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     wŜŎǘƻǊ   
     wŜǾΩŘ /ŀǊƻƭ aƻǊǊƛǎƻƴ                  лмсуф уромус 
     ǊŜŎǘƻǊϪƪŜǎǘƻƴǇŀǊƛǎƘŎƘǳǊŎƘΦƻǊƎΦǳƪ  
     5ŀȅǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ YŜǎǘƻƴ tŀǊƛǎƘΥ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ǘƻ ²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ 
     [ƛŎŜƴǎŜŘ [ŀȅ aƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ         ¢ǊƛŎƛŀ /ƻǿŀǊŘ         лмсуф урпото 
     ϧ tŀǊƛǎƘ !ŘƳƛƴƛǎǘǊŀǘƻǊ    ƘŀƭƭōƻƻƪƛƴƎǎϪƪŜǎǘƻƴǇŀǊƛǎƘŎƘǳǊŎƘΦƻǊƎΦǳƪ 
     /ƘǳǊŎƘǿŀǊŘŜƴǎ                bŜƛƭ aƻǊǊƛǎƻƴ       лтфлл лумсфс 
               WƻƘƴ aƻƭƴŀǊ       лттлф умулто 
          ǿŀǊŘŜƴϪƪŜǎǘƻƴǇŀǊƛǎƘŎƘǳǊŎƘΦƻǊƎΦǳƪ 
     ±ŜǊƎŜǊ             tŀǘǊƛŎƛŀ DŜƛƎŜǊ           лмфрф ртпллу 
 

     tŀǊƛǎƘ {ŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅ ϧ          IŜŀǘƘŜǊ aƻƭƴŀǊ       лтумс пспуул     
     {ŀŦŜƎǳŀǊŘƛƴƎ hŶŎŜǊ     ƘŜǾŀƳƻƭƴŀǊϪŀƻƭΦŎƻƳ 
     ¢ǊŜŀǎǳǊŜǊ            !ƴƴŀ .ŀƛƭŜȅ         лмсуф урнруо 
     hǊƎŀƴƛǎǘ ϧ /ƘƻƛǊƳŀǎǘŜǊ         5ŀǾƛŘ /ƻƻƪ         лнл унуф ртсу 
     /ƘǳǊŎƘ Iŀƭƭ        ¢ǊƛŎƛŀ /ƻǿŀǊŘ       лмсуф урпото 
              ƘŀƭƭōƻƻƪƛƴƎǎϪƪŜǎǘƻƴǇŀǊƛǎƘŎƘǳǊŎƘΦƻǊƎΦǳƪ 
     aŜǎǎȅ /ƘǳǊŎƘ           ¢ǊƛŎƛŀ /ƻǿŀǊŘ         лмсуф урпото                  
     aŀƎŀȊƛƴŜ 9ŘƛǘƻǊ ϧ                    {ŀƭƭȅ /ƘǳǊŎƘǳǎ           лнл упсн утрл 
     .ƻƻƪ wŜŀŘƛƴƎ CŜƭƭƻǿǎƘƛǇ   ŜŘƛǘƻǊϪƪŜǎǘƻƴǇŀǊƛǎƘŎƘǳǊŎƘΦƻǊƎΦǳƪ 
 

     YŜǎǘƻƴ {ƛƴƎŜǊǎ           tŀƳ wƻōŜǊǘǎƻƴ      лмсуф урсому 
     .ŜŀǾŜǊǎκ/ǳōǎκ{Ŏƻǳǘǎ    {ŀƳŀƴǘƘŀ {ǘǊŀƴƎŜ         лтрлт рмфммп 
     нтǘƘ .ǊƻƳƭŜȅ      ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜψǎŀƳŀƴǘƘŀϪƘƻǘƳŀƛƭΦŎƻƳ 
     ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ LƴǎǝǘǳǘŜ          ǘƻƴƛŀΦŎŎϪōƭǳŜȅƻƴŘŜǊΦŎƻΦǳƪ      
     wŜǎƛŘŜƴǘǎΩ !ǎǎƻŎƛŀǝƻƴ        ǿǿǿΦƪǾǊŀΦƻǊƎΦǳƪ 
     ±ƛƭƭŀƎŜ Iŀƭƭ            ¢ƛƴŀ [ǳǇǘƻƴ         лмсуф урффлс 
     .ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ          WŜŀƴ DƻƭŘōȅ         лмсуф урмллл 
     ²ŜƭŎŀǊŜ ƛƴ .ǊƻƳƭŜȅ          /ŀǊƻƭƛƴŜ /ƻƻƪ         лнл унуф ртсу 
     YŜǎǘƻƴ /Φ9Φ tǊƛƳŀǊȅ {ŎƘƻƻƭ        Wǳƭƛŀ 9Ǿƛǎƻƴ         лмсуф уруофф 
     CǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ YŜǎǘƻƴ /ƻƳƳƻƴ        IƛƎƘ 9ƭƳǎ /ƻǳƴǘǊȅ tŀǊƪ   лмсуф уснумр   
           ǿǿǿΦŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƻƃŜǎǘƻƴŎƻƳƳƻƴΦōǘŎƪΦŎƻΦǳƪ          
     YŜǎǘƻƴ wŜǎƛŘŜƴǘǎΩ wƻŀŘ {ŀŦŜǘȅ DǊƻǳǇ                  ƪǊǊǎƎϪƘƻǘƳŀƛƭΦŎƻƳ 

 
 ²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΚ  
IŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΤ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǊƛǎŜƴΗ  [ǳƪŜ нпΥрΣс 
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As we approach Easter we are mindful 
of spring, new life and a renewal ð 
ômindfulõ being the operative word.  
The practice of mindfulness keeps us 
grounded and enables us to check in 
with how we really feel deep down and 
what state of mind we are in. It also 
brings us back into the present moment, 
calling us away from worrying about the 
past or the future.    
   It can be difficult keeping in touch 
with how we are doing within ourselves 
and what our present state our mind is. 
Often, we only become acutely aware 
when we are in or approaching a crisis 
point. Many of us will currently be 
aware of the potential for a looming 
mental health crisis due to the pandemic. 
   A paper written by Mind in June 2020, 
called ôThe mental health emergency ð 
How has the Coronavirus pandemic 
impacted our mental health?õ makes the 
following two points, amongst others: 

¶ More than half of adults (60%) and 
over two thirds of young people 
(68%) have said their mental health 
got worse during lockdown.  

¶ The coronavirus pandemic will leave 
a deep and lasting scar on the mental 
health of millions in this country. 

There are several techniques or practices 
that can both enhance our awareness 
and increase the wellbeing of our  
mental health. They might also act as  
a crisis prevention measure and reduce 
our risk of being included in those 
statistics. Mindfulness is one, but others 
include silent meditation and prayer. 
These can also be used in conjunction 
with walking ð mindful walking, prayer 
walking, which also enable us to take  
in the health benefits of the natural 
environment.  
   There are many verses in the Bible 
that bring hope, encouragement, 
reassurance, comfort and peace. But, 
unfortunately, in some cases when 
people have struggled with poor mental 
health these have only served to cause 
guilt and condemnation. The thought 
being, that if you read the Bible and 
believe then you ôshouldõ be able to 
overcome. This ignores the love and 
compassion that God offers us, and that 
God knows that our humanity comes 
with earthly challenges and struggles. 
   Itõs a bonus for us that Easter comes 
around each year, because this not only 
reminds us that ôGod loves us so much 
that Jesus was sent to redeem usõ (John 
3:16 ð in your little books from the last 
magazine), but also that the spring-like 
newness of life and the refreshing 
natural environment is available to all  
of us. Every day is a new opportunity  
to receive new life, renewal, acceptance 
and love.  
   Every day is a fresh start! Maybe  
today is your day to try mindfulness, 
meditation or prayer. 
 

             Revõd Carol Morrison 
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The beautiful photo on the cover is part 
of a landscape photo that was taken at 
sunset from Fox Lane by Laurence 
Pierce. If you have one of the Keston 
Calendars you will see it features as the 
photo for the month of April. Close up 
you can see the rooksõ nests. They build 
their nests in late April and May and 
frequently return to the same nest 
territory year after year. Raucous cawing 
can often be heard as the birds try to 
steal the sticks from each other! 
 
 

 

Thank you to everyone who bought a 
Keston Calendar, we managed to sell  
all 300, making over 
£1,000 for much  
needed church funds.  
A big thank you to our 
sellers as well, Deepak 
and Susannah in the 
Village Stores, Ravi and 
Elayne at the Post 
Office and Janet at  
Next Ahead. Hopefully 
we will soon have some 
engagements to write  
on them ð including  
a long awaited trip to 
the hairdressers! 

 

It seems apparent from the reports  
on the television and the conversations 
with several people that there will be 
some recovery and healing needed when 
we eventually come out the other side 
of the pandemic. Your local church 
would very much like to be at the 
forefront of offering opportunities  
to local people to begin this process. 
   I have recently become a Mental 
Health First Aider, and have had 
previous experience working with 
people in a variety of degrees of mental 
well-being, and would love to start 
something on our church premises to 
aid good mental health and well-being 
once we are able to gather in person.  
I am thinking it needs to involve tea  
and cake, and maybe some mindfulness 
and an opportunity to just relax and 
chat in the company of others ð 
wouldnõt that be great? 
   I am wondering if there is anyone in 
our parish who has qualifications that 
would enable them to support this idea, 
that they might like to offer as a way  
of engaging with our community to 
promote mental well-being. If this is 
you, please do get in touch with me for 
a chat: Revõd Carol ð 01689 853186. 
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In these rather gloomy (and dark) days, 
I have been thinking back to the first 
lockdown ð particularly during the 
months of April and May 2020. When 
we had temporarily to suspend our 
services in church, Revõd Carol gave us 
the comfort of weekly services online. 
During this time, I was happy to hand 
deliver a paper copy of the service to  
a few of our church family who were 
unable to access it online. 
   Quite early each Sunday morning  
I would set off and walk down 
Commonside for the start of my short 
round trip. The atmosphere was utterly 
magical. As we all know, the sky seemed 
so incredibly blue at the start of that 
lovely spring. There were very few cars, 
and the roads were so quiet. Just an  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

occasional horse rider or cyclist. As the 
weeks went on, I was able to observe all 
the different flowers, (and particularly 
wild flowers), that were gradually 
coming into bloom. We went from 
daffodils in the gardens and blossom  
in the trees, to bluebells and later cow 
parsley in the lane. I remembered the 
patch of bright white stitchwort, (lovely 
to think that my mum used to call these 
flowers òstar of Bethlehemó ð the old 
country name for them), and later on 
the precious group of cowslips in the 
grass. I said it was quiet ð but the sound 
of bird song in the early morning was 
deafening and wonderful.  
   I remembered vividly the words of  
a favourite song that we used to sing  
at school: 

 

òBy the breadth of the blue that shines in silence oõer meó,  and went on: 
òWhile the tremulous leafy haze on the woodland is spreading, 

and the bloom on the meadow betrays where May has been treading; 
while the birds on the branches above, and the brooks flowing under, 

are singing together of love in a world full of wonder. 
Now with a breath that is deep-drawn, breath of a heart without care, 

I will give thanks and adore thee, God of the open air.ó 
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They came to the quiet garden      
In the early morning gloom,      
And there in the shadowed darkness     
They found an empty tomb.      
 

They brought their scented spices      
To anoint the hallowed dead,      
But found, to their amazement,      
The living Lord instead.       
 

Their hearts were heavy-laden-      
Bowed down with deep despair-      
But when they lifted tear-dimmed eyes     
Lo, Jesus was standing there.  
 

They thought all hope had ended 
With Calvaryõs dying breath,  
But they found a powerful Saviour, 
Triumphant over death! 
 

O that wonderful Easter morning, 
In a garden sweet with dew, 
He came from the grave ð a world  
to save 
To live and reign anew. 
 

So oft in the midst of sorrows 
When hope seems cold and dead 
With lifted eyes, we too may see 
An empty tomb instead! 
 

         Anon 

Every single word seemed to ring true 
and I reflected how lucky we were in 
Keston that I could more or less find a 
different, lovely path to walk each day. 
   Wellé fast forward eight months, and 
here I am in January/February when 
once again (sadly) we have suspended 
our services, so I am setting off on my 
happy Sunday morning delivery walk 
once again. 
   What a difference! Dark and gloomy 
early mornings. Many more cars, and 
walkers enjoying their welcome coffee  
at the coffee shops. Andé other lovely 
sights too. One morning after freezing 
fog, the silver birch trees, rimed in frost, 
looked like fairyland. And usually 
meeting someone I know ð or a cheery 
wave or a chat. Once again I reflected 
how lucky I am to live in a friendly, 
lovely community, and that the beauty  
is still all around us. And above all, 
(despite the ever present news of the 
virusõ progress), there IS hope all 
around usé we only have to look at the 
pale, brave snowdrops pushing through, 
the catkins bouncing on the hazel trees 
and the signs of daffodils already 
coming up. Thank God for his hope  
and comforting presence, even in the 
dark times! 

                           

9ŀǎǘŜǊ !ƴŀƎǊŀƳǎ ό!ƴǎǿŜǊǎ ƻƴ Ǉмуύ 
 

мύ !ƛǊȅ ƻŘŘ ŦƻƎ   -  -  -  - κ -  -  -  -  -  -   

нύ wŀƎǎ ǎŜŜ ƎŜǘ  -  -  -  -  -  - κ -  -  -  - 

оύ /ƻƛƴ ǳǊƛŎ ŬȄ   -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  -  - 

пύ .ǊǳƴŎƘ ǎƻ ǘƻǎǎ  -  -  - κ -  -  -  -  - κ -  -  -  - 

рύ !ǇǇƭŜǎ Ǌǳǎǘ   -  -  -  - κ -  -  -  -  -  - 

сύ !ŎƛŘ ŀƛǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ  -  -  -  -  - κ -  -  -  -  -  -  -  - 

тύ ¢ƻǊŎƘ ŦǊƻǿƴǎ ƻƴ -  -  -  -  - κ -  - κ -  -  -  -  -  - 

уύ IŜƴ ƛǊƛǎŜǎ   -  - κ -  - κ -  -  -  -  -  Η 

Angela Godfrey 



7 

 

 become part of a church. I did know 
what I believed but as my young adult 
life became dominated by examinations, 
the Youth Club, then the church choir,  
I began to formulate what it all meant.  
I was and still am a happily confident 
Christian: I have my own very definite 
ethic and boundaries but I cannot get 
too uptight about aspects of different 
denominations because I am sure God 
loves us all. It is how we treat and 
respect others ð all comers ð that 
matters to Him, not whether we do  
or do not bow to kiss a relic or 

differentiate between 
men and women 
ministering to us, 
provided we respect 
that some do care  
very much.  
   Many years later,  
I love being a Lay 
Preacher, (at Bromley 
URC), although it is 
over four years since 
my church had a 
minister and so Iõve  

led morning service about 25 times each 
year; as well as understood things like 
the legal responsibilities of Church 
Trustees, employment law and also plan 
for how COVID will or will not allow 
the church to be ôopenõ! So if you donõt 
have a ôEurekaõ moment but just a 
simple, basic assurance that ôI believeõ 
are you a better or a worse disciple of 
our Lord? I donõt know and now I donõt 
think it matters to God who graciously 
accepts us all. What we can do is love 
and work for each other because we  
are now Christõs hands and feet for him 
here on earthé   
 

                 Judy Davies 

 

Reading these articles for some years,  
I have realised that many contributors 
have chosen to rehearse the moments 
of their greatest personal discoveries, 
frequently when they first acknowledged 
to themselves their belief and faith in 
Jesus Christ as their own Saviour, as the 
Son of God. Several years ago now, at  
a tutorial discussion for trainee Lay 
Preachers, I was asked if I would 
explain to the group what my òWOWó 
moment had been, the moment when  
I had ògot itó. Lay preacher or not,  
I couldnõt, because I 
didnõt, so all I could do 
was try to explain. 
   I was not brought up 
in a markedly ôchurchyõ 
home but even as a 
young child, I always 
knew my own personal 
God to whom I could 
talk, with whom I could 
argue, with whom I   
laughed and whom I 
never doubted for one 
moment. I did the usual ôSundayõ things 
for those days, attended various Sunday 
Schools, a Junior Church and then 
Crusaders. Then, when I was in the 
GCE year, I played a desultory game  
of hockey, (left back), every Wednesday 
afternoon  becoming friends with a 
much better player than myself, (right 
back), who was full of chatter about the 
Young Peopleõs Fellowship to which 
she belonged at the Congregational 
Church in Widmore Road, Bromley. 
Before long I joined her, somehow 
including the 45 strong church choir! 
   Despite a childhood drifting through 
various denominations, I had never 
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Christie Spencer Interiors are the 
designers of Heathfields Cafe in Keston. 
They are a business partnership between 
Gaynor Christie, (left on the photo), 
and Gail Spencer, (right), who live and 
work in the heart of Keston village.  
   We first met through mutual friends 
and when finding out we were both 
interior designers we decided to 
collaborateéafter all thereõs only room 
for one Interior designer in the village! 
We decided to form Christie Spencer 
Interiors whilst working on a project  
in Keston Park in 2017.  
   We got into interior design through 
different routes. Gail studied textile 
design at university and then moved 
into interiors working her way up the 
ranks in various top London Design 
Studios working on hotels and 
residential projects globally. Gaynorõs 
background is more hands-on. Having 
worked previously as a specialist interior 
decorator on renovation and new build 
projects, she took the natural transition 
into interior design. She had over 15 
years experience working on residential 
projects before meeting Gail and setting 
up Christie Spencer Interiors.  

   We loved working on the design for 
Heathfields, our first commercial 
project together. (See photo below). 
Paul, (Gailõs husband), set the brief: he 
was looking to create a place that was 
warm and inviting, where the customers 
felt as comfortable having coffee in the 
daytime or a glass of wine in the 
evening. We went for an eclectic rustic 
feel with warm earthy tones and 
statement chandeliers. It hasnõt been  
the start that we had imagined for 
Heathfields, however, once they are 
allowed to open inside again we hope 
people will love the space we created.  
   Being an interior designer is very 
rewarding ð itõs a real privilege to be 
trusted with the design of our clientsõ 
homes. We get great pleasure from 
creating not only beautiful looking 
spaces but also homes that function and 
better meet the needs of their owners. 
During the pandemic this has never 
been more important, with people 
spending more time at home it has been 
really satisfying to help people enjoy the 
space around them as much as possible.  
   We provide high end bespoke interior 
design services in London and Kent. 
We have worked on projects in Keston, 
Beckenham, Bromley, Chislehurst, 
Bickley, Oxted, Westerham and Banstead.  
For further information please see 
www.christiespencerinteriors.co.uk. 
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²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǿ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ð ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǝƴƎ ŀ ǎǘǊƛŎǘ 
ōƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΣ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ōƻƻƪ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ǊƛŎƛŀ /ƻǿŀǊŘ ƻǊ wŜǾΩŘ /ŀǊƻƭΣ 
όŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻƴ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŎƻǾŜǊύΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ŀǧŜƴŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎΦ  
{ŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǝƭƭ ōŜ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǾƛŜǿ ƻƴ ¸ƻǳ¢ǳōŜ Ǿƛŀ ŀ ƭƛƴƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ 
ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ƪŜǎǘƻƴǇŀǊƛǎƘŎƘǳǊŎƘΦƻǊƎΦǳƪΦ CƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ƻǳǊ !ƴƴǳŀƭ tŀǊƻŎƘƛŀƭ /ƘǳǊŎƘ aŜŜǝƴƎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ Ŏƻƴǝƴǳŀǝƻƴ ƻŦ  
ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ƻƴ мсǘƘ aŀȅΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƻ ōƻƻƪΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ  
 
/² Ґ /ƻƳƳƻƴ ²ƻǊǎƘƛǇ      
 

нуǘƘ aŀǊŎƘ  tŀƭƳ {ǳƴŘŀȅ 
млΦолŀƳ    {ŜǊǾƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀƭƳ ŎǊƻǎǎŜǎ  
 

мǎǘ !ǇǊƛƭ   aŀǳƴŘȅ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ 
тΦллǇƳ    Iƻƭȅ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛƻƴ  
      όǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ǊŜƴŜǿŜŘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ƻƻƪ ƻŦ /ƻƳƳƻƴ  

     tǊŀȅŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǘǳǊƎȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǳǎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜύ 
 

нƴŘ !ǇǊƛƭ   DƻƻŘ CǊƛŘŀȅ 
млΦллŀƳ    ²ŀƭƪ ƻŦ ²ƛǘƴŜǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ YŜǎǘƻƴ ±ƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǎƛƎƴ όƛƴ ƎǊƻǳǇǎ ƻŦ сύ 
млΦпрŀƳ   tǊŀȅŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ wŜŀŘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ όŘƻƎǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜύ 
 

пǘƘ !ǇǊƛƭ   9ŀǎǘŜǊ 5ŀȅ 
млΦолŀƳ     Iƻƭȅ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛƻƴ ό/²ύ 
 

ммǘƘΣ муǘƘ ϧ нрǘƘ !ǇǊƛƭ 
млΦолŀƳ     Iƻƭȅ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛƻƴ ό/²ύ 
 

нƴŘΣ фǘƘ ϧ мсǘƘ aŀȅ 
млΦолŀƳ    Iƻƭȅ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛƻƴ ό/²ύ 
 

ноǊŘ aŀȅ   tŜƴǘŜŎƻǎǘ 
млΦолŀƳ     Iƻƭȅ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛƻƴ ό/²ύ  
 

олǘƘ aŀȅ   ¢Ǌƛƴƛǘȅ 
млΦолŀƳ     Iƻƭȅ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛƻƴ ό/²ύ 

CǳƴŜǊŀƭǎ 
пǘƘ CŜōǊǳŀǊȅ  WƻƘƴ tŜǊŎƛǾŀƭ ¢ǊƛŎƪŜȅ όŀƎŜŘ уо ȅǊǎύ 
ннƴŘ CŜōǊǳŀǊȅ  WƻƘƴ Ψ/ƻƭƛƴΩ !ōǊŀƳ όŀƎŜŘ ур ȅǊǎύ 
нƴŘ aŀǊŎƘ     WƻƘƴ !ƭŦǊŜŘ .ŀǊƪŜǊ όŀƎŜŘ фо ȅǊǎύ 

John 11:25 
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   It was the middle of the war in 1943 
and she decided to sign up to join the 
Army. After four years working in the 
Ordnance, she left as a Lance Corporal.  
During that time her work was mainly 
administrative and dealing with 
paperwork and requisitions. She was put 
in charge of a group of English speaking 
German POWõs who worked in the 
offices. She often spoke about that time 
and the friendship she developed with 
some of the prisoners, even keeping up 
correspondence with one soldier long 
after the war was over. 
   The 1950õs was a busy decade in her 
life! After working in London for a few 
years in 1951 she decided, (against her 
motherõs wishes), to take up nursing and 
started training at Farnborough hospital. 
It was Staff Nurse Robinson that 
attracted our fatherõs, (Eric Rogers), eye 
one day when he was leaving his office 
in Locksbottom. Soon after they met, 
they were cast as husband and wife in 
an amateur dramatic performance called 
òThe Gates of Helló, a joint production 
of the Hayes and Keston youth groups.   
A short time after in 1955, they married 
for real, living in Glen Gables in Keston 
Park and then we made our appearance. 
   After our early years, Keston, and in 
particular Keston church became very 
much part of her life. Dad was the Lay 
Reader and mum became one of the 
Sunday School teachers as well as 
joining the choir. She volunteered to 
help with many local groups, including 
regularly providing transport, teas and 
cakes for the Over 60õs club well into 
her 70õs and long after she had qualified 
to be a recipient of that care!   

Miriam Robinson was born on the  
25th November 1925 in the Lewisham 
Municipal Maternity Home, Rushey 
Green, Catford. This was right in the 
middle of the depression. Her father 
owned a share in a garage and worked 
there and was also a racing car engineer 
at Brooklands. On the day she was 
born, his business partner walked  
away with all the money and left the 
family without an income and looking 
for jobs. 
   During the 30õs mum was a schoolgirl 
and the family moved to Downham. 
She won a scholarship and with that  
a place at Bromley County School for 
Girls. Soon after, the family moved to 
Bourne Vale in Hayes and in 1942 she 
left after Matriculation and with credits 
in French and German. 


