
The Messenger in Lockdown, June 2020 
 

We hope that you will find some interesting snippets in this rather unusual issue 
of The Messenger. Some of you will be reading it online, some of you may have 
printed it out and some of you will have received a printed version in the post. 
Distribution in any other way could put our distributors at risk and also prevent 
all those who normally collect their copy in church from accessing it. 
 

We all hope that everyone is keeping safe and well, not putting themselves at 
risk but keeping in touch with friends and family in new ways!. Please 
remember that we are here for you, and if we haven’t managed to email or 
phone you or drop you a line very often, you are in our thoughts and prayers. 
Do please contact us, even if you just want a chat. 
 

In this issue you will be able to read Robert’s thoughts on lockdown, Melvyn’s 
adventures in trying to get home from Australia and the first 3 instalments from 
Rosemary’s reflective Assisi journal, which she wrote when we were there on 
our pilgrimage last October. 
There will also be news about members of our church family – some sad and 
some joyful. 
 

I hope you have been able to watch the live-streamed services posted on 
Facebook and Youtube by Paul, and Margaret’s weekly reflections. I, too, 
posted a sermon for Ascension Day and I can’t tell you the agonies I went 
through trying to record it with the light in the right place, without the phone 
ringing in the middle of it and the pings telling me I had emails and messages 
coming through. I finally had a recording, and then came the trials of trying to 
post it in the right place so it could be viewed by anyone kind enough to look!! 
After many attempts and instructions in words of one syllable from Paul, it was 
posted in the right place before Ascension Day. At one point, I was wondering 
if I’d even manage it in time for Christmas! 
 

One thing I discovered in my wanderings around the web, which I will share 
with anyone else who, like me, is a fan of author Catherine Fox, and has been 
wondering when we might see her next novel. It’s available in instalments on 
her blog, which you can find by searching for her on Google. Sitting in the sun, 
laughing aloud at the antics of the clergy and others in Lindchester is a real 
tonic. Beware – the language is sometimes a bit risqué, and don’t do what I did 
and start in the middle – the first instalment is Wolf Moon 1. 
 
So sit back and enjoy this June edition of a very different Messenger. 

 
 



ISOLATION OR OPPORTUNITY!?! 
 

I guess that everyone probably reacts differently to the circumstances that we 
find ourselves in.  When I was asked to write something about ‘what it’s been 
like for you in lockdown’, I was slightly reticent because it has to be a personal 
reflection which may or may not relate to anyone else. 
Living as we do in Offord D’Arcy we have perhaps had slightly more ‘freedom’ 
than had we been in the town.  We can walk, as we do most days, without really 
meeting anyone else and, when we do, it is easy to cross the road or move out 
to keep our distance.  However, it has the downside that we never see any of 
our friends from Church or the other groups that we are part of in St Neots.  I 
have known for a long time that it is possible to feel lonely in a crowd!  And I 
have to admit that although Elizabeth and I enjoy each other’s company, I have 
certainly experienced a sense of loneliness or loss from isolation.  It is hard to 
explain, but I had to come into St Neots one day to get a part for a badly leaking 
tap.  I can’t really explain my feelings of delight and joy at actually seeing two 
members of the congregation as I drove through!  I know it sounds daft, but it 
really lifted my spirits and made my day! 
On the positive side, I guess that the overwhelming experience is one of having 
time.  Of being able to do things without the normal pressures of trying to fit 
them into a busy schedule.  I have managed to undertake a number of chores 
which I have been putting off for a long time.  There are still plenty to go but it 
is a start! 
I’ve always been one of those people who has more to do than the time to do 
it, if you know what I mean.  During 32 years of parish ministry, there was 
always something else that needed doing!  Retirement, though it has slowed 
me down a bit, hasn’t really been that different.  What I am learning is how to 
be comfortable doing nothing!  But crucially not to feel guilty about it!!  It is a 
radical concept in a frantic and ever changing world.  If the pandemic has taught 
us anything, then I hope that we will have learnt that there is more to life, that 
relationships really matter, and that our physical and mental health are of 
paramount importance. 
For me, the key has been finding a routine, however simple, which I guess could 
be described as a sort of rule of life.  Monastic institutions realised this centuries 
ago with a regular cycle of worship, work and relaxation.  For me, my day begins 
with the office of Morning Prayer and I then try to be active during the morning.  
I like to sit down after lunch and relax before another burst of energy and 
activity in the late afternoon.  The evening usually includes our walk and 
watching a programme if there’s one to watch!  It’s a pattern that works for 
me. 



I remember, even in my days as a curate, being struck by how often there was 
something in the daily offices, usually the Psalms, which chimed with something 
that had happened during the day or a particular incident I was concerned 
about.  The Common Worship Psalter offers not only a modern translation of 
the Psalms but a reflective prayer after each one.  Some of the prayers are 
better than others but in the last couple of weeks three of these have caught 
my attention.   
 

The first follows Psalm 57: 
Tender God, 

gentle protector in time of trouble, 
pierce the gloom of despair 

and give us, with all your people, 
the song of freedom and the shout of praise; 

in Jesus Christ our Lord.   Amen. 
 

After Psalm 136: 
Remember us, O God, and shape our history, 

form our inward eyes 
to see the shadow of the life-giving cross 

in the turbulence of our time; 
for his sake who died for all, 

Christ our Lord.   Amen. 
 

And after Psalm 139: 
Creator God, 

may every breath we take be for your glory, 
may every footstep show you as our way, 

that, trusting in your presence in this world, 
we may, beyond this life, still be with you 

where you are alive and reign 
for ever and ever.   Amen. 

Do keep well, be safe and stay sane!  God bless!     Robert 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Locked down in Australia 
 

I set off on a planned visit to my two families in Sydney shortly before “normal 
life” came to an end.  I travelled with my son Dominic when he returned home 
on 8th March after a business trip to the UK - it was a delight to have him 
worship with us here the day we flew.  He lives with his Sydney-born wife and 
five children in a suburb of the city.  In another suburb lives my younger 
daughter Rosamond with her English-born husband - they have a boy and a girl. 
 
Staying with each family in turn on each visit, there is the joy of sharing in their 
lives and being taken out and about to some pleasant locations that Sydney 
affords, amidst a landscape abundant in eucalyptus trees - of which my 
daughter-in-law told me there are so many varieties.  (As a farewell gift she’s 
given Ann and me a china mug each illustrated with a different eucalyptus in 
flower). 
 
Then came lockdown!  Australia took measures shortly after the UK - also 
closing borders.  Measures similar to here proved effective in a country larger 
that Europe plus the UK, and where the total population is only 24 million.  At 
lockdown, many travellers were indeed stranded and needed to get home; we 
felt I was safer remaining there for the time being. 
 
I saw a helpful interview (on TV or tablet) with Terry Waite, Archbishop Runcie’s 
peace envoy who was kidnapped and held in solitary confinement in the Middle 
East for over 700 days a generation ago.  He gave some good advice to structure 
life in lockdown: make time for reflection/prayer; keep one’s self-respect - he 
said don’t stay in your pyjamas all day; he’d pressed his trousers under his 
mattress each night though he was in darkness and wouldn’t be seeing anyone! 
- keep a positive mind &c.  No doubt you have such a pattern as I did, speaking 
also to Ann twice a day on Skype.  I gave a hand, too, with housework.  On 
Sundays my family streamed Mass from their local church.  
 
It was an experience to be there as they adjusted to working from home and 
home-educating, when schools closed.  My teenage grandchildren worked in 
their rooms on course work relayed from school.  They were also keen for 
Grandpa to taste what they’d ventured to cook in the kitchen!  The youngsters 
were good company on walks in woodland nearby: a chance to bond and learn 
ans much as exercise.  I also did some reading with the little grandchildren and 
talked to them about the meaning Holy Week and Easter.  A little 6 year old, 



aware of the corona virus, one day asked me “Grandpa, were you about when 
the Black Death was around?”I shared in the ANZAC commemoration on 25 
April: my 17 year old grandson usually plays in his school band at the 
ceremonies locally and in the city.  No parades this year; instead, at 6am folk 
stood to attention at their front gates listening on radio to tributes and the 
Australian Anthem. 
My return flights having been cancelled, as the uncertainty of when I might get 
home increased, I realised and felt the loss of autonomy and the freedom to 
make my own decisions.  Then Dominic saw online a one-off government 
facilitated flight on 3rd May from Melbourne, taking on fuel at Perth and flying 
direct to London.  He drove me the day-long journey from Sydney through some 
spectacular countryside. An almost empty Melbourne Airport was quite 
ghostly!  Re-assuring precautions: temperature checks before boarding; 
alternate seats not occupied; the use of hand gel and masks - you can’t easily 
converse seeing only a pair of eyes!  Ann, bless her, drove through the night to 
meet my early arrival at Heathrow.  It has indeed been lovely to see my families 
but so good to be back - as the old song goes: There’s No Place Like Home. 
 

 
 

Keep safe and keep well, Fr Melvyn 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

A Pilgrimage to Assisi – following the life of St Francis 
 

It was 5.30am on Monday 14th October 2019 when we left St Neots by taxi, 
which had been arranged to take most of us from St Neots to Stansted Airport 
to catch our flight to Assisi, Italy. This trip had been suggested by Father Paul 
(Andrews), after he had visited Assisi on a retreat a few years earlier.  It was 
here that he met another Minister at the guest house, Revd. Rosemary 
Maskell who lives in Norfolk.  She loves the place so much that she now leads 
pilgrimages of up to 12 people once a year and she offered this particular 
week to Paul and our Church at St. Mary’s St Neots for 2019.  My friend 
Joanne and I said that we would both be interested, and others soon came on 
board, Robert and Elizabeth, Ann, Jenny, Catherina, Paul and Judith, and Lyn 
and David.  In total there were 11 people plus our Guide Rosemary.   However 
the day before we left Lyn and David went down with a terrible flu virus and 
had to stand down so there were only 9 of us that caught the plane at 
Stanstead Airport at 7.30am on a rainy October morning. 
 
We arrived at Perugia Airport at 11.30am in glorious sunshine and 19 degree 
heat.  As Rosemary travelled with us, she had arranged taxis to pick us up at 
the airport and take us to our destination of “St Anthony’s Guest House”, 
which is run by Franciscan Nuns, and is situated in Assisi, in the heart of the 
Old City.  On arrival into the city, we passed through one of the large gates 
and massive walls surrounding it, I was reminded so much of Jerusalem, which 
also has several gates and sturdy walls built around it and stands high on a 
hill. 
 
Our taxi drew up at the entrance way to the Guest House where there were 
tall gates with an intercom to gain entry, so nice and secure, and it looked like 
it was on several different levels.  We made our way with the help of the taxi 
drivers to the main entrance and were warmly welcomed by the nuns.   Once 
we were all assembled and we were allocated our rooms we walked down to 
the Main Piazza, where we decided to take our luncheon at a restaurant on 
the Fonte di Piazza del Comune.  Here there is a small roundabout where cars 
go around a water fountain, like something out of the  ”Italian Job”, as it is on 
an incline. We sat down together in the sunshine, and chose our food and 
refreshment, it was so good just to catch up and share our thoughts for the 
coming week and simply to just “be” and enjoy the atmosphere.  It was so 
calming and relaxing, there were monks walking around in their brown habits, 
some giving talks/guided tours; many tourists walking through the little side 



streets, and also, enjoying, like us, a leisurely lunch or snack in the warm 
afternoon sunshine.  As I sat there, my heart simply leapt within me, at the 
utter peacefulness and serenity, which, like a blanket, enveloped me.  All the 
stress, that I may have had, seemed to dissipate. 
 
There was a gentle hum of traffic trying to navigate the narrow streets, and 
people ambling along in the sunshine, and I believe that I can say with 
certainty, that we all relaxed our shoulders, and simply enjoyed it all, while 
waiting for our waiter to bring the refreshments.  In fact we could have sat 
there longer than we did, but after two hours, Rosemary gave us all a short 
tour of the vicinity, so that we could familiarise ourselves with the local area; 
which is full of churches, shops and museums, connected by a maze of steps, 
slopes and streets up and down the hill, a really magical place.   Later we all 
split up and did a bit of wandering on our own. 
 
Jo and I went to see the ‘Basilica di Santa Chiara,’ (the Church of St. Clare) 
where the original cross, of ‘San Damiano’ is kept safe.   It was quiet and dark 
in the Basilica and it took a little while for our eyes to adjust.  In a side chapel 
you could see the original crucifix from San Damiano (St Damian); which spoke 
to Francis when he visited the church there, it was hanging above the chancel 
area.  The cross is about 5/6 feet tall.  It is beautiful and depicts many of the 
gospel stories on the front including the cockerel that heralded Peter’s denial.    
It is also the place where St Clare, a follower of St Francis was entombed in 
the undercroft of the Church, and the clothes that both Clare and Francis are 
purported to have worn, are displayed behind huge sheets of glass here.  
There were many people taking in the ambience of this sacred space. 
 
Back at the guest House we relaxed with a drink in the garden before meeting 
up with everyone on the pilgrimage for a wonderful meal at one of 
Rosemary’s favourite restaurants nearby.  Then after Compline, 9 weary 
pilgrims made their way to bed, safe in the arms of Jesus in this remarkable 
city of serenity. 
Prayer – taken from Peace of Heart with St Francis 
May the Lord bless us and keep us.  May the poor have a right to expect of us 
your compassion? 
Let me reach out to them as you daily reach out to me, And now as the day 
ends and sleep approaches 
Open my heart to those in need.    Amen       

         



 Pilgrimage to Assisi - Tuesday 15th October 2019 
 
Assisi lies in the Umbrian region of Italy and extends itself over the Western 
slopes of Mount Subasio in a beautiful drape, it’s pretty red and pink bricks 
can be seen throughout the Spoletine Valley.   It has been a dominant trading 
point since the Roman period, and objects belonging to the Iron Age have 
come to light in several places in the area. 
This is a Passage of scripture from Peace of Heart with St Francis, my daily 
reading for this week, and today 2 Thess. 3:16 
“May the Lord of Peace himself always give you peace, no matter what 
happens; The Lord be with you all.” 
 
On our first morning in Assisi, I awoke to the singing of the birds and the 
sunshine streaming in.  It was a “New Day” one full of surprises ahead of us.  
Breakfast was at 7.30am in a long room, reached by a lift, which had access 
also to a courtyard garden where there was a beautiful statue of St Clare.  This 
garden overlooked the Basilica de Chiara where we had been yesterday, but 
access to it from here is down many steep steps and streets, fine going down, 
but much harder coming up. 
We had a very European breakfast of cereal, cheese, fruit, rolls and jam, 
before meeting in the Chapel to share Communion; then leaving St Anthony’s 
by taxi to go to the church of St Damiano (St Damian).  This is where the 
original cross we saw yesterday, in the Basilica de Chiara was, when Francis 
first had his amazing revelation in 1205, and was told to “restore my house 
that is falling into ruins” 
Francis sold all his belongings defied his father’s anger and bought all that was 
necessary to rebuild the Church. 
 

 
 



Today San Damiano can be reached via a long winding road up the mountain 
to a flattened area to park the car, then another short path up to the square 
where the entrance to the Church lies. 
As we walked along this pathway, I became aware of how genuinely peaceful 
and quiet, and high up we were.  On looking to my right I saw a beautiful 
statue of St Damian kneeling in prayer looking out across and over the fields 
towards a mountain range.  It helps to direct my thoughts as I enter into this 
place, which is still a working monastery, and we met many Friars going about 
their business. 
At the beginning of his conversion young Francis would frequently pause here 
on his journeys, gazing at the Crucifix which hung on the wall of the crumbling 
construction.  Also, during times of resting here, Francis composed the 
‘Canticle of Creatures’, a Poem of Spirituality.  This little Church of St Damian 
is very dark, narrow, its walls blackened by candle smoke, but somehow there 
is a deep spiritual presence hovering in the air.  A copy of the Crucifix which 
spoke to Francis hangs high in the nave; and halfway along the chancel you 
can see a cavity, where the money he took to the old priest to pay for the 
church, was placed. 
 

 
 

In 1211 San Damiano became the home of St Clare, a follower of St Francis, 
and she lived here until she died in 1253.  Clare was inspired by Francis and 
left her family and home to seek him out and to follow him, Francis instructed 
her for her new life of simplicity, and she went on to found the order of the 
Poor Clare’s.  She and her followers lived here spending their time in prayer, 
work and helping the poor. 
 



Here  she performed several ‘miracles’:  the multiplication of loaves of bread, 
and oil, with the sign of the cross on the bread;  the Saracens’ expulsion, some 
extraordinary healings, and finally, the vision of a service in the Basilica de 
Francesco which she was unable to attend.   Further into the monastery we 
went through rooms where Clare lived throughout her life, going up a 
staircase where she grew flowers, that opened up to a sunny hillside, into the 
Oratory with frescoes painted on the walls, and then into the dormitory 
where St Clare died as she lay on a mat of straw, now, beautifully laid out with 
fresh flowers. 
On our way out we came to the courtyard, off which was the refectory where 
everyone ate together.  The wooden benches and tables, which are over 800 
years old, shining from hands that have touched the surfaces over the years, 
once a golden brown, now, dark and glossy. When you were able to stand a 
moment alone in the quiet, you could really feel the Lord’s presence, where 
monks/friars have lived their lives through prayer in his service. 
 
St Francis was asked to ’rebuild the church which was falling into ruin’.  He 
took the words literally and did indeed rebuild the church of San Damiano.  
He later realised, however, that perhaps his call was actually to rebuild the 
Church – build up the Christian faith, in other words – to do God’s work of 
mission in the world.  Francis began with renewed energy and zeal to 
proclaim the good news of Jesus Christ; and by so doing, he inspired many 
others to join him as followers of Christ when he formed the Order of 
Franciscans.  (Taken from Rosemary Maskell’s book, Stepping off the 

roundabout’ 
 
Both Francis and his followers lived lives of absolute simplicity, they ate when 
given food, owned nothing and slept in caves at the Hermitage, all the while 
giving thanks to God for his many blessings. 

 
 
After a short walk in the countryside we made our way back to the car park 
where our taxis were waiting to take us to visit another church, which 
celebrates the place where Francis used to meet with the brothers, and where 
the Franciscan Community was founded, in the Church of Santa Maria de 
Rivotorto, it dates back to the 19th century. Built on the ruins of a 16c temple, 
and beneath all of this was the site of the Sacro Turgurio – ‘The Holy Hovel’, 
which remains within the church building.  It was here that Francis dictated 
his first Rule of the Order of the Franciscans.  



 

 
The first official friars lived here for three years (1208-1211), they then moved 
to the tiny church of Porziuncola, which then, was set in the middle of a wood. 
(Now, it is inside the Santa Maria degli Angeli, lower down in the New City).  
Unfortunately, the Holy Hovel has been much improved and rebuilt, gone is 
the roof which was made of branches in the 13th century.  However it does 
give us a sense of travelling on a journey with Francis and his followers, 
knowing that although he came from a well to do family, he became the 
poorest of the poor, and only ate, if he and the followers were given food.  
There was something very humbling about knowing how and where Francis 
began his God given ministry. 

 
 

The views of Assisi, seen from the Church are beautiful, sitting high up on the 
slope of Mount Subasio, showing so many church buildings on the skyline, 
especially the Basilica de Francesco, and the Rocca Maggiore.  There are 
several wonderful sculptures on this site, one of St Francis feeding birds, 
surrounded by young children, and Francis washing a leper.  Also on the front 
of the Church is a huge fresco of Elijah which shines in gold and red fire, 
standing in a chariot, going up to heaven.   
 
A very interesting morning and these two visits complete our itinerary for 
today, leaving us free to enjoy the locality for ourselves, and purchase some 
food and wine for our meal later this evening.  
As the sky grew darker with rain clouds, during the afternoon, we set off to 
browse around the shops, loving the atmosphere, the tourists, the steps up 
and down connecting the streets, getting our bearings, finding wonderful 



olive wood figures and pottery, glass and beautiful linen work, before heading 
back to the Guest House to chill out before our evening meal, Compline and 
bed. 
Before I came to Assisi, I knew hardly anything about St Francis and even less 
about St Clare.  But even being here for 1 day, I feel God’s presence here, and 
his Peace, the Peace that only God can give.  I am so grateful to everyone who 
has helped and supported my journey here. 
End of Day Prayer – taken from Peace of Heart a book of meditations – Francis 
of Assisi 
 
Our Father who art in heaven, you are everywhere on earth.  Your kingdom 
has no walls.  Your presence, no boundaries.  You are always with me, even 
when I am least aware of you 
Amen 

Wednesday 16th October 2019 

Today our itinerary takes us to the (Eremo delle Carceri), The Hermitage, and 
then to Rocca Maggiore.  So after breakfast and Eucharist at 9.00am we 
boarded our taxis and headed up the steep sides of the mountain, meeting 
many other Pilgrims walking in both directions along this very steep incline on 
our way to the Hermitage, high up on Mount Subasio, which is 1290 meters 
high, and Assisi nestles snuggly  on its foot. 

 
This is a Passage of scripture from Peace of Heart with St Francis. My daily 
reading for today is from James 2: 8  “To truly fulfill the law according to the 
scripture, you must love your neighbour as yourself” 
 

 
 

It was here to the Hermitage, that Francis and the brothers often walked; it 
stands 790 meters above sea level.  A very solitary spot that attracted Francis 
as he and his followers came frequently to meditate, to be alone, and to pray, 
high up in the caves that are cut out of rocks in the wooded hillside, from 



1206 - 1211.  The Monastery is a complex of buildings nestled over the ravine 
(Fosso delle Carceri) and we followed a narrow pathway down towards the 
edge of the ravine, through a small cloister where there are two wells, a 
refectory, and a chapel with a 15 century choir.   I really liked the simplicity of 
the Hermitage, as it was just as it would have been in Francis’ time; long 
wooden tables and benches, no comfort at all, but humble, simple and down 
to earth, as I had imagined Francis would have preferred. 
 
We then followed a path which leads to the wood, here there are Holm Oak 
trees and as Ann and I walked together along the pathway you could see 
sacred spaces set apart for worship on different levels of the mountain 
connected by steep steps. Some were being used for worship at the time, as 
we came upon an American group in the middle of a Communion service, and 
on seeing us; they invited us to join them, which we did.  Shortly after this we 
met up with Catherina, Joanne and Jenny, looking for the caves where the 
brothers slept, but Ann and I walked further on and found a beautiful altar 
with a Tau Cross on the front surrounded by wooden benches for people to sit 
on.  We took a moment to sit down for a time of reflection, listening to the 
birds singing their praise to the Lord.  It was a very restful space where we 
could easily understand how Francis felt ‘at one’ with God.  The Tau Cross is 
similar to the normal Christian cross; it is the final letter of the Hebrew 
Alphabet    . 

 
 
This site really speaks to me of Francis and his love of simplicity, and of being 
alone with the Lord Jesus, while reading God’s word.   It was here that I felt 
the Lords presence with me, and I asked for guidance for my life, which has 
changed so much in one year – losing my dear husband Godfrey, breaking my 
wrist, being hospitalised after surgery and with sepsis. It was a dark time, but I 
know that the Lord was with me every step of the way.   I felt that the 
Hermitage was a very special place; the prayers that have been offered 
through the years seemed to give one a sense of Love, Peace and belonging. 
 



I would love to come back and visit in a few years time, but for now the Taxis 
are once again waiting to take us all to Rocca Maggiore.   Here, there have 
been fortifications above Assisi even in pre Roman times, it’s location above 
the town has been a natural defensive position since 1174 under the care of 
Conrad of Urslingen.  He had been baptized in Assisi’s cathedral in the year 
1197, not too long after St Francis and St Clare were baptized from the same 
font.  Today, Rocca Maggiore has been restored and its impressive rooms can 
be visited by tourists like us.  However the modern function of the castle is 
still undecided and so until Assisi can decide what to do with the Rocca 
Maggiore; it is used as an art and exhibit location.  
It is a very impressive building, and the views from here over Assisi, across the 
plain and beyond to the Apennine Mountain range which runs down the spine 
of Italy, were spectacular, and while some of the pilgrims went in to look 
around, Jo and I walked down the mountains steep steps, streets and lanes to 
find more churches, shops and museums.   
 
We ended up at the Cathedral di San Rufino, here it was light and bright and 
had a simplicity about it, it dates from the 12 century and is made from local 
Mount Subasio stone.  You will find in here the ancient baptismal font which 
was originally part of the church of Santa Maria Maggiore, and transferred 
here at some stage, and I believe is still used for Baptisms today.   In the Crypt 
there are several 12 century frescos and a 3rd century sarcophagus .This 
building is also considered to be one of the most important Romanesque 
religious buildings in Umbria. 
 

 
We were getting hungry by now so made our way back to the Piazza del 
Commune for lunch in the Main Square where we met Ann and Rosemary 
having their lunch also, so we all sat in the sunshine enjoying the atmosphere 
once more drinking in the peace, and although it was busy, it was tranquil too.  
I have never known a place like it, I could sit here for hours, but there are 
other people wanting lunch! 



 
Before going back to the St Anthony’s, Jo and I visited a fantastic museum, a 
Roman road system right under the square that we had been sitting on.  Here 
is the original Roman precinct, totally underground which showed steps up to 
buildings above ground and a huge square with shops around the edge.  We 
actually walked around this square that has been built over and makes the 
Town Square that we see today above ground.  But underneath, you walk 
back in time; huge columns supporting the structure above are relics of the 
Roman buildings that are still standing today.  To see 1st century Roman 
history like this is fantastic.   I shall enjoy my meal tonight; it has been an 
amazing day. 
 
End of day prayer from Peace of Heart, a book of meditations– Francis of 
Assisi 
Our Father who art in heaven, the proof of our love for you is always the 
same: that we love one another as you have loved us, that we love each other 
as we love ourselves, that along the way of our spiritual journey we are 
generous in helping others, and humble enough to accept their help.   
Amen 
 
Next instalments coming soon! 
 
ACTS 435 

Acts 435 is the charity that enables people to assist with small charitable 

requests of all kinds – for example, to get a cooker for a family, or towards 

school uniform. It isn’t a request for an item, but for a money donation towards 

the cost of the item(s) needed. You don’t have to donate the full amount 

requested, just as much or as little as you are able. At present, there are 

requests in the Eastern England area for help that are specific to St Neots (as 

well as some in Cambridge). If you feel you can help, the page with details is 

here:     https://acts435.org.uk/give/all-cats/east/ 

Carol Way is the local link for this charity. 

 
 
 
 
 

    

https://acts435.org.uk/give/all-cats/east/


Church Family News 

Time for celebration as we congratulate Roger on 40 years of ordained 

priesthood at Petertide, June 29th 1980 – and surely this year is one of the 

strangest he has experienced.  Love and congratulations, Roger, from all your 

church family. 

Congratulations, too, to Clifford Brooks, who had to celebrate his 100th 

birthday without a party, as the lockdown had started. Cliff is a resident, with 

his wife, Connie, at the Old Vicarage Care Home and really enjoys doing the 

Bible reading at our monthly services there. 

There are no Baptisms or weddings to highlight at the moment, as none have 

been able to happen and those planned have had to be postponed. Please 

remember in your prayers the families and couples whose plans have been so 

disrupted and have had to be put on hold to a date that is still to become clear. 

Sadly, there has been news of loved ones passing away, not just because of the 

virus, but for other health problems, too.  As the lockdown started and has 

continued, we have said goodbye: 

to Pam Thomas’s husband, John; to Alan Ashton, who had almost reached his 

97th birthday. It was moving to see so many of his church friends lining Kings 

Lane as he left on his final journey; to Gerry Saunders, husband of Sheila, who 

had cared for him through his dementia for the last 8 years; to Win Jamieson, 

wife of 70 years to Bob. They had just celebrated this very special wedding 

anniversary with greetings from the Queen; to Revd Richard Bunyan, who 

devoted his ministry to prison chaplaincy; to Maddi Walters’ mum, Joyce 

Potter; to Geoff Browne’s mum, Elizabeth who had reached her 100th birthday; 

to Angie White, whose husband Roy, was able to visit her in hospital despite 

restrictions, as her life slipped away. 

We remember in our prayers all these loved ones and their families, and all who 

have lost friends and family in these difficult times. We pray, too, for those in 

the NHS and care sector as they risk their lives to care for the sick and the dying. 

 


