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MINISTER’S LETTER 

Recently I have been blessed through hearing a 
quote or two from Winnie the Pooh, a bear of great 
wisdom especially when it surrounds the wisdom of 

honey. You find Pooh Bear (or A.A. Milne to be 
precise) is able to say profound things, very simply, 

getting straight to the point. 

For instance, ‘It is more fun to talk with someone who doesn’t use 
long, difficult words, but rather short, easy words like “What about 
lunch”?’ Or ‘Rivers know this: there is no hurry. We shall get there 
some day’ We can probably all hear the simple but profound 
wisdom in these quotes that speak into our sometimes overly 
complicated lives. 

It seems sometimes, as people, that what may start off a simple 
truth becomes regulated and changed to such an extent that it can 
become unrecognisable. The Church like any other gathering 
where people are involved, can be guilty of this as well. Jesus 
spoke directly to the society in which he was teaching, often 
stretching people’s imagination. He talked of everyday things like a 
seed falling into the ground. He spoke about loving our neighbours 
and explaining just how radical that was in that society. He showed 
fishermen how to fish in a different way. He told stories that enabled 
them to remember profound truths, and spent time with people who 
needed to know that they are loved. 

At Pentecost, this year, the day before June, on May 31st, (which 
we celebrate in the church 50 days after Easter) we are reminded 
that the message of the love and resurrection of Jesus broke 
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through the language barrier and everyone heard of God’s love in 
their own language. Perhaps this June just pick up a copy of one 
of the gospels, or download it, written in up to date language, or 
perhaps the ‘Message’ version of the bible, and let the truth of 
Jesus speak to you afresh, profoundly and simply today. You may 
discover God’s love once again and these gospels may begin to 
transform your daily lives, and you too may begin to respond to 
each day like Pooh – ‘My favourite day’! 

Every blessing, 

Tanya 

THANK YOU TANYA 

A huge and heartfelt thanks to Tanya for all she's doing. A daily 
letter, The Garden Fence, online worship, care for those in need. 
She's a star! In these circumstances you realise how much 
humans are social beings. I've never thought of myself as being 
very sociable or touchy-feely, but how I miss those contacts now 
I'm deprived of them, and it's only been a few weeks. Public 
worship, shared communion, greeting people with a handshake or 
a hug. This morning I encountered an ex-colleague and normally 
we'd have thrown our arms around each other not stood 6 feet 
apart. I miss going to the market, browsing the stalls, chatting with 
the stallholders I've come to know over the years. A mere 6 weeks 
ago I was in Somerset for my aunts 100th birthday. I stayed with 
one brother, my other brother was at the party along with cousins I 
haven't seen in years. Rarely are us three siblings together, 
especially for a celebration! The birthday girl had a good time and 
the next day her care home banned any inessential visitors, so 
perfectly timed. I came home the next day to what feels like an 
alien planet and haven't been on public transport since. Will we 
ever be able to return to the unthinking sociability we've come to 
take for granted? When it's all over I hope we will continue to 
appreciate small pleasures and kindnesses. Not to mention being 
able to hug each other in church! Pat Nolan 
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WORSHIP IN JUNE (Covid-19 willing) 

LIDGETT PARK 

07 June  10.30 am Mr Steven Jones Trinity Sunday 
14 June 10.30 am Revd Tanya Short Holy Communion    
21 June 10.30 am Local Arrangement 
28 June 10.30 am Local Arrangement   
    6.30 pm Revd Tanya Short     

SHADWELL 

07 June   9.30 am Revd Tanya Short General Church  
       Meeting  
14 June   9.30 am Dr Karen Illingworth 
21 June     9.30 am Revd Tanya Short Holy Communion  
28 June   9.30 am Revd Tanya Short  
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A PRAYER FOR OUR TIME 

Gracious God 
there are times in our lives when we feel up against it, 
and when everything seems to conspire against us. 
We look at problems confronting us, 
and we feel small and helpless, 
powerless to do anything about them. 
Yet you are a God who, time and again, 
has used those who seem insignificant in this world 
to achieve great things; 
a God who has overcome the strong through the weak 
and who is able to accomplish within us 
far more than we can ask or even imagine. 
Help us, then, when we are faced with obstacles 
that seem insurmountable, 
to put our trust in you. 

Amen

Colin Barton 

Many will have heard about the death of Colin at the age of 68 
from Covid-19. Colin died on the 15th April on the ITU at the LGI 
where he had been on a ventilator. He was the husband of 
Daphne, one of our stewards at Lidgett Park, and had only 
recently been given the all clear after an earlier operation and 
treatment for lung cancer. It has been a bitter blow that the 
happiness and relief associated with that knowledge was so 
soon to be overtaken. Our prayers and sympathy go to Daphne 
and sons Tim and Paul and their families. Editor  

Daphne writes:  
I have been totally overwhelmed by the empathy, care & 
compassion shown to me by the Lidgett Park church family 
since the recent death of my husband Colin due to covid 19. 
Please accept my appreciation & grateful thanks. God 
bless you all. Daphne.
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EDITOR’S NOTE 

Many of our normal activities which are reported in the Link are 
no longer happening but there follows a series of articles which I 
hope you will find interesting. Modern technology has allowed us 
to share in Sunday services in our homes as well as midweek 
reflections. It has also made possible continued work on our 
charity projects (see below in Margaret’s project report). 

On a sad note, members will be sorry to hear of the death of 
Gwen Pridmore on 12th May. She had fallen and broken her hip 
but was making a good recovery and able to return to her MHA 
home. Unfortunately, she gradually deteriorated and died. Her 
death is not believed to be related to Covid-19.

A MESSAGE FROM DAVID WILKS 

Just to let you all know that in late June, when hopefully the 
current restrictions will be a little easier, I plan to make a CD 
recording using the Lidgett Park organ.   You may recall that I did 
something similar some years ago, but this time I aim to include 
more lighter classical music e.g. Eric Coates, Robert Farnon etc. 
but not forgetting other tuneful pieces which go well on the organ. 
In this latest venture Kathy Benson is giving me some help and 
encouragement and we hope to dedicate the CD to the memory 
of Kathy's late husband Andrew who loved music and enjoyed 
music played on the organ. 
So, this is something I shall be making a start on very soon, once 
there is a lifting of at least some of the lockdown.  It is planned to 
donate the sale proceeds to the current church project. 

David 

A THOUGHT TO PONDER 

People will forget what you did, but people will never forget how 
you made them feel. 
Maya Angelou.
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MEMORIES OF GALILEE 

In 1995 I was fortunate to be able to join with others from our 
circuit on a holiday/pilgrimage to Israel and Jordon, led by my 
husband and our minister. I brought home a pebble from the 
shoreside of Galilee. In sorting through many assorted files on my 
shelves recently I have found this talk, which looks as though it 
were for a Housegroup. 
Margaret Summerwill 

Read: St John’s gospel chapter 21, v 1-14. 

Pass round the pebble. 

On different maps various names are used for the Sea of Galilee, 
The Lake of Tiberias, The Lake of Genneseret, The Lake of 
Kinnereth. I felt that I had known the shape of the lake and the 
landscape of the region of Galilee from early childhood. 
When Jesus left Nazareth to settle in Capernaum it was the hub 
town for about thirty fishing villages in the area. It was situated at 
the crossroads of two major highways and was a good spot for 
Jesus to pick for his ministry. During Jesus’s time the western side 
of the lake was inhabited primarily by Jews. This is the area he 
would feel most comfortable in, teaching and living amongst his 
own people. The eastern side of the lake was pagan. The Ten 
cities of the Decapolis were not far away, and they would have 
held little attraction. 

I realised that things would have changed along Lake Galilee over 
two thousand years. I had expected that Capernaum, Bethsaida, 
Magdala and so on would have grown into noisy and prosperous 
towns. Instead I found that the area that had been fertile and 
populous during the ministry of Jesus had since been deserted, 
with the exception of Tiberias, the resort town where we were 
staying. I was shocked to find that Capernaum was an 
archaeological site surrounded by a fence, a padlocked gate and 
a notice saying “closed” as we had arrived too late! 
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However it was a thrill to see the landscape of the area; to know 
that the underlying physical features had not changed; that the 
view across the lake to the Golan Heights was still the same; that 
the city high up in the hillside, “the city built on a hill that cannot 
be hid” was there, just as it would have been when Jesus spoke 
of it. 

A recent excavation had revealed the remains of a 1st century 
fishing boat. Replicas of the boat now travel back and forth on 
the lake carrying tourists. We went on one of these “Jesus 
boats”. When we were a long way out from the shore the motor 
was turned off so that we could be quiet and listen to the reading 
of a passage of scripture about Jesus stilling the storm. We were 
taken back to shore to a restaurant to have a lunch of St. Peter’s 
fish. 

We visited the Church of the Beatitudes on a hill overlooking the 
Sea of Galilee. It was designed by a Franciscan architect, 
Antonio Barluzzi, the building having eight sides to symbolise the 
eight Beatitudes. The inside is decorated in blue and gold, the 
colours of the lake at different times of day and it has windows at 
eye level so that the worshippers can always see the water. 
Nearby is the Church of the Loaves and Fishes. This was only 
rebuilt in 1980 but has been designed to show what an early 
Byzantine church would have looked like. It has 5th century 
mosaic floor tiles restored on site there from the original 
Byzantine church. 

I decided on the last day to get up early and to go down to the 
lakeside to watch the sun rise, something that Jesus would have 
seen happen many times. From the road it was just a few steps 
down to sit quietly at the water’s edge. It was amazingly peaceful 
and relaxing. The waves slapped on the rocks in a rhythmical 
way and birds flew across the sky as it became almost 
imperceptibly lighter. The fish were jumping energetically and 
disturbing the surface of the water. I had to leave before the sun 
had come up from behind the mountains. I was surprised how 
much light there was, even so. It caused me to reflect that 
although the sun was not visible, the effect that the sun was 
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having was so obvious. The influence of the sun was apparent 
even though the sun itself was invisible. 

On our trip to the Holy Land we did not expect the Jesus of 
Nazareth would be visible to us. But we became intensely aware 
that he had walked this earth. After his resurrection Jesus told his 
followers to wait for the Holy Spirit. He too was invisible though the 
effect was obvious in the lives of the now changed and powerful 
disciples. We did not expect to see the Creator God, but the 
wonders of his creation were all around us. 
Before I left the lakeside that morning, I put my hand into the cold 
clear water to obtain a pebble as a memento of my visit to Galilee. 
Hymn:  Immortal, Invisible, God only wise. 

Some views of the Sea of Galilee: 
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SINGING IN THE LANGUAGE OF HEAVEN 

One of the great things about BBC Sounds on the computer is 
that it enables me to listen to programmes on regional radio that 
I can’t hear on air. So on Sunday evenings I go to Radio Ulster 
for an excellent programme of religious music called Sounds 
Sacred, which I can recommend to everyone. It’s an hour of 
assorted pieces: hymns old and new, worship songs, anthems, 
organ and brass, soloists and choirs. There are requests and 
dedications for people’s birthdays, which gives it a homely, 
community feel. I often have it on twice or three times in the 
week as background music while I’m doing something else. 

The other favourite of mine is more of an acquired taste because 
it’s a programme of hymn singing entirely in Welsh. Caniadaeth y 
Cysegr (Singing the Sacred) is one of the longest running 
programmes on radio, first broadcast in 1942 to cheer people up 
during the war. Because the BBC was restricted in the number of 
transmitters available, it was broadcast to England as well as to 
Wales. After the war, when more masts returned to the BBC from 
military use and Caniadaeth y Cysegr became a Welsh-only 
broadcast, the BBC was inundated with complaints from listeners 
in England who missed it. It was the forerunner of programmes 
like the late lamented Sunday Half Hour on Radio 2, and the still 
continuing Songs of Praise. 

The formula of the half hour programme rarely changes much. It 
is usually recorded at a cymanfa ganu (a Songs of Praise 
festival), where chapels get together, often with a choir, to sing 
Welsh hymns in four-part harmony with organ accompaniment, 
usually led by a guest conductor. An introducer, usually the 
minister, gives a brief introduction about the author,  composer 
and theme of each hymn, and there might be a short prayer and 
a benediction, but the focus is on the hymns themselves, usually 
about eight in one programme. There’s nothing ‘fancy’ about the 
settings: no descants or brass flourishes, though sometimes a 
verse may be sung only by the women or by the men, and the 
last half-verse may get repeated more than once if the 
congregation is in the mood. Sometimes a choir may sing an 
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anthem. Often there is a connecting theme provided by the 
season, or a focus on a single hymn writer or tune composer. An 
ongoing project at present is a challenge to sing eventually every 
one of the 873 hymns in the 2001 ecumenical hymnbook, 
Caneuon Ffydd (Songs of Faith). 

Caniadaeth y Cysegr has been an influence on me throughout my 
life. At 4.30 every Sunday the wireless was switched on so that 
my Welsh-speaking mother could listen. At Sunday School and in 
day school I learned the English hymns: through this programme I 
learned the Welsh ones. Mind you, we sang Welsh hymns in 
school as well on a couple of days a week even through the 
schools were otherwise English medium. These hymns were and 
are a treasured part of the heritage of all Welsh people. 

I am not a fluent Welsh speaker. I can read Welsh and follow the 
gist of a conversation. I can fully understand the simpler hymns 
and get the broad drift of those written in the richer, more literary 
poetic language of Wales’ equivalents to Charles Wesley, like 
Williams Williams, Ann Griffiths and more recent writers like 
Howell Elvet Lewis and Rhys Nicholas. Wales has a very strong 
tradition of poetry, many of its hymn writers being eisteddfod-
winning crowned and chaired bards. But even hymns whose 
words I cannot fully understand have a power to reach the heart 
and soul when sung full heartedly in harmony to a strong Welsh 
tune. Indeed, the tunes themselves are evocative songs without 
words. When you put together great words, music, congregation, 
organ and enthusiasm, the cocktail can be intoxicating and 
exhilarating. Whoever sings, prays twice, as St Augustine said.  

That this can happen even when the words are not in one’s first 
language is not really surprising when you consider that it is very 
common across the world for people to worship in a language 
that they may use only for sacred purposes. Jews have always 
worshipped in Hebrew even though the language died out for 
secular use for a couple of thousand years until it was revived by 
Zionists in the 20th century. Muslims worship in Arabic even 
though most don’t speak it. Few Hindus speak Sanskrit, the 
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language of Hindu worship. Non-speakers of Pali sing Buddhist 
mantras in Pali, and Sikhs in the gurdwara hear the songs of Guru 
Nanak in Punjabi. Indeed, their scriptures contain hymns in at least 
seven languages. The Roman Catholic world managed very well 
with Latin alone well into the 1960s. 

Perhaps this is why I get a bit irritated by what seems to me the 
fussy triviality of the editors of Singing the Faith, messing around 
patronisingly with words they think people might not understand 
(like ‘thou’ and ‘laud’ and ‘Ebenezer’), changing (usually for the 
worse) words we’ve always known that were written by inspired 
geniuses, and quite missing the point that the meaning of a hymn 
doesn’t lie in the superficial sense of each word: it lies in the whole, 
in the contexts, the associations, the memories, the traditions, the 
cross-linkages that congregations bring to it, and in the feelings and 
emotions it evokes. The hymns we learn in childhood are often the 
last things we remember even in dementia, as many who work with 
the very elderly know.  

I recall a church walk when our son was about eight and I 
overheard his conversation with Nicholas, slightly younger, about 
which was their favourite hymn. Nicholas’s was ‘Immortal, invisible, 
God only wise.’ When I thought about that rather extraordinary 
choice, it brought home to me the point about how language works 
in subtle ways. Nicholas might not have been able to explain every 
word in that hymn, but he knew it to be an uplifting address to an 
ineffable mystery beyond explanation who dwells ‘in light 
accessible, hid from our eyes’: both the big words and the majestic 
tune told him that. Charles Wesley did not write trite platitudes in 
the simple everyday language of Cornish miners. He gave them 
powerful, mystical, challenging, words to raise their aspirations 
heavenwards. And his Welsh contemporary, Williams Williams of 
Pantycelyn, known as ‘y per caniedydd’ (the peerless hymn writer), 
the author of ‘Guide me, O thou great Jehovah’, did the same for 
the people of Wales, who still treasure and enjoy his numerous 
hymns. 

The tradition of congregational singing in harmony is dying out in 
Wales as it almost already has in England. The world will be the 
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poorer for its demise. In the meantime, I thank God for 
Caniadaeth y Cysegr. 

John Summerwill

FOR ANY LEEDS UNITED SUPPORTERS 

Our world has come to a standstill and my book group abandoned 
for the foreseeable future although I have a book in the offing. In 
all this I was saddened in April to learn of the death of Norman 
Hunter. 

When I retired as a primary school teacher, I did some supply 
work for a couple of my head teacher friends.  One day I got a call 
from Anne asking me if I could come into school the following 
afternoon "Just wear a track suit as you will be on the field with 
the children and Norman Hunter will be coming to teach football 
skills".  I duly turned up and took the children on the field where 
we did a few exercises until Norman arrived.  He proceeded to 
teach football skills in a very patient way but then to my horror he 
announced to the children that he was going to tackle Mrs 
Holmes.  As he thundered towards me I froze and closed my eyes 
waiting for an impact.  Upon opening my eyes I found he had 
stopped the ball at my feet and I was able to give the ball a feeble 
kick and a cheer went up from the from the onlookers.  Having lost 
face with the children I slunk them back into school. 

Norman Hunter had a reputation as a fearsome opponent for 
Leeds United, but my friend said what a kind and gentle man she 
had found him to be. So, my claim to fame is that I played football 
with Norman Hunter and if you would like my autograph please 
join the queue! 

Barbara Holmes 

Doing nothing is very hard to do...You never know when you've 
finished. 
Leslie Nielsen 
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BOOK REVIEW 
Vietnam. An Epic Tragedy 1945-1975 by Max Hastings 

'All wars are different and yet the same,' Max Hastings declares 
at the outset of this massive book of well over seven hundred 
pages, 'A myth has grown up, in the U.S.A. at least, that Vietnam 
inflicted unique horrors … Yet anyone who lived through Rome's 
Carthaginian struggles, the Thirty Years War in Europe, 
Napoleon's campaign in Russia, or the 1916 Somme battles 
would mock the notion that Indochina suffered qualitatively worse 
experiences … An attacker set afire by burning oil poured from 
the walls of a medieval city suffered as terribly as one who fell 
victim to napalm. Looting, rape, black markets, casual violence 
towards civilians and prisoners, are inseparable from all conflicts 
… In times gone by [notably, the Second World War in Europe] 
little was said about such sordid manifestations. Film footage 
authorised for public screening excluded images that were 
deemed demoralising, because explicit. In the revelatory mood of 
the 1960s, however, suddenly the world witnessed nightly on 
prime-time TV the excesses … perpetrated by the American and 
South Vietnamese forces. Among images that inflicted special 
injury upon American purposes were that of Saigon's police chief 
shooting a Vietcong prisoner during the 1968 Tet offensive, and of 
a screaming child running naked in her agony after falling victim 
to a 1972 napalm strike. Hanoi released no comparable 
snapshots of cadres executing indigenous opponents by burying 
them alive, nor of Vietcong being mown down in unsuccessful 
assaults. Instead, it broadcast only heroic narratives, together 
with heart rending footage of devastation caused by capitalist air 
power. The visual contrast between the war making of a 
superpower … and that of peasants .. conferred a towering 
propaganda advantage on the Communists.'  Hastings disagrees 
with the hawks who were to argue that the American media lost 
the Vietnam War for the U.S.A. Maybe, but, in the context of the 
Cold War, their media most certainly damaged the interests of the 
West and effectively served those of Communism. The British 
certainly learnt from this American experience when conducting 
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the Falklands War in 1982 when they restricted media coverage 
ruthlessly. 
           
'The American people' went into the Vietnam War armed with 'a 
belief in their own moral rectitude and their military invincibility, 
created by the outcome of World War II and matched by an 
economic success so awesome that it seemed only logical to 
believe that it reflected the will of a Higher Being,' Hastings wrote, 
observing that this belief did not survive the Vietnam War.  Indeed, 
'the U.S, Army and Marine Corps took fifteen years to recover from 
their descent into mutinous near rabbles to become again 
outstanding fighting forces.'  

In its conduct of the Vietnam War, Hastings believed, 'The 
American commitment was fatally flawed by its foundation not upon 
the interests of the Vietnamese people, but instead on the 
perceived requirements of U.S. domestic and foreign policy, the 
containment of China foremost among them. The decisions for 
escalation by successive Administrations command the 
bewilderment of posterity, because key players recognized the 
inadequacy of the Saigon regime upon which they depended to 
provide an indigenous facade for an American edifice... America's 
leaders ....deluded themselves that [the] complex challenges [they 
faced] could [all] be met by an overwhelming application of military 
power, as if by using a flamethrower to weed a flower border.'   

In the conflict's later stages what on the ground anyway had the 
character of a guerrilla war gave way to what Hastings called 'a 
conventional clash of arms in which it is possible that U.S, forces 
might have defeated the Communists had not the will of the 
American people already been broken. Even had firepower 
prevailed, however, it is hard to envisage to what good end. The 
Saigon regime [which the Americans were ostensibly fighting to 
sustain] commanded negligible popular support … Arguably, the 
people of [South] Vietnam had to experience the Communist 
model, as they did after 1975, before they could reject it.' 
                                                                                                                                                                                                   
The [Vietnam] War cost the U.S.A. 150 billion dollars, much less 
than Iraq two generations later. Yet the true price was paid not in 
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mere money, nor even in the 58,000 lost American lives [as a 
proportion less than the numbers killed in the Korean War], but 
instead in the trauma that it inflicted. Previous historical experience 
had shown that foreign wars were a good thing, one American 
commentator wrote, 'You won; you were welcomed home. Then 
Vietnam came along. A lot of people got killed for nothing. All the 
other war memorials honour victories. The Vietnam Memorial 
commemorates sadness and waste.' 
              
As for the Vietnamese, with all of them subjected to Communism 
from 1975 onwards, as early as 1980, Hastings wrote, 'resource 
rich Vietnam had become one of the poorest nations on Earth.'  
Though the Hanoi regime still continued to assert that 'capitalism 
will certainly be replaced by socialism because that is the law of 
human history,' and, of course, those running the regime ensured 
that they themselves lived well anyway, by the middle years of the 
1980s even they recognised that some forms of private economic 
activity were necessary. Indeed, they were. Nearly half a century 
later, Ho Chi Minh City – as modern Saigon is still called - has 
'glittering shops, each one a temple of consumerism, burst with 
brand names, jewellery and designer clothes.' Hastings concluded 
that 'it may be plausibly argued that while the United States lost the 
War militarily, it has since seen its economic and cultural influence 
reverse this outcome.'                           
          
Max Hastings himself described this book as being designed to be 
read by what he described as the general reader.  He seems to 
have done this to disarm criticism.  As somebody who spent most 
of his working life in the academic world, my response would be 
that many Professors would do well to match the range of material 
that Hastings has gathered together and organized into what I 
found to be a coherent thesis about this bitterly controversial 
subject. This is an admirable book, and one well worth reading.        

Geoffrey K Fry.                                                                                                

I can't understand why people are frightened by new ideas. I'm 
frightened of old ones. 
John Cage 
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Last month we had the celebrations marking the 75th anniversary 
of VE Day. However, this was not the end of military service or 
warfare for many young men as John Wells describes in his 
account of National Service. Ed. 

NATIONAL SERVICE 

National Service was introduced in 1949 by the then Labour 
Government and ran until 1962. After much opposition from its own 
party, the National Service Bill became law in May 1947. 

Under the bill all males residing in Great Britain were liable for 
National Service from the age of 18 (other than clergymen, the 
blind, the mentally and physically unfit and those servicing in 
government positions overseas). Indefinite exemption was given to 
underground miners, seagoing fishermen, merchant seamen and 
some agricultural workers so long as they stayed in employment. 
Deferment of liability was permitted for those completing 
apprenticeships of professional qualifications or taking a degree at 
university. The upper age limit was 26. Norther Ireland was 
excluded except for volunteers. The Isle of Man Government voted 
for inclusion, but the Government of the Channel Islands voted 
against (not surprising since the German occupation of Guernsey 
only finished in 1944).  

In December 1948, a month before National Service was due to 
start, the National Service Amendment Act came into force with the 
length of service fixed at 18 months. In June 1952 the Korean War 
broke out and conscription was raised to 24 months and it 
remained at this until its end in 1942. 

In the first years of national service men received 28 shillings a 
week (£1.40) a week compared with an average wage outside of 
£8 8s 6p (£8.42). In the final year of 1962 pay rose to 38 shillings 
and six pence (£1.92) as against £15 7s outside (£15.35). A letter 
through the post stamped OHMS informed you of the date your 
service would commence, subject to passing a medical 
examination. You had a choice of Army, Air Force or Navy. 
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At the medical examination you had to give a urine sample. 
Some lads had travelled a long way or had to wait and went to 
the pub to pass the time. The specimen jar in this case could 
prove to be inadequate. In other cases, through nervousness 
some were unable to fulfil the sample and had to run taps to 
stimulate the flow. 

There was also a comic ritual to discover if you had a hernia. You 
had to drop your trousers and cough. Sometimes this was carried 
out by women doctors to the embarrassment of shy 18-year olds. 
Other tests were given for eyesight and hearing. Some men were 
determined to evade national service and thought that failing the 
medical was their best chance of doing so. Plenty of suggestions 
circulated on how to fiddle the system. Claiming flat feet or 
defective eyesight were favourites but there were numerous half-
baked notions: for example, swallowing soap to foam at the 
mouth; eating cordite to induce sweating and increase the heart 
rate or nutmeg, which allegedly produced the same symptoms; 
eating a dozen eggs so that albumin would be found in your urine 
(that did not work and neither did your bowels). A different school 
of thought recommended failing the intelligence test rather than 
the medical, for example, Alan Ayckbourn the playwright who, 
despite having 2 A levels, chose to answer all the questions 
wrongly without success. However, medical boards could be a bit 
of a lottery, for example, the man with a broken leg who, instead 
of sending a doctor's certificate as would have been expected 
and being allocated a later date, hobbled into his medical board 
on crutches on the half chance he might be turned down - and he 
was. Another case was a man with bottleglass spectacles who 
without them tried to read the chart off a blank wall. When he 
was pointed at the chart, he couldn't read even the largest letter. 
He was later recorded in Germany serving as a tank driver. 

Four levels of fitness existed in 1952: 
1) passed fit for frontline duty, 2 & 3) passed fit for lines of 
communication only, 4) rejected outright. A few managed to avoid 
conscription but in all over 2 million men, almost all aged 18-20 
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served for 2 years in uniform. Some fought against the 
communist Chinese in Korea, or in terrorist campaigns in places 
like Egypt, Malaya and Cyprus. Many served in Germany as a 
deterrent to Soviet aggression. 

There was no one experience of national service. A few were 
taught to read and write. A large number acquired a trade. Some 
were commissioned like Michael Parkinson in the army. On the 
darker side hundreds died in action and some still suffer post-
traumatic stress. 

Postings were a lottery and you could be unlucky or sometimes 
very fortunate. For servicemen wanting to go overseas Hong 
Kong was the plum, the 12,000 strong garrison was there 
ostensibly to prevent a communist invasion, but the likelihood 
was remote as it was China's only contact with the outside world 
and its source of hard cash. Singapore and Malaya were also 
popular. Anywhere in the Mediterranean was considered a fair 
result although living under canvas in places like Egypt or Libya 
with rats and other nasty creatures, not to mention the huge 
changes in temperature between day and night was in reality not 
pleasant. There was also the problem of boredom in many places 
where nothing much ever happened. Some postings were 
available to a few and not widely known, for example, the 
Bahamas, Bermuda, British Honduras and Jamaica. Some 
exceptional postings existed in places like SHAPE (Supreme 
Headquarters Allied Powers in Europe) in Paris or the Allied Land 
Forces Central Europe HQ at Fontainebleau 40 miles away. And, 
of course, some very cushy numbers existed in the UK with men 
being posted down the road from home. The expression jammy 
bastard referred to postings such as that of Bob Monkhouse on 
getting to RAF Central London Medical Establishment with 
promotion to corporal and permission to commute from his 
parents' home in Beckenham. 

Sporting prowess was usually a path to a favoured existence and 
as there was great inter-service rivalry some COs would bend the 
rules to attract the best sportsmen to their camp. Henry Cooper 
and twin brothers Jim and Joe Erskine went to the Ordinance 
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Corps near Aldershot and in two years the battalion never lost a 
boxing match. Jack Charlton served with the Horse Guards and was 
able to have a late breakfast because it fitted in with his training 
programme and indeed every conceivable excuse was made to let 
the team have more time to train. 

Self-confidence could get you a long way. Michael Parkinson, days 
before he was due to report had a collapsed lung, was taken to 
hospital in Oxford and thought he would be released, but after a 
month's convalescence he was put in the Pay Corps where he 
decided that life as an officer was preferable to being an other rank. 
Although he only had O level English and RE, he told a pack of lies 
and got away with it and it went on record as the least educated 
national officer commissioned in the army. 

Commemorative medals were struck to mark National Service and 
over 120,000 were issued raising £425,000 for the Poppy Appeal. 

For most national service was a real shock to the system. Not only 
had many not been away from home before but they were suddenly 
subjected to a harsh discipline, rough living conditions and often 
mortal danger. And yet it is rare to meet an ex-National Serviceman 
who regrets the experience. On the contrary, it enabled them to see 
the world at a time when few could afford to travel abroad and most 
felt it brought out the best qualities with treasured memories. 

John Wells. 

COMPLETION OF CHURCH PROJECTS 2019/2020. 

In these strange times of lockdown and our inability to socialise I 
suggest, if possible, that we should endeavour to complete our 
fundraising for Oasis Relief Zambia and Sreepur Village in 
Bangladesh by the end of August 2020 and so go into the 
September 2020/August 20211 project year with a clean slate. 
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Between lockdown and the end of August the intended programme 
of project fundraising events we have cancelled or will be unable to 
service are: 
Saturday Coffee Mornings April, May, June, July August 
Lidgett 2020 Bake Off 18th April 
Elysian Singers Concert 18th July 
Although we may miss the coffee, tea, homemade buns, cakes, 
puddings, jam. marmalade etc. and, of course the opportunity to try 
out (at little expense) some different authors (Richard you should 
have taken a dozen books in March) we mainly miss, I would 
suggest, the chat and socialising. What stories and gossip we shall 
have when we are let out again. 

I propose, therefore, IF WE ARE ABLE, that we donate directly 
towards the projects what we would have spent at the various 
functions. To those who know me well I am a person who budgets 
(to the annoyance of a few family members!) Therefore, without 
COVID-19 I can safely say that I would have set aside the following 
sums - well we do it for collections don't we? 

Standard Coffee Mornings April, June July 3 xs £12  £36 
Special Coffee Mornings May (VE)   £15  
           August (Yorkshire Day) £15           
                   Bake Off   £  8 
           Concert    £10 
       Total £100 

At the time of writing the lockdown has saved me 5 weeks petrol 
and golf expenses and by the time it is lifted and we can socialise 
again the sum offered will be a very modest part of my savings. 

To use that well known phrase, "The cheque is in the post". 

Colin Watson 

A garden is a grand teacher. It teaches patience and careful 
watchfulness; it teaches industry and thrift; above all it teaches 
entire trust. Gertrude Jekyll 
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THE PROJECT IN THE LOCKDOWN 

During these difficult and strange times, it was hard to see how 
the Project Group could continue to fund-raise for our two 
charities. However, Heather Crosby’s April offer of baking instead 
of the Coffee Morning, gave us the idea of expanding on that and 
offering a fairly extensive menu of home baking instead of the 
May Coffee Morning. This proved to be very popular and £277 
was raised.  

Instead of the June Coffee Morning we are offering you the 
chance to enjoy a delicious Afternoon Tea – either sweet or 
savoury. The sweet selection comprises a large fruit scone, 
individual strawberry jam portions and an individual pot of 
Cornish Clotted Cream. The savoury one is a large cheese 
scone, individually wrapped butter pats, an individual portion of 
cheese plus a small jar of home-made Onion Marmalade. Both 
selections also come with wrapped Twinings teabags and are £5 
each. Hopefully, if you haven’t already ordered, you may be 
tempted to do so! There are also other home-bakes available – 
savoury and sweet; please check on the attachment Tanya sent 
with her daily email on Thursday May 14th. If you don’t have a 
copy of it, please contact me and I will send you one. However, 
the last date for ordering is SATURDAY MAY 30TH, so do be 
quick! 

It was great to hear from Alan that the Project (without the baking) 
had raised about £10,000 since the current round of fund-raising 
began. Because we started at Easter 2019, following on from the 
money raised for the Church entrance, we are in a better position 
than if we had begun as usual in the September. So, our two 
charities, whilst still not receiving as much as they would have 
done had the pandemic not broken out, will still benefit by over 
£5,000 each. If we can raise some more while we are all in 
lockdown, that would be fantastic. All charities will be suffering 
greatly this year with huge losses of income. Your help in further 
supporting the Sreepur Village and Oasis Relief Zambia is very 
much appreciated and you can enjoy indulging yourself with all 
the baking, knowing it’s all in a good cause!  
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On behalf of the Project Group, thank you and we hope you keep 
safe and well until we are able to meet up again. 
Margaret Farrar. 

IN CASE IT WAS UNCLEAR 

Just to make Sunday’s (10th May) Coronavirus message clear I 
think I have worked it out. 

4-year olds can go to school but university students who have paid 
for their tuition and accommodation that they aren’t living in can’t 
go back to University. A teacher can go to school with as many 4-
year olds as they like that they are not related to but can’t see one 
4-year old that they are related to. 

I can sit in a park but not tomorrow or Tuesday but by Wednesday 
it will be fine (this was sent after Boris’s broadcast on 10th May) 

I can meet one person from another household for a chat or to 
sunbathe but not 2 people, so if I know 2 people from another 
household, I have to pick my favourite. Hopefully, I’m also their 
favourite person from my household or this could be awkward. But 
possibly I’m not. In fact, thinking about it I definitely wouldn’t be. 
But as I can’t go closer than 2m to the one I choose any way you 
wouldn’t think having the other one sat next to them would matter 
– unless 2 people would restrict my eyeline too much and prevent 
me from being alert. 

I can work all day with my colleagues, but I can’t sit in their garden 
for a chat after work. 

I can now do unlimited exercise when quite frankly just doing an 
hour a day felt like I was some sort of fitness guru. I can think of 
lots of other things that I would like to be unlimited, but exercise 
isn’t one of them. 

I can drive to other destinations although which destinations is 
unclear. I was supposed to be in Brighton this weekend. Can I 
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drive there? It’s hundreds of miles away but no one has said this is 
wrong.  

The buses are still running past my house, but I shouldn’t go on 
one. We should just let empty buses drive around, so bus drivers 
aren’t doing nothing. 

It will soon be time to quarantine people coming into the country by 
air ---- but not yet. It’s too soon. And not ever if you are coming 
from France because--- well I don’t know why actually. Because the 
French version of coronavirus wouldn’t come to the UK maybe. 
(This has now been changed - Ed.) 

Our youngest children go back to school first because--- they are 
notoriously good at not touching things they shouldn’t, maintain 
personal space at all times and never randomly lick you.   

We are somewhere in between 3.5 and 4.5 on the 5-point scale 
where 5 is all of the virus and 1 is none of the virus but 2.3 and 4 
can be anything you would like it to be really. Some of the virus?  A 
bit of the virus? Just enough virus to see off those over 70s who 
were told to self isolate but now we realise they have done that a 
bit too well, despite us off loading coronavirus patients into care 
homes and now we are claiming that was never said in the first 
place, even though it’s in writing in the stay at home guidance.  

The slogan isn’t stay at home anymore. So, we don’t have to stay 
at home. Unless we can’t in which we case we should go out. But 
there will be fines if we break the rules. So don’t do that.  

Don’t forget--- 

Stay alert which Robert Jenrick has explained actually means stay 
at home as much as possible. Obviously. 

Control the virus. Well I can’t even control my dogs and I can 
actually see them. Plus, I know a bit about dogs and very little 
about controlling viruses.   
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Save lives. Always preferable to not saving lives, I’d say. So I’ll try 
my best with that one although hopefully I don‘t need telling to do 
that. I know I am bragging now but not NOT saving lives is 
something I do every day.  

So, there you are. If you‘re the weirdo wanting unlimited exercise 
then enjoy. But not till Wednesday. Obviously. 

I will be staying safe within my 4 walls. Look after yourselves, best 
wishes. 
Val Faint  

LONELINESS – SOME THOUGHTS 

Turn to me, and be gracious to me, for I am lonely and afflicted. 
Relieve the troubles of my heart, and bring me out of my distress. 
Psalm 25.16-17 

The quiet and exalted thoughts 
Of loneliness. 
William Wordsworth 

When one does give one's heart over to the loneliness of God, 
one does actually experience a transformation of loneliness into 
love. John S Dunne 

We are born helpless. As soon as we are fully conscious we 
discover loneliness. We need others physically, emotionally, 
intellectually; we need them if we are to know anything, even 
ourselves. C S Lewis 

Our language has wisely sensed those two sides of man's being 
alone. It has created the word 'loneliness' to express the pain of 
being alone. And it has created the word 'solitude' to express the 
glory of being alone. Paul Tillich 



25

I never know what people mean when they complain of loneliness. 
To be alone is one of life's greatest delights, thinking one's own 
thoughts, doing one's own little jobs, seeing the world beyond and 
feeling oneself uninterrupted in the rooted connection with the 
centre of all things. D H Lawrence 

The roots of loneliness are very deep and cannot be touched by 
optimistic advertisement, substitute love images, or social 
togetherness. They find their food in the suspicion that there is no 
one who cares or who will offer love without conditions. 
Henri J M Nouwen 

Essentially loneliness is the knowledge that one's fellow human 
beings are incapable of understanding one's condition and 
therefore are incapable of bringing the help most needed. It is not 
a question of companionship – many are ready to offer this and 
companionship is certainly not to be despised – but rather one of 
strictly sharing, of identifying. Hubert van Zeller 

With thanks to Gerry Leake. 

SOME IMAGES FROM LOCKDOWN
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CHICKENS IN AFRICA 

I like chickens, I always have, since I used to visit an aunt who 
had a farm. I usually went alone, walking over the hill, through the 
scrub oak woods. We walked everywhere then, in the 1930s, 
without fear. I loved the hens roaming around scratching at the 
earth, ignoring the dogs or cats or the humans. I would search in 
the hay barn for the eggs which had been 'laid away', not in the 
nests. My auntie always gave me half a dozen eggs to take home.  
I learned to ride a bicycle at this farm in Cwmavon, on a man's old 
bike far too big for me. I stuck one leg through the bars and 
zoomed down the steep slope into the hay barn. 

Years later, the first time that I went to my future husband's home, 
I was happy to find that they kept chickens. They had a small 
orchard which for some reason was called 'The nursery' so the 
chickens wandered freely under the various apple and pear trees. 
They had bantams also, little chickens who laid little eggs, they 
were very pretty. Later still, after the war we went to live in very 
rural Carmarthenshire, where we were able to have our own little 
flock. 

Fast forward to 1955. We were now in Northern Rhodesia on our 
second tour of my husband working there. For the first 3 years we 
had lived in Broken Hill, now we had moved to the Copperbelt.  
John was Forester in charge of a large Forest Reserve, and 
Manager of the Plantation Nursery, 7 miles out of Ndola, where 
we lived for the next 13 years.  We were the only white people 
living there with a lot of indigenous workers plus Forest Guards 
and Rangers in 2 compounds about half a mile apart. We had 
plenty of space around us, so now we could have chickens! Once 
they'd got used to their large netted enclosure and shed where 
they roosted and laid eggs we could let them out sometimes to 
roam further. They became very tame and seemed happy, and 
through the years we had many adventures with them. 

Our head of department was going on 6 months' leave, so his wife 
asked whether we would keep their cockerel while they were 
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away.  Of course, we agreed, and with the bird came an 
incubator, just what we needed to get our own chicks. When our 
lodger had been with us for a bit we put eggs into said incubator.  
We dutifully sprayed them and turned them every day until we 
heard little cheeps coming from the eggs, which signified that they 
would soon start hatching. This was worth all the attention as the 
little chicks came out after breaking the shell with the 'egg tooth' 
on the end of the beak, and stood, damp and rather bedraggled 
looking until they dried off and fluffed up. We didn't have a 
brooder and, naturally there were no mother hens to look after 
them, so we had made a hay box, ably assisted by the site 
carpenter.This consisted of a tea chest with a removable lid of two 
sheets of wire netting with dry grass stuffed between them. I 
made a large mop from strips of material and this hung from the 
middle of the lid, reaching the ground so the chicks could nuzzle 
into it like a mother hen.The whole thing was then put inside a 
wire net run. The chicks could go inside whenever they wanted to, 
through a small entrance cut in the side of the box, and the box 
with chicks inside could be put into a shed at night. They thrived 
so we felt quite pleased with ourselves. When our chicks were old 
enough, they moved to a bigger run with a small shed which they 
could enter at will.   

One afternoon, I was at home with the 2 children when we had a 
violent storm. The rain came down as it only could in the tropics. 
After it was over, we went out to check on the young birds, to find 
a sorry looking lot.They were half drowned (this is where 'bird-
brained' comes to mind). Instead of going into their shed they had 
huddled close against it with their beaks pressed inwards. We had 
to save them somehow. The only booze we had was sherry, so I 
shot an eyedropper full into each of them, put them in a 
cardboard box and popped them into the oven. We didn't have 
electricity so we had a wood-burning range which was always on 
but in the afternoon it would be very low, so it was just warm. 
They still survived, only for the males to be eaten (by us) and the 
females to join the flock.We had many more arduous times with 
our chickens, but those are stories for another time. 
Rachel Mounsey
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RICH, POOR OR JUST AVERAGE 

Over the last few months three articles have appeared in The Link 
which have covered the extremes of wealth and poverty. The 
articles being 'The Great Divide' (February), 'A Modern Good 
Samaritan (April) and 'Christian Aid' (May). 

To the excesses in The Great Divide may I add the Ferroro 
Rocher family who had had such a good year in 2019 producing 
and selling their famous chocolates, Nutella, Kinder Surprise and 
others that they were able to pay themselves a dividend of £546 
million.  

While accepting that addictive gambling is a big blot on society, 
gambling in all its forms, as with supporting and watching F1 motor 
racing and indulging in chocolate-based products are all legal 
activities available to the general public. I would suggest that there 
is no dispute in the eyes of the vast majority of the population that 
the enormous pay-outs to owners or top officials of these firms or 
organisations are not only unimaginable but also unjustifiable. 
However, and not defending in the slightest, the obscene major pay-
outs and salaries, it must be recognised that not only are many 
families dependant for employment on these firms and their 
associated supply chains, but also that the general public 
supporting these firms do so voluntarily through their own choice 
and with their own taxed income. 

Having missed my annual flutter on the Grand National this year 
because of Covid-19 I am pleased to say that the virus has not 
affected my weekly indulgence in St Gemma's lottery. The most 
disturbing statement to me within Gerry's article is the number of 
under 16-year-old addictive gamblers. If, as I believe it is, eighteen 
is the minimum age for going into High Street betting 
establishments, then they must be hooked through online gambling 
by whatever piece of technology available to them. Surely these 
youngsters should be better policed - you can't always blame the 
tech industry for every fault or misuse, although very often I may be 
tempted to. 
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During the same period as the three examples of excessive wealth 
mentioned earlier, it was reported that in the last few years a total of 
£4 billion has been paid out by the NHS in legal fees and 
compensation in connection with negligence and other malpractices 
within the NHS estate. It further stated that a reserve in excess of 
£10 billion had been set aside for pending and future claims. In the 
light of the blame game that has already started over the 
government's management of Covid-19, the reserve figure could 
well be fully expended of even exceeded. How many Health 
Service personnel could have been employed out of these taxpayer 
sums? 

With regard to Dan Price, 'A Modern Good Samaritan', I feel this 
is reported as a feel good story illustrating a specific example of 
closing the pay gap between a company owner and his employees 
and has little basic connection to the message enshrined in the 
parable in Luke 10: 25-37. Accepting that Dan Price has 'deeply 
held Christian principles', I cannot reconcile the creation of a few 
happy Americans, by providing a graduated sum of money 
depending where you live, with the taking care of a complete 
stranger of such a difference that 'there was much bad feeling 
between the Jews and the Samaritans' (from word list Good News 
Bible). Of course, the parable doesn't actually say that the beaten-
up man was a Jew, but it makes the narrative more compelling. 
Without commenting on two economists agreeing on anything, 
Nobel Prize winners or not, I hope Dan Price remembered his 
source of inspiration and ensured his female hiking friend became 
happy - or was she an employee? 

To 'Christian Aid', if my reading of Heather's figures is correct, and 
I hope I'm wrong, income for Christian Aid for 2019 was less than 
£20 million. This appears to be a very low figure when compared to 
sums raised (r) / donated (d) for NHS charities of £30+ million, 
£16.5 million and £12.5 million - Captain (Hon. Col.) Tom Moore (r), 
Hans Rausing (d) and the Duke of Westminster (d) respectively. It is 
alarming that the 'good news' in the article is that the number in the 
world in dire poverty has fallen to less than 8% - only 600 million 
people! I wonder what sum of money would make the citizens of 
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Monrovia, Sao Paulo or Dhaka happy under the economist's 
report? 

So, we have three articles which illustrate the global problem of the 
distribution of material wealth. Unfortunately, there appears to be no 
acceptable universal standard, recommendation or willingness to 
adequately define the parameters of rich/wealthy and poor/poverty. 
Standard dictionary definitions are particularly enlightening as they 
range from Rich-possessing of great wealth, a lot of money, goods 
and land to Poor- having little money and few possessions. 

Within the dictionary definitions I find myself using the word 
‘relative’ quite often, especially on holiday. I have probably in the 
Hutong district of Beijing, the souks of Morocco or the ‘not to be 
photographed’ hovels around Cancun been classed as rich. 
However, on the same and similar holidays I have felt rather like the 
poor relations when faced with opulent hotels, grand palaces, over 
embellished and bejewelled places of worship, luxurious yachts and 
a casino surrounded by expensive cars. Of course, you don’t have 
to go very far to see a person with cap, plastic cup and a dog sat on 
the pavement enquiring “any loose change guv?” in front of a 
widow selling a selection of £30K(+) watches and other such 
expensive items in the centre of Leeds. 

I am sure I will be corrected by those who have a more intimate 
knowledge of the New Testament than I but amongst the well 
known stories and sayings of Jesus none appear to denounce 
wealth but seek only a fair distribution and use of it. Throughout 
world history, again happy to be wrong, no religion, sect, culture or 
nation seems to have managed to adopt a totally fair system of 
wealth distribution and probably never will. Whichever newspaper 
or news source we may take, it is not too difficult to realise the 
unsurmountable problem of ensuring true equality throughout a 
world with an ever-increasing population. 

Probably we should do what we can within our own prejudices and 
limitations remembering the words of Jesus (John 12:8) “You will 
always have poor people with you, but you will not always have me” 
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expanded in Mark’s gospel  14:7 “You have the poor among you 
always, and you can help them whenever you like: but you will not 
always have me.” 

Colin Watson 

Difficult using the Bible in this way – “Truly I tell you: anything you 
did for one of my brothers here, however insignificant, you did for 
me.” (Matthew 25: 40) and “Truly I tell you: anything you failed to do 
for one of these, however insignificant, you failed to do for 
me.” (Matthew 25: 45 REB). Ed. 

HOW COMPLEX THE WORLD HAS BECOME

How complex the world has become
and how brittle the language with which we describe it.

Each snowflake, each hibernating animal,
each step, each brain, each planet,

can be measured, weighed, examined.
So it is that we place them, carefully,

within our realm of knowledge.
Yet we yearn to find the meaning of them.

Beyond the tools we would use for examination,
may we seek out ways to contemplate,

to consider, to appreciate
each person, each thing, each moment

into which we come in contact.
And may the movement of our thoughts

from matter to meaning,
move not only our minds,

but our hearts to understanding.
As those who would celebrate beauty,

we seek its hidden sources. Amen.

Gretta Vosper
[Taken from We All Breathe, copyright 2012 Gretta Vosper]

With thanks to Gerry Leake
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SHADWELL METHODIST CHURCH  
Cafe Morning 10.00 am - 12.30 pm 

Covid-19 willing 

16th June    Paninis & Toasties 
21st July    Quiches 

There will also be the usual wide range of delicious home-
baked cakes and scones and a variety of styles of coffee. No 
harm in being optimistic. The company is excellent so come 
and meet the people of Shadwell. 

LIDGETT PARK LADIES' GROUP 
 
Just to confirm what most of you will have been expecting, 
there are to be no Meetings for the foreseeable future, not even 
our popular Coffee Evening. Nor will the AGM be held (slightly 
less popular). Maybe, if the Covid 19 Pandemic passes, we 
may be able to get together in August. But, failing that, we shall 
start the new Autumn/Winter season when we can. 
 
Anne and I send you our good wishes and hope that you 
remain well throughout this very strange and dangerous time. 
 
Till we meet again, 
 
Lynne 
 

AFRICAN PROVERB. 

If you want to go fast, go alone. 
If you want to go far, go together. 
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1859 - 2019 

Tel: 0113 239 5770
www.adairpaxton.co.uk
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•  >ĞĂƐĞ��ǆƚĞŶƐŝŽŶƐ
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