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BOLDRE STILL AND BOLDRE
(October 2018)

ON HOLIDAY IN TASMANIA
The Reverend Canon Andrew Neaum became the “House for Duty”
Anglican priest of the lovely Boldre Benefice in August 2013. The
Vicarage in which he and Diana live is on the edge of the New Forest,
a couple of miles north of Lymington in Hampshire. He is old
fashioned enough a priest to visit his flock in their homes, but “house
for duty” clergy are supposed to work only two days a week and
Sundays, which means visiting everyone in the parish takes a long
time. The following are the October 2018 weekly ruminations, aired
prejudices and footling observations that in the weekly pew sheet
augment his visits and help keep folk in touch week in and week out.
Earlier articles are available from the Article Page on this Website:
http://www.andrewneaum.com/articles.htm
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“All Over Down Under” [2]
Why choose to traverse 5000 featureless kilometres of Australian semi-desert by car? With
only one’s spouse for company. Without once even listening to the car’s radio? Far better, surely,
to take the luxurious Indian Pacific train.
The chatter of cultured apes
The Australian poet A D Hope, at the end of perhaps his most famous poem, talks of
returning home to Australia from Europe thus:
…..there are some like me turn gladly home
From the lush jungle of modern thought, to find
The Arabian desert of the human mind,
Hoping, if still from the deserts the prophets come,
Such savage and scarlet as no green hills dare
Springs in that waste, some spirit which escapes
The learned doubt, the chatter of cultured apes
Which is called civilization over there.
Deserts, intimately encountered and observed, might well blossom with beauty and truth.
Spouses become more than spouses when truly attended and listened to. The world is
God-haunted, if only we get the perspective right.
The desert deferred
To begin our journey we deferred the desert, heading south from Perth rather than east. It
was cool and cloudy, though with sunny breaks and occasional bursts of light rain. South of
Bunbury the country became hilly, green and lovely. Reminiscent of southern Victoria to which
I emigrated in 1985. It filled me with intense nostalgia for those early years in the diocese of
Ballarat.
130 miles south of Perth we stopped in Bridgetown, a rural settlement in the hills, popular
with urban refugees. We bought raisins, dates, shelled walnuts, dried apricots, cranberries and
crystalized ginger. These to keep us awake at the wheel throughout our journey. Dried apricots
with a lump of crystallised ginger for a stone, dates stuffed with a walnut or cranberries and raisins
are nutritiously delicious. There was a sign in a local butchers: Every day thousands of plants are
unnecessarily killed. Vegetarians, eat meat!
We continued south through remnants of the once extensive Karri tree forests unique to this
part of West Australia. Towering eucalypts, Karri are among the tallest hardwood trees in the
world. Decimated for timber and firewood in times past, nature reserves preserve much of what
remains. We stopped to view the Diamond Karri Tree. A giant specimen with a wooden viewing
platform perched on its top, 160 feet up. Built in 1939 it’s the oldest wooden platform fire lookout
still in use. Great bolts were stuck in its trunk all those years ago to form a crude ladder up to the
cabin. Reluctantly we resisted the challenge.
All of a tingle

Further on, in the Valley of the Giants, we encountered a remnant woodland of mighty Red
Tingle Trees (Eucalyptus jacksoni). They too are among the tallest trees in the State with
characteristics peculiar to themselves. As high as 180 feet, they are nonetheless shallow rooted and
minus a tap root. This is unusual for so tall a eucalyptus. Stability is maintained by a mightily
buttressed base. The largest survivor is the oldest eucalypt in the world, its circumference, at
breast height, 73 feet. As with many of its fellows, fire has completely hollowed out its base, in
this tree’s case sufficient to fit a 100 people in its hollow. The life of such trees is maintained by
the thin layer just beneath the bark.
On an impressive 2000 foot long tree-top walk among these giant trees we were delighted
to look down upon an insouciant, colourful western rosella. It imagined itself well away from and
above troublesome human beings. More awe inspiring even than the tree-top walk was to wander
at ground level around and among the great, fire-hollowed, buttressed boles of these ancient trees.
Tree-surfeited in this ancient, sylvan wonderland. We were well prepared for our
forthcoming trip across the interminable, utterly treeless Nullarbor plain.
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“All Over Down Under” [1]
You don’t visit the antipodes for their sausages. We arrived home from Australia with no
packets of snags hidden in our suitcases. Nasty brutes are Australian sausages. Gelatinous of
texture, there’s a suggestion of sun-baked roadkill to the burps they birth.
Suitcase contents
The ubiquitous, cheap supermarket sausages encountered at Australian “sausage sizzles”
are palatable only when carcinogenically charcoaled out of doors, smothered in tomato sauce and
washed down with can after can of VB or Fosters to the buzz and hum of a million flies.
What we did have in our suitcases were several bottles of Bickford’s “Iced Coffee Syrup”.
For years I have been searching for a brand or type of coffee that tastes as beautiful as the scent
of coffee beans grinding. Or as delicious as the liquid coffee essence that one of the prefects at
Guinea Fowl Boys High School had in his study, from which I’d sometimes sneak a sip.
On this visit, in Broken Hill, I encountered for the first time Bickford’s “Iced Coffee Syrup”
an “Essence of Coffee and Chicory” with “No Artificial Colours or Flavours”. To anyone with
a sweet tooth it is superb, though as hot coffee, sadly, it disappoints. Perhaps it is heating ground
coffee beans that have already been roasted that deprives them of fulsome flavour. You can’t get
Bickford’s in England. Though my ingenious son, Peter, is exploring ways and means. It’s a winter
of iced coffee in the Vicarage, until my small supply runs out.
Chocolate almonds and granddaughterly love
Our suitcases also contained bottles of Cadbury’s Chocolate
Almonds. Also unavailable in England. They are delicious unless, as
with sugared almonds, you suck off all the chocolate before crunching
the roast nut. The secret is to know exactly when to stop sucking and
start chewing.
Best of all in our suitcases were drawings from grand-daughters.
One of these, by 6 year old Hetty, of me, Diana and herself is
accompanied by the words:

Dera gramur and grapur
Good biy I lick you
I had a byootufooll tim with you
Love from Hetty
xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxo
Five thousand kilometres
Two years ago we flew to Darwin to be met by my son Peter who handed over his natty
little four wheel drive car. After an evening with us he flew back to Tamworth, his home and we
drove across Australia, through its centre, from north to south.
This time he met us in Perth and handed over a rather bigger and smarter four wheel drive,
enabling us to cross Australia from west to east. If you enjoy driving, as we do, it’s a good way
to grasp the immensity of an arid and fascinating continent. In Tamworth, at the end of our drive,
we had driven 5,015 kilometres (3,116miles). After a couple of nights there we flew to Tasmania
to stay with my daughter and family for just over two weeks.
In Perth we stayed two nights, allowing Peter to explain his car’s idiosyncrasies, advise us
of his experiences on travelling the same route from east to west and sort us out electronically, not
least by replacing my faulty phone with one from which he had upgraded himself.
From our hotel’s seventh floor we had a splendid view of the whole of central Perth, beyond
a wide and impressive Swan River. It is the river, with an imaginatively developed waterfront,
which makes Perth an attractive city.
The day after our arrival we took a bus into the city to buy a sim card for Diana’s phone,
untether our Australian bank card and look the place over. We enjoyed its small but fine cathedral
and a stroll around Elizabeth Quay. There we had excellent fish and chips, spoiled only by canned
music. Our request for less volume was only reluctantly and far too moderately acceded to.
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For this and next week the concluding extracts from an introduction I wrote to a
collection of my father’s reminiscences published in Australia. A remarkable fellow,
he is one of the reasons I am a priest….
Canon David Neaum 1912-2001
……Both Canon David and my mother were great readers. There were always great piles
of library books in the house. In Africa they developed the siesta habit. After lunch every day they
would lie down for a read and sleep. My mother Dorothy usually chose the books. I read a good
number of them too. They both loved Dickens and read and reread regularly their own set of his
complete works.
Old fashioned but domesticated
My father loved to buy in bulk, a habit probably developed on Tristan da Cunha where
supplies had to be ordered for six months or longer. Even when living in the suburbs he liked to
shop for vegetables at the wholesale market. Making soup from a whole sack of cucumbers was
a feature of family life when cucumbers were in season.
Although an old fashioned husband and father and so very much the boss of the home, he
was unusually domesticated. He took part in cooking, washing, cleaning and all household
decisions. His domestic expertise came from time spent as a child and young man with his family

church curate, Fr and Mrs Mellor. They took him under their wing and would like to have adopted
him.
Competent at any practical task he undertook he managed his financial affairs with an
expertise that ensured we never ever felt poor and he was always an astonishingly generous man.
He gave away a full tenth of his income and taught us to do likewise. When I first got regular
employment he advised me to open a Building Society account called a "Tithe Account" and to
cream off into it ten percent of my salary each month to give away. This is a practice he followed
all his life. You don't have to be a religious fanatic to be generous. I have an atheist friend in
Australia who does likewise. So well did he manage his financial affairs that when I needed a car
to get to university it was automatically purchased with no fuss. First an ancient Morris Minor and
then an old Ford Prefect. He managed to make trips back to England on leave, sometimes with
exotic detours, though of course, when a missionary priest, his fares back and forth were paid by
the missionary society.
As a father
As a father he was undemonstrative, but loved to involve his children in whatever he was
doing. He liked to have me with him as assistant in the woodwork shed, as plumber's mate and in
the garden, or as companion on his treks round the schools of his mission district. He would talk
away and treat me like an adult, though impatient and sharply critical if I made a mistake. He also
liked us to say matins with him and to serve at the altar.
As far as school was concerned my memory tells me he simply left us to it. There was little
if any comment on our reports, or urging us on to excel. He just expected us to succeed. We were
miles away from parental direction at boarding school. He prepared my brother and me for
confirmation at home on our own. We were on a mission station then and the hundreds of African
candidates confirmed with us were prepared in their own language by the African assistant priest.
His teaching was old fashioned. We learned the Prayer Book Catechism off by heart. The essence
of the faith he expected us to pick up in living it.
Smoking and drinking
He and Dorothy were great smokers. In our mid teens he allowed me and my brother to do
likewise. So long as we smoked a pipe and not cigarettes. My brother, having left boarding school
to do his A levels at a suburban day school, sometimes cycled to school smoking a pipe, to the
chagrin of his school authorities. We were allowed to drink wine as children, in moderation,
though as we grew older he urged beer drinking on us in preference to any other alcoholic drink,
considering its bulk safer. Bawdy talk was permissible, but not what he called "filth"….
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The final extract from an introduction I wrote to a collection of my father's
reminiscences published in Australia. He was a remarkable fellow and one of the
reasons I am a priest…..
Canon David Neaum 1912-2001
……We took great family holidays together. A memorable one, with a single tent for the
whole family, took us to Kariba Dam, which at the time was the process of being built. We crossed
the Zambezi and travelled westward along its northern bank to Livingstone and the Victoria Falls.
From there to Bulawayo and on home. We arrived, my father later told us, with only a half crown
left in his pocket. There were other family camping holidays in Mocambique. Mostly to Beira and

once to Lourenco Marques. There we revelled in the Latin cuisine, wine and way of life under a
hot, tropical African sun. Hours were spent hours wandering the docks, an obsession of my father
that has passed on to me.
His son's unpaid curate
On my mother's death he moved south from Brisbane to Victoria to live near to me and my
family in Ararat. He took over the assistant priest's house and played a full part in the life of the
parish. I had to learn to cope with a tyrannical ex-choirmaster in my own choir. It took a bit of
doing. Possibly more so for him than me, but his old age brought a greater tolerance of filial
incompetence.
He visited the hospital, preached, sang Evensong and took a traditional rite weekday
Eucharist. He also delighted in a small vegetable garden and immersed himself in the joys of
domesticity, cooking exceedingly tasty meals for himself and cakes and pastries to share with us
and anyone who called. He enjoyed a long twilight ministry, revelling in priestly work,
appreciative people, good talk and good food.
He was always well disciplined, never neglecting his daily office, or exceeding his
self-imposed limit of two glasses of sherry or wine every evening. His remedy for illness or pain
was to get up and do something. He fell and broke his hip on his way to a Friday morning,
traditional rite Eucharist. This was the beginning of a physical decline that necessitated his coming
to live in the Rectory with us.
There he learned to curb his impatience and to bear our more adventurous and cosmopolitan
diet, rarely protesting. He enjoyed being able to remain part of a rectory family.
An idolatrous Anglican
He had an enormous influence on my life. Ensuring that I could never easily dismiss the
Christian faith. I had been a part of and witness to a robust, attractive and unhypocritical version
of it from birth. Even when filled with arrogant and conventional university student doubt, I was
unable ever really to let go of either the institution or the practices it demanded of me. I still call
myself an idolatrous Anglican. A person who loves the Church as an institution as well as its God.
For some years it was love of the institution, not the God, that held me.
My own call to priesthood became clear when I was working as a teacher in London. A
religious experience turned me round when I was thousands of miles from family and home
influences. Distance had enabled me to get faith into perspective. So the call arose less from a
religious experience of a numinous sort than from religious experience transmitted in the ordinary
living of faith by mother, father, brother and sister in home, mission and parish life.
The great wager
Well, the old fellow's now long dead. He loved God, his family and life deeply and well.
There is a consolation for those of us who live just such a Christian life. One pointed out first, I
think, by the mathematician and philosopher Blaise Paschal in his "Great Wager".
In a sense we win both ways. If my father's wealth of experience, wit, sparkle, love and
goodness are now no more, are finished, done with and gone for ever, and the Christian faith he
lived and espoused bunkum, so what? For just such a life remains the only sort worth living. What
a life it was! Both he and I would have wanted no other. But then it isn't bunkum.
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