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In an Unprecedented Year… 

Looking for “Manger Moments” 

Hello, Friends: 

I am guessing that most of us will not grieve the passing of 2020, am I right…? And I say this knowing                      

full well that many of you will have experienced joys and happy milestones amid the madness. Those                 

who joined in the recent parish pilgrimage will have amassed life-changing memories; those who              

welcomed children and grandchildren into the world wouldn’t trade the experience for anything on              

earth. However, the altered reality caused by the pandemic, the soaring number of casualties,              

political chaos on both sides of the Atlantic, the economic toll, the empty seats at the table, the loss                   

of cherished traditions, the social isolation, etc. have pushed many to the brink of despair.               

Comparisons to last Christmas are painful at present.  And yet…. 

And yet Advent is a hopeful season, and Christmas is a season “…of great joy, which shall be for all                    

people.” And, therefore, we are obliged to find, within the anxiety and sadness, “manger moments”               

where we can encounter God’s great love for us. We can all think of aspects of our current situation                   

which sustain and nourish us: a quieter pace with more time for family and friends (if only virtually),                  

opportunities for connecting with nature, for developing creative pursuits and new skills. We have              

reset our priorities in myriad ways, and have become far more mindful of the hard work of first                  

responders, healthcare providers and others. And every so often, we are overwhelmed with what              

feels like an unexpected love letter from God.  

I experienced one of these yesterday, the first Sunday of Advent. Returning after dark to my “new”                 

flat in an 18th-century house across from a lovely church, I saw that the tiny white lights were once                   

again set in the lancet windows of the spire, a tradition repeated each Advent. I wrote about this                  

spire in Issue 4 of this magazine last Christmas, about how comforting I found these Advent lights                 

while grieving my mother. Seeing them again was a “manger moment,” one I will treasure. I wish                 

you many such moments in the days and weeks to come. 

This issue is significantly longer than any of our others. Thanks to our growing number of                

contributors and the tireless Raymond Daley, to Fr. Hugh, Caroline and Chris D’Arcy, Judith              

Robinson, Pamela Boyes, Kathleen Hargreaves, Grace Colombi and Brian Goldrick. I hope that you,              

too, will consider submitting something in the new year, perhaps in our winter edition. Enjoy the                

pieces here; I hope they contribute to a beautiful Advent and Christmas for you. 

A very Happy New Year.  May next year’s end find us all happier, healthier and holier! 

Celeste 



 

 

Well, this has been a strange Advent, no Carol Services etc, and it will be a strange Christmas,                  

too. Not being able to see members of the family is hard, and I notice that some people are                   

rigorously sticking to the government’s rules, some making a few slight adjustments, and some not               

doing so at all. I spoke to someone the other day who thought COVID-19 was a conspiracy. I never                   

got to the bottom of who was behind it according to them, but the Chinese were not mentioned, for                   

a change. Taking people’s names for the Christmas Masses seems very odd, and I am sure that there                  

will be hiccoughs, but so far it is running well. Someone asked me if we are live-streaming the                  

Penitential Service. At present you cannot be absolved via the internet, but I wonder if things will                 

change when we see what we have had to do over this period. I have a feeling some things will                    

change in the Church, even if not immediately. 

The scaffolding at the front of the church is at last reaching a point when we can do                  

something about it. Due to people not being able to make up their mind why it has happened, this                   

gave the insurance company a great reason for saying it is not up to them. However, we know where                   

we stand now, after a long wait, and can begin to get on with it. I cannot say it has been an inspiring                       

process, but I will be able to assure Martin that the scaffolding is not going to be ‘listed’ along with                    

the rest of the building. 

The appearance of furry friends in the presbytery kitchen has been a little too exciting. I had                 

a thought that we might be able to live in happy symbiosis, but when they ate one of my favourites,                    

my St. Francis moment passed.  

School have had a good term, even though it has been interrupted by their ‘bubbles’ having                

to self-isolate on occasion. It is not quite as bad as Italy when we were there, where the local paper                    

had a page of which classes in which schools were isolating.  A lot of them. 

The pilgrimage to Italy went very well. Now after our deacon Bernard Loveland’s funeral, we               

are going to have to go to Medjugorie at some point, which was one of his favourite places. Bernard                   

was always trying to get me to go, but I never wanted to. However, now I think we have to go in his                       

memory. People put a lot into his funeral, which he thoroughly deserved as he has served the parish                  

and many others further afield very well indeed. He had a way of being with people, a peace, that                   

had a lasting effect on so many.  We all miss him. 



So it is going to be a strange Christmas, with possibly less flying around the country for some                  

than on other years. However, perhaps we can use the space, if we have it, to reflect even more on                    

the spiritual side of the feast. The thought of God loving us so much that He chooses to give up His                     

position and come down to be with us as one of us, and reassure us of the dignity every one of us                      

has, as God’s creation and as brothers and sisters of his Son, Jesus. 

 

Fr. Hugh 

 

                               

An Update 

By Caroline D’Arcy  

Whilst we haven’t been able to meet as a Live Simply parish group for some time, we can use this                    

Advent season as a time to rekindle our thoughts and actions towards our goals of living simply,                 

sustainably with creation and in solidarity with the poor.  

Would you like to contribute to our parish recipe book? 
For several years now climate scientists have been encouraging us to eat less meat in order to cut 

greenhouse gas emissions and reduce other environmental impacts.  Replacing just a few meals with 

a veggie alternative might seem like a small action but would really help. 

We'd love to create a Parish 'Live Simply' Recipe book, which also bears in mind one of our other 

objectives of reducing the number of miles our food travels, so the use of local ingredients would be 

fabulous. 

Please email your favourite vegetarian and vegan recipes to HTSGcommunity@gmail.com stating how 
many average portions the recipe makes, i.e. serves four, should be enough for twelve muffin cases, etc., also 
include how you would like to be credited: e.g. Sue Smith, Sue, S. Smith – not forgetting all the John Jones…!  

Thank you. 

 
Loo Rolls – A new order with WGAC will be made early in the New Year.  

Please email carolinedarcy15@gmail.com with any questions. 

For updates on the company and the projects they have supported, see  

https://uk.whogivesacrap.org/pages/our-impact 

 

CAFOD World Gifts 

CAFOD’s range of virtual gifts, make a real difference to families living in poverty across the world.                 

While we have the coronavirus pandemic and lockdown here, we can still be good neighbours to our                 

sisters and brothers overseas by giving World Gifts as Christmas presents to family and friends. The                

Keep Clean Kit gift for £6 and the Vegetable Garden gift for £10 are just two gifts that will help                    

mailto:HTSGcommunity@gmail.com%C2%A0
mailto:carolinedarcy15@gmail.com
https://uk.whogivesacrap.org/pages/our-impact


vulnerable families affected by the pandemic to protect and feed themselves. Let’s spread joy and               

hope around the world this Christmas. Visit https://cafod.org.uk/Give/World-Gifts or alternatively          

call CAFOD on 08081400014 to order over the telephone. 

 

Celebrate Advent with CAFOD 

After a year of uncertainty, we all need the hope, peace and true comfort and joy that 

the Advent season can offer.  CAFOD has a range of resources and virtual events to 

help us come together online to pray, reflect and celebrate as we prepare for the 

coming of our Lord.  Visit cafod.org.uk/parishes to learn more.  

 

A range of advent Prayers can be found here:  https://cafod.org.uk/Pray/Advent-prayers 

and there is also an online Advent calendar with reflections for each day:  

https://cafod.org.uk/Pray/Advent-calendar 

 

Share Comfort and Joy with Families Around the World  

Saba and her three children fled their home in Myanmar to escape horrific violence and persecution.                

They were targeted because of their ethnicity. Thanks to your support last year, Saba was given                

essential materials to build a shelter – so finally her children have a safe place to call home. The                   

materials Saba received were very simple - bamboo, tarpaulin and rope, that sort of thing - but to               

Saba they meant much more. They meant she could build a home her children could feel safe                 

in.  “This shelter is my treasure. Now we can live in peace.”  Saba 

A place to live has always been one of the most basic human needs.  But the coronavirus crisis has 

made many of us more grateful for our homes than ever – we’ve come to cherish that feeling of 

comfort and joy, of being safe and secure.  

We can stretch out our hands to people living in poverty and to refugees by donating to CAFOD’s                  

Advent Appeal at https://cafod.org.uk/Give/Donate-to-CAFOD/Advent-appeal  

 

Raise Your Voices!  

This will be the first year in a while that we haven’t been able to               

do our carol singing in the local supermarkets (I will miss it!), but             

we can maybe raise our voices in other important ways. Maybe           

we can write to our MP to let them know that we don’t agree              

with the cuts to the overseas aid budgets, especially at the time            

when the poorest countries are under such extra pressure         

because of COVID.  

“Aid spending on tackling global poverty must not be treated as a            

charitable favour to the world, but as Britain’s moral duty.”          

Christine Allen 

 

Sign up for CAFOD’s campaign action news to hear about the latest CAFOD campaigns and ways you                 

can help tackle the root causes of poverty and injustice:  https://cafod.org.uk/Campaign/Action-news  

 

People of Hope Prayer 
 

In this season of Advent, inspire us to be people of hope. 

https://cafod.org.uk/Give/World-Gifts
https://cafod.org.uk/Pray/Advent-prayers
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Encourage us not to be greedy for material possessions, but for justice and truth. 

Enflame us with a love for others, which crosses boundaries of race, religion and nationality. 

Stir within us a desire to fight for the integrity of creation and appreciate the immense beauty of 

the earth. 

Be with us, Lord, at this time, that we may be a people of hope. 

Amen. 

Susy Brouard/CAFOD 
 

The following is a fascinating historical overview of our own dear parish, care of Judith Robinson. 
 

The History of the Roman Catholic Parish of Holy Trinity and St. George, Kendal. 
 
The first Catholic Church of Kendal was, of course, the          
Parish Church of the Holy Trinity, founded over 900 years          
ago. The present Parish Church building is not quite so old           
but is built on the original site, which has the unusual           
feature of being well outside the market borough.  
 
But to start from the Reformation, Catholicism in        
Westmorland was maintained by a small number of local         

landed families. It was not as strong among the population as in Lancashire,             
but riding priests visited the area, staying at Sizergh, Cunswick, etc., and there             
were some martyrs, the most local being Blessed James Duckett of           
Skelsmergh, a layman, executed for treason for disseminating Catholic         
literature in London, where he was working as a printer. 
 
A mission to Kendal was established in 1703. Mass was said by the early              
priests in secret, in various buildings, including, tradition says, an inn in            
Kirkland and a house in Highgate. Records in the early years are sparse, but              
from the 1790s there are good records and, remarkably, the next 135 years             

saw three long-serving parish priests. 
 
The first of the three was the Rev. Thomas Wilkinson. He came to the Parish in 1792 as assistant to                    
Fr. Johnson, who had lost his sight. It was probably Fr. Johnson who acquired the area of land on                   
which the present Church and Presbytery are built. In those days the property consisted of a                
warehouse and some cottages, known as Yard 27, Stramongate. Neither New Road nor Blackhall              
Road then existed. Subsequently three houses were built, fronting to Stramongate, one of which              
would be the original priests house. The Catholic Emancipation Act of 1791 permitted open Catholic               
worship, and Fr. Wilkinson adapted the old warehouse as the first Catholic Church, where the               
Presbytery now is. Fr. Wilkinson succeeded the Rev. Johnson and served the parish until 1853, a                
total of 60 years, including the period when he was acting parish priest, for Fr. Johnson.  
 
Fr. Wilkinson, had been a noted scholar and teacher at Douai and was closely associated with the                 
new seminary at Ushaw, near Durham, where he founded the library. He collected books on               
doctrinal matters and canon law, etc., which he then dispatched to           
Ushaw. Fr. Wilkinson is said to have raised a church orchestra of strings             
and wind instruments, and Kendal was the second town in England to            
form a Roman Catholic choir. Quite early in Fr. Wilkinson’s time, the            



Catholic School was established in one of the cottages on the site, with a single schoolmistress , later                   

succeeded by a schoolmaster. Towards the end of Fr. Wilkinson’s time, the converted warehouse              
became too small for the congregation, and he arranged for the building of a brand new Church, the                  
one we use today, designed by the local architect, George Webster, and completed in 1837.  
 
In those days, the parish was responsible for a Mass centre at Yealand and also for Dodding Green.                  
Dodding Green has a complicated history of its own, which I will not cover here, beyond noting that it                   
is a house at Skelsmergh to the north of the town, which was bequeathed on trust for the benefit of                    
the Catholic Church by a notable Catholic recusant named Robert Stephenson. For much of its               
history it had a resident priest, independent of the Parish, but there was no priest there for several                  
years before it became the English Cenacolo. 
 
To return to the mid nineteenth century, Fr. Wilkinson retired to Ushaw after 60 years in the Parish                  
and died shortly afterwards. There is a picture of him in stained glass behind the high altar, where he                   
is shown with our church in his hands, as an offering to the Lord, flanked by our parish patron, St                    
George, and the diocesan patron, St Cuthbert.  

 
Fr. Wilkinson was succeeded by the second long-serving priest -            

James Gibson, who guided the parish for a further 47 years until            
he died in 1891. Dean Gibson also appears in stained glass in the             
Church, though less conspicuously, in a memorial window on the          
left-hand side. The other well-known memorial to Dean Gibson         
is of course the school which bears his name. As mentioned           
above, there was a Kendal Catholic School from the early years           
of the nineteenth century. It was run by the Sisters of Charity of             
St. Paul, who occupied one of the other houses on the site. By             
the 1890s, more space was required and a new school was built            
on Gillinggate. It was intended to hold 400 pupils and was           
considered very modern in having outside toilet blocks. The         

Sisters moved to a building at the foot of Gillinggate, which was also acquired by the parish. When                  
the sisters gave it up, in the mid twentieth century, it was leased for a time as a private hotel, known                     
as the Queens Hotel. It came vacant in the early 1970s and it was decided to form a Catholic social                    
club there. This was done under the name of The John Boste Club after a recently canonised martyr                  
from Dufton in north Westmorland.  
 
Meanwhile, a Catholic secondary school had opened at Hawesmead, to the south of the town.               
However, St Mary’s had a very short life. The coming of           
comprehensive education made it no longer viable, and it         
closed after only seven years. A few years later, the          
primary school moved in, leaving the no-longer-modern       
building on Gillinggate, but taking the name Dean Gibson         
with it. The St. John Boste Club then moved a few yards            
up the road into the old school. The old convent or           
Queens Hotel was sold and converted to private housing.         
When the St. John Boste Club closed, the old school          
building was sold and replaced by a surgery and pharmacy. 
 
The third long-serving priest was Fr. Stevenson, who was Parish priest from 1895 to 1927 (32 Years).                 
Since then, many parish priests have come and gone, among whom Fr. Gracey served 21 years and                 



was particularly remembered both as a priest and as a member of the local community. During much                 
of the twentieth century, the parish had two or three priests at a time, but now is reduced to one.                    
For about 40 years after the last war, the priests from Kendal served a Mass centre at Endmoor but                   
this had to be discontinued as the number of priests was reduced. Responsibility for saying Mass at                 
Sedbergh is more recent, as this area was not historically part of the parish, having been in a                  
different county (and diocese) until reorganisation. 
 
As to the other buildings on this site, they have had various uses. After the new church was built, the                    
old church building was let to Kendal Natural History and Scientific Institution, as their lecture hall                
and museum. They occupied it for about 15 years, during which time it hosted lectures by Professor                   
Adam Sedgwick and other notable men. After they moved to Stricklandgate House in 1854, the               
building was used as a furniture warehouse. Later it was made into a church hall, and used for                  
badminton and for Christmas pantomimes, for several years an important part of Kendal’s social              
calendar.  In the early 1960’s, it was demolished to make way for the present Presbytery.  
 
Being beside the river, our Church has suffered from major flooding at various times. In 1908 the                 
floor level was raised several feet to try to avoid this in the future, leaving a piscina at a low level in                      
the south wall of the sanctuary. The old Presbytery building which stood on the site of the present                  
church centre, was itself flooded to several feet in 1954. Fr. Cromblehome, wearing waders, carried               
the other priest on his back and both were marooned on the first floor for several hours.  
 
The old Presbytery was a narrow three floored house built in 1812, well before the Church, and it                  
was not part of the church property until 1857 when it was purchased by Dean Gibson and altered by                   
him so that the front door was near to the vestry. When the priests moved into the new house in                    

the 60’s, the old one stood empty for some years. Then for a             
time, the lower rooms were used as a parish centre and the            
top floor by the Life group, to receive telephone calls. It was            
not very suitable as a parish centre and there was some           
question as to its safety; the vibration of the traffic in Blackhall            
Road was said to be weakening the wall on that side. It was             
going to be so expensive to make it safe and to convert the             
accommodation into a useful parish centre that it was cheaper          
to demolish it and rebuild. The present centre was opened in           
1988. At the time of the demolition, Fr. Parker, talking to the            
Westmorland Gazette, wondered about its affect on the ghost         

supposed to haunt the old Presbytery building and variously described as a nineteenth century priest               
or a monk.  However, some think he may still be around. 
 
The Church itself has been altered internally and refurbished in different ways over the years. But                
the history of our parish is primarily that of its founding fathers, and of the local Catholic families,                  
such as the de Romes, the Ellisons, the Fahys and the Carlisles, who contributed their time, energy                 
and money over many years, to build not only buildings but a vital community, the parish of Holy                  
Trinity & St. George. 



 
Enjoy These Contributions by Pamela Boyes 

 
In these strange COVID times, this poem written by the well-known actor and comedian, Spike 

Milligan, was brought to mind.  If ever there was a need for laughs and smiles, it is now. 

 

Smiling is Infectious 

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 realised 

I’d passed it on to him. 
 

I thought about that smile; 
then I realised 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! 

 



 
Spike Milligan 

16.04.1918 - 27.02.2002 

 

 

December is a time for Christmas plays at school, especially the Nativity play for the younger 

children, and this poem sums up the joy and chaos they entail. 
 

Just Doing My Job 

I’m one of Herod’s henchmen. 
We don’t have much to say. 

We just charge through the audience 
In a henchman sort of way. 

 
We all wear woolly helmets 
To hide our hair and ears, 

And wellingtons sprayed silver 
To match our tinfoil spears. 

 
Our swords are made of cardboard 

So blood will not be spilled 
If we trip and stab a parent 

When the hall’s completely filled. 
 

We don't look VERY scary, 



We’re mostly small and shy, 
And some of us wear glasses, 
But we give the thing a try. 

 
We whisper henchmen noises 

While Herod hunts for strangers, 
And then we all charge out again 

Like nervous Power Rangers. 
 

Yet when the play is over 
And Miss is out of breath, 

We’ll charge like henchmen through the hall 
And scare our mums to death. 

 
Clare Bevan 

 

I read this story the other day in The Irish Post and I hope you find it as funny as I did. 

 

The rain was pouring down outside O’Connor’s Irish Pub.  There, standing in front of a big puddle 

outside the pub, was an old Irishman, drenched, holding a stick, with a piece of string dangling in the 

water. 

A passer-by stopped and asked him, “What are you doing?”  

“Fishing,” replied the old man.  

Feeling sorry for the old man, the gent says, “Come in out of the rain and have a drink with me.” 

In the warm ambiance of the pub, as they sip their whiskies, the gentleman, being a bit of a superior 

smart ass, cannot resist asking, “So… how many have you caught today?”  

“You’re the eighth,” replied the old man. 

***** 

The last of my contributions is a lovely prayer. 

LOVING FATHER 
 

Help me to lift my eyes heavenward 
and breathe in your peace. 

... 
Help me to allow you 

to be my strength. 



... 
Help me to draw near to you and fill up my heart with 

patience and love. 
... 

Help me to live in your grace and rest in the knowledge 
that you are with me 

... 
Help me to hear your voice bringing new inspiration and 

hope into my life. 
 

Amen 

 

Update from Cenacolo House, Our Lady Queen of Martyrs 

By Chris D’Arcy 

It is a good time to write a brief update about our Cenacolo House and the Cenacolo Community. 

Mother Elvira has an unshakeable love and complete trust in God, God’s providence and God’s               

timing. The first Sunday of Advent is the weekend, over the years, that family and friends have                 

gathered at the house at Dodding Green to celebrate the Open Day. Many of you will remember                 

either watching or taking part, in one way or another, in the first nativity play that Frederico and                  

Nicola coordinated with support from John Selby. The baby Jesus at this first Dodding Green Nativity                

was played by my youngest, Ben. He’s now twelve! Caroline played Mary and Rynar from Austria                

was Joseph.  Rynar and his wife Delphine celebrated the birth of their first child in July.  

In September, the lads that were at Dodding Green joined the lads at the Community House in Knock,                  

Ireland. Lockdown restrictions allowing, they will be having a quiet Nativity and Open Day next               

weekend –  6th and 7th December.  We remember them in our prayers and wish them well. 

Don Stefano and Don Andrea along with others in Saluzzo are ministering to the needs of the lads                  

and girls in the houses throughout the world. The initial two to three months temporary closure has                 

come and gone. It is against this backdrop that we remain united in prayer with Saluzzo and ‘wait,’ a                   

good attitude to practice in Advent. This is again one of the charisms that Mother Elvira lived so well:                   

not to ask, only to trust and to pray and to remain in silence and wait for God’s plan to be revealed. 

Whilst we wait for the plans and reopening of our house in Kendal in partnership with Saluzzo and                  

the Holy Spirit, we have a family that will temporarily move into the house to ‘care take’ the property                   

from 1.12.20 for six months whilst Don Stefano and Don Andrea discern who should, and how best                 

to, restart the community at Our Lady Queen of Martyrs. In line with national and local guidance, Fr.                  

Hugh will continue to celebrate Mass, usually the first Wednesday of the Month, in the chapel or                 

barn.  



 

In the meantime, please can I add my request to those of Mother Elvira and the priests in Italy for the                     

continued providence of prayer for the work of the Cenacolo Community throughout the world and               

for those living with drug or alcohol problems who may need the support of the Community. At the                  

moment, everything needs to be seen through the ‘lens of COVID.’ This said, the Community is still                 

‘open.’ Meetings with men and women are taking place by phone or ‘zoom’ to prepare for a                 

welcome in Ireland, or direct to Italy, as and when travel restrictions allow. 

I would like to draw your attention to the book “The EMBRACE of GOD’S MERCY: Mother Elvira and                  

the Story of Community Cenacolo”. The book has recently been translated into English. If anyone               

would like a copy for themselves or to buy as a gift for someone else, I will ask Pam and Fr. Hugh if                       

we can leave some in the parish shop. We will also put details on the Cenacolo website,                 

cenacolouk.org, or you could email me via the Cenacolo email: cenacolouk@gmail.com. A donation             

of £10 will help to cover the cost of publishing.  

Please can I take this opportunity to thank you in advance for your prayers and wish you a Happy                   

Advent and Christmas. 

Mary, Mother of Cenacolo, Pray for Us 

 

********************************************************************************** 

And now, for our next installment of the continuing wartime memories of Kathleen Hargreaves’ 
father.  He has been reminiscing about 

Cairo and now some visits 
to world-famous sites… 

 

Wartime 

Memories of an 

English Soldier: 

Part 8 

by Sapper Gerard 

Hargreaves 

Naturally, I paid a    

visit to the pyramids and     

Sphinx. Here we had    

hordes of guides,   

hangers-on and what-not.   

mailto:cenacolouk@gmail.com


These, too, abounded in Cairo and it was hard to get far without a guide; they were so persistent.                   

Anyway, at the pyramids there were Arabs with camels to take you round and a photographer in the                  

background wanting to take your photo. I didn’t take a mount but engaged a guide who I could have                   

done without, for I found that at different stages of the journey I was handed over to other blokes.                   

He agreed to take me round for [an agreed-upon price]. That was all right. Then he handed me onto                   

another bloke, his brother or something. He took me round all right but every time he arrived at a                   

place of interest, he would stand outside and hand me over to another bloke who showed me the                  

place and told the tale, and then he would want paying, too. Well, expenses were mounting up at                  

this rate.  

I was shown various tombs and what-not. One tomb I was shown had the lid back, and the                  

guide with a light showed me the skeleton in the bottom. Whether it was the genuine article or not,                   

goodness knows.  Anyway, I was told the story of the pyramids. 

Nearing the end of the journey, the guide asked          

me for some more money. Well, I said, “I have          

already paid you.” Then he explained that was for the          

pool. Apparently, they shared their takings, but he        

wanted something for himself. Well, he had a few         

fast ones during the course of the tour, but he didn’t           

work that one! Of course, he led up to this and           

described how every year he used to take English         

people round the pyramids. One lady who used to         

come every year had given him a watch with his name           

engraved on it which he showed me. Well, his English          

was pretty bad and I had a job to understand him. He left me at the pyramid endeavouring to turn                    

me over to another guide to take me up to the top of the pyramids, but I had just about had enough                      

of guides by this time and decided to go up with some Ghurkas who shouted to me. Up I went after                     

them, but before long these little lithe men had left me behind and by the time I was halfway up,                    

they had reached the top. It was the heat of the day and I was now steaming with sweat and out of                      

breath, so I decided I had had enough and made my descent, looking up, tired and thirsty, from the                   

bottom with admiration for the agile Ghurkas still high up. 

The company I was in was supposed to take ship to go on the Italy invasion, but due to the                    

shortage of shipping there or some change of plans, they were ordered to proceed to Tripoli. Of                 

course, we didn’t know that at the time. Anyway, we set out on a long, fast journey in the desert, a                     

journey I had made not so many months ago. Arriving outside Tripoli, we stayed only a couple of                  

days and then went on into Tunisia. Apparently, we had arrived too late and were replaced by                 

another company.  

The invasion forces were gathered there and had been in training for some time. I was able                 

to pay a short visit to my old company. Early on the morning of our departure, we were roused and                    

told that there were some postings to companies in the invasion forces. We assembled and waited                

in silence and with bated breath for the moment of the unfortunate ones, for I don’t think anyone                  

wanted to leave. I was sure that I would be on the list, not having been long with the company. And                     

I certainly didn’t want to leave it, for I liked it, as it was a very much easier company than previous                     

ones I had been in, and a much happier one. However, I breathed a sigh of relief when the list came                     



to an end, as I wasn’t on. They had apparently put the names in a hat and drew for them. Mine                     

never comes out, anyway, I mean when drawing for anything worth having. As I say, I went on to                   

Tunisia and by this time, the rumour was strong that we were going back to England, and betting was                   

becoming strong. We stayed a while at Enfideville, doing odd jobs, and then joined a group of other                  

companies.  By this time, the rumour was almost a certainty and everyone was happy.  

But our happiness was to be marred almost on the eve of our return. There were in the camp                   

a whole lot of mines of every description. It was afternoon, and this particular afternoon our platoon                 

didn’t have much to do, so I had wandered back to the tent where there were a few blokes sitting.                    

We were just sitting talking when a terrific explosion rent the air and we felt the blast through the                   

tent. Instinctively, I threw myself down. For a moment, we were speechless. Then someone said,               

“It’s the cook’s boiler blown up.  I wonder what the cooks are like…?” 

We rushed out… and what a shock…If it had been in battle, well, anything could have been                 

expected. We saw half the camp laid flat, and just blankness where tents had been, men groaning                 

with pain…. 

I won’t dwell on that scene which       

is best forgotten, but we had about       

twenty men killed that day and nearly       

the same number injured. Our platoon      

had got off extraordinarily lightly, for the       

blast had gone the other way somehow       

and we only lost one sergeant (killed)       

and three or four injured. But another       

platoon was practically wiped out.  

After clearing out the wounded we got clear of the camp, for there were fires and all kinds of                   

stuff lying round. There were other explosions, but we were well clear of the camp by then. We went                   

to stay with a nearby company ~ hatless, coatless, without kit or blankets, leaving all these behind ~                  

but we were provided for as well as possible by this other company, their men giving up blankets,                  

etc. for us. Another company sorted out the bodies or what was left of them. There were a few                   

Catholics amongst the deceased, and a chaplain… said Mass for them the morning of the funeral.                

Most of the Catholics went to the Mass and all went to confession and communion. As the padre                  

said, it had done as much good as a mission. 

                                        ...more next issue 

********************************************************************************* 

This is My Body. This is My Blood. 

As Catholics, we believe in the Real Presence of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament while other Christians 

might see it as being merely symbolic.  When the priest or eucharistic minister presents us with the 

host, saying “The Body of Christ,” or the chalice, saying, “The Blood of Christ,” we reply “Amen” 

because this is what we truly believe.  But is this a matter of faith alone, or is there any real evidence? 

Brian Goldrick, one of our eucharistic ministers, shares some excerpts from real life accounts which 

have been officially approved by the Catholic Church. 



The Gospels tell the story of the Last        

Supper and those famous words spoken by Jesus,        

“This is my Body – This is my Blood.” Those are           

very powerful words, for they provide us with the         

opportunity of experiencing the very real and       

tangible presence of Christ among us even today,        

2,000 years after that Last Supper. But I wonder         

if we truly appreciate the power and the love         

given to us in those words.  

In late October in the year 700 A.D., a Basilial monk was celebrating Mass in a church                 

dedicated to Saints Legontian and Dominitan in a town called Lanciano in southern Italy. During the                

consecration, the monk had serious doubts that the wine and unleavened bread in front of him was                 

actually the real substantial presence of the Body and Blood of Christ. After pronouncing the words                

of consecration, “This is my Body – This is my Blood,” he was shocked to see the host in front of him                      

change into what appeared to be a piece of real flesh, and the wine change into what looked like real                    

blood. Confused and frightened, the monk called those in attendance at the altar to see what had                 

just happened. Needless to say, all were amazed and many tears were reportedly shed. News of the                 

event quickly spread throughout the town and eventually all of Italy. 

After a few days the wine, which was now dried blood, had split into five parts of different                  

and irregular shapes and sizes. There has been much speculation about this. Why did it split into five                  

pieces? It is interesting to note that the number five corresponds to the number of wounds Christ                 

suffered on the Cross, the nail wounds in each hand and in each foot and the wound in Christ’s side                    

from the centurion’s lance. 

This event has become known as the Miracle of Lanciano and is officially recognised by the                

Roman Catholic Church as a Eucharistic Miracle. This host that became flesh and this wine that                

became blood can be viewed and venerated even today, for it is contained in a monstrance within                 

that same church. 

Over the years, many tests and investigations have been conducted on these sacred species.              

The oldest documented test results still in existence are from 1574. In those documents, an               

unexplainable phenomenon was reported. “The five pellets of coagulated blood are different sizes             

and shapes. But any combination weighs the same as the total. In other words, 1 weighs the same as                   

2, 2 weighs the same as 3, and 3 weighs the same as 5.” 

The latest and most impressive investigation was conducted by the scientific community in             

1970 and 1971. The team conducted their studies over a 15-month period and their testing involved                

a total of 500 different examinations. Their report was published in 1971 with similar results. When                

human blood is left unrefrigerated, the natural physical and chemical properties break down rapidly              

through decay. The blood from the Lanciano miracle is over 1,250 years old, yet it still contains all                  

the proteins, chemicals and physical properties of freshly shed blood. The test results state that no                

preservatives of any kind could be found. 

Many miracles similar to the miracle of Lanciano have been documented and officially             

recognised by the Roman Catholic Church as Eucharistic Miracles. The next event that I would like to                 



share is the latest reported Eucharistic Miracle. Its similarities to the Lanciano miracle are both               

shocking and inspiring. 

On August 15, 1996 an elderly eucharistic minister was distributing communion during Mass             

in a church named Santa Maria, in Buenos Aires, Argentina. He accidentally dropped a host. Not                

sure of what to do, he asked the priest for assistance. The priest picked up the host and placed it in a                      

small container of water that is traditionally kept next to the tabernacle for such an event. The priest                  

placed the container in the tabernacle, where, over time, the host would be expected to dissolve at                 

which time it could be disposed of properly. 

Six days later the priest examined the container, expecting to find the host dissolved. He was                

confused, however, by what he found. The host had grown in size and it was covered with red spots                   

or stains. The priest left it in the tabernacle, thinking that eventually it would dissolve; it was just a                   

matter of sufficient time. But over a period of several more days, the host changed in appearance                 

until it eventually looked like a piece of flesh. 

A sample was sent to a lab in Buenos Aires which reported            

finding red & white human blood cells and human heart          

tissue. The lab further reported that the white tissue sample          

appeared to be still alive, because the cells were moving or           

beating as they would in a live human heart. When examined           

by a lab in New York, similar results were obtained both in            

1999 and 2004 without the staff being told anything about          

their origin. The experts making the comparison concluded that the two samples originated from the               

same person. They further reported that both had an “AB” positive blood type. They also said that                 

the DNA report of the two samples were identical. 

There is one more very important and very interesting fact that I must report. When the                

scientific findings of the blood samples taken from Lanciano and Buenos Aires are compared to those                

of the scientific team that analysed the blood samples taken from the Shroud of Turin and from the                  

Sudarium of Oviedo, they are proven to be 100% identical. They are all an “AB” positive blood type                  

and characteristic of a man who was born and lived in the Middle East region. 

We will never be able to prove the Christian concept of transubstantiation to an unbeliever.               

But St. Augustine responded forcefully, in the late fourth century, to pagans’ allegations that              

Christian beliefs were not only superstitious but also barbaric. He points out that science can and                

should be used to clarify and illuminate the Christian faith. 

The examples that I have just cited should help confirm the faith of we, the faithful. These                 

examples should also serve to remind us of the fact that the eucharistic presence that we see on the                   

altar is much more than just a piece of unleavened bread and glass of wine. That it is actually the                    

Body, Blood, Soul and Divinity of our Lord and Saviour Jesus. But, more importantly, may we always                 

remember that these miracles just cited are not unique. This miracle happens every single day, in                

every church throughout the world, at the consecration of the Mass. And with this understanding               

may we forever treat this sacred species with the reverence it deserves. 

Abridged from This is my Body – This is my Blood: Miracles of the Eucharist 

by Bob and Penny Lord 



On the following pages you will find a number of reflections by Pastor Steve Garnaas-Holmes, 

submitted by Grace Colombi, with more to follow in future issues.  Rev. Garnaas-Holmes is a 

fifth-generation Methodist minister in the USA who retired last summer.  His daily reflections may be 

found on his Unfolding Light Blog/website:  https://www.unfoldinglight.net/ 

 

   WAITING FOR GOD 
 

  

 

 

 

 

O Silent Presence 

I love who you are 

and are to come. 

I wait for you 

who are already here. 

 

I long to see you right before me 

And this longing is you, isn’t it? 

I wake in the night and you are not here or there. 

You are the wakefulness. 

 

You are the joy, the stillness, 

The silence the world is made of. 

You are the ache, the yearning. 

You are what is and is not yet, 

 

Enfolded in this world, unknown: 

All that shall be, in the present moment, 

You who are coming, 

And You who are already. 

 

You who are the Here of this place 

beckon me to this place and its love 

you who are the Now of this moment 

wait patiently for me to come. 

 

The waiting I thought was for you 

Is for your beloved. 

The ache that I thought was for heaven 

https://www.unfoldinglight.net/


Is for the world 

 

Where you hide in plain sight 

waiting for me 

Aching, even. 

Coming 

 

******* 

 

PRACTICE CONTENTMENT 
 

‘John went into the region around the Jordan, proclaiming a baptism of repentance for the               

forgiveness of sins. He said, “Have fruits worthy of repentance.” And the crowds asked him, “What                

then should we do?” He replied, “Whoever has two coats must share with anyone who has none, and                  

whoever has food should do likewise.”’ 

 

There is an outward action here of practicing justice. And there is an inward one of practicing                 

Contentment. We often fail to share because we are afraid of not having enough. The antidote?                

Appreciate what you have. Find wonder and beauty in what is before you. See the Beloved in those                  

around you. Notice the grace of God in the simplest things and let that be enough. In this way you                    

will be able to see the Hope of the World in a lowly manger. 

 

Having one coat is enough. But merely having it is not enough. Delight in it. Marvel at the wonder                   

of body heat, radiating from within. Notice the wisdom of zippers, drawing two sides together. Give                

thanks for your pockets that offer a place for your hands like the stable for Joseph and Mary. Rejoice                   

for the gifts of Fit and Comfort and the steadfast way the coat enfolds you. 

 

Take something from the cupboard and marvel at it. Hold an apple in the light and behold its                  

intricate dapplings worthy of Van Gough.  Eat a single raisin and savour it. 

 

What if for Christmas you asked for what you already have? What if everything is a gift, everything                  

sufficient, everything wonderful? What if you don’t actually need anything? Then you are free to               

share, to love the world and to build justice without hindrance or impediment. And you are likely, in                  

such a state of mindful gratitude to behold the very incarnation of God in simple things, every day. 

 

A drink of water in the morning opens your life like a window and baptises you with fire. 

 

 



WHAT MARY SAID YES TO 
 

That God was up to something. 

That nothing is impossible to God. 

That what stirs in us is of cosmic importance. 

That the source of the Universe favours you. 

That your ordinary life deeply matters. 

That you have no way of measuring the value of your life. 

That God has desires for you that you cannot grasp. 

 

Being part of an energy you do not fully understand. 

Accepting your gifts as holy. 

Not having control. 

The beyond within. 

Love that gives by demanding from us. 

Being changed. 

Risk. 

Giving yourself to something without knowing how it will turn out. 

Being misunderstood, judged, powerless and rejected. 

The power and wisdom of those who are misunderstood, judged, powerless and rejected. 

Glory in all things. 

Loving God by loving a person. 

Saying yes. 

Blessing. Mystery. 

The long haul. 
 

 

 
******* 

 

SOMETHING COMING 
‘In the sixth month the angel Gabriel was sent by God to a virgin whose name was Mary.  And he said 

“Greetings, favoured one!  The Lord is with you.”  But she was much perplexed by his words and 

pondered what sort of greeting this might be.  The angel said to her, “Do not be afraid, Mary, for you 

have found favour with God. And now, you will conceive in your womb and bear a son.”’ 

 

From Luke 1: 26-31 



 

Unless our plans include immaculate conception, 

God’s grace in our lives often comes as an interruption. 

 

In lives in which we do not revere our souls 

the first miracle is that God favours us. 

 

God comes to us not as a stranger, 

a neighbour or a condescending authority, 

but as our Infinite Lover. 

 

We stand before God not as strangers 

or slaves or defendants, 

but as beloved. 

 

And God will have us. 

 

God’s love flowers within us 

in ways we cannot control. 

 

It will become our master. 

 

You might as well plan for miracles, 

or at least keep your options open. 

 

 

 

******* 

 

THE MIGHTY ONE 
Mary said “My soul magnifies the Lord, 

and my spirit rejoices in God my Saviour, 

who has looked with favour on the lowliness of his servant. 

Surely, from now on all generations will call me blessed; 

for the Mighty One has done great things for me, 

and holy is his name. 

His mercy is for those who wonder at him 

from generation to generation. 



He has shown strength with his arm; 

he has scattered the proud in the thoughts of their hearts. 

He has brought down the powerful from their thrones; 

and lifted up the lowly, 

filled the hungry with good things 

and sent the rich away empty. 

He has helped his servant Israel, 

in remembrance of his mercy, 

according to the promise he made to our ancestors, 

to Abraham and Sarah and their descendants forever.” 

 

Luke 1: 46-55 

 

 

 

What could this simple uneducated peasant girl have been thinking, launching into a political analysis               

of power and history? What, indeed. The world will never understand that God’s power is nothing,                

nothing like the world thinks of as power. Only those who stand outside the obscuring walls of                 

power can see. 

 

The world thinks of power as power over, the power to force things to happen, the power to coerce,                   

threaten and destroy. But God’s power is power under and within, the power to create and bless                 

and set free, the power to bring forth. God’s power is not in places of influence and violence, not in                    

the arrogant and rich, in those who are happy and respected and successful. It is not in the tyrants                   

and tycoons. It is in powerlessness and brokenness. It is in poor peasants, in those who have been                  

excluded, in ordinary people with broken lives. God’s power appears to this world as powerlessness;               

God’s order appears as disorder; backwards, upside down, inside out. The last are first, the poor                

blessed, the dead raised. God comes to upend the world. 

 

The good news of this season is that the Mighty One is present among us, in the poor and the                    

powerless, in times of hopelessness and suffering. In weak people, in bleak times, Christ comes. Do                

you see? Let Mary lead you to the light in the darkness, the hope in bleak midwinter, the babe in the                     

manger. 

 



SHOVEL THE DRIVEWAY OF THE LORD 
Prepare the way of the Lord, 

Make straight a path for God. 

Every valley shall be filled, 

and every mountain and hill shall be made low, 

and the crooked shall be made straight, 

and the rough ways made smooth; 

and all flesh shall see the salvation of God. 

 

Luke 3:4-6 

 

This may mean something as grand as building a highway but it is also something as simple as                  

shovelling the driveway, which I just spent half a day doing. In places where it snows, you dig out                   

your sidewalk and driveway for two reasons: so you can get out and so others can get in. A shovelled                    

driveway is a thing of beauty. 

 

The prophet’s cry is a plea for justice in this world where greed and the misuse of power oppress and                    

exploit people and create “rough” and “crooked” places in society. But this social (and even cosmic)                

transformation can come about only when we also undergo an inner transformation. So we prepare               

a way within ourselves. We shovel the driveway of our own hearts so God can get in. It’s not a                    

matter of “doing more stuff.” It’s a matter of removing stuff, pushing aside all the things we think we                   

have to do and think and have and experience so we can be present and available and accessible to                   

God.  Unlike shovelling the driveway, this means being still. 

 

God can hardly climb into our cluttered minds and hearts with all the stupid stuff piled up in the                   

dooryard. We’re so busy, so subservient to external authorities and inner bosses, so tethered to               

calendars and to-do lists, so burdened by expectations that we are hardly free to simply allow God to                  

live in us and grow and shine in us. So the first thing we can do is to clear a path. Stop. Sit down. Be                         

still. Push aside all your thoughts and ideas and beliefs and worries. You can have them; just clear a                   

way through them. 

 

Make time every day, even if just for a few minutes each morning, to clear a path for the Divine                    

Presence to enter your consciousness. Just clear away some time with nothing in it and sit and                 

admire the clearing.  God is a’wandering and can’t resist a cleared sidewalk. 

 

 
 



WINTER SOLSTICE: ALWAYS FAITHFUL: IN THE DARKNESS, LIGHT! 
 

Today is the winter solstice: on our tilted planet the northern half leans farthest away from the sun                  

on this day and we begin the long arc back around to the lighter side. This is the shortest day (last                     

night was longest night): the sun rises later and sets earlier than on any other day and further to the                    

south. (Notice where it rises and sets. Find your place in the order of things.) 

 

It’s a day of promise and paradox. The days will get longer from here on out. And yet, winter is only                     

beginning. The darkness is just now beginning to take effect. We have three more months of dark                 

weather, winter cold and hibernation ahead of us. Yet, as we enter into winter, spring has already                 

won the battle.  Light already rises from the tomb. 

 

Early Christians in northern Europe borrowed ancient solstice celebrations to mark the birth of Jesus.               

“The true light that enlightens everyone was coming into the world.” Darkness will still be with us.                 

Mystery enfolds us. We rise out of the unknown and move toward the One who can be loved but                   

not thought. We travel the way of suffering and unknowing. And with us all the way, in the                  

darkness, the blessed darkness, is the Light. 

 

The promise of this day is not that the darkness will end. Our sufferings will not disappear. We will                   

not come to some place where we now know everything. Mystery will endure. The promise is that                 

the Beloved will be with us. The light shines in the darkness and the darkness cannot overcome it.                  

Therefore, we are not afraid to look in the darkness, to seek grace in suffering and mystery, to                  

accompany those who sit in darkness and in the shadow of death and to endure all things with hope.                   

Winter may be coming but spring has already triumphed. 

 
 

 
 

******* 
 

BABY IN A MANGER 
 

God does not come into our lives with overpowering force. 

God comes with no more power than a baby has: 
the power to evoke our love. 

 

God comes with no more authority than a crying child, 
the authority of one who knows suffering, 
and will not be fooled by empty comfort. 

 



God comes with no grandeur, no empire, 

but a world of infinite expanse, whose gates 
are hidden in our hearts. 

 

God comes with no parades, no banners, 
no recognition at all, except among those who listen 

to the silence that burns in all Creation. 

 
God does not come to holy places, to sanctuaries and temples, 

but to mangers and graveyards, shelters and tent cities, 

to broken places. 
 

God does not come to the triumphant and those in high places; 
God comes to shepherds and lepers, to the poor and the weak, 

and to you. 
 

When you are willing, look. 

 

 

 
******************************************************************************* 
 

 Each issue of the HTSG Parish Magazine will contain an article on the vital work  

of the Saint Vincent de Paul Society submitted by Raymond Daley, SVP President.  This issue, he 

focuses of the work of the SVP as it relates to the COVID pandemic. 

 
 

FIGHTING POVERTY WITH KINDNESS 
 
The COVID-19 pandemic has added a collection of new words to our everyday vocabulary:              
furlough, antibody test, masks, lockdown, tiers, face covering, social distancing, and self-isolation            
being among the most frequently used. However, there is one word which never goes away -                
regardless of world events - poverty. 
 



It is an inescapable fact that during the most challenging times, poverty becomes an uncomfortable               
and frightening reality for an increasing number of us. Anyone can fall into poverty; all it takes is an                   
unexpected event such as a bereavement, relationship breakdown, loss of employment or income, or              
illness. But perhaps the most serious side-effect of poverty is that it can marginalize those affected,                
and lead to discrimination. 

The dictionary definition of the word 'poverty' is the state or condition of having little or no money,                  
goods, or means of support. For statisticians, parameters for measuring poverty include the 'relative'              
method, measuring resources people have in comparison to everyone else. One example, according             
to figures from the Money Charity: 4.8 million UK households live without at least one essential                
appliance, such as a cooker, a fridge or washing machine. Another method is by looking at a                 
definitive set of resources, such as food, clothing, heating or shelter. Using this method, a worrying                
12.5 million people are classed as living in 'absolute' poverty in the UK. 

It was impossible to ignore the tidal wave of media coverage for Marcus Rashford’s campaign for                
free meals during the school holidays. And that’s quite right, given the government’s initial              
reluctance to accept the demands set out in the End Child Food Poverty petition, which collected                
well over one million signatures. 

The government’s climbdown and the introduction of a £400         
million support package to help poor children and their families is           
testament to Marcus Rashford’s tenacity and his firm belief that no           
child should go hungry. He graciously welcomed the government’s         
move in a phone conversation with Prime Minister Boris Johnson,          
but cautioned that there were still children at risk of food poverty            
"because their family income isn't quite low enough" to trigger          
help. 

Marcus Rashford’s petition highlights the plight of thousands of families and individuals across the              
country who were struggling before the pandemic hit, but who are now in dire straits following                
another national lockdown, and those who have fallen into poverty since COVID darkened our skies.               
Marcus Rashford recently said that “these children don’t have a voice, so instead they can use mine.”                 
For such a young man to share his story in order to lift people out of the poverty he endured as a                      
child is inspirational, and sends a powerful message to our political leaders that many in this country                 
are not willing to watch the next generation go hungry. Marcus Rashford’s message also              
demonstrates the same Vincentian spirit which drives SVP members to selflessly seek out and help               
those in most need in their communities. 

As a community we should all be ashamed that we have hungry children. It is important to                 
remember that this is not the fault of those children. Everyone has a part to play in ending this                   
situation and we all need to do whatever we can to help out, particularly at a time when poverty and                    
isolation are an ever-present threat to a large proportion in our communities. 

COVID-19 has devastated lives, but it has also demonstrated the unflinching ‘neighbourliness’ of             
communities, who have risen to the challenges trailing in the wake of the pandemic, providing               
support, friendship and material assistance. 

It was in the light of this spirit of community that October saw Devizes MP Danny Kruger issue his                   
report ‘Levelling up our communities: proposals for a new social covenant’. In his manifesto for              
community-led change, Mr. Kruger proposes handing the power over the design and delivery of              
public services to local people; a deal with faith communities to work with the public sector on big                  

https://www.dannykruger.org.uk/communities-report


social challenges; and a new £2 billion endowment, the Levelling Up Communities Fund, for              
investment in long-term, community-led transformation in left-behind areas. To read the full Kruger             
Report, go to www.dannykruger.org.uk . 
 
As a community-led organisation, the St. Vincent de Paul Society operates at a grassroots level in                
communities. After all, who knows their community better than the people who live there? They               
are best placed to effect and nurture positive change. Living by the words of our founder, the                 
Blessed Frédéric Ozanam, “Let us do without hesitation whatever good lies at our hands,” the SVP                
has for nearly 200 years been living proof that kindness, caring and change are in our own hands. 

A national strategy will never entirely cater for the nuances of community problems, which are often                
complex and require local, targeted solutions; but by recognising the human face of suffering in our                
own neighbourhoods, we can start to rebuild our communities. 

During the COVID-19 pandemic, the SVP has seen demand for its services increase at a time when                 
funds for its vital support services are being squeezed. People who have never before accessed SVP                
or other charitable services are now using them, swelling the number of people in need as the                 
pandemic continues to bite. 

Our communities are in urgent need right now as the pandemic and its aftershocks continue to shake                 
those who have the least and are most vulnerable. The proposals described in the Kruger Report                
would formally recognise the relationship of volunteer to community and sow the seeds of a               
revolution in social thinking, but we can enact the ethos of the report today. By joining the SVP and                   
other charitable organisations working in communities, we can affect change today and leave a              
legacy of caring and compassion. Locally we work together with Manna House, the Food Bank and                
similar organisations to help those in need. 

For further information, please contact me via email: raymondd@svp.org.uk or go to www.svp.org.uk  

 

**********************************************************************************  

Merton Corner 

The language of Christianity has been so used and misused that sometimes you             
distrust it: you do not know whether or not behind the word “Cross” there              
stands the experience of mercy and salvation, or only the threat of            
punishment. If my word means anything to you, I can say to you that I have                
experienced the cross to mean mercy and not cruelty, truth and not deception:             
that the news of the truth and love of Jesus is indeed the true good news, but                 
in our time, it speaks out in strange places.  
And perhaps it speaks out in you more than it does in me: perhaps Christ is nearer to you than He is                      
to me: this I say without shame or guilt because I have learned to rejoice that Jesus is in the world in                      
people who know Him not, that he is at work in them when they think themselves far from Him and                    
it is my joy to tell you to hope, though you think that for, of all, hope is impossible. Hope not                     
because you think you can be good but because God’s love is irrespective of our merits, and                 
whatever is good in us comes from His love, not from our own doing. Hope because Jesus is with                   
those who are poor and outcast and perhaps despised even by those who should seek them and care                  
for them most lovingly because they act in God’s name. No one on earth has reason to despair of                   
Jesus because Jesus loves [us], loves [us] in [our] sin, and we too must love [one another] in [our] sin. 
 

http://www.dannykruger.org.uk/
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Thomas Merton in The Hidden Ground of Love 


