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MINSTER’S LETTER 

Dear Friends, 

There is a young teenage woman wanting to turn the world upside 
down! Greta Thunberg has challenged political leaders to change 
our practices and policies to prevent the ongoing march of climate 
change from getting worse. She, like her contemporaries, want to 
have a future in this world that is not damaged by the impact of 
environmental thoughtlessness that has characterised much of the 
patterns of living that we have become used to in the Western 
economies of the world. She along with the “Extinction Rebellion” 
movement is calling for a radical change in our life style. 

There is another young teenage woman who has a central place in 
our story of the Gospel of Jesus Christ. Mary, the young mother of 
Jesus, who said “Yes” to God’s call on her life, and sang her song 
of rebellion, proclaiming a reversal of values that would be the hall 
mark of the Kingdom that her son had come to proclaim. In the 
song that we call “The Magnificat” Mary sings of the powerful 
being brought down from their thrones, and the lowly being lifted 
up, and the hungry being filled with good things. 

Question: How can these two young womens’ visions and dreams 
become reality ?   
Answer: Only with a lot of serious commitment to changing the 
way we live. 

In recent years we have been invited to join in a global initiative of 
the Church where we are called to pray especially in the 9 day 
period between Ascension Day (Thursday 30th May) and 
Pentecost Sunday (9th June) under the theme “The Kingdom 
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Come”. You can find a lot of resources to help you at the website: 
www.thykingdomcome.global . Many of us are not teenagers any 
longer, but you might like to share this website with the teenagers 
that you know, to encourage them to see that these ideas of 
seeking a better world are not far but the central affirmations of 
Gospel hope. As with Mary’s call, it is only as we say “yes” that 
things happen. We are invited to pray for God’s Spirit to move 
within the church, for without the energy of the Spirit, it is hard to 
see how that necessary change of lifestyle that is being asked 
for, will ever happen. 

Happy Praying !     
Love and Peace,         
Robert 

WORSHIP IN JUNE 

2nd June 10.30 am Mr John Clay  

9th June 10.30 am Prof Peter Howdle Pentecost 

16th June 10.30 am Revd Phil Chilvers Holy Communion 

23rd June 10.30 am Revd Robert Creamer  

30th June 10.30 am Mr Edward Britton 
   

PRAYER FOR CHANGE

These prayers are published also in the magazines of our 
ecumenical partners, St Andrew’s Church and St Edmund’s 
Church.

Lead us to dream

From our realism and cynicism 
Lead us to dream. 
From our knowledge and education 
Lead us to imagine. 

http://www.thykingdomcome.global
http://www.thykingdomcome.global
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From our powerlessness and fear 
Lead us to courage. 
From our conscience salving and occasional giving 
Lead us to deeper commitment. 
From our expressions of horror and disbelief 
Lead us to tears. 
From our strength and privilege 
Lead us to share. 
From our measured responses 
Lead us to love.    

We ask this in the name of Jesus Christ  
Your Son, our Lord.    Amen 

St Martin’s Church

DO NOT BE DAUNTED 

Do not be daunted 
by the enormity 

of the world's grief. 

Do justly,now. 
Love mercy,now. 
Walk humbly,now. 

We are not obligated 
to complete the work, 

but neither are you free 
to abandon it. 

The Talmud 
With thanks to Gerry Leake

There is little hope for us until we become tough-minded enough to 
break loose from the shackles of prejudice, half-truths, and 
downright ignorance. Martin Luther King 
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ALCOHOL ON CHURCH PREMISES 

A Letter in support of Irving Theaker. 

Coming from a similar almost teetotal background (even to the 
extent that my father was also born in 1902) I find myself agreeing 
with Irving that the Methodist Church should look again at its 
historical banning of alcohol on church premises. I enjoy a glass of 
wine, especially at mealtimes, and have no real concerns if my 
companions or those around me in public drink in moderation. The 
operative word being moderation as I have no doubt the whole of 
the Church family considers heavy drinking, like drugs, gambling 
and smoking, a source of so much hurt, anxiety and ill-health which 
can in many instances blight the household/ communities in which 
excess occurs. 

Would the relaxing of the ban on special, specific occasions on 
church premises and controlled by church members cause any 
social or community problems? I think not. I may be wrong, but I do 
not believe that Irving expects the complete removal of the ban but, 
within agreed parameters, it should be flexible. Although, as it has 
been pointed out, our local churches do allow the consumption of 
alcohol within their premises I cannot say whether drinks are 
consumed within the actual church. 

As Irving points out, Immaculate Heart has a bar detached from the 
main church building – open for use I would imagine at all adult 
social functions and providing a steady income source. I have not 
attended a St Andrews or St Edmunds event where alcohol was on 
offer so I cannot comment on whether it was included in the ticket 
price (as our tea, coffee and soft drinks) or where it was 
consumed. The Greek Orthodox Church in Harehills has recently 
won approval to extend its alcohol licence (YEP, Tuesday April 16th 
2019). 

I have recently had two occasions to travel to choral concerts, one 
at Carlisle Cathedral, the other at St Andrews Parish Church in 
Penrith. At both venues wine and soft drinks were available at the 
interval and both within the church (in the nave at Penrith and 
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nearly in the nave at Carlisle). Wine £3 a glass, orange juice 50p 
or apple juice 40p a glass at both venues. A past treasurer informs 
me that the money by this means helps to defray expenses. On a 
good evening 300/400 audience (not everyone drinks, of course) 
enough is raised to pay for a soloist so hardly an excess of heavy 
drinking. Probably after paying £12 or £15 entrance fee the 
additional cost is off-putting or is it the outside toilets on a cold 
night? 

The Methodist Church has been ahead of certain other 
denominations regarding the role and promotion of women within 
the Church and has embraced social media (well some of you*), 
provided dementia-friendly environments, adopted stringent 
safeguarding policies etc., so surely the powers that be could be 
asked to review again the alcoholic drink policy to see whether 
18th/19th century fears and principles are ‘fit for purpose’ in the 
21st century. A 2019 conference motion perhaps? 

I don’t think Irving is advocating a ‘carte blanche’ policy or money-
making proposal regarding alcohol on the premises, just a little 
leeway to celebrate on those infrequent special church occasions. 
On the Drama Group’s Golden Jubilee celebrations, we should not 
only commend them for their loyalty but also applaud and thank 
them for all their hard work and dedication in providing hours of 
entertainment not only at Lidgett Park but to the much wider 
community through their multifaceted productions. Oh yes, they 
have! It would appear that most members at the Golf Club know 
the Methodist’s attitude to alcohol so my purchase of a half pint 
lager shandy elicits the friendly mixed denominational comment, 
“Tut, tut does the minister know. You’ll have to go to confession.” I 
don’t know what they would say about my wine-bearing duties on 
church safari suppers or being at the bar dispensing wine at 
church garden parties. 
Colin Watson 
I have marked the point in the text (*) where misunderstanding 
may arise. As I type out Colin’s immaculate and legible hand 
writing I assure you he is not a fan or user of modern technology. 
Ed. 
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Booze Doesn’t Chose. 

The Link editor asked for your comments on Irving Theaker’s letter 
in which he wrote: ‘May I ask, if it is not time to revisit the historical 
ban?’ [by the Methodist Church of alcoholic drinks from church 
premises]. Irving asks how relevant this is today. 

This year the marvellous Lidgett Park Drama Group celebrates its 
Golden Jubilee, and they wanted to have a glass of wine with their 
meal at the church. This has been refused. Rules are rules! 
Recently, Dr Marin Schweiger reported back to the Quaker 
Meeting on the recent Conference on Decriminalisation of Drugs 
held at Hinsley Hall, Leeds (22nd to 24th Feb 2019). In his report 
Martin writes, ‘ Alcohol and cigarettes are legal but impose 
considerable adverse consequences that make the harms 
associated with all other drugs look minimal (7,607 deaths in 2017 
attributed directly to alcohol, around 80,000 deaths in England and 
Wales from tobacco and 3,744 deaths in England and Wales from 
all other types of drug). [ The point Martin is making is that as a 
society we have an inconsistent and illogical approach to addictive 
drugs. Ed]. 

Alcohol still ruins lives. The Bible says, ‘Try to live in such a way 
that you will never make your brother stumble by letting him see 
you doing something he thinks is wrong.’ (Romans 14 verse13). 
The right thing to do is to quit drinking wine or doing anything else 
that offends your brother or makes him sin (verse 21). 
Personally, I feel some rules are good. God bless you. 

Joyce Wood. 

Did you know: In the past when two boxers met for a fight they 
stood either side of a line scratched in the dirt. Hence " being up to 
scratch" 

Quote from a Stephen King character " Just promise me you'll stop 
every once in a while, and acknowledge the day (honey). It's the 
only one you'll have until tomorrow". 
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OPEN WELCOME CELEBRATION WEEKEND 

The Open Welcome Project is nearly finished with the completion 
of the new entrance. We are having a celebration weekend from 
Friday June 14 to Sunday June 16. 
  
The church will be open and there will be floral displays about the 
life of the church, displays from church organisations and users. 
Refreshments will be served. The new entrance will be dedicated 
at a Sunday morning service.  

To make this as successful as possible we need help : 

• Distributing leaflets in the locality 
• Taking posters to shops/ libraries etc 
• Telling your friends and neighbours and inviting them to come. 
• Welcoming people in the church ( some of this can be a sitting 

down task!) 
• Helping with serving refreshments 

If you can help please can you put your name on the lists in the 
lounge 

Thank you very much. We hope you will enjoy the weekend. 

Sue Wittrick

THE RECENT DEDICATION OF THE COMPLETED WORKS 
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GRANDMOTHERS  -An essay by an 8-year old. 

A grandmother is a lady who has no children of her own, 
so she likes other people's little girls. 
A grandfather is a man grandmother. 
He goes walks with the boys and they talk about fishing, 
tractors and like that. 
Grandmothers don't have to do anything except be there. 
They are old, so they shouldn't play hard or run. 
It's enough if they drive us to the shops where the pretend horse 
is and have lots of five cent pieces ready. 
They are often fat, but not too fat to tie kid's shoe laces. 
They wear funny glasses and funny underwear  
and they can take their teeth and gums off. 
Everyone should try to have one because  

Grandmothers are the only grown-ups who have time. 
With thanks to Rachel Mounsey
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MEMORIES OF WESLEY COLLEGE HEADINGLEY  

I first came to live in Leeds in 1966 when I was appointed as RE 
teacher at Rothwell Grammar School (now Rodillian School). My 
interview was In March or April and my college term was ending 
around Whitsun, so, having been offered and accepted the post 
for September, I asked if there was any chance of a temporary 
summer job. They gave me seven weeks teaching  at 
Wrenthorpe Primary School. The Methodist minister at Armley, 
where I first found a room, made arrangements for me to stay 
with an elderly single local preacher in Farnley during those 
weeks, then as a guest at Wesley College in Headingley when I 
returned in September. I lived there for a year, the last year of its 
existence as a Methodist theological college training men for the 
ministry, and a wonderful year it was. 

The college, originally built in 1886 to train missionaries, was a 
rambling Victorian Gothic construction on two floors around a 
courtyard with adjacent separate dwellings for tutors. By the time 
I knew it the student body was too small for the building (a few 
dozen, perhaps), which is why there were spare rooms to let to 
guests. They students were nearly all young single men and 
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resident in term time. The very few married men lived out. Women 
were not yet admitted to the ministry, and part-time training was 
not an option. Some were taking a degree at the University.  Most 
were being trained through lectures and seminars at the college, 
which had a small team of scholars in residence. 

College life had its own customs, routines and traditions, much of 
which I missed because I was out at work during the day. There 
was, though, much in which I and the few other guests shared. 
We each had a study on the ground floor, sparsely furnished with 
an oak desk, upright chair, easy chair and some bookshelves, 
and a bedroom on the first floor with nothing much apart from the 
bed and chest of drawers in it. We personalised our study as best 
we could with pot plants and powered our desk lamps, radios and 
record players from a dangerous array of adaptors plugged into 
the room’s only electrical supply, the solitary pendant light. The 
lino floors were very cold in the mornings, so one thing I did 
during that year was make a crochet woollen mat. Bathrooms, 
toilets and laundry rooms (all very cold) were shared. There was a 
little used snooker room. Meals were taken together in the 
refectory (a very fine, lofty hall) and the only other facilities 
provided were the chapel, the library and the lecture rooms. It 
was quite a Spartan way of life, though the food was good and 
plentiful.  

Breakfast was informal, I think. I was never there for morning 
prayers or lunch, the main meal for the students, but I enjoyed the 
high tea. We were divided into ‘tea clubs’ of about half a dozen of 
different years, who formed what was almost a traditional 
Methodist ‘class’. We sat together at the same table and gathered 
in each other’s rooms in turn after chapel every evening for long 
and wonderful conversations. One person from each table went to 
the hatch to bring back the food, which we served to each other, 
and custom dictated that you looked out for your neighbours so 
that no-one ever had to ask anyone to pass them anything or fill 
their cup. Ministers learnt manners as well theology! 

After tea the students had to be in their studies working from 6 
until 9, then all attended chapel for a short service led by each 
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student or guest in turn on a rota, with readings from the college’s 
own lectionary and the student’s choices of hymns. My knowledge 
of The Methodist Hymn Book increased enormously in that year. 
Then we took whatever snacks and buns had been provided on the 
trolley back to our tea clubs and talked theology and current affairs 
often late into the night. There was, of course, quite a diversity of 
views from fundamentalist evangelical, through middle-of-the road 
liberalism to the fashionable radical existentialism of Paul Tillich 
and Robinson’s Honest to God. There was a lot to argue about. For 
me as a young local preacher and RE teacher it was just the ticket! 

Friday evening was rather special. All staff and students, including 
the married men and their spouses, attended a full evening service 
with a visiting preacher, often of some note. I’m sure I found nearly 
all of these services inspiring at the time, yet  the only one I recall 
was the one that wasn’t. The preacher was the Principal of the 
Wesley Deaconess College, Ilkley, and author of the standard local 
preacher textbook Worship and Preaching. He did everything 
exactly as his book said you should—and it was wooden and 
boring! That was a useful lesson in how not to preach! 
College was pretty empty at weekends. The footballers were 
playing matches on Saturdays against other colleges; Saturday 
evening was for going out;  and almost everyone was out 
preaching on Sunday, often two services which might be anywhere 
in Yorkshire or even over the Pennines in the other place. A 
delicious cold supper on Sunday nights awaited them on their 
return as they shared their stories of their experiences in chapels 
large and small. 

The college staff was reduced in this last year of its existence 
before closure. As far as I recall, it comprised Raymond George 
(Principal), an expert in liturgy and ecumenical matters, Morley 
Rattenbury, church historian and a member of a distinguished 
Methodist family, Herbert Cooke (Old Testament) and , I think, 
Vincent Parkin (New Testament). David Calvert, the assistant tutor, 
later became minister at Headingley Methodist Church. I had 
missed by a few years that notable Old Testament scholar Norman 
Snaith, who had been my external examiner for my Biblical Studies 
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degree in Cardiff, and also the illustrious, internationally 
renowned New Testament scholar, Vincent Taylor, Raymond 
George’s predecessor as Principal. Our Methodist colleges in 
those days could boast many scholars, who gave great benefit to 
the students they trained for ministry and through them the 
congregations to whom they transmitted their learning in meaty 
sermons. Headingley Methodist Church often had college staff as 
their preachers. 

Wesley College had a superb library for its students, and it was a 
great joy to me to have round-the-clock access to it. It was 
thrilling to pick up a first edition of a Charles Wesley hymnbook 
and to feel a sense of continuity with the first Methodists two 
centuries earlier. The library went to Wesley College Bristol when 
Headingley closed and amalgamated in Bristol with the former 
Didsbury Theological College, which had moved from Manchester 
in 1951. After Wesley College closed the best of the library’s 
contents went to the John Rylands Library in Manchester to join 
the rest of the magnificent Methodist collection there.  

Raymond George was a shy and reticent single man, who lived 
with his housekeeper in a large house alongside the college. He 
was much loved and respected by the student body. I learnt a lot 
from him myself in later days about the history of liturgy. He was a 
member and latterly Chair of the Joint Liturgical Group, an 
ecumenical group of scholars who were responsible in the 1970s 
and later for bringing common standards to the prayer books of 
the various main denominations based on what is known about 
the worship of the churches of the first centuries. It was he and 
his colleagues who changed Holy Communion from being an 
occasional extension of the preaching service for the few to being 
a full service in its own right, open to all and more frequent. With 
a common lectionary and shared versions of the principal 
traditional texts, our services today are more similar to those of 
other denominations than they have ever been. Raymond was 
very particular about observing the Christian calendar, so when 
the students went around to the tutors’ houses to sing carols at 
the end of term before Christmas we had to sing an Advent hymn 
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(Lo, he comes) at his house. Quite right too!  After Headingley 
closed in 1967, Raymond George became Principal of our 
Richmond College until that closed in 1972, then he taught at 
Wesley College Bristol. After his retirement in 1981 he became 
Warden of Wesley’s New Room in Bristol. 

It was, perhaps, inevitable that a shrinking church could no longer 
sustain the many theological colleges we once ran. There were 
neither the students nor the finance to continue with so many 
institutions. How shrunken we are, having lost Didsbury, 
Headingley, Ilkley, Richmond, Hartley Victoria, Bristol and Wesley 
House Cambridge. Some would contend that it is actually better 
for the church that our ministers should be trained ecumenically, 
as they are at Queen’s in Birmingham. Flexible ways of training 
ministers by distance learning and using theological departments 
in universities makes it much easier for older candidates with 
families to move from another career. That is, no doubt, true. 
Nevertheless, I regret the loss of something that was very valuable 
and irreplaceable in the old theological colleges, which was the 
immersion in a Methodist ethos and lifestyle that formed ministers 
in those days and shaped their identity and outlook. That year 
made a big impression on me and opened my eyes to a Catholic 
and Wesleyan Methodism wider and richer than I had ever 
imagined, even though I was living only on the fringes of the 
college and its life. How much bigger was the mark it made on the 
men who lived there for three or four years and carried into the 
next forty or more years of their ministry the disciplines they had 
learnt and the values of community cohesion, service, diligence 
and striving together to ‘build each up’ in faith and holiness. 

The Headingley buildings and the extensive site they occupied, 
with its playing fields, were bought by a Catholic Order, the Little 
Sisters of the Poor, who turned it into their nunnery and built 
sheltered accommodation on the land. It was eventually taken over 
by the Catholic Diocese and, much refurbished and modernised, it 
is today a thriving resource, conference and administrative centre 
for the Diocese. It retains the chapel, and one of the meeting 
rooms is called the John Wesley room, acknowledging in fine 
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ecumenical spirit the college’s Methodist origins. If only the 
Methodist Church had had the imagination, foresight and courage 
of the Catholics, we could have done the same ourselves with 
Headingley or any or all of the colleges we have closed. Someone 
once said that the saddest words in the English language are ‘If 
only...’  

John S. Summerwill 

AN UNEXPECTED EXPERIENCE 

Many years ago as a lone parent and struggling financially, I 
approached Leeds University to offer student accommodation as I 
had a spare bedroom and so American Judy came into my life to 
study a Master’s Degree in Politics. Judy was a Methodist and it 
was interesting to compare the American version with our own. 

At the time I heard of a production taking place at the Grand 
Theatre called "Godspell" which depicted Jesus as a red nosed 
clown.  I felt deeply offended by this and thought there was no way 
I would ever support such a production.To my horror Judy arrived 
home and announced she had bought tickets for "Godspell" as a 
birthday treat for me. Not wishing to  cause offence and swallowing 
my prejudice plus the difficulty in finding a baby sitter, we set off. 

How wrong could I have been!  I was mesmerised by the 
production and found it a very spiritual experience.  During the 
interval the cast invited the audience to come back stage and 
share bread and wine with them. As we were "up in the gods" I 
would never have thought of taking up the offer but of course I 
didn't reckon with American Judy who dragged me to my feet and 
down many flights of stairs to join in the invitation. 

This has remained a lasting experience for me and I often play the 
music from the much loved musical. 
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Day by day 
Dear Lord three things I pray 

See Thee more clearly 

Love Thee more dearly 

Follow Thee more nearly 

Day by day 

Perhaps you have an unexpected experience to share? 

Barbara Holmes 

SETH’S TALE –with apologies to St Luke. 

Seth and his companions had endured a cold, miserable and 
almost sleepless night on the far away boundary of the family 
farm and was not best pleased with the prospect of another day 
repairing and improving stock pens, victims of recent stormy 
weather. Seth had arrived with Jed and Jude, two longstanding 
hired workers, around midday the previous day after a four-hour 
trek with donkey and materials from the family home. 

As the day dawned, the three workers finished their modest meal 
and prepared themselves to continue their task, Seth’s attention 
was drawn to movement someway off, which came and went as 
the early morning mist swirled as the sun rose further above the 
horizon. Soon movement became the outline of a man. Seth 
stared at the approaching figure and a slight sense of unease ran 
through him. There was something vaguely familiar about the 
walk and the outline, but the ragged cloak and heavy hood hid 
the stranger’s features. It can’t be, can it? Why now? Why at all? 
How shall I acknowledge him if it is? Questions flashed through 
Seth’s mind as the stranger got closer. “Jonathan, brother 
Jonathan is it you?”, Seth tentatively called out. 
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The stranger stopped as if his head bent posture had made him 
unaware of any nearby human presence. Pushing back his hood 
and looking across at the caller the stranger answered, “Yes Seth, 
this miserable person standing before you is indeed your brother.” 
Seth and Jonathan faced each other under the watchful and 
anxious eyes of Jed and Jude who had been in the farm’s employ 
at the time of Jonathan’s dramatic departure. Should they hug, 
shake hands, civilly greet one another or indulge in why and 
wherefore recriminations? Much to the relief of the two workers, the 
brothers did nothing. 

“I don’t want to know why you have returned or listen to your 
account of your activities in the last few years, but I assume you 
intend to visit our father. He would never forgive me if I didn’t offer 
you some hospitality. You certainly look as if a good wash and a 
bite to eat would not go amiss. Help yourself to some of our 
provisions. When you have eaten and rested a while, Jed will 
accompany you to the family home as there have been many 
alterations to the land and property while you have been away. The 
donkey can also be used if you get too weary.” Without further 
prompting or word of thanks Jonathan ravenously set about Seth 
and the workers’ remaining food and water. While feeding Jonathan 
could not resist recounting what he had been doing in the years he 
had been away. He seemed to delight in stories which 
embarrassed Jed and Jude and which made Seth shudder with 
anger at the thought of the waste of both time and material 
resources expended by this arrogant and selfish younger brother 
sat before them. “Enough of these tales Jonathan. No more. Keep 
the rest of your self-indulgent escapades and self-inflicted troubles 
for your confrontation with our father.” 

A sullen silence enveloped the little group as they prepared for 
Jonathan and Jed’s departure for the family home. Seth only 
allowed himself to relax a little after Jonathan, a rather smug 
Jonathan, convinced him that his frailty necessitated riding the 
donkey with Jed attending to them both as they journeyed. “Tell our 
father that with the work the two of us have yet to complete it could 
be late on in the evening before Jude and I get back home.”, Seth 
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called after his departing brother. By a wave of the hand Jed 
acknowledged the call. 

Throughout the morning, through the hottest time of the day and 
into the early evening Seth and Jude toiled to complete the 
rebuilding work. While working Seth’s thoughts travelled back 
through the years to the time when Jonathan had stunned the 
family by demanding to have his share of the property well in 
advance of tradition. Try as the family might to convince Jonathan 
to stay, he was adamant that the land should be divided and other 
assets transferred to him. Jonathan, as always, got what he 
wanted. He would never understand why father agreed to 
relinquish so much good land and property as it left the family in 
an almost uneconomical situation. However, following a brief 
period of heartache and apparently a sense of abandonment felt 
by their father, the family had, with the devoted hard work of Jed, 
Jude and other helpers, brought back the property through a 
period of hardship and austerity to its former standing in the area. 
Even the land sold by Jonathan had been repurchased. 

These thoughts together with many others swirled around Seth’s 
head well after the work had been finished and he and Jude made 
their weary way back in the late evening to the family home. Still 
some way from home, they were met by an excited Jed. “Master, 
you are not going to like this.”, Jed said to Seth. “Your father has 
welcomed Jonathan back into the household as if nothing had 
happened between them. At this very moment, the other hired 
workers are going around the neighbours inviting them to a hastily 
arranged welcome home get together.” 

“How can this be? Did you not take my brother directly to my 
father and tell him about our encounter on the farm’s boundary?”, 
demanded Seth. “I’m sorry master but this is what happened.”, 
recounted Jed. “Your brother had been riding the donkey all the 
way until we reached that little ravine where the track is hidden 
from view from the house. Your brother dismounted and told me 
that he could certainly now find his way back without my help. He 
ordered me to take the donkey back to its paddock by an 
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alternative but much longer route. Master, I could not refuse. I 
watched as he climbed out of the ravine and set of, in my eyes 
almost feigning injury and fatigue, towards the farmhouse. That 
was the last time I saw your brother until I was summoned to the 
house and ordered to come and fetch you.” 

Extremely tired after days of toil and in a very dark mood Seth 
approached his home and was astonished to see the house so 
well-lit (for it was now late evening) and, as he got nearer, 
through the open doorway and windows a scene of celebration. 
What made his anger boil up was to see his brother taking 
centre stage clothed and bejewelled as if ready for a marriage 
feast. What really hurt was the smug and arrogant ‘I’ve won 
again’ expression on Jonathan’s face. 

Seth could not bring himself to enter the house. The brothers’ 
father saw Seth through the open doorway and went out to 
explain the reason and entreat him to join the celebrations. 
“Celebrations, father, for the son who cause you and the family 
so much hardship and heartache when he left. The son you 
have hardly had a good word for even if his name was 
mentioned. Lost! The family made no effort to ‘find’ him after he 
left. We spend more time and effort looking for our neighbour’s 
lost sheep. Jonathan will promise you anything, and sound 
sincere and convincing to get out of any troublesome situation 
of his own making. In the end, what has he to lose?” 

“I appear to have been invisible since Jonathan’s departure.”, 
thought Seth. “I hope I can control my anger, for at the moment I 
can understand how Cain felt, the elder brother not good 
enough for the father. I wonder how soon Jonathan will come 
and help me in the fields!”. 

Colin Watson 

The parables of Jesus were told often leaving people to draw 
their own conclusions as to their message. I think many have 
felt the elder brother was unfairly treated by the welcome and 
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forgiveness shown to his younger brother. It is not the only parable 
on this theme. See also the parable of the labourers in the vineyard 
(Matt 20: 1-16) Ed. 

LONELINESS AND BEFRIENDING 

I came across an article in the newspaper recently which caught 
my eye. Nowadays we are so used to hearing about the 'generation 
gap' that it was refreshing to find that there are instances where 
that gap has been bridged. The following is taken from the ‘i’ 
newspaper dated 18 April, 2019. 

“ I never thought that I ( the 27 year-old author of the article, 
Radhika Sanghani ) would have an 86 year-old friend, but that's 
exactly what Alison is to me. I first started visiting her on a 
voluntary basis after I signed up to a befriending scheme with the 
charity Age UK Camden. I was inspired to do it after reading 
endless articles about isolated older people in the UK who never 
had any visitors. I'd just gone freelance, and easily had the time to 
spare an hour a week to pop in for a cup of tea and a chat with 
someone. 

But the truth of it is that I also wanted more connection and 
company. Leaving my office job to go freelance meant that I was no 
longer surrounded by people and I was starting to feel lonely. The 
thought of spending an hour a week with an older person in my 
neighbourhood didn't sound like charity; it sounded like a perfect 
way to help two people dealing with loneliness. 

We've talked about everything from my love life and hers, our 
families, and what life was like for her as a child during the Second 
World War. We have also sat together in companionable silence. 
She always tells me how much she enjoys my visits and my 'fresh, 
youthful energy' ( even though she hates that I'm usually wearing 
black! ) and we always end up laughing over the generational 
differences between us.” 
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The above abstract, which I have taken from a longer article, 
highlights two important points. The first is that loneliness is not 
something which is the prerogative of the elderly, but something 
which extends across all age groups. The second is that 
something can be done to mitigate it, which does not have to 
take up too much time, and can be of benefit to both the visitor 
and the visited. 

Befriending is an important initiative, and one which clearly 
would benefit from the widest publicity. To find out more about 
befriending in our area, contact Age UK or visit  do-it.org. 

Gerry Leake 

PROJECT NEWS. JUNE 2019. 

We will all by now have seen – and hopefully admired – the new 
entrance and look forward to the Open Welcome Celebration 
weekend between June 14th & 16th. A bonus of raising money for 
our own church, as opposed to other charities, is that we will see 
in person the outcome of the fund-raising for many years to 
come.  

That said, we now move forward into supporting Oasis Relief 
Zambia and the Sreepur Village in Bangladesh. These two 
charities will already be well known to many of us. Mary Patchett 
has held a number of fund-raisers for Zambia, not least her 
delicious Pancake Parties. Jan Rippin has sold items made by 
the women in Sreepur Village on the Fairtrade stall at every 
Saturday Coffee Morning. We look forward to helping to boost 
the funds to both these much-needed charities. 

A request has been made by the Elysian Singers to hold a 
concert in church on Saturday July 13th , profits from which will 
be given to the project. They have given a concert at Lidgett 
before and it was very successful. We were delighted to be 
asked and look forward to the evening’s entertainment. Further 
details will appear in the July Link. 

http://do-it.org
http://do-it.org
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The Saturday prior to this ( July 6th )  is, of course, the Summer 
Swing Dance with Becky Todd’s fantastic friends “The Little Big 
Band”. The venue is the Queen’s Hall at the Immaculate Heart 
Church and the fun begins at 7pm. Admission is £10 p/p and free 
for accompanied children. This event attracts an audience from 
outside the church – and even outside Leeds! Many of us go who 
don’t ( or can’t !) dance but just soak up the atmosphere. The 
Swing Duo’s demonstration is wonderful, the band are fabulous 
and play such a range of music that everyone can enjoy it. If you 
have never been, why not give it a try? The Queen’s Hall has a 
bar, the hall is light and airy with comfortable seating and there is 
plenty of parking. Last but not least, the profits go to the Project! 

The Project Group will meet in summer to produce a diary of 
fund-raising events for the next year. If you have any ideas, do 
please let us know. 

Finally, as always, thank you all for your continuing support and 
generosity. It is a great testament to the people of Lidgett that we 
raise so much money for charitable causes, year after year after 
year.  

Margaret Farrar. On behalf of the Project Group.   

SOME THOUGHTS ON GROWTH 

The kingdom of heaven is like a mustard seed that someone took 
and sowed in his field; it is the smallest of all the seeds, but when it 
has grown it is the greatest of shrubs and becomes a tree. 

Matthew 13.31-32 

Only love enables humanity to grow, because love engenders life 
and it is the only form of energy that lasts forever. Michel Quoist 

If only I may grow; firmer, simpler – quieter, warmer. 

Dag Hammarskjold
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SHADWELL METHODIST CHURCH  
Cafe Morning 10.00 am - 12.30 pm 

18th June    Bacon Butties 
16th July    Paninis and Toasties 
20th August    Bacon Butties 
17th September   Soups 
15th October    Paninis & Toasties 

There will also be the usual wide range of delicious home-baked 
cakes and scones and a variety of styles of coffee. The company 
is excellent so come and meet the people of Shadwell 

LIDGETT PARK LADIES' GROUP  
 
Meeting on alternate Thursday evenings at 7.45 pm in the 
Community Hall.   There is a small charge of £3 to cover the cost 
of refreshments and the Speaker's fees.   We hope you will think it 
well worth it. 

As we come to the end of our 2018/19 Year, we invite you to join 
us for our AGM on Thursday 6th June.  We will be meeting in the 
Community Hall as usual, at 7.45 pm.  Do come along and hear 
your Committee's Reports for the past year, and feel free to give 
us your feedback.   Are you happy with how the meetings have 
gone? Do you have any suggestions for improvement (and please 
don't mention the heating, or lack of it!). 
 
We are lacking a Vice-President for this next year, so if anybody 
feels they might be able to take on this  role, please let us know. 
 
20th June     Our Annual Lunch, details to be provided. 
 
A reminder that we meet again on the 12th September. 
 
Lynne and Anne 
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With thanks to Rachel Mounsey 
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FLORENCE HAIR FASHIONS
A	Wella	Premier	Salon	
·	Open	Monday	to	Saturday	Weekly	
·	Perming,	Colouring	and	Styling	specialists	
·	CompeGGve	rates	for	Senior	CiGzens	
·	Special	Prices	for	children	
·	Registered	Hairdressers	–	of	course!	
·	Client	Parking	
·	Friendly	and	Helpful	Experts	
Do	you	have	a	problem	with	transport	or	mobility?	We	operate	an	

en6rely	free	of	charge	collec6on	service	each	Thursday	and	Friday.	We	
pick	you	up	and	take	you	home	again!	
Is	this	what	you	are	looking	for	from	your	hair	specialists?	Then	why	

not	give	us	a	call?	Or	leave	a	message	on	our	aBer	hours	voice	mail	
and	we’ll	get	back	to	you!	

Do give us a try – you won’t regret it! 
145	Easterly	Road,	Leeds	LS8	2RY.		
Tel:	0113	2402	556	
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