
The Fellowship 

The Fellowship were greatly saddened to hear of the death 
of the Rev. Alan Geddes from the Anglican Church; he was 
a presbyterian minister and very proud of his Scottish roots 
and flew a Scottish flag outside his home. He came to 
speak to the fellowship many times over many year usually 
with his wife Rae. One of the first talks I heard was about 
his missionary work in South America regretfully I cannot 
remember which country but he learnt the language. He 
was always so willing to come to our fellowship meetings 
and we shall miss him. 

December seems a long time ago when we had the first 
time visit by the Rev Claire Simpson who took an advent 
Communion with us. She used the passage from Ecclesias-
tes chapter 3 verses 1-11 as her theme and recalled early 
family advent calendars, and how they were kept from 
year to year. One member of our number did admit that 
the advent calendars we had all been given by Jean last 
year she had kept and brought out again this year. We 
were all so impressed. 

The traditions of Christmas, some of which go back to the 
early centuries amazingly, was our theme with Phoebe on 
the Tuesday before Christmas. It was a fascinating piece of 
research and we thanked Phoebe for all her efforts. 

Our first meeting of the new year was the first Tuesday in 
January and the Epiphany was our subject led by Jean and 
we sang As with Gladness Men of Old. Our first bring and 
buy for the Air Ambulance was well supported. We look 
forward to a speaker from the Hants and Isle of Wight Air 



Ambulance the second meeting in February. On the 14th 
February we should hear about domestic life at Petworth 
House. On the 31st January we had a Communion Service 
with Rev. John Illsley. 

The second meeting in January was taken by Judith with 
the challenge 'Old is Wonderful' and Judith listed some 
things that are a problem and invited us to offer solutions. 
She had found a poem by Jenny Joseph. 

By Jenny Joseph 
 
When I am an old woman I shall wear purple 
With a red hat that doesn’t go and doesn’t suit me 
And I shall spend my pension on brandy and 
summer gloves 
And satin sandals and say we have no money for 
butter 
I shall sit down on the pavement when I am tired 
And gobble up samples in shops and ring alarm 
bells 
And run my stick along the public railings 
And make up for the sobriety of my youth 
I shall go out in my slippers in the rain 
And pick flowers in others people’s gardens 
And learn to spit. 
 
You can wear terrible shirts and grow more fat 



And eat three pounds of sausages in one go 
Or only bread and pickle for a week 
And hoard pens and pencils and beermats and 
things in boxes. 
 
But now we must have clothes that keep us dry 
And pay our rent and not swear in the street 
And set a good example for the children 
We must have friends to dinner and read the 
papers 
 
But maybe I ought to practice a little now? 
So people who know me are not too shocked and 
surprised 
When suddenly I am old and start to wear purple. 
 


