
 

SAMS 
Sleights Area Men’s Shed 

in Littlebeck 

 

‘HANDS ON’ 

See what goes on at SAMS Place by looking on 

www.sleights-area-mens-shed.org.uk 



  

Here are some stories of 

SAMS’ outcomes over the first 

year. Told through the 

accounts of some of the 

Shedders. 

 

We hope these will help you 

see that SAMS is about more 

than simply DIY! 

 

It’s an inclusive family  
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I’ve worked in the building trade mainly as a joiner all my life.  

Builders never seem to retire because doing something is in the blood. 
There’s always someone looking for a favour. Sadly, my wife died and I 
found myself going in on myself with depression and missing good 
company. It was then that I discovered a Men’s Shed near where I lived 
and I joined up going several times a week.  

Working at the Shed helped me overcome the impact of bereavement and 
to re-engage with life. Thankfully, I am physically quite fit. 

The years were catching up and my daughter wanted me closer to her in 
Whitby to keep an eye on me. But I would miss a Shed! She discovered 
SAMS Place in Littlebeck had started and I came as soon as I’d settled in to 
my new home. So I arrived at my new Shed - what a location!  

What difference is there between my former Shed and SAMS?  

Both have been very good for me. But SAMS is 
different. The previous Shed was about 
"production" to raise the funds to keep going with 
a paid member of staff. There was not too much 
relaxed camaraderie.  

SAMS is based more on the relationships between 
guys. It is very supportive and caring with the vital 
banter most men enjoy.  

SAMS  

is 

different 



 

 

  

I have always liked being outside, surrounded by nature. In woodland close 
to where I live I would often spend time being a Womble, collecting 
discarded litter, bottles and cans. But it’s a solitary life and I missed others. 

The first time I went to SAMS it was just like meeting cousins I had not seen 
for 25 years. People were pleased to see me. Everyone was at ease, some 
standing chatting, some sitting with a cuppa, some carving or making 
something.  Everyone was friendly. You could do a bit of hobby work if you 
wanted but it was also acceptable just to sit and chat individually or join in 
the general banter. I was a part of something from the first few minutes. 

There is a great variety in the things people have talked to me about from 
DIY, professional cricket, life in South Africa, the local history of Littlebeck, 
writing articles for a newspaper, collecting micro-meteorites and more!  

These weren’t lectures, they were just some things people have talked to 
me about – and entertained me with – from their own experience. 

Where I live, I get on with my neighbours but we don’t talk much, or about 
much. At the Shed it’s very different. I get to do new things – where else 
could I tackle a little axe carving! 

I have the feeling SAMS is close to what real 
community is – acceptance, friendliness and a 
good spirit between people.  

It’s about helping each other as well, as part of 
a way of life. The Shed movement, by 
connecting people, could help a lot to build 
communities. 
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I couldn't think of a way of presenting myself as a great thinker so I just 
give the truth! 

I can't recall the first time I saw a reference to the Australian Men's Shed 
movement but it led me to their website and from there to the New 
Zealand and Irish websites. At that time there were very few English sheds.  

I thought it would be something which would be very useful in Whitby 
where there are many people retired from other parts of the country and 
probably looking for ways to meet others. I didn't think of it for myself as 
I had plenty of things to do already.  

When an historic building became available which might be used by the 
local community, I wrote a letter to the local paper suggesting the Men's 
Shed as one possible use. The letter got no response so I put it out of my 
mind.   

Shortly after my wife died I heard that 
a Shed had been formed near Sleights 
and enquired about it. I was invited to 
come and join.  

My first impression was of the 
friendliness of everyone and the sense 
of solidarity. The members were all 
very disparate but all worked well 
together.  I found it a very valuable 
help at a difficult time and continue to 
do so. 

A very 

valuable help 

at a difficult 

time. 

It is like 

mental fresh 

air.  



 

  

See the smile on his face? I never saw him at The Shed but I know what it 
did for him and what it did for me. He had lost the sparkle he once had and 
he wanted to do less and less and could do less and less. He had lost interest 
and had become isolated. The problem was that I became isolated too. 

A kind lady from the Living Well team at NYCC took him to various things, 
including a regular social group, but nothing sparked his interest really. He 
often could not remember what he had done or what had gone on. 

We then heard about SAMS Men’s Shed in Littlebeck though we lived in a 
village quite a distance away. He had been good at building with timber and 
I thought that a Shed might just be the place to interest him. 

We arranged for the Whitby car taxi service to pick him up and bring him 
back too. He never got into doing woodwork because he had become too 
frail but he did enjoy the banter with the other men there and meeting the 
many visitors who came in too. Sometimes he would open up about 
something that had happened. Sadly, he died about 5 months after joining. 

It did him some good; as much as was 
probably possible. It was also a life-saver 
for me because it gave me a bit of regular 
breathing space and time for myself.  

One of the Shedders made me a beautiful 
potpourri holder and a lovely wooden 
apple. They are on the table in front of me 
as I have my morning tea as a reminder of 
SAMS and his place in it. 
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A long-term physical disability, such as I have, is treated by so many as a 
‘can’t do’ condition. Some even define me as a vulnerable person. As far 
as I’m concerned neither is true.  

I approach everything from a ‘do as much as I can’ position and I’m no 
pushover. I am entrepreneurial, an out-of-the-box thinker and have a 
business head. So why do I come to SAMS Place? 

My disability and other factors can leave me tired and getting under my 
wife’s feet. We have an active youngster who keeps us on our toes. I was 
pointed to SAMS Place because I wanted to get out to do something on a 
regular basis. Something practical which keeps my interest and my mind 
active, with a workplace atmosphere with some manly banter. The Shed. 

The Shedders are a great bunch of guys with a 
wide range of talents and personalities. They 
stimulate me and look out for me, though that is 
something they do for each other naturally. We 
are a brotherhood – one for all and all for one! 

I am so glad that the Shed was started and that I 
am treated as an equal without artificial political 
correctness – just due consideration for my 
needs when I ask, no nannying and some great 
humour. 

How unique this place is, and its surroundings! A centre of peace and 
industry. 

A life-saver for me 

which gave me a 

bit of regular 

breathing space. 

I do as much 

as I can. . . 

and I am no 

pushover! 



 

  

I’ve written all my life, mainly for myself, but for a short glorious while short 
stories for local radio, and then advertising copy for small businesses.  

Mostly now I write poetry; if there was Arts Council funding perhaps I would 
be called ‘the Shed Poet in Residence’, but ‘no fee-no title’.  

How did I land up at SAMS? All I did was offer the Shed some office 
equipment when I retired, but I was recently widowed and the friendship I 
discovered was very welcome. 

I had worked away from home most of the thirty 
years I have lived in Whitby, so I actually only knew 
my wife’s friends. I was doubly bereft therefore. 
At SAMS Place the irreverent joshing that 
accompanies our activities is music to my soul, and 
the tasks we achieve bring lasting satisfaction. 

Having worked for many years in a senior role in the supermarket sector 
abroad, the time was approaching to retire from a job I loved. How could I 
look forward to the day I was not needed?  What had I done to deserve 
this? What wrong?  I had simply reached the stage many look forward to 
from the day they start work, but not me. For meaning I would visit “my” 
supermarkets – a safe, familiar environment. I wandered the aisles studying 
merchandising as I always used to. Now, however, I could not visit the 
Manager's Office to walk the store with him to point out problems! 

My wife and I decided to return to the UK and settled in Sleights, where 
through a chance ‘over the gate’ conversation I met someone who seemed 
to be on a similar wavelength to myself. I began visiting people living 
around us who seemed to be isolated to check on them.  I began to realise 
my need to be doing something within my community.  

With my "Over the Gate" friend I first got involved with a social project, 
which led on to forming SAMS. I had taken up walking stick making and the 
prospect of a Big Shed excited me. The idea took root with the offer by 
Littlebeck Chapel to host The Shed. But how would it work at a Chapel?  

Where there’s a will there’s a way; 9 months on 
SAMS is a terrific success. I look forward to the 
adventure of Shed days and meeting with guys like 
me needing renewed purpose in life. To cap it all, 
Coast to Coast walkers by the dozen pass the door 
April to October. Our ‘ministry’ is to invite them in 
for a cuppa, a toilet and a look at the Chapel. 

Have I adapted finally to retirement? Of course!  Have I adopted the Men’s 
Shed? Of course! It is a brilliant venture which simply helps blokes. 
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How would it 

work at a 

Chapel? 

The irreverent 

joshing . . . .  

is music to my 

soul. 
Littlebeck’s Men 

So deep deep deeply hidden, 

where wagons tremble to go, 

so steep steep steeply riven, 

by the Littlebeck’s tireless flow; 

the old men came to the chapel 

cast off, neglected, bereft, 

to regain self-respect they were mindful, 

to give point to their days that were left. 

They turned, they painted, they fashioned 

and all they did they did well.  

Wayfarers they served with compassion  

 

down deep in that diminutive dell. 

they recalled as they shared wisdom and 

jokes, 

what they done, where they’d been, and 

whether 

the world still needed such folks. 

If the world stopped spinning tomorrow, 

nothing could ever erase 

the laughter, the comfort in sorrow 

that flooded out of that place. 

  RJG 28/8/2016 



 

 

  I found myself  

at a loss,  

feeling 

‘disconnected’. 

The Shed has given me the chance to work with wood for the first time in 
my life! There were men ready and able to provide the help and guidance I 
needed. I used a lathe to make a wooden apple and filled some planters 
made at the Shed, but I mainly made decorative Santa Claus “log” figures, 
welcome signs and other gift items as presents to friends. It was 
wonderfully satisfying to go home with results in my hands. 

Now, I ought to reveal that I am a woman in a men’s world! And from 
Germany. Nevertheless, the men accept me politely, although with 
considerable humour they call “banter”. It is great to feel the atmosphere; 
the Shed is a good meeting point for men who haven´t know one another 
previously, but work together so well. There is such good friendship 
between individuals and fellowship as a group and I really enjoy every time. 

What did I experience? 
A room 

A company of men 

Many tasks 

Different talents 

Great interest 

Good examples 

Dry wood 

Interesting sticks 

Big fantasy 

Much fun 

Short break with coffee, tea and biscuits 

That´s a Men´s Shed with one woman 
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I’ve been a digger all my life, digging into this, that and the other. Variety 
has been the spice of my life. I’ve been particularly fortunate in that 
whatever I have done in my working life, or in so-called retirement, has 
invariably been to build something from seemingly nothing – well, apart 
from an idea. 

SAMS is an example of this. Unexpectedly, I visited a men’s shed in Sale, 
Australia and saw men at work there. I learnt of their government’s 
investment in Sheds, alongside local communities and churches. I heard of 
the benefits of Sheds to men’s wellbeing, particularly men ‘at some kind of 
a loss’. The idea of Sheds lodged itself in a memory cell in my mind. 

A year later I too found myself at a loss, feeling ‘disconnected’.  The idea of 
the Shed (with its welcome banter) came back to mind – but how?   

Advice came from Coast & Vale Community Action with signposting to the 
NYCC Stronger Communities programme who recognised the wellbeing 
potential of a Shed and provided pump-priming finance. The greatest need 
though was a place to host the Shed; Littlebeck Methodist Church 
volunteered that venue.  

The real magic lies in the men who came, a 
group that expanded surprisingly rapidly. 
They are a delightfully varied band, who are 
so mutually supportive. A great bunch of 
guys (and occasional dolls!). 

SAMS has been a real tonic for me. 
Reconnecting. 

It is great to feel the 

atmosphere and such 

good friendship  . . . 


