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MINISTER’S LETTER 

On the top of my wardrobe in my 
bedroom is a large cardboard box 
which is very special and precious 
to me – it contains my ‘memories’. It 
has in it all sorts of bits and bobs 
right from my baby days up to the 
present – photos, certificates, school 
reports even! 

It has my old brownie badges, wedding photos and various 
certificates from my social work and counselling days. It has photos 
of the families I supported, and of course photos of my own babies. 
All precious memories which tell the story of my life and which have 
often been used to do just that as I have moved from place to place 
in my ministry in recent years.  

I’m sure many of you will have something similar up in the loft, or 
perhaps have your memories on display all around you at home, 
souvenirs from holidays in exotic, or not so exotic places; 
photographs placed lovingly on shelves and tables to remind you of 
good times and significant events, friends and those you love. 
Sometimes it is good just to spend some time with our memories, 
to remember and reflect on all that has been good in our lives, and 
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especially having lived through these past years of covid 19, to 
be thankful for the memories that have often kept us going. 

Our Bible is full of memories too, written down with love and care 
to remind us of the story of God in the lives of so many through 
the age; memories of encounters with God in the Old Testament, 
and with Jesus in the Gospels, memories of friends made as the 
new followers of ‘The Way of Jesus’ began to grow in number 
with the spread of the early Church. Memories of the difference 
encountering God had made to their lives. St Paul, separated 
from the people of the newly planted Church in Philippi, spoke 
with deep affection in his letters to them: 

‘I thank my God every time I remember you.’ 

Philippians 1:3 

Of course, the memories we have made during this last year may 
not all be good ones. We may have had more time on our hands 
than we were comfortable with and some have found life 
challenging and lonely with just their memories for company. 
Inevitably, there will be others known to us living in care settings 
with dementia who have lost precious time with loved ones and 
who have suffered irreversible memory loss over the course of 
the pandemic. Connections lost that can never be retrieved – and 
there is great sadness in that which should be acknowledged. 

As we have gradually eased back into a life of connection again, 
as we remember– the first coffee with friends, the first barbecue 
with family, that first hug with grandchildren and those we missed 
so much, let’s not forget to continue making fresh and lasting 
memories. Memories we can look back on in the future with great 
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WORSHIP IN JULY & AUGUST 
Lidgett Park (also on zoom): 
  3  July 10.30 Mr John Clay  
10  July 10.30 Local Arrangement  
17  July 10.30 Revd Phil Chilvers  Holy Communion
24  July 10.30 Mr David Laycock 
31  July 10.30 Revd Phil Chilvers   
  18.30 St Edmund’s Church  Ecumenical Service 
  7  Aug 10.30 Dr Stanley Pearson 
14  Aug 10.30 Mr Ted Britton 
21  Aug 10.30 Mr Grenville Jensen 
28  Aug 10.30 Revd Tanya Short  Holy Communion 
  
Shadwell: 
  3  July   9.30 Local Arrangement   
10  July    9.30 Mr Fidelis Chinyama   
17  July  15.00 Mr Ted Britton  Pet Service 
24  July   9.30 Ms Mary Patchett 
31  July   9.30 Mrs Susan Howdle 
  7  Aug   9.30 Prof Peter Howdle 
14  Aug   9.30 Local Arrangement 
21  Aug   9.30 Revd Tanya Short  Holy Communion & 
       General Church  
       Meeting 
28  Aug   9.30 Mr John Summerwill 

Messy Church at Lidgett and Shadwell 4.00 pm 31st August 
Circuit Service 4.00 pm Alwoodley Park 3rd July 

gladness and say with confidence ‘I thank my God every time I 
remember you’. 

Praying for a summer full of making good memories for you 

God bless, Rev Tanya
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PRAYER FOR CHANGE 
This prayer also appears in the magazines of our sister churches, 
St Andrew’s and St Edmund’s 
O Lord 
  
As we look forward to our holidays and time spent with family,  
may we be mindful of those around us who need comfort and 
companionship. 
  
May we enjoy the wonders of Your world and rejoice in its 
variety caring for it as you care for us 
  
We ask this through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

Amen 

ONE OF THOSE DAYS - We all have them 
I wake up late and feeling Lred - well I had worked very hard yesterday…
And it is wet - is it going to be one of those days? The bathroom calls and 
no Lme for quesLoning, I respond immediately and with success. Then 
fatally get back into bed. 

I’ll do something useful- check the weather forecast. Open up today’s 
puzzle page app and today’s jigsaw puzzle. I permit myself just one go at 
each of the three games I play on the tablet whilst my brain whirs into 
acLon. There’s an idea, something that was wandering round my brain 
with God yesterday. Yes that’s it and I start wriLng. Well done Mary!! Now 
whilst we’re on a good run let’s sort the emails……Bin most of them, 
check back informaLon on another, and I can’t do the rest which require 
my brain now.  

So an hour and a half from waking I dress and emerge because there is 
now serious danger my feral cats may have had accidents in the uLlity 
room. Breath of relief as I open the back door- just in Lme - they run out 
and my dog runs in to polish off any remaining cat food.  
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Ah yes the message on the phone - the water bu> collecLon pipe has a 
problem my neighbour tells me, and no it had not woken them up thank 
goodness. I’ll look at that whilst the ke>le is boiling. …. Yes the pipe has 
dropped off the fall pipe. If I climb on the water bu> - have to get a 
stool. That’s be>er, mind the puddle on the top, reach round - not quite 
near enough to fix securely. Climb down, wet trousers. Put stool back, 
pick something off the floor put in the bin and go and change trousers. 
Put water on again for coffee. Hang trousers out. Oh no I forgot to take 
in the seat cushion. It’s sodden. Take off top cover and second cover I 
discover underneath and hang out.  

Take a phone call lasLng 50 minutes whilst finally be able to actually 
pour hot water on my coffee, make and eat breakfast. Phew…. Take the 
breakfast pots in from paLo - oh yes I need to do the bins today. I take 
out several lots to recycle and the rubbish. On my return the bin lid 
won’t open so I have to phaff with that. Return outside to fix pipe to 
waterbu> I’d forgo>en about. Needs tape, retrieve from shed, find old 
towel and mop up water puddle on log burner. Make a mental note 
(fatal) to straighten up the chimney to stop the drip. Go through our 
shared gate next door and tape up the pipe - need knife to cut it - oh 
and it’s the end of the reel. Re fix steps in place, move a piece of wood 
and put knife away - must buy more tape! Empty garden bin and noLce 
my rear number plate has dropped at one side. Find screw underneath 
and screw back in but it needs seeing to, the hole is too big. Will have a 
word with garage. 

I’ll deal with post on stairs and then put most of it in the bin. 
Success let’s sort the immediate out, three more phone calls and the 
opportunity to listen to music and recorded opLons, press the opLon I 
think will get me through the quickest and meet with a modicum of 
success. Fill in more forms on-line and put post to go where I may 
hopefully see it ….. 
Had an idea it may be the source of some agreeing amusement to 
others and wrote this. 
It’s 12 o’clock and I need to walk the dog but will have coffee and a 
breather first. What is your day like??  Mary PatcheD
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BOOK REVIEW 
Where the Crawdads Sing by Delia Owens 
 
A strange book title but all is revealed!  A story of struggle, 
victimisation, determination, redemption success and love. The 
story of Catherine Danielle Clark known as Kya. 
 
Kya's father, a man from an affluent family, met and married her 
mother, during which time he was called up to join the army and 
fight in the war where he suffered serious bullet shots to his leg. 
Consequently he was discharged permanently crippled and 
awarded a small pension. His war experience changed him into a 
heavy gambler, drunkard and violent family man who squandered 
the family fortunes. Now poverty stricken the family of five children, 
two boys and three girls, Kya being the youngest, moved to a 
derelict shack in the desolate marshlands of North Carolina's 
coastline. 
 
Seeking escape from their father's brutality, when old enough and 
given opportunity the three oldest children left home and their 
mother suffering a complete breakdown later walked out and 
disappeared leaving Kya and Jodie the youngest son to cope. 
However Jodie later found an opportunity to go leaving Kya aged 
six alone with her father.  She avoided him whenever possible but 
he would disappear for days on end leaving her to forage for plants, 
left over grits and mussels found on the shore. Eventually he never 
returned home from a drinking spree and it was never known what 
happened to him. 
 
Kya's is a tale of survival. Known as "The Marsh Girl" she was 
ostracised by the community and lived in total isolation her close 
friends being the gulls that she fed every day, and making a little 
money from collecting mussels which were bought by the kindly 
man "Jumpin" at his local store.  She also took her father's boat out 
to sea and caught fish, which were sold and brought her a little 
survival money.  She was forced to attend school by the authorities, 
but having endured one day, being laughed at for her worn out 
clothes and socially isolated, she never returned choosing to hide in 
the marshes when searched for. 
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This is not just a story of sadness but also of kindness encountered 
in "Jumpin" a member of the black community who had first hand 
experience of discrimination and who along with his family grew to 
care for her. Also found in a boy called Tate, her brother Jodie's 
friend whom she met by chance, who offered friendship, taught her 
to read and provided her with books.  She continued to study and 
learnt to write. She had spent her life collecting specimens of the 
flora and fauna of the marshes but was now able to label and 
provide information about them and later with Tate's help publish her 
books. 
 
This is also a story of happiness and achievement and how Kya 
eventually finds true love, acceptance and happiness.  Also there is 
a murder mystery element for those interested. 
 
The author was a wild life scientist in Africa and now lives in the 
mountains of North Carolina  Her intimate knowledge of the flora 
and fauna of the region is apparent in this book. 
 
I recommend "Where the Crawdads Sing " to you and my copy is 
available to borrow. Barbara Holmes

LIDGETT PARK LADIES' GROUP 

The last Meeting before the summer break is Friday 22nd July. 
10.30 am in the Community Hall, and our own Doreen Aldridge will 
be giving us a demonstration of flower arranging.  She's bound to 
have some hints and tips for us so it should be an interesting 
morning.  Moving on to next season, we will start back on the 16th 
September.  Looking forward to seeing all members then and, 
maybe welcoming some new ones? Our Coffee Morning in June 
raised £400 for the Church Project. This is the largest sum we have 
ever raised despite some restrictions caused by the pandemic. 
Many thanks go to the hardworking members of the Committee, the 
volunteer stall holders and also to those who came to support us.  
 We hope everyone had an enjoyable morning. 
Lynne & Anne 
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Frederick Ronald Gelsthorpe 1925-2022 
  
Although christened Frederick he was always 
known to us at Lidgett as Ron. He was born 
in Stourton, at that time a small village on the 
periphery of Leeds. Despite the fact his 
childhood was overshadowed by the death of 
his father when he was five, he had a happy 
childhood and his daughter, Suzanne, 
described for us a boy full of good humour 
and mischief. He has always had a great love 
of food right up until his final illness and his 
appetite was such that his mother had to 
feed him before taking him to anyone’s 

house for a meal to avoid embarrassment. 
  
He left school at the age of 14 to become an engineering 
apprentice. In 1939 he joined the RAF and then, after the war, he 
joined Haythorn Davey, a pump firm in Leeds, later taken over by 
Sulzers. He remained with the firm for 51 years, working his way 
up from the factory floor to become contracts manager, travelling 
the world troubleshooting malfunctioning machines worth millions 
of pounds. 
  
In 1951 he married Joan in what was the start of a long and happy 
marriage. A year later Suzanne was born and three years after 
that, Jill. Suzanne and her father were particularly close with her 
accompanying him on hiking and rock climbing expeditions. 
  
Ron was very keen on making things and handy at DIY. He had a 
workshop in the garage and spent many hours on his projects and 
making things for his children and grandchildren. 
  
He was a man of principle with a passion for fairness and justice, 
something which came to the fore as he stood up for the black 
workers he worked with during his engineering assignments in 
South Africa. 
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In retirement Ron and Joan took up painting. Many of his paintings 
were sold for a nominal fee and several were given to the church to 
raise money for the church projects. He was a man with an 
appetite for knowledge and read widely on subjects such as 
archeology, Middle Eastern history and theology. Not many are as 
well acquainted with the Roman historian Josephus as Ron was. 
He and Joan went on various educational cruises and visits. 
  
He kept himself fit playing golf and bowls until his mid 80’s but 
during the last 10 years of his life he was restricted by increasing 
ill-health. However, he retained his sense of humour and positive 
outlook. When Suzanne asked him once what he felt about dying 
he replied “Millions have accomplished it very successfully, so I 
expect I will too when the time arrives”. Joan’s decline into 
dementia and her final illness was a great sadness to him and 
following her death his greatest wish was to go and join her. 
  
The collection at Ron’s funeral raised £315 for the work of St 
George’s Crypt in supporting the homeless. 
  
With thanks to Suzanne Gelsthorpe 

RIDE FOR RICK 28-29 May 2022 

As many of you know, back on September 11th 2021, my son, 
Richard, died at Bolton Abbey while on a bike ride from Leeds to 
Carlisle. This was a ride he had done for many years with family 
and friends. On this occasion Rick had a massive heart attack and 
despite the efforts of the Yorkshire Air Ambulance and paramedics 
he could not be saved. 
  
In his memory, friends and family organised a memorial Ride for 
Rick to finish the journey that Rick was on last September. This 
idea came from conversations at his funeral, as many of his friends 
are keen cyclists. The plan grew over time and became reality at 
the end of May this year. Rick’s brother, Mark, looked at the route 
and logistics with various other team members as he too would be 
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riding in Rick’s memory. It was also decided that the team would 
raise money for the Yorkshire Air Ambulance. 

  
On the morning of Saturday May 
28th, fourteen cyclists, support 
crew and many, many well-
wishers gathered at Rick’s house 
where his wife, Romy, organised 
the ‘Grand Depart’. Rick’s 
daughters Caitlin, Molly and 
Libby were also there at this very 
busy and emotional time. Molly 
had flown in from America to 

cycle the route, and Caitlin, who is 
expecting her first child this month, was with her husband, Will, to 
see everyone away safely. Libby was an integral part of the support 
team along with Rick’s younger brother, Graeme, and his family. 
  
Graeme rode Rick’s classic 
Woodrup bicycle at the front as 
the group set off amongst a 
cacophony of bells and cheers. 
The well-planned route had 
various stops incorporated, the 
first of which was at Otley where 
the cyclists were met by the 
support team who had supplies 
of bananas, cake, water, juice, 
cookies and flapjack. A support team member used his company 
van so that the bags of riders could be carried, and cycles taken on 
board if necessary. And another kind donor paid for all the diesel on 
the trip. 
  
After Otley, the team arrived at the place on the Bolton Abbey Road 
where Rick’s journey ended last year. The group stopped and were 
met by two representatives of the Yorkshire Air Ambulance. 
Memories were shared and in the distance a curlew called across 
the fields.  
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From Bolton Abbey the cyclists rode through Barden, 
Appletreewick and Burnsall before the lunch stop at Hebden. The 
weather had been perfect for cycling – light winds, no rain, and 
pleasant sunny spells. 
  
The Leeds-Carlisle route was followed to Grassington and along 
the Wharfe valley to Kettlewell. The support team members were 
always there to cheer the group on and took donations from kind 
onlookers. As the roads became narrower, car traffic lessened 
and the cyclists were treated to the marvellous Dales scenery 
around Buckden and Hubberholme. 
  
Then came the big climb – the ascent up Fleet Moss where the 
road rises for two miles at very steep gradients. At the top the 
whole group gathered together around the waiting support team 
and as the curlews and plovers sounded, Mark and Graeme read 
the lyrics to The Joy of Living by Ewan MacColl. 
  
The group sped down the hill to Hawes and on to the Green 
Dragon pub in Hardraw for a well-earned rest, food and 
reminiscing.  
  
In the morning, refreshed and revived by a hearty breakfast, the 
cyclists and support team were treated to more superb weather 
as they made their way to Kirkby Stephen. This route ran parallel 
to the Settle-Carlisle railway line. After more refreshments in 
Kirkby Stephen the group made its way along pleasant roads to 
Appleby before climbing up the Eden valley through Long Marton, 
Milburn, Skirwith and Ousby. At Melmerby the group had a final 
food stop with the support team before the road took them to 
Castle Carrock. 
  
The group regathered and cycled the final three miles to Mark’s 
home in Hayton where there was a very enthusiastic welcome 
from many people. The team rested and ate a wonderful lasagne 
cooked by my daughter-in-law Wendy before departing in various 
directions home via rail, road or bike. 
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It was a very memorable and successful weekend with around 
£8000 raised for the Yorkshire Air Ambulance. Many thanks to 
everyone who participated in this wonderful memorial to my son, 
Rick. 
  
Betty Ashton 

FORMATIVE SCHOOLDAYS? 

Recent items, one on the radio and one in the national press, 
brought back youthful memories of my time at Victoria County 
Primary School. 

The radio one was an item on ‘Saturday Live’ where listeners were 
invited to contact the studio by electronic means (so thankfully 
letting me out) to recount any embarrassing situations and things 
that had gone wrong before, during or after a public theatre stage 



13

performance. The emphasis was generally on wrong things 
although one or two anecdotes had happy endings. As expected the 
main studio guests for the day were of a theatrical/performing 
background. Their reminiscences, although a mixture of 
embarrassment, calamity and “oh dear why did I do that?” had not 
appeared to have disturbed their future careers. 

Being in a church, and a previous one, with a long standing 
theatrical tradition I wondered if any members associated with this 
church have similar recollections which had a negative or an 
positive effect on their further thespian output. 

Not expecting others to recount their experiences without a start I 
give a brief anecdote which may explain why I prefer being a 
listener rather than a performer. 

Imagine if you can a full Assembly Hall at Victoria C.P. School for 
the end of the 1952/1953 school year play. The play ‘TheThree 
Musketeers’. Playing the Captain of the Musketeers a certain 
nervous, soon to move schools schoolboy with initials C.W. 
rehearsed for most of the fortnight before so that we would be word 
and action perfect on the night. My one line of “Musketeers after 
them” as I drew my sword pointing it to the door was honed to 
perfection. The play was underway. The Musketeers were in the 
captain’s office. Suddenly the sound of racing horses (coconuts) 
sounded off stage. I stood up, delivered those special words, drew 
(or tried to draw) my sword and still struggling, watched as the 
Musketeers exited stage left. Well during rehearsals a wooden 
sword was used but I was told that for authenticity a real sword 
would be used ‘on the night’. Not much Health and Safety in those 
days even for 10 year olds. Unfortunately, no-one had told me that 
the scabbard had a safety device/catch. Good job a quick scene 
change stopped my frustrated struggling as minutes later I had still 
not mastered the art of blade extraction. In the intervening years the 
memory of those embarrassing few minutes has gone a long way to 
restrict my on stage presence to two outings - a non-speaking 
Pantomime drummer and part of a chorus in a Cub Show. 
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The newspaper article brought back an incident that, at the time, 
showed my reluctance to do sole public performances. 

Apparently my class teacher, Mr Richardson, who was also the 
school music teacher, thought that as I was top of the class (yes I 
have retained that school report - who wouldn’t?) thought I could 
naturally sing. I was, therefore, told at the next class music lesson 
I would stand in front of all and do a solo. The prospect filled me 
with what? As a 9-year-old dread and child anxiety was still a 
seedling in a psychologist’s locker. A simple ‘play truant for the 
day’ was my get out of singing card. It was quite an eventful but 
hungry day which could be the basis of another story. “The case of 
the retrieved raincoat” comes to mind. 

My reluctance to perform in front of 44 pupils in J1 (yes 44 and no 
teaching assistants) is an extremely minor item in comparison to 
the Bristol University student who found it impossible to speak in 
public as part of her degree course to 329 other students. 
Tragically her ‘get out of speaking card’ was suicide and she was 
diagnosed, after the event, as having “chronic social anxiety 
disorder”.  

Bristol University are appealing after they were ordered to pay. 
£50,000 to the girl’s parents because of Bristol’s lack of a ‘Duty of 
Care’ to the student. 

My reluctance in addressing even modest size groups still persists 
- ask seminar, work and Society leaders. Has Mr Richardson got 
something to answer for or did I just not like his choice of song. 
Cannot remember what I was down for but songs like ‘The Ash 
Grove’ were, I think, popular at the time. 

COLIN WATSON  

Forty is the old age of youth. 50 is the youth of old age. 
Victor Hugo 

It's the company, not the cooking, that makes a  meal. Anon. 
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A PRAYER - The Warmth of Summer Sun   
Under the warmth  
of the summer sun  
the world awakes and blossoms 
into every imaginable colour. 
You created a garden for us to enjoy 
and within it planted  
the most magical of flowers and trees.  
You needed no horticultural training  
to plan your colour scheme, 
no gardening expert  
to recommend variety or design. 
Your garden is perfect 
its colours harmonious  
its scale immense 
spoilt only by the clumsiness of those who tend it. 
Creator God 
who breathed this world into being 
who is discernible within  
the harmony of nature, 
the perfection of a butterfly's wing, 
the grandeur of a mountain range, 
and the soaring eagle and hummingbird, 
thank you for this world 
which you have created. 
Thank you for summer sun 
which reminds us  
that your creative breath  
is still alive and active.  
Thank you for the warmth of your love  
sustaining this world: 
your garden. Amen 
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THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE NEW TESTAMENT 
  
I ended last month’s article on the Old Testament by noting that 
Christianity rearranged the order of the Hebrew books adopted from 
Judaism so that the Old Testament ends with the prophets. The 
New Testament, which contains Greek Christian texts written 
between the 50s and 120s CE, begins with the Gospels, showing 
how these prophesies have been fulfilled. The first three are the 
Synoptics, so called because they have a common perspective in 
recording Jesus’ life and ministry. We know now that Mark was 
written first and used as a source by Matthew and Luke, but 
originally Matthew was thought to be the earliest, and so it comes 
first. It (like Luke, but unlike Mark) starts with the nativity, which is 
told in such a way that it emphasises, often by direct reference and 
quotation, how Jesus’ birth and the events surrounding it fulfil the 
Old Testament prophesies. Following these three synoptic 
narratives of events and teaching, we then have the Gospel of 
John, the last of the gospels to be written and distinctive in giving 
Jesus longer discourses, including many about his own status as 
the Son of God. With the Gospels (literally the Good News) thus set 
out at the head of the New Testament, we then have the Acts of the 
Apostles, describing how the Good News spread beyond the Jews 
to Gentiles across the eastern Mediterranean. In this Paul, 
converted after Jesus’s ascension, was the leading figure; and so, 
after Acts, we have a collection of Paul’s letters to the scattered 
communities of converts, advising and explaining, admonishing and 
encouraging. Not all of those once attributed to Paul were actually 
by him, but many are. After them come several other letters 
ascribed, not necessarily accurately, to a variety of authors. Finally, 
picking up the theme of the Second Coming, which is present in all 
of these texts, we have Revelation or the Apocalypse of John the 
Divine (once – but no longer -- thought to be the apostle John). 
  
The letters written by Paul are the earliest of all of  these texts: he 
began writing them in the 50s. Over the next six or seven decades 
the other texts were produced, with the Gospels obviously drawing 
upon oral tradition that must have circulated before anything was 
written down. So none of our New Testament texts is earlier than 
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the second generation of Christianity, and several are products of 
the third and fourth generation. 
             
There is good evidence that the Gospels, Epistles and Acts were 
already accepted as an essential core of Christian texts by the 
second century, although it was not by any means a closed 
collection at this stage. Other texts were hovering on the fringes, 
Revelation among them: it was the last to be generally accepted, 
probably as late as the fourth century. Two other texts commonly 
keeping company with the core were the Apocalypse of Peter, and 
The Shepherd of Hermes, although they were not the only ones. In 
the end these others were not included, although interestingly The 
Shepherd is present in the mid-fourth century Codex Sinaiticus, 
which gives us our earliest surviving complete New Testament. It is 
in the fourth century that we see increasing agreement on a fixed 
content for the New Testament, often arranged in our familiar order, 
although that differs from the order in the Codex Sinaiticus. The Old 
and New Testaments as we know them were formally fixed in Rome 
in 382, confirming a tradition that was already widespread.  
Joyce Hill 

ONCE MORE WITH FEELING 

Thank you so much Lidgett Park Drama Group for helping us to put 
behind us the isolation of the pandemic and return to the “Good Old 
Days”. I was privileged to see it twice and enjoyed every minute of 
both performances. It was witty, musical (yes the singing really 
was!) and cheered us all up. Thank you to David Wilkes for his 
interludes and to everyone who worked so hard to make the 
evening a success. 

There have been some very favourable reviews in the press: 
  “An evening that showed us just how much we’ve missed over the 
past two years or so.”  The Shadwell Observer 
  
  “A rattling good evening out. I was held.” The Roundhay Times 
  
  “A truly enjoyable evening.” The Lidgett Courier 
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  “A wonderful ensemble performance.” The Chapel Allerton Sentinel 
  
  “A real treat for all who attended.” The Moortown Advertiser 
  
  “What a talented troupe!” The Gledhow Mirror  

What better accolades could one hope for!  
Stan Pearson 
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THE QUEEN’S JUBILEE 

I would like to extend a big Thank You to Margaret and the Project 
Team for their Platinum Platter. It was a happy and memorable 
celebration of the 75 years of the Queen’s reign with good food 
and the opportunity for us to meet with friends again after the 
restrictions of the pandemic. A total of £582 was raised for the 
Church Project. To those who were unable to come I hope the 
pictures below will give a flavour of the enjoyment we all had. 
Stan Pearson 
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Someone who couldn’t wait for the Jubilee! Good things at our 
monthly coffee morning: 
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SHADWELL METHODIST CHURCH 
  
There were lots of exciLng events in our village over 
the Jubilee weekend, and although it was a week later, 
our Jubilee Café was 
also successful. It 
was so well a>ended 
that we had to 
squeeze in extra 

tables. We enjoyed 
cakes representaLve of each decade of 
the Queen’s reign, along with the usual 
Bacon Buies and soups. It was pleasing 
to see new faces, and with books and 
plants to buy, it was a full morning with a lovely atmosphere, raising over 
£300 for charity.  

This year’s General Church MeeLng is scheduled for 21st August, when 
everyone can have their say on all aspects of our Church. 
We are holding a special Pet Service on 17th July at 3pm. This is a 
thanksgiving service for our pets, many of which have been such a help to 
our welfare over the past few years, and all pets are invited. This will be an 
outdoor service held in the gardens around church, for obvious reasons. 
Please take this as a general invitaLon, we look forward to meeLng you 
and your pets. 
Our next Café Mornings are July 12th and August 9th, with Saturday 
Coffee and Cake Mornings on 23rd July and 27th August. So if you are not 
on holiday, there is always somewhere to go! 
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AutopointTroy HAREHILLS
Harehills Lane, Leeds LS8 5JT.

HALTON
Selby Road, Leeds LS15 0QL.

(0113) 264 5826
(0113) 260 8464

(0113) 240 4141

Claim £10 OFF your
next Troy service!
BRING THIS COUPON WITH YOU TO QUALIFY
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*

*If repaired on
our premises

ALL MAKES
ALL MODELS
SERVICE

INCLUDING RE-TEST

TYRES

FOR MORE INFORMATION VISIT:

www.troyautopoint.co.uk

£10£10£10 OOOFFFFFF
YOUR NEXT 
SERVICE!

On production of this voucher.

including Oil & Filter!

OR TELEPHONE 
FOR LATEST PRICES
OR TELEPHONE 
FOR LATEST PRICES

VISIT OUR ONLINE 
TYRE STORE

55
1965 to 2020

A Family Business Since 1965
• SERVICE • KNOWLEDGE • INTEGRITY

WE SERVICE HYBRIDS!

SAVE £££££S

On production of this voucher.
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