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MINISTER’S LETTER
I was very fortunate in
2004 to go on a trip to
California. It was more
than I could have
imagined. In my one
picture I offer you a
spectacular tree, the
Giant Sequoia, the
world’s largest single
tree. This is taken near
San Francisco at Muir
Woods National Park. These trees are almost graceful giants,
wondrous to behold and your neck aches a little as you try and look
up to where they reach. They are also unusual in that they rely on
periodic wild fires to effectively grow new seedlings. The fires clear
competing vegetation, and the hot air that comes with fires dries
and opens the cones allowing the seeds to drop. The ash which
covers the ground protects the fallen seeds.
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In the Church’s calendar we will celebrate Pentecost in May, which
tells of the disciples receiving the Holy Spirit of God. In the
Message version of the bible it describes the Holy Spirit not just as
a strong gale force wind, but as being like a wild fire spreading
amongst the disciples. After this experience they are changed, they
find new courage and conviction to go amongst the population and
tell people of the love of Jesus. They grow in an amazing way as
Jesus’ disciples.
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Perhaps as we come towards times of rest this summer we can ask
God to show us, not through actual fire, how we can look at our lives
and see what is competing against us, clutter or busyness in our
lives, so that we can make space to really grow to know God,
ourselves and the potential that is given to each one of us.
The disciples and the Christian community as they grew learnt how
to live together in a spectacularly generous way.
Interestingly the giant sequoias can live in close proximity to one
another. As their roots are shallow and they spread all around the
group of other trees, and they share their resources with one
another, together the roots make them stable.
When we get to that place of not being cluttered and into a place of
release, then often we can find that our neighbours and friends are
appreciated once again, that we have time and space to live with
generosity and not defensiveness.
I hope that in your daily walks, or days of rest, that God will speak to
you through the wonders of his creation, and that you may be
blessed and refreshed by his love.
Every blessing,
Tanya
REFLECTION
During his time on earth the love of Jesus would be apparent to
those who knew him. There is no greater love than giving one's life
for another. To have a friend one has to be friend. This friend was
God incarnate or in the Trinity, the Son of God. That he was prepared
to die was a profound statement of his belief in the certainty of what
he taught out of love for others. Such self sacrifice draws people to
him. Jesus paid this ultimate ransom for their salvation, in the same
sense as sorrow is the price of love.
Tom Alexander
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WORSHIP IN MAY
Lidgett Park (also on zoom):
2 May

11.00 Revd Peter Reasbeck

Holy Communion

9 May

11.00 Mrs Catherine Frieze

16 May

11.00 Mr Andy Birkett

23 May

11.00 Revd Dr Madeleine Andrews

30 May

11.00 Revd Phil Chilvers

Shadwell:
2 May

9.30

Revd Robert Creamer

9 May

9.30

Dr Stanley Pearson

16 May

9.30

Mr Paul Spencer

23 May

9.30

Mrs Ann Johnson

30 May

9.30

Mr John Summerwill

Holy Communion

To book a place to attend the 11 am Sunday Service at LPMC,
please contact Howard Clinkard (howard.clinkard@ntlworld.com or
0113 2672986) between 12 noon on the Thursday and 12 noon on
the Saturday prior to the Sunday service.
To book a place to attend the 9.30 am service at Shadwell either
email or telephone Emelia Peterson anytime between Thursday
afternoon and Saturday noon.
(emeliadp@gmail.com 01132892147)
Praise the Lord!
Praise the Lord, O my soul!
I will praise the Lord as long as I live;
I will sing praises to my God all my life long.
Psalm 146
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PRAYER FOR CHANGE
This prayer also appears in the magazines of our covenanting
churches, St Andrew’s and St Edmund’s.
Father God,
As we move towards Summer, may we remember to give thanks for
your world and to tread more lightly upon it.
Let us not take for granted your good gifts to us but let us treasure
the flowing water of river and stream, the hedgerows, meadows,
fields and parks that provide life for both ourselves and other
creatures.
Let all things their creator bless and worship him in humbleness.
Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son and praise the Spirit, Three
in One.
Amen
THE ENIGMA OF THE CROSS: a three-part series by John S.
Summerwill
3. Making Sense of the Cross
The Church of England went through a series of upheavals in the
Victorian age as it faced challenges from within and without. Not the
least of these was a crisis in moral thought epitomised in the case of
Bishop Colenso. As Bishop of Natal Colenso, an Englishman,
worked with a native Zulu to translate the Bible into the Zulu
language. He became increasingly sceptical about the historical
accuracy of Old Testament stories as his close study of the text
brought him up against contradictions and impossibilities in, for
example, the accounts of the Exodus. Chiefly what worried him was
the harshness of commandments supposedly given by God. When
his Zulu helper expressed his revulsion at the law in Exodus 21:21
which would allow the killing of a slave to go unpunished because
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‘he is his master’s property’, Colenso stopped trying to defend the
Pentateuch as the work of Moses and got himself into a heap of
trouble by writing a book challenging biblical history and teachings.
He refused to teach that eternal damnation awaited those Zulus who
had never even heard of Jesus Christ. He was deprived of his
episcopal status and had to fight in the courts to get it back.
In the 1860s there was a furious controversy in the C of E for and
against Colenso’s liberal stance. It has never gone away.
Evangelical Christianity stands by the Augustinian/ Catholic/Calvinist
view that Adam’s fall brought the curse of death on all humanity and
that Christ’s atoning death on the cross was the only way in which
God could put matters right. The crucifixion is, on that view, the most
important event in human history and the focus of Christian faith.
The resurrection is the vindication of Christ, a reward for his
obedience, but it’s the cross that really matters.
But is that view morally sustainable and as biblical as it claims to
be? Liberal critics following Colenso challenge it. The God of the Old
Testament offers forgiveness without need of a sacrificial death, and
Jesus forgave sinners in God’s name. His death cannot therefore be
a prerequisite for divine forgiveness. None of the gospels interprets
the crucifixion in that way. The idea that God requires, commands or
condones the death of his Son before he can forgive contradicts the
teaching that God is just, loving and merciful. There must be a better
explanation of the atonement than the harsh legalism of Anselm’s
Satisfaction Theory or the Reformers’ Penal Substitution or
Governmental Theories.
Many found it in the rediscovery of the Moral Influence Theory of the
French theologian Peter Abelard (1078-1142), who taught that Jesus
died forgiving his enemies as an example of the pure, undying love
that God has for us and that we should have for God and our
neighbour. The cross did not change God. It can change us when
we respond in thankfulness and love to God’s love and see it as an
example of how we should take up our own cross and follow. All
types of cross can match this theory: the ancient jewelled cross
declaring that this is a divine work, the crucifix appealing to our
human sympathy, the empty cross being ours as well as Christ’s. It
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matches well the focus in Luke’s passion narrative, where Jesus
tells the weeping women. ‘Do not weep for me, but weep for
yourselves and for your children’; he has words of comfort for the
penitent thief; he commits his spirit into his Father’s hands; the
centurion declares him as certainly an innocent man.
Like all the other theories, the Moral Influence theory has flaws as
well as attractions. Does it encourage too complacent a view of sin
and imperil the salvation of those who think they have nothing to
fear in God? When Abelard taught it he was denounced by Bernard
of Clairvaux as a heretic and excommunicated, which is a cruel
irony. No theory matches all of the biblical evidence because the
Bible does not give one definitive explanation. Some theologians
think that all the metaphors contribute something to our
understanding of the enigma of the cross, though none is sufficient
on its own. Which is most meaningful can depend on the
individual’s circumstances at a particular time in their life, and on
the culture of the country and age in which they live. Many
Christians manage somehow or other to hold in their hearts and
minds a mixture of all of them, full of contradiction as they are, for
contradiction and paradox there most certainly is. Here is the
battleground between accusation and forgiveness, sin and purity,
brokenness and wholeness, loss and gain, destruction and
restoration, cruelty and abundant life, violence and peace, hate and
love, defeat and victory, death and life.
If we match the embellished cross with John’s account, and the
crucifix with Luke’s, we may find the empty cross as appropriate for
Mark’s passion narrative, which is the most dramatic of them all in
its restraint. Detailed and thorough as it is in its description of the
facts, it remains enigmatic about the meaning of it all. And after
Jesus’ death we get only the briefest mention of the rumour that he
has risen, with none of the detailed resurrection narratives of the
other gospels. An empty, ambiguous cross seems appropriate.
(Matthew’s account, which puts into Jewish mouths the awful
words ‘his blood be on us and on our children’, and his ridiculous
story of dead saints rising from their tombs when Jesus dies, is
best binned.)
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For my own part, I share Colenso’s sense of moral outrage and
revulsion at some of the enormous doctrinal edifices that Catholic
and Protestant Christianity have constructed on the shaky
foundation of a few selected Biblical verses and images to
exclude from the love of God those who do not hold precisely the
‘right’ formulation of belief. It is absurd to think that eternal glory
awaits those who hold Jesus as Lord and eternal damnation
those who do not. What a monstrously inept and absurd deity it
would be who, having created flawed creatures and put
temptation in their way, could only put right the ensuing damage
to the entire race by pouring out his wrath on his innocent son.
When we’re on holiday in Spain or Italy (will we ever go again?)
and look into Catholic churches and cathedrals, I almost always
find them far too dominated by images of blood, violence and
death. I find the same obsession in many contemporary worship
songs (and to be fair in the worst of Charles Wesley’s hymns too).
The Reformers rejected the use of the crucifix as an image, yet
the scene it depicts is still the primary way in which evangelical
Protestants imagine the cross, though they would never actually
wear one. That is perhaps more because it is Catholic than
because of the doctrine it implies. Revolting hymns about being
washed in the blood have, thankfully, mostly disappeared from
today’s hymnbooks.
Better by far is the light, colour and joyousness of the Greek
churches with their ancient focus on the victory of good over evil,
the crucifixion but a prelude to the resurrection, and best of all to
see the cross through Abelard’s eyes as exemplary. Samuel
Crossman expresses it sublimely in his moving hymn ‘My song is
love unknown’. So does Isaac Watts in the greatest of all the
passion hymns, ‘When I survey the wondrous cross.’ Abelard
himself could not have encapsulated his theory better than in the
words ‘Love so amazing, so divine, demands my soul, my life, my
all.’
Postscript:
Stan Pearson and I have started a new website called Methodist
Reflection at https://methref.uk There is a fine article there, What
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do we mean when we say ‘Jesus Saves’? , in which Stan explores
in depth the metaphorical status of the theories of the atonement,
looking at the meaning of metaphor, analogy, symbol and sign. In
his view, as far as metaphor is concerned, if we stick to one
metaphor of salvation and ignore the others so that we exclude
other ways of thinking and talking, then that metaphor can become
oppressive and irrelevant for many people. The ideas of righting
wrongs, judgement and punishment probably have more resonance
for Christians under persecution than those of us lucky enough to
live in the West.

LILAC TREE
As winter gives way to spring
What a wondrous thing
It is to see
The daily growth of my lilac tree
As March’s Saints depart
And stronger sunshine warms the heart
Easter beckons within weeks
My Lilac Tree to blossom seeks.
The buds begin to swell
But only a good eye can tell
The imperceptible change from winter’s grey
Towards full blossom in May.
It is said that “hope springs eternal”
But maybe “eternal spring brings hope.”
John Wells, March 2021.
PAUSE FOR THOUGHT
A compromise is the art of dividing a cake in such a way that
everyone believes he has the biggest piece. Ludwig Erhard
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THOUGHT FOR THE DAY
Used with the permission of the BBC.
To set aside your own rights and interests in order to serve others
is always difficult, but as we reflect on the life of His Royal
Highness, the Duke of Edinburgh, we are reminded of how much it
is possible to achieve when we dedicate our lives to larger causes
than ourselves. Prince Philip shows how someone dedicated to
bringing people together and encouraging the journeys of others
achieved so much more than we can ever hope to on our own.
Like all of us, Prince Philip had visions and dreams. He was
amusing and witty. He had remarkable intellectual gifts and a
willingness to test his opinion against others and listen to them. He
was impatient with complacency about bad things happening.
Whether in wildlife conservation and climate change, in working
with young people, in interfaith relations in a world where more
than eight out of ten belong to a faith he was 50 years ahead of his
time. And he was criticised for that, but sooner or later others
followed. He was a founder and a pioneer himself, but the way he
achieved these dreams was through helping unlock the potential
of others, through encouragement, support and seeking and
providing opportunity.
We might be capable of doing remarkable things by ourselves, but
Prince Philip set the example of something even better. His life’s
work showed that serving others might not always be visible, but it
is always essential.
Above all he served the Queen, for 73 years. That meant setting
aside those things to which many people might have felt entitled, a
glittering naval career, prominence in his own right, and counting
everything else as less important than serving Queen and country,
following his duty in that service, walking behind. In that walking
behind he followed the command of Christ who calls every person
to follow him.
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Grief is not alien to us at the moment: so many of us have
experienced loss during the pandemic. To lose someone after
such a long life is a unique and particular pain to those who love
them. I pray we can comfort ourselves by seeking their life and
legacy to live on in the opportunities and dreams they have
inspired in others.
Perhaps the challenge which Prince Philip sets us is to look
afresh at what we hold onto out of entitlement which, if humbly
set aside, will make our lives transformative for others.
May His Royal Highness rest in peace, and rise in glory, in the
eternal arms of the Servant King.
HRH Prince Philip 1921-2021. The Archbishop of Canterbury,
Justin Welby - 10/04/2021
THIS NOTICE CAN NOW BE FOUND IN ALL FRENCH
CHURCHES:
En entrant dans cette église, il est possible que vous entendiez
l'appel de Dieu.
Par contre, il n’est pas susceptible de vous contacter par
téléphone.
Merci d'avoir éteint votre téléphone.
Si vous souhaitez parler à Dieu, entrez, choisissez un endroit
tranquille et parle lui.
Si vous souhaitez le voir, envoyez-lui un SMS en
conduisant.
Translation:
It is possible that on entering this church, you may hear the Call
of God.
On the other hand, it is not likely that he will contact you by
phone.
Thank you for turning off your phone.
If you would like to talk to God, come in, choose a quiet place,
and talk to him.
If you would like to see him, send him a text while driving.
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JUST IN CASE YOU WERE WONDERING.
What Heaven and Hell are Like.
A holy man was having a conversation with the Lord one day and
said, Lord, I would like to know what Heaven and Hell are like.'
The Lord led the holy man to two doors.
He opened one of the doors and the holy man looked in. In the
middle of the room was a large round table.
In the middle of the table was a large pot of stew which smelled
delicious and made the holy man's mouth water.
The people sitting around the table were thin and sickly.
They appeared to be famished.
They were holding spoons with very long handles that were
strapped to their arms and each found it possible to reach into the
pot of stew and take a spoonful, but because the handle was longer
than their arms, they could not get the spoons back into their
mouths.
The holy man shuddered at the sight of their misery and suffering.
The Lord said, 'You have seen Hell.'
They went to the next room and opened the door.
It was exactly the same as the first one.
There was the large round table with the large pot of stew which
made the holy man's mouth water.
The people were equipped with the same long-handled spoons, but
here the people were well nourished and plump, laughing and
talking.
The holy man said, 'I don't understand.'
It is simple' said the Lord, 'it requires but one skill.
You see, they have learned to feed each other, while the greedy
think only of themselves.'
HAVE A BLESSED DAY !!!!!
With thanks to Rae Mounsey
OUR FAMILY HISTORY– A Lockdown Adventure
Only fifteen years after retiring, I’ve finally started on one of my
retirement projects – our Family History. Over the years, we’ve
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collected albums full of photos, boxes of memorabilia, bundles of
letters and certificates. Where do you start? There are lots of
guidebooks, on-line resources, DIY kits and internet subscription
sites. As usual, I decided to go my own way and began by putting
Birth, Marriage and Death Certificates in date order into a large
album and making a simple index with the key information from
each. These documents provide a wealth of information – names,
ages, parents, occupations and addresses. Enough to start with but,
the older the document, the more likely are errors or
misunderstandings. For example, comparing birth and marriage
certificates for one lady ancestor showed that she had added two
years to her age on marrying (!). Again, on a marriage certificate of
1854, the groom’s address was Hay Street. This didn’t exist but
after some research we found it was Haigh Street (deaf Registrar?).
On certificates dated between the 1850s and 1860s, our ancestors
and their witnesses signed with a cross – we had to tell the
grandchildren that this was no longer acceptable.
Some time ago, I bought a job lot of ancestor records CDs from a
car boot sale. It was a treasure trove including the 1841 census for
the West Riding, the 1851 census for Yorkshire and the 1881
census for the York area. Other gems included various birth,
baptism, marriage and burial records, not forgetting a listing of
Landowners in York 1871 (we didn’t feature) together with the
“Universal British Directory of Trade, Commerce and Manufacture”
1791.Conventional wisdom is that you work backwards through the
census records from 1911 to 1841. However we had names and
addresses from the 1850s and began with the 1851 census. It is
hard to describe the feeling when you first find an individual or a
whole family in the census records. However it can be difficult to
track people in the ten year census cycle. They were mobile and
often changed addresses - in my family’s case it was probably to
avoid the rent man.
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We have inherited three large Victorian photo albums and the sad
thing is that very few of the family members and their friends had
been identified. There are some obvious family features but the
majority of these ancestors will remain unknown. People can be
“lost” in other ways. For example, maiden names are not recorded
in the census and ancestors who emigrate can just disappear. We
found children from large families who were brought up by relatives
or in other families. Early in the 1900s, one distant cousin from
Lincolnshire came to Leeds for a holiday and stayed for the rest of
her life.
We’ve started to make profiles of individuals with their key dates,
photos at different ages and where they fit in the family tree. To
make these very personal, we’ve included anecdotes and “family
legends”. These include “struck by lightning”, “refused to serve
anyone who disagreed with him” and “he was the village fiddler, had
twelve children and a wooden leg”.
We found one unexpected benefit from making these profiles.
Some of our grandchildren were studying WW2 and we could
provide them with detailed profiles of their great-grandads and
great-great grandad who served in the forces. These A4 sheets
include photos of them in uniform together with dates and places,
incidents and details of their various medals. These profiles can be
scanned and shared with the family and we plan to produce them
for all the ancestors who make up the core of our family tree.
Among the joys of this project are the completely irrelevant
digressions. For example, we spent an afternoon going through the
handwritten 1851 census for Shadwell. We’ve lived in Shadwell for
over 40 years (incomers!) with no other family roots here. It was
fascinating to find “Shadwell names” and try to identify various
houses that still exist - the Census Inspector hadn’t put down any
addresses. The car boot treasure included CDs of the 18th century
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parish registers for parts of Gloucestershire, Norfolk Parish
Records, and the “Norwich Mercury” 1775 – 1784. Irrelevant but
irresistible!
Go back only a few generations in your family and you can be
dealing with an immense number of people. These include families
of twelve or more children that branch out into more large families
and expand again in the following generations. We used rolls of
lining wallpaper to sketch out these relationships and there are a
lot of Smiths on each side of our tree. It’s very satisfying to find a
new family story or sort out some of the complex connections.
Working on your family history is fascinating and puts your own life
in perspective. You realise how hard and tragic life was for some of
your ancestors. They had to cope with child mortality, very poor
health, the early death of parents and economic pressures to
move or to split families.
So, where are we? Researching family history is like working on a
giant jigsaw with no edges. Our jigsaw still has some big holes
near the middle and towards the edges. In the years that passed
before starting this project in earnest, we have lost family
members who had so much knowledge that could have filled in the
gaps. Make sure that you try and capture as much information as
you can before it is lost. We’ll let you know how our project is
developing as we branch out into other parts of our Family History.
Ray and Carolyn Smith
PAUSE FOR THOUGHT
When we think that we can make ends meet, somebody moves
the ends. Herbert Hoover
Success is a journey, not a destination. The doing is often more
important than the outcome. Arthur Ashe
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MARCH 23rd 2021 – COVID -19. SOME PERSONAL
REFLECTIONS A YEAR ON.
Having had saturated local, national and international news
coverage of the pandemic for over twelve months detailing
multifaceted good, bad and indifferent aspects, I am probably not
the best person to give a completely balanced view of the last
twelve months.
Being someone who has lived on his own for more than 20 years,
the additional isolation due to ‘stay at home’ restrictions have not
put me into the loneliness category being experienced by many,
nor built up any thoughts of infringing my personal liberty nor,
having a modest garden, of being imprisoned. My parents died
many years ago and there is no one in my immediate family in
hospital or care so I have been saved the trauma of very limited
contact with hospitalised or isolating loved ones. Coming from a
rather undemonstrative family background, a handshake was good
enough, the absence of hugs and other outward shows of affection
have not been part of my makeup, although the French part of the
family is changing things slowly.
Not working, but receiving adequate pensions, having no
responsibility for home schooling or childcare have kept me away
from what appears to have been the major national difficulties,
other than medical, caused by Covid-19: economic, education,
family togetherness and loneliness. I count myself very fortunate.
Missing out on overseas holidays, church services/activities,
weekly golf, infrequent theatre and dinner dates and regular
Sunday dinners with Charles’ family have been inconveniences
rather than vital omissions. Many things of course were normal in
the year – washing, ironing, gardening (a little bit extra perhaps),
cleaning (never got round to the oven!), food shopping and
subsequent meal preparation. Junk mail still arrived, and charities
were obliged to step up their appeals. Regular post and more
Christmas posting. Even standard ‘flu jab was administered as
normal.
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Not everything came to a complete halt, however. Church
services have appeared every week by post and the Church
Baking Group have done sterling work in keeping, and continuing
to keep, the Project togetherness going. Between the two national
lockdowns golf restrictions were lifted enabling 26 weeks of play
during which I took full advantage (course to open again 29th
March 2021).
So, what was done to fill in the ‘spare’ periods caused by the
‘Stay at Home’ requirement. Read more of the papers legitimately
bought on my daily exercise or when doing my essential food
shopping. Watched a little bit more TV. Caught up on repeats of
mainly ITV programmes intentionally missed first time round due
to adverts. As someone who has considered the TV licence fee
value for money, the reintroduction over the year for the over 75s
was quite acceptable. The cost was covered by saving on ‘The
19th Hole’ coffees.
Attempted more puzzles and crosswords. Getting quite good at
‘Word Search’ and ‘Kuroso’ but haven’t found the formula for
‘Sudoku’ above level 2. Managed to make my first Shrove
Tuesday pancakes. They turned out rather well although I was a
bit worried about the use of 15-year-old flour. I think it was flour in
that unmarked plastic container!
Then we have jigsaws. Came to these in the dark days of late
autumn and winter. They have become quite addictive and
certainly made up for the loss of golf time. One particular difficult
1000 piece intruded into my sleep with such vivid dreams that I
fully expected the puzzle to have been completed by the ‘Jigsaw
Fairy’ by the following morning! Apparently, others have had
similar experiences.
The use of the old-fashioned landline has increased ‘to keep in
touch’. Unfortunately, the ‘Stay at Home’ requirement has given
cold callers and scammers the additional opportunity to take
advantage of this captive audience. I have for a number of years
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ignored incoming calls, other than those which were expected at
agreed times and dates and have expected callers to leave a
message. I would get back to them as soon as possible. Over the
last few months I have won $150,000 on an American lottery I
never entered (they had been trying to contact me on my email
account), I had numerous occasions when my telephone and
internet services were going to be suspended, various financial
accounts had been compromised and warranties had run out on
equipment I do not possess etc. etc. I am sure you have all been
annoyed (putting it extremely mildly) by the same thing. At least I
haven’t been contacted to pay for a Covid vaccination, or have I?.
It could have been one of the ignored calls. YEP item 24/03/21.
Coronavirus related fraud has resulted in losses of £34.5 million in
the past year police have stated.
As mentioned in the first sentence, the news throughout the year
has been extremely varied and has shown how many diverse and
varied groups, causes and societies there are who have, with
increasing vigour, vied for our attention and resources.
We have had the many individuals ‘doing a lot’ for a myriad of
good causes (Captain Tom the most high profile), neighbours,
communities, faith groups, charities, sports groups, supermarkets,
restaurants and pubs all helping in their own ways to provide
assistance and comfort to a large proportion of the population
throughout the most difficult of times.
On the other side of the coin and being who we are as a nation,
we have the ‘trollers’ and other objectionable social media
postings, the covid deniers, antivaccers and a whole range of
criminal activities taking place.
No doubt we all have our views on who or what should be classed
during this last year as good, bad and indifferent. I would imagine
a whole ‘The Link’ could be dedicated to the subject should all
readers contribute.
In my reading and listening a number of words and phrases have
been used/overused which have diluted or altered the original
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meaning or definition. In no particular order. Unprecedented – a
catchall word to give time for any action to be justified. Expert –
didn’t know we had so many covering so many different subjects
and seemingly having so many solutions to the same problem. A
top priority – used in responses to so many situations that very
soon there will be few people who are not a priority. Diversity –
lost track of all the things this covers but the 2021 census could
give just one basic answer. Male or female – all other meanings
and variations could fill a book (and probably has). Stress and
anxiety – increasing mental and emotional problems affecting an
ever-increasing age band. Investigation and inquiry – vehicle for
keeping the legal profession in employment, at the humble
taxpayers’ expense, pontificating on the actions and decisions of
previous legal judgements and of ‘experts’ who couldn’t agree in
the first place. Cohort – what was wrong with class or group?
What is on your list of overused things – statistics perhaps?
Well, the sun is shining, the spring flowering bulbs are flourishing.
My second Covid jab is due in April. 2020 Christmas Dinner has
been pencilled in for late May and did I mention that golf starts
again this month?
Glad to be alive really.
Colin Watson
PS while concocting this piece I have had at least 10 telephone
calls. Not one left a message so I assume they were not
important.

Roadside
Daffodils

The Easter
Cross at
Shadwell
Methodist
Church

19
NATIONAL SERVICE
'They need a dose of boot camp.' So one of my female university
colleagues said to me near the end of my career in academic life,
with another female colleague nodding agreement.The students
they were referring to were a bunch of male undergraduates drifting
off down a corridor after a seminar.That these young women should
say this to me was understandable in the sense that I was patently
not just the modern day Professor, who would not differ much from
the drifting undergraduates in so many ways, often with views of the
world not much different from those of a sheltered teenager. In the
campus novel Changing Places by David Lodge, an American
Professor named Morris Zapp spends a lot of his time trying to
develop a world weary Humphrey Bogart look. I didn't need to
emulate him. I got that look after serving in Her Majesty's Forces.
Courteous as the Bogart male always is to women, in my role as
Professor I just said to my female colleagues: 'Do you honestly
think they could survive boot camp?' With a sigh, they gave the
obvious answer.
The reason that I served in Her Majesty's Forces was something
called National Service or conscription. After a short interval, it was
reintroduced following World War II. Initially, males had to serve for
eighteen months in the Armed Forces, though following the
outbreak of the Korean War conscripts had to serve for two years,
in each case followed by three and a half years on the reserve.Call
up came for males when they were eighteen or at twenty one if they
were serving an apprenticeship.Though I was given a deferment to
enable me to take my GCE A levels, I was still eighteen when I
joined the Royal Air Force. In the classic film On The Waterfront,
Marlon Brando, playing a washed up boxer, bitterly complained: 'I
could have been a contender, Charlie, instead of being a bum,
which is what I am.' The hard truth was that at eighteen, I was very
happy being a south coast drifter on the dear old Isle of Wight. I
suppose I was a bum. I got plenty of excellent advice before I was
called up from the World War II veterans who were fellow
supporters of Portsmouth Football Club, and with whom I had
travelled on the boat from the Isle of Wight to see Pompey play and
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to the away games. These men had their fair share of medals for
gallantry, but their advice was always the same: 'Don't try to be a
hero.' I remember one of my school friends saying to me that, unlike
him, I had no sense of adventure. His plane crashed in the sea off
Aden. I was back in the U.K. by then, and I was stopped no less
than three times by people telling me that he died, and that the
impact of the crash had killed him. I just nodded, and elected not to
say that it was highly likely that the sharks had got to him. When I
was later on the burial detail, we entombed quite a few victims of the
sharks.There wasn't much to bury.
So, off I went on 13 September 1956 to join the R.A.F. I will resist
the temptation to describe it as the worst day of my life.The reason
for this was that there was competition. I hated every day I spent in
the R.A.F.
After being kitted out at Cardington, and sending what were called
your civilian clothes back home, off I went to basic training as boot
camp was called. The one I went to was at West Kirby near
Liverpool. The sergeant who greeted us said: 'You're going to hate
me before you leave this camp.' I was ahead of him there. I hated
him on sight, but it made no difference.
I was now just a number. I was 151 Fry. Though I had worked for a
couple of summers on the local pier, and, as I said before, I had
known a lot of ex squaddies among the Portsmouth supporters, all I
really had going for me in this unremittingly macho way of life was
my father's building site cynicism. Luckily, my father was only too
right about the Ordinary Joe. I'd had spelt out before the golden rule
of billet life, which was that in any billet of 20 men you would get two
or three worthwhile types. The rest you could describe in various
ways. Most of them in that West Kirby billet were Everton
supporters. One of the worthwhile types described them as scum.
That was generous. Boot camp was a perpetual round of cleaning,
kit inspections, drill, rifle practice and general weapons training, and
the trials of the assault course. Then we had to do camping in what
the corporal called the Welsh mountains. They looked like hills to
me until I had to climb them carrying all my kit with the rain running
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out of every crevice in my body. When I got to the top, a corporal
was waiting for me.
'So, you think you've done it, don't you 151 Fry?'
'Haven't I, Corporal?'
'No, you haven't. That was just stage one?'
'Where's stage two?'
'Over there.'
'That looks like the other side of Wales.'
'It is.'
I will leave to the imagination of the reader what stage two was like
together with camping in driving rain. Suddenly in the midst of this
came the Suez crisis. There were only two of us in the billet
opposed to military action. One was a Guardian reader type, so
nobody would listen to him.
As I was working class, I was listened to. Nobody liked my line
which was that it was obvious that the Americans were opposed to
this adventure and that they would use financial pressure to bring it
to a halt. This did not go down well, though I was less unpopular
than the Leader of the Labour Party, Hugh Gaitskell, whose
moralistic line was treated with universal contempt. There were
lighter moments, notably when we all went together to see Everton
play Portsmouth. After Pompey came back from being 2-0 down to
draw 2-2, I was in one of my better moods. This was just as well
because on the walk back to the camp a public school type told me
that he was feeling suicidal. He told me that he hated the working
class and that, if he had to spend the rest of his time in the R.A.F.
with them, he would top himself. I succeeded in calming him down
by saying that I thought that he would get a commission and
become an officer. So he did, and he later thanked me as if I had
given him this accolade myself.
Then it was on to trade training, this time at a camp at Hereford. I
had elected to be a clerk. I was a bit surprised that we had to learn
to type. I said to the sergeant that I could not see myself as a typist
because I didn't have the legs for it. 'Stop trying to be the funny
man, 151 Fry' was his reply, and, sure enough, I swiftly got up to
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30 words a minute, and passed the clerks' course with flying
colours.
We had been promised a home posting if we passed first time.
They lied to us. We were doubled into this lecture theatre. I sat at
the back. When the officer told us we were all going to be posted
to Aden, all the hundred men in the theatre turned round to me,
and my West Indian friend, Vic Cupid, spoke for them all when he
said: 'Where is it, Geoff?' I replied: 'At the south western tip of the
Arabian Peninsula.' They were no wiser.
I was doomed to spend no less than 599 days in the Aden
Garrison. At a camp called Steamer Point, I lived in a barrack
block holding 300 men, of whom about 50 were worthwhile.
Everybody hated the place. The heat was blistering every day.
Disease was everywhere. Dysentery was rife. It was amusing to
see so many of the so called hard men go down with it. Indeed,
only me and the Scots seemed to escape it. In the case of the
Scots this was because they were all drunk. Everybody got a skin
disease called prickly heat. Even if you steered clear of the
hookers, another disease to be feared was venereal crabs.They
infested the lavatories. So, the joke went: 'it's no good standing on
the seat, the crabs on this camp jump ten feet.'
My job was to look after the education block for the officers. I was
also on the ceremonial drill squad, and, as I wrote earlier, I was
on the funeral detail. In daytime temperatures rarely less than
130F, I leave to the reader's imagination what it was like
performing these duties. Though a Scottish regiment did the
fighting, we still had to do regular weapons training. We did this in
what was called Cemetery Valley. The bullets rebounded from the
rocks and went all over the place.There was no such thing as
health and safety in those days. I add that the only vegetation in
the Garrison was sustained by sewage. You can guess what the
smell was like in that heat. The locusts turned up once and ate all
the vegetation. Aden was like that. Of course, in the late
afternoon, we played football, and there was a cinema, and I took
a couple of O levels to keep my brain active. I also passed the
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Civil Service Executive Class examination in conditions I don't
think I will describe. At last my time was up. I got a lift on a bone
shaking lorry to the aerodrome to get a plane home. When I got to
Khormaksar, I was pointed to a transport plane by a sergeant,
who was amused by my reaction to what it contained.
'What's in all those crates?'
'Dud ammunition' was his reply.
'Is it safe?
'That's for you to find out, Sunshine.'
There were only half a dozen of us on the plane, including the
aircrew. Everybody but me smoked. I was alone in reading a
book. Let's just say that the journey back via repellent places like
Libya was memorable. The demob at a camp near Gloucester
took an eternity. I had to travel back to the Isle of Wight on the
mail boat.
So, it was all over. Was it worth it? I had hated not just every day
of it but every hour and every minute, but I would not have missed
National Service. You met a representative cross section of the
male population, and this was an important experience. It
changed me for the better because it forced me to cease being a
south coast layabout, and make something of my life. There are
all sorts of reasons why I went on to have a successful career in
something as competitive as academic life, but I could never have
done it without the motivation that conscription instilled in me.
National Service benefited me in most ways, and the effects of the
blistering Aden sun on my skin ensured that afterwards I certainly
looked as if I'd lived.
GEOFFREY K FRY

THE LORD'S PRAYER 3—A MEDITATION
This month I want us to meditate on the last of what I have called
the three earthly petitions in the Lord's prayer, namely: - “Forgive
us our debts, as we also forgive our debtors.” Again, I am
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indebted to the late New Testament scholar and prolific Christian
writer, William Barclay.
Forgive us our debts, as we also forgive our debtors. For many of
us this is probably the most difficult petition in the Lord's prayer,
and the reason for this is simple. If we examine ourselves closely,
we find that we naturally expect people to readily forgive us when
we have done something amiss, while often finding it difficult to
offer the same forgiveness to others. And yet, as William Barclay
emphasises, there is a condition. What Jesus is saying is that “we
are to be forgiven our transgressions in proportion as we forgive
those who have transgressed against us.” Much has been, and
will continue to be, written on forgiveness. However, there are
three considerations which can help us to be more forgiving.
We must learn to understand. Maybe the person who has hurt us
has misunderstood or has been misinformed about something we
have said or done. Maybe the person is the victim of his/her
upbringing which makes it difficult to form easy and stable
relationships with other people. Forgiveness becomes much
easier if we are able to understand why a person acted or reacted
in a particular way.
We must learn to forget. As long as we continue to remember and
brood upon a slight or injury, there is little hope that we will (or
can) forgive. How often have we said or heard “I can't forget what
so-and-so did to me.” But we must try to forget, and not allow the
memory of a hurt to fester and grow in our minds until it becomes
a mountain not a molehill and makes it impossible to forgive.
We must learn to love. Christian love (agape) has been defined as
“that unconquerable benevolence, that undefeatable goodwill,
which never seeks anything but the highest good for others, no
matter how they treat us.” This kind of love was embodied for us,
as Christians, in the life and teaching of Jesus, and it is this that
we must try and imitate.
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So there we have it. To expect forgiveness, we must forgive. And
to enable us to do that we must be more understanding, prepared
to forget, and to love deeply and widely.
Gerry Leake
PROJECT NEWS. MAY 2021.
As we slowly move out of lockdown measures, the Project Group
is hopeful of being able to meet very soon and start to plan events
for the year ahead. It has been a long slog for us all but we are
immensely grateful for your continuing support of our baking days
– even though they have been more restricted in recent months.
Our April Baking Buddy day raised £265 which owes much to the
generosity of our customers and the willingness of our bakers to
try their hand at recipes with which they were perhaps not familiar!
Thank you all.
Our next baking will take place during the second week of May
and customers will have already received details. (If you haven’t,
please let me know). After this, it will be into June, lockdown
restrictions should be easing, and the church will no doubt be
gathering to think about the way forward.
We would love to hear from you about any events that you would
like the group to consider for the forthcoming year – obviously if
these are allowed. We have had to cancel concerts, meals,
monthly coffee mornings etc. How do you feel about starting some
of these again? Are you eager to get back to something like
normal or are you apprehensive about larger gatherings? Your
support is the most necessary thing in all our planning and it would
be really good to know your feelings. A short email, note, phone
call or chat to me or one of the other committee members would
be very welcome.
On behalf of the group, our very best wishes for a sunny summer
and a chance to meet up with old friends again.
Margaret Farrar
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