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Over the last few months most of us have been getting 
used to new technology. Phrases like ‘download 
WhatsApp’, ’what’s the code?’, and of course ‘you’ve 

got it on mute!’ were commonplace in the opening weeks of 
Lockdown leaving lots of bamboozled. Six months on though 
even the most silver surfer feels more confident with 
technology, being able to FaceTime their niece or set up a 
conference call on Teams with aplomb.  

As you know by now Lockdown has affected The Treasury 
too. There won’t be a printed copy of The Treasury for some 
months to come so most people will be reading the 
magazine on their screens. With this in mind we’re trialling 
this more ‘screen-friendly’ format. You can download it to 
your computer, tablet or phone in the same way as before 
and the content will be just the same as in the traditional 
issue but hopefully you will find it easier to read particularly 
on a mobile device. 

Do let us know how you get on with this new format, what 
you like and any ways we can make improvements.



Love unites us all  

News of Christian Aid’s Autumn appeal 

In communities across Wales in the last few 
months, one thing has been key to help us through 
the Coronavirus pandemic –  good, loving 

neighbours. They have shopped, collected 
prescriptions and walked dogs. They have gone the 
second mile and, crucially, they have loved their 
communities and its people with a passion. 

Without that love, the Covid crisis would have been far 
tougher to face. 

Christian Aid want to celebrate that neighbourly love 
in a special Autumn Appeal and we want to do so by 
extending the same support 
given to those neighbours 
who are near, to those who 
are far. 

Jesus called on us to love 
our neighbours as ourselves 
(Mark 12:31) and the 
Autumn Appeal is an 
opportunity to do just that. 

Angela’s story 

Angela is a coffee farmer in 
Nicaragua. The farm used 
to provide a good income for 
the family. But now she’s facing a crisis. The changing 
climate in Nicaragua means that her coffee harvests 
are shrinking each year. 

At the same time, coffee 
prices have fallen 

globally. Angela is 
worried: ‘It will be a 

total disaster and 
failure for us because 

as farmers, growing 
crops is how we 

survive. Where will we 
get our incomes?’



Too much rain and the coffee beans don’t ripen 
properly. Too much sun and the coffee beans can 
suffer from diseases like chasparria, causing half the 
bean to ripen too soon. Coffee farmers used to lose 
only 5% of their crop. Now it is 30%. 

Angela explained: ‘With 
climate change, the coffee 
suffers from many diseases 
and pests.  

‘The sun has scorched the 
coffee beans, we cannot sell 
them and we're losing more 
every year because of 
climate change.’ 

At the same time, coffee prices have fallen globally. 
Angela is worried: ‘It will be a total disaster and failure 
for us because as farmers, growing crops is how we 
survive. Where will we get our incomes?’ 

Angela’s neighbours working together 

But there is hope. With your support, Angela’s 
community is coming together as a local cooperative 
to share resources and knowledge and urgently 
protect their livelihoods.  

‘I feel proud to be part of a cooperative and we have 
the opportunity to share ideas and learn from each 
other,’ Angela said.  

The cooperative is supported by Christian Aid’s local 
partner, Soppexcca. They help Angela’s community 
come together with lots of different initiatives and 



projects, from school 
vegetable gardens to 
gender workshops.   

One of the main ways they 
are helping farmers protect 
their livelihoods is by 
shifting from coffee 
production to climate-
resistant cocoa.  

Angela said: ‘With the cocoa project, we received loans 
and cocoa plants. I received 700 cocoa plants. The 
technicians came and visited us and told us what to 
do. We also received tree saplings to help shade our 
crops.’  

Angela’s cocoa plants will be ready to harvest next 
year. She said: ‘In my cooperative there are 10 farmers 
growing cocoa but I’m proud that I’m the only woman.  

‘The income from the cocoa crop is very important. It 
means we can buy clothes, medicines and food. I think 
cocoa will be the only option in the future because of 
how climate change is affecting the coffee.’  

Christian Aid’s Autumn Appeal 

Through our partners, we have been able to make such 
a difference in Angela’s community, giving them the 
tools to tackle what is a serious situation. This is the 
difference global neighbours can make. 

Will you help your global neighbours like Angela by 
supporting our Autumn Appeal this year? On the 
Christian Aid website you will find resources to help 



you and your church give, act and pray for 
communities around the world. 

Our neighbours are global, as well as local, and we 
love them as we love ourselves. 

https://www.christianaid.org.uk/appeals/key-
appeals/global-neighbours-autumn-moment-sign-
up 

A new Christian Aid officer in north Wales 

Christian Aid has a new regional officer in north 
Wales. Llinos Roberts was appointed to the 
role and she has already started working. 

Originally from Felin y Wig, Denbighshire, she has 
considerable experience of working with Christian 
Aid. Llinos was the administrator in the Bangor office 
for six years and volunteered for Christian Aid for 15 
years previously. During that time, she has travelled 
to India and Sierra Leone to see for herself the 
valuable work the charity’s partners do. 

‘I feel very excited as I begin my new role,’ said Llinos. 
‘This is a challenging time for the movement and for 
the churches which we depend on. But seeing the 
way they have responded to the Coronavirus – 
especially digitally – has filled me with hope. I’m 
looking forward to seeing everyone once again.’ 

Llinos brings a wealth of experience with her to the 
role as the Church Engagement and Fundraising 
Officer for north Wales. After leaving Ysgol y Berwyn 
she worked with the Midland Bank, before working as 
a Humanitarian Officer with the Welsh youth 
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movement Urdd 
Gobaith Cymru. More 
recently, she worked 
as a Community 
Officer with churches 
in Trefor, Gwynedd. 

‘Seeing the 
difference both small 

and large financial donations given by Christian Aid 
supporters can make is an inspiration to me in my 
work. The world is fairer and more just because of 
this support – though there is still plenty more to do. 
In particular, there is much work to be done with the 
climate emergency and helping the churches to 
campaign on such a crucial subject is a vital part of 
my role,’ says Llinos. 

Acting Head of Christian Aid in Wales, Cynan Llwyd, 
said, ‘Christian Aid has gone through a period of 
significant change recently. We have closed our 
offices in Bangor and Carmarthen, but we still have 
staff on the ground and Llinos will be a valuable 
member of the team. Her experience and her passion 
for securing justice for the poor are important 
strengths and I look forward to see our work develop 
in the north over the next few years.’ 

As part of the changes within Christian Aid, the 
Cardiff office will be the first point of contact for 
supporters across Wales and all correspondence 
should be sent there. Contact details are available on 
the website. 



One More Thing 

by Revd Jonathan Hodgins 

Lockdown hasn’t stopped us taking a holiday. 
During August we spent a weekend away in a 
camper-van on the Lleyn Peninsula.  

The Haven campsite at Hafan-Y-Mor has many 
happy memories for us (not least two years of 
attending Llanw there), but it has no free Wi-Fi. Thus 
we engaged in some family worship on the Sunday 
morning. I’m a big fan of the Church of England’s 
Daily Prayer app so we fire up our phones and iPads 
and sat together reading 
and praying. The readings 
for the day began with 
David’s prayer to God in 1 
Chronicles 29. The context 
being the building of the 
Temple where David has 
delivered his treasure and is dedicating it ready for 
the temple’s construction. He has huge power and 
wealth and it is literally spread out in front of him, his 
people and Heaven itself. Looking at it all he prays, 
‘Yours, Lord, is the greatness and the power and the 
glory and the majesty and the splendour, for 
everything in heaven and earth is yours. Yours, Lord, 
is the kingdom; you are exalted as head over all.’ 
Today, there are 2000 billionaires in the world. I 
wonder how many could say what David said? The 
impulse to say ‘this is mine and I made it’ must be 
overwhelming. Truly it is harder for a camel to go 

The public toilets at 
Rhosneigr threw up a 

little moral conundrum



through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to 
enter the kingdom of God. And yet David managed it! 

Earlier in the summer we visited the frankly eerie 
Hawk Green Nuclear Bunker in Cheshire. No difficulty 
in finding it of course, the secret bunker is well-sign 
posted. Still it’s an unnerving place to wander around 
particularly when one comes face to face with a 
genuine nuclear warhead and think of how easily one 
(or many) could have been launched from a 
submarine somewhere. The thought comes back to 
me as we read the second reading in 2 Peter 3. Peter 
has been describing the end of the world, how ‘the 
heavens will disappear with a roar; the elements will 
be destroyed by fire, and the earth and everything 
done in it will be laid bare’. It’s a terrifying vision and 
yet Peter has none of the nihilism of those who lived 
in the shadow of the atom bomb. ‘Since everything 
will be destroyed in this way, what kind of people 
ought you to be? You ought to live holy and godly 
lives as you look forward to the day of God and speed 
its coming... in keeping with his promise we are 
looking forward to a new heaven and a new earth, 
where righteousness dwells.’ 

The public toilets at Rhosneigr threw up a little moral 
conundrum. Despite there being space for about six 
people to use the conveniences at the same time, in 
Covid times only one person is allowed to enter at a 
time. A queue had formed and we watched as one 
after another of those walking in did a little dance 
with those leaving. It was clear that the door was 
being held open and as we got closer we realised a 



convention had developed between these random 
strangers to make sure nobody had to pay the twenty 
pence entrance fee. Moreover, because this was the 
mid-afternoon and ‘lunch has been taken’ the queue 
was not really going down, and so the behaviour was 
being learned and relearned. Presumably somebody 
at some point put twenty pence in the slot, but that 
little 20p has paid for dozens of people to go in and 
out. So what was this? A moral good where we were 
working together to avoid making anyone pay to use 
the loo, or a sign of immorality where we were 
basically robbing the Council of the few pounds they 
would normally make from paying punters on a sunny 
day? 



From the Confines of 23 North Road 

The month of September is now upon us and 
although the Coronavirus regulations are still 
governing us, although they are under 

constant review, it is time for us as a Church, to take 
stock and begin finding our way again. I suppose we 
could chart our path by asking Where have we been? 
What have we done? 
And most 
importantly where 
are we going? 

My thoughts for 
each day of the 
week will shortly be 
coming to an end in order for me to concentrate more 
upon opening three of the churches around Builth 
Wells that are under my care. I was thinking about a 
Scriptural guide as we venture into new territory and 
wonder if the words from Paul’s Epistle to the church 
at Philippi and Philippians 3 in particular will help as 
we take the first steps on our journey to re-open. ‘But 
one thing I do: forgetting what is behind, and 
straining towards what is ahead.’ 

As we look towards ‘the things that are ahead’, we 
think about what the remainder of 2020 still holds in 
store for us. Whatever unfolds in the coming months, 
we can be sure that we have will never walked that 
way before, and undoubtedly, these last days of 
2020 will bring happiness, sorrow good times and 
bad.  

May these last one hundred  
and twenty-two days of 2020  

see our faith in Christ 
increased



As we contemplate the untrodden pathway before us, 
we will be like Joshua who crossed the Jordan with the 
Israelites. It was for him, as it is for us, a pathway not 
walked before. We can imagine him standing at the 
water’s edge, wondering what lay on the other side? We 
live in perilous times as Paul made clear to his fellow-
worker, Timothy when he said that there would be wars, 
troubles and uncertainty, and that the outcome would 
be unknown. So we must face our uncertain future, but 
safe in the knowledge that victory is ours through Jesus.  

Let’s remember that the unchangeable God is before us. 
In Hebrews 13: 5 we read about  ‘Jesus Christ, the same 
yesterday, today and forever.’ Just like Covid news, the 
world is constantly changing about us, and it is 
wonderful that we have the faith and confidence to be 
sure that God is with us every step of the way. Let us 
thank the Lord for His presence that will help us as we 
go forward. 

To those who will be taking the steps to open their 
places of worship again, please follow the instructions 
and guidelines that have been issued by the Connexion. 
Know that the prayers of many will be with you. 
Although we know that as Jesus said ’In the world you 
will have tribulation; but be of good cheer. I have 
overcome the world.’ (John 16: 33). 

May these last one hundred and twenty-two days of 
2020 have see our faith in Christ increased. We must 
pray for His strength in the work that is ahead of us. 

God Bless you all and stay safe 

Brian Reardon, Moderator of the Association in the East 



A Different Sort of Back to Church 
Sunday 

September has always heralded something of a 
new beginning. It provides a second opportunity 
in the year to remake the resolutions we failed 

to keep in January. In Church life, the onset of the 
autumn term has always marked a fresh start in 
Sunday School, Bible Study, Sermon series and the 
like.  

Eat Out to Help Out may have encouraged the more 
wary to return to the High Street, but after twenty-
four weeks of You Tube and Zoom services, many 
regular church attenders will have needed no such 
incentive to return to their familiar places of worship, 
even if on arrival they discovered that the usual pew 
runner, chair-cushion, hymnbook and Bible had been 
removed to comply with Covid-19 guidelines.  

Those familiar with Isaac Watts’ hymn, ‘How pleased 
and blest was I’ may even have found themselves 
excitedly humming the words, since singing aloud is 
forbidden,  

‘Yes, with a cheerful zeal 

We haste to Zion’s hill, 

And there our vows and honours pay.’ 

In recent years ‘Back to Church Sunday’ has been an 
opportunity to invite lapsed members and friends to 
return to church. Who could have imagined that in 
2020 everybody would be receiving such an 



invitation with that the news that their church was 
starting to meet again, and it was time to come 
back?  

Having undertaken the requisite Risk Assessment 
and after putting signage 
and other Covid 
precautions in place, a 
number of PCW churches 
recommenced their weekly 
services on 6th 
September. Others had 
begun the previous week, 
and more will be re-
opening on 13th September. In the South West 
Wales Presbytery about a third of the churches have 
indicated their intention to begin meeting again this 
month. Some English language PCW churches with 
very small memberships and elderly Officers have 
chosen to remain closed for the present. Happily 
none that we have heard of have indicated that they 

do not intend 
reopening at all. In 
holiday destinations 
like Saundersfoot, 
services have been 
held outdoors, 
similar gatherings 
have taken place in 
Burry Green, 
Caersws, Llanidloes, 
Manmoel and Mold 
(left).  

after twenty-four weeks 
of You Tube and Zoom 

services, regular 
church attenders need 
no incentive to return 

to church



The Officers of the General Assembly have produced 
helpful documentation about the Reopening  of 
Churches on the website, ebcpcw.cymru and helpful 
Zoom meetings have been hosted by the General 
Secretary during July and August to guide 
Presbytery and Church Officers through the many 
questions they may have had about complying with 
Welsh Government Guidance. 

Jane Hutt, Deputy Minister in the Welsh Government 
gauged the feelings of many when she said, ‘Not 
being able to access places of worship has been 
difficult for so many people and there have been 
many significant events, prayers, religious festivals 
and ceremonies that have either not been held at all 
or have had to be undertaken in very different ways.’ 

Key personnel in many churches have taken the 
opportunity to spring clean and take a fresh look at 
the various facets of church life. For all who have 
been spared from the ravages of Coronavirus the 

words of the Psalmist 
recorded around the 
gates of Hawarden 
church are apt on the 
return back to 
church, ‘Enter His 
courts with 
thanksgiving’. 

(Members meet up 
again at Mancot)



EDITORIAL: A Word to the Unwary 
We recently received an email purporting to be from 
one of the elders in the London/Glamorgan Welsh 
Presbytery. It raised enough questions in the minds 
of some of the recipients to cause more than one to 
phone the person in question to clarify its 
authenticity.  

“I need to get an iTunes gift card for my niece, it’s her 
birthday but I can’t do this now because I’m currently 
travelling. Can you get it from any store around you? I’ll 
pay back as soon as I am back. Kindly let me know if you 
can handle this.” 

In that the best and most wary of people can be 
duped or caught off guard, it will benefit everyone to 
remember that Jesus said, [be] ‘like sheep among 
wolves. Be as shrewd as snakes.’



NOT THE SUNDAY SERMON 
By Revd Mike Ward 

They looked like a pair of leather carpet slippers, the 
kind you might pick up at your local supermarket for 
a tenner. Turn them over and there were a few rusty 

short spikes inserted in the sole. For these were running 
shoes, start-of-the-art if you were around on 6 May 1954. 
That morning, a young doctor began his daily work in a 
London hospital, then took those running spikes on the 
train to Oxford. A few hours later, Dr Roger Bannister ran 
one mile on the Iffley Road cinder track in under four 
minutes. And those shoes? They sold five years ago in 
auction for £220,000. 

Fast forward to Vienna last October, where Eluid Kipchoge 
became the first human being to run the marathon 
distance in under two hours. Like Bannister, he had 
pacemakers running alongside him; but unlike Bannister’s 
sub-4-minute mile, it was not technically a marathon 
record. For he too had the 
latest running shoe, a shoe 
design so controversial 
that some people think it 
should be banned. It has a 
special type of foam inside 
the sole, so it makes you 
feel like you are running on 
springs. You can buy a pair 
for around £300. Give me 
a pair of those (they pay 
ministers too much) and I 
will be running along the 
prom at Leasowe faster 



than Mo Farah. 

Sports equipment has changed and will continue to do so. I 
was reminded of this when watching the BBC’s answer to 
the 2020 Wimbledon void last month, as it showed 
repeats from the great Wimbledon tennis matches in the 
last fifty years. Disregarding the tight shorts that made my 
eyes water just looking at them, I was drawn to the wooden 
rackets used in the 1960s. Somewhere in your attic you 
may still have one, complete with its necessary tennis 
racket press – necessary 
because a nice wooden 
racket strung with catgut* 
would soon become a nice 
warped racket if the wood 
was not protected between 
use, which for most people 
meant once a year just 
after Wimbledon. I had one 
playing my cousin on the 
tennis courts of Melrose, 
but in my John McEnroe phase my rackets never survived 
long enough to see a tennis press. “You can’t be 
SERIOUS!!!” as I smashed another racket. (And, by the 
way, my ball was IN.) 

Imagine my joy when the aluminium racket was invented! 
Yes, the pros used those too. No need for a racket press. In 
one of my McEnroe tantrums, my racket just bounced off 
the court now, usually into my ribs. They were lighter too, 
and slowly but surely expanded in size, along with the 
length of your shorts, until your racket reached the size of 
your front door. Even your granny could return a serve with 
one of those – you just held it out at arm’s length and it 
covered half the court. Then came some carbon compound 

We have introduced 
modern forms of 

worship! Like sports, 
we have moved on from 

the church equivalent 
of leather footballs or 

wooden tennis rackets. 



racket which was as light as a budgie’s wing feather. I 
suspect though that being made of almost pure carbon, it 
was not advisable to try an overhead volley during a 
thunderstorm or you would become an instant lightning 
conductor and be fried to a crisp before the umpire could 
shout “Out!”. (The same problem was to cause more than a 
few deaths among anglers when carbon rods replaced Mr 
Crabtree’s split cane.) 

Football? Some of us are old enough to remember playing 
with leather footballs on rain-sodden quagmires. After five 
minutes, the football just absorbed the water. Heading it 
was like heading a brick. Even kicking it risked a broken toe. 
The list of improvements in sports equipment goes on. Skis 
now have delicate boot release mechanisms which flick the 
ski off seconds before your ankle is transformed into a 
collection of broken bones. And Formula 1… where to 
begin? In the 1960s as he sat in his car on the grid at the 
first race of the F1 season, Jackie Stewart would look 
around him and think “by the end of the season a third of 
these drivers will be dead.” Some racetracks had safety 
barriers called hay bales. Real state-of-the-art – if you 
were Farmer Giles chugging around in a tractor. Several 
drivers were killed when they hit an old form of safety 
barrier, called trees. It was hitting a tree that caused the 
death of the greatest racing driver of them all, Jim Clark, in 
Hockenheim. 

Those were the days, eh? Formula 1 cars were advertising 
cigarette packets on wheels – and the contents just as 
lethal. Imagine sitting literally on top of a giant petrol tank 
and driving it around a track at 200mph. It was akin to 
driving a mobile crematorium. And what did you have to 
protect you? A dodgy helmet and underneath a kind of 
knitted balaclava that your Aunt Nettie might make. Fat 



chance you had of surviving any crash into those cleverly 
designed safety trees that lined the track. Motor sport has 
come a long way. 

Soon our chapels and churches will reopen for public 
worship. What will greet us when we go through those 
doors again? The chapel will look the same. Indeed, the 
same as it did about a hundred years ago but with hazard 
tape. Our Victorian forebears were clearly not thinking 
about social distancing, one-way systems or disabled 
access when they built these mausoleums. As for safety 
measures, your main risk in church this winter will be dying 
of hypothermia or contracting dry rot rather than 
coronavirus. As one youngster said recalling his first 
experiences of a Sunday service, it was “the smell of damp, 
a wooden bench and a man in black six feet above 
contradiction shouting at us.” Those were the days, eh? 
Those still are the days! 

Ah, I hear you say… but we have introduced modern forms 
of worship! Like sports, we have moved on from the church 
equivalent of leather footballs or wooden tennis rackets. 
Really? What do we pick up in church on those rock-hard 
pews? I remember the excitement when the latest modern 
translation of the Bible was published. The New 
International Version. Well, new in 1978, the year that 
Grease was wowing us in the cinemas, the first IVF baby 
was born, and Ally’s Tartan Army had their dreams 
shattered in Argentina. A lot has happened since then 
(though not to Scotland’s World Cup hopes). But not to 
The New International Version which remains the same 
bar a few minor gender modifications made ten years ago. 

The Good News Bible? Its New Testament came out in 
1966 – leather footballs, wooden rackets and the Charlton 



brothers running around Wembley holding the Jules Rimet 
trophy aloft. State-of-the-art now? The New English 
Bible? 1961… the same year that J F Kennedy became 
President and Yuri Gagarin the first man in space. At least 
there is one glimmer of light that our “equipment” can 
change: we have Eugene Peterson’s The Message, which is 
only eighteen years old and still, in Peterson’s words, 
“making the Biblical text relevant to the conditions of the 
people”. And as we read in The Treasury recently, it was the 
contemporary spark of The Message to those who 
consider the Bible “old hat” that was instrumental in the 
ministry of the late Glenys Gough-Hughes.  

No golfer today would dream of teeing off with an old 
hickory-shafted Tom Morris Mashie and a gutta-percha 
ball, yet in church we do not think twice about using books 
produced a hundred or even -The King James Bible  - four 
hundred years ago. Great for its Shakespearian language, 
but I would not use that every day any more than I would 
drive to the shops in a Model T Ford.  

Never mind! On your technologically zingy church projector 
system, you can project the words of Mission Praise on the 
screen. Mission Praise was designed for Billy Graham’s 
mission to England back  in 1984, the same year that John 
McEnroe beat Jimmy Connors in the Wimbledon singles 
final. Modern? “You can’t be serious!” I rest my case. 

* No cats were harmed in the preparation of this article. In 
fact, cats were never used in the production of catgut. 
Sheep, however, were not so lucky.


