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Where would we be without our visitors? Our Visitors and Friends
keep this lovely place going, financially, yes, but in so many other
ways. I read the Visitors Book and the Prayer Book each week, and
am forever moved by the heartfelt entries of love, appreciation, and
concern. These are sources of sustenance for those of us with the
awesome responsibility of care for our shared heritage. This picture
shows a group of three visitors with the chaplain and his wife, and
young daughter in front of Holy Trinity Church. Margaret (“Argie”)
Yellop is now 90 years old and lives in Brighton. Her friend Delia

DIARY DATES AND DETAILS OF FILMS
JULY
Saturday 18th
SUNDAY 26TH
AUGUST
Friday 21st
Saturday 22nd
Saturday 29th
SEPTEMBER
Thursday 3rd
Friday 4th
Saturday 12th
Saturday 19th
Saturday 26th
Sunday 27th
Sunday 27th

OCTOBER
Saturday 3rd
Saturday 17th
NOVEMBER
Sunday 8th
Saturday 21st

Spink was one of our visitors in March, and she brought with her
greetings from Margaret. What followed was a large envelope containing a long letter from Margaret and copies of photographs from
her album, all of which are now in our archives. Her father was
Revd A Norton-Garrett (chaplain 1936-1940), and her mother
started The English School in the Church Hall—the forerunner of
subsequent schools.

DECEMBER
Saturday 5th
Saturday 12th
Monday 21st

Supper 6.30pm with the film “SAVING MR BANKS”
“GERMAN LUNCH” in the garden at 1.30pm
(we will be joined by the Lutheran Church
congregation, who will also prepare the food!)
Duncan & Sandy in Concert
There is a Wedding in the church today
Supper 6.30pm with the film
“THE BEST EXOTIC MARIGOLD HOTEL 2”
A Concert Dinner in the garden
Quiz Night
LAST NIGHT OF THE PROMS
There is a wedding in church today including
garden reception
Supper Evening 6.30pm with the film “
“ALICE IN WONDERLAND”
Fr Neil Preaching
Extended Sunday Reception
“For Old Times Sake”
(to include sandwiches & Pimms)
HARVEST SUPPER
Supper Evening 6.30pm with the film “QUARTET”
Remembrance Sunday Curry Lunch
Supper Evening 6.30pm with the film
“THE KIDS ARE ALRIGHT”
CHRISTMAS FAYRE
Supper Evening 6.30pm with the film
“LOVE ACTUALLY”
Chaplain’s Christmas Lunch
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Bunty Flux remembers this school, but recalls that her mother “had
other ideas” and despite Bunty wanting to wear the rather nice
uniform, she was despatched elsewhere! Bunty herself was in due
course to run The English School from her home at Quinta Fe many
years later.

Diary of
WEEKLY EVENTS
Monday: 7.30pm Al Anon
Agroup for people with a family member or friend suffering from
alcoholism or drug abuse – occasional meetings:
please contact 965 630 474.

Margaret’s letter is reproduced here:

Tuesday Afternoon: The Trinity Art Group
An informal weekly group working in multi medias.
All are welcome to join in - 2.00pm to 5.00pm.
Tuesday Evening: AA Meeting 7.30pm. occasional meetings:
alcoholicsanonymousmeeting.org/MadeiraPortugal
Wednesday: 2.30pm to 5pm: Free Afternoon Tea & Cakes in the
parish rooms/gardens, with bridge and other games.
Thursday: 10am-4pm A Quiet Day for prayer and study. Bible
Study begins at 2pm and is currently basd on PSALMs
Saturday: Coffee Mornings: from 10 30 am always a war m welcome given, also time to chat over tea, coffee, & biscuits.
Sunday: Morning: Dr Melvin Bir d, r esident or ganist, Pr ofessor
at the Madeira Conservatorio Escola das Artes, gives a free organ
recital from 10am to 11am raising funds for organ maintenance. A
donations box can be found besides the organ.
Friday
usually 6.30pm:
Concert by the
Blue Danube Quartet.
A weekly concert of light
classics and songs from the
shows. Tickets 17.50€ at the
door.

NOT IN AUGUST
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“My father became English Chaplain in 1936, and we all came to
live in Funchal. Very
exciting trip out as an
eleven year old—called
at Lisbon where Araújo
Jorge
(Portuguese
Ambassador to Brazil,
also travelling with us)
gave us a guided tour.
Arriving in Madeira I
was disappointed that
the
Portuguese
weren’t ‘black’. My
mother started a school
in the church hall which was attached to our house by the entrance
to the church grounds. It was called The English School, but
catered for children of various nationalities. My elder sister also
taught there with my mother, and I attended this school of course.
Many pupils had not reached parallel levels of
education as in
England, which held me back to a certain extent.
My father was very
musical and had
composed an operetta called “The
Fairy Children”.
Our School produced and performed this. My
sister and I both
took part and I remember some of
the lovely songs to
this day.
3

My brother was at boarding school in England, but used to come
out to Madeira for each of the three school
holidays. He and I
were very close as children and I looked forward so much to the
days when he was due to arrive back with us. Our road was called
two different names: Rua Nora da Bella Vista or also “Quebra
Costas” meaning “Back Breaker”: it was so very steep up the
hillside. To one side at the top there was a small viewpoint area
where people could go to look across the sea. I used to climb up
there to watch for my brother’s ship to appear, knowing
approximately when it was expected to arrive.

The grounds round the church were considered to be our garden.
There was a huge tree near the back corner of the church and my
brother and I used to climb this and watch as members of the
church strolled around before services on a Sunday.

REPAIRS

Well behind the church we had a wire fenced off area where we
kept chickens, and I was proud to be allowed to be largely
responsible for looking after them. We also kept a pet rabbit
near the back kitchen door. I remember my mother being
appalled when our gardener Manuel showed me how to feel the
rabbit’s tummy to count how many
babies it was about to
have!
There were quite a lot of trees in the garden and I remember often
climbing one that was in a smaller group. Up there I would sing
to myself the hymn “The Church’s One Foundation” I don’t
know why I chose that particular hymn, but it was always the
same. I used to love the tree ferns in the garden too, which I had
never seen in England. We had a very tall palm tree which
looked super. Unfortunately on a very windy day it blew down,
the top landing heavily on a bench seat that was just in front of
the church. My cat Dixie was under the seat at the time and fortunately was not harmed physically , but was terribly frightened. In
a strange child’s way of thinking, I wanted to take Dixie’s mind
off this incident. I remember I took her to our upstairs balcony
and held her over the edge to give her a new fright to take her
mind off what had happened. What things children think of!

Portuguese Lunch
Sunday 28th June 2015

Many British people used to live in quite distant homes dotted
around the outskirts of Funchal. My father wanted to keep in
touch with them and he often spent an afternoon visiting one after
another and enjoying a cup of tea with each.
4
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RESTAURANT REVIEW
This delightful table layout was pictured
at the restaurant that I am reviewing this
edition. The name of the restaurant is the
Hotel Escola ( Hotel School)
Near the eastern limits of Funchal at the
end of the ‘hotel’ area you will find the
Hotel School just off the main road to
Camara da Lobos uphill towards San
Martinho ( Postcode 9000-246) It is
signed.
You will be immediately struck by the classiness of this hotel and
you need to know that all the staff are training to work in the hotel
industry. They are overseen by managers but the service is
seamless and it is not noticeable that they are being observed and
tested.
You will be welcomed into the foyer and then onwards into the
large dining room and you will immediately notice the tasteful
table layouts and the flowers. You will also see the huge buffet
laid out in the centre of the restaurant, colourful, stimulating and
some hidden below silver salvers and heated trays.
You are offered bread rolls ( all different kinds) and then you
partake of the first round at the buffet, perhaps some soup or vast
array of salad or indeed both!. You can go back as many times as
you want and even the sauces and accompaniments are numerous.
The main courses are revealed from under the silver salvers and
you then partake of as much as that as your want, usually a meat a
fish or a vegetarian dish with vegetables; chips; potatoes ; rice and
more salad should you wish!
If, and that is a big if, you stop there, it costs just 6 euros ( drinks
separate of course) but there are mouth watering and beautifully
put together sweets for you to choose from if you pay a little extra.
And even some home made chocolates in the foyer. Coffee comes
as part of the deal. So there you are, go to the Hotel School
( booking is necessary Tel: 217616226) and you will be satisfied.
If you like it so much you can even stay overnight for 60 euros!
Bom Appetite !

In our home most of our living accommodation was on the first
floor. Apart from our dining room, the ground floor was taken up
by the church hall (a room also used by the school), the kitchen
and servants rooms. We has two Portuguese staff living in—a cook
and a housemaid—expected in those days. On the first floor there
were three good sized bedrooms and two smaller ones, and of
course the main bathroom. The lounge was there too, opening onto
a large flat roof on one side and a balcony overlooking the garden.
My father had a small study on this floor, and I always remember
the picture hanging on his wall. It had a very wide frame in dark
wood and the picture was also entirely in shades of brown. It illustrated the figure of Jesus sitting on a hillside and silhouetted
against an earl evening sky. I now have it hanging in my bedroom
and it always makes me think of my father and the lines of a verse
of a hymn which run “O Sabbath rest by Galilee, O calm of hills
above”
New Year’s Eve was very special, with a great firework display.
We spent the evening at the Savoy Hotel which hosted a big party,
and we watched everything including ships out at sea also sending
rockets up into the sky. The old year was shown in lights on the
hillside and changed at midnight to the new year. A very exciting
time altogether.
In those days the only way to get to Madeira was by sea, with the
liners anchoring some distance from the shore, and visitors being
picked up by a launch which took them to the small jetty. Little
boats would go out alongside the visiting ships, begging. “Small
boy dive” was the cry and passengers used to throw coins into the
water where the child would dive in and catch the coin before it
dropped too deep. My father often used to go out to visit people on
the ships and I was sometimes allowed to go with him.
Madeira was too mountainous for aeroplanes to land anywhere.
Long narrow valleys ran up from the coast with small roads running inland and out again the other side. There were a few little
villages elsewhere around the island and these could be reached
by car or bus. Once we were taken straight up to the highest point
in the mountains where there was a further small mound to climb,
from which you could see both sides of the island. My brother and
I were lucky enough to do this.
5

12

The roads by the cliff tops often had an
extremely sharp turn. Buses were too long
to turn in one go, and had to stop partway
and move backward a little before moving
on again, to complete the turn. At this
point passengers were invited to get off
the bus briefly as the rear of the bus
would be
overhanging the cliff edge!
Since those days they have built one or
two viaducts across leading from Funchal to the airport which has
now been constructed at the far end of the island.
I learnt the Portuguese language just by hearing it. A whole
sentence or phrase meant something although I did not know
individual words. In Madeira the language was spoken in a
somewhat slurred way—unlike the clear speech in Portugal. I
found my Portuguese useful later on when I was back in England
and learning both French and Spanish. In fact I found I could then
often understand Italian when I heard it spoken—but couldn’t
speak it of course.”

The main Rhodesian base in the valley was at Mzima Springs. Six
miles northwest of Mzima was a hill named Signal Hill occupied by a
small British force from the 130th Baluch Regiment, Indian Army. On a
sunny day the Baluch could use a heliograph (a device using a
moveable mirror) to signal & receive information. A British foot patrol
went each day at 0600 hours from Mzima to Signal Hill, using the only
available track which led through a solidified lava flow containing
many places where ambushers could lie in wait. The enemy observed
this regular patrol and made their plans.

On 8th May 1915 the German 3rd Feldkompagnie both attacked Signal
Hill and ambushed the Rhodesian patrol, of which Otto Faber was a
member, whilst it was in the lava flow. To quote from Lieutenant
Colonel Capell’s book:
“The men had no chance in the narrow gulch; they fought where they
stood as the empty cartridge cases testified, but Private Townsend,
Signaller Wells, Privates Potts and Nelson died there, shot through and
through, bayoneted, beaten to death with rifle butts, and stripped of
their clothing. (British white troops were often initially astounded at
the ferocity and ruthlessness with which the African troops on both
sides fought.) Corporal Faber was missing: it later transpired that he
was wounded, but knowing a little of the German language had been
placed on a stretcher and taken to the German camp at Rhombo, where
he subsequently died of his wounds.”
So Otto Faber fought in a savage little action so typical of the fighting
during the East African Campaign, and he lies in an unmarked and
unknown grave in the Kenyan bush. However his name is inscribed on
the British and Indian Memorial in Nairobi South Cemetery, Kenya.

This photograph of The English school in January 1937 shows c
hildren: Margaret Garrett (who wrote this article) with Peggy Firth,
and in the front row, Kenneth Stockley, Maria da Silva, Joan da
Silva, Michael?, Henry Kurzen, Geoffry Krohn with their teachers
Mrs Garrett and Miss Betty Garrett.
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SOURCES:
The 2nd Rhodesia Regiment in East Africa
by Lieutenant-Colonel A.E. Capell.
Official History. Military Operations East Africa
August 1914 – September 1916 by Lieutenant-Colonel Charles Hordern.
Mombasa Headquarters War Diary for May 1915.
Die Operationen in Ost Africa by Ludwig Boell
If African military campaigns interest you then please take a look at
“Harry’s Africa” on: http://www.kaiserscross.com/188001/home.html
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THE DEATH OF LANCE CORPORAL OTTO FABER,
2nd Rhodesia Regiment.
8th May 1915
By Harry Fecitt MBE TD
On the outer front wall of the Holy Trinity
Church,
Funchal
there
is
a
plaque
commemorating the sad deaths of two brothers
during The Great War. Lieutenant Walter L.
Faber, aged 38, was killed in France during the
Battle of the Somme on 24th August 1916 and his
brother Lance Corporal Otto Faber, aged 36, was
killed in the British East Africa
Protectorate
(now Kenya) on 8th May 1915. A Regimental
History of Otto’s regiment, The 2nd Rhodesia
Regiment, written by the Commanding Officer
provides some details of Otto’s death.
The 2nd Battalion of The Rhodesia Regiment was raised from Europeans
in Southern Rhodesia in November 1914 and Otto enlisted there on 1 st
December 1914. When initial training had been completed the battalion
entrained for Beira in Portuguese East Africa (now
Mozambique) and
on 10th March 1915 sailed on board a liner to reach Mombasa, British
East Africa, four days later. The enemy commander in adjacent German
East Africa (now Tanzania), Lieutenant-Colonel Paul von LettowVorbeck, was energetically pushing raiding parties across the border with
the aim of placing demolitions on the British Uganda Railway that ran
from Mombasa to Kisumu on Lake Victoria.
A favoured route for the Germans was to march from the lower slopes of
Mount Kilimanjaro eastwards down the Tsavo river in British East
Africa. Although the Tsavo valley did not have any roads and was
covered in dense bush that was home to many wild animals, the river
provided a sure supply of drinking water for the raiders. In mid-April
1915 the 2nd Rhodesia Regiment was deployed into the Tsavo Valley to
block enemy advances. However, life in the valley was tough for white
troops (the vast majority of German troops were African) and within two
months a quarter of the Rhodesians were in hospital with malaria,
rheumatism, dysentery, bush-sores and other ailments.
10

From Friends Secretary
Now it is getting very warm in Madeira and swimming in the sea is
‘comfortable’. Covering up and sun lotion are a must and it is best to
do shady things between 12 noon and 5 p.m.. The gardens at Holy
Trinity Church are suffering having had no rain to speak of for weeks
but we have a team of volunteers who are watering regularly.
You will be surprised when you see the extensive works that have
been completed and looking stunningly beautiful. We hope you will
be back soon to see it We can only thank all of you who have
supported this work and this is just a start of our venture, next stop
the church!
USING THE WORDS OF HYMNS IN PRAYER
A while back I realised that every hymn is a prayer. This has helped
me and others who lead intercessions to make their prayers more relevant and dynamic. Here is my intercession for Friends of Holy
Trinity Church using the hymn ‘What a Friend we have in Jesus’ by
Joseph M Scrivens.
What a friend we have in Jesus
Lord, I pray that every Friend of Holy Trinity Church knows you as
a friend.
All our sins and griefs to bear
There is much for us to grieve over in the world and we are so easily
led into sin, may we bring these things to You today.
What a privilege to carry
Help us not to forget the honour and privilege of knowing how to
pray and seeing answers
Oh what peace we often forfeit
Give us sense to spend time with You Lord, knowing we can find
peace in Your presence.
Oh what needless pain we bear
For those of us who suffer we want to know when and how to pray,
encompassing both the small and large things.
All because we do not carry
Make us a people of prayer, give us a delight in our churches and
places of worship and make us grateful that we can attend without
fear of persecution
Everything to God in prayer
Yes Lord help us to use more hymns in our prayers
Lord in Your mercy hear our prayer
It has been very good to meet so many of you recently

Jean Faulkner
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THE DEATH
OF
EDMUND OTTO KROHN
Combat Aviator and Resident of
Madeira
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ART & CRAFT AFTERNOON

he
he was accepted
Squadron

WE MEET ON TUESDAYS 2PM
AT HOLY TRINITY CHURCH.
VERYINFORMAL, NO TEACHING,
AND ANY HOBBY IS WELCOMED
PAINTING, DRAWING, KNITTING, EMBROIDERY, CROSS-STITCH,
READING OR JUST JOIN US I
N THE BEAUTIFUL GARDEN OF THE CHURCH.
MATERIALS
ARE NOT PROVODED,

BUT A CUP OF TEA IS!!
THELMA
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