Address given by The Revd Brenda Tipping at the funeral of Miss Joyce Pullon
We’ve come here today to say farewell to Joyce, to give thanks for her life and to celebrate all that she was and all that she achieved during her life and to give thanks for the memories that she’s left with us all.  It is indeed fitting that we should be gathered here in this lovely old church which was so much a part of Joyce’s life, she worshipped here for many years.

Joyce was born in Golder’s Green in 1920, 88 years ago, though she spent most of her childhood in Hampstead Garden Suburb.  Her father was a solicitor, she had one sister, Hilary. Joyce attended the famous Henrietta Barnet School; although she spent two years at boarding school she returned to Henrietta Barnet and went from there to Girton College to study Modern Languages.  While at university she made several life long friends.  By the time she graduated the country was at war and the plan was that she should work for the Foreign Office, but some administrative confusion meant that this was delayed and in the meantime she went to Staffordshire to teach at a church school, St Mary’s Abbotts Bromley for a year or so before coming back to London to work as a translator for the Air Ministry, later to become the Ministry of Defence, where she remained until she retired at the age of sixty.  Joyce loved languages, including the English Language and in addition to the French and German that she’s studied at university she learned Spanish and Hungarian, as well as New Testament Greek.  In her seventies she gained an    A level in Italian.  She had undertaken a secretarial training in London which included learning French and German shorthand and for a while after the war worked in Trieste.

Joyce was a devout and thoughtful Christian, an Anglo-catholic with a strong interest in ecumenism,       she was a member of the International Ecumenical Federation, and attended some of their conferences.  Her enthusiasm for ecumenism certainly demonstrates a longing for all Christian people to work together in peace to the glory of God.  Joyce was very fond of music and enjoyed singing in church. Her hearing loss over the past ten years or so must have been particularly trying for her, but she bore it patiently and was always most appreciative of the smallest amount of help that she was given.  Hilary told me that Joyce was tireless in support of her family and worked hard to support and care for both Hilary and her husband at a very difficult time shortly before he died.  Joyce was a very diminutive lady but a strong character who achieved what she set out to achieve.  She loved staying at Hilary’s house in Scotland and always exuded excitement when she was telling us about planned visits there. I have several lovely postcards recording her holidays there, her very sudden death in Scotland must have been very difficult for Hilary, but perhaps it was fitting that she should die in a place that she loved so much.

We know that Joyce was a committed and faithful Christian, though she knew that being a Christian isn’t always easy, the answers to our questions are often hidden from us and that can be very frustrating.  In a moment or two Chas will read a tribute from Father Robert Gage, I don’t want to pre-empt what he has to say but I was struck by his words that Joyce couldn’t imagine what eternal life would be like, indeed I don’t think any of us really can, but I trust that now Joyce is much nearer to that understanding, that she is safe in the care of God, freed from all the stresses and difficulties that we face in this world.

Appreciation of Joyce Pullon

By Rev'd. Canon Robert Gage.  Incumbent 1981 – 1997

Read out at the funeral service by Charles Nethercott

     Joyce was one of the first people I met at St Giles’.  On the morning of my installation as vicar, way back in 1981, I’d been across to the church.  Coming out again, I met Joyce face to face. We were both steaming forward in a purposeful sort of way; but she recognised me as the new vicar, and I immediately guessed that she was what is called ‘a pillar of the congregation’ .  We both stopped.  ‘Hi!’ I said.            ‘I’m Robert Gage.  What’s your name?’

     Such a simple, natural meeting; yet Joyce told me many time in the following years that in those thirty seconds, she became convinced that I was someone she’d get on with.

     We did get on.  We found, in spite of so many differences, that we had significant things in common.  We were both (at that stage) single.  We were both deeply shy – though I had learned to disguise it fairly well.  We both had a deep commitment to the church, together with a strong aversion to what could be called ‘goopy’ religion.  And we both knew we were on a quest, seeking to get closer to God - to understand his reality a lot better than we did.

     Joyce had been on her quest for a long time, and she’d had some good guides.  There was for example, Fr Geoffrey Curtis, of the Community of Resurrection; but he had recently died.  Arriving when     I did, I was able to fill a specific need in Joyce’s life, and give her some help.

     She found it hard, though, to understand just how much she, in turn, helped me.  We encouraged each other in all kinds of ways.  She tried to improve my French (she had a great love of France and all things French); and I spurred her on with New Testament Greek.  When I revived the St Giles’ choir, after many years’ silence, Joyce was one of the first to join.  She knew her singing wasn’t brilliant, but she was determined to ‘have a go’.  She went on singing faithfully until (I believe) fairly recently.

     The thought of Joyce in the choir raises something that used to puzzle me.  Why did this lady, of obvious competence and strong will, often seem so reticent and self-doubting?  It would be quite wrong, of course, to reveal confidences that pass between priest and parishioner; but anyone who knew Joyce at all will have seen both her strong will and her self doubt.

     I think the clue to this conundrum lies in the fact that Joyce had – by a kind of divine grace – a real sense of God, and of heaven, and of God’s kingdom made real on earth.  I don’t mean that she’d had some great mystical experience (though perhaps she had, and just didn’t recognise it); but she knew instinctively what it was she was hoping for and groping towards.  And she saw – with clear realism – how far she was from her goal.  She felt daunted by how far she still had to travel.  She might flag; but she never gave up.  She dared to trust her instinct, and battled on.

     Those who knew Joyce only slightly may baulk at the idea that she battled – but she did.  She actually fought hard.  In her struggle to move forward, she did things that could astonish her, as well as others – for example, teaching adults to read through a local literacy scheme.   To some of them, she may have seemed
like a being from another planet; but she accepted them as they were, and did her best to help them, and (of course) they responded.

     Since Hilary told me of Joyce’s death, I’ve thought a lot about Joyce, and I kept coming back to St Anselm’s phrase, FIDES QUAERENS INTELLECTUM – Faith seeking Understanding.  That was Joyce.  She did believe, profoundly, in God.  She also knew that ‘religion’ carries baggage which can sometimes distract one from God.  Her frequent impatience with the Old Testament in general, and the Psalms in particular, showed her refusal to say something helped her if it didn’t.  She wanted to see God – nothing less!  She wanted to understand. 
     That can be an exposed and lonely way to live, and Joyce sometimes felt lonely and exposed.  But she always knew what mattered.  She was not prepared to compromise.

     She wasn’t quite sure what she hoped for, for herself.  She couldn’t imagine what ‘eternal life’ would be.  Neither can I.  Specific speculations about life after death, however pious, have no foundation in Scripture or anywhere else.  What is firmly rooted – in the Bible, in the lives of the saints, in Christian art and music and poetry – is the certainty that God’s love is more real than anything else. 
     Joyce sought that love because she had been found by it.  All her life, it drew her towards itself.         And she held fast to God’s love as the one thing that matters- sometimes at great cost.  I feel sure that – now – she knows that love better than anyone in this world ever can,

                          May she rest in peace, and rise in glory.                                        Robert Gage.
