
Memories of the Franciscans

By Doris Stockholm

When I first came to Yatton in the Spring of 1945, I had to find a church. I was told the Yatton Church was

on the Claverham Road. I discovered it was the British Legion hut and Mass was at 8 am. on a Sunday. I

found we had to put the chairs out in rows before Mass started. The priests from the Friary came out to

say Mass.

The first priest I remember was Fr Ernest. He came out in a taxi. I would ask him how he was and the

remark was I'm pp - proper poorly - and would smile.I was picked up by the taxi to go to church with Win

and Cis Cronin. I remember that Mr & Mrs Regan and family came from Congresbury, Mrs Light and a

friend, Corinne & Tudor Gibbon and their two girls. They made me very welcome. Tudor and Corinne

came from Aberbeeg where I had lived in South Wales.

Mr Regan served on the altar and did the readings, also took the collection. If we wanted to go to Mass

during the week, we had to go to the Friary in Clevedon. In those days the trains were running. First train

about 6 a.m. and the last train was at 10.45 p.m. So I was able to go to Mass on Holy Days of Obligation

and on a Sunday to Benediction.

During the week my husband, George, and would go to the Whist Drives which George enjoyed. They

were friendly.

I remember Fr Augustine coming out to say Mass on a Sunday and in those days the British Legion had

the kitchen at the back of the hall, soI remember Fr Augustine coming out to say Mass on a Sunday and

in those days the British Legion had the kitchen at the back of the hall, so confession was heard in there.

Father being a little deaf would often say in a loud voice, "What's your name?" We have often smiled

about this - he didn't realise how loud he spoke.

I can remember Fr Francis Xavier, Fr Edwin, Fr Luke, Fr Gregory - he played the organ at Clevedon, he also

did paintings. We went to Fr Gregory's Golden Jubilee Mass. They had a little party afterwards and the

parishioners presented him with a watch and he needed other things, permission was granted by the Fr

Provincial. 1 can remember Fr Gregory had to hand over the watch his father had given him years before,

that was the ruling of the Franciscans.

I remember Fr Bertnam Aherne, Fr Edward, Fr Phelan, Fr Ferdinand, Fr Antony. Fr Antony had an aunt,

Miss Rickards, who lived in the house called The Retreat, in Clevedon. There was Fr Lucian, who made his

own Christmas cards. One had a little poem and a drawing of a crib, which was a cornflake box - very

humble I thought for the modern world. Fr Lucian also loved the "Around to it letters."

We also had Fr John Berchmans, Fr Eugene, Fr Romauld, Fr John Caffery, Fr Alberic, Fr Leslie. We now

have Fr Declan, our Guardian, Fr Ronald, Fr Maurice, Fr Reg and Fr Con.We had Brother Bernard, a very



quiet man, very shy. It was lovely to talk to him. He came to Friary Fayres. Bro Raymond was helpful in

many ways. I went to him when I was asked to be Eucharistic Minister. I had good training.

I can remember how we had very cold winters. The Franciscans found it very cold especially the elderly.

Yatton Parishioners gave Christmas hampers, and food was often handed in to the Friary. It put me in

mind of St Francis and the Franciscans of that day.

Fr Gregory always did the crib at Christmas, Very realistic. It was put where Our Lady's Chapel is now.

I managed to go to the Fetes in Clevedon in the Friary grounds. One year Ted Cavanagh came and

opened the fete. It was a lovely day and it was super to have so much space.

Can I now go on and talk about Gladys Edmonds who I got to know when she had the repository. where

she passed away peacefully. Such a kind person. She became a very dear friend. I started the repository

at Yatton Church, so went to Gladys Edmonds quite a lot. I visited The Retreat as Gladys lived there in

rooms with Miss Rickards. After that Gladys moved to Sunnyside Mansions. We were together on the

repository stall at the Autumn Fayres. One year we had our photographs taken, a lasting memento of

Gladys. A few years after, Keith came home and he helped his Mum with the repository. I would visit Mrs

Edmonds and Keith and Keith would take me home in the car. Eventually Gladys was poorly and went

into a Nursing Home where she passed away peacefully.

While our little church was the British Legion Hut, we had prisoners of war coming to Mass. It was

wonderful to hear them singing. Eventually they returned to their country. A few did stay in Yatton.

In the ‘50s, the Franciscans bought the hut, so becoming our little church. Oh what a joy not having to

put chairs out before Mass then stacking them back again, work started with Mr Regan, 2 nurses, Mr

Joyce and many others.

Mr Regan made the shapes for the windows so they looked like church windows. Because I didn't go out

to work I used to go over to the church and paint them, then Mr Regan put them to the windows. They

are still up at the church looking very good to this day. Mr Regan also made our altar. We were able to

use the underneath for our crib at Christmas.

Mr Joyce did a lot for us. He did the notice-board outside the church with times of Masses, also did the

path which was very uncomfortable to walk on. Mr Joyce also gave us the shed and did many other

things we didn't know of. He would never say what he had done for us.

Tony Weinbloom fixed the electric for us. Time and labour was freely given for all the work that everyone

did. The little altar, the confessional and sacristy was made - we then chose the wallpaper for the wall

around the altar. The kitchen was removed as we had so many people coming to church, often up to 100,

we needed more room.

Fr Norbert came as Father Guardian until 1957. He then came back and came to Yatton until he went

back to Wexford in Ireland, where he passed away in February 1989. Fr Dunstan Baker became Father

Guardian in 1962. He was very kind and patient. He made the effort to visit families, especially the



families who had 5 children, and 7 children. Fr Dunstan would talk to the Mums. Father worked hard on

making a hall in the old Friary and did the electrics. We were able to have jumble sales, etc. The hut that

was in the grounds wasn't very safe, so it was nice to have somewhere for functions.

The children had parties in the hall. We were able to come over from Yatton either getting on a bus or

train - they were still frequent from Yatton.

In 1989 all the grounds of the Friary went and houses were built there, called Friary Close. Very sad.

At the church in Yatton we had Fr Norbert who came from Clevedon. We had Mass on a Sunday at 8.30

a.m. After a while, Fr Norbert wasn't well, so we had Mass at 9.30 a.m. Fr Norbert didn't have to come

over so early.

The outside of the church needed a coat of creosote. Fr Norbert came over and tried to help. Jackie (girl)

Weare and I creosoted the outside which made a difference to the building.

Then we had Fr Alberic in Yatton. He worked very hard taking our little altar away, also the confessional

and sacristy, so opening up the area. We had a new altar, still able to have the crib under the altar. Olive

Barnard gave the lectern in memory of Paul, her son, who met with a tragic accident.

I must mention about Fr Norbert. He played cricket for Claverham. Fr Ferdinand went along to watch him

play. My husband's brother and nephew played cricket with Fr Norbert.

Fr Dunstan was with my husband George when he died. A great comfort to me. When George was so ill,

he was pleased to see Fr Dunstan. Father was asked to go to Lourdes and I asked him to bring back some

Lourdes water as I didn't have much left. He kept his promise so I had just enough for George. In many

ways Our Lady answered my prayers.

Fr Dustan's father worked on the railway at Bristol. George knew him so Fr Dunstan and George had a lot

to talk about. George died in June 1968 and Fr Dunstan was moved to Osmotherley in October 1969.

I started work in Yatton Hall Hospital nursing the mentally handicapped.I was invited to Osmotherley and

stayed with two lovely people. Fr Dunstan lived on the third floor in a house 3 storeys high. There was a

little church next to the house I stayed in. Father not only said Mass in Osmotherley but in Craythorne as

well, the next village.

The house that Fr Dunstan and Bro Simon were in was provided for the Franciscans in 1665 by Lady

Juliana Warmsley for the devotion and comfort of pilgrims.

They stayed in the house until 1832 and during that time some of the Friars were buried in or near the

Lady Chapel on the moor. It was lost to the Catholics until 1942.

Pilgrims started coming. In 1960 the chapel was rebuilt again and opened on Our Lady's birthday by

Cardinal Godfrey, Archbishop of Westminster.



In the course of 1967 between 10 and 12,000 pilgrims altogether visited the chapel. The little building by

the side of the chapel was in ruins, so Fr Dunstan, Mr Waddington, who lived next-door to Fr Dunstan,

and Rex the builder in Osmotherley rebuilt it back up, as it was originally, so the priests were able to use

it again. Queen Catherine of Aragon was a benefactor of the Lady Chapel. There is a stained glass

window at the back of the church in her memory. The pub in Osmotherley is named the "Queen

Catherine".

I went on holiday for a good many years and made the pilgrimage many times to the Lady Chapel. On the

door there is a carving of a mouse which a gentleman leaves when he has visited a place.

One year, I went to the Lady Chapel. It was the Feast of the Assumption of Our Lady and so many people

made that pilgrimage up that steep hill - children, adults and nuns, some from Middlesbrough. I will

never forget a nun came up to me and asked me if I was a visitor and I said Yes, I was. She asked me

where I came from and I told her from Yatton and the parish of Clevedon. She said, "Oh, where Fr

Dunstan came from." I said it was.

The nun said that if ever there was a saint walking on earth, there he is. Father had a great devotion to

Our Lady. He would often say to me, don't worry, Our Lady will sort it out. I will always remember.

I feel now that Fr Dunstan is at peace and how wonderful he has gone back to Osmotherley somewhere

by the Lady Chapel on the moor. God bless him. Peace be with him - my great friend.

Mrs Gladys Edmonds and Keith
We shall always remember Gladys Edmonds, the lovely work she did with the vestments and altar linen.

Mrs Edmonds made a beautiful cloth for our table in Yatton Hall hospital; we had Mass once a month for

about 6 patients and we had a nice little altar. Fr Edward came out from Clevedon to say Mass.

Gladys repaired the priests' habits as well as the albs, amices and altar linen and always did the

repository. Keith then helped when he came home to live.

I remember one of the many times I visited Gladys and Keith at Sunnyside Mansions. They were both

moving the furniture around - no end of beds - they said they were getting ready for the children from

Belfast to be away from the bombing, to give them a holiday year after year. There were Catholics and

Protestants who got on well together away from the environment of war.

After the conflict had quietened down, those same children came and still spent holidays in Gladys and

Keith's home. What wonderful, charitable, people they were. The door was always open even for Gladys'

grandchildren, who she looked after so much. They thought Nan was so lovable and kind and Uncle Keith

was wonderful too. It was always Uncle Keith to the children from Belfast.

When dear Keith died, giving his all to the Friary and repository, and so willingly, a few of those children

(now adults) sent their sympathy to Keith's nieces, saying how kind he was to them. Two good people

who thought of others and not of themselves. Keith is still missed by many in church. God bless them

both.


