EACR Annual Dinner – 2nd October

It was great to see some new faces as well as the regular dinner goers, at the County Hotel in Chelmsford on 2nd October.  There’s definitely a knack to the Essex Dinner and it generally goes along these lines; figure out which table you are sitting at; check out who you are sitting next to; scan the wine list and order your favourite tipple so that it’s ready for dinner and then try to beat the rush at the bar for pre-dinner G&T’s! 
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From l-r Geoff and Valerie Banwell, 

Nick and Vicky-de-Vries from NE District 

in their finery 

Our Master, Brian Meads invited Father David Reynish from Kelvedon to say Grace, after which we enjoyed a fabulous three course meal.  The hotel staff were as friendly and efficient as ever.   There did seem to be a bit of musical chairs going on, but I think that’s because people were getting up and mingling with other tables, and taking the chairs along with them.

After the meal Brian proposed a toast to HM The Queen before running through some highlights of the Association’s year, interspersed with some questionable jokes!  Brian was extremely proud of the striking competitions held throughout the year, and was particularly pleased with Essex’s recent success in the Essex Trophy which was on display throughout the evening.  

He had enjoyed his many visits to different districts and remarked on how each one conducts itself slightly differently to the rest, but the same foundations are always there; our combined fellowship through our ringing, our contributions to our individual communities and our faith which we practice locally.

It was then the turn of Father David to reply and in doing so he touched on the troubled bell installation at Kelvedon.  He thanked the Association for all its help and support, and commented that even amongst the frustration; there is always time for a joke.  The bell frame has been removed from the tower for some remedial work, and the bells are sitting patiently in the church waiting for its return.  

Apparently the bell hangers thought they would amuse themselves by putting the frighteners on a praying churchgoer, by pretending to be the voice of God!  The lady promptly told them ‘if that is God, please be quiet, I’m trying to talk to your Mother!’  Father David praised the determination of Kelvedon’s tower captain John Elliott in keeping the project on track, and that they are hopeful the frame will be back soon, and the bells will be ringing in time for Christmas.
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Father David Reynish from Kelvedon

Then it was the turn of Martin Cansdale, Master of ASCY.  Martin learned to ring at All Saints, Writtle before moving out of the County.  He told us that he had recently changed jobs and had only just plucked up the courage to ‘come out’ to his new colleagues that he was a bell ringer.  He braced himself for all the usual puns, and then wondered how much more ribbing he would get if he told them he’d been invited to speak at the Essex dinner.  

Martin is trying to convince them that there are many interesting facts about Essex.  For instance, the best jam in the country comes from Tiptree (Wilkin & Sons); radio was invented in Chelmsford (Marconi); and did you know that Canvey Island has been designated as a Site of Special Scientific Interest?  No, not because of the oil refinery! Because of the very large number and variety of insects on the Island which cannot be found anywhere else in the UK. There are also many grassland plants such as Orchids, who would have thought we had Orchids growing on Canvey! 
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Martin Cansdale and his fiancée Becky Sugden

Aside from our self deprecating sense of humour, Martin said there are many successes about ringing in Essex, which we should be justly proud of.  In particular the number of emerging young ringers and first performances in quarter peals and peals etc.  Ringing in Essex is in a very healthy state.  He concluded by reading a poem called ‘An Estuarine Paradise’ which gives an entertaining and whimsical account of life in the county (copy below).
It just remained for Brian to toast our guests and to present their partners with bouquets.  He concluded by drawing the raffle prizes, raising £177 for EACR’s Bell Restoration.  Thanks to those who donated prizes, and to everyone else for giving so generously.  Last but by no means least Brian thanked Vicki Chapman, the Hon Gen Secretary for all her hard work in arranging another fabulous Dinner.

The evening finished off with some background clarinet and saxophone music from Martin Wakeford a young ringer at Chelmsford Cathedral.  What a brave young man!  We carried on drinking and chatting until it was time to go home, dodging the standing water and road works on the A12 as we went.  

Tracey Southgate

Public Relations Officer

3rd October 2010

An estuarine paradise
By Martin Newell
As you enter Essex, traveller,

Those three seaxes on that sign

Mean you are in Saxon country

And, just for the record, mine.

Essex, sneered at and derided

Home of Dazzas, Lees and Jays

Where the oil-drizzling classes

Never come for holidays:

"Doesn't seem to know polenta."

"Yes, well, he's from Essex, dear."

What - you mean the home of writers

Ronald Blythe and Germaine Greer?

Where our schools do rather better

Than the city's, year-on-year?

Must be that benighted county

Where we drink St Ella beer

Where the A12 threads its magic

Where the shopping mall's the grail

Which you metro-snobs ho-hum at

When you travel up by rail

To your pied-a-terres in Suffolk

Walberswick (via Darsham station)

Essex, England's driest county

Prettier than its reputation

Here beside the jigsaw coastline

Out along the water's edge

Seagulls, waders, geese and moorhens

Sea-kale, samphire, gorse and sedge

Further in, the houses, hidden

Flemish roofs and weathervanes

Where the woodland ponds and copses

Huddle out of sight of trains

Essex with its secret accent

Not the one that's Estuarine

Not the older London Essex

Nor quite Suffolk - in between

Where it's spoken pure and simple

Noticeably rural - alien

It may sometimes be mistaken

By a stranger for Australian.

Essex, great for writing, painting

Artists like the coastal light

Do we need to be made over?

I don't think so. Someone might.

Bring the cultured world to Essex?

Yeah, go on, we've got the stuff

Wheel the oil-drizzlers in then.

If they think they're hard enough.
Reproduced by kind permission of the author.  If you would like to read more of Martin’s poetry, please visit his website: www.martinnewell.co.uk
