
Fr Hoyal Writes 
 
I BELIEVE 
Our 9.30 Family Service (not that itÕs just for families) is still in the 
shaping as we gain experience and adapt to the constituency it is 
gathering. 
 
Specifically conceived as a ÒproperÓ church service Ð twice a month it is 
Mass Ð it aims to be structured yet flexible, accessible but not 
patronising, canonical and catholic. Attenders will have noticed that it 
always include an affirmation of faith, usually the ApostlesÕ Creed. 
 
This is deliberate. I donÕt especially expect youngsters to understand 
phrases like Òconceived by the Holy SpiritÓ or Òsuffered under Pontius 
PilateÓ. But I want the ancient words to be heard and said often so they 
will be remembered for later. 
 
True, this creed wasnÕt the work of the Apostles. In its present form it 
dates from the 8th century. But it is an elaboration of the much earlier 
Old Roman Creed (2nd century) which itself evolved from simpler 
ancient baptismal affirmations based on our LordÕs words in Matthew 
28: the commission to baptise in the name of the Father, the Son and the 
Holy Spirit. While not used in the Eastern Church, it is clearly consonant 
with scripture and as such it is an apostolic creed. 
 
The Church of England emerged from the Reformation as a strongly 
credal church. As a statement of orthodox faith, and so a defence against 
heretical excesses of the day, we retained the so-called Nicene Creed we 
use at Mass. Until the 20th century there was no permission to omit it at 
any public celebration of the Eucharist, as we now often do on 
weekdays.  
 
CranmerÕs distinctive new orders for Morning and Evening Prayer, for 
centuries used daily by the clergy, meant that the ApostlesÕ Creed too 
was recited twice every day by those responsible for preaching and 
teaching. Even the so-called Athanasian Creed, a lengthy and vigorous 



statement post-Athanasian of Trinitarian orthodoxy never intended for 
liturgical use, was made obligatory for Morning Prayer on certain holy 
days in the ChurchÕs calendar. 
 
Things have changed. The Athanasian Creed is a rara avis in worship 
these days though, sadly, it still falls prey to irreverent creed-baiters who 
find its language easy to ridicule. 
 
Mercifully, the Nicene Creed is heard on Sundays and major festivals if 
the Eucharist is the main service. But it too is long and theologically 
rather technical. Sadly, the nuttier and far shorter ApostlesÕ Creed is, in 
our modern services, obligatory only at Morning or Evening Prayer if 
this is the main service on a Sunday or major holy day. 
 
The Church of EnglandÕs return to more Roman-style forms for the daily 
office which omit it means that few clergy ever say the ApostlesÕ Creed 
daily.  This is despite the efforts of one or two insistent General Synod 
members (including me, at the time) who succeeded in getting the text of 
the ApostlesÕ Creed inserted into the final version of the Common 
Worship daily office book as an option on any day. But current fashion, 
which is against creeds in the offices, has prevailed mightily. 
 
I regret the lesser place accorded to the ApostlesÕ Creed. We are a less 
credal church for its lower profile. Religious feelings unanchored to 
sound core beliefs can mislead. 
 
There is another good reason for hanging on to the ApostlesÕ Creed as a 
short, strong statement of our faith. For there is no doubt that Christian 
belief is under renewed attack in Britain to-day, and not from other 
religions but from a new breed of rather aggressive atheist.   
 
A disconcerting number of anti-Christian articles have appeared in the 
national press in recent months, and not least in The Times despite its 
masthead Dieu et mon Droit. In a recent article in the Thunderer column, 
Giles Whittell asserts that the Christian faith is quite as problematic as 
Mormonsim. Having briefly described its origins he understandably calls 



the Mormon faith weird. But then, quoting from the ApostlesÕ Creed, he 
goes on: 
 

SoÕs this: ÒHe was conceived by the Holy Spirit, born of the 
Virgin Mary. He suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, 
died and was buried. On the third day he rose again. He ascended 
into heaven and is seated at the right hand of the Father.Ó  
 
ÒMainstreamÓ Christianity turns the two most preposterous ideas 
imaginable Ð conception without gametes and resurrection from 
the dead Ð into planks of its theology and has the nerve to taunt 
Mormons É Through sheer hypocrisy it lectures Mormons on 
the evils of polygamy, discounting the Crusades and the 
Inquisition as earthly aberrations. 
 

You get the idea. As it happens, I rather agree that the virgin birth and 
the resurrection are, ostensibly, preposterous. They certainly challenge 
customary secular ways of thinking. But they are core convictions of the 
Christian faith, they are defensible, and they are honourably believable 
by simple minds and subtle alike. I believe them, and I am happy to 
accept the whole creed ex animo, though equally happy about minutest 
scholarly scrutiny of every part. 
 
We may cause offence or ridicule, but so be it. I want our faith 
proclaimed and known Seeing that our Creeds, and not least the 
ApostlesÕ Creed, are widely known and widely used is an important 
means of achieving this. So believe Ð and say so. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Sermon preached by Prebendary Geoffrey Sunder land at 
All Saints on Dedication Sunday 2007 

1967 was a memorable year, with a number of notable events, some 
good, some bad: the Abortion Act; Israel's Six Day War; the first heart 
transplant operation in S. Africa. In the religious sphere, the saintly and 
scholarly Michael Ramsey was Archbishop of Canterbury, but it would 
be another 12 years before Rowan Williams was ordained priest. The 
Second Vatican Council ended two years earlier, with a widespread 
influence far outside the Roman Communion (a student at an American 
university thought that Vatican II was the Pope's summer residence). 
The Metropolitan Cathedral of Liverpool was consecrated, over 100 
years after Pugin had first drawn up a plan. AND the new All Saints, 
Clifton was consecrated by Bishop Oliver Tomkins despite opposition 
from the diocesan authorities.  

Forty years on, this is an occasion of celebration. But what are we 
celebrating, and why? God is everywhere, but because of the 
Incarnation there are special places Bethlehem, Nazareth, Calvary. 
God is eternal, but there are special times, for our faith is firmly 
embedded in history. Remember St Luke's impressive introduction to 
the ministry of John the Baptist: In the 15th year of the emperor 
Tiberius, when Pontius Pilate was governor of Judaea, when Herod 
was tetrarch of Galilee, his brother Philip prince of Ituraea and 
Trachonitis, and Lysanias prince of Abilene, during the high 
priesthood of Annas and Caiaphas, the word of God came to John son 
of Zechariah in the wilderness. So why is a this a special time for us? 
And why is this a special place? What is this special place for?  

The English are keen on anniversaries. Some of us remember the week-
long celebration in 1948 of the 80th anniversary of the consecration of 
the first All Saints in 1868. Four years earlier the foundation stone had 
been laid by Beresford Hope, who said the church was to be a house of 



prayer, a house of praise, a house of preaching, and a house of the Holy 
Sacraments. Archbishop George Carey (whom I don't often quote) said: 
It is a mistake to say that the first task of the Church is to evangelize. 
Important though that is, our primary task is to reflect the eternal 
worship of heaven in daily and weekly acts of praise, adoration and 
thanksgiving. This church then is not to be an empty shrine, but the 
centre at which the Church's offering of worship is faithfully made, and 
from which the Church's witness flows out into the community. We 
mustn't live in the past. Remember God's words in Isaiah 43.18f, Cease 
to dwell on days gone by and to brood over past history. Here and now I 
will do a new thing. If only we  could recapture the spirit of the very first 
days of the Church, built as we are on the foundation of the apostles and 
prophets, with Christ Jesus himself as the chief cornerstone, and 
reproduce that spirit in terms of today.  
 

We can! Look at that gem of a verse in the Acts of the Apostles, 
describing how the first Christians met constantly to hear the apostles 
teach, to share the common life, to break bread, and to pray. That's the 
translation in the New English Bible; is it the religious equivalent of 
political correctness? Constantly yes! But what did they do after they 
had heard the apostles' teaching? Hearing is not enough. The Jerusalem 
Bible puts it better: They remained faithful to the teaching of the 
apostles. The Authorised Version strikes the same note: They continued 
steadfastly in the apostles doctrine and fellowship. The Greek verb 
emphasizes persistence in adhering to a thing.  

Richard Randall, first Vicar of All Saints and subsequently Dean of 
Chichester wrote that All Saints existed to proclaim the Evangelical 
Teaching of the Catholic Church - Evangelical, in the highest sense of 
preaching the gospel of the Joy which comes to the soul from knowing 
Christ as the giver of Pardon, Peace, and Life -Christ present with his 
People, Christ baptising, absolving, feeding us with Himself, Christ the 
one everliving  Priest who reconciles us to God.   Archbishop Geoffrey 
Fisher said in 1951  that we have no doctrine of our own-we possess only 
the Catholic doctrine of the Catholic Church enshrined in the Catholic 



Creeds and those Creeds we hold without addition or diminution. We 
stand firm on that rock.  Perhaps that was true of the Church of England 
then; is it true today?  It is certainly true of All Saints, built for the 
proclamation of the truth of the Gospel, with conviction. Forster 
Alleyne, Churchwarden in the 1890s, produced a history of All Saints, 
undated but from internal evidence probably intended for its 25th 
anniversary in 1893, in which he wrote It was a common remark in 
Clifton in those days about the preachers at All Saints that "these men 
preach as if they believe what they say" -and of the laity that they did not 
play with religion; they lived it.  
 
The first Christians not only remained faithful to the teaching of the 
apostles; they also shared the common life, the apostles' fellowship. 
Those who have served All Saints have happy memories of the 
hospitality they have received. All Saints is not just a church to 
attend, but a family to belong to, with a life of sharing and caring, 
each member valued, each contributing and receiving in that 
interdependence which is the reflection of the divine community 
which is the Holy Trinity. Forster Alleyne again; It is to be a 
building in which religion is not to be folded up and put in a 
cupboard, like a Sunday suit of clothes, to be used only one day in 
the week.   A man was once seen sitting in a pew, wearing his hat. 
After some hesitation, a churchwarden diffidently approached and 
said "Excuse me, sir, do you realise you are wearing your hat?" 
"Yes! I've been coming here for three months and I was determined 
that today I would make somebody speak to me!" It wouldn't 
happen here....  

 
Thirdly the first Christians met to break bread. Above all, a church is 
designed with the chief purpose of housing an altar so that the Church, 
the People of God, can meet together to offer acceptable worship to the 
Father through Jesus Christ: our union with his death and resurrection, 
and with each other, confirmed and renewed. A church notice-board 
announced a "Gospel Service''; This is the Gospel Service, "our duty and 



our joy". It  has to be a liturgy for today; timeless because loyal to the 
command of the Founder, and, in modern dress - to quote Forster 
Alleyne again, with no eccentricities or indulging of the freaksor fancies 
of individuals.  An Eastern guru had a cat which came into the ashram 
and disturbed the worshippers during evening worship, so the cat had to 
be tied up. The guru died but his cat continued to be tied up. Eventually 
the cat also died, so another cat was bought so that it could be tied up.  
Centuries later, learned treatises were written on the liturgical 
significance of tying up a cat during evening worship.  

Fourthly, the first Christians met to pray. This building is a house of 
prayer, where prayer is offered, where prayer is taught, where men and 
women of prayer are nourished in their life of prayer, not just in saying 
prayers, but in living prayers, for prayer is a life or it is nothing.  
Kallistos Timothy Ware has rightly said What the world needs above all 
else is not people ho sa yprayers with greater or less regularity, but 
people who are prayers.  

There is the pattern, the model, the ideal-which is timeless, as true, and 
as workable now as it was in 1967 or 1868 or in those exciting times 
after the birthday of the Christian church. One other event which took 
place in 1967 was the launching of the QEII. Forty  years on, Cunard has 
sold her to become a museum and floating hotel. 40 years from 1967, see 
no evidence that All Saints is about to become a museum. I pray for 
God's blessing on All Saints, to which I owe so much, and on you, as 
you strive to be faithful today and tomorrow to the pattern set before us 
by the infant Church of the days of the apostles. We can be reassured by 
the words of that great North African bishop St Augustine: Trust the past 
to the mercy of God, the present to his love, the future to his providence. 
And we can be inspired by the rallying-cry of Dag Hammarskjold, UN 
Secretary-General in the 1960s: For all that has been, thanks; for all that 
shall be, YES!  

COME, THOU HOLY SPIRIT, restore the lives which without thee are 
dead,  

Kindle the hearts which without thee are cold and dull,  



Enlighten the minds which without thee are dark and blind,  
Fill the Church which without thee is an empty shrine,  
And use us to build the kingdom. Amen.  
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Churchwarden’s 3 volume novel … 
 
Well, I though I should be realistic! 



 
Just checked the Faith in Maintenance (I went on one of their courses to 
learn how to spot when the rain was coming through the Church roof) 
calendar to see what I should be doing apart from pestering them to 
recommend an architect. Guess what it says? AUGUST: TAKE A 
BREAK. No chance. Rude words.  
 
Fr Boss would like an RSV Bible with larger print than the one currently 
used at Evensong. I must have got even more words wrong than usual, as 
my new specs have not yet arrived. Anyway, I pointed out that the RSV 
was long out of print. There must be some in other churches, he replied 
grimly. So if Madam Churchwarden is not to be hauled before Father 
Recorder on a charge of Unlawfully Removing a Bible valued at 2/6d (a 
hanging offence), please, when you have checked your garages for a 
nursing chair, nip upstairs and check your attix for a large print RSV. So 
kind. 
 
The Sacristan has been the victim of yet more misunderstanding. It was 
perhaps unwise of her to attend Mass with the recycling stashed away 
under her chair, but it was deliberate mischief of Dr Editor to suggest 
that the passion veils I hemmed were for any but liturgical purposes. 
 
Edington was excellent. The clergy still wear mandibles, there were at 
least four choirs, and the Isaiah reading which spoke of a road on which 
not even fools went astray was completely irrelevant to our Journey. I 
was, however, not pleased to find that the Westbury White Horse is 
wrought in concrete, no doubt as a tribute to the cement factory what it 
overlooks. Only one or two of us fell over, and that was entirely due to 
the slippery nature of the grass. 
 
2/9/7 Autumn. Father Fuchsia, of whom more anon, interpreted Ôshort 
presentationÕ somewhat liberally at the 9 30 this am. It was all about 
WhoÕs been sitting in My Chair, especially when My Chair is one of the 
biggest and most important. He spoke most properly and deferentially of 
my own Churchwardenly Pew (ÓThat notice says ÔKEEP OUTÕÓ) and 
somewhat unkindly, I felt, of the very large throne encasing Fr 



Bandana*. He then engaged the older members of the congregation in a 
game of musical chairs. What next? Well, the Sunday SchoolÕs favourite 
pastime, I expect, Pink Knickers! 
 
*TheyÕre both at it now: dark blue for Fr B, and scarlet (of course) for Fr 
F, tucked up his sleeve for maximum sash clash. But listen to this. 
Ambling through back numbers of the Church Times, I found a 
description of the dress adopted by Mgr Gilbey, a Roman Catholick 
cleric. ÔHis indoor dress was a plain black soutaneÕ (not unlike our 
hassocks) but to this he added Ôred piping and buttons, and a purple 
fascia (sash) as evening dress’. So I feel the time has come to move on; 
Father Fascia it shall be É  though I did think that was something to do 
with guttering. 
 
You will remember that I have been reading Voices of Morebath? I 
commend it to you, a wonderful book, but very upsetting to a Catholic 
Archivist Churchwarden Candlemaniac. However, I managed to finish it 
at last, still sobbing gently, and towards the end found evidence that we 
are still clawing our way back to some of the freedoms lost in the 
Reformation. In 1554 the ladies of the parish raised enough money to 
buy a Service Book or ÔmanualÕ. They raised so much there was a 
surplus, but instead of following custom and handing it over to the High 
Wardens they kept the money under their own control even though the 
senior warden that year was a woman. I wonder if she was one of the 
last women to be a Churchwarden before four centuries of male 
supremacy closed in?  And I wonder when the first woman 
Churchwarden of the New Age was elected. Not so very long ago at All 
Saints É and I am only our fourth. 
 
3/9/7 Monday. The latest theft is as nutty as other recent troubles. 
Someone has taken the blue altar cloth off the Lady Chapel altar. (Or 
ÔalterÕ in the version favoured by our lighting specialists!Õ) IÕve know it 
borrowed to mop up after a shower, but taken away? And the candles 
and cross carefully replaced. 
 



4/9/7 Mr and Mrs Bear have joined the welcoming rota; they had a 
lovely chat with a visitor yesterday. It was nice. If somewhat eccentric. 
 
7/9/7 But thatÕs life: todayÕs little surprise was the gift of a pair of Fr 
Christmas slipper socks, left on my back pew. No doubt an intimation 
that with the heaters down for rebuilding MCWÕs feet will be cold, and a 
threat that they may be down until Christmas. No, not that! 
 
The Psalm [144 vv 12 - 14] was a very useful pointer towards our 
Harvest project: 
That our sons may grow up as the young plants1 … 
That our garners may be full and plenteous with all manner of 
store: that our sheep may bring forth thousands and ten thousands2 
in our streets. 
That our oxen may be strong to labour … 
 
16/9/7 Today we had the story of the lost sheep. Animal Sunday, indeed. 
While in Cornwall, my daughter and I went scrumping sloes, through 
two fields one of which contained a flock of sheep. As soon as we 
appeared, slinking diffidently along the hedgerow, the sheep shouted the 
alarm to each other and twittered off to the next field with the air of 
maiden ladies whose knitting is at risk. We followed, avoiding eye 
contact, gestures or any form of threatening behaviour. They did not run 
away; they selected two champions, who approached us and baaÕed 
defiantly. Until we looked at them, when they backed off, still baaÕing. 
The point I wish to make is that this story lacks verisimilitude. No sheep 
is going to potter off on a solitary expotition. It will take its friends and 
relations along too. And it will be running away from, not away to. The 
9 30 even had a special hunt for lost sheep and guess what, they all 
turned up; rather faster than the lost coppers did. This may be due to the 
fact that we had a trainee sheep dachshund present, as Young Master 

                                                
1 I could name at least two where ‘young weeds’ would be more 
appropriate. 
2 But see below, and cf a notice at the Lost Gardens of Heligon, 
‘unrestrained livestock’! It all seems a bit messy. 



Nicholas attended his first ever service. We hope to see much more of 
him. 
Many of you noticed the colour co-ordinated wardens; this was pure 
chance, and simply indicates how well attuned we are. 
 
24/9/7 Back from Kerry today, from the pink church with the switch on 
candles. I couldnÕt tell if they had the heating on, but amen, amen I say 
unto you, All Saints Clifton is an heating free zone for the next few 
weeks, because They Start this Wednesday. I have removed the Pocket 
Heating Pads given me last Christmas by beloved but witty friends from 
inside my Kenwood bowl where they have lived through our so-called 
summer, and if necessary we can all huddle round them on my back 
pew. (St Merryn Church has fleece blankets, too.) But much as I love 
you all, burn my wand as a log fire I shall not. The parish mass book, on 
the other hand É. . 
 
See you at the Igloo, Dears. 
MCW 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A   S C R I P T   L O S T   A N D   F O U N D 
 

THE many who still miss Professor Stanley UnwinÕs broadcasts will be 
intrigued to hear of a fragment that has come into our possession.  
Astonishingly it bears unmistakable signs of having been written after a 
Sunday morning visit to All Saints.  It is clearly designed to be read 
aloud and rather fast in his customary fashion.  Here it is 
 
Jerky-ding bell in the old sacrilode, in come processy.  Colour bright and 
song-sing to orgnole, smoky tin with fragrantly: deep joy.  Mercify and 
glorible, colly and lessnies, interspersy chantwise.  Sermode and 
creediment, then intercedy roll-call.  Notifides and peacyclaspy, sing-
song and kneelydown.  Adoration clingclang and queueing to the 
altarlode; choir corner polly phonal very satisfactify.  Nearly ending, 
gracy Mary forth go, song-a-ling finale and glorypipes fortissimole.  
Deep joy. 
 
 
 
IN THIS MONTH É  OCTOBER 1897 
 
Two letters to the Editors from the Correspondence Page 
 
Firstly, from Agnes C Wollaston of College Road, Clifton: 
 
Dear Sirs, 
 
It is just a year since, through the Parish Magazine, I appealed for help 
for the violet growers at Porlock Weir, an appeal which was most kindly 
met at the time.  This Autumn the violets seem likely to be fine and 
plentiful, but owing to the enormous foreign competition it is impossible 
to get regular orders from the florists.  At a time when the winter 
prospects for the poor are not too cheerful, money brought in by these 
small industries will be most helpful, in addition to the uncertain 
earnings of the cottagers.  Will no one give a standing order for weekly 
boxes at one shilling and upwards?  Orders over five shillings would be 



sent post free, the number of flowers varying with the market price.  The 
violets are freshly picked, and packed immediately, thus retaining the 
freshness and delicious scent, in which the foreign flowers are 
unavoidably wanting.  Orders sent will be immediately and carefully 
attended to, and any enquiries promptly answered. 
 
Secondly, from ÒVeritasÓ: 
 
Dear Sirs, 
 
As a visitor to Clifton and an attendant at your beautiful church, may I 
call your attention to a fact by which I, as well as others, have suffered? 
 
The Churchwardens have thoughtfully placed at the bottom of the 
church a stand for umbrellas; but, unfortunately, when once placed there 
they are not always to be found again.  I was the loser a fortnight ago of 
a valued one, and although I expected last Sunday to see it returned by 
the person who unwittingly took it, I have been disappointed.  I know 
others have suffered in the same way.  It is not pleasant to place dripping 
umbrellas at our feet.  Is there no alternative to ensure their safety? 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ALL SOULS DAY 
FRIDAY 2nd NOVEMBER 

7.30 & 10.30 am   Low Mass of Requiem 
 



7.30 pm  SOLEMN REQUIEM  
     for THE DEPARTED 

 
    Sermon  Fr Roger Durbin 

 

A particular welcome is extended to those who are 
bereaved. If you would like a loved one to be 
remembered by name at a service on this day, please 
indicate on the list in the Atrium at church or ring All 
Saints Vicarage 0117 9706776. 
 
MADGE ARNOLD 1912-2007  
 
Madge was born on 7th August 1912 in Ashton-under-Lyme 
 
The theatre and particularly the works of William Shakespear, 
were Madge’s life-long passion. Her father nurtured her in this and 
read poetry and Shakespear to his children by the fire side. 
Madge kept her father’s complete works of Shakespear all her life. 
Well-used and falling apart, it was her most treasured possession. 
 
Madge entered the Civil Service in 1929 at the age of 17 as a 
sorting clerk and telegraphist. She had to leave her job in 1937 
when she married Cyril, another Civil Servant – there was a 
marriage bar in those days. The rules against married women 
were relaxed during the war, and she rejoined the service. She 
and Cyril moved to Bristol in July 1943 and made their home at 9 
Cotham, Gardens, a flat she would live in for the next 64 years. 
 
In a civil service ‘certificate of character’ dated July 1943, it is said 
that ‘she gave every satisfaction in regard to punctuality, conduct 
and efficiency’. 
 



On rejoined the Civil Service in 1944, Madge working in war 
pensions just round the corner from All Saints in Apsley Road, 
and finally in the DHSS at Flowers Hill.  
 
Madge was immensely proud of having been a civil servant - a 
note in her diary of 30 June this year says ‘retired (officially) 30 
June 1977 – therefore 30 years today – must celebrate!’ 
 
Madge enjoyed 32 year of married life with Cyril, both working as 
they did in the civil service and establishing themselves in Cotham 
life and at St Mary’s Tyndall’s Park. 
 
After her retirement, Madge gave herself two months off for a 
holiday, and then threw herself into voluntary service with the 
WRVS and UBHT, working for over 20 years at the Children’s 
Hospital canteen and at the BRI. Her long service award when 
she finally retired in 2000 said ‘your personal commitment over so 
many years is a shining example to all of the WRVS ethos of 
“service beyond self”. 
 
Madge’s Christian faith was worked out at her local church of St 
Mary’s, Tyndall’s Park, and subsequently at Cotham Parish 
Church and here at All Saints. Cotham was her spiritual base for 
25 years. She was the driving force in the organisation of the 
social life of the church and the catering that went with it. She 
organised fund-raising and charity events as well as all the routine 
activities that bring people together. 
 
Madge was always an enthusiastic member of the Mothers’ 
Union. Although she had no children herself, she was committed 
to its ethos in support of Christian family life, the support of 
parents and children and families in need. She was branch leader 
of the joint All Saints and Cotham branch for many years as well 
as Deanery Leader. 
 



Throughout, she supported charities like the Guide Dogs for the 
Blind Association and was even the adoptive parent of a red 
panda at Bristol Zoo, courtesy of her nephew Barrie and his 
family. 
 
Madge was very close to Barrie – her closest relative – and was 
devastated by his death earlier this year. She kept in touch with all 
of her extended family and took a keen interest in what they were 
all doing. 
 
In her 30 years of very active retirement, Madge pursued her 
passion for the theatre and for music with great vigour. She loved 
the Theatre Royal here in Bristol; attended everything they put on 
and was a very active member of the Bristol Old Vic Theatre Club. 
She also loved opera – in particular Wagner and Verdi. 
 
A lot of time was spend with her many friends attending lunchtime 
as well as evening concerts and plays, lunching in between and 
enjoying good conversation. This, together with her voluntary 
work, church work and also being a ‘welcomer’ at Bristol 
Cathedral, made for a very buy life indeed, which has never 
stopped. Even when limited mobility set in, she kept contact with 
her family and friends and was never bored. ‘Up early – very busy’ 
was the most frequent entry in her diary, even up to two weeks 
ago before her death. 
 
Madge was always a woman with a strong personality. At her 
birthday parties, she would always display pictures of suffragettes 
in the years just before she was born. In an article written about 
her in 1987, when she was Theatre Club ‘Member of the Month’, 
she is quoted as describing herself as ‘not exactly a women’s 
libber, but “I like to see that women are given the credit they 
deserve for all they contribute to society, the home, family and the 
arts”’. 
 



Madge was a woman of faith and conviction, with a very wide 
circle of friends of all ages. The prayer of Mary Sumner set out at 
the end of funeral requiem service sheet was always prominently 
displayed in her flat and is likely to be her inspiration – 
“All this day, O Lord, let me touch as many lives as possible for 
thee; and every life I touch, do thou by thy spirit quicken, whether 
through the word I speak, the prayer I breath, or the life I live. 
Amen’. 
 
Amen indeed, Madge. Your many friends will miss you. Rest in 
peace. 
 
Roger & Janice Hopkins 
 
 
 
 
 


