swift/ 

 
 

Why do they need our help? 

The swift population in the UK has declined by more than 50% in 25 years and 70% in the South of 

England which includes Hampshire. Why? 

Global problems due to habitat changes in Africa, migration problems, climate change issues and 

food supply reduction (affecting all migratory birds such as the cuckoo, the nightingale and the 

swallow.) 

House renovation and building design. Our desire to renovate old buildings and make our homes 

impermeable mean that we destroy the swifts nest sites (sites that they could have been nesting in 

for decades.) 

Food Supply. Swifts eat flying insects. According to a German study there has been a 76% decline 

in flying insects since 1989. 

So how can you help them? 

Let Fordingbridge Greener Living know if you 

have swifts nesting in or around your house. We 

can help you organise swift boxes. You basically 

need to open a swift Air B and B! 

• Nest boxes for current houses = bed  

• Nest bricks for new builds and renovations = 

bed  

• Wildlife friendly gardening. Wildflowers  = 

insects  = food = breakfast (and lunch and 

dinner)  

• Create a pond. Water = habitat for insects = more food!  

Contact fordingbridgegreenerliving@gmail.com to get support. 

 

(Melissa Hildreth) 

 

(In the bell chamber in Salisbury Cathedral there is a call generating device to attract house-martins 

Ed.) 

 

Gunlaw 
 

 

 

When I was about seven, staying with relatives on a farm,  I picked up my uncle’s gun, which lived 

in the corner behind the door, pointed it at him and said “Stick ‘em up!” I had no idea grown ups 

could move so fast and, in a trice, I was across his knee………………. It was a salutary lesson, and 

https://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.rspb.org.uk%2Fbirds-and-wildlife%2Fwildlife-guides%2Fbird-a-z%2Fswift%2F%3Ffbclid%3DIwAR1oknzJYa1iQNhV5jNtJXxys5Byr8p4esFu7BSmsmj8-qo2FEn00LkBeHU&h=AT1jaQUQjFs7mKWZcimCaCZFxFZdvH0Ryt8_48rcFf1i5VT5kvRrEcgwzwBgYJzqPmmFeTHZ65MotBXn7Ft5Ls8kS5zKvMGvLkkdZmeLGuNuzTYaigWlAvXQ14tBfW3_R-JbHLYUy3k5bX8K4g&__tn__=-UK-R&c%5b0%5d=AT3Sgwe82l6YruDNwEb7OVprL-ErRa3yuq97QVcpIzSyzx5IjC4HtoIxKKyhUqqPC92rnad0vebcBZTRYIpvS_SQErjfdW75VAwb0cbQcXW-m8Ychdx8aP2ateWdY-GK_74qi0MxQlIiuit75a1I0HcqxRYmHRGSiMk
mailto:fordingbridgegreenerliving@gmail.com
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that all are valued for their varied spiritual gifts, 

talents and experiences and will be empowered to 

use those gifts. Consultation about estate, which 

may be rationed as part of the process, will take 

place, and be concluded in this phase”. 

 

All this leaves us with a question: How will this 

affect us in Ringwood and Fordingbridge and the 

Avon Stour Pastoral Area? 

Reading Recommendations 

 

The Law and The Lady 

 

Wilkie Collins 

 
Valeria, a respectably raised Victorian girl of the 

middle classes, discovers on her honeymoon that 

her husband, Eustace, has married her under a 

false name, and has a terrible secret lurking in his 

past, that he is anxious that Valerie should not 

discover. He has stood trial for poisoning his first 

wife, of whose existence Valeria is unaware. A 

‘Scotch’ verdict of ‘not proven’ - not guilty, but 

not not-guilty. Valeria finds out about this, Hubby 

is not pleased and goes off in a huff. (He is what 

my son-in-law would call ‘a bit wet’). But not 

Valeria - she is determined to prove his innocence, 

which of course she does, and the couple are 

reunited and the novel ends with husband and wife 

gazing down on their newborn baby son. 

 

 
 

But who did poison the first Mrs. McAllen? 

 

 

This is actually a very interesting book and an 

early crime novel. The account of the trial is very 

good, and the novel reveals Victorian attitudes to 

disability and mental illness, ‘madness’, that are 

shocking to our twenty-first century ideals of 

tolerance and inclusivity. But the heroine is 

portrayed as strong, and defies convention and 

society’s expectations of a woman’s role in an 

encouraging way. 

 

(Penny Sharp) 

 

           Three Hours by Rosamund Lupton 

 
I am an avid reader particularly at night and 

usually fall asleep whilst reading. My preference 

is for historical fiction, detective series and fiction 

weaving a story about a particular country. 

 

Three Hours is a thriller about a school under siege 

by gunmen in rural Somerset during a violent 

snow storm. It is a well written intense, horrifying 

and gripping story. 

while I have owned a gun most of my life, I have never pointed one at anyone since. A gun can be a 

useful tool if you are on a farm. I have no objection to people using them for legitimate sport, either. 

 

 

Roll on about forty 

years, and I was 

staying in Oregon in a 

lonely cabin in the 

shadow of Mount 

Hood owned by my 

cousins. They were 

going out for the day, 

said goodbye, drove 

off and then reversed 

back into the yard, the 

window came down 

and Ted called out 

“Oh, the gun’s in the 

desk!” I thought, 

maybe they are 

kidding the Limey 

again and I went and 

looked. It was! This was a completely different ball game. This gun was not for pest control or sport. 

This had one use only – killing people! I suppose the thought was I just might need it. 

 

In 2020 there were 45,000 gun deaths in the United States making the equivalent figure (155) for the 

UK pale into insignificance – although it still happens here. In the USA there are 120 guns held per 

100 people. In Texas in 2021, the State Governor signed into law a bill permitting residents to carry 

guns without license or training. 

 

And that brings us to Uvalde in May this year where nineteen pupils and two teachers were killed,  

and seventeen others shot by an eighteen year old with a military firearm. On the other side of the 

Country, also in May, in Buffalo, in a supermarket, ten were killed and three more injured. 

 

Now I love America (and Canada) and the USA is our bulwark protecting our liberties and freedoms, 

in an increasingly hostile world, from oppression and tyranny such as we see today in Ukraine, but 

this must be a flawed kind of freedom if these events can happen with such regularity. Most 

Americans are crying out for gun control, so why isn’t it happening? 

 

 

 

In colonial times, America was a wild country. 

In revolutionary times it was necessary to have 

soldiers ready to be called for defence at one 

minute’s notice: hence ‘minutemen’. The 

American Constitution, accepted and amended 

by The Bill  of Rights reads: 

 

 

“ A well-regulated militia being necessary to the 

security of a free State, the right of people to 

bear Arms shall not be infringed” 

 

Which, at least in part, derives from the English 

Bill of Rights which provided our citizens (so 

long as protestant!) with the right to bear arms 

for self-defence too. Not having a written 

constitution enables us to vary our rights when 

times change. Much more difficult in the USA. 

 

The second factor seems to be the National Rifle 

Association, an organisation which seems to 

exist specifically to defend the rights of gunmen 

and, somehow, wields enormous power and 

influence. Sadly, it seems that until the climate 

is changed drastically in the ‘Home’ of 

democracy and “The Land of the Free” things 

will continue much as they are. 

 

(Chris Basham) 

 

 

 

 

An 'unobtrusive notice' on a bar door which made me think! 
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One thread running through the book involves two 

Syrian refugee brothers. The elder boy took care 

of his very young brother as they made their 

perilous and horrific escape. The headmaster of 

the school involved rescued them from the camp 

in Calais and installed them into the school. They 

were Muslims and the boys together with a few 

other students were the trigger for the gunmen. 

 

The fact that made me stop and think whilst 

reading the book and am still thinking about it is 

that I had always assumed, probably naively, that 

radicalisation was mainly connected with  

Muslims. However in this story radicalisation 

involved a quiet white boy, the only child of loving 

parents. As a child he showed great empathy for 

all living things. The parents did not notice the 

change into a very lonely boy who longed for 

friends - any changes they noticed were put down 

to teenage. Towards the climax of the book he was 

the one with a machine gun pointed at a classroom 

of six year olds but as he was pulling the trigger he 

was shot by a police marksman. Up to that point 

his mother repeatedly said it could not be her son 

as he would not hurt anyone. 

 

His loneliness had been spotted and he was 

befriended and gradually radicalised. This was the 

fact that disturbed me and set me thinking. 

 

Barbara Geatrell 

 

 

The Only Black Girl In Town 

 

Brandy Colbert 

 

 
 

This is a story about a girl named Alberta. She is 

the only black girl in town. She has a best friend 

named Laramie, but she is having her own 

problems with older girls. When Alberta hears 

about the new girl she is excited to hear that the 

new family moving in is black! But does it mean 

they will be instant friends? While visiting Edie’s 

(the new girl’s) house they find a stack of journals 

from 1955! It is a story about mystery and 

friendship and meanwhile working out problems 

of their own. 

 

(Amelia Sharp) 

Poetry Please!           
  

During our very hot Tuesday this week, I was 

doing my usual thing in the roasting Chapter 

House in Salisbury Cathedral when I got talking to 

an Italian girl who, I guess was about nineteen or 

twenty. She was on a college visit, but the rest of 

her group were elsewhere, and she was admiring 

the thirteenth century frieze that goes round the 

wall. I asked her how she liked Salisbury and she 

Standlynch Chapel 
 

 

Rather unusually the 

Catholics in Downton have a 

chapel but no weekend Mass. 

Their chapel, which is a very 

humble concrete block affair 

at the bottom of Barford 

Lane opposite the village 

cemetery, was built in 1947 

by the Nelson family. The 

Nelsons had just sold, the 

very grand and 

architecturally important, 

Trafalgar House and its 

lands, including the chapel 

which was part of the estate 

and in which the Catholics 

had worshiped. This was an 

attempt by the Nelsons to 

provide some long-term building for the local Catholic population as a replacement. The old medieval 

chapel is still there, but in a sad state of dereliction, beside a track off Barford Lane towards the 

Standlynch Weirs. 

 

 

 

The first medieval church was built on 

the site around 1147 and during its life it 

was both a Catholic and an Anglican 

chapel. During the immediate post-

Reformation period the local Lord of the 

Manor and much of the other population 

remained Catholics despite various 

protestations that this was not so.  

 

The church was rebuilt in 1677 and 

became firmly Anglican. It was heavily 

restored in the period 1859-66 by the 

notable nineteenth-century architect 

William Butterfield. In 1896 the wife of 

Earl Nelson converted to Catholicism 

and so did the chapel and it remained so 

until 1947 - the Nelson family owned the 

estate at that time. 

 

Recently Trafalgar House and the chapel 

have changed hands and the new owner 

is planning to restore the house over the next four or five years and use it as a private residence. He 

also plans to restore the chapel and so far, has repaired the leaking roof and has plans to restore or 

replace the broken stained glass. He is anxious to find a new community use for the building and 

seems to be willing to discuss the possibility of it being used by the Catholics. The altar, an icon, 

crucifix, altar rails, organ and various other items from the medieval chapel are currently in the 

concrete bloc chapel that is used by the Catholics of Downton. What an amazing twist of history it 

would be if the Catholics relocated back to the old medieval chapel. 
 

(John Elliott) 

 

A Day Out In Bristol! 
 

This is a particularly busy time for an artist with works going out to several exhibitions taking place 

at the same time as well as preparations for our Open Studios event in the last two weeks of August.  

Luckily there is plenty of seasonal sport to catch up on and trips out in this lovely weather. When 

Teresa suggested a day out in Bristol travelling by train with lunch out and perhaps afternoon tea 

before heading home, I knew there had to be a catch. There was, of course, as “there just happens to 

be an amazing exhibition about Van Gogh and his work” she told me. I must have shown my “not 

another art gallery” face because she quickly told me it wasn’t in a gallery and it was a totally 

immersive experience with a virtual reality treat at the end. 
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said she liked it very much. Why? She had just 

been to London and found all the famous buildings 

(she mentioned The Tower) were lost amongst the 

modern edifices. I said it wasn’t always like that, 

and that brought to mind, and I managed to quote 

a bit of, Wordsworth’s sonnet composed upon 

Westminster Bridge in 1808: 

 

Earth has not anything to show more fair: 

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 

A sight so touching in its majesty: 

This City now doth, like a garment, wear 

The beauty of the morning; silent, bare, 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 

Open unto the fields, and to the sky; 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep 

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill; 

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! 

The river glideth at his own sweet will: 

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still! 

 

I talked to her about how, when I was in my early 

teens, I used to love to walk over Hungerford 

Footbridge, just downstream from Westminster, 

and how you could still see the City over to the 

East with St. Paul’s dominating the skyline as it 

was intended to do. She said that was just why she 

liked Salisbury so much, because it remains 

dominated by its most famous building. 

 

 
 

Now having got onto the subject of sonnets, a form 

I particularly enjoy, I can’t leave off before I show 

you my absolute favourite. Sorry, it has to be one 

of Shakespeare’s: 

 

Sonnet 33 

 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 

Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye, 

Kissing with golden face the meadows green, 

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy; 

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 

With ugly rack on his celestial face 

And from the forlorn world his visage hide, 

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace. 

Even so my sun one early morn did shine 

With all-triumphant splendour on my brow; 

But out, alack! he was but one hour mine; 

The region cloud hath mask'd him from me now. 

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth; 

Suns of the world may stain when heaven's sun 

staineth. 

 

 

 

Needless to say I booked the train and the tickets and we went. We had a fabulous day starting with 

the promised lunch by the water. 

 

 

 

The Van Gogh Experience was being held in 

The Propyard a large hangar like building 

which took a while to find as Google Maps 

got it wrong! It is described as ‘a 360 degree 

digital art exhibition that invites you to step 

into the world of the Dutch genius’. I was 

impressed by the first section with replicas of 

many of Van Gogh’s paintings, and even 

more impressed with the large room of 

projected images. The last part was a one-of-

kind virtual reality experience where you don 

special goggles and  travel through eight 

works and their source of inspiration in “A day in the life of the Artist in Arles, France”. We know 

this area well as we have been on cycling holidays in the area, so it was great to see the landscape 

brought to life. Our visit took around two hours. 

 

We sat outside afterwards where there was live music and various refreshments.  

We both agreed that the whole experience was fantastic -what could follow that -well, it was the 

cream tea of course. 

 

 

The Van Gogh Immersive Experience is on through August and into September. 
 

(Phil Rogers) 

Gardener’s Corner 
 

The Trouble with… moss 

 

 

It might be a funny time of year to start thinking about moss… but for me it’s been prompted by a 

recent conversation with a very definite character in my village who assured me that she knew a fail-

safe one-off moss treatment (for hard surfaces) using a common household product, which was not 

only successful at the time but meant that the moss has never come back. I’ll keep you guessing for 

a bit as to what the magic ingredient was. 

 

As a former professional gardener, I know that there is no such thing as a permanent one-off solution 

to moss in either hard surfaces or in a lawn… you have to improve the underlying conditions of either 

to ensure that the moss doesn’t return, so I was interested to find a little more about her experience. 

So a bit of context first… courtesy of Kew Gardens 

On the roofs above our heads, on garden walls, and in cracks in the pavement; mosses are growing 

all around us….. and they are ancient plants. Mosses are non-flowering plants which produce spores 

and have stems and leaves, but don't have true roots. And they date back 450 million years, way 

before the dinosaurs, and have survived and thrived through a range of drastic climate 

changes. Comprised of 15,000 – 25,000 species, they occur on every continent and in every 

ecosystem habitable by plants that use sunlight for energy.  

 

Unlike most other plants, mosses don’t have roots. Instead, they have rhizoids, which are small 

hairlike structures. Their main function is anchoring the plant to rock, bark or soil. So, without roots, 

some moss suck nutrients up through the rhizoids and others draw in moisture and minerals from rain 

and the water around them through their highly absorbent surfaces. 
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bbNow every bit of Lit. Crit. I have ever read tells 

me that this is about a falling out with the ‘Fair 

Youth’ which so many of the sonnets relate to. I 

can’t help reading it as an expression of the poet’s 

loss of his only son, Hamnet. May be wrong, but 

it is in my head and won’t go away! 

 

MMuch as I enjoy indulging myself with my 

favourite poems in this column, it wasn’t my 

original intention and I do wish some people could 

grace the space with sharing their own favourite 

poems, or even their own poems, and just saying a 

little about them. Come on! Help me out! Here’s 

one from David Saunders: 

 

Father heard his children scream 

So he threw them in the stream 

Saying as he drowned the third 

‘Children should be seen, not heard’. 

 

It doesn’t have to be deadly serious! 

 

(Chris Basham) 

 

 

 

Grayson Perry 

 

 

Until 25th of September Salisbury Cathedral is 

showcasing the tapestry work of Grayson Perry – 

he of the gingham frocks! Taking William 

Hogarth’s “Rakes Progress” as his inspiration, the 

sequence of eight scenes follow the life of 

the fictional Tim Rakewell as he rises in social 

class from birth to his (rather horrific) death in a 

road accident. 

 

 

 
 

 

I’m no judge of tapestry work, but the 

craftsmanship seems very high to me and the 

comments on today’s society are striking. The 

Christian symbolism which keeps cropping up is 

telling too. 

 

Dean Nicholas Papadopolus comments “Perry’s 

subject in this sequence is social class and the 

myriad ways in which not only economic factors, 

but also habits and tastes differentiate human 

beings one from another” 

 

(Chris Basham. Photo Finnbarr Webster) 

 

 

 

 

 

Mosses grow in many different 

environments, from cold snowy 

mountains to baking hot deserts.  

 

Because of their range of 

adaptations, they are able to occupy 

areas that are otherwise 

uninhabitable such as rocky ledges 

on mountainsides.  

 

Different species have adapted to 

survive in extreme conditions. 

Studies have shown that the lowest 

temperature they can 

photosynthesise (turn energy from sunlight into food) is around -15ºC and the highest is around 

40ºC.  

 

Mosses function like sponges, using their capillary spaces to hang on to water. They help to soak up 

rainfall, maintain moisture in the soil below and keep conditions around them humid. This 

enables other plants around them thrive, such as in habitats like marshes and woodland. Mosses also 

play a vital role in the development of new ecosystems. They're among the first plant colonisers of 

disturbed sites, such as when an area is deforested or affected by forest fires. They stabilise the soil 

surface and retain water, helping new plants to grow.  

 

Mosses can impact the temperature of the soil, both warming it up and cooling it down depending on 

the environment. In hot places, they can protect tree roots by shading and insulating the soil from 

high temperatures. In the Arctic they have an opposite effect on temperature. They can prevent the 

warmth of the sun from reaching the ground and reduce the speed at which ice thaws, keeping it 

cooler for longer.  

 

So, in summary they are amazing plants and well worth having in your garden.  

 

For those who love a grass only lawn, they ,along with daisies and dandelions, are a bit of a nuisance. 

But have you thought about cultivating a biodiverse lawn? Monty Don says: “cutting grass burns lots  

of fossil fuel, makes a filthy noise and is about the most injurious thing you can do to wildlife”A 

moss lawn solves all three problems in one go. Most moss won’t grow much taller than four inches, 

so you can put away the lawn mower for good – plus it’s a great habitat for a whole host of wildlife. 

You don’t need to worry about using fertilizers, pesticides or feed to keep your moss garden looking 

healthy either. Moss is very durable, grows well in sun and shade alike and doesn't need the 

manicuring of a lawn. So, it is both cost-effective and great for the environment. 

 

And the ‘magic ingredient’ that my village character used to remove moss from her hard surfaces… 

washing powder… but she could have used vinegar, lemon juice and any number of other household 

products. Anything with acidic properties will burn off the spore forming part of the moss plant. But 

unless you change the conditions… damp and compacted or poorly drained ground conditions…  

moss will come back… as it has done for millennia. 

 

So, if you have shady conditions on your lawn, and you feel brave, do consider trying this 

environmentally friendly alternative to grass. And unless you will have a slip hazard, think about 

trying to live with moss, lichen and liverworts on your hard surfaces… all part of helping our planet 

and doing our bit for biodiversity.  

 

(Sheila Wade) 

 

 

Syrian Family 

 
It is now eleven weeks since our Syrian refugee family 

arrived.  The support group, based on the Ellingham 

and Ringwood RFC, have been busy helping them to 

settle in and negotiate the various official and business 

Fabulous Forest 

 

While Barbara is recovering, but still not 

managing long walks because of the heat I 

am filling in. Drought in The Forest is the 

theme.  
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Drought at Salisbury Close 

 

In times of drought, when you look down from the 

tower at The Cathedral, normally a lot of 

subterranean archeology appears as the grass 

browns off first above the substructures. Some of 

it is unexplained, but you can clearly make out the 

footprint of the long demolished belltower, graves 

taken up by James Wyatt in the 1790s and drains 

inserted by the same person when improving the 

close. This year almost all the fascinating shapes 

have disappeared into a uniform brown. Not 

something I have seen before. 

 

 
 

Again you might like to enlarge the image to get 

the detail, and you can just make out the tower 

footings as straight lines just in front and to the left 

of the Belltower Café with its umbrellas erected 

against the sun. 

 

Cookery corner 

 

                      Chocolate Ice-Cream 

 

Ingredients: 

• 200g dark chocolate (at least 70% cocoa 

solids), chopped into small pieces 

• 500ml double cream 

• 340g can sweetened condensed milk 

• 1 tsp vanilla extract 

• 3 tbsp organic cocoa powder, sifted 

• 50g milk chocolate chips 

• sea salt flakes, to serve (optional) 

Melt the chocolate in a heatproof bowl set 

over a pan of just-simmering water, ensuring 

the bowl doesn’t touch the water, or do this 

in the microwave in 20-second bursts until 

smooth and glossy. Leave to cool slightly. 

Pour the cream, condensed milk and vanilla 

into a second bowl and beat for 3 mins using 

an electric whisk until slightly thickened 

and the beaters leave a trail in the mixture 

when lifted across the bowl. Be careful not 

to overwhip, as you don’t want the mixture 

to be too stiff – as soon as the beaters leave 

a trail, it’s ready. 

 

Gently fold the melted chocolate and cocoa 

powder into the cream mixture until 

thoroughly combined, ensuring 

the spatula is reaching the bottom of the 

bowl so all the chocolate gets mixed in. Fold 

in most of the chocolate chips, reserving a 

small handful. Scrape the mixture into a 1-

litre freezerproof container, then scatter over 

the reserved chocolate chips. Cover and 

freeze for at least 6 hrs until firm but 

scoopable. Will keep frozen for up to a 

month. To serve, scoop the ice cream into 

chilled bowls or ice cream cones and 

structures that we all take for granted.  The three 

children are now at two schools and all doing well.  

Various medical issues including dentistry and eye 

tests are in hand and visits to the Job Centre to 

establish Universal Credit are on-going.  The parents 

now have a Bank Account and Bus Passes to help them 

visit the Mosque in Bournemouth and a Halal shop.  

English lessons have started.  A small group labelled 

‘Befrienders’ call regularly to answer questions, help 

to check the post and emails.  We expect to be involved 

for a few months yet. 

 

(From David Saunders) 

 

The Pre-Raphaelites 

 

 
Detail from The Lady of Shallot, J W Waterhouse 

 

If you have been struck by the dramatic and 

memorable painting and design of Gabriel Rossetti, 

William Morris and the other artists of the Pre-

Raphaelite School, then you should put 19th October in 

your diary, because at 7pm in the Catholic Church Hall 

Dr John Elliott will be providing us with an 

illuminating talk. John says, having a PhD and having  

taught pre-Raphaelite Art and Philosophy at Reading 

University doesn’t make him an expert, but he knows 

more than most! 

 

(Chris Basham) 

 

 

 

End Bits 

 

Thank you to all contributors and especially the 

‘regulars’! It is nice to see Barbara who is still making 

her covid recovery branching out into book reviews 

and helping Penny out. And thank you Penny, who has 

also had the plague, for keeping us going. It is always 

good to see reviews from youngsters too and see what 

they think. 

 

It was great to get the fascinating article from Melissa 

about swifts. I must say their lives are more 

complicated than I was aware. I have encountered 

them at altitudes in the low thousands of feet, but had 

no idea they could achieve 10,000 where, for humans 

at least, oxygen becomes a requirement. 

 

I think this is the first time I have published Phil 

Rogers, and the Van Gogh experience sounds 

fascinating. There must be more in Bristol, a city I 

rarely visit. 

 

The holidays are here and people are going places. 

Please write and tell us about your holidays and 

 

 

In my experience, there is always water 

somewhere, although it is often stainded 

dark brown, with what I assume is iron. The 

ponies and the other animals always find it 

and don’t stray far from the source. Fodder 

is another  matter with the grass dying 

back, and sometimes it has been necessary 

to supply hay. Low lying foliage is more 

available in summer and, of course, the 

animals have holly and evergreen all the 

year round. 

 

I took a walk down from Abbot’s Well on 

Tuesday to find the dewpond almost  

 

 
 

completely dry, but the Latchmore Brook 

was still flowing: just! Bracken is 

beginning to die back and this photo shows 

the almost desert-like condition of the 

grass. 

 

 
 

The heather is just starting to bloom and 

soon the landscape, with a little help from 

the impending (we hope) rain, will turn 

purple. 

 

Meanwhile, the bogs - and the New Forest 

is famous for its hanging bogs, apparently 

unique within Europe, contine to contain 

water, for which, Charlie, the visiting 

spaniel is very grateful. 

 

 
 

If you enlarge the picture above, taken just 

below the East end of Hazzly Wood you 

will see the cotton grass is thriving too! 

Parish Walk 

Seven of us walked from the Wilverley 

https://www.bbcgoodfood.com/review/best-microwaves-test
https://www.bbcgoodfood.com/content/top-five-whisks
https://www.bbcgoodfood.com/content/test-best-spatulas
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sprinkle with a pinch of sea salt, if you like. 

  (From BBC Good Food) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

remember to show us the pictures. We will be 

interested, and it makes us feel we know eachother 

better if you write in. Remember when you write the 

reporters’ prompts: Who? What? Why? When? Where 

and How? I always keep those questions at the back of 

my mind and I’ve used them with kids to encourage 

them to write when they don’t know where to start. 

 

I do wish this magazine was a bit more of a dialogue. 

Please comment on what you read, describe similar 

experiences and make suggestions. Feedback is 

always very welcome! And please help! Cookery 

Corner languishes without contributions. I sneak stuff 

in from the internet. It doesn’t have to be recipes. How 

about a ‘disaster’ story – I could provide several! 

Possibly involving children? Planning a kitchen? 

Preserving foods? 

 

We’ve got three bits about Art in this edition. How 

about some music. And if you go to the Grayson Perry 

exhibition in Salisbury (it is proving very popular) 

what do you think? 

 

Again, there is a lot of me this month. Let’s have more 

of you! 

 

Chris 
 

Plain car park through the woods to the 

Scout building on the A35.  We crossed the 

road and took a loop around the heath back 

to the road and then walked on grass beside 

the path back to the car park.  6.6Km I was 

told (about 4 miles). 

 

 
 

On the way we passed very close to a small 

deer and some of us saw a slow worm on 

the path.  The heather is just beginning to 

flower.  Soon there will be a purple haze 

across the Forest.  Next walk will be on 6th 

August, see Newsletter for details. 

 

(From David Saunders) 

 

 

 


