September 4th 2009
For those of you cricket fans who have been waiting to hear the name of the new trophy for the annual Kingston V Modbury match, well, of course, it is the LASHES. In the light of England’s recent victory in winning the Ashes, this is certainly appropriate.
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Last Sunday was the memorial and thanksgiving service for Roger Grace, 58, of Home Farm Close. He had died in the Royal Marsden hospital, London, after a long illness, battling against cancer. The church was full to brimming, a tribute to a wonderful man. He leaves his wife, Sally, and four children – Matthew, George, Roberta and Jenny – aged from 22 to 11 respectively.

There was no chronology of his life, nor any long list of achievements and ambitions, just this overwhelming sense of a wonderful, loving family man, who saw the best in everyone and the positive in every situation in life.

He had been dealt a difficult “hand” in facing terminal cancer, but he had turned it around. The trial drugs from the Royal Marsden gave him an extra 3 years of life and during this time of grace, he fought tirelessly for others to also receive the same opportunity and chance. He also cycled from John O’Groats to Land’s End with his boys for charity.

He had fought courageously and had been totally involved in his family life up to the very end. Only a month ago on George’s 20th birthday, the family had set off to Wonwell Beach, along with a handful of friends, to re-enact a smuggling scene for Matt’s extended university studies.
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Sally Grace stood proudly at the front of the packed church and spoke of their family life together and and how their “cup ran over with happiness”, and John Elliott, leading the service, spoke of the family man who had Grace by name and true grace by nature.

I myself have many, many fond memories of Roger. We had children the same age who had shared many activities and much fun together, the family had holidayed in my home village in Shropshire, and Roger had commissioned a “Clun chair” for me to collect and bring back to Kingston by train! Another time, just before Christmas, the Grace family had arrived at a party at our house, and when I asked why the wheelbarrow was parked on our lawn, Roger replied with a smile, “Why, to fetch the turkey from Scobbi, of course!”

I had sat with him in the surgery at Modbury, chatting for some 15 minutes together, just the day before he went up to London for the final time, and his concern? – his mother, Theda, who had been in and out of hospital and facing problems herself.

Many friends from Kingston, Modbury and the surrounding area attended Roger’s memorial service and went back to the family home afterwards. He will be remembered with fondness in this village for a long time to come.

Next weekend there is to be a special 60th anniversary celebration of the Kingston Volunteer Fire Brigade. On Saturday 12th September, from 12 noon, it is hoped that as many people as possible can attend who were personally involved in the history of the service here at Kingston Fire station.

Many have been traced—but there may be more out there, or you may know of someone who has moved away. Everyone will be welcomed most warmly and can look over the newscuttings and archive photos spanning 60 years, hopefully adding more memories. For further details, please contact Merv Freeman on Merv@burlock.fsnet.co.uk or phone 01548 810070.

