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Celebrating 50 years as a Local Preacher                     
Ann, Noel and Stephen.                                                    

‘Those who preach must preach God's messages, 
so that in all things praise may be given to God 
through Jesus Christ, to whom belong glory and 

power forever and ever.’ 1 Peter 4:11 

 

The Leaves of the Tree are for the 

healing of the Nations 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=1+Peter+4%3A11&version=ESV


Lockdown – Janet Smith 
During the early days of lock-down, the 

days were glorious and peace wrapped 

itself round our garden as the intensity 

of traffic subsided. Bird-song 

reverberated around the garden clear 

and beautiful. The world of nature 

reassuringly carried on in its own cycle 

of reproduction. Seeds sown grew and 

matured. Flowers erupted in vibrant 

colours, resplendent in the wonderful 

sunshine.  

 

Yet in this haven of tranquillity people were fighting for their lives, aided 

heroically by the staff of the NHS. Key workers worked tirelessly to keep 

food on our tables. No words can express our gratitude. 

 

In our home, we were appreciative of time. We were not continually clock 

watching. We were able to catch up on a few jobs, keep the garden tidy and 

weed free for the first time in years (for a while at least).  

We were thankful for the phone and able to keep in contact with family, 

church family and neighbours. Hearing voices that gladdened our hearts and 

brought us close together.  

 

Worship on a Sunday was relaxed and a blessing as we watched various 

pastors on TV and read the services provided by Peter, Ken and Ann. 

We were constantly mindful of God and his faithfulness in our study and 

prayer times. Ever thankful that in every storm Jesus is in the boat with us 

and, just as the disciples found on storm-tossed Galilee, his presence and 

voice can bring his peace into our lives and the present situation the world 

is facing. We put our hope and trust in him for, during these days, never for 

one minute have we been forsaken. 

We give thanks for our Local Preachers 

 

Noel Smith writes 

Heading out of the yard on my three-wheeler one Sunday afternoon, 

mother asked, “Where are you going?”   

“To preach like dad” was the reply. 

 

Twenty five years or so later, this became a reality. 

After a ten year apprenticeship in mission bands, which were begun by 

Revd Eric Mason, followed by local preacher training under Revd Barry 

Gent, I embarked solo. 

 

Encouragement from Revd Harry Hicks had a profound impact, realizing 

that preaching was a privilege in sharing the gospel, but also a great 

responsibility. 

 

Fifty years later, the question may be asked “have I faithfully fulfilled my 

calling to challenge and encourage congregations to a life of faith and 

belief in Jesus?” 

 

 ‘Your word is a lamp to guide me and a light for my path.’                           

Psalm 119:105 

 



50 years!   Ann Corner 

At the age of 6 I remember a Sunday School 

lesson based on 2 Timothy 215. I could only 

remember the reference not the words but 

somehow I sensed these words were 

important “Study to show thyself approved 

unto God, a workman that needeth not to be 

ashamed, rightly dividing the word of truth.”  Even at that age I understood 

the first two parts of the text.  In my early teens Mrs. Esther Dennis started 

a fellowship to teach us more about God’s word. From time to time she 

asked us to do a talk about a particular Bible passage; our talks seldom 

lasted more than 5 minutes! As time went by I began to enjoy doing these 

mini ‘sermons’ then at the age of 17  I was asked to take a full service at the 

Congregational chapel in Rillington.  

Later that year I went away to work, so I didn’t take any more services until 

I was at college. The church I attended encouraged us to take part in services 

and I often led our Christian Union services. When I returned home to teach 

locally, the minister at that time put me on the plan with a note to preach! 

I said I wasn’t called to preach – he said the need was the call. I said when 

God wanted me to preach he would tell me! I did occasionally take a service 

in a village chapel if they had a supply or a preacher was ill but it was 9 years 

before I felt God actually calling me to preach. My first service was at 

Westgate and my text ‘Behold the man’.  

Suddenly I realised part 3 of the text I learned as a little girl was being 

fulfilled in my life, but more than that, all three parts applied to me as a 

preacher.  I took my studies and service preparation seriously for I was 

entrusted with “rightly dividing the word of truth’. What a responsibility and 

50 years later, although I can’t do as much as I used to do, I still feel it is  a 

tremendous responsibility and at the same time a great privilege to teach 

and encourage others to respond to God’s word and study it for themselves.   

50 Years as a Local Preacher. 

                     Stephen Prest 

On a beautiful, warm and sunny afternoon in August 

recently a group of people met in the garden of the Rev 

Peter and Chris Sheasby for a very special event.  Ann 

Corner, Noel & Janet Smith and Stephen & Rachel Prest 

were there to celebrate Ann, Noel and Stephen reaching the amazing milestone of 

50 years as Local Preachers.  The person who trained them to be Local Preachers, 

along with 4 others making 7 in total, was the Rev Barry Gent who was a minister 

in the Malton Circuit at the time.  Barry is uncle to Christine Sheasby and so the 

occasion was even more special because Barry was able to join our celebrations via 

Zoom from his home in Oakham in Rutland.  Barry shared many memories of his 

time in Malton, which was obviously very special to him and reflected on many of 

the old characters he met and who many of us remember fondly!  Some more than 

others! Peter then presented Ann, Noel and Stephen with a certificate marking 50 

years of preaching and also one of Christine’s books, “Open With God”, all of which 

were very much appreciated.  

Ann, Noel and Stephen have clocked up 150 years of preaching between them, how 

many sermons, how many hours of prayer and preparation, who knows??? Being 

a Local Preacher is a great privilege and a great responsibility but it is also a very 

great challenge. How can we continue to proclaim the Gospel message, the Good 

News of Jesus, in a way that is relevant to people today, in a culture that has 

changed dramatically in the past 50 years? 

 Well, so far we haven’t changed the world but hopefully here in the Ryedale area 

and beyond we have been faithful in proclaiming The Gospel, the Good News of 

Jesus, of his coming, of his great love for each one of us and how he longs to accept 

us into his Kingdom and share our lives every day.  Maybe we have helped a few 

people to begin that walk of faith and encourage them to ….in the words of the 

song -    

“To see thee more clearly, love thee more dearly, follow thee more nearly, Day by 

day, by day, by day.   (Stephen) 



Easter Day at Home                                                                                                                 

A reflection and a meditation.  Margaret Graham. 

Lockdown changed all our lives overnight in ways we could never have 

imagined.  A great disappointment was the fact that our Chapel door had 

to remain closed with no Sunday worship or midweek Fellowship allowed. 

With Easter approaching I shared an idea with Ann. Could we prepare and 

distribute a service in which we could all participate to compensate for our 

8.00 am Communion? 

Hymns were chosen and Rev Jane incorporated a “love feast” in place of 

Communion. Easter Day dawned. What joy! 

Although alone I was very conscious of the presence of the Risen Christ, 

knowing it was an experience I was 

sharing with my Bethel friends and folk 

from other places and Churches who 

had asked to share that time with us. 

Sitting quietly afterwards, so blessed, I 

wrote down words which expressed my 

feelings and I share them with you. 

 

“The sun shines through the window. Its beams falling on the blue carpet 

well-trodden by those who come to worship. But today there is no one. 

The sacred place which once echoed to the glorious Easter hymns is silent.  

No Easter flowers grace the sanctuary. 

And the white Communion linen lies folded away. 

No bread will be broken nor wine offered. 

Only silence fills the emptiness. But listen! I hear voices singing. 

Familiar voices and some I’ve never heard before. 

From near and far a rousing chorus of Easter praise. 

Though apart, we are together – the Body of Christ. 

Hearts uplifted and voices raised proclaiming death has been defeated. 

The tomb is empty. JESUS IS ALIVE! 

Alive in all the world and my heart too.” 

My ‘Lockdown Story’ 
Margot Taylor 

 
On Mothering Sunday my 
family were all together, 
sharing food, fun and enjoying 
each other’s company. It was 

the first Sunday with no chapel and the last time our family were all together 
until now. Everything, as we knew it, stopped.  
 
So, confined to barracks you might say, what could I do? Cleaned, 
vacuumed, polished and dusted, tidied drawers and cupboards, painted and 
decorated, sorted out music - something I have needed to do for ages.  I 
have read books, done sewing, embroidery and taught the piano on skype. 
I have written letters, telephoned friends, emailed and skyped folk. There 
has been no end to the things I have done.  
 
Through it all I have realised how special people are, real people, without 
face masks and social distancing, just being together. How I have missed 
walking into chapel and being greeted by the folks there, the chats after the 
service, the warmth and friendship. We have worshipped on zoom, skype 
and used the services that have been sent to us, watched services on the 
television and joined in Songs of Praise.  
 
Nothing compares with the joy of standing with people and singing in praise 
of God or praying the Lord’s Prayer with others around you sharing in it. To 
me, people, family and friends are so very special, even more so after the 
CV outbreak. As we come out of ‘lock down’ let us rejoice in those we love, 
let us look around for those we can help and share the love of Jesus with 
those we meet. 

"So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed,                     

for I am your God.  “Isaiah 41 10 

HOPE 



From Karen Bishop,                                                                                                    

Slingsby Chapel...                                                                                      

What a challenging and strange time we've been living through. A song that 

has come back to me from years ago and has been a help over the uncertain 

months is from Hillsong's Reuben Morgan in 2002...reflecting so many 

Psalms: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
"HIDE ME NOW under Your wings, 

Cover me within Your mighty hand. 

 

When the oceans rise and thunders roar, 

I will soar with You above the storm, 

Father, You are King over the flood, 

I will be still and know You are God. 

 

Find rest my soul in Christ alone, 

Know His power in quietness and trust." 

 

Evangelising by post!  Rev. Ken Gowland 

 I had a word from the Lord in the first weeks of 

lockdown which was from John’s gospel, which says, ‘As 

long as it is day, we must do the work of Him who sent 

me. Night is coming, when no one can work” (John 9:4). 

As churches closed their doors and congregations 

isolated, ministers had to find new ways of working. Many speak of new 

opportunities technology has provided via Zoom, YouTube, streaming, etc. 

The internet is a convenient way to share information and keep in touch at 

the click of a button, but if your congregations don't have internet this 

becomes more of a challenge.  

As many were using new technologies, I had to resort to some old 

fashioned ways of working, using stamps, envelopes and a lot of 

shoe leather. This provided some unexpected blessings and 

outcomes which I am truly grateful to God for. Each week I prayed 

God would give me another person to add to the sermon postal 

list and each week God gave me a new contact. Having the 

opportunity to provide consistent biblical teaching every week 

with the same congregation has been a great blessing.  

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

Ben Moss writes -                                                                                                                     
I like doves.  They remind me of Angels.  They can be 

a sign of Angels.  When Jesus went to the river of 

Jordan, the Spirit of God came in the form of a Dove 

onto His shoulder. 

So when I see a dove I remember that God is always 

with us, watching over us to keep us safe.  They also 

bring good news, like the dove that Noah sent out of 

the ark after the rain stopped.  I think they bring peace too. 



Janet White writes from Alnwick, 
Dear friends,      
Lockdown has improved my physical fitness, due to taking a daily walk (the 
only activity we 'oldies' were allowed for quite some time).                                                    
A Scripture that has been highlighted for me, in the midst of these uncertain 
circumstances, is part of Deuteronomy 33 v27 - The eternal God is your 
refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms. 

 
An old hymn that picks up this theme comes to mind: 

Words: N Brady / N Tate 

Through all the changing scenes of life, 
In trouble and in joy, 

The praises of my God shall still 
My heart and tongue employ. 

          May the Lord bless and keep each one of you. 
With my love and fond memories of our many years at 

Bethel and in Malton. 
 

Audrey and Brian Foster normally drive coaches everyday- 

While in lockdown Brian and I have appreciated so many 

things. One thing was not having to get up at 5.15 in the 

morning! It’s been lovely just to sit quietly in God’s 

presence, spending time doing daily readings/prayers. We 

have been able to do so much in the garden. While we were 

sitting there we noticed how many birds kept coming and bathing in the 

pond. We have a blackbird which loves to sing and a very friendly robin! It 

was so peaceful, no traffic noise from the main road.  

When we looked at God’s wonderful creation it was hard to imagine what 

was happening around the world. We saw the lovely displays in our night 

skies. I must admit it brought a tear to my eye! Despite going through very 

difficult times, how blest we are, knowing God never changes and nothing 

can ever separate us from His love. 

A  Goodbye  - Janet Gaines 

During the strange and often confusing times of lockdown, my aunt aged 92 

died suddenly, (not Covid related) in her own home. 

Fortunately I had visited her fortnightly for some 

years and had been the week before lockdown.  

The service and burial took place at Pickering 

cemetery with all the distancing observed. I felt we 

were privileged to be able to say goodbyes and pay 

our respects, as many people during this crisis could 

not do so.   

The service was special to us all and although the lady vicar was not known 

to us and had only spoken to her sons and daughter by phone, the readings 

she chose were exactly right for my aunt’s personality. After the service the 

family was given time to have a word with friends and neighbours who had 

attended. The day was fine, God’s creation was all around us and there was 

a peace over all.  

My Lockdown Song. Audrey Foster 

I have clung on to the words of this song 

called ‘Here we are’ by Don Moen since 

our granddaughter had a battle with 

anorexia 4-5 years ago.                                                                                 

“For every answered prayer!” “For days 

we cannot see, for all that yet to be, the 

trials we may have to face, when we’ll be 

leaning on your grace.”  

Over these last few months, the words to this song are still a great help, and 

really speak for themselves. If you have access to YouTube, I encourage you 

to listen to it all, but if you are like me, you may need a tissue!!  



Margaret Gillespie shared this with us, 
 

As a resident of Mickle 
Hill retirement village, I 
feel extremely 
fortunate, despite being 
one who was shielding. 
There has been the 
comfort of knowing that 
the Lord is with us, 
however traumatic the 
situation might become. 
Our chaplain has been a 

tower of strength, keeping in touch with all of us and offering a listening ear 
& prayerful support at all times. Should an emergency arise, help was always 
available at the ‘press of a button’. 
 
Speaking personally, I have not felt stressed by the situation, but believe I 
was blessed with the inner peace that passes all understanding.  
 
My 90th birthday was in April, which meant the family had to postpone plans 
for a celebration. However I had a happy day with lots of cards, gifts & many 
phone calls.  I am now looking forward to the family coming this weekend 
to do a bit of catching up!  
 

During ‘lockdown’ I found the words of “I’ll walk with God” coming into my 

mind many times whilst I was shielding.  

I’ll walk with God from this day on,                                                                                  
His helping hand I’ll lean upon                                                                                                      

This is my prayer, my humble plea 
May the Lord be ever with me 

 
I’ll lean on Him forever                                                                                                           

and He’ll forsake me never. 

Prayer Focus – Ronnie King 

How do we communicate?  

It is made so easy today with 

modern technology, with the 

advent of the internet and with 

mobile phones. Sometimes we 

find there is poor reception or a 

person is busy or not at home 

when we try to get in touch, but this is never the case when we 

communicate to God in prayer. 

God promises, ‘Call unto me and I will answer and show thee mighty 

things.’ Jeremiah 33 v3. Do we call as we ought? Jesus said ‘Men 

ought always to pray.’ He did. So many people need our prayers. 

Prayer really does change lives and situations. The pray-er too is 

enriched. 

Let us be aware of those around us who are in need. I have been 

made much more aware of them recently because of the nature of the 

work I now do, of the many disabilities of some form, whether it be 

physical or emotional. They all need our prayers. And don’t forget 

those who care for them so lovingly - they need our prayers too. 

My plea is that we become a people and a church who really prays 

and cares for those around us. As the hymn says’  

Pray, without ceasing, pray, 

Your Captain gives the word; 

His summons cheerfully obey, 

And call upon the Lord: 

Charles Wesley 

Ronnie wrote this in 2002 yet we felt it was even more relevant today 

when so many need our prayers and kindness. 



Lockdown Memories  - Sue Goodwill 

Everyone’s time spent in Lockdown will be different. Our single parent 

daughter with four children had to work from home, so we offered to have 

Alexander (14) and Julia (12) to stay with us. They attend All Saints School 

in York and were given homework weekly. We all enjoyed our daily walk, 

when we concluded it calling past Joyce, Carol and Mary’s houses to check 

they were doing alright. Alexander was sharp to 

spot an eel in Hovingham beck. Julia loved to 

bake so I rarely had to think what our dessert 

was, ranging from pineapple upside down cake 

to eclairs to summer fruit sponge. Morrisons 

came weekly, bread from Hovingham Bakery. 

Julia seemed to be set a lot of homework, mostly 

to go unmarked by her teachers. I enjoyed looking over her shoulder as she 

learnt about Florence Nightingale and Mary Seacole, Rosa Parks and Martin 

Luther King. We loved doing jigsaws and playing games such as Trivial 

Pursuit and Rummikub. In later years they may remember my small handbell 

I rang to get them up on a morning.  

Technology took over during Lockdown and services were available to view 

and print off for members who did not have computers. The Methodist 

Recorder offered services, including one for those who had lost loved ones 

and could not attend a funeral service. Some occasions would have been 

much bigger events, such as Archbishop Sentamu’s retirement. Zoom came 

into its own with our granddaughter having training sessions with York City 

Junior under 14s. Our 12 year old Sheffield granddaughter devised a quiz 

and we did it together through Zoom. My school friends had a group ‘What’s 

App’ to post funny cartoons or videos to keep us smiling through our 

confined days. I took Alexander on a walk out of Hovingham, towards Castle 

Howard, and his phone came in useful when I thought we had missed a 

turning and he could look on Google maps to pinpoint exactly where we 

were. 

Ann Corner writes - 

One of the things I have really 

missed during lockdown (apart 

from chapel and meeting friends) 

is my annual holiday in the 

Yorkshire Dales. In particular I 

have missed seeing the Muker 

flower meadows which are an absolute picture in June. Yes, I have 

photographs but none do the meadows justice. One year I decided to ‘paint’ 

them in words.  

Buttercups, daisies and myriads of grasses, 
sway in the breeze as it gently passes. 
Mallow and clover, purple and white; 
flower-rich meadows, a glorious sight. 

 
Queen Anne’s lace, thistles, forget-me-nots too, 

bumble bees, butterflies such delicate blue. 
Trefoil and coltsfoot, orchids and bees; 

where could you find more beauty than these? 
 

Wild roses on hedgerows and brambles on walls, 
swallows and wagtails, a curlew that calls. 

Field barns and stonewalls, sheep- grazing hills, 
Such beauty – God’s splendour – my soul it just thrills. 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Bible verses that have helped and cheered us-                                                   

1 Peter 5 v 7.  Let the Lord have all your worries and cares, for he 

is always thinking about you and watches everything that concerns 

you. 

2 Tim 1 v 7. God has not given us a spirit of fear, but of power 
and of love and of a sound mind.”   
 



The editor asked: What have the ministers enjoyed 

whilst working in a different way?  - Rev Peter 
 

These past five months have been the strangest in my 
ministry. Since I began training as a Local preacher I have 
never gone so many months without standing in a pulpit 
to declare the word of God, but that has led me to new 
ways of communicating. 
 
At first I thought, “What am I going to do with my time?”  
I even said to Chris it might be a bit of a rehearsal for 

retirement, getting used to being in the house together all day, every day. We 
enjoyed going for walks, seeing more of the local area, and getting on top of the 
garden.  However, I soon began saying “if this is like retirement, I want to go back 
to work”, as the pace built up and has been pretty relentless ever since.  It began 
with thinking about how to react to the enormous changes in life and church life in 
particular.   
 
We made an early decision to produce a weekly newsletter, the Bridge Bulletin, in 
order to keep people in touch with worship, the Circuit thinking on developments, 
and just to cheer everyone up (even if the jokes were a bit painful!).   At first I 
resisted putting together either a written or online act of worship because there 
was so much choice out there.  I know some who have been worshipping with 
friends and family all over Britain.  But in the end I bit the bullet and learnt new 
tricks, uploading a weekly service to YouTube, with all the niceties of recording 
audio and video.  It has been enjoyable but it has also been really hard work, taking 
as much as two days to produce a 30-minute service. 
 
I hope you have found at least some of this helpful and interesting.  Of course it 
hasn’t been the same as meeting in church for worship, but maybe it has made us 
think again about what it means to be a disciple, wherever God may put us.  My 
bigger question is, ‘what have we learnt’ and ‘how are we going to use this 
experience to further the kingdom of God?” 
 
We don’t know how long these strange months will last; it certainly is going to be 
a while yet and we aren’t yet sure what the new normal will be.  But, whatever lies 
in store for us, of one thing I have been certain, in the words of John Wesley 

“The best of all, God is with us”. 

My Lockdown – Carol Stannard 

Four months in lockdown  

what have I done? 

I’ve made my way back to God,  

through Jesus the Son. 

I’ve found Him again oh what a delight 

Into this present darkness  

He’s shone His great light. 

 

I’ve read books of the Bible, I’ve prayed and I’ve cried 

I’ve made my way back to the One I’ve denied. 

He’s shown me His mercy, He’s accepted me back 

And He’s shown me that through Him there’s nothing I’ll lack. 

 

His promises I’ll treasure, His word I will own, 

Because through this lockdown His love I have known. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Freda Ware from Slingsby finds real encouragement from psalm 

121 and asked that we print it all. 

 I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help.          
2 My help cometh from the LORD, which made heaven and earth.                             
3 He will not suffer thy foot to be moved: he that keepeth thee will not 
slumber.                                                                                                                         
4 Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep.                                       
5 The LORD is thy keeper: the LORD is thy shade upon thy right hand.                      
6 The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the moon by night.                                    
7 The LORD shall preserve thee from all evil: he shall preserve thy soul.                 
8 The LORD shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time 
forth, and even for evermore. 
 



2020 – so far - Linda Stannard. 

2020 has been like no other year I can 

recall. January was normal. February we 

heard that people in China contracted a 

strange virus and we thought how 

awful. When people from China were 

flown home and taken to Arrow Park for 

an isolation period we thought we were 

on top of this.  

When two Chinese students in York 

contacted the disease, we believed in 

our naivety that they were the ones who had got through.  

On TV, doctors assured us that we were safe and travel presenters 

encouraged us to go abroad.  Then it came - firstly from Italy and Spain and 

then it flared up in this country and we stayed indoors in lock down. Words 

that made us think of a jailor with a bunch of keys locking us up. Workers 

were furloughed and we started ordering groceries on line.  

Our Churches were locked up and we couldn't see our families.  I remember 

on Mothering Sunday my family coming and leaving gifts on the doorstep. 

Life changed. I had a period of crying a lot.  

My Brother in Law died in April and I was unable to support my sister or 

even go to his funeral. When the deaths were announced daily on TV I would 

often cry copiously,  

I broke the law in June (please don't tell) I took my granddaughter a birthday 

card and hugged her. I know it was awful but also wonderful. I eventually 

had a week with my sister in July and we talked and cried and laughed and 

made holiday plans for next year when hopefully things will be better.  

And what about spiritually? 

My faith has deepened beyond anything I could have imagined. On Sundays 

while the services were on TV I watched them and the circuit services.  I 

discovered Church without walls on Revelation Channel, which is amazing. 

Instead of rushing around I pray more and listen to God.  He has told me so 

much and given me so much assurance. 

 I have phoned people most days. This has been such a blessing to me, 

getting to know people who I hardly knew before. People have been so kind. 

I have come to really know Church, not as a building but people and no virus 

will ever tear us apart. We will meet again and things will begin to get back 

to a new sort of normal, but I pray we don’t forget that God grew even more 

real to us during lockdown. 

Ruth Stannard shared her ‘Lockdown Story’                                                   

At the start of lockdown my life changed completely just 

as everybody’s did - no Church on Sunday and unable to 

go to the office, stepping down from management to 

cover care shifts for those who were shielding. The 

worst change in me was fear. I was scared that 

somebody I knew would get Covid, not knowing what the future held, each 

day hearing how many new cases and deaths in our Country.  

It was a time of darkness for me, yet at the same time I found myself growing 

closer to God, praying more in the car, reading his word, hearing his 

message through TV services - mainly Church without walls on  the 

Revelation channel. I was finding speakers on You Tube, my favourites being 

Nicky Gumble, Jeff Lucas and Billy Graham. I was blessed by their wonderful 

messages, some from 30 years ago, yet still very relevant today. God's light 

shone through the darkness of Lock down. I no longer have fear for the 

future. I have excitement about what God has in store for me. 



Lockdown – a time to relax a little, but not on the farm. 
 

Nancy Spencer from Leavening shares with us 

her experience of how life goes on for her and 
Chris.  
 
There is much to do. When lock down started all 
the cattle were still inside and needed to be fed 
daily and bedded up with dry straw. The fences 
needed repairing before turning the cattle out 
when it was dry enough. 
 
Once the cattle were out in the fields, all of the 

sheds needed cleaning out making a big muck hill ready to spread on the 
land after harvest. The cattle needed moving around to different fields for 
fresh grass once a fortnight and more fencing can be required. 
 
The ground must be checked to see how the grass and the crop for harvest 
are growing. We spray to kill nettles and thistles, spread fertiliser on grass 
for silage and prepare for silage, cut grass and bail it so that it is ready for 
next winter’s feed. We collected a fallen tree from winter, now dry enough 
to be chopped into logs ready to keep us warm in winter. 
 
Every six weeks we dose the cattle with wormer and fly repellent.  
 
We had to wait for three dry days together to harvest the oats which were 
not ready when we had the lovely sunshine. Each day our border collie 
needs exercising twice each day.  
 
This is the life we have, always busy but we live in a beautiful part of the 

world and we see creation right before us.  In this strange time we have used 

our empty buildings to see our families with grandchildren and had picnics, 

social distancing, when it was cold outside.  This was a real bonus for us. 

LOCKDOWN 2020 UK – Karen Bishop 

 

A TSUNAMI OF CHANGE - scattering, shattering. 

Disorientation and frustration; empty road, ghostly station. 

No normal shopping just ordering, dropping; 

Wondering how life is in Wapping? 

 

AN EARTHQUAKE OF 'STRANGE' - upturning, churning. 

Self-isolation grips the nation, media praise and accusation. 

Government insistence on social distance, 

Old folks like us needing assistance! 

 

A MOUNTAIN TO CLIMB - draining, straining. 

Decisions to make, science to follow, 

Precautions, distortions, statistics to swallow. 

Protection, infection, all one direction, 

Beating the 'R', the measuring bar. 

 

A VALLEY TO TRAVEL - losing, bruising. 

People adrift, circumstance shift. 

Leaving, grieving, emotions lurching, weaving, 

Virtual hugs, kisses missed, 'Contact forbidden' add to the list. 

 

RECOVER WE MUST - stoic, heroic. 

Hope must keep burning, yearning, learning, 

Weeping, lights aflame keeping. 

The door is ajar to horizons afar. 

Dawning hope, opportunity, scope 

Imagination, determination for re-invention, 

New intention, oh yes and COURAGE did I mention? 

 



Christine Horne from Hovingham writes - 

For myself - I hate to admit it but I thoroughly enjoyed the lockdown! No 

pressures or deadlines, the feeling that if a job wasn’t finished there was 

always another day tomorrow, rather than it being yet another unfinished 

task hanging around annoyingly till the next ‘free’ day. I realised that must 

be what retirement was meant to be, but hasn’t been to date! The first 

month was spent, along with Louise and hundreds of others in the Ryedale 

area, sewing the emergency call for medical scrubs, masks and wash bags.  

 

For two of my granddaughters, Rebecca and Danielle Clifford 

however, it was an entirely different scenario!  One a doctor at St. James in 

Leeds and the other a nurse at York hospital.  

When asked if any particular incidents would 

remain in their minds, they both immediately 

said the way everyone had simply rolled up 

their sleeves and got on with it, albeit an 

unknown, overwhelming onslaught.  

                                                                                                                                             

Our ‘doctor granddaughter’ said the people she admired most were those 

who were brought in to help on the ‘red’ wards who had no training at all 

on medical wards. They were probably trained in other fields of nursing eg. 

surgical or orthopaedic etc. but could only be given a day or two’s intensive 

training In medical and were then working on high dependency wards and 

intensive care, dealing with tracheostomies etc.  Likewise the graduates 

who left university early to be brought in to help. Although under 

supervision, of course, it must have been daunting, if not terrifying for them.  

 

Both said they never heard anyone complaining that it was past the                      

end of their shift or ‘that’s not my job!’  Everyone pulled together, 

supporting each other through particularly harrowing days.                                                             

Our ‘nurse granddaughter’, who had volunteered to work on the ‘hot’ ward, 

mentioned several particular ‘hardships’. First and foremost, having to 

phone relatives in the night to let them know that their loved ones had taken 

a turn for the worse and the end was near rather than being with them face 

to face to help them through.  Only one relative was allowed to visit to say 

goodbye but this entailed them having to use double the protective gear 

that staff wore and a strong risk of contracting the virus themselves. Most 

chose not to come so the nurses would hold the phone so that they could 

say a final goodbye to the patient, even if they were beyond hearing. One 

family of three were all admitted together and somehow their beds were 

‘magically’ together in the same room until the end.  

 

Nurses themselves were 

becoming dehydrated due to all 

the PPI they had to wear and 

because they were very aware of 

the shortage of garments they 

were loath to leave the ward for 

a drink as every time they re-entered it entailed changing into a whole new 

set.  

So it goes on, but uplifting things were there too! The way the public 

responded. Sewing PPI, knitting all the little hearts given, one to the patient 

and one to the family. Which meant so much to them as a link. One firm 

which turned their plastic business into making face shields and visors to 

donate.  Another which donated laptops, phones so that families could 

Skype or FaceTime one another and of course the weekly clap.  They both 

describe it as ‘A challenging time’. Bless them!                                                           

Never have more fervent prayers been said, as I’m sure goes for all                             

of us, for their and their fellow workers’ protection! Prayers of gratitude too 

that we live in such a beautiful part of the world, that the weather was so 

beautiful and sympathy for those in high rise flats, or lonely etc. 



BIBLE STUDY   -  Ann Corner                                                                                              

A shortened version of Bethel’s  ‘Morning Praise at Home’. August 2020 

There used to stand a sign in the beautiful Mohawk Valley in North  

America which read :      

I AM THE WAY, THE TRUTH AND THE LIFE.    
Without the Way there is no going 
Without the Truth there is no knowing 
Without the life there is no living. 

(John 14 v 6 ) 
 

The Way – Without the way there is no going. 

Matthew 7 v 13-14 says “Go in by the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and 

broad is the road which 

leads to disaster and there 

are many people going that 

way. The narrow gate and 

the hard road lead out into 

life and only a few find it. 

(J.B. Phillips).  

Jesus came not only to 

show us the way to heaven he came to be the way, the only way to the 

Father, for the ‘jungle’ of sin had separated us from God. It necessitated 

Jesus leaving the glories of heaven, coming down to this earth, living within 

the confines of human flesh and dying for us on Calvary in order that a way 

might be opened up for us to God and we might spend eternity with him in 

heaven.  

There are many ways of coming to the Lord Jesus Christ but only one way to 

the Father for the second part of John 14 v 6 says ‘No-one comes to the 

Father except by me.’  Words of Jesus himself.  

The Truth – Without the truth there is no knowing. 

John 1 v 14 says ‘ The Word, (Jesus) 

became a human being and lived 

here with us. We saw his true glory  - 

the glory of the only son of the Father. 

From him all kindness and all the 

truth of God have come down to us’  

(C.E.V.)   Then in John 18 v 31 we read 

‘Jesus told the people who had faith 

in him If you keep on obeying what I 

have said, you truly are my disciples. 

You will know the truth and the truth 

will set you free.’  

The word of God challenges us. It challenges our thinking and our way of 

life, for sometimes we are guilty of compromising the truth, twisting it so 

that it justifies our thinking and fits more comfortably with us and the way 

we want to live our lives.  Read again the scriptures printed above. Notice 

the little word ‘if’ – if we keep on obeying, the truth will set us free.  

The Life – Without the life there is no living.  

I think we all know John 3 v 16. The CEV puts it like this ‘God loved the 

people of this world so much that he gave his only son so that everyone 

who has faith in him will have eternal life and never really die.’  That’s why 

Jesus came. To enable us to have eternal, everlasting life. John 10 v 10 says 

‘ I came so that everyone would have life and have it fully. I am the Good 

Shepherd, the Good Shepherd gives up his life for the sheep’.  

Salvation is a gift. If we accept his gift we must live as he commands. To 

have faith means to trust his word and live according to his teaching. He is                
The Way, the Truth and the Life. 



This poem has appeared in several Methodist magazines 

written by Constance Magnus. 
 

Jesus loves me this I know                                       
though my hair is white as snow, 
Though my sight is growing dim                                           

still he bids me trust in him. 

Chorus 
Yes Jesus loves me, yes Jesus loves me, 

Yes, Jesus loves me, the Bible tells me so. 
 

Though my steps are oh so slow, with my hand in his I go 
On through life, let come what may he'll be there to lead the way. 

 
When the nights are dark and long, in my heart he puts a song 

Telling me in words so clear do not fear for I am near. 
 

When my work on earth is done and life's victories have been won 
He will take me home above; then I'll understand his love. 

 
I love Jesus, does he know? Have I ever told him so? 
Jesus loves to hear me say that I love him every day. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

This edition of  

Burning Issues  

has mainly been sent out on email  

because of the difficulties of printing                                                               

and the risks involved   

with the CV crisis. 

We are not certain when our next edition will be 

out because of the ongoing Corona Virus problem. 

We will advise all of the Malton area chapels 

when we can bring out another edition.                                                     

Thank you to all of our readers for their support                            

and help with Edition 83 

Is ‘Lockdown’ getting to us? 

I have used my Kindle so much recently that when reading a real 
book I kept swiping the page and wondering why it did not turn 
over. 

A shop assistant took my ten pound note and put it over the 
contactless machine before realising what she had done. 


