
The Joyful Expectation of 

Easter. Rev. Peter Sheasby. 

Have you experienced that moment, 

perhaps at a meal with your family, 

when everyone dissolves into laughter 

remembering a story from the past?  In 

my childhood it was the story when 

Nana put fly-spray instead of hair-spray 

on her new perm!  Those are special memories which always bring a smile 

and a guffaw when the story is told again. 

I was once told that in the early days of the Reformed Protestant Church the 

minister was required to start the worship on Easter Day with a joke.  It got 

the congregation in the mood to celebrate God’s most serious gift, but also 

God’s best topsy-turvey moment when death is turned into new life.  The 

journey through Holy Week is a real roller-coaster of emotions.   

We begin on Palm Sunday with all the excitement of things to come as Jesus 

is welcomed with shouts of Hosanna into the city.  Then there is the great 

meal round the Passover table, when Jesus initiates our remembrance of 

Him in the Last Supper and first Holy Communion.  Good Friday always 

seems a misnomer, why should death be a good thing? Yet we know it is the 

turning point of not only Jesus’ life, but our life too.  We have to make that 

whole journey with Jesus to really know the joy of Easter.  If we haven’t 

travelled with Jesus to the Cross how can we share the disciples’ 

wonderment at His resurrection? 

This year I shall be up early again, after seven years without a dawn sunrise 

service, to celebrate at Leavening the dawn of a new day, remembering the 

dawn of a new era.  I look forward to it because it will begin what is the 

church’s most joyful day, better even than Christmas.   

May you look forward to Easter with joyful expectation, Jesus died and lived 

again for you. 

In Praise of Joy – Carol Battersby 

Dear Lord, 

As individuals we are given so many gifts, but one that we all have in 

common is the gift of joy, that overwhelming lifting of the spirits that 

comes often so unexpectedly.  

Amazingly it is usually the simplest things which 

prompts this joy, reaching beyond pleasure and 

happiness and involving all our senses:                                                       

the caring touch of a loved one or the trusting 

grip of a new born's hand:                                                                                                                                       

the blackbird's song on a summer evening as he lifts his yellow bill:                                                    

the crunch of leaves underfoot on an autumn walk:  

the taste of buttered toast after an operation:                                                         

the smell of new mown grass or freshly baked bread:                                                                      

the blooming of a favourite rose or the glory of a sunset.   

All simple things that raise the 

wonderful spark of joy, this gift that 

You have given to all.   

 How can we thank You enough?   

All too often we put these moments 

into our own personal treasure trove, 

please help us to rise to the challenge 

of sharing our joy with those around 

us.  Amen 



WHAT BRINGS ME JOY? 

These are the thoughts of some of the Slingsby folk who attend Chapel or 

Soupa lunch 

When we go to visit grandchildren and they come rushing to greet me with 

such joy and excitement on their faces…….      

The lovely soup we get at Soupa lunch… 

To wake up on a morning to the sound of birds 

singing outside my bedroom window….    

Someone who lives out in the countryside - to see 

deer out in the fields at the back of our house and 

see lambs playing in the fields, a sign that spring is 

here!  

From a lady who was born and brought up in The Midlands and never visited 

the seaside as a child…to visit the seaside, watch the waves breaking and 

see ships sailing on the horizon. 

From a couple who travel up and down the country quite a lot, they love to 

see the sign that says Welcome to North Yorkshire…at last we are nearly 

home! 

I just love walking round the fields and hedgerows 

especially in spring and see the profusion of new life, 

the violets with their gorgeous scent, primroses in 

vibrant yellow, daffodils swaying in the wind and so 

many other beautiful things to see and enjoy…. 

To feel the warmth of the sun once again after the long months of dreary, 

damp and wintry weather.  

From a song based on Psalm 28… 

The Joy of the Lord is my strength, (repeat 3 times) 

A Meditation on some words of Mother Julian of Norwich                                           

from Christine Sheasby 

Mother Julian of Norwich wrote of God 

‘He loves us and enjoys us, and so wills 

that we love Him and enjoy Him, and 

firmly trust Him, and all shall be well.’... 

Enjoy us, God?                                                                                                                

So often we feel that Your love                                

for us means                                                                 

that we bring You pain,                            

disappointment and frustration,                                                

by our weaknesses and waywardness. 

Yet, God,                                                                                                                                             

You are like our parents, our partners, our family, our friends...                                          

if they, in their love for us, enjoy us for who we are,                                                                    

How much more, in Your greater love, will You! 

Enjoy You, God?                                                                                                                       

Just as it is hard for us to love others to order,                                                                    

so it is hard to make ourselves feel joy. 

Wonderful God, fill us with wonder;                                        

Faithful God, fill us with faith;                                                                               

Loving God, fill us with love                                                                                                      

that we may come to truly enjoy You,                                                                         

Source of purest joy! 

 



Joy  -  Sue Goodwill. 
Joy for me means many things, family 
gatherings, time spent with 
grandchildren, the birth of a child (or calf 
when farming), the smile of a baby or 
being able to meet Family History friends 
in Australia and Canada. Then there is my 
love for sport, with many memories 
bringing me joy.          

In Athletics - Dorothy Hyman’s wins both in sprints and relays and 
Great Britain beating the USA in the 4x400metres in the world 
championships.                                         
In Hockey - the men’s team winning gold at Seoul against West 
Germany in 1988 and the GB women beating the Netherlands and 
winning gold in the Rio Olympics 2016.  
 In Netball - when England beat Australia to win gold at the 2018 
Commonwealth Games. 
 In Rugby – Jonny Wilkinson’s final kick to win the 2003 World Cup 
final. 
In Cricket – England winning the 2019 World Cup.  
In Formula 1 Hamilton’s many wins and in Tennis memories of 
Virginia Wade and Andy Murray.  
 
I often consult ‘Mr. Google’ and he says that in the English Standard 
version of the Bible the words ‘joy’, ‘rejoice’ or ‘joyful’ appear a total 
of 430 times compared with ‘happy’ or ‘happiness’ which appear only 
10 times. Joy is lasting and it satisfies the heart in a unique and 
marvellous way, like joy and pride in attending our children’s degree 
ceremonies.  
There are unexpected joys such as seeing a kingfisher by the beck in 
Hovingham, or recently two otters ducking and diving, having great 
fun on the river near the bridge at Nunnington Hall.   
Or again, having a stoat run through my garden, seeing the wonderful 
colours on birds and flowers and many other of God’s wonders of 
nature. 

           Prayer Focus – Marian Moverley 

  Dear God, sometimes joy eludes us, far distant,                                                  
somewhere over the horizon.                                                                                                                                          

Near at hand we are overwhelmed by the woes of the world,                                     
yet we know we ought to be joyful                                                                                                                       

 

Dear God,                                                                                                                                                                                 

it is hard to be who You want us to be -                                                                                                                          

we are busy, we are tired, we have aches and pains -                                                                   

and not much joy. 

My dear children,                                                                                                                                         

I know your aches and pains and weariness,                                                                           

which is why the joy I give is not something you will find in the world.                                       

You will only find it in Me.                                                                                                        

The Kingdom of God is not formed with your hands, but with Mine,                                     

and in My Kingdom you will have joy in your souls. 

Dear God,                                                                                                                             

forgive us for looking in the wrong places,                                                                      

forgive us for focusing on ourselves and on our own well being.                                                      

We open our hearts to receive this Divine gift of joy. 

We praise You and thank You because when we come to talk to You in 

prayer You make our joy complete. 

We ask now that Your joy will be our strength,                                                                                                   

and that strength will be our witness. Amen. 

Some verses to meditate upon -                                                                                        

John 16 v 24 Ask and you will receive, so that your joy may be complete.              

Psalm 51 v 12 Restore to me the joy of Your salvation                                             

Nehemiah 8 v 10 The joy of the Lord is my strength                                                       

Isaiah 12 v 3 With joy you will draw water from the wells of salvation.                             



 ‘And Can It Be’ 

This is one of the best-loved of Charles 

Wesley's six thousand hymns.  

And can it be that I should gain 
An interest in the Saviour's blood! 

Died He for me? who caused his pain! 
For me? who Him to death pursued? 

Amazing love! How can it be 
That Thou, my God, should die for me? 

 
My chains fell off, my heart was free, 
I rose, went forth, and followed Thee 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             
This hymn is one of the most joyful of Charles Wesley’s hymns. It was 
written to celebrate his conversion, on Whitsunday May 21  1738, 
three days before his brother John experienced his heart ‘strangely 
warmed.’ Charles was convalescing in the home of John Bray, when 
he heard a voice saying, “In the name of Jesus of Nazareth, arise and 
believe, and thou shalt be healed of all thy infirmities.” After this 
Charles got out of bed and opening his Bible he read from the Psalms: 
“He has put a new song in my mouth, even praise unto our God,” He 
then wrote, “I have found myself at peace with God, and rejoiced in 
the hope of love in Christ.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

"And Can It Be" has been and remains one of his most remarkable 
hymns, expressing like no other the rapturous joy of receiving 
salvation. We are reminded of Peter and Paul being miraculously 
released from prison, of the redemption we all receive through the 
death of Jesus and the promise of eternal life. There is so much                                   
within this hymn, take time to read it again and think and rejoice                                   
that Jesus died and rose again ‘for me’ and for you.      Margot Taylor 

Bringing Joy to others – John Hubery 

Smartie tubes – football – 

Action for Children at Norton 

Trinity Methodist Church. It all 

began in 1998. You will have 

heard about and maybe even 

listened to and seen him on TV, but a certain John Motson, football 

commentator, is the son of a Methodist Minister, Rev Bill Motson who went 

to Theological college and trained at the same time as my father.  Years 

later John and I went to the same school at the same time and became 

friends. 

Although mad about football, in 1998 he decided to improve his fitness and 

raise some money by doing a series of charity runs, and he promised to run 

100 miles during the year.  This was the era of many “personalities” all doing 

such things. The Charity he was supporting was National Children’s Home, in 

memory of his Sunday School years when he collected for them. 

To make it easy for children to collect he came up with the idea of using the 

empty Smartie tubes to collect 10p pieces, a good fit then, and simple for 

everyone to understand and do.  The fund came to be known as ‘Mottie’s 

Millions’, not I hasten to add, millions of pounds, but far more modestly a 

million 10p pieces and his target age group, but not exclusively, was children 

in Sunday Schools and Youth groups etc  I heard about his appeal via annual 

Christmas cards and decided to suggest Trinity join in. 

And so we have continued each year ever since, during November, even 

though Motties Millions is a thing of the past and the charity is now, of 

course, renamed Action for Children.  He did reach, and pass his million 10p 

pieces by the way. 

You may be interested to know we have raised round £4,000.00 for 

NCH/AFC from the Smartie tubes and associated dinners that we have often 

held on the lunch time of the collection hand-over day.  



Sunshine Bags  - Ann Corner. 

In October 2000 a gentleman from York came to 

preach at Bethel. Over a cup of tea he told of a 

rather novel way in which they were raising money 

for their church. From when the clocks went back 

in October until they went forward the following 

March (the darkest days of the year) they were 

asked to put money into a little bag every day the sun shone. In this 

way they had raised quite a lot for their church funds.  

We liked the idea, so before October 2001 Veronica was busy making 

lots of little yellow bags which we call ‘SUNSHINE BAGS’. It was 

agreed we would donate the money to charity. Since then we have 

raised £3717, all of which has been given to a number of different 

Christian charities. In this way we believe our gifts will have brought 

sunshine into the lives of many people less fortunate than ourselves, 

at the same time furthering the spread of the gospel.      

My Story Joyce Skelton. Hovingham. 

How many people can say they have 

lived most of their life in the same 

village - well I can. I was born the 

younger sister to Doreen, daughters 

of William and Tamar (‘Tat’) of 

Brookside Farm Hovingham and, 

together with my grandparents 

Albert and Gertie of Brinkburn Farm and Donald my uncle, they ran 

their farm. My Grandad was a chapel steward and Superintendent of 

the Sunday School. When Grandad died Auntie Mabel and Uncle Don 

moved to Brinkburn Farm and Grandma to Chapel House. 

Our lives revolved around Chapel. Dad lit the 

stove in the Chapel and Mum arranged the 

flowers for many years. Dad always liked a 

flower in his buttonhole and mint imperials 

in his pocket. He would peep round the 

curtain at us when he was pumping the 

bellows for the organ. We attended 

morning, afternoon and evening services 

and Sunday School. Life was very strict - only 

reading, walks and singing round the piano.  

I loved the Anniversaries – pieces to learn and new songs, and best of 

all a new dress and shoes. We also supported other Chapels at 

Slingsby and Nunnington. We had a large Sunday School during the 

war years, with many evacuees. Christmas parties and trips to 

Scarborough on the train, then on Hope’s buses were great fun.  

We went to the Milton Rooms with many other Sunday School 

children to give money collected from our Sunny Smiles photos for 

National Children’s Homes, now Action for Children. I also collected 

for N.C.H. round Hovingham for many years.  

We enjoyed three nights Christmas singing round Hovingham, then 

Stonegrave and Caswton, then Wool Knoll, Scackleton and outlying 

farms. I was a Sunday School teacher for many years. Stephen and I 

were married in the Hovingham Chapel in 1960. We took Sunday 

School at Terrington before and after we were married. 

My faith in God, and Christian friends and family, have helped and 

supported me during the difficult times in my life. I thank God for His 

continued love and care whatever happens in the future. 

 



An Ode to my Kind Friends at Hovingham - Eric Boss 

          In a little place called Hovingham, noted for its beauty and charm, 
Live two sweet and lovely girls, with their parents on a farm. 

I oft recall the happy hours in their company I spent, 
When, due to military service to this village I was sent. 

How I came to meet these girls is a story I will tell, 
 

So let’s start at the beginning, I think ‘twould be as well. 
I had been in the village for some time when one Sunday, quite by chance, 

I came across a little place, a chapel I could see at a glance. 
So, being a true Methodist, to a service I went, you see, 

And after it was over I was asked out to tea. 
So I went with this gentleman, Mr Harrison was his name, 

He introduced me to his wife, then in their grandchildren came. 
There was Joyce, who was the younger, and Doreen her sister, too. 

At first sight I fell in love with them which seemed a natural thing to do. 
With them was their Mummie, and she my hand did shake, 

 
Saying ‘If you care to leave Grandpa, a walk to our house we’ll take’. 

So off we all four went, to their farm just by the beck, 
Little did I know just then what friends they were to make. 

Of course, I should have told you, another soldier was there, 
His name it was Reg Lather, another friend to share. 
I met the father of these bairns, a truly likeable chap, 
Though as his wife said to me, ‘He’s so fond of a nap.’ 

 
Now this was true I soon found out, because this house became my home, 

For they took me in and shared their love, so I didn’t want to roam. 
I went there every evening, when my work was through, 
I tried a jig-saw puzzle, and played with the children too. 

Many happy hours I spent with these loveable folk, 
And when I had to leave them, my heart it nearly broke. 

It’s hard to make one understand just what it meant to me, 
Who was so far away from home, to be adopted by this family, 

But even though I had to leave, as we in the Forces do, 
I thank God with all my heart, our friendship still is true. 

 

Chapel News                                                       

Slingsby – Audrey Foster 

Christmas celebrations at Slingsby began with 

Soupa Lunch. Turkey sandwiches and many 

puddings to choose from. After lunch 

Slingsby School Choir sang Christmas songs 

and carols; over thirty children came. A good 

time was had by all. It was good to have the 

children. Thank you to them and Alison 

Fitzpatrick for leading them. 

A good crowd gathered together to go carol singing around some parts of 

the village, before singing carols in The Grapes Inn. It was good to see many 

joining in with the singing. Mulled wine and mince pies were served. We 

raised £130 for the Slingsby Children’s Play Area. 

The village carol service was at chapel this year. We had a good 

congregation; it was lovely to see some new faces too. There was a drama 

by our very own popular duo. This time they were ‘Yorkshire Shepherds’ - 

well done lads! The Worship Group sang some items during the service. 

Fellowship continued after the service with hot apple punch and mince pies. 

A retiring collection raised £110, which was going to a charity called Mercy 

Ships. 

Slingsby and Hovingham Methodists and Anglicans joined together for the 

covenant service which, this year, was at Hovingham chapel. Rev Ken 

Gowland took the service.  

The worship group are asked to lead songs most Sundays and many of the 

congregation are happy to do the readings. After the service all are happy to 

sit and chat while having a cup of coffee and biscuits. 

Our fellowship group continues to meet fortnightly on Wednesday evenings. 

As I write this, we have just started a series of studies led by Rev Ken. On 

occasions we also meet in the chapel schoolroom to have an hour of prayer. 



Soupa Lunch at Slingsby - Audrey Foster 

I was on holiday on Wednesday 19th February, so I went to Soupa 

lunch. It was great to see so many people there. I sat with some very 

dear ladies and had such good fun and had some very interesting 

conversations. There was a choice of some delicious soups, I opted for 

the ‘Leek & Potato’- compliments to the chef. I can honestly say it was 

the best Leek & Potato I have ever tasted! We also had a selection of 

sandwiches and offers of more soup if you wished. Then the 

puddings!! On this particular day we could choose between ‘Bread & 

Butter Pudding’ and Tiramisu, which just happens to be a favourite 

desert of mine! Tea or coffee to finish. 

When this was suggested at one of our church councils, I don’t think 

anyone could have imagined just how popular it is. Many come from 

the village but there are some who after calling in by chance now 

travel from Selby! I was also able to catch up with a lady I used to 

work with from Malton who I had not seen for years. 

I would like to say a big thank you to all involved in any way, too many 

to mention by name, I do not want to leave anyone out. For the way 

you all give your time, putting up tables, helping in the kitchen, 

washing up and of course to those 

who bring the wonderful soups, 

sandwiches and puddings! 

It is a great atmosphere and the 

fellowship between everyone is 

wonderful. Hopefully my holidays will 

fall on a Soupa lunch day again 

sometime! 

Christmas at Bethel – Margot Taylor 

On December 2nd we opened 

the chapel for the Santa Fun 

Run serving tea, coffee and 

biscuits for any who were 

cold. We had many activities 

for the children all based 

around the story of Christmas. 

Many of the children were so 

engrossed in this that they did not want to leave.  

 Over 90 folk came into the chapel and joined in the prayers and 

carols. It was great to hear so many people singing. In prayer we 

asked for a blessing on everyone gathered in Bethel and one 

gentlemen said thank you for the prayer. He said that he had never 

been prayed for before. We were able to tell him that, as he lives in 

Norton, we pray regularly for the community there.  He left smiling.  

What a great afternoon. 

Nativity in town. 
We were very grateful to the estate again for letting us use a shop 

window in Wheelgate. Many different 

nativity scenes were displayed reminding 

passers-by of the birth of Jesus and the 

real meaning of Christmas. As we put the 

different sets into the window it was 

good to see folk stop and look. Many 

have sent messages saying how good it 

was to see a reminder of Jesus and his 

birth.   



Family Carol Service. 

At Bethel we had a wonderful crowd of 

friends joining together for this. We 

made a stable and told the Christmas 

story through the characters in it. 

Dressed for the part, an Angel, a 

Shepherd, a Wiseman, Mary and Joseph told of the events of the first 

Christmas.  Margaret Graham shared this special story using our 

Christmas nativity set assisted by the children, including her own 

grandson and great-grandchildren. Four generations of her family 

shared worship that day. James and Jonathan Piercy joined to play 

organ and piano for the carol, ‘Away in a Manger.’ After the service 

we shared tea in the schoolroom. God blessed us – everyone. 

On to 2020, All Age Sunday School. 

This has proved to be very popular as we joined the children for their 

‘Explorers’ session in February. Word searches, colouring, singing, 

Bible Stories, thinking and prayer all went together to make a very 

special morning. Tea, coffee and chocolate biscuits rounded it off very 

well. 

     Theme Preaching  - Margaret Graham.  

For the past few years February has been the month when we have 

looked forward to ‘Theme Preaching’.  

This year we chose the title ‘Encounters with Jesus’. Our minister, 

Rev. Peter,  based his service on the incident which took place at 

Bethany when Mary anointed Jesus with her precious oil of 

spikenard; sparing none, but sacrificially showing her love for Him as 

he journeyed ever closer to the Cross.  

Jackie took us to Jericho where we thought about Zacchaeus who 

climbed a tree in order to see Jesus. We are not told what took place 

when this noted tax collector took “Jesus to his house for tea” but we 

do know that his life was completely transformed by the actions he 

took before the day was over. It is just the same today, for when 

someone encounters Jesus their lives are never the same again.   

Peter was Linda’s choice. His journey with Jesus began beside Galilee 

when he responded to the call ‘Come follow me’. We visited several 

occasions during the ensuing three years which marked his 

discipleship, culminating with his encounter again beside Galilee, 

following the Resurrection, when the fisherman declared his love for 

Jesus and was commissioned as a shepherd.  

The month concluded when Rev. Ken took us to Calvary where we 
met the dying thief on the cross. We 
don’t know his name but we do know 
that it is written in the Lamb’s Book of 
Life. Acknowledging that his death was 
deserved, in agony he cried out to 
Jesus “Remember me when You come 
into Your Kingdom.” Maybe the last 
words he heard spoken were those of 
the saviour – “Today thou shalt be with me in paradise”. His 
encounter reminds me of the hymn :    
                  There’s a way back to God from the dark paths of sin. 
                  There’s a door that is open where you may go in; 
                  For down at the Cross is where you begin 
                  When you come, as a sinner, to Jesus.  
 

Every one of these services has been both a blessing and a challenge 

to us as we encounter Jesus in our daily lives. We are very grateful to 

those who were willing to participate and look forward to what next 

year will bring.  



A memory of Saville Street – Everil Robson 

I remember going to Saville Street to hear 

Handel’s Messiah for the first time held at 

Saville Street in the chapel. It was a silver 

collection and father reluctantly found me 

a silver threepenny bit. We had a great 

argument as he said I didn’t have to pay 

to go into church. I can’t remember the 

date but I was about twelve. It was in the 

war. I went on my own and sat in the 

gallery in the centre side pews, two rows 

from the back. The choir stalls at that time were on a level with the 

gallery and had red tip up seats like the cinema. The only time I sat in 

them was at the Sunday school Anniversary. The lady soloists were in 

long dresses, the men in black suites. I was under strict instruction to 

stand up for the Hallelujah Chorus.  

At that time we lived at 6 Saville Street, in a house that was part of 

Sedman’s shop. Next door, No 10, was Gibson’s Menswear shop, 

which was next to the chapel. This was originally the Manse for one of 

the ministers. The one at the other side of the chapel became the 

caretaker’s house after the Manses were moved to 2 & 4 The Mount. 

The Manses on The Mount were sold some time ago as we now have 

a more modern house for the Minister. 

Looking Back with Joy. Sue Goodwill writes – 

I met Marjorie Calam nee Hope, who told me how they loved having 

Joyce and Stephen Skelton bring Bible stories to Terrington, when she 

was young. 

Ruth – Leviticus – Genesis – Esther – Joshua – Jeremiah 

Numbers – Hebrews – Isaiah -   Romans – Psalms – Acts                              

Mark – Luke – Exodus – James – John – Ezra 

                      (Spot the deliberate mistake) 

             Word search created by Eva Taylor aged 9. 

 



Easter Joy - Rev. David Archer 

Every year that I was in Hexham I would 

find myself early on Easter morning 

walking onto The Stray, an area of 

parkland just off the town centre.  I 

would peer into the dark in the hope of 

seeing other people, but often I would 

be the first to arrive!  Bit by bit other 

people would arrive until there was a 

small group of us standing around in the 

gloom.  With the aid of torches we 

would sing an Easter hymn to open our 

act of worship.  As we continued, the 

sky would brighten and we would be 

able to make one another out clearly.  

By the time we greeted one another 

with the traditional words “Christ is 

risen!” and the response “He is risen 

indeed.  Alleluia!” the sun (hopefully!) 

was shining. 

That event reminded me each year as to why Easter is such a joyful 

time for us as Christians.  Like the first disciples we move from 

darkness to light.  The darkness of Lent, when we reflect on our 

human frailty, gives way to the joy of God’s assurance that His grace is 

all we need.  The fears of Good Friday give way to a returning trust in 

our Creator, who is making all things new.  We can face the future 

once again because we know that God “who raised Jesus from death 

will also give life to your mortal bodies by the presence of his Spirit in 

you.” (Romans 8:11b) 

Surely there can be no greater cause for joy than that! 

We were very pleased when David agreed to write this article for 

Burning Issues. He was our minister at Norton for a number of years.  

 

 

 

Members from Slingsby, Hovingham, 

Scackleton, Coneysthorpe, Amotherby 

and Barton le Street Churches and 

Chapels joined together to attend the 

annual World Day of Prayer service 

(formerly known as Women’s World 

Day of Prayer) at the Methodist Chapel, Slingsby on Friday 6th March. 

This service, with the theme 'Rise! Take Your Mat and Walk', had 

been prepared by Christian Women in Zimbabwe. One of the ladies 

there, Joy Storrs Fox, has been attending this service in more than 

one country over sixty years. We all enjoyed taking part in the service 

and we were so grateful for Liz Marshall, the organist. The closing 

hymn was “The day thou gavest, Lord, is ended”, and our prayer was 

to commit ourselves to positive prayerful action. 

 

 



 

  

 

 

Jesus has risen – He is alive 

Easter Joy 

Issue 82 

Dates for your Diary. At present we have not printed a 

list of these as we do not know when meetings will begin 

again. As soon as normal life can be resumed we will 

print Burning Issues and include these. 
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