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Obituary of a very unusual Methodist Minister!
John Wesley left America with his tail between
his legs when he fled back to England in 1737,
but just look at the legacy he left!
Los Angeles Times and Elaine Woowriter ,
March 28, 2020

Civil rights
leader the
Rev. Joseph E.
Lowery speaks
at an event in
Atlanta on
Aug. 14, 2013.
(Associated
Press)

The Rev. Joseph E. Lowery, a Methodist
minister and a stalwart of the civil rights
movement who co-founded the Southern
Christian Leadership Conference with the Rev.
Martin Luther King Jr. and led the organization
for 20 years, has died. He was 98.
Known as a powerful and witty orator, Lowery
won new admirers in 2009 when he delivered a
rousing benediction at the inauguration of
President Obama. Later that year, President
Obama awarded the retired Methodist
preacher the Medal of Freedom, calling him “a
giant of the Moses generation of civil rights
leaders.”
Lowery was born Oct. 6, 1921, in Huntsville,
Ala., where his father ran a grocery store. In an
interview with Juan Williams for the book “My
Soul Looks Back in Wonder: Voices of the Civil
Rights Movement,” Lowery recalled a pivotal
experience when he was 13 and nearly collided
with a white police officer entering the store.
“He punched me in the stomach with his night

stick and said, ‘Get back, nigger! Don’t you see
a white man coming in the door?'“ Lowery said.
He ran home to fetch a gun but his father
intercepted him and took him to the police
chief, who listened to their complaint but said
there was nothing he could do.
“That planted a seed in me,” Lowery said. “It’s
a wonder it didn’t make me hate .... After I went
into the ministry, I realized my call to preach
involved social justice as much as it did
heaven.”
He became the pastor of a Methodist church in
Mobile, Ala., in 1952, after studying at several
colleges,.
Soon he joined other ministers in challenging
the Jim Crow laws that limited blacks’ access to
public transportation. He began to meet
monthly with other activist preachers in
Montgomery, where Rosa Parks’ defiance of a
white bus driver and subsequent arrest
sparked the Montgomery bus boycott and the
1956 outlawing of racial segregation laws for
buses.
The Rev.
Joseph
Lowery,
second from
left, walks
with labour
leader
Leonard
Woodcock,
centre,
Coretta Scott
King, right, widow of the Rev. Martin Luther
King Jr., and several thousand marchers past
the state Capitol in Atlanta to protest war,
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violence and racial repression in May 1970.
(Associated Press)
In 1965, King asked Lowery to head a
delegation of voting rights protesters marching
from Selma, Ala., to Montgomery to deliver a
list of demands to Alabama’s fiercely
segregationist governor, George Wallace.
The first march had ended in “Bloody Sunday,”
when state troopers met the demonstrators with
billy clubs and tear gas on the Edmund Pettus
Bridge, just six blocks from the marchers’
starting point in Selma. The second attempt two
days later ended on the same bridge when King
turned the marchers back toward Selma to
comply with a federal restraining order.
Success came on the third march, with 25,000
supporters massing at the state Capitol in
Montgomery on March 25, 1965, to hear King
speak. Five months later, President Johnson
signed the historic Voting Rights Act of 1965.
Reprinted with kind permission of Los Angeles
Times and Elaine Woo writer.
<<<<<>>>>>
Letters to the Editor

New Life in a time of Crisis
Recently, in one of the many ‘idle’ moments we
seem to have these days, I watched an episode
of ‘Country File’ on BBC1. The whole program
was devoted to sheep farming; in particular, the
birth of new lambs – some out in the fields,
some in the safety of indoor pens. Showing the
birth of lambs can be somewhat controversial to
those who are a bit ‘squeamish’, but it
reminded me that, although our lives are
currently ‘on hold’, the natural world around us
carries on unhindered.
Watching those lambs being born brought to
mind an occasion, about 30 years ago, when
our whole family was witness to another very
special birth. To explain, I need to go back a
further 20 years. That was when I first met
Doreen and the rest of her farming family, in
central Wales. I was taking a holiday, on my
own, and chance took me to a farm in Caersws,
Powis. We have been friends ever since.

The first night I was there I didn’t get a
moments sleep because the calves had just
been separated from the cows and they ‘mood’
all night. Some of the cows were hoarse in the
morning! I returned to the farm many times,
first with Charmaine and later with Rhianydd
and Claire. They experienced the delight of
being able to hold new lambs (it’s amazing how
they sense the personality of those holding
them!).
When Charmaine was expecting Claire, we
went to Pembroke for a week’s holiday. On the
first day there, Charmaine noticed some
‘spotting’. A local doctor callously advised
Charmaine to ‘carry on as normal’. She had no
intension of risking the loss of her baby and
elected to recover (in a very uncomfortable
bed), while I tried to entertain Rhianydd. It was
clear the journey home was going to be
difficult, so I rang Doreen and asked if we could
break our journey at the farm, only to be told
that no-one would be at home because her
nephew was getting married. My heart sank,
but I needn’t have worried as she then said ‘You
know where the key is. Let yourselves in and
we’ll see you in the morning’.
Such trust and generosity of spirit is hard to
find, but the current social isolation is
highlighting similar acts of charity and
kindness!
As you can see, we had developed a very close
and trusting relationship. When Rhianydd got
married, she wanted her ‘third’ mum – Doreen
– to be there. She was an official guest who
stayed with us at the wedding reception venue.
Her two daughters were offered the use of our
house, in Beaumont Park. When asked if they
had slept well, they replied that they had hardly
slept at all because it was, simply, too quiet!
Doreen also had two sons. One year we
couldn’t stay at the farm in Caersws, on the
days we wanted, so Doreen arranged for us to
stay with another farming family, near
Llanidleos. Perhaps, not surprisingly, the
daughter of this family was to become Doreen’s
daughter-in-law a couple of years later. I recall
both our girls being asked to fetch the new-laid
eggs from the hen house each morning. To get
there and back, they had to run the gauntlet of a
very bad-tempered turkey – I got nipped more
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than once. However – and this brings me back
to where my story started – one night the girls
were able to experience ‘new life’ in a very
special way. As well as the normal life stock,
this farm also bred horses and one night, at
about 2-00am we were all awakened to witness
the birth of a beautiful walnut-brown foal. None
of us will ever forget it.
Our God makes sure that our world carries on
and that new life and new opportunities are
always ‘around the corner’. Let us all look
forward, trusting in God’s love. Life will return
to normal, and I look forward to greeting you all
again and sharing worship and prayer with you.
Gareth

<<<<<>>>>>

Letters from America: Part 2
‘Some Parkwood Emigrants to America: Letters
from Home’]
Separation is, really, just a matter of time,
space, and perception, and perhaps has nothing
to do with how individual experience those. My
English roots are very real to me, kept alive by
old photographs, letters, documents, and stories
I remember my grandmothers telling me.
Over the past few years I’ve been deeply
involved in exploring the story of my Yorkshire
heritage, particularly my ancestors who are
linked to Parkwood. As I wrote to Joe earlier, I
descend from several of the members who
founded and built Parkwood Church. John
Brearley, my 2nd great-grandfather (1839-1902),
was born and lived in Longwood his whole life. A
boot and shoemaker (or, as they used to say, a
cordwainer), he lived at Sunny Bank (not sure of
the house number—by 1901 they’re living at No.
39 Longwood Gate), with his wife Mary Ann
(born Crowther). Together, they had 12 children
between 1860 and 1882 (the last two, Hanson
Schofield and Ezra, dying very young). He’s the
John Brearley whose name, now a bit weatherbeaten, is over the lintel of the door that lets out
onto the lower churchyard.

Brearley was born in 1913. Before they left
Longwood, a daughter, Kathleen, was born in
1899. Another daughter, Marjorie, was born in
Philadelphia in 1902 and died in 1903.
James Brearley was apparently following his
sister, Hannah Brearley, who had married Luke
Jackson in 1891. They emigrated in 1899 or
thereabouts, settling in Schuylkill Falls, just
outside of Philadelphia.
In 1902, a letter arrived at Hannah Jackson’s
residence at ‘3547 Ainslie St / Falls of Schukykill
/ Philadelphia / U. S. A.’ (from the surviving
envelope), which I now hold in my hands. The
envelope and paper are black bordered, the
paper now toned to a deep cream with still
strong ink, bearing a date stamp of 10 Sep 1902,
8:45 PM, Huddersfield. King Edward stamp in
blue, 2 ½ p. It appears to be from Hannah’s
sister, Sarah Brearley (who married Brook
Beaumont). The letter, which I’ve annotated to
the best of my knowledge, is poignant,
bespeaking of long distances and times of
sorrow:
41 Sunny Bank
Longwood

[Sep 1902]

Dear Sister and Brother
It is very painful for one to write to you about
Father [John Brearley], yet it is my duty, we all
feel sorry for you, and would help you if we
could, but we are so far away I don’t know how
you bear it, but may the Lord keep you in health,
Father had just been in bed six weeks, when he
died, but he lived a useful life, and he died a
peaceful death, but he was a great sufferer,
before he died, Oh dear sister, if you could have
seen him, my heart is almost broke, it would
have done you good, he was ever talking about
heaven, and Jesus, and quoting scripture and the
times he said to our lads, A lads I hope you have
never to suffer like this, it has been his heart
mostly and his bowls, I send you a paper of the
Jubille [sic], if you had seen what an effort, he
made to read the report you would have been
surprised, both of you, John Whiteley said he
reminded him of Christ, in the Garden of
Gethsemane, when he sweat great drops of
blood, he was quite finished when he had done,
our Crowther [Brearley, 1862-1930] fetched him
a cup of hot tea, and it seemed to revive him, a
little, then at Whitsuntide he went to the school
to tea with mother [Mary Ann Crowther, 18401904], and he began there we had to get a
conveyance and bring him home, I thought he

His son James (1873-1948) is my greatgrandfather. In 1897 he married Ruth Beaumont
(daughter of Friend Beaumont & Ann Crowther)
in Moldgreen at the United Methodist Free
Church there. She was a woollen warper (living
at Spark Hall), and he was a joiner (living at
Longwood Gate). About 1901 they emigrated to
the United States, settling in Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania. There, my grandmother Ruth
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would have gone then, but he has kept going
about but kept sinking all the time, he was like a
skeleton, when he took his bed, he kept having
very bad attacks of the heart, and he seemed to
get worse every one he had, he had a very bad
one on the Tuesday night, and he never got over
it, we had to stay up with him after till he died, I
have kept staying at home a day, when there was
no one else here and I was at home all last week,
Albert [Armstrong; husband of sister, Mary
Brearley] has been in bed a fortnight, with
quinzes [abscess in tonsils], so our Mary has
had enough, at home but it has been a pleasure,
to look after Father, he was so patient and so
thankful for anything you did for him, and so
clean, our Martha [sister; 1861-1935] has done
champion, so has Mary Emma [Sam Brearley’s
wife, Mary Emma Haigh, 1861-1917] and
Annett[e] [Crowther Brearley’s wife, Annette
Beaumont, 1858-1932] as well, I let our Sam read
the letter you send me to him [meaning, their
father], and he send for it again, and again, to let
our lads read it, I think it did him good he said
we were only you short, Grandmother [Martha
Hanson? 1817- ] and Ellen Crowther [unknown as
yet] laid him out, he was so once I got my best
white counterpane for him and we draped the
bed with, my White sheets, and had such a
sweet, and peaceful look about him, he had an
oak coffin, it was a beauty, our Martha came and
helped me to clean the house through, Mother
has slept with our Mary [1866- ] ever since he
died, and our Joe [1870-1944] slept at home, I
wish you could have been here, I never saw as
much respect shown at a funereal, before, We
just put it in the paper, and they came from far
and near, Mother and Joe had wreath, inscribed,
from his sorrowing wife and son Joe, one from
Sam and Mary Emma, one from Martha
Crowther and Sarah, one from the
grandchildren, one from Mr John Taylor, a real
beauty from Friends at Lindley (Schofield lot)
bunch of flowers from Mr & Mrs Fenton, one
from Kathleen and others, splendid wreaths all
of them, there were 150 at the funeral, Vincent
Calverley played the organ, and we appeared on
Seconday [?] on Sunday morning, we had Peace,
Perfect Peace, and When the Weary Seeking
Rest, a hymn, that Father doted in, and then Our
Heads Are Bowed with Woe, we had three
anthems, L Thornton sang Crossing the Bar and
they sang Blessed Are the Departed, and What
Are These, then he played the Dead March, it
was a splendid service, they had letters of
Sympathy from all over, Mother has some
splendid clothes she is nice, you would say so if

you saw here, we had a hearse, and a Mourning
Coach at the funereal, we had a Cab on Sunday
for Mother, she could not walk, so I think have
done what we could, our Sam & Joe are left
executors for Fathers will, but nothing has to be
touched, as long as Mother lives, so I am glad
she is alright, she has 12 shillings a week and a
house, as long as she lives, then all has to be
sold and divided equally, so I think that is very
good, so I must close with fondest love from B S
& M Beaumont.
Please write and let us know how Lydia is I
should like to know.
***
Sarah could not know it, but poor Lydia Jackson
had died by the time Sarah’s letter arrived in
Philadelphia, having passed on 27 August 1902,
four days before her grandfather, John Brearley,
died in Longwood. Grandfather and
granddaughter never met in this world.
Sarah’s letter was written one hundred and
seventeen years ago. Another letter, written by
Hannah announcing the death of her Lydia,
likely passed over the ocean to Sarah, evidence
for which is the only other letter from Longwood
that has come down to me.
Missives crossed the waters that separated a
family. And apparently in response to her sister
Hannah’s letter announcing the death of Lydia,
Sarah sent another back, though I’m not sure of
its date as the envelop does not survive.
41 Sunny Bank
Longwood

Dear Sis & Bro
It is with deep sorrow I write these few lines to
you, I should have written before, but I could not
pick the courage up, and now I scarcely know
what to say, I know you will all feel awful, about
Lydia, but we have all to bend to the will of God,
King death is no respecter of persons, rich and
poor are all alike, we must all bow to him, I feel
deeply sorry for all of you, seeing that we have
passed through the same here, I am sure
Hannah it has been dreadful for you, Oh how I
long to see you, I think sometimes if you don’t
come over soon, I shall have to come see you,
the longing is so intense, we have had some
dreadful times lately, when I look around in the
Chapel, and see them all in mourning, and think
who it is all for, I feel as if I could burst, and I
feel as if I can’t get away from it, and then he
[their father, John] used to come in at night,
www.parkwoodmethodistchurch.org.uk
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when he had been in the club, and we feel to
miss Father, at every turn, Martha came up last
Saturday with some flowers for the grave, and
she took Mother with her, and all day after, she
was fretting and then it was Bonfire day on
Wednesday, their Wedding day and she was just
the same, Martha cam up and brought a Rabbit
Pie, and Mary came up, and I went in to my tea
so she did cheer up a bit, our Joe has got the Go[-] Field School to clean so he is busily occupied
now, they buried John Wrigley on Monday, he
had only been in bed a fortnight, he came to see
Father many a time, Enoch Crowther is not
likely to get better so you will see that we are
having great changes here, it is the School Board
concert at the Town Hall tonight and tomorrow
night; Marion our Mary and Eveline, are in it,
our Mary has just gone, she is like a little fairy,
she is all in white she is nice I wish you could
have seen her, but it does remind me about last
year, Father came in and watched me get her
ready and brought her a beautiful flower, to put
on and oh how proud he looked when the Cab
came for her, he went and opened the door for
her and he did laugh, I can hear him now so
good night and God bless you all from B S & M
Beaumont.
A painful sense of separation. Sarah’s words of
yearning to see her sister, Hannah, resonate
more strongly in times like these: ‘...the longing
is so intense,’ she writes, and I can feel it, across
the distance of space and time. We’ve been here
before. Our families have been here before. We
will get through this.
***
In these times of ‘social distancing’, like those
times long past when families were sundered by
emigration to the United States, Canada,
Australia (and on and on), we must remember
that mere distance need not separate us. Our
ancestors dealt with immense distances and the
slowness of connecting, yet still kept their
emotional and spiritual bonds strong. Their
children, perhaps, did less well. And their
children’s children, less so. But all was not lost.
For why do I have such letters—out of the many
that likely were sent: why these two? And why
am I writing this to you, whom I’ve never met?
Though perhaps some of you are genetically
distant cousins, I prefer to think that we are all
relatives, nonetheless, regardless of ‘blood’ or
culture; space, time, and history don’t really
break the links, though it may seem so.

Sarah Brearley Beaumont’s voice speaks to us
all, across nearly 120 years, shedding light on
the loss and suffering our ancestors experienced
long ago in their moments of ‘social distancing’.
And perhaps they can provide us with some
sense of consolation and connection across these
many years.
As the Queen’s speech on 5 April promises us:
We will meet again. I pray in these times we
renew our bonds as family.
David Peterson
<<<<<>>>>>

Continuing the recipe's, treatments from the
"1883 Consult Me" almanac.
I know a few ladies have taken to bread
making so here is the "Consult Me" recipe.
Put half a bushel of good flour into kneading
tub, mix with 5 quarts of warm water mix well
in with a pint and half good yeast (if anyone is
going to try this please contact me for further
instructions)!!!! The method is long....
<<<>>>
Baldness to cure:- Rub the part with half a raw
onion until it is red and afterwards with honey.
When washing head use a decoction of
dogwood.
<<<>>>
Almond Pudding (small)
Pound, 8 ozs. Almonds with a spoonful of water,
then mix 4 eggs with spoonful of cream, mix
well with almonds, add a little nutmeg and
sugar to taste, Half fill cups and bake half an
hour,
Do you want to see more? Let me know.
<<<<<>>>>>
Not everything is cancelled
Sunshine is not cancelled
Spring is not cancelled
Love is not cancelled
Relationships are not cancelled
Reading is not cancelled
Naps are not cancelled
Devotion is not cancelled
Music is not cancelled
Dancing is not cancelled
Imagination is not cancelled
Kindness is not cancelled
Conversations are not cancelled
HOPE is not cancelled
>>>>
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<<<<< Should also include---gardening/spring cleaning/clearing
out/crosswords/hobbies and all the other
things we suddenly have time to do! >>>
Missing family and friends so much but having
some selfish ME time to think and catch up!
Stay at home
Stay safe
Try to stay well
John and I haven’t been out since before this
craziness started! A friend wrote that she should
look to see whether her dad was buried in the
garden by her mum, maybe someone should
come and look for John!
Elaine
<<<<<<<>>>>>>
Corona Virus
The spread of this virus depends on two
different factors.
1. How dense is the population and,
2. How dense is the population.

Hade Edge M. C.
Reminiscing

<<<<<>>>>>
Past Methodist Church's

Janet 1969

Quarmby Methodist Church

Jenny 1987

Snow Lea: The beginning of Parkwood
Park Road Methodist Church
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