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A Summer of Hope 

Dear Friends: 

As I write, I am in Northamptonshire in quarantine, having just arrived from the US and endured four 

grueling hours at Heathrow.  Looking back to last summer, I cannot but feel tremendously positive 

about the progress we are all making in climbing back from COVID-19.  Last year the borders were 

closed, we were in the midst of the initial shock and panic of the global pandemic, there were no 

vaccines ready for public use, we were only just beginning to understand how to treat COVID 

patients effectively….  In New York City, people were being buried in mass graves and a hospital ship 

was at anchor in the harbour.  And while we are by no means out of the woods, there are undeniable 

signs of hope all around us as life ever-so-slowly begins to return to whatever “normal” we can hope 

for.  The lyrics to “Here Comes the Sun” have been running through my head as I look around me at 

all the tentative signs of life reemerging from the darkest time most of us have ever experienced. 

We know that God is with us in the worst times as well as in the best, we have talked about that 

several times before.  God’s constant presence has been our source of peace and hope as we have 

learned to live with a reality which changed out of all recognition last winter.  Like the old joke, God 

has indeed sent us a figurative boat and helicopter in the form of scientists, medical personnel and 

community leaders as we waited desperately on our roofs for rescue.  We are blessed to have the 

opportunity to see this new dawn of hope, and we remember all those who did not survive to 

witness it.  We pray for those who are suffering today and who have lost loved ones, and we know 

God remains with them in their sorrow and need.  

While every season reflects God’s glory, in summer 

we are treated to the wonders of nature in its fullest, 

most fertile sense.  In spring, we witness new birth 

and life, but in summer this life has grown strong 

and hearty and, in a way, celebratory.  It is 

impossible to live in Cumbria and not revel in the 

natural beauty of the lakes and fells all around.  

When I was in Galilee in the spring of 1996, I kept 

thinking of Jesus’s use of the parables and the many 

ways the natural world informed them.  Galilee in 

March displays the colours of the Lakes in summer.  

It was so easy to reflect on the sparrow, the fig tree, the mustard seed and so many of the familiar 

elements of the parables.   

This issue features contributors Fr. Hugh, Jenny Davies (sorry about the misspelling of your surname 

in the previous issue, Jenny!), Raymond Daley, Pauline Brooks, Caroline D’Arcy, Jill Clough, Kath 

Hargreaves and Pamela Boyes.  We are grateful as always for the time they have taken to prepare 

their contributions for you, and welcome any items you may like to submit for the autumn issue.  I 

will be able to join you for Sunday Mass 1 – 15 August and look forward to that more than I can 

possibly say!  I hope you continue to reap the blessings of summer and that sunshine brightens your 

day. 

Celeste 



 
 

The problem about writing this is that by the time you read it, many things may have changed.  The 

Council do not want anyone visiting school to avoid a COVID outbreak in the last two weeks of term, 

so I cannot take Philip Wrigley, our visiting Deacon, there.  We cannot have our Leavers’ Mass which 

is a great shame, too.  In a couple of weeks’ time, all this may have changed.  The government are 

bringing out new rules about isolating in schools and apparently the rules about distancing and 

masks are changing, too.  Will they apply to church?  Can we sing?  Get rid of wiping down the 

benches, which are now sticking to everyone?  Are we ready to do all this, as the local rates of the 

new variant are pretty high?  So, we will see. 

 Thanks, though, to everyone who has helped so much with all that we have had to do during 

this time, all the stewards who have faithfully come in so that we can keep the church open each day.  

Those who have helped with the power points, the music and the live-streaming.  It will be a great 

relief when we can get back to something like normal (though I have a feeling that things will never 

be quite the same), but there may be some positives that we can draw from this.  I am not sure how 

much of that good feeling we had in the first lockdown is still around.  People want to get on with 

their lives, are thinking about summer holidays, worried about work and their future or that of the 

company that they work for, so there is a lot to concentrate our minds in our own lives; it is hard to 

then be worrying about others, too.  But, again, we will see.  Who can blame anyone for wanting to 

get back to normality and put COVID behind them as far as possible? 

 The front of the church remains a problem.  I had hopes that we would get a resolution this 

summer, but then two guys came from Historic Churches who, after two hours sucking their teeth,  

said we need to do more exploratory work, which means pulling out one of the stones (Jenga comes 

to mind) and looking behind it (all costing more money, of course). 

 It is great to be celebrating First Holy Communion this coming weekend, and that in itself 

seems to be a small move in the return to normality.  Keep these young people in your prayers, if you 

would. 

 Whatever happens, have a wonderful summer.  With any luck, we will have some good 

weather to go with it.  I will say nothing about the football, as at this moment we are about to play 

Denmark! 

        Fr. Hugh 

 

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

 

 

 

 

                 “I downloaded them from a cloud.” 

 

 

 



For more than a year now, Pauline Brooks has been intending to send 
us this article compiled by her husband, Kent.  Kent is not a practicing 
Christian, but his grandmother was Catholic, brought up by nuns in 
Kendal after her mother died when she was a child.  Kent was also 
born and brought up in Kendal, and when he was a little boy, his 
grandma used to take him into our church, point to the window and 
tell him that it was "our family window."  Her name was Isabella 
Denvir before she married.  She had a sister, Rose, who lived with 
nuns in Liverpool and another sister, Annie, who lived in Manchester. 
These sisters saw each other again as adults.  Kent’s grandma used 
to tell him about her upbringing with the nuns and about her father, 
who went away and left the children when his wife died during a 
scarlet fever outbreak.  Kent is of the opinion that Edward Denvir ran 
off to America where he married again, made a fortune and felt 
guilty about the daughters he abandoned, so paid for the window to 
honour his Kendal family. 
 
Pauline hasn't been able to find any church records to verify this.  
Asking around members of the congregation, Hilary Walters told 
Pauline that she had heard the window was paid for by a man in 
Australia.  She wasn't really sure; it could have been America.  
Pauline is hoping more info might emerge from this article.  Can 
anyone else shed light on this subject…? 
 
Included in the piece are copies of the cards from both Mary and 
Eliza's funerals – Kent’s grandma's mother and grandmother. 

 
*** 

In Kendal Catholic Church (The Church of Holy Trinity and St. 
George), there is a stained-glass window on the left side of the altar 
facing the congregation depicting the Virgin Mary and the Child 
Jesus.  The window is dedicated to a Mary Denvir.  It says at the 
bottom of the window, “In pious memory of Mary Denvir” and in the 
line below this appears, “Anne E. Denvir, Eliza Denvir, Arthur Denvir.” 

 

  Mary Denvir died in Carlisle in 1885, said to be “advanced in 
years,” probably because her Irish records did not exist.  She was 
presumably the matriarch of the family.  Eliza Denvir died in 1880 at 
the age of thirty-two in a scarlet fever epidemic.  Mary was the wife 
of Edward Denvir, who had come from Ireland to work in the copper 
mines at Coniston.  He had a brother, Arthur, who worked in the lead 



mines of Swaledale.  There are tales of the family’s (for that time) courageous trip over the 
Buttertubs Pass in a horse and cart to attend his funeral in Reeth.  Was this Arthur Denvir of the 
window?  

Eliza Denvir’s maiden name was Martin, and the family is thought to have lived in Mardale.  
Some of the deceased Denvir family members were re-buried in the cemetery at Shap when the 
water level in Mardale rose and flooded the graveyard.  On Eliza’s early, unexpected death, some of 
her children survived the epidemic and were dispersed to Liverpool (Rose), Manchester (Anne) and 
Kendal (Mary Isabella) in the care of nuns. Edward, the father, disappeared, said to have emigrated 
to America, which may be why his name is not on the window.   

Denvir is an unusual spelling of the name, which usually appears as Denver, as in the city of Denver, 
Colorado, called after Kansas territorial governor James W. Denver.  It is originally Anglo-Norman: 
D’Anvers. 

 Edward Denvirs’s family (thought to originate in County Roscommon) were staunchly Catholic.  
There was a story of his geese, which he kept on Gooseholme, being dyed orange on St. Patrick’s Day 
by a Protestant, whereupon he slaughtered the lot! 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

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

 
Come, my light, 
my Lord, my way. 
Come, my lantern 
night and day. 
Come. My healer, 
make me whole. 
Come, my Saviour, 
protect my soul. 
Come, my King,  
enter my heart. 
Come, Holy Presence, 
never depart. 
 
David Adam in “Celtic Prayers” 



A Heart on Guard 

by Steve Garnass-Holmes 

 

       Be on guard  

         so that your hearts are not weighed down  

         with dissipation and drunkenness  

         and the worries of this life,  

         and that day catch you unexpectedly, like a trap. 

     —Luke 21.34-35 

 

God, wake me from the fog of my low expectations, 

the cement of worry that clings to my feet. 

Help me shake off the world's despair, 

its pointless habits, desires and attachments,  

the awful busyness, the downward spiral  

of judging, consuming, and protecting myself. 

Give me the courage to trust you are moving and acting; 

give me the vision to embrace the unimaginable. 

Help me stand with clarity and purpose.  

Give me the urgency to act—for now is the time— 

and the patience to wait for the fullness of time. 

May I look upon the world with eyes of grace, 

and act with a heart of love and hope.  

 

Amen. 

 

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

“There are two reasons I am talking about forgiveness today.  First, the single greatest cause of 

misery and tragedy in our world is the inability of people to forgive those who have wronged and 

wounded them.  Secondly, the only cure for the bad memory of a past wrong is the act of 

forgiveness.” 

 

Lewis Smedes 

 
 



Hospitality is not to change people, 
But to offer them space where change can take place. 

It is not to bring men and women over to our side, 
But to offer freedom not disturbed by dividing lines. 

It is not to lead our neighbour into a corner where there are no alternatives left, 
but to open a wide spectrum of options for choice and commitment. 

It is not an educated intimidation with good books, good stories and good works, 
but the liberation of fearful hearts so that words can find roots and bear ample fruit…. 

The paradox of hospitality is that it wants to create emptiness,  
not a fearful emptiness, but a friendly emptiness where strangers can enter 

and discover themselves as created free…. 
Not a subtle invitation to adopt the lifestyle of the host, 

But the gift of a chance for the guest to find his own. 
 

Henri J. M. Nouwen 

 

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

Raymond Daley is pleased to share the following contributions from a book of Clyde ballads which he 

borrowed from Malcolm Nightingale.  The poet is Charles J. Kirk, referred to as CJK.  In 1911, William 

Hodge & Company of Edinburgh and Glasgow published CJK.’s “Clyde Ballads Glasgow Mixture”:  

 
PREFATORY NOTE 
The greater part of these verses has already been published in the 
columns of the Glasgow Herald, Glasgow Evening Times and Glasgow 
University Magazine, and to the editors of these journals I make my 
thanks for permission to reproduce them.  To the editor of the Pall Mall 
Gazette and the publishers of University Verses I also make my grateful 
acknowledgements for a similar favour.  
 

There is no other information about him in the book and nothing Raymond could find on the internet. 
CJK isn’t listed anywhere as a Scottish poet, as one might have expected.   
 
Malcolm says that CJK. used to sit as close to the ships and the water of the Clyde as he possibly could 
and just immerse himself in the environment to write his verses.  We think the result is charming and 
hope you agree! 



The Crocodile 
There is a beast, the crocodile, 
Which haunts the waters of the Nile. 
When chewing up the fellaheen* 
Great tears within its eyes are seen, 
But quite a lot 
Are sometimes shot, 
And then as travelling bags are brought. 
 
When lying sleeping in a bog 
It looks just like a rotten log; 
And by this likeness to a tree 
It gets its breakfast, dinner, tea.  
For fellaheen*  
Are somewhat green 
In diagnosing logs at e’en. 
 
Its tears are only tears of guile 
The traveller from the bank to wile. 
So, if to Egypt you should go, 
Don’t mind the creature’s seeming woe. 
Just bow and say, 
“No, not today; 
I’ve heard of you from CJK.” 
 
* fellaheen = peasant 
 
 
 

Glasgow Mixture 
When a fella asks for lager, with a glance I make him stagger, 
Interrupting me and Bertie 
In a gentle tête-à-tête; 
An’ if he should turn crusty, well, he gets his lager musty 
From the cask I keep for customers who haven’t long to wait. 

 
Though my years are somewhat mellow, yet peroxide keeps hair yellow, 
An’ I look so sweet and girlish 
When I’m skatin’ at the rink. 
When in Sauchiehall I’m walkin’, showing just a little stockin’, 
Well, you’d never dream I spent my days a-mopping up the zinc. 

 
So when death has caught us bending, an’ there ain’t no more coin spending, 
When we’re gathered to the regions 
Where there’s neither flasks nor taps, 
You will find me there, I hope, handing out the grateful dope 
When you’re roostin’ up in heaven – or the other place perhaps. 

 
 



Little Flower 
When Phyllis waltzed with me last night  
My heart was in a sorry plight; 
I whispered as I held her tight, 
“Ah, little flower!” 
 
When from the throng we sat apart 
Amongst the pals, I made a start,  
I plucked, and gave her with my heart 
A little flower. 
 
Her head lay upon my breast, 
Her cheek no “poudre blanche” possessed, 
And yet – I found upon my vest 
A little flour. 

 
 
 
 

The Old Trouble 
Och, it wasn’t her eyes – though they’re blue as the skies; 
An’ it wasn’t her neck – though that’s whiter’n milk; 
An’ it wasn’t because she was dressed in gewgaws, 
Wid jewels an’ laces an’ ribbons o’ silk. 
But she gave me a look when I lifted her book 
That I’d knocked on the floor – I’m the clumsiest ass! 
‘Twas the end o’ me praying, me eyes kept on straying 
To the dear little colleen beside me at Mass. 

 
An’ all through the sermon – it might ha’ been German 
For all that I noticed what Father Tom said – 
Me heart kept on jumping till I thought that its thumpin’ 
Must surely be heard by the dear little maid. 
But she sat very quate on the ould wooden sate, 
An’ the folks must ha’ thought I was greener’n grass, 
When the plate man said, “Dillon, ye’ve put in a shilling.” 
Och, that dear little Colleen beside me at Mass! 

 
Wirrasthru! Sure, it’s Monday, an’ six days till Sunday. 
I don’t think I’ll live till the end of the week. 
For me heart won’t kape quiet, I’m clean off me diet, 
An’ me pipe tastes as bitter as smokin’ peat reek. 
Och, Cupid, ye villain, ye’ve killed Barney Dillon 
An’ bruk his poor heart just as if it were glass! 
But on Sunday I’ll try to make up a good lie to 
Walk home wid that dear little Colleen from Mass. 

 
 
 



The Moor Road 
Oh, some are for the high road that leads you to the town, 
And some are for the sea road, a-heaving up and down; 
High roads were made for cattle, for sailor men the sea,  
But the bonnie heather moor road’s the right road for me. 
 
The man that takes the high road he comes to town at last; 
The man that takes the sea road his journeying’s soon past;  
But they that take the moor road know naught o’ port or town – 
Just the shepherd’s cottage nestling in the heather brown. 
 
The high road’s packed with sad rogues an’ foolish men and 
knaves; 
The men that go the sea road are made to work like slaves; 
But moor roads were made for the likes o’ you an’ me, 
Just to dream among the heather to the drone o’ the bee. 
 
The inns along the high road have beds of linen fine; 
The sailors on the sea road sleep sound in hammock twine; 
But bracken makes the best bed for honest men and free, 
That were reared among the heather in the North Countrie. 
 
‘Tis there you’ll hear the moor cock a-calling’ on his mate; 
‘Tis there you’ll see the red deer – the doe an’ stag o’ eight; 
Oh, many roads I’ve travelled, from Wick to Glasgow town, 
But my own road’s the moor road among the heather brown. 

 

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

Be Still 
 

Be still, my soul, and know He is there  Be still and know His way is best; 
To comfort you in deep despair;   You shall be strengthened through this test. 
The depths of it… the numbness, loss,  There are no losses without gain; 
Shall draw you closer to His cross.   And joy, restored, shall follow pain. 
 
Be still, and trust!  The deepest gloom  Be still, that through you He may shine, 
Can lead you to that quiet room   Thereby another’s path define: 
Where with Him sweet communion share  For in this know the victory; 
An inner peace… your soul repair.   The sting is quenched and you are free. 
 

Anna Lee Edwards McAlpin in 
“Let Your Spirit Soar” 

 



Qumran 

 Qumran is an archaeological site located southeast of Jerusalem on the northwest shore of 

the Dead Sea.  It is believed to have been the home of a Jewish sect who lived an austere life in this 

desert area.... 

 Known as the Essenes, their origin is uncertain, but ancient scholars suggested they date back 

to the time that Moses was in the desert, seeking the Promised Land. 

 In 1947, two Bedouin shepherds discovered ancient manuscripts in caves near Qumran.  

Some of the documents dated back to 250 years before Christ, although the majority are from the 

first century BC, and some are as late as 68 AD.  These were apparently from the “library” of a Jewish 

community living a kind of monastic life. 

 The manuscripts became known as the Dead Sea Scrolls.  Written chiefly in Hebrew and 

Aramaic, they include writings on the rules and teachings of the community.  However, a great 

number of the texts are biblical – there are at least parts of nearly every book of the Old Testament, 

except the Book of Esther.  None of the manuscripts has anything from the New Testament. 

 Many scholars believe John the Baptist was influenced by the religious community of 

Qumran.  The Qumran community practiced ritual ablutions, and both John and the Essenes 

preached a baptism of the Holy Spirit. 

 

from “The Little Blue Book” 2018-2019, produced by the Diocese of Saginaw 

 

********************************************************************************* 
Thanks to faithful contributor Pamela Boyes for the following contributions. 

 
 
World Refugee Day is observed every year on June 20th by the United Nations to honour refugees 
around the globe.  It celebrates the strength and courage of people who have been forced to flee 
their home country to escape conflict, war or persecution.  It is also a day on which to show support 
for them. 
  
According to the United Nation’s 1951 Refugee Convention, a refugee is someone who has fled his or 
her home and country owing to a well-founded fear of persecution because of his/her race, religion, 
nationality, membership in a particular social group, or political opinion.  Many are also in exile to 
escape the effects of natural or human-made disasters. 
  



Asylum seekers say they are refugees and have fled their homes as refugees do, but their claim to 
refugee status is not yet definitively evaluated in the country to which they fled. 
  
According to the UN, every minute twenty people leave everything behind to escape war, 
persecution or terror.  Refugees are among the most vulnerable people in the world.  
  
The theme for World Refugee Day 2021 was “Together we heal, learn and shine.” 
 

Twitters Poet Laureate: At first, Brian Bilston’s poem seems to offer an 
unsympathetic view of refugees, telling the reader not to help them – but try 
reading the poem again, this time from bottom to top, and see if another view of 
the world might emerge! 
 

                                           Refugees 

 
They have no need of our help 

So do not tell me 
These haggard faces could belong to you or I 

Should life have dealt a different hand 
We need to see them for who they really are 

Chancers and scroungers 
Layabouts and loungers 

With bombs up their sleeves 
Cut-throats and thieves 

They are not 
Welcome here 

We should make them 
Go back to where they came from 

They cannot 
Share our food 

Share our homes 
Share our countries 

Instead let us 
Build a wall to keep them out 

It is not okay to say 
These are people just like us 

A place should only belong to those who are born here 
Do not be so stupid to think that 

The world can be looked at another way 
 

(Now read from bottom to top) 
 
Brian Bilston has been dubbed the “unofficial Poet Laureate of Twitter.”  He stumbled into writing 
poetry on social media.  It started with a tweet.  He said he wasn’t even sure it was a poem.  More of 
a play on words, each one carefully selected to fit into the 140-character constraint of a tweet.  He 
joined Twitter in 2013 and now, eight years later, is the author of several books.  He published his 
first collection of poems for children in May this year, 50 Ways to Score a Goal. 
  



The tweet that started it all…. 
 

you took 
the last bus home 

 
don’t know how 
you got it through the door 

 
you’re always doing amazing stuff 

 
like the time 
you caught the train 
 

******* 
 

 
 
Children from the parish will be making their First Holy Communion in July and the prayer below is a 
lovely child’s prayer I heard for the first time when attending Mass at Saints Peter and Paul in 
Athlone: 
  

Lord Jesus, I love and adore you.  You’re a special friend to me. 
Welcome, Lord Jesus, O welcome.  Thank you for coming to me. 

 
Thank you, Lord Jesus, O thank you for giving yourself to me. 

Make me strong to show your love wherever I may be. 
 

Be near me, Lord Jesus, I ask you to stay, close by me forever and love me I pray. 
Bless all of us children in your loving care and bring us to heaven to live with you there. 

 
I’m ready now, Lord Jesus, to show how much I care. 

I’m ready now to give your love at home and everywhere. 
 

Amen. 
  

***** 
 
This is a quick, tried and tested pudding recipe.  I love it, simply because although it is quick and a 
microwave one at that, it tastes as good as one done in the cooker!  It has also been given the 
thumbs up by my granddaughter who is a big fan of puddings especially jam sponge! 
  
 



MICROWAVE SPONGE PUDDING 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

100g granulated sugar 
100g self raising flour 

2 eggs 
2 tbsp milk 

2 tbsp jam or syrup 
 

In a 1.2 litre/2 pint microwaveable or Pyrex bowl, put the jam or syrup so that it covers the bottom. 
This will be the top of your cake.  Then put all the ingredients into a bowl (or mixer) and blend until 

smooth. Put the mixture on top of the jam/syrup and microwave without a lid on full for 5 mins. 
Leave for 1-2 mins to stand. This recipe makes enough for four decent sized helpings. 

 
For other variations of this pudding, use 1 tsp ginger, 1 tbsp coconut or 1 tbsp cocoa. 

 
******* 

 
Ending with some humour! 

 

 



Welcome, Deacon Philip! 

We join our parish family in welcoming seminarian and deacon Philip Wrigley for the summer! 

Prayer for Seminarians 

O Lord Jesus Christ, great High Priest, we pray that You call many worthy souls to Your holy 
priesthood.  Enlighten the Bishop in the choice of candidates, the Spiritual Director in moulding 
them, and the professors in instructing them.  Lead the seminarians daily in Your unerring footsteps; 
so that they may become priests who are models of purity, possessors of wisdom and heroes of 
sacrifice; steeped in humility and aflame with love for God and humanity; apostles of Your glory and 
sanctifiers of souls.  Amen. 

Mary, Queen of the Clergy, pray for us. 

Diocese of Corpus Christi 

 

Each issue of the HTSG Parish Magazine contains an article on the vital work of the Saint Vincent de 
Paul Society submitted by Raymond Daley, SVP President. Here Raymond explores the plight of 

refugees and asylum seekers in the face of changing legislation. 
 

 

Human Dignity Should Be at the Heart of Our Immigration System 

"Refugees are mothers, fathers, sisters, brothers, 

children, with the same hopes and ambitions as us - 

except that a twist of fate has bound their lives to a 

global refugee crisis on an unprecedented scale.” 
 

That quote, from critically acclaimed writer and humanitarian Khaled Hosseini, 

elegantly describes the condition and plight of asylum seekers.  We all share the same needs 

and aspirations, which is why we should seek to influence the way in which we, as a nation, 



treat people looking for sanctuary on our shores. 

Home Secretary Priti Patel is planning to enshrine the government’s New Plan for 

Immigration (NPFI) into UK law following an unusually brief six-week consultation period 

which has just ended.  The ‘streamlined’ NPFI will create a system in which the way people 

enter the UK will impact how their asylum claim is processed and the status they might 

receive.  

Should the NPFI proposals be signed into 

law, undocumented entry to the UK will be 

criminalised, and those falling foul of the new 

legislation penalised.  In practice, this will mean it 

will effectively be impossible for most people to 

claim asylum here because “safe and legal” routes 

for claiming asylum in the UK are extremely limited 

due to the UK’s island geography and “acceptable” 

routes under NPFI proposals could never feasibly be made available to all who need them. 

A system which criminalises people for seeking sanctuary seems perverse.  In a 

modern and enlightened society, the dignity and humanity of the individual should be at the 

heart of the NPFI.  Any other driving principal ignores the manifold benefits of welcoming 

refugees to our country and risks creating a divisive culture in our communities. 

It’s Natural to Care 

In the light of research from the Max Planck Institute in Germany and studies carried 

out at the University of Chicago and the University of California, there is a growing body of 

evidence that our primal instinct isn’t self-preservation, but is, in fact, compassion, which 

can be defined as an authentic desire to help when we perceive suffering. 

For people who have been forced to leave their homes, often after witnessing their 

communities and families being ripped apart by conflict or economic deprivation and being 

left with no option but to undertake a perilous journey to a foreign country in the slim hope 

of finding sanctuary, their suffering is all too evident.  Our compassionate response to that 

must be as unequivocal as it is in our nature to provide. 

Our government should treat asylum seekers with dignity, which means addressing 

their problems as individuals.  We cannot neatly package asylum seekers under a single 

banner; each person’s situation is different, and a streamlined NPFI will never be flexible 

enough to assess and address the complexity of their issues. 

Similarly, a one-size-fits-all system which places more weight on the mode of 

transport and the route taken to our shores than on the driving force behind the need for 

the journey cannot be the best solution.  According to writer and poet Warsan Shire, “No 

one puts their children in a boat unless the water is safer than the land.” 

Climbing into a vessel which offers hope, but which can all to quickly become a 



carrier of death, is the last resort for many asylum seekers.  Knowing this strengthens our 

bond.  The government, as our representative body on the international stage, should 

embed principles of welcome, protection and integration into its policies.  We should treat 

individuals and families seeking sanctuary on our shores as our brothers and sisters and 

valued members of our communities.  To fail to accord those seeking asylum with dignity 

only fosters discontent and fear.  It fails to recognise the benefits of welcoming migrants 

into our communities. 

Diversity makes us stronger.  The UK owes much to refugees who have made their 

home here.  Among the thousands in the public domain who have enriched our country, 

Judith Kerr, the author of family favourite children’s book “The Tiger Who Came to Tea,” 

fled Nazi Germany when her father openly opposed the Third Reich.  In business, Michael 

Marks, one half of the famous Marks & Spencer brand, was a Jewish refugee from eastern 

Europe, while Sir Montague Burton, founder of the Burton retail chain, was a refugee from 

Lithuania.  In the performing arts, late Queen front man Freddie Mercury came to England 

from Zanzibar in 1964, comedian and actor Omid Djalili was born to Iranian refugee parents, 

and singer Rita Ora came to the UK as a refugee from Kosovo while an infant. 

However, it’s in cities, towns and villages across the nation where cultural diversity, 

brought about through migrant integration, ensures our communities are vibrant and 

invigorated.  The meeting of different cultures, cuisines and attitudes is anchored by the 

things we share in common - family, community and faith. 

The government’s NPFI should offer asylum seekers the opportunity to integrate 

through language, through sharing cultures and by offering the means to participate in 

community life.  Diversity is the lifeblood of our communities, but it can only flourish if 

individuals and families are supported by a structure which enshrines welcome and 

protection as a building block of legislation. 

Have Faith in the Human Spirit 

Albert Einstein, one of the most 

influential thinkers in history and a refugee from 

Adolf Hitler’s Nazi regime, once said, “The world 

will not be destroyed by those who do evil, but 

by those who watch them without doing 

anything.” 

We cannot be silent witnesses to the passing of legislation which treats vulnerable 
individuals as bureaucratic pieces in a game of global chess.  We should be proactive in our 
approach. 

The refugee crisis sweeping the western world requires faiths to come together 
under one ideal:  to ensure asylum seekers receive the justice they deserve.  Christian, 
Muslim, Hindu, Sikh, Jewish, Buddhist and all other faiths should unite in a common bond to 
ensure the UK’s immigration laws are fair to all who seek entry.  It is right that legislation 
should punish those who seek to profit from the suffering of refugees, however the system 



should treat those seeking sanctuary as human beings, individuals with aspirations of 
freedom, and not a potential drain on resources. 

The concept of sanctuary is far more than merely being on safe ground; for those 
seeking asylum and safety, it is about community, family, work and not being isolated.  It is 
about being free to conduct your life in a manner of your own choosing.  Safety is not a 
country; it is an innate sense of belonging and wellbeing, which is the essence of being 
human.  

The NPFI is an opportunity to show the world we are a compassionate nation which 
undertakes with humanity its obligations to anyone seeking sanctuary on our shores.  
Detention, mistrust and the weight of bureaucracy haven’t worked, so perhaps the hand of 
friendship and understanding might offer a more equitable solution to the refugee crisis. 

Christopher Maxwell-Stewart is a colleague of mine from the SVP Social Justice 
Committee.  He is President of the Hastings SVP Conference where they have helped asylum 
seekers for many years.  He sums it up perfectly when he says, “We’re an island, and we’re 
all descended from people from somewhere else.  Welcoming people from somewhere else 
is essential for reinvigorating society.” 

Raymond Daley – SVP President                                      Email: raymondd@svp.org.uk 

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

Thanks to Caroline D’Arcy for this welcome update. 

CAFOD and Live Simply Update 

CAFOD campaigners were left disappointed that leaders of the G7 ultimately failed to deliver on the 
urgent action needed to ensure a just and green post-pandemic recovery.  Although they pledged to 
donate 1 billion vaccine doses, this doesn’t go nearly far enough.  

We welcome G7 leaders’ reaffirmation of commitments to limit global heating and to “improve and 
increase” climate finance commitments, but as yet these are pledges and not concrete 
commitments. CAFOD are continuing to campaign on these issues. Keep updated at 
cafod.org.uk/reclaim. 

This year, the UK will host the largest gathering of world leaders ever to take place on British soil: the 
‘COP26’ climate talks.  Read more about what COP26 is below. 

As Prime Minister, Boris Johnson must push world leaders to show the ambition we need to keep 
temperature rises below the disastrous 1.5-degree threshold.  This means that all countries must 
play their part.  Wealthy nations, who bear the greatest responsibility for the crisis, need to step up.   

With the eyes of the world on the UK, we must urge the Prime Minister to make sure communities 
hardest hit by the climate emergency are listened to at COP26. 
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Thank you to all who have signed the CAFOD petition cards – we have ordered more, so please carry 
on signing and share with friends and family.  You can also sign the petition online at 
cafod.org.uk/cop26petition.  

 

What COP26 Means and Why the UN Climate Summit Matters 

A guide to COP26, the UN climate summit which is due to take place in Glasgow in November 2021 

What does COP26 mean? 

COP26 is the annual UN climate conference.  A ‘COP’ means ‘conference of parties.’ 

Governments and negotiators from across the world will travel to the meeting to discuss how to keep 

temperature rises below dangerous levels and prevent the climate crisis from causing even worse 

catastrophes for the world’s poorest and most vulnerable people. 

The COP is a summit of all the countries which are part of the UN’s climate change treaty, the UN 

Framework Convention on Climate Change or ‘UNFCCC’.  There are 197 members of this process and 

they are known as ‘parties’ to the treaty. 

Where and when is COP26 being held? 

The COP26 location is the Scottish Event Campus (SEC) in Glasgow, Scotland.  The conference has 

been rearranged to take place between 1-12 November 2021 following the coronavirus pandemic. 

The UK, as the host country, will hold the COP presidency. 

A number of events are scheduled to be held ahead of the COP, including in Italy, which is co-hosting 

the summit with the UK. 

The Glasgow COP climate talks will be the 26th of these conferences. 

Why is COP26 important? 

COP26 is critical because it is the first COP since the coronavirus pandemic began. 

Governments are now planning how to rebuild from the pandemic, and it is vital that these plans are 

based around the need for a global green and just transition. 

Pope Francis has warned that it would be "a scandal" if the money governments are spending to 

rebuild economies and save businesses "…were to focus on rescuing those industries that do not 

Parish%20Magazine%20Issue%2012%20Summer%202021%20(AutoRecovered).docx
https://cafod.org.uk/News/Campaigning-news/COP26-rescheduled-date
https://cafod.org.uk/News/UK-news/PM-launches-UK-COP26-summit
http://www.vatican.va/content/francesco/en/audiences/2020/documents/papa-francesco_20200819_udienza-generale.html


contribute to the inclusion of the excluded, the promotion of the least, the common good or the care 

of creation." 

Governments are also obliged to set out more ambitious goals for ending their contribution to 

climate change under the Paris Agreement.  A number of countries have begun to do so, including 

the UK. 

Countries agreed to do this at COP21, the climate conference which took place in 2015 in Paris. 

Governments' climate commitments are known as ‘nationally-determined contributions’ or ‘NDCs’ 

and are pledges made by countries on the size of the cuts in emissions they will make themselves.  

Countries pledged at the Paris climate talks to work to keep temperature rises below 1.5C.  If the 

world warms more than this threshold, millions more people in the most vulnerable communities 

around the globe will suffer from devastating droughts, storms, floods and other impacts of climate 

change. 

The UK will host the COP in 2021.  It will take over from Chile which was the official host of COP25, 

even though the conference itself was held in Madrid in Spain.  The UK government has the 

opportunity to lead the way in pushing for other countries to set more ambitious climate goals. 

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

I know many of you look forward to the next installment of the wartime experiences of Kathleen 

Hargreaves’s father.  Without further ado, let’s catch up with him in Holland.  

Wartime Memories of an English Soldier:  Part 11 

by Sapper Gerard Hargreaves 

 The first place we stayed at in Holland was Graves (mentioned in Part 10) and we stayed with 

a religious order there.  The Brothers of the Holy Name of Mary… are the largest religious order in 

Holland and certainly do a great deal of good work.  Their lives are devoted to the welfare of the 

poor.  [The] core of their main work is running institutions for the blind, but they do anything.  Most 

of the Catholic boys’ schools are run by them, though they are built and maintained by the 

government.  These school are very up-to-date and I think they are well ahead of us in that respect.  

Trade schools for older boys are also run by them in most places.  From what I could see of them, 

they are much ahead of our technical schools and the same applies to the trade schools of Belgium. 

 Anyway, we stayed with the brothers at the 

school and were made very welcome.  The apples 

were ripe in the orchard and they gave us unlimited 

supplies.  In fact, they welcomed us with open arms.  

For us Catholics, it was particularly good, for we 

would go to Mass in the chapel in the mornings and, 

as the priest there could speak English, we took the 

opportunity of going to confession.    

 There was more than one religious house in this village.  In fact, that seemed to be the reason 

for the village, for if they had been taken away, there wouldn’t have been much left.  The Capuchins 

had a house there.  That order seems very strong there and, of course, religious orders always wear 
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their habits there, so you very often see them walking along.  But the brothers were the most 

numerous of all, and wherever you went, you would see them.  Besides these, there was another 

religious house and an institute [for] poor old ladies. 

 Unfortunately, our stay there was very short.  But at a later date, we returned to that village 

and stayed there a little longer (but this time not with the brothers).  When we returned, the 50th 

Division had possession of the house and [was] using it as a hospital.  The brothers used to give 

concerts for the patients there then.  They had a band formed by the blind men of the institute.  

Army concert parties also used to come and [provide entertainment].  The second time we went 

there, most of us were able to fix ourselves up in private houses and that is what we always did when 

we were in a quiet spot. 

 After Grave, we moved on past Nijmegen to a place called Elst, and we didn’t get much peace 

there with the heavy shelling.  Strangely enough, the first private house in which I enjoyed hospitality 

in that Catholic part of Holland was a non-Catholic one.  We were only in here for we were under 

constant shell fire.  Most of the farmhouses and homes were having refugees.  Anyway, there was a 

nearby house, and we were invited there for coffee drinking.  It was a large family with some children 

and one baby in arms.  They were glad to have us there, for it cheered them up and gave them 

courage, for shells were constantly dropping nearby and our own guns were kicking up a terrific noise 

just outside the door.  The house was crowded with soldiers every night.  There was hardly room for 

us.  They liked us to sing them a song.  The Dutch are very fond of music and singing.   

One night, about a dozen distressed people came in for shelter.  They had just been shelled 

out of their house not far away.  Some of them were old women, badly shaken and crying.  We were 

going to leave to make more room for them, but they asked us to stay and cheer them up, which we 

did.  Well, we made good friends there, but left rather hurriedly one night without having time to say 

goodbye, and glad I was to get away from that place.  Too many sleepless nights there.  If it had been 

me, I think I would have packed up and got out of it.  I often thought about them afterwards and 

wondered how they came through, for the shelling went on for months after that.  In spite of all the 

shelling Nijmegen got, I was surprised at the small amount of damage that was done.  Most of the 

damage was near the bridge, for that was what they were after.  Did our drivers put their foot down 

whenever they were crossing that bridge…!   

 We left there, anyway, with a sense of relief, but it was a case of “out of the frying pan, into 

the fire,” for we became attached to some Yanks as assault engineers.  We had to get the Yanks 

across a canal near Deurne and build some bridges for them.  We were lucky not to get wiped out 

there, but we lost our platoon officer, who had his leg 

blown off by a mine.  

After this, we were attached to a Dutch regiment 

near Tilburg.  The night before Tilburg fell, we were just a 

couple of miles outside, but we were withdrawn and so 

didn’t get in to witness the scenes of joy which greeted 

the liberation.  Some of our boys were in the day after 

liberation and described to us the people singing through 

the streets, ushering them into their homes and offering 

them accommodation.  However, it was two days after 



liberation before I came through there to do a bridging job.  I shall always remember the date of the 

liberation, for it was my birthday. 

Just before Tilberg, we stayed in a shoe factory and it was worth seeing, for at the top of the 

shop there was a large crucifix, and on several pillars crucifixes and holy water stoups.  Christ in the 

workshop, and so it should be, and in many cafes in Holland (and in Belgium also) there was a large 

crucifix in a prominent place on the wall.  Of course, a café there is not a café as we understand it but 

what we would call a pub.  These and many other things, like the wayside shrines and the crowds at 

Mass on Sunday mornings, not to mention a good attendance during the week in many places, must 

have made an impression on many non-Catholics. 

 After the liberation of Tilberg, we stayed for a while on the outskirts of that town at a little 

place (whose name I can’t recall).  Once more, we were billeted with the [brothers] and again they 

welcomed us and were anxious to make us comfortable.  Once again, we were able to go to weekday 

Mass in their chapel.  They started a class for us to learn Dutch and got up a concert, having some of 

their boys singing and playing musical instruments.  The brothers also sang songs, and some of them 

had very fine voices.  Some of the songs they sang in English for our benefit.  As usual, our stay was 

very short, but during that time I had become good friends with one of the brothers.  We promised 

to write to each other.  Well, it was some time before I had the opportunity, for there was no postal 

service and we couldn’t write to Holland or Belgium for a long while.  I did write to him eventually 

but received no reply.  Another Catholic who had also become friendly with one of the brothers 

wrote, too, but he had no reply, either, so what happened, I don’t know. 

 After there, we were billeted out in the country for another 

short period before we moved back to Belgium.  We had to find 

our own billets once more in the farmhouses.  Well, when we first 

went there, we were rather crushed for room, being about eight of 

us in a loft, but they all eventually moved out to other places, so 

that at the finish there were only two of us left, another Catholic 

and myself.  I don’t think we stayed there a week and I was very 

sorry to leave, for they were very good to us and, in addition, were 

excellent Catholics.  Even in that short time, we became as 

members of the family.  Every morning, at least one of the family 

went to Mass, more often than not two, and they had to start work before going to Mass.  

Sometimes we went with them.  Every night, we joined with them in saying the family rosary.  It 

wasn’t a house in which there was what you might call a great deal of comfort, being an old 

farmhouse with stone floors and the usual big stove, for fires were a rare thing in Belgium and 

Holland.  They were very clean and particular, and off our boots had to come at night when we came 

in.  Every morning first thing, and every evening, there was our cup of milk.  We had our supper with 

them and always one or two eggs every day.  We were certainly doing well. 

 The family consisted of the father (the mother being dead), two boys and two girls at home.  

Another girl was working at the priest’s house.  They were all grown up and worked on the small 

farm.  The boy of fifteen was the youngest.  He had worked on the farm for two years ~ that is, [he 

would] until he was sixteen and then [would] go for a couple of years to the agricultural school run 

by the Catholic Farmers Guild.  The oldest lad… had, of course, been through the school and had a 



certificate for his work from the guild.  The girls also had certificates for needlework and housework 

from the Guild of St. Agnes, I think it was. 

...more next issue 

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

Catholic Youth:  The Future ~ and Present ~ of the Church 

by Celeste Bonfanti 

 As long-suffering members of my House Group know, one of my most frequent rants is how 

the Church lacks imagination and creativity in its outreach to youth.  Let me hasten to say that I do 

not think this applies to our parish.  We have a vibrant youth ministry, our altar servers are numerous 

and we frequently enjoy the talents of young readers.  But the Church Writ Large has a long way to 

go before such a visible presence of young people is the norm across the diocese and throughout the 

Western world. 

 If one walked through the doors of a typical Catholic church on Sunday morning, we would 

see a sea of predominantly gray heads.  Now, I do not in any way wish to denigrate the contributions 

of our older congregants.  I am one of them; one of those gray heads is mine!  But for the Church to 

flourish, grow and evolve ~ for the Church to remain vibrant and effective ~ we need to encourage 

and support the participation of young people.  Many evangelical traditions are far more successful 

at doing this, and we ignore the issue at our peril. 

 I am not a parent, but young people have 

always been at the centre of my life.  I was an 

auntie when I was nine years old and now treasure 

my relationships with nine nieces and nephews as 

well as twelve greats (with one on the way).  I have 

founded and run two youth theatres, have been a 

member of the HTSG confirmation preparation 

team, have taught Deaf and hard of hearing 

(D/HH) children for more than 25 years and currently run a social group for D/HH youth.  I am well 

acquainted with ~ and in total admiration of ~ the energy, empathy and largely untapped potential of 

the youth in my life.  To be frank, the Church will not long survive without it. 

 There are many reasons for the absence of young people from Sunday liturgy in many of our 

parishes.  The Church can often appear as a judgemental, finger-wagging body of rules and 

regulations rather than the “field hospital” for which Pope Francis so strongly advocates.  Not a lot to 

attract young people there.  In addition, many families attend Sunday Mass while their children are 

preparing for their sacraments, and once these are received, frequently depart for a while, 

sometimes for good.  Without the constancy of Sunday fellowship and consistent pastoral care, the 

relationship so tenderly fostered in childhood can wither on the vine.  The liturgy itself can often 

appear to be a rite by adults, for adults.  Youth liturgies such as those so beautifully in evidence in 

our parish are not the norm everywhere, and in a typical Mass a young person may all too often feel 

like a bystander rather than a participant.  The Church is often judged harshly ~ and sometimes, in 

my opinion, deservedly ~ in the media for its failings (including its inability to safeguard youth), and 



we are kidding ourselves if we don’t think that this is a factor in how the ever-important peer group 

views parish participation. 

 The source of my frustration, however, is none of these factors.  They are “givens” with which 

we can and must grapple.  The tragic irony, in my opinion, is the fact that the person of Jesus Christ 

and the central mission of the Church is more than enough to attract and maintain active youth 

participation without any difficulty at all, if only we remember to keep them central to our Church 

identity and not get lost in the weeds.  

 In Jesus, young people can find a role model with all the attributes so dear to their hearts:  

compassion, tolerance, acceptance, courage, righteous anger, care for the marginalised, a rejection 

of misguided authority and hypocrisy and, most important, radical love.  Jesus was, without the 

shadow of a doubt, a radical with a legendary, magnetic personality who drew a wide range of 

people to Himself in life and, later, in resurrection and mission.  He turned the status quo on its head 

more than 2,000 years ago and the world still doesn’t know what to make of His followers, who are 

called to be God’s hands and feet and voice in this world and to carry love to all.   

The early Church recognised itself as a secret band of priests, prophets and kings, bound and 

determined to seek and find the lost, to show God’s limitless love to all 

in practical ways ~ in short, to carry out the mission of the greatest 

Superhero the world has ever known.  Jesus did not come to found a 

church.  He came to teach us how much the Father loves us, to teach 

us how to love and to live for others, and then He passed the torch.  All 

this with the promise of eternal life!   

This message sells itself!  It should be trumpeted from the rooftops and passed on to our 

young people with justifiable pride, like the precious heirloom it is.  These sacraments, this Sunday 

participation, these ministries are part of our training to carry out the mission of Jesus the Radical 

Lover of All.  If a young person receives and embraces this message, it would be impossible to 

imagine them losing interest, drifting away and marginalising the influence of the Church in their 

lives.  

What can we do to support the young people we love and need so much and to ensure that 

they find a permanent home in the Church? 

• Of course, Step One is to assure them how much they are loved, appreciated and 

desperately needed!  A family is incomplete without its children and youth.  Attend 

their events, engage with them individually, celebrate their milestones as a source of 

joy for the whole parish. 

• Approach and invite them to join in active ministry.  There are so many opportunities 

parish-wide, and every one can benefit from youth involvement.  Again, I think some 

ministries in our parish bear out the fact that this is being done… but there is always 

room for improvement. 

• Solicit their input.  They have a unique perspective.  What kind of issues present 

challenges for them?  Is there something we can do to address them?  Where do they 

see unmet needs?  What can we do to help meet them?  How do they think we can 

increase youth involvement and what can we do to achieve this? 

• Pray for them as if our lives depended on it ~ the viability of our Church DOES. 



The Church does not exist for itself.  It exists for the world.  If it is perceived by our youth as a 

scold and a judge, or as a club for and by its adult members, we will continue to lose them.  There is 

no better example of love than a Church which embraces and supports all its members, including its 

youngest, in becoming emissaries of Christ’s radical love and mission to all.  We cannot afford to 

leave untapped the wellspring of energy, creativity and talents of our young people. 

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

Merton Corner 

This is what it means to seek God perfectly: 
To withdraw 

From illusion and pleasure, 
From worldly anxieties and desires, 

From the works that God does not want, 
From a glory that is only human display; 

To keep my mind free from confusion  
in order that my liberty may be always at the disposal of His will; 
To entertain silence in my heart and listen for the voice of God. 

And then to wait in peace and emptiness and oblivion of all things. 
 

Thomas Merton in New Seeds of Contemplation 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

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

And a Final Word 
 

"The day will come when, after harnessing the ether, the winds, the tides, gravitation,  
we shall harness for God the energies of love.   

And, on that day,  
for the second time in the history of the world,  

man will have discovered fire.“ 
 

Pierre Teilhard de Chardin  
 

   


