
Reading a Blog about Spitalfields, “the gentle author, Spitalfields life”, got me thinking 

about how we in Holy Trinity & St Mary’s parish could become even more connected by 

knowing a little more about each other.  I went on the Gentle Author’s blog course and 

have begun interviewing people in the parish so their stories could be heard. I was 

thinking of doing one interview a month. Of course, I can’t interview everyone, but this 

is a start. ‘Tricia McIntosh 

  

Interview with Ian Henderson 

16th July 2019 
 

“It’s a joy to live here! ” says Ian who lives in The Hospital of the Blessed Trinity or as most people in 
Guildford call it, Abbot’s Hospital, built in 1619 for “12 poor men and 8 poor women” by the generosity 
of Archbishop of Canterbury George Abbot, opposite Holy Trinity Church in the High Street.  

Ian sits in a neat, smoothly working, red leather recliner bought for his wife, June in her final years as 
he tells me about himself, proudly telling the story of the time June averted a huge disaster in 
Guildford. 

“June worked at the Job Centre, in the Fraud department. One day, she was at a till when a man came 
in with a sawn-off shot-gun. He asked for money as he needed some for his donkey.  She looked 
through the window and saw that there was a donkey and cart tethered outside!” 

Calmly, June discussed the needs of a donkey: shoes, hay etc. with the man, he put his gun on the 
counter and considered all that was needed. She explained that she couldn’t give him money but could 
give him a special card with special stamps. She found a card and stamped it numerous times. 
Meanwhile, the other counter attendants were cowering behind their desks. After half an hour, the 
police in riot gear came in and took the man away. June said she thought everyone needed a cup of 
tea. And at the end of the day she went home on the bus. Later, June found that offices had been 
evacuated and the whole bottom of the town had been cordoned off in dealing with the incident.  June 
was given a bonus for her bravery and through that is still looking after Ian as that pays for the little 
holidays he takes. 

Ian was born in 1945 in West Hartlepool, an industrial area where the sounds and reverberations of 
steel working and smells of chemicals pervaded. He and all his brothers left the North East to find jobs 
and Ian has had multivarious jobs over the years: Army, Crash Fireman at an airport where he lived 
alongside a Romany community,  a qualified plumbing and heating engineer, worked in carparks and 
became Verger at St. Saviour’s in Guildford for 16 years. 

Ian says that he always wanted to be a private detective but failed the medical tests as he was 
diagnosed as epileptic. However, through getting to know the “underbelly of Guildford” he was able to 
help out with cases clandestinely. 

His surname, Henderson, as his mother explained to him many a time, is French, the motto below the 
coat of arms proclaims: “For others, not for self” and Ian has tried to live by the motto. 

In his spare time he has helped others: creating Adventure Playgrounds in Hertfordshire,  
working with Women’s Aid and with Drug Addicts as well as working with Sunday Schools and 
children’s groups. 



Ian has two hobbies: collecting ship paintings and fiction writing: “I produced my first play when I was 
12” he says and has continued to write throughout his life. His plays are always signed Anon. so that 
no-one has to pay royalties. He says he never wanted to make money, he gets pleasure from them 
being performed. He also writes short stories and currently is writing one about a vicar in Guildford. If 
you are interested in reading his stories he will lend them to you. 

‘Tricia McIntosh 

 


