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EDITORIAL
Once again an edition of The Squeaker comes out in a Lockdown period; not as
severe as the first but more severe than the second (no golf or haircuts this
time!) By the time this edition of The Squeaker is published all of us over 65 will
have had our first vaccination and the programme for the next cohort will have
started, so maybe there is light at the end of the tunnel. Maybe we will be
allowed some holidays this summer if they don’t ease the lockdown too soon.
Sadly two good friends of Langrish, Roger Deadman and Tony Perkins, have
passed away recently. There are appreciations of their lives on later pages. Betty
and I will be forever be grateful to Roger for the help he gave us settling into the
village. I already knew Roger from the golf club and whenever we needed help
or advice, Roger always knew who we should contact. Although Tony lived in
East Meon he was a loyal supporter of Langrish and he will be sorely missed at
Friends meetings.
I am sure we were all shocked by the recent fire at Underwood Cottage. I am
incredibly grateful to Ian and Julie for doing a detailed writeup of what
happened for this edition of The Squeaker. It was heartening to see how the
village rallied round (mostly on Facebook initially) to see if there was anything
we could do to help. We wish them well with their rebuild; the parish council
will do everything it can to help but rebuilding listed buildings is a challenge with
a constant battle between the planning and heritage departments getting in the
way of anything you want to do.
Finally an early warning; there is a 2 day bank holiday next year for the Queen’s
Platinum Jubilee on 2 and 3 June 2022.
How should the parish mark this celebration?
Ian Wesley February 2021
Our thanks to the following contributors:Articles and Suggestions

Jane Ball, Ian and Julie Blackwell, Sylvia Deadman, Jonathan Iremonger, David
Mowlam, Betty and Ian Wesley, Steve Tuff.
Pictures

Ian Wesley, David Mowlam, Jane Ball. Ian Blackwell
5

PARISH AND COMMUNITY NEWS
Since the last edition of the Squeaker we held a zoom Parish Council Meeting on
Monday 11 January.
Planning

Three planning proposals in Ramsdean (to which there was no objection) were
considered at the meeting:
Flint Farmhouse - Two storey side extension and rear extension following
demolition of existing conservatory and rear porch. Renovation of existing barn
building to create office and studio . Installation of heat pump, logstore and
photovoltaic panels in roof. Detached garage.
Thatched Barn – Creation of a menage.
Orchard Barn - Detached garage following demolition of two existing
outbuildings.
We also considered a pre planning application for the creation of a livery yard
behind Old Pitts Farm in Langrish.
Ramsdean Green

We remain in discussion with Hampshire Highways on the state of Ramsdean
Green. Their budgets remain tight and Covid restrictions remain a convenient
excuse for not meeting with us. We are still awaiting their recommendations for
improvements including preventing parking on the Green and vehicle damage to
the verges in Ramsdean Lane. Tidying up Ramsdean Green is our number #1
objective for 2021. Our current thoughts are that the best way forward is to run
a kerb all the way round to discourage vehicles from driving across the grass.
Footpaths and Rights of Way

We noted that Fiveways (BOAT 23 and 24 in Langrish) has been closed until 16
June (or whenever the route is in condition to be used again.) BOAT 17 is also
closed until 11 May for remedial work to its surface.
Our local District, County Councillor and South Downs National Park Authority
member Rob Mocatta is sponsoring an initiative to persuade the SDNP to issue
Traffic Regulation Orders (TROs) to stop motorised vehicles using BOATs. As part
of this process, Langrish and East Meon Parish Councils have been invited to
address the SDNPA meeting on 24 March on the problems caused by 4x4s and
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motorcycles on our local BOATs. If anyone has any photos of the damage they
cause (which you haven’t already sent me) then could you please email them to
me as soon as possible.
Finally spring is coming, the mud is drying out and the countryside is bursting
back to life. The whole of this area is crisscrossed with footpaths, bridleways
and permissive access routes and provides a rich variety of walks. But please
make sure to respect the landowner’s rights to restrict access to some of their
tracks. These tracks are private and cross private land and generally the
landowners have good reason to prohibit access. This is especially true on Sir
Williams Hill where there are many tracks crossing the permitted access routes.
Tracks that can be used will have a signpost at either end indicating that they
are a footpath or bridleway.
As I’m sure you all know there are a collection of fantastic walks around this
area on the Langrish and Ramsdean Facebook Group page. Enjoy the walks and
improving weather.
John and Rosemary Hopewell Memorial Tree

We have planted a Morus Nigra Mulberry
tree on Langrish Green as a memorial to
John and Rosemary Hopewell. The
Friends of Langrish generously made a
donation to cover the cost of the plaque.
We have also had the existing trees
pruned and the whole site tided up.
It should look a picture in the Spring
when the daffodils come out as well.

Next Meeting

The date of the next meeting of the Parish Council is on Monday 8th March 2021
on Zoom.

Ian Wesley
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LANGRISH AND RAMSDEAN FRIENDS
The first paragraph of my piece in the last edition of The Squeaker (December
2020) referred to the possibility that a vaccine would provide a reasonable level
of protection from Coronavirus would be available in early 2021. For those of us
over 70 this has now become a reality. I am sure we all hope that the
vaccination programme will continue at its current rate of progress and life will
slowly start to move towards a new normality that includes the possibility of
social interaction with people outside our own households.
The first Friends event since our 2020 AGM, which was held on 12th March, will
be the 2021 AGM on Thursday 11th March on Zoom. You should have received
an email from Ian with the agenda for the meeting, the minutes of the 2020
AGM, a copy of the new Friends constitution and a Zoom invitation attached.
We hope that restrictions will have been eased sufficiently to allow us to have a
village walk in the spring. As we now have to wait until Step 3 of the easing of
the lockdown, the earliest date for this is Saturday 22nd May. Details will be
circulated when it is clear that this type of event can take place; whether we will
be able to have tea and cake afterwards remains to be seen.
This year is the 150th anniversary of the consecration of St John’s Church,
Langrish. The Parochial Church Council is busy planning a weekend of
celebration for 11/ 12th September (dependent, of course, on the Covid
restrictions being eased by then.)
One of the events that weekend will be the Friends annual village lunch, which
will be a hog roast this year. This will be held on Sunday 12th September in the
field between the church and the Old Hopkiln. This will follow a special church
service to be led by a Bishop. Please make sure you keep this weekend free as it
promises to be a very special weekend for Langrish and Ramsdean.
Although we do not usually plan meetings or activities in May or June, the
committee have discussed things we might do to make up for lost meetings. So
please watch closely for Friends notices on email and the village notice boards in
Langrish and Ramsdean.
Betty Wesley
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ROGER DEADMAN – MAYOR OF LANGRISH
That was what we called Roger after his long stint as Chairman of Langrish
Parish Council.
I was privileged to record an Oral History interview in 2019 with Roger which
you can find on the East Meon History Group Archive website:
https://www.eastmeonhistory.org.uk/content/catalogue_item/roger-deadman
I strongly recommend that you give it a listen; while you’re there, there is also
an interview with his aunt, Dosh Stoneman.

Since it was impossible for us all to attend Roger’s funeral, I have asked Sylvia’s
permission to reproduce the eulogy which was read on the day by Rev Jane.
Roger Deadman Eulogy

Roger was born at the Buriton Nursing Home in July of 1941. His parents, John
and Gladys took him home to Langrish where he lived for most of his life. Nine
years later, he would be joined by his brother Chris and Roger’s free rein of the
house was over!!
He went to Petersfield School where he met his best friend Tony. They were
good friends from the start, and not only was Tony a good person to copy maths
from, he would, many years later, be Roger’s best man at his wedding.
When he left school, he was apprenticed to an engineering firm in Portsmouth
then at Tooling Products in Langrish. During his time there he was lucky enough
to work on the team that built the nose cones for Concorde.
Back in 1941, little did Roger know that his future wife would also born at the
Buriton Nursing Home just 18 months later. It took just 21 years for them to
meet and further two before they were married in 1964.
They had 10 glorious years together, creating a home in Langrish and exploring
the country before they had Paul in 1974. Roger was a proud father and taught
Paul all the essentials of boyhood - how to wash a car, how to mow a lawn and
how to wield an axe!
Summer holidays were spent on caravanning holidays in France, often with
several other families. They were the great times. Long lazy days in the sun,
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relaxing on the beaches and soaking up the local culture, and by culture, I mean
good food and wine!
Roger was also a very active member of the Langrish and Petersfield
community. He joined Winton Players, an amateur dramatic society where he
very briefly tried acting but quickly decided he was better off with the backstage
crew! One friend fondly remembers Roger’s sometimes mischievous nature.
During the production of Peter Pan, a lady member thought she would like to
have a go at being flown like Tinkerbell using the stage flying system. The crew
fitted her into the harness, flew her high above the stage for a bit, then walked
away, leaving her suspended 10 feet above the stage, and with a story she
thoroughly enjoys telling everyone. They did let her down… eventually!
By this time, Roger had left the engineering firm and joined the digital
revolution at IBM. He would spend 22 years working at the Havant Hub and
travelling around the world fulfilling his role in procurement.
Around this time he also joined Round Table where he and the family made
many friends, many of which are still close friends today. Round Table did so
much for charity, including the Great Butser Run. Roger wasn’t a participant but
helped as a marshal and was also instrumental in getting the programmers at
IBM to write a program to help the organisers keep track of the entrees and
winner. Their charity work always seemed to end up at the Queens Head Pub in
Sheet or later in The Drum.
While at IBM, he and the family moved to Germany for two years in the mid80’s. When Roger arrived at the German office, he was told he could talk about
the Second World War as much as he liked, but never mention the 1966 football
World Cup!
They spent their weekends travelling around Germany and its neighbours, and
Chariots of Fire seemed to be an ever-present song to theme their explorations,
hence its inclusion today.
Paul went to a German school and became fluent in the language. Roger on the
other hand learnt to say ‘ein bier bitte’! And later on, ‘noch bin bier bitte’, or
‘another beer please’!
After returning from living in Germany, Roger decided he would learn to play
golf. He had clearly found the sport for him as he was still playing at the
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Petersfield Golf Club some 30 plus years later. This was another place where
Roger made many great friends and got to the heart of the club by being elected
Golf Club Captain in 2000; an honour he was incredibly proud of.
In Langrish, he was elected to the Parish
Council where he worked hard to help the
village he’d grown up in. He was later
elected Chairman and was even given the
unofficial title of 'Mayor of Langrish’!
When he stepped down many years later,
his fellow councillors organised an
invitation to the Queen’s Garden party.
Another very proud moment in his life, and
another cherished moment with his
beloved Sylvia at his side.
Roger was a loving and devoted husband, father and brother. His life was long,
incredibly happy and filled with lots and lots of laughs shared with dear family
and friends along the way. He had such a kind and gentle manner, a great sense
of humour, a loving nature and he’ll be sorely missed by so many. But he
wouldn’t want people to feel sad, he’d want you to raise a glass and remember
all of the fun and happy times together.
The family thought this little poem sums Roger up…
“Life should not be a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in
an attractive and well-preserved body, but rather to skid in sideways, glass in
one hand – putter in the other, body used up and shouting WOW – what a life! “
Paul and Sylvia Deadman
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TONY PERKINS – AN APPRECIATION
Fame is a curious thing. The most arrant scoundrel fills the headlines as his retail
empire collapses, leaving his employees without jobs or adequately funded
pensions. A good man dies quietly in a small Hampshire village and there’s
scarcely a ripple on the water. Somehow we seem to have got our focus wrong.
Of course, it’s not as simple as that. Ordinary people, quietly doing good things,
do get elevated into the public spotlight and we recognise that it is often the
ordinary that is extraordinary and celebrate it accordingly. But all too often, it
seems there is not enough room for all the people who have brought kindness
to our lives.
We will each have our treasured memories of Tony. Certainly, we have lost a
stalwart of the Izaac Walton Sunday evening dining club: appreciative of the
food and wine that Roger and the great Creator placed before him; gentle and a
gentleman; solicitous for the wellbeing of his fellow diners and of friends and
neighbours more widely; inclusive of those hanging back in the shadows;
engaging and kind. He had become an exemplar of those qualities that are East
Meon at its best.
I can only record what I know from my brief time in the village. He came onto
my radar screen soon after my arrival as the man who had laid out the garden of
the Tudor House. I then met him when he invited me to join him and the other
Friday evening bell-ringers at their table in the George (I was grabbing a quick
bite after a late evening’s work in London); and the invitation was renewed in
subsequent weeks. He was the first of many people who made me so welcome
in the village. Over the weeks, he was unfailingly warm and engaging – as well as
persuasive about the merits of joining the bell-ringers!
The man I met was clearly a shadow, physically, of the man he had been. But
there was nothing diminished about his personality. His major heart attack
would have driven a lesser man to lock down and slow up. But Tony would not
be constrained from visiting friends, getting out to the pub or from his
determination to see those corners of the world that had thus far eluded him. I
forget the full extent of his itinerary, but there was certainly a trip round Russia.
There were ambitions to go to Iran and the Balkans. There were recent trips to
the Cinque Ports and to the Jurassic Coast. And there was a restless straining at
the leash once the Covid lockdown was imposed; he was wise and honest
enough to appreciate that there was not much left of his allotted measure of life
12

and he begrudged being denied the right to decide what risks he might take to
enjoy what was left. Better to be a tiger out among the hunters than a caged
beast.
And, of course, he was a passionate gardener. I was lucky to be allowed to help
him with his garden. Lucky because I also love roses and iris of which he had a
wonderful selection. Lucky because I could sit in the garden with him for a
coffee break, chatting about his extraordinary life farming in Africa and then
working in the North of England. And lucky because he was always generous and
tolerant of what I did. Many gardeners – myself included – are scarily particular
about how they like things pruned – roses above all. I took on the task with
trepidation and there was certainly the odd thing I did not get entirely right. But
he was effusive in his appreciation. He was a rewarding man with whom to
spend time.
And then he was a man of faith. I don’t mean he went to church – though of
course he did. Rather he had a profound and deep faith that put mine to shame.
This was rooted at the centre of his life and was the force that drove so much of
what we valued in him.
You will all have your own memories of Tony, and indeed of Tony and Judith.
Many of you will have spent time in his wonderful garden. Many of you will have
been invited into the historic house which was such a source of pleasure to him
(notwithstanding the cold of winter). And many of you will have shared his
generous hospitality.
But as you sit down to eat tonight and wonder how long it will be until we can
meet again in the Izaac, be in no doubt that it is a life to be celebrated rather
than a passing to be mourned. That is what he wished. So, fly the flags; put on
some stirring up-tempo music; place a sprig of scented winter honeysuckle or
Christmas Box in the centre of you table; bring out some hearty home-cooked
food; break open a bottle of full-bodied red wine; and wish Tony Bon Voyage as
he joins Judith in a place where there are no lockdowns but where I am sure
there is a place for a good-hearted gardener and friend.
Have a good, good week and keep safe.
Jonathan Iremonger
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10 JANUARY 2021
‘Twas a cold, still Sunday evening. The
log burning stove had been in since
approx. 16:30, both of us had eaten a
nice early evening meal of venison steak,
bathed and were contentedly sitting in
front of the TV with nothing on but our
comfortable tracky bottoms and slops,
and a pair of cats. A whisky and
lemonade adorned the coffee table, just
one sip out of the full glass; Simon Reeve
was describing one of his travels through the Sahara Desert. We were both
dozing as you do on a Sunday evening in front of the TV when at 20:35 the
proverbial hit the fan.
“I can smell smoke” was the first comment from Julie, quickly followed by “is
that the smoke alarm”. Our reverie was over......a quick glance up the stairs
confirmed the worst, smoke pouring out of the loft hatch and a sound akin to
marching soldiers coming from within the loft itself. I went outside to evaluate
the situation and yes I observed a plume of fire approximately 6ft in height
rising from the roof and halfway down the pitch.
You can think of what your response should be in these situations, however
until it actually happens you don’t really know how you will react. We’re not
trained emergency service workers so the plan, if you ever had one, and as if
you have done time with HM armed forces will know, never survives first
contact with the enemy! The problem is your brain kicks into preservation, not
loss...
Julie immediately called the fire brigade and gave them all the details they
requested. I on the other hand decided that as the garden hose pipe was sat
around doing nothing it would be a good idea to attack the blaze and save
everyone a great deal of trouble! Bad idea, and not one to be recommended.
The wretched hose wouldn’t initially connect onto the tap, when it did the pipe
came off the tap attachment and water just poured out of it onto the floor and
not onto the roof via the end I was holding! It was then that I decided throwing
a bucket of water onto the roof would have been more effective but not having
one to hand decided that was that and it may be better to evacuate the cottage
for the safety of our detached garage / summer house and await the emergency
services.
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Julie ensured both our cats had been taken out of the house and put in a
travelling cage in the garage thereby safe and out of the way. I on the other
hand, being a tight fisted northerner, first picked up my wallet and a few other
personal items (and the clarinets) and retired to the garage to decide upon the
next course of action. The upstairs of the house was engulfed in smoke and
therefore was inaccessible so we started removing items from the ground floor
in a well executed, cool but non-sensible manner. Items we should have picked
up in the cool light of day were ignored and fairly inconsequential items saved,
including a number of coffee mugs, general kitchen tools (wooden spoons, hand
whisks etc). In situations like this, clothing is an essential priority. This was
however generally ignored and there we were wandering around in our tracky
bottoms and tee shirts in the middle of January.
The true heroes of the evening, the
fire fighters, arrived approximately 15
minutes after being called, however by
the time they accessed the site,
assessed the situation and mobilised
all their equipment it was obvious we
were looking at a total loss situation
(yank corporate terminology here).
We were instructed to retire to the
garage/summer house (i.e. keep out of
the way) after first explaining how
best to access the first floor, what services served the property and confirm if
anyone was left in the building. We then just sat back and watched the house
burn down in a strangely calm and resigned manner.
It wasn’t long before the Red Cross team arrived at the scene whose role it was
to find emergency accommodation and provide clothing if necessary. These
“fatigues” were gratefully received albeit the sizing indicated on the packaging
may well have been a Friday afternoon job and didn’t necessarily suit what was
in the packaging. One of the first things Julie did, even before the fire brigade
had arrived was to telephone Robina and Nigel TP to see if it was possible for an
emergency stay for a couple of days at Langrish House Hotel. These absolute
treasures of Langrish duly stepped up to the task and left a key for us to move in
when we were able to do so. They also agreed to our two cats’ accommodation
in the same room – it has to be said they were very well behaved under the
circumstances, probably just delayed shock...
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As the fire progressed, more and more
appliances and fire-fighters arrived, at
least 13 of them and teams totalling 75
personnel turned up. The A272 was
closed and a swimming pool of water
was created at the bottom of the drive,
as there is no accessible water system
to the property. In fact it was pretty
obvious as the fire took hold that there
would never be enough water, those
who were deployed with hoses at the front, side and up the bank soon found
their powerful jets reduced to a trickle until the pumps could generate more
pressure and water supply. Many of the fire-fighters were deployed to remove
as much as possible from the cottage and it was placed in the garden. As this
was happening at the back we were unable to see what was going on, however
a steady trail of fluorescent coated boots traipsed through to us in the garage
with pictures, chairs, toiletries, utensils, CDs and in fact anything they could lay
their hands on.
The Red Cross were keen to take us to our temporary lodgings and as it was
about 12:30 by now it was clear the fire would be going for a while. They have a
special van kitted out with tables and chairs, probably a space for grieving
clients and those who need a kind word or two. We were more interested in
finding our bed and removing the cats, especially as Nigel informed us they had
put hot water bottles in the bed. We later learned that Nicola Jordan had also
offered us temporary accommodation, and Mick and Sue in Ramsdean and
although friends would have put us up, with lockdown it wasn’t possible as we
couldn’t share the same space. So came the end of our ‘dies horribilis’ to put
into the royal vernacular, knowing full well that the battle to control the fire
would continue for a while yet.
So the following morning and we went back to
find three teams and their appliances (having
relieved the night shift) damping down the
end of the conflagration. The cottage was
surrounded by smoking thatch and the kitchen
ceiling/roof had fallen right through to the
floor. The first floor with bedrooms, clothing
and anything else you keep up there was
16

gone. The two chimney stacks soared up and the log burner just sat unblinking
at us from its home in the lounge, as if to say; ‘it was only a matter of
time’...even some of the Christmas cards were still hanging around it
We were then able to see what an amazing job the teams had done the night
before in emptying the property. Practically all the lounge and dining room
furniture were stashed in the garden and had been covered in polythene – it
hadn’t rained during the night so these guys manfully lugged sofas, chairs, tables
etc from the back garden through to the garage initially where we started to
sort through our salvage operation.
A month on now and the premises are
secure, scaffolded and covered in plastic
sheeting where it will take some
months to dry before anything can
materially be started. The cleaning
services have been in and done a
sterling job in clearing all the debris
outside and inside. We have salvaged as
much as we can now, and a very sad
brand new electric Aga is the sole
occupant of the kitchen, awaiting removal to see whether it can be fixed.
It’s sad to see all the recent improvements we’d done internally through
lockdown have now just disappeared but the thought of being able to start
again is exciting and we look forward to seeing what we can do, plans, updates
and improvements and hopefully we’ll be back in 12 months or so. We have a
great act to follow in Cheryl and David Walder of Home Farm Cottage when they
went through the same in 2016. We’re even staying in Ramsdean as they did at
Barrow Hill Barns; what a godsend so thank you to the Luff family who have
found us space for the moment.
It may be a strange way to look at it, but we’re enjoying being in Ramsdean and
away from the A272 and meeting people on our daily walks and trips back to
Langrish, being at the end of the village always meant we were a bit out of the
main drag. But what a fantastic local community this is, and there are many
thanks to give, too many to mention here. But hopefully they will all come to
one hell of a party when all this is over.
Ian and Julie Blackwell Underwood Cottage (deceased temporarily)
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LANGRISH WEATHER 2020
Rainfall

2020 was an astonishingly wet year: the total rainfall was 56.8 inches compared
to our average of 40 inches. This was 40% higher than average which makes it
the wettest year by far in the 12 years of my Langrish weather records. Looking
at the last 3 years, there does seem to be a new weather pattern emerging of
very wet winters with summer rainfall remaining largely the same.

Temperature

The lowest temperature in 2019 was -4.3°C on 21st January; the highest
temperature was 35.2°C on 12th August. So not a very cold winter (we have
already had a lower temperature this winter of -6.4C on 25 January) but quite a
high summer maximum.
Which is our wettest month?

I have looked back over my records for the last 12 years to see which is our
wettest month; the results are in the attached table. Overall the results aren’t
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too surprising with most rainfall in winter months and the worst time for a
summer holiday is August.
Ranking

Month

1

January

Average rainfall
inches
4.9

2

December

4.8

3

November

4.8

4

October

4.4

5

February

3.7

6

August

3.3

7

April

2.6

8

March

2.6

9

September

2.5

10

July

2.5

11

June

2.4

12

May

2.2

Stop Press

January 2021 has carried on our wet weather trend with 5 inches of rainfall!
Reminder

I significantly updated my weather station last year by purchasing a professional
level product, a Davis Vantage Pro 2 if you’re interested! This now means that
you can access “Langrish Weather” in real time using the following link which
you can bookmark in your browser for easy access. Alternatively, you can follow
the link on the Squeaker website:
https://www.weatherlink.com/embeddablePage/show/e7fb481459124d7d9f1f
6f6ec6627fef/fullscreen
Ian Wesley February 2021
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A WALK ON THE WILD SIDE
I wonder what images spring to mind when you think about wilderness? My first
thought would be my back garden! Once I get beyond there, I start thinking
about wild places that I know, starting with Yorkshire. I remember various
walking trips in the Dales and the Northern Pennines, the North York Moors.
They seemed pretty wild to me when I was tramping across great expanses of
heather and peat bog on various Duke of Edinburgh expeditions, generally with
the rain being driven through your waterproofs by the horrendous wind; the
barren, featureless wasteland (so it seemed) that made map reading impossible,
the lack of trees and hedges – in fact the lack of anything behind which you
could shelter! A couple of years later saw me at teacher training college in the
Lake District. That seemed quite tame when we were taken up to Scotland for
snow and ice climbing. Rannoch Moor seemed vast and inhospitable.
I’m not sure whether I would have called any of these places’ real wilderness
though. I had a very clear idea in my head about what that would look like. In
my mind it was vast, featureless, hot (even though I know there are plenty of
very cold places!), dry and dusty. This was a vision of wilderness formed by years
of singing ‘Forty Days and Forty Nights’ as a child, of looking at the pictures in
my Bible that included one of Jesus in the wilderness. A few years after we were
married, Jonathan went to the Holy Land with the Chaplains Department and
spent some time in the desert. He showed me photographs and it was exactly as
I expected; dusty, rocky, hot, dry, big – and I thought, ‘that looks boring. Why
would anyone want to go there?’ Well, leap forward a few more years and I was
in Texas - Fort Hood to be precise. This was a trip with the Royal Wessex
Yeomanry when I served as their padre. We were welcomed by a captain of the
Home Guard and told that Fort Hood was bigger than Wales. We had to drive
over an hour just to get off base and all we could see were miles and miles of
scrubby, dry, dusty hills. This is probably the nearest I had come to what I
expected wilderness to look like and I still found myself thinking, ‘Why would
anyone want to come here?’
Over the last few months – actually it’s probably nearly a year now – I’ve found
myself thinking of a different sort of wilderness, an internal one. From the shock
of those first few weeks of lock down last year to where we find ourselves now, I
have had many conversations with people who have spoken to me of a sense of
loss. There have been real losses – thinking of Rosemary Hopewell and Roger
Deadman – that, with COVID restrictions in place, we haven’t been able to mark
in the way that we would have. Some have lost jobs. All of us have lost time with
friends, family, work colleagues. For some, the loss of church as we know it has
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been painful. It almost feels like we’ve lost time, as one day morphs into the
next and they all feel the same. One friend said to me that she hated people
asking how she was and what she’d done because there was so little to say. Real
conversations and meetings replaced by phone calls and zoom have become
‘normal’. In the first lock down people spoke of getting the garden sorted,
clearing out the attic, reading that pile of books that had been sitting around,
learning a new skill…this time feels harder, the time spreading out into a vast
space that seems endless. And on top of all this, it’s Lent! As if we needed
anything else to make us feel miserable!
Well, enough of this misery. I don’t think I’d be doing a very good job as your
vicar if this is where I left you. And I suppose where I want to take you next is
the obvious place. In 2019 I finally found myself in that wilderness that Jonathan
visited all those years ago. We were driving from Tiberius down to Jerusalem
and we drove off the main road so that we could see the old road from
Jerusalem to Jericho – the place where Jesus set the story of the Good
Samaritan. When we got off the bus we were hit by the heat and the strength of
the sun. But we were more powerfully hit by the overwhelming beauty of the
place. Yes, it was dusty and hot but the air carried a scent I have never come
across before and the majesty of what we saw before us was breath-taking.
We read the account of Jesus in
the wilderness as a time of trial
and temptation, which is true, but
I don’t think it’s the whole truth.
However we understand Jesus’
struggles with the devil, with
temptation, I’m sure it was agony
but I’m also sure that this wasn’t
the whole story. When you stand
out there you get a sense of the
paraphernalia of 21st century life
being stripped away. There is time
and space to reflect on what really matters. I’m fairly sure that Jesus would have
felt that same sense of sorting out priorities whilst having his soul recharged by
that breath-taking beauty.
Mark Oakley, who is Dean and Fellow of St John’s College Cambridge, described
Lent as ‘a snowfall in the soul’. He went on to say that as snow makes us see our
landscape in a different light, Lent invites us to see our lives in a different light
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too, to try and re-find a sense of balance and proportion, to live a ‘life that really
is life’. Lent and wilderness are not always bad and difficult places to be.
The journey of Lent is not an easy one and we know that it gets harder as, week
by week, we follow in the footsteps of Christ to Jerusalem, to betrayal and to
death. We know that the darkest part of the night is just before the dawn. But
on Easter Day, as we gather in the dark (which we will even if we have to be
outside!) we know that the dawn will come, and with it resurrection, a sense of
promise, of new beginnings, new potential, new life, eternal life.
With love,
Jane
150th ANNIVERSARY OF LANGRISH CHURCH
In 1869 the then occupants of Langrish House, George and John Waddington,
embarked on the building of Langrish Church and appointed Ewan Christian, a
well-known Victorian church architect, to design it. Evelyn Hickox, in her
splendid booklet ‘Some Aspects of Langrish Life’ records: “George greatly
wished to have a church built at Langrish. He denied himself in every way and
put the money from his fellowship at New College Oxford towards the cost”.
Although George Waddington sadly died in 1870 and did not live to see it, the
church was completed the following year and was consecrated on 14 January
1871 – 150 years ago. Lockdown prevented us from marking the exact date this
year in any way but we do plan to celebrate this milestone over the weekend of
11/12 September: more on that below.
In addition to the church, the Waddington brothers also built the vicarage and
schoolhouse and school (Now High Bank and Flints) and Langrish became much
more of a community as a result. The vicarage may seem to be a large house for
one family but the first vicar, Revd. Edwin Payne, had 11 children and 3 servants
so he needed the space! The school moved to Stroud in 1914 but in 1933 the
Talbot-Ponsonby family, who had originally inherited Langrish House from their
uncles, the Waddingtons, on John’s death in 1880, let the building for a church
hall for a peppercorn rent with an option to buy for £100. In 1952 the PCC
bought the old school and continued to use it as a church room and social club
available for rent until it fell into disrepair in 1959. Eventually, in 1968, it was
sold as a private dwelling – now Flints. The vicarage was occupied by the Vicar of
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Langrish until the retirement of the Revd. E Ellis in 1973 when the benefice was
combined with East Meon and this building was also sold on the open market.
So, of the three buildings conceived by the Waddington brothers necessary to
create a village community, only the church remains serving that community. It
has been the scene of many weddings, christenings and funerals and the
churchyard houses the remains of several hundred former parishioners, many of
whose graves are still lovingly tended – some 30 of these were visited over the
Christmas period this year. After World War I, the stone memorial to the fallen
was erected in the church and in 1980 a wooden addition bearing the names of
those killed in World War II was added. The Parochial Church Council (PCC) is
keen that the building should be an asset for all and a series of concerts were
started after some changes to the internal layout of the church were completed
to make it easier to hold such events. These are currently curtailed by the Covid
restrictions but it is hoped to resurrect the programme when restrictions are
lifted.
The church has often been the focus for past celebrations in Langrish. The
church’s 50-year jubilee was marked by sports, entertainments (an orchestra of
ladies from Petersfield came and played) and a large tea. Evelyn Hickox
recorded that the Centenary: “….was celebrated with floodlighting of the
church, a Harvest Festival and Centenary Service, attended by the Bishop of
Portsmouth and followed by a Harvest Supper at Ramsdean Chapel. Other
celebrations included a flower festival, musical evening and a Victorian Country
Fair.”
To mark 150 years it is planned to hold a concert in the church on Saturday 11
September at 6.00pm at which Vox Cantab will perform. Founded in 2010 by
Louisa Denby, Vox Cantab is a very high quality chamber choir consisting of
current and former choral scholars of the University of Cambridge and they will
also contribute to the celebration service the next day, Sunday 12 September, at
10.30am. There will be a reception after the service and then the Friends of
Langrish and Ramsdean will hold the annual Village Lunch with a hog roast in
the field just to the south of the churchyard on which a marquee will be erected.
It is hoped to organise something for the Saturday afternoon, using the
marquee and any suggestions for a suitable event would be most welcome!
Anyway, more details for all these events will be advertised nearer the time
when we hope to be confident Covid restrictions will have been lifted.
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On a personal note, Kay and I came to live in Langrish just 10 years ago this
month and we have been immensely impressed by what Evelyn Hickox called
“The happy, self-sufficient and friendly village spirit” that exists here. So here’s
hoping that over the weekend of 11/12 September we can shake off the gloom
of lockdown and truly celebrate, as a parish, around our only publicly-owned
building, the church!
David Mowlam

BOOK REVIEW – LANGRISH BOOK CLUB
We now have a second book club started in Ramsdean.
November 2020 - The Nickel Boys by Colson Whitehead

This was a difficult but compelling read of an institution of its time in the 1960s.
The novel is based on the true story of a segregated reform school in Florida,
the Nickel school, where African American boys were brutalized and possibly
murdered. The story centres around a boy called Elwood Curtis, who is inspired
by the speeches of Martin Luther King, given to him for Christmas by his
grandmother. He has absorbed the message that he ‘must walk the streets of
life every day with a sense of dignity and ... somebody-ness’.
Elwood’s life looks good as he starts to look at a college place and takes steps to
take up his place there. An incident en route changes his whole life and he ends
up in this house of horrors. He continues to believe in the Luther King ideals and
befriends a boy called Turner. Turner goes along to get along and, as Elwood
begins to do the same, he feels his spirit dying.
Before he gives up, Elwood resolves he'll make one last gesture of faith in the
possibility that someone in power cares about correcting injustice. You may
think you can guess how that effort ends, but you'd only be partially right. The
ending will surprise you.
No Book Club in December
January 2021 - 28 Summers by Elin Hilderbrand

This book provoked a lot of comment, mostly favourable and everyone seemed
to enjoy the read. Captivating and poignant, 28 Summers provides a thought24

provoking look at what happens when the heart’s desires are given free rein for
three glorious days a year. No matter what. Based on the classic film Same Time
Next Year (which Mallory and Jake watch every summer), 28 Summers explores
the agony and romance of a one-weekend-per-year affair and the dramatic ways
this relationship complicates and enriches their lives, and the lives of the people
they love.
The main character is Mallory Blessing, who inherits her aunt’s beach cottage on
Nantucket Island back in 1993. She agrees to host her brother Cooper’s bachelor
party. Cooper's friend from college, Jake McCloud, attends, and Jake and
Mallory form a bond that will persevere -- through marriage, children, and
Ursula's (Jake’s wife) stratospheric political rise -- until Mallory learns she's
dying.
Mallory Blessing's son, Link, receives deathbed instructions from his mother to
call a number on a slip of paper in her desk drawer, and he's not sure what to
expect. But he certainly does not expect Jake McCloud to answer. It's the late
spring of 2020 and Jake's wife, Ursula DeGournsey, is the frontrunner in the
upcoming Presidential election.
The book for February is A Night Away by Jess Ryder
Julie Blackwell
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USEFUL TELEPHONE NUMBERS
Police

101 (non 999 emergencies) or 01962 841534 (faster!)
Community Support Officer—PCSO 11357 Tricia Gibbs

Email—patricia.gibbs@hampshire.pnn.police.uk
Mobile—07554 775 521
East Meon Care Group

Provides transport to surgeries and hospital outpatients for the elderly and
disabled.
Call 0705 017 7505
Citizens Advice Bureau

This year it is especially important that we stay warm and
safe at home. The Citizens Advice is part of a campaign to make sure that you
are not paying too much for your energy and have all the information you need
to keep warm this winter.
The focus is to encourage you to check your bills, apply for any grants or
discounts you might be eligible for, and check to see if you can switch to a
cheaper tariff or provider.
There are many ways to contact us. For more information go to
WWW.BIGENERGYSAVINGWINTER.ORG.UK or the Citizens Advice website.
Or for direct contact email ENERGY@CAEASTHANTS.ORG.UK or phone 0300 330
9028 and ask for a call back from the East Hampshire energy adviser.
General contact:
Tel - 03444 111306 / 0300 3300650) or www.adviceguide.org.uk
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WHO’S WHO
Parish Council
Mr Ian Wesley (Chairman & IT)

231081
ian.c.wesley@gmail.com

Mrs Debbie Luff (Vice Chairman & Planning)

823550

Mr Ian Blackwell (Roads)

263972

Mr Nigel Talbot-Ponsonby (Tree Warden)

266941

Mr Steve Tuff (Footpaths)

823205

Mr Roger Hetherington

263458

Mrs Helen Marsh (Clerk)

823352
langrishparishcouncil@gmail.com

County & District Councillor
Cllr Rob Mocatta

robert.mocatta@easthants.gov.uk

Parochial Church Council
Vicar
Rev.d Jane Ball

823221
revjaneball@gmail.com

Councillors

Mr Jon Allen (Hon. Treasurer)
Mrs Julie Blackwell
Mrs Charlotte Denby (organist rota)
Cdre David Mowlam (Secretary &Electoral Roll Officer, Open/Close Rota, Mowing Rota)
Mrs Susan Ricketts (Deanery Synod Rep)
Mrs Joy Sang (Deanery Synod Rep, Verger and Sidesman/Reader Rota,)
Mr Nigel Talbot-Ponsonby
Helpers

Alison Meggeson

Flower Rota and ‘Holy Washing’

Cheryl Walder

Altar Frontal Care and Changing

Sue Ricketts

Refreshments

Betty Wesley

Cleaning Rota
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Langrish and Ramsdean Friends
Betty Wesley (Acting Chairman, Events)

231081

Sylvia Deadman (Treasurer)

265354

Charlotte Hetherington (Secretary)

263458

Joy Barden

301591

Julie Blackwell

263972

David Butcher

823053

Jan Mallett

261201

Doris Rattray

823419

Langrish Primary School Governors

betty.wesley@gmail.com
sdeadman@toucansurf.com

charlottehetherington@hotmail.com

263883

Mr James Greenwood - Chair of Governors
Ms Julie Gray - Vice Chair
Mr Phil Shaw
Mrs Paula Oppenheimer
Mr Ray Dudman
Mr Mike Capon
Mr Richard Pelling
Mr Hitesh Mistry
Miss Heather Jones
Mrs Sarah Wright - Head Teacher
Mrs Catherine Madden -Clerk to Governing Body
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BUS TIMETABLE
Please note the much reduced bus service due to the Covid pandemic:

Monday - Friday

Saturday
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30
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