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Dear Friends 

If things had been normal, yesterday, May 8th, Howard and I would have 
been down in Helston to meet up with family and friends to celebrate 
Flora Day, and VE Day.  

I have no memories of VE day – I was only 7 months old - but my Father   
often told us of his memories of that day – he was stationed in London in 
the Air Force and on VE day he went with some friends to Buckingham 
Palace, where he saw the Royal Family on the balcony- it was a great    
occasion for him, but after all the celebrations it was back to reality. It 
was a difficult time for so many people after the war.  Poor housing,    
rationing still continuing, low wages for many people, if they could even 
find a job. 

Many people have likened the situation we are in now to a war, as we   
battle with the Coronavirus, and of course it won’t be over with the   
signing of a piece of paper in Lunebury Heath, Germany -  there won’t be 
a day when we can all emerge from our homes and feel that we are safe. 
What a strange and difficult time we are living through. 

But there have been some iconic moments through it all, such as, the 
Queen’s speeches, Colonel Tom Moore who raised £32 million by walking 
around his garden, and this I think, which didn’t have as much publicity-
Emily Maitliss saying on Newsnight “They tell us that Coronavirus is a 
leveler– it is not – it is much harder if you are poor.” 

I suppose everything is harder if you are poor. Many are suffering and 
worrying, and are afraid during this lock-down.  Some of you reading this 
may have been furloughed – maybe some of you have lost your jobs – 
some of you are finding it hard with the children at home, some of you 
are maybe worrying about paying the rent. This is a time of worry for 
millions of people, and is why I was so sad to read on-line what a       
Christian pastor had said about fear, about being afraid during this time 
of crisis: 

“….. fear is a potent currency in our secularist age.  Giving way to fear is 
therefore atheistic.  An anxious and fearful Christian has too small a 
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by Spike Milligan 

 

Smiling is infectious, 
you catch it like the flu, 

When someone smiled at me today, 
I started smiling too. 

I passed around the corner 
and someone saw my grin. 

When he smiled I realized 

I'd passed it on to him. 

I thought about that smile, 
then I realized its worth. 

A single smile, just like mine 

could travel round the earth. 

So, if you feel a smile begin, 
don't leave it undetected. 

Let's start an epidemic quick, 
and get the world infected! 

W=> A@6 V9B614 S9 I/C9@8D28 A8 T=6 M9/628?  

A IS FOR ATTITUDE – we should try to focus on what we can do rather than 
what we can’t – try to think of what you are able to do at home, rather than 
the limitations. 

E IS FOR EXERCISE – stay fit and active in your home. This could include 
gardening, spring cleaning, D.I.Y. or walking the dog once a day. Try a mini 
workout to help you stay fitter, healthier and happier. 

I IS FOR INTAKE – it is important that we eat healthily to help fight the virus 
– try to avoid snacking on biscuits, high fat crisps and savoury snacks and try 
to eat 3 meals a day including plenty of fruit and vegetables. 

O IS FOR OPPORTUNITIES – suddenly we have time! Now is the perfect 
time to turn our hand and our brain to try something new – your favourite 
hobby, writing your life story or why not learn a new language online? 

U IS FOR UTILISE – utilise your skills to help others. What can you do to 
care for those unable to go out? Find time to speak with them on the phone, 
Skype or Facetime. 

                                                                      Kindly submitted by Sylvia Duke 
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view of Christ in his absolute authority and sovereignty.” 

Another Pastor said on the Sunday Programme recently that she wasn’t 
afraid; she is still meeting with her congregation in homes; “they want to 
meet, and I will not get the virus because I am covered by God”, she said.  
What absolute rubbish from both Pastors. (actually I almost wanted to 
begin this letter with the words, “this lock-in has made me wonder if I am 
a Christian,” but I thought that would sound a bit dramatic – although 
some of the things I have read on-line and heard during this epidemic 
have made me think that if that is what a Christian is then I am not one!!  
And I don’t want to be one!! 

A friend of mine who was a minister at the time of the Boxing Day        
tsunami in 2004, was asked in a Bible Study if the tsunami was God’s    
anger on a sinful world – she ceremoniously took off her clerical collar 
and said that if it was, then she wanted nothing more to do with God.  
Sadly that has been suggested during this epidemic – God’s anger on a 
sinful world – from a loving and forgiving God?  I don’t think so! 

Our belief is that our God suffers with us, our God walks with us through 
the storms – he is beside us in all the difficulties we experience, not 
pouring his anger on the world, and then standing back while we suffer. 

Of course, God may teach us things through this time, and I imagine we 
have already learned things.  I think that we have come to realise who are 
the important people, who are the key workers in society. They are not 
necessarily those who are the biggest wage earners – those who own the 
most property – those who consider themselves important. We know the 
people we especially value at the moment,  I think also that we are     
learning that when we talk about getting back to normal, there may be 
some things we considered normal that we don’t want to get back to; not 
all of course, but some. 

 Perhaps we will have a new normal, and our new normal may be to speak 
up for those who are suffering injustice – for those who are struggling – 
for those on the fringes of society – for those who feel worthless - NOT 
by quoting texts at them or telling them not to be afraid, but by coming 
beside them, and doing what we are able to do to help. 

I read this on-line just before Easter; it is a quote from a sermon, and I 
end with it: 

“We cannot go back to what was normal; we need to deepen our vocation 
to focus on the most vulnerable. Jesus specifically says that how we 
treat the “least of these” is literally how we treat him. And that text in 
Matthew 25 is the record of the last sermon he gave just before he    
entered Jerusalem.” 

All good wishes during this difficult time, and I hope that, “we’ll meet 
again, (don’t know where, don’t know when!”) 

Anne C 
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During lockdown the Methodist Church & community at Coads Green made 
scarecrows of key workers, these included NHS staff, a teacher, milkman, 
delivery driver,  refuse & recycling collectors, farmers, electrician, postman, 
bank clerk, a policeman and foodchain workers. It really did make a walk 
around the village and the surrounding area very interesting. They looked so 
realistic that one lady actually said Good Morning to one of them before     
realising that it was a scarecrow. Well done to everyone who made one, they 
have brought great joy to a lot of people. 

Margaret Venning 
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A 

s with any work or normal routines, teaching has been a surreal       
experience over the past couple of months. Before any government 
stipulations were put into place, some families opted to self-isolate so 

it became a new routine in class that when we shared our class book, it was 
recorded and streamed live using the school social media pages so children 
could still join in from home. We started preparing packs of resources for  
pupils to take home as it soon became apparent that schools would be     
closing, although it was a challenge knowing how much to send home as we 
did not, and still don’t fully know, when the pupils will return. 

The numbers attending school has fluctuated due to the changes in parental 
work circumstances and changes in shift patterns. There have been days 
when just one child was present, on others we have had seven or eight. 
These pupils have ranged in age from 4 to 10, so keeping the range of ages 
entertained has been a challenge but the weather has helped as we have 
spent much time tidying the school garden and putting in some veg. 

Staff shift patterns have changed too, we started a routine of working in 
pairs, with each pair working together in school for a week and then another 
pair the following week. This then changed to having allotted days in the 
week. 

When not in school, teachers have used social media to reach parents and 
pupils, setting tasks and learning to be completed daily or by the end of each 
week. Educational websites have also provided a wealth of free resources to 
support parents at home if they need something a little different. A highlight 
of each week for the staff, and hopefully the children too has been a weekly 
video conference allowing time to chat, catch up on news and play games 
with each class. 

I am writing this the day after Boris Johnson’s first announcement that 
schools could start to reopen on 1st June. We all look forward to getting back 
to working with the children again but know that the routines we go back to 
will be a ‘new normal’ for a while. There will be a lot for the children, and 
staff, to take on board so things will be planned very carefully to cater for the 
needs of all who return in this transition phase. Social distancing within a 
school will be nigh on impossible, especially with the youngest pupils, so it 
will be interesting to see what recommendations we receive in the coming 
weeks. 

Oliver Stephens 
 

A view from a pupil: 
It is quiet with not many people there but a bit lonely at times. I get to do lots 
of different things and have fun but I miss my friends. My favourite thing that I 
have done so far is cooking for the family with Mr Stephens. 

Robbie 
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id you know that Coronavirus was a 
character in a 2017 Asterix story? 
No, nor did I, but this is the starting 

point for Roger Carswell’s thoughtful tract 
‘Hope beyond Coronavirus’ as he          
examines how life has radically changed, 
many are filled with fear and suggests 
reading a gospel and a psalm and         
includes space for an enquirer to send off 
for a free New Testament, DVD about the 
life of Jesus or booklet on how to become 
a Christian. Contact me for a free sample 

of what could be a useful outreach tool. 

I’m ashamed by the number of unread books I’m discovering at home, but 
one, God’s Hostage by Andrew Brunson, really spoke to me on Maundy 
Thursday and Good Friday. It’s the story of Andrew, an American pastor, who 
was falsely arrested in Turkey in 2016. He was firstly imprisoned with his wife, 
who was released after a short period of time and who mobilised prayer and 
practical support for him. The echoes of Jesus’ arrest, the mockery of the   
trials he faced, his being abandoned by his closest friends are paralleled in 
this account. Several who attended Andrew’s church gave false evidence 
against him – links with the Kurds and an opposition group to the Turkish   
government- and his first lawyer gave up his case.  Andrew had to endure 
being in a cell with fifteen others – all Muslims, during the month of Ramadam 
and many other hardships which nearly broke him. However, he persevered 
and by God’s grace was released in 2018. 

To say that church has had to change in these times is an understatement 
and I’ve read two books on this – ‘Practising Resurrection’ by Cris Rogers 
(who also appears on TBN) and a new publication, ‘Simply Church’ by Sim 
Dendy – subtitled ‘because it’s not meant to be this complicated’. Both take 
us through scriptures – Cris’ book in a more in depth way - about how the 
church was intended to serve others and share the good news of new life for 
others. I’m tempted to recall the saying ‘Preach the gospel and, if necessary, 
use words’. Cris Rogers punctuates his book with short testimonies to        
reinforce the points he makes. Sim starts with the question ‘Why Church?’ 
and divides it into sections –Encounter, Gather, Grow, Influence. Both        
encourage us to re-assess what we are doing individually and corporately. 

What about those classics that would bear re-reading? Corrie ten Boom’s 
‘The Hiding Place’, Brother Andrew’s ‘God’s Smuggler’ and I must confess 
that I have yet to complete all seven Chronicles of Narnia. Enjoy reading 
(those ‘old ones, new ones, loved ones and neglected ones’) and contact me 
at home – email stearM5@aol.com for more information and that free sample 
tract or a 10 point prayer framework for use in these times.  

Many blessings.    
Mike Stearns 5 
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A Labyrinth has one path that leads to the centre and back again. There is 
nothing mystical about it. It gives you freedom to walk and pray and not    
worry about getting lost. It symbolises the journey of life. As one moves      
towards the centre cross you focus on letting go of worldly attachments,     
acknowledging God & seeking his guidance. Simply a place to walk & pray. 

Photo's of Easter Slates & Cross outside Coads Green chapel gates as 
mentioned in the April Spotlight 
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 That long embrace will make our troubles feel a little lighter  
And the world around will start to heal and seem a little brighter 
 

So remember now that it’s okay if you just want to mope 

But think of what is still to be; you’ll find a way to cope 

Just take each new day as it comes and never give up hope. 
 

I wish I could write poetry like this – I found it very moving to read, especially 
as it has been written by a younger person. 
 

The other news I wanted to pass on is that Joyce Marshall has now been 
moved from Launceston Hospital to Fairfields Country Rest Home.  She has 
a very comfortable room with a modern television and ensuite bathroom but 
she is not allowed to mix with the other residents for 2 weeks because of the 
fear of any infection. Joyce herself is well and we thank God that she is now 
out of hospital.  I am sure she would love to receive letters from her friends at 
Lifton Methodist Church.  The address is: 
Fairfields Country Rest Home, Launcells, Bude EX23 9NH 

 

Also, Anne Rowe phoned me to say that the latest edition of Spotlight can be 
accessed on the Launceston Area Circuit website. 
 

I hope you are all keeping well and that we will soon be rejoicing that this 
lockdown has come to an end.  Meanwhile, keep on carrying on and don’t eat 
too much chocolate! 
God bless from Cathy 

 

PS  If any of you have any news that you want to pass on, or if you want a 
chat, please give me a ring and I will include it in the following week’s mailing. 
You can phone me on 01566 78055 

or email:  revcathyarscott@gmail.com 

Cathy Arscott 

F66HOD7M A2H L99M023 A=6DH T9 EH08092 200 A2H B6>92H 

The Spotlight Team have received several complimentary comments in       
response to the May edition which, by force of circumstances, was our first   
attempt at an ‘online’ edition. It was encouraging to receive the feedback that it 
was enjoyed by the readers. We hope we can keep up the standards set and 
that the news and articles will continue to flow in. But while the Spotlight Team 
have received the kudos it should be stated that, were it not for our contributors 
and readers, there would be no Spotlight. Therefore a big THANK YOU to our 
contributors and we hope you will continue to support Spotlight with                               
enlightening articles. The July/August edition of Spotlight will be our 200th so 
any memories anyone has will be very welcome. 

The Spotlight Team  
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Wednesday 29th April 2020 

 

Dear Friends 

This week I am including a poem that was written by Lucy, the granddaughter 
of Chris and Janet Tomlinson.  Lucy is 25 years old and has written this 
based on her own experience of the Corona Virus lock down.  I thought you 
would all like to read it: 
 

We knew that it was coming. It was building up for weeks 

All this talk of flattening curves and delaying impending peaks 

We talked of little else but didn’t know when next we’d speak  
 

The news was all consuming, spreading out across the nation. 
It was everywhere you looked and on every tv station 

The Prime Minister administered another dose of regulations. 
 

It only took six minutes for that most important broadcast 
Being told to stay at home for weeks seemed a formidable forecast 
But staying home, meant ‘safe at home’ at least until the danger passed. 
 

And suddenly our life had changed, all we knew was left behind 

We had to shift our focus now and change our state of mind 

-The world must take a break so that we might save mankind. 
 

So those of us who could retreat made life more residential 
Admiring the strength of those whose work was more essential 
And realising slowing life may have a new potential 
 

We now had time to do the things we wouldn’t otherwise 

Like reading books or playing games or doing exercise 

And reaching out to far off friends to virtually socialise 

 

Observing social distancing doesn’t make us distant 
We’re able to connect across all time zones in an instant 
And excuses for not keeping touch are almost non-existent 
 

There’s also days when we don’t feel like doing much at all 
Not even getting out of bed or picking up a call 
But remember it’s okay to feel we might have hit a wall 
 

Not every day has to be filled with action and activity  
We also need to take a pause and practice some passivity 

For no one really knows the way to cope with this captivity 

 

Sometimes all we want to do is quibble and complain 

That life is hard and things are tough but somehow we refrain 

For when all of this is over we’ll rise up and start again 

 

We’ll put things in perspective, have a fresh mentality 

Stop taking things for granted and embrace our own mortality 

To live life to the full should be our new normality 

 

We’ll meet again and when we do we’ll hold each other tighter 
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                   THE  ORB AND CROSS 

On most Methodist publications you will find the Orb and Cross.  
It is not just a logo of the Methodist Church, but has been     
carefully chosen to express our deepest beliefs. 

The Orb represents the world, and the colour red, the traditional 
colour of Pentecost, may be taken to symbolise the Methodist conviction that 
through the power of the Holy Spirit, all humanity may be saved. 

The Orb is charged with a radiant Cross, which, like the field it is set on, is 
white, celebrating the glory of the risen Saviour.  There is no boundary to the 
arms of the cross, just as there are no limits to the grace of God. 

M0164 F9@ MS 2020 

A M644D36 F@9/ K6@@06 HD/ 

As I am sure many of you will know, Martyn (my husband, 39) was diagnosed 
with multiple sclerosis in October, 2019. Mart was due to start on medication 
on the 5th May by having a 2 hour infusion every 28 days. Martyn and I both 
attended Launceston College and were in Launceston Young Farmers so are 
well known locally.  

I’m inspired by the work of the MS Trust and want to support them by raising 
funds which is the reason why I am participating in Miles for MS 2020. During 
May I will be cycling as and when I can which is not the easiest with three   
children at home but I have set myself a goal of 300 miles by the end of May 
and am well on the way to achieving this. I am seeing lots of the local       
countryside via various routes many of which have been designed by Martyn. 

I have created a web page which can be accessed via the link below and 
which provides more information on my project and how to donate. I will be 
receiving donations until October 2020.  

https://milesforms2020.everydayhero.com/uk/kerrie 

Thank you Kerrie Ham 
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A Series on the “I Am” saying of Jesus  by Revd Jo Smart. 

I AM THE RESURRECTION & THE LIFE 

John 11 

Y 

our name is Martha and your brother Lazarus died four days ago. It had 
been so difficult for you as you nursed him over those last days,       
watching him slowly deteriorate. You had done the best you could, but 

had felt so helpless as you saw his life slipping away. You had talked with him, 
recollecting those times when he, your sister Mary and yourself had played as 
children, the good times, and the not so good times; those carefree days when 
nothing much seemed to matter, just that exact moment and making the most 
of it. But losing Lazarus feels quite unbearable, scary even and although you 
still have Mary, Lazarus was always the strong one, the one who knew what to 
do.  

You had sent a message to Jesus, and had hoped that he would have been 
here to comfort you, to support you, to maybe help in some way…. but still you 
had not heard from him. Now, the house is filled with people, many people 
from the village, people who knew Lazarus. Take a look around the room. 
Where are you in the room? Who do you see? What are they doing? Can you 
see Mary? What is she doing? 

Someone comes running into the room and moves hastily towards you,      
pushing past others as he navigates his way through the crowds of people to 
you. You look into his face. He is breathless, but eager to speak to you. He 
tells you that Jesus is coming here and your eyes widen as your heart begins 
to race. In a fluster you gather your shawl and pull it haphazardly around your 
shoulders, doing the best to cover your head, but you are not that fussed about 
how it looks, your focus is on getting to Jesus and so you make your way     
towards the door.  You glance over to Mary, your cousin is with her and looking 
after her. It is OK for you to leave. 

It has been a while since you have been outside as you had spent every      
moment you could nursing Lazarus. What is the weather like? Does it seem to 
reflect your mood? Are the clouds heavy? Is the sky grey? Or maybe the sun is 
shining down on you and you quickly glance up and feel the warmth of the sun 
caress your face. Warmth that you have wanted to feel for a long time. Warmth 
that brings a sense of hope and comfort.  

The man who had told you about Jesus looks back at you and gestures for you 
to come with him.  

You head out towards the edge of the village and in the distance you can see a 
man walking towards you. You catch your breath and gather your tunic to run 
towards him. As you get closer you can see Jesus’ face. He smiles, a warm 
and reassuring smile and as you look into his eyes you know that he             
understands the depth of pain and suffering that you are feeling at this          
moment. He opens his arms to you and calls you by your name. You run into 
his arms and embrace him. A warmth flows through your body and despite all 
that has happened you now feel stronger and more capable of coping with your 
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YOU are remarkable. 

YOU are unique. 

YOU are a soul. 

YOU are the flame in the cauldron, the medal at the end of the race, the         
garlands, the flowers, the fame. 

YOU are the funny thing you do with your nose. 

YOU are that exhalation you make when you stand up, or sit down, or roll over. 

YOU are a life. 

YOU are a legacy. 

YOU  are a friend. 

YOU are family. 

YOU are the space you leave behind after you’re gone. 

YOU are the dance. 

YOU are the music. 

YOU are the flame around which life clusters. 

YOU are 100 shades of grey, a million small pieces of light a trillion shards of 
energy. 

YOU are an ancestor. 

YOU are a creation. 

YOU are a creator. 

YOU are a catalyst, an enthusiast, an artist. 

YOU are a seer, an oracle, a crazy, a sage. 

YOU are the future and the present. 

YOU have passed into adult-hood. 

YOU are past explaining yourself. 

YOU are more charismatic than you can imagine, more persuasive than you 
know, more powerful than you can ever believe. 

YOU deserve respect, and tolerance, and kindness, and listening, and tea in 
the morning, and flowers at random, and smiles, and hugs, and kisses 
and love. 

YOU are remarkable. 

YOU are unique. 

YOU are a soul. 

YOU deserve more, deserve it all, deserve the best. 

 Don’t settle for anything less! 

AMEN. 
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Jeffrey Archer 

H 

e was born in a barn, his father a carpenter and his mother a decent-
enough woman, but of no significance, and they certainly couldn’t have 
afforded to give the boy a private education. And yet, as a teenager, he 

was arguing the toss with his elders and betters in the council chambers. 

He never got a proper job, just roamed around the countryside, unshaven, and 
living off bread and water and the occasional fish, while offering his opinions to 
those who cared to listen. 

He became the manager of a football team known as The Disciples, not one of 
them a star; in fact, the twelfth man rather let the side down by accepting a 
transfer fee of thirty pieces of silver to play for the opposition. 

The authorities eventually arrested him as a rabble-rouser, but couldn’t decide 
what to charge him with, other than the fact he claimed he was the Son of God.  

They strung him up with a couple of other criminals, and when he finally gave 
up the ghost, rather assumed that would be the last they’d hear of him. 

The Disciples were relegated at the end of the season; in fact, the captain de-
nied on more than one occasion that he’d ever been a member of His team.  

When He died at the age of thirty-three, there were no obituaries in the local 
press reporting his achievements, no glossy supplements highlighting his col-
ourful career, no radio programmes to discuss his legacy, and no box sets re-
cording any of his miracles.  

But then, He’d never relied on focus groups to advise him on current trends, or 
advertising gurus to spend millions promoting his brand, or spin doctors to 
sharpen his image, and he didn’t require social media to keep his followers up 
to date, so you could be forgiven for assuming he’d be forgotten in a few days. 

So how can one explain that over two thousand years later, Jesus Christ is still 
the best-known celebrity on earth?  

Could it just be that He was the Son of God? 

This story has been donated by Jeffery Archer to Cancer Research UK and is published 
here with permission. 
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sense of loss. 

 With your head buried into Jesus’ chest you whisper “If you had been here, 
Lord, my brother would not have died”. How are you feeling at this point in time? 
Are you wondering why Jesus didn’t get here sooner? Do you feel let down, 
disappointed? Does it feel so hard to make any sense of it all, to hold on to your 
faith? But somehow you find strength deep inside, you look up into the face of 
Jesus and say “But I know that even now God will give you whatever you ask 
him for”.  

Jesus looks into your eyes and says “Your brother will rise to life”.  

You know about the resurrection of the dead and that on the last day all God’s 
own people would be judged. You hesitantly respond to Jesus saying “I know 
he will rise to life on the last day”. But are you hoping against hope? Wondering 
at his words? Is there another meaning? Do you dare contemplate what else 
Jesus might mean by this? You know that Jesus has performed other miracles 
and you have heard about the raising of Jairus’ daughter and the son of the    
widow of Nain. Do you trust Jesus enough to lay your burden at his feet? To 
know that, because Jesus loves and cares for you so very much, He will do 
whatever needs to be done?  

Jesus replies “I am the resurrection and the life. Those who believe in me will 
live, even though they die; and all those who live and believe in me will never 
die. Do you believe this?”  

Do you want to enter into a new relationship with Jesus?  One that is free from 
the fear, which is characteristic of a godless life; free from the frustration which 
is characteristic of a sin-ridden life; free from the futility of the Christ less life? 
Do you belief in Jesus? What is your response? 

You head back to the house, leaving Jesus and his disciples, who had now 
joined him. When you arrive you make your way towards Mary and gently bend 
down towards her. You whisper in her ear that Jesus is here and wants to see 
her. You have already grabbed her shawl and you hand it to her as she stands 
up and turns towards you. Her eyes searching your face with a look of                     
desperation to believe that it is true – her Lord and Master is now here! You 
look at her face as you see the expression change from desperation to a reali-
sation of how disappointed she felt when Jesus had not come straight away. 
You put your arm around her and gently lead her out of the door. As you both 
quickly walk away from the house, you are aware that the other mourners are 
following. As you near Jesus, Mary pulls away from you, her shawl drops to the 
ground, and her hair falls freely, cascading down her back. She falls at Jesus’ 
feet and sobs uncontrollably, her hair draped around her body and covering her 
tear stained face. She beats the ground with her fist as the tears flow. In                 
between sobs she cries “Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not have 
died!” Those that had followed you are also crying, just as much for Mary as for 
Lazarus, and as you turn towards Jesus you notice that he is weeping silently. 
How do you feel seeing Jesus cry?  

You walk towards the grave with Jesus, Mary, the disciples and the other 
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mourners. Your brother’s body has been buried in a natural cave. Inside there is 
a chamber where 8 shelves have been cut into the rock. You had lovingly 
wrapped your brother’s body in linen and his hands and feet had been swathed 
in bandage-like wrappings. His body now lay on one of these cold stone 
shelves. The opening to the cave had a large stone rolled across it. It had been 
four days ago when you had led the funeral procession to this cave and placed 
Lazarus in it. Each day you had come here to weep.  

Jesus says “Roll the stone away”. You wonder why Jesus would want to see 
Lazarus now, after four days. You know that it is Jewish belief that the spirit of 
the departed hovers around the tomb for four days, seeking an entrance again 
into the body. And after four days the spirit finally leaves because the face of 
the body is so decayed that it can no longer be recognised. You voice your  
concerns but Jesus turns to you, and with a loving reassurance, looks intently 
into your face and says. “Didn’t I tell you that you would see God’s glory if you 
believed?” You remember what Jesus had said to you earlier that day, what are 
you now thinking? What do you believe is now going to happen? 

Some men go towards the stone and with much effort roll it away from the                
entrance. Jesus stands near the entrance, his figure carving out a shape from 
the darkness of the tomb. He is still. He is praying. Then all of a sudden and 
very loudly he calls Lazarus to come out. You catch your breath and your heart 
pounds strongly in your chest. You are standing next to you sister and your 
hand fumbles desperately for hers. You need something physical, something 
real to hold on to. Supporting one another you stare at the opening in the cave 
and hold your breath as you wait to see what is going to happen. Look around 
you, what is everyone doing? Are they talking? Are they staring? Are they 
scared? How do you feel right now? 

You begin to make out the outline of a figure standing in the entrance of the 
cave. You blink your eyes and squint and stare all the more harder, forcing your 
eyes to focus on what you are seeing. You turn to face Mary, what is she                  
doing?  

The figure moves awkwardly at first and stumbles as the grave clothes hinder 
his movements. You look from him to Jesus, what is he doing? Jesus speaks, 
saying ‘Unbind him and let him go.’ A couple of men come forward to unwrap 
the clothes and you catch yourself holding your breath. Finally someone gently 
uncovers Lazarus’ face and you look into his eyes. It is him. What joy fills your 
heart! Your brother was dead but now he has been brought back to life.  

Take a moment to think about those events and then think about anything that 
may be binding you and not enabling you to have life in all its fullness and ask 
God to free you from them so that you too may rise up and go forth.  
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adison 12, Jayden 10, and Esme 4, make up the Honey family from 
Trebullett. During the lockdown, they were challenged by their    
grandfather, Phil Honey, to undertake a sponsored walk. The mileage 

decided was 44, this is the total mileage from our house to Derriford hospital 
and return. The walk was around our bungalow, which seems quite easy, until 
you allow for two lots of steps either side. Laps were calculated and it was a 
total of 1320 to be completed. 

The challenge took them 3 weeks and finally on Thursday evening, just before 
the Clapping for NHS, they completed the challenge. So far the total amount 
raised is £2500 for Derriford Hospital Charity, but this is still rising. We would 
like to thank all those who have kindly donated and encouraged the children 
to carry on with the walk. 

Janet Honey 

ED: Madison and Jayden have both been holiday clubbers at Central.  
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am came to us when we weren’t ready. Could we accommodate a      
vulnerable young man living in a tent in freezing weather? Yes, our room 
was unused and unliveable but we could and it kind of worked. It      

wasn’t easy as the weather continued to do it’s worst and Sam continued to 
struggle with addiction, mental health issues and was unwilling to engage with 
help and support who were in turn unwilling to engage with him. Days turned 
into weeks which turned into months and it became obvious that the situation 
was becoming untenable. The decision to leave was taken out of our hands 
when the inevitable happened and after a succession of offences, Sam found 
himself back in court and was sentenced to prison. Where he died.  

I don’t know why things happened as they did and I won’t this side of eternity. 
The Lord sent Sam to us for a reason and I trust that he knows best. I do know 
however that his mother and his step dad were grateful for what we and others 
tried to do in Sam’s life. And I’m proud that the church stepped in when others 
who were more qualified walked by on the other side of the road. 

A few days of respite for a clean out and a tidy up and just at the beginning of 
the coronavirus lockdown, David is referred to us. We are better equipped this 
time to deal with him but a global pandemic is not a good time to be homeless. 
He came to us because he did around 15 years ago when Steve was pastor 
and Barry caretaker. And with us he stayed as we helped him to work through 
a low point in his life and he gradually regained his strength and got back on 
his feet. Which he now has done to the point where he is back in employment 
and ready to move on. Meals on wheels, a lot of creativity and as much social 
distancing as is possible in the circumstances is what we could give and we did 
it gladly.  

In the middle of all this and still in the midst of the lockdown, along came Becca 
enquiring after our room as she is homeless. Because she knows of us and 
came along to the latest ‘churches together’ meeting. No we can’t offer the 
room and it’s not even clear whether she is homeless or not but between us we 
find a temporary solution and try to engage with the authorities who don’t seem 
overly concerned about a vulnerable 20 year old female. So she becomes part 
of the meals on wheels service as she tries to get herself sorted out. And may 
be our next tenant. 

And then of course there is Kes, James, Nigel, Keith, Robbie. All homeless 
people that we have come across in the last few months and there are        
probably others whose names I have forgotten or with whom we were not     
directly involved. Folks who have been living in churches in Launceston and in 
the surrounding area. Folks who have addictions and folks who don’t. Folks 
who are passing through and folks who are part of our community. For all of 
whom we have done our best and hopefully in obedience to what the Lord asks 
of us... 

Mike Carpenter 
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My great ambition realised at last 

I drive excitedly to Davidstow, 
Come to a halt before a wartime hut, 

Really shabby - but who cares? 

Overhead a buzzing noise is heard 

Lower it comes and lands, a microlight. 
Inquisitive, I ask the passenger for advice; 

‘Go before you eat your lunch!’, he quips. 
He climbs out of the red flying suit 

Then hands it on to me and it’s my turn. 
Forms filled and maps consulted now 

‘Let’s see, and have you flown before?’ 
‘I was a Biggles fan’, I joke. 

Go to the plane, strapped in, gloves on and helmet too, 
Hear the propellers turn, and wave goodbye, 

Taxi so smoothly over grass, - exhilaration! 
I’m in the air and soaring fast, and yet it seems 

The plane is hovering in one spot. 
Speed?  55 m.p.h. at 1000 feet the pilot says. 

‘Brilliant!’ I gasp and marvel at the sight. 
Roads down below, and farms and trees and rocks, 

It’s a vast playmat, flat and without end, 

Less hilly than the Cornwall which I love, 
Less contoured, and yet magic still 

It charms and lifts the spirit in the air. 
At last I find my bearings - Pipers Pool, 

Now New Mills, Truscott, and Langore so soon. 
They run together, almost, from this view. 

The plane banks, turns, swoops and then soars 

Right over home, and ‘Click’, my camera whirrs, 

Yet nothing captures on a piece of film 

Immeasurable joy and wonder unsurpassed. 

The flight, o’er so soon, yet giving evermore 

Such a vision of God’s love for me. 

Only my heart can know the uplift of my soul 
One day to view creation like a bird - 

Now and evermore His world is such a gift to me. 
Sandra Smale 



12 

W=D8 H0H >9: H9 H:@023 L97MH9B2? 

M 

aybe when we all are able to get together again this might be one of 
the subjects we all talk about. 

So what did I do during the Lockdown? 

Well I walked a couple of marathons.  Perhaps I had better explain. When the 
Lockdown began the only time we could go out was for daily exercise and so I 
started going for a walk every day. Then the London Marathon was cancelled 
and to make up for the monies charities would lose because of this a 2.6 
Challenge was issued by a group of charities to try and bring money in lost 
because of the cancellation. The idea was to challenge people to do         
something which would involve 2.6 or 26 or anything really to raise money. 
People decided to do all sorts of things.  I decided walk 2.6 miles a day for 26 
days, hence two marathons, for Action for Children as they are in need of  
donations in order to help children and young people in need.  Neville said he 
would come with me and I e-mailed lots of people to see if anyone would 
sponsor me and quite a few have done. 

The walking was a bit of a pull to begin with but as the days and weeks have 
gone on it has become much easier, which I think means I must be fitter for 
doing it. 

Our walking has been in and around Launceston as we were not allowed to 
travel anywhere else.  One of the walks we have done quite a lot has included 
the Link Road from Pennygillam up to and pass the College. When we first 
walked that way primroses were out and then oh how lovely were the          
daffodils, followed by wild violets and others I don’t know the name of. We 
could hear all the birds singing because there was no traffic noise to drown 
them out. 

We met people we hadn’t seen before and as we passed by with a 6 foot 
space between we often had a little chat and a thank you to share. Today a 
little girl was trying to keep her young dog under control when it wanted to 
come across and be petted. 

This week as the situation has eased we were able to go to Bude and walk 
along the canal and across the sands where we could see small family groups 
enjoying the sunshine and the freedom. 

Well we have just done our last 2.6 walk today and now I am hoping those 
who offered to sponsor will do so, many already have, and I am hoping some 
others might decide to do so now. So far we have offers of about £700. 

Our Circuit will not be able to hold our normal lunch for Action for Children at 
the beginning of July this year.  We usually manage to raise about £1,000 
during the year for them and hope this helps. 

I shall continue my daily walking as it has made me fitter, but why have I  
managed to put weight on instead of walking if off? 

So what did you do during Lockdown, why don’t you put an article in the next 
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issue? 

Coronavirus has thrown all our lives, communities and the UK into an        
unprecedented crisis. Action for Children appeal is helping the most                         
vulnerable families in the UK to cover the cost of basic essentials. 

Joan Helme 

CORONA - BEAUTY OR BEAST? 

I 
t is hard to imagine how the Corona virus earned its name. The word 
‘corona’, derived from the Latin and Greek for crown to me conveys a 
sense of beauty. 

My dictionary suggests, as examples amongst others, that a corona is: 

• a halo or a circle of light around a body such as the moon; or 

• the trumpet shaped part of the daffodil flower; 

both would be considered by most people as things of beauty. 

As well there are the constellations Corona Australis (Southern crown) and 
Corona Borealis (Northern crown) one in the Southern hemisphere and the 
other in the Northern hemisphere. Who would say that the stars in our sky 
are not beautiful. 

On a completely different tack some people may remember the ‘Corona man’ 
who came to our homes every so often to deliver the well known fizzy soft 
drinks. I believe a slogan of the day was ‘Every bubble has had a FIZZical’. I 
used to like the yellow lime flavour. Whilst not exactly fitting into the ‘beauty’ 
category it certainly was a pleasant thirst quencher. It was usually delivered 
in the distinctive four bottle wooden crate accompanied by the rattle that   
bottle handling usually makes. The other distinctive feature was the wire   
lever action bottle top which kept the fizz in. 

So how does the word ‘corona’ fit into the virus beast? Perhaps the image 
that we are shown on TV has the answer!! It is said that the scientists who 
first identified the virus back in the 1950’s considered that the parts sticking 
out from the spherical structure gave the impression of a halo similar to that 
around the Sun! 

Viv Sandercock 


