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Dear Friends 

It is with real sadness that I read about the death of Marcus Borg the week I am 

writing this (he died 21 January 2015, aged 72).  I can’t remember exactly how 

many years ago I was introduced to his writing but, whenever it was, it was a time 

when I was really struggling to make sense of my faith.  Those around me, friends, 

colleagues and the like all seemed, or said, that they were comfortable in their 

faith.  Each time a discussion was had, either in pairs or small groups, I felt very 

much the odd one out and began to wonder if there was no room for those who 

thought like me in Christianity.  The first book of his that I was introduced to was 

“The Heart of Christianity: wŜŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ŦŀƛǘƘ”.  I have since read a good 

number of his works and found reassurance for my own journey through faith and 

he has also opened my eyes (or should that be heart and mind) to so much more. 

After leaving a comment on the “Blog of Condolences”, which had been opened 

for people to write in this week, I visited one of the many other blogs I have 

discovered since my days of feeling like an odd one out.   This week’s article by 

David Henson was entitled aŀƪƛƴƎ wƻƻƳ ŀǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩǎ ¢ŀōƭŜΥ ¢ƘŜ DƛƊ ƻŦ tǊƻƎǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ 

/ƘǊƛǎǝŀƴƛǘȅΦ   He began the blog with a simple sentence that once adorned an 

essay he wrote whilst in graduate school and it was this: 

 ¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǳƴŘŜǊŜǎǝƳŀǘŜ Ƙƻǿ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǘƘŜ /ƘǊƛǎǝŀƴ ǳƳōǊŜƭƭŀ ƛǎΦ 

This reminded me of three things.   

First, that there is as much room for me at Jesus’ table as my conservative friends, 

but likewise I must remember that there is as much room for them too, and we 

share the table with our different understandings of faith.   
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tǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ǎƛƳǳƭǘŀƴŜƻǳǎƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎƻǾŜƴŀƴǘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘŜǎ ƛƴ 

wƻǳƴŘƘŀȅ ό[ƛŘƎŜǧ tŀǊƪΣ {ǘ 9ŘƳǳƴŘΩǎ ŀƴŘ {ǘ !ƴŘǊŜǿΩǎύΦ 

Father, forgive us the folly, blindness and greed with which we have pursued 
material gains at the expense of future generations, oblivious to the grievous 
cost to your creation.  Help us to pursue a vision of your world which husbands 
all its resources, so that all your children, both living and still to come, can live 
together in peace without damaging the world You have given us to enjoy.  Amen 

DǊŜŜƴ /ƘǊƛǎǝŀƴ tǊŀȅŜǊ DǳƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ŀǊŜ ƻŦ /ǊŜŀǝƻƴ   CŜōǊǳŀǊȅ нлмо 

C995.!/Y όŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘτ9Řύ 

5ŜŀǊ 9ŘƛǘƻǊ 

 

I was sorry to read ( Link FEb 2015) that Ed Dodman felt so deprived of Christmas 

Carols last December . 

Why don't we all find him a CD of carols so that then he can sing and listen to 

them all year ! 

A carol is "not just  for Christmas". 

Wh¸/9 9Φ ²hh5 

Secondly, that to sit around Jesus’ table you don’t have to have all the answers, 

you don’t have to subscribe to a set of creeds or doctrines. Your age, colour, 

gender, ethnicity, sexual orientation, your past history are of no concern; you just 

have to want to learn more of Jesus’ way of unconditional love and how to live 

that out daily, being supported by your companions around the table. 

Thirdly, that those with doubts, maybe especially those with doubts will always 

have a seat at the table, because maybe, as Mr Henson says in his blog, 

ǎƻƳŜǝƳŜǎ Řƻǳōǘ ŀƴŘ ǳƴōŜƭƛŜŦ ŀǊŜ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ 

ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴΣ ŜƳǇŀǘƘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜ ƻŦ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊΦ 

Are you sitting comfortably...? Till next time 

!ƴŘǊŜǿ 
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1st  March 8.00  Revd. Andrew Atkins  Holy Communion 

  10.30  Revd. Andrew Atkins  Holy Communion 

8th March 8.00  Revd. Robert Creamer Holy Communion  

  10.30  Mr. Michael Prince 

  6.30  Service at Chapel Allerton 

15th March 8.00  Revd. Andrew Atkins  Holy Communion 

  10.30  Mr. John Summerwill 

  4.00  United Service at Oakwood Church (see page 16) 

22nd March 8.00  Revd. Andrew Atkins  Holy Communion 

  10.30  Mr. John Prior 

29th March 8.00  Revd. Andrew Atkins  Holy Communion 

  10.30  Revd. Andrew Atkins 

  6.30  Ecumenical Service at St Andrew’s Church 

¢Ih¦DI¢{ ¢h thb59w 

Thou shalt know him when he comes 

Not by any din of drums 

Nor the vantage of his airs 

Nor by anything he wears. 

Neither by his crown 

Nor his gown. 

For his presence known shall be 

By the holy harmony 

Which his coming makes in thee. 

!ƴƻƴΣ мрǘƘ /ŜƴǘǳǊȅ 

 

Pilgrim remember 

For all your pain 

The master you seek abroad 

You will find at home - 

Or walk in vain. 

!ƴƻƴΣ тǘƘ /ŜƴǘǳǊȅ 
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Please make a note in your diaries that on {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅ aŀǊŎƘ нмǎǘ ŀǘ тΦолǇƳ there 
will be a concert in Lidgett Park Church featuring the following:- 
 
                              
 
 
 
 
 
This 30 strong choir based in Wetherby sing music of all styles and genres in a 
most entertaining and enjoyable way.  Please come along and hear them -  
proceeds in aid of the church project. 
 
5ŀǾƛŘ ²ƛƭƪŜǎ 

THE ELYSIAN SINGERS 
                                 
Conductor 
                             
JONATHAN  POWER 

²ha9b{ ²hw[5 5!¸ hC tw!¸9wΦ 
 
Once again it is almost time for the annual Womens' World of Prayer service. 
This year it will take place at Lidgett Park at 2pm on Friday 6th March. The 
service has been prepared by Christian women of the Bahamas so we aim to be 
colourful! All are very welcome, gender immaterial.   
 
tŀǘ bƻƭŀƴ 

!5±!b/95 ²!wbLbD{Φ !ƴƴǳŀƭ /ƘǳǊŎƘ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ aŜŜǝƴƎΦ 

The date of the AGM is yet to be fixed, but it is usually sometime in May. This is to 

invite Church organisations to post in The Link in  April topics that they think are 

of interest to that meeting, for example, a summary of the activities of your 

organisation over the past year and the plans for the coming year. 

It would be particularly helpful if details of any proposed Church projects for the 

coming year could be posted in The Link. Members would be then able to give 

each one some thought before the AGM. In recent years we have not had the 

opportunity to do this, which has limited discussion. It would be helpful also if, 

with the outline of the project, proposals for the organisation of the fundraising 

could be given. 9ŘƛǘƻǊΦ 
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Meeting alternate Thursdays in the Youth Hall at 7.45 pm.   Tea/coffee and 
biscuits - and interesting Speakers, of course, provided. 

 5th March.   One of our most popular Speakers - Pat Osborne - will be coming 
to tell us "Some Interesting & Lesser Known Facts" about Queen Victoria - as 
requested by Members' on her last visit to us. 

 19th March.   Meg Morton from "York Gate Garden" will be encouraging us to 
visit this beautiful place.   It is local, being based at Adel near the Church, but 
many folk don't seem to know about it or it's history. 

 A reminder that there will be no Meeting on 2nd April, it being Maundy 
Thursday. 

 [ȅƴƴŜ tǳƭƭŜƛƴ 

h¦w C!±h¦wL¢9 I¸ab{Φ 

WƻȅŎŜ ²ƻƻŘ ƻũŜǊǎ ǳǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƘȅƳƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜǎ ŀǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿǎΦ 9ŘΦ 

It is by Annie Johnson Flint (1866-1932) and has three scriptural references:-  

(James 4:6) (Isaiah40:29)(Jude 2). 

Tune: The Ash Grove 

 

1). "He giveth more grace as our burdens grow greater 

      he sendeth more strength as our labours increase 

      To added afflictions He addeth his mercy 

      to multiplied trials He multiplies peace 

 

2).  When we have exhausted our store of endurance 

      When our strength has failed ere the day is half done 

      When we reach the end of our hoarded resources 

      Our Father's full giving is only begun 

 

3).  His love has no limits, His grace has no measure  

      His power no boundary known unto men 

      For out of his infinite riches in Jesus 

      He giveth, and giveth, and giveth again. 

CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ŀƭǾŀǝƻƴ !ǊƳȅ {ƻƴƎōƻƻƪ мфро 
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The Rev’d Andrew Atkins now has Pastoral Oversight for Thorner.  We thank 
George for all his ministry with us and pray God’s blessing upon Andrew as he 
undertakes this position until he moves to Guiseley in September. 

Please remember Kate Dickinson in your prayers.  Kate, a stalwart at Thorner, has 
suffered a stroke. We pray God’s healing for her and ask you to do so too. 

Our next fund raising event will take place  on Saturday  March  21st  from  10am 
to 12 noon, a coffee morning in aid of the Home & Overseas Missions of the 
Methodist Church; we hope to see you there !!  We'll have our usual cake and 
bric-a-brac stalls and we'll be serving our famous Bacon Butties, so do support us 
if you can !   Our January coffee morning raised £315: 60 for Action for Children / 
MHA, a shared 50/50 event.  Thanks for your support ! 

Our  Lent course began on Monday February 23rd  for five Mondays ending on 
Monday March 23rd.  They  begin at 10:15am but refreshments will be served 
from 10am.  We aim to finish around noon , so please do join us if you can.  Once 
again we are studying  a  ' York   Course',    this    year's is   entitled, 'tǊŀƛǎŜ IƛƳ 
ϤϤ{ƻƴƎǎ ƻŦ tǊŀƛǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bŜǿ ¢ŜǎǘŀƳŜƴǘϥ.   Be assured it is a very good course and 
it’s not too late to join us so do come along if you can.   You'll receive a booklet 
so you can reprise any of the sessions that you may miss and also prepare for the 
following  week's session. 

If Mondays don't suit you, the same course will be repeated  again at Oakwood;  
please see the weekly notices for details.   

May God bless us all as we enter this period of Lenten reflection and when Easter 
arrives, may we feel we've benefited greatly from our Lenten  journey. 

!ƴƴ WƻƘƴǎƻƴ 

Thorner Senior Church Steward 

Tel:- 2893532 
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¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŜǘǎ ƻƴ ŀ 

¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ tŀǎǎƛƻƴ ²ŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ 

ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ 

ŜȅŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ ǘƻ WŜǎǳǎΦ 9ŘΦ 

 

Thoughts of an unnamed disciple. 

Fearful, confused and in hiding I feel I must recall, as the future looks dark for so 

many, the events of the last few days. Was it so little time ago that our stay in 

Bethphage came to an end? Helping to collect a donkey that Jesus asked us to 

bring to him. The anxious confrontation with the 

donkey’s owner and my utter relief that no trouble 

followed through its taking. The next few hours were 

magical, filled with wonder and excitement as Jesus 

entered Jerusalem on that same donkey. What praise, 

what adulation from an ever swelling crowd! I cannot 

give full justice to the emotions which flowed through 

our little group. Was this the culmination of years of 

hard work, successes and failures? Jesus was being 

accepted. Hallelujah! Amid the jubilation, however, a 

dark cloud seemed to hover at the edges of the throng. 

Roman soldiers looked wary. 

The following day the cause of that wariness became apparent. A few days earlier 

a popular uprising had been put down following a brief but bloody skirmish and 

the leader of the uprising, Barabbas, had been captured. Another popular, if 

unarmed, crowd-pleasing leader would have to be carefully watched. 

The next few days were exhilarating as we travelled between Jerusalem and 

Bethany listening to and learning from the Master. I also witnessed Jesus’ anger 

with the moneychangers in the temple. It caused considerable annoyance with out-

of-town pilgrims coming to Jerusalem for the Passover. 

Soon the Passover celebrations started. I had little to do with the arrangements for 

the Passover meal (Peter and John delegated) so I went to the gathering with a  
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joyous heart and in great anticipation. How our joyousness was shattered when 

Jesus accused one of us, his inner circle, of seeking to betray him to the authorities. 

Questions, speculation and a deep sense of foreboding pervaded the remainder of 

the meal and it continued during our stumbling walk in almost pitch darkness as we 

followed Jesus to the Mount of Olives for our devotions. I am ashamed to say that 

not long after we arrived I fell asleep. Unfamiliar and threatening noises woke me. 

Many men had arrived and in the light from their lanterns I was sickened to see that 

Jesus was isolated from us and was almost surrounded by the mob, some of them 

armed. To my horror a familiar person appeared in the lantern light and kissed 

Jesus. Judas Iscariot, so it was you! 

Paralysed with fear and indecision I was rooted to my spot in the darkness. The 

flash of a sword and a cry of pain, however, stimulated my senses and the next 

moment I was fleeing back into the city in fear for my life. I left Jesus to his fate. I 

did not stop running until I was well away from the Mount. All thoughts were for 

my own safety and now, with my back against a locked and bolted door, I have an 

overwhelming sense of remorse, guilt and disloyalty for tonight’s lack of action. 

Could I have made a difference in any way? Time alone will tell, but in my present 

weak, anxious and frightened state more words will not be enough to rekindle both 

body and spirit. 

It could take a miracle 

 
¢ƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ WƻƘƴΣ ŀ ŘƛǎŎƛǇƭŜ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎ 
 
Some people think that I was the 
favourite disciple, but I know Jesus 
loved us all. 
 
Palm Sunday, What a day this has 
been.  I shall never forget it! 

We were staying near to Bethany by the Mount of Olives, preparing to go to 
Jerusalem for the Feast of the Passover.  Jesus told two of us to go into the village 
and there to find a colt.  When the colt arrived Jesus climbed onto its back.  I don’t 
think anyone had ever ridden it, as it looked too young.  What a journey we had as 
we climbed the long hill to the city.  Jesus rode the donkey and we walked behind 
and the people threw down their cloaks to make a carpet for Him and even waved 
palm branches as flags.  Imagine – He was like a king riding not a stallion, but a   
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donkey!  What a time we had in the Temple.  Jesus worshipping, healing and 
teaching the people.  He actually lost his temper with the people using the Temple 
as a place of business and He even threw over their tables and scattered their 
gains.  (It made me feel better about the occasions when I have lost my temper!)  

The following three days were spent by Jesus telling parables, healing and 
speaking of the future.  (I can’t say that I understood all He said!) 

Were you there?  No?  I was. I can’t believe what happened next. 

Thursday was the first day of the Feast of the 
Passover and Jesus had arranged for us to have a 
room in a friend’s house.  Some of us helped to get 
it ready.  We had lamb of course, fish, bread and 
wine and we met that evening to celebrate 

It was not the occasion I expected. Jesus started by 
washing our feet.  (Made me feel uncomfortable 
as I should have been washing His.)  We then 
shared the meal and He said something about the 
bread and wine being His body and blood, but I did not understand.  Then He 
dropped a bombshell, saying someone in our group would betray Him.   I was 
sitting next to Him.  Had He had too much wine?  No-one in our group would do 
that.  He even said that Peter, His faithful friend would betray Him.  My heart 
went out to Peter. 

After our Passover Feast Jesus wanted to go to the Garden to pray.  I and another 
disciple went farther into the garden with Him.  Can you believe it?  I fell asleep, 
not once but three times!  What happened next was sheer hell.  Suddenly Judas 
appeared with soldiers from the High Priest.  He kissed Jesus and then to my 
horror Jesus was arrested.  Peter used his sword but in spite of this Jesus was 
arrested and taken away 

I can’t believe what I did next.  I ran away, not just me but everyone!  I hid, afraid I 
would be recognised as a friend of Jesus. 

I don’t know what happened next but I heard afterwards.  I learnt that Judas had 
received thirty pieces of silver for betraying Jesus but it did him no good as he 
went out and hanged himself.  Peter had denied knowing Jesus and was full of 
remorse.  I had no room to talk and I tried to comfort him.  The next day revealed 
another hell.  I could not believe the news that Jesus was to be crucified.  What  
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had happened to all His forecasts that He would save the world?  My heart is 
broken.  I was in the crowd watching in anguish as He staggered under the 
weight of the cross.  His face was bleeding as the soldiers had pushed a crown of 
thorns on His forehead and I saw marks of a whip.  The soldiers grabbed a man 
from the crowd and forced him to carry the cross behind Jesus.  Then, outside 
the city they nailed Him to a cross along with two other criminals.  I stood with 
Mary His mother and Mary Magdalene.  We were heartbroken and I felt so alone 

and abandoned, but nothing compared to how 
Jesus must have felt.  In His agony He looked at 
His mother and me and told her that from now 
on I was her son.  (I shall always look after her.)  
Then, aided by the soldiers Jesus died.  I can 
never put into words the sadness of that night 
and the following hours.  We were all hidden 
together in an attic, not knowing what to say or 
do.  We couldn’t eat. 

Suddenly, early Sunday morning Mary Magdalene and two other women rushed 
into the room.  They had gone to the cave where Jesus was buried to prepare His 
body.  The cave had been given generously by a rich man Joseph who had 
planned it for his own resting place but felt someone worthier than he should lie 
there.  Mary’s face was full of joy.  When they arrived, the great stone placed in 
the entrance by order of Pilate had been rolled away.  As they entered the cave 
they saw an angel who told them not to be afraid of him, that Jesus was not 
there.  He is alive and will meet everyone in Galilee.  Is it true?  I, John, filled with 
hope and gladness will wait and see! 
 

!ƴ ǳƴƴŀƳŜŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊΦ 

I had followed Jesus during all His teaching. The people flocked to hear Him. He 

made a triumphant entrance into Jerusalem on a donkey and the crowd was 

happy and joyful. It was a glorious day. 

In the coming days Jesus did a lot of explaining about His future and it was 

difficult to understand that what He said ŎƻǳƭŘ happen. He taught the crowds a 

lot of parables and they were hard to take in. But the crowds loved them. 

We got ready for Passover. Jesus washed our feet. I was embarrassed and  
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humbled. As we ate Jesus told us that one of 

us would betray Him. Who could do that? I 

know it wasn’t me. It was unbelievable, we 

were all so close. I couldn’t take it in. 

We all went to Gethsemane across the 

Kidron Valley. He went to pray and I am 

ashamed to say we fell asleep. Then Judas arrived with soldiers, guards and the 

High Priest. How could he do that?  Jesus was arrested and taken away. We all 

ran away and someone caught my garment and I ran away naked. 

The next day they took Him out to be crucified and I was in the crowd at 

Golgotha terrified and distraught. Those who praised Him a few days ago now 

jeered and mocked Him. I saw the soldier pierce His side and He was taken away 

by Joseph of Arimathea and put in a tomb in the rock.  

So that was the end of all we had learned and believed these past years. What 

would we do now? What would I do now? 

tŜǘŜǊ ς ¢ƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƊŜǊ ǘƘŜ tŀǎǎƻǾŜǊ aŜŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳǇǇŜǊΦ Lǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ 

ǿŀǎΚ 

Peter is sitting on his bed with his head in hands exhausted, having hardly slept 

following last night’s events, when he realised that all his hopes and dreams of a 

great change were finally ended.  Moreover it was now a dangerous time in the 

city and all his instincts were telling him to flee. 

He thought back to some two years before, recalling the time when he had 

encountered the charismatic figure who 

had called him away from his fishing boat 

to follow him. He had listened with 

growing awe to the teachings of Jesus, 

seen the miracles he had performed, 

even to restoring life and had finally 

realised who he was and  confessed that 

Jesus was the Messiah and the very Son 

of God. 
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How he had loved this man and, when Jesus had let the disciples know what was 

to happen to him, Peter could not believe it possible and protested only to be 

told “get thee behind me Satan”. But last evening’s events had finally 

extinguished any hopes he had when Jesus had said that his time had now come, 

that he would be betrayed.  Jesus had broken the unleavened bread saying that 

his body would be also broken for them.  Picking up a cup he had said this would 

be his blood shed for the sins of many. He had asked them to remember him this 

way. Finally he had asked them to remain with him over the following night when 

he knew he would be taken. 

Peter’s mind was in a turmoil and wondered whether it had all been a mistake to 

have listened to this man. Yet for all his doubts and fear he knew that he could 

not abandon Jesus and would do as Jesus asked, stay with him the following 

night.  And he did. 

 
God is love: and he redeems us 

in the Christ we crucify: 

this is God’s eternal answer 

to the world’s eternal why: 

may we in this faith maturing 

be content to live and die! 

CǊŜŘ tǊŀǧ DǊŜŜƴ όмфло - нлллύ ŦǊƻƳ {ƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ CŀƛǘƘ bƻΦ спп 
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! aŜŘƛǘŀǝƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ wƻƭƭŜǊ /ƻŀǎǘŜǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ Iƻƭȅ ²ŜŜƪΦ  

It was quite exciting 

We could see what it was like 

Everyone was joining in. 

We joined in the clammer, 

The push and shove 

The shouting  

The excitement. 

Each of us good humouredly wanting to get to the front first. 

This was the biggest and the best 

It was what we’d all been waiting for, for so long 

It was the future, our future. 

Yes we knew some of it would be a bit scary 

We’d seen glimpses over the last couple of years,  

Some of us had even had the experience 

It was amazing, better than anything before. 

Eventually our throng were able to take a ‘front pew’ as we joined in with every 

last nerve of enthusiasm 

We were there. We were on 

 

Funny you know, you ƪƴƻǿ these rides are a bit scary, but it is nothing like the real 

thing. 

You climb and climb taking in the sights, absorbing everything around, sharing 

with those near to you and trying to grasp the reactions of those at the front, 

trying to work out what will come next. 

Then it happens. You reach the top 

The world is at your fingertips 

But are you going to stay on track 

Will your car run off the end at the corner? 

It is breathtaking. 

This is the ultimate. 

This is what it has got to be about. 

We’re plunging off the edge. 

We’re falling down 
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We’re plunging off the edge. 

We’re falling down 

Everything is lost 

We can only pray we will survive the end 

We can only pray the car ǿƛƭƭ stay on track 

We shouldn’t have got on 

Our stomachs leave the safety of our bellies 

We have forgotten ŀƭƭ that went before. 

We’ve even forgotten the terror ahead of us. 

Our only concern is surviving the moment. 

Never again 

If only I can keep myself intact 

It was stupid to think anything could be that good. 

And that’s it. 

We’ve reached the bottom 

Flat, numb, dead..... 

 

We don’t notice our gently creeping up the next incline 

We’re too lost in our thoughts and feelings of the immediate past. 

Are we really at the top again, 

No, this isn’t the same. 

Well it is but it’s not …. 

We understand better now. 

And yet we can’t really hold on to it as we plunge the next decline 

Not as severe. 

We can hold onto something of that highest moment, 

But it is all a bit of a blur 

A little phased but feeling amazing inside our car reaches the end of our ride 

Some are getting off, 

But not us, we stay on. 

It won’t all be easy, we know that. 

We’ve had the experience, 

But we’re hooked 

We can only encourage others to get on too. 

aŀǊȅ tŀǘŎƘŜǧ 
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CǊŜƴŎƘ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ 5ƻƴΩǘ ¢ƘǊƻǿ CƻƻŘ-tŀƳŜƭŀ 5ǊǳŎƪŜǊ 

Intrigued by the title, one click sent the book winging to my Kindle. The author is 

an American lady married ‘to a Brit’ and living in Paris. Until the birth of her first 

child she found the French people friendly and approachable (honestly!). 

However, life changed once she had given birth.  

Her daughter was still not sleeping through the night at 3 months. ‘Horror’ on the 

face of her French neighbours and friends all of whom assured her that their ‘little 

darlings’ naturally slept through the night from 2 months onwards. 

Worse was to follow, temper tantrums, child rejecting food carefully prepared by 

her mother, untidy house scattered with children’s toys and, worst of all, an 

inability to sit through a family lunch in a restaurant without complaint. By the 

time her daughter had reached the age of 3 it became clear to her that French 

children were different. 

The book is her unscientific research into why this is so. Her main conclusion is 

that French children are assimilated into the French family, while American and, 

to a lesser extent, British children ‘Rule the Roost’. From very early on French 

children adapt to the family circumstances. She remarks that all French toddlers 

seem to eat at the same time, 8.00 am, noon, afternoon snack at 4.00 pm, dinner 

with the family at 7.00 pm. 

The only child she ever saw having a tantrum in the playground was her own 

child. 

I would have liked to have had some input from French fathers, but understand 

why the book was a best seller in the USA and GB but not, apparently, in France. 

WŜƴƴƛŦŜǊ 5ŀƭǘƻƴ  

! ȅƻǳƴƎ aŜǘƘƻŘƛǎǘ ƳƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ Ǌŀƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇŜǘǊƻƭ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƻǳǘ ǾƛǎƛǝƴƎΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŬƭƭƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǝƻƴ ǎƻΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ Ǉƻǧȅ 

ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƳǇΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ 

ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊΣ Ƙƛǎ !ƴƎƭƛŎŀƴ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜ ǿŜƴǘ ōȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘŜŜǊȅ ǿŀǾŜΦ άL ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŦŀƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘέΦ 
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v¦L½ ό¢ǿƻ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ƻŦ ƻƴŜΗύ 

!   Here are the first and last letters of the names of 12 English towns, with the 

number of letters shown in brackets. Can you complete the names and find what 

they all have in common? 

1. Al (7);  2. Bd (9); 3. Ce (9); 4. Dd (8); 5. Dr (5); 6.Dr (9  

7. Er (6); 8. Fh (8); 9. Fd (9); 10. Rm (9); 11. Sh (8)  12. Yl (6) 

 

.  Can you identify the 12 Biblical characters from these anagrams? 

1. Sheila 2. Warden 3. Escalop 4. Inclosure  5. Denial  

6. Be a girl 7. It’s demure  8. How to ramble  9. Airbus team  

10. Legal aim  11. Sue Simon  12.He must heal 

!ƴǎǿŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǇŀƎŜ  нл 

CǊŜŘ [ŀƴƎƭŜȅ 

Lath{{L.[9 Dh5Φ 

/ƛǊŎǳƛǘ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜ hŀƪǿƻƻŘ /ƘǳǊŎƘ мрǘƘ aŀǊŎƘ Ϫ пΦлл ǇƳΦ 

Impossible God is a play re-enacting the story of the death and resurrection of 
Jesus, performed by just one actor. 

In the drama, numerous characters relive their experience of the death and 
resurrection of Jesus. 

“The drama is a powerful exploration of events at the heart of Christianity,” says 
Mark Topping. “You are taken on an imaginative journey and challenged to look 
again at Jesus of Nazareth and reflect on what it might all mean.” The devotional 
book ‘An Impossible God’ was written and adapted for the stage by author, actor, 
broadcaster and Methodist minister, Revd Frank Topping. 



17 

wŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ ǿŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ-ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ 
Ŧƻƭƭƻǿǎ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭ /ƘǊƛǎǝŀƴ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŜƭƭ-ƭƛǾŜŘΦ 9ŘΦ 

IƛƭŘŀ aŀǊƎŀǊŜǘ 5ŀǾƛŜǎ 

Hilda was born Hilda Margaret Whiting on September 24th 1912 in Wollaston, 
Worcestershire.  She had 2 older brothers, Alf and Stan and one younger one, 
Norman, so with 3 brothers, she learned early on to stand up for herself.  Hilda 
first came to Leeds from Worcestershire in 1944 with her husband, Len, and her 
children, Gillian and Graham.  Coming from a rural village to the industrial city of 
Leeds was a big shock for her but Len had come to a new job and Hilda supported 
him fully as she did throughout their 72 years together.   

Hilda had a very active social life as a member, with Len, of the North Leeds Tennis 
Club and later of North Leeds Bowling Club.  Every weekend in summer would find 
them at the tennis club all afternoon and into the evening.  As that activity 
became too energetic, Hilda took up Bridge and continued playing until well into 
her 90s.  She loved Bridge and loved winning even more.  She also loved to do the 
newspaper crossword and was still doing that at 102. 

She began attending Lidgett Park in the early 1950s when they moved to a house 
close by the church and continued doing so until she moved to a Joseph Rowntree 
care home, Bedford Court, in 2004. 

Shortly after joining the church she ran the church Youth Club and continued to do 
so for some years. It was there she first became known as Mrs. D.  Our own David 
Wilks was a junior leader of the Youth Club.  If the children wanted to come to the 
Youth Club, they had to attend church on a Sunday evening and they would all sit 
on the back rows.  After church they would go to Hilda and Len’s house just a 
couple of houses down from the church.   

The Youth club was thriving and often put on pantomimes, had sleepovers and 
midnight walks to raise money for charity as well as enjoying their regular 
activities.  They attended the M.A.Y.C. weekends in London.  But they didn’t just 
enjoy themselves.  When one of their number belonged to a family, which had 
been given a council house but nothing else, the Youth Club set to and gathered 
furniture, furnishings and equipment to get them started. All this down to Hilda’s 
leadership.  Several people have said to us how important Hilda was to them as 
teenagers and young adults.  She welcomed and befriended them, encouraged 
them and helped raise their self-esteem; so very important for young people. 

Hilda was also very much involved with Women’s Royal Voluntary Service and 
helped serving refreshments to patients and visitors at St. James’.  She also 
delivered “Meals-on-wheels” to the elderly and housebound. 



18 

Hilda loved her garden and she won 2nd prize twice in the Leeds large garden 
category of the “Britain in Bloom” competition. 

In the 1960s, Hilda took up painting, first in oils and later in watercolours.  Then 
she became involved with Age Concern.  Hilda taught her “old people” to paint 
and they exhibited their work in many places.  Hilda continued to teach her “old 
people” until she was well into her nineties.  Many of her “old people” were 30 
years younger than her!  They too experienced Hilda’s friendly welcome and 
encouragement. 

Hilda was always a very elegant lady.  Once on holiday she entered her daughter, 
Gillian, in a bonny child contest.  Hilda caught the eye of the judges and she ended 
up winning the glamorous mother contest!  She was also a keen member of the 
League of Health and Beauty and performed with them at the Albert Hall in 
London, where she also won a trophy in the Walking Competition.  Hilda continued 
to care about her appearance and, to the end, she insisted on getting herself up 
and dressed and adding appropriate jewellery 

Hilda and Len moved to Bedford Court in 2004, when, in spite of much help from 
their neighbours, Len needed more care.  Hilda had always been a carer and found 
it hard sometimes, and puzzling, to be on the receiving end but her caring instincts 
were still strong.  Hilda kept a watching eye on all the other residents and if she 
saw anyone having difficulties she was quick to attract the staff’s attention.  She 
continued to be a carer! 

Hilda continued to live out her Christian faith at Bedford Court. She never 
complained and was truly thankful for all the help she got.  She never failed to 
remind other residents how lucky they were if they ever complained about not 
being in their own homes.  She was fortunate in her pastoral care visitors, Garth 
and Joyce White, who visited her frequently.  Pauline, who had accompanied Hilda 
on many trips and taken her to her art class when she was too frail to go under her 
own steam, had continued to be a good friend to Hilda.  Hilda thanked God for her 
blessings every night.  Every morning after she had struggled to get herself 
dressed, the carers heard her thank God that that exhausting task was over for 
another day!  As a family we are very grateful for all the care and love which Hilda 
has received at Bedford Court.  The staff could not have done more for her. 

In the last few years Hilda has missed Len and, with his photo next to her chair, she 
regularly talked to him, particularly wishing him good night at bedtime.  She was 
very close to her brother, Norman and her sister-in-law, Nell until they died 
recently. Hilda was very proud of her children, Gillian and Graham, and loved them 
very much.  She delighted in her grandchildren and great-grandchildren and 
always loved to see them and recount the things they had done or said. 
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Hilda has had a long and fulfilling life.  Naturally there is sadness at her death, of 
course there is, but there is also an overwhelming sense of thankfulness for a life 
well-lived to the full.  Her love will live on however, especially in the family, 
where it is largely through her that so many are the people they are today.  

tŀǘǊƛŎƛŀ 5ŀǾƛŜǎ    

January 23rd 2015 

w9thw¢ hC ! /hbC9w9b/9 - aŀƪƛƴƎ {ŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ {ŜȄ ŀƴŘ aŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ 

As we all know, the churches of various denominations are trying to clarify where 
they stand in relation to the recent legislation on same-sex marriage. With this in 
mind I attended a conference and workshop at the Leeds Church Institute on 
Saturday 31st January. The keynote speaker was tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ !ŘǊƛŀƴ ¢ƘŀǘŎƘŜǊ from 
the Department of Theology and Religion at the University of Essex. A recent 
book of his (aŀƪƛƴƎ {ŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ {ŜȄΣ {t/YΥ [ƻƴŘƻƴ нлмнύ covers much of the same 
ground. The following account highlights just a small number of points from what 
was a very full and interesting day. Many useful resources can be found on his 
website http://adrianthatcher.org/. 

 

He began with a discussion of the basis for the Church’s teaching, namely, 
Scripture, Tradition and Reason. To this, as good Methodists, we would want to 
add Experience to give us ‘Wesley’s Quadrilateral’.  

 

The most enduring feature of marriage over the centuries has been its ability to 
change. Marriage as found in the Bible and much of Church tradition is 
unacceptable to modern minds. For much of this time it has licensed inordinate 
male power over women, who have been regarded as the property of their 
husbands with brides being traded. The institution has encompassed polygamy, 
including the right to have sex with your slave and the right to enjoy the wives 
and daughters of people captured in battle. In the New Testament there is no 
single view of marriage. It is usually assumed and permitted, but also strongly 
discouraged (St Paul). It wasn’t until 1870 that in this country married women 
were allowed to own their own property. Before this time all a woman’s property 
passed to her husband on her marriage. It was only in 1753 that English law made 
marriage into a single event marked by the wedding. Marriage didn’t assume the 
status of a sacrament until the 12th Century and it is unusual in that the 
sacrament is administered by the partners to marriage who make their vows to  

http://adrianthatcher.org/
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each other, with God as a witness and the role of the priest being restricted to the 
administration of a blessing. 

There are 7 modern theological views of marriage: 

A communion of persons 

A gift of bodies 

A covenant (covenant is about people and relationships, whereas a contract 
is about things and services). 

An image of the New Covenant, that is, the bond of love between married 
couples is what they have in common with the covenant-love of God for 
God’s people. 

A mutual ministry – the couple administer the sacrament to each other 

A unity of heart, body and mind 

An anticipation of the end, in the sense that Jesus uses the wedding feast as a 
common image of the fulfillment of God’s kingdom. 

There is nothing in any of these pictures of marriage, which would preclude 
unions between same-sex couples. Procreation has never been a requirement of 
marriage as is seen in the marriage of heterosexual couples beyond child-bearing 
age or the marriage of couples who opt for childlessness. 

 

It is difficult to do justice to a complex area where different opinions are strongly 
held and also to cover several hours of conference debate in a short report, but 
for those who want more depth, and also a discussion of biblical texts, the link to 
Thatcher’s website will prove helpful. 

{ǘŀƴ tŜŀǊǎƻƴ 

v¦L½ !b{²9w{ 

!ƴǎǿŜǊǎ !Υ Arundel; Brentford; Cambridge; Dartford; Dover; Doncaster; Exeter; 

Falmouth; Fleetwood; Rotherham; Sidmouth; Yeovil.  

All start with name of river. 

!ƴǎǿŜǊǎ .Υ Elisha; Andrew; Cleopas; Cornelius; Daniel; Gabriel; Demetrius; 

Bartholomew; Bartimaeus; Gamaliel; Onesimus; Methuselah.    

CǊŜŘ [ŀƴƎƭŜȅ 
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