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Hello Readers of the Chronicles – Occasional, Casual or Avid, even ‘types’ of 
the Delete-Key ! 

Pre-Script: Slide over spelling mistakes and irregular grammar; you get what I 
write otherwise I’ll never send it. 

I have not given–up writing and reporting; partly the deterrent is the 
circumstances that I inherited here: 2 daily church diaries to be kept up-to-
date, then there are so many anecdotal events of a day-to-day occurrence 
meanwhile so much more aware of than ever before and perhaps more 
importantly after nearly 2 years on St Helena and among its Saints I am far 
more attuned to the real social issues beyond the touristic features and 
attractions. Even this long Pauline sentence gives an indication of this fact. 
Life here has become far more involved and responsive. All that said…. 

Friday 28th June we celebrated our parish church’s patronal feast; 
circumstances didn’t allow it to be transferred to Sunday. There was a 
pleasing presence of people including all the Anglican clergy, the bishop and 
their wives. As is our custom now we concluded after Holy Mass with 
refreshments and steady glasses of Prosecco of which I know several Italian 
families in Constantia parish would approve. 

One of the truisms I recently had forgotten and overlooked is to casually and 
curiously attended a general meeting, in this case our local yacht club’s 
AGM…I ended-up being declared The Secretary, though since then with 
initiatives that are already bearing progress including a lease on the building 
the Club has to date used pro deo courtesy of the St Helena government – 
which is not a good idea. On a personal note I have been invited to join the 
crew of the yacht Cape Diem that took part in Cape-2-St Helena 2019/2020 
race, This means sailing firstly to Tristan de Cunha island (battered by storms 
just over a week ago) and then to Cape Town and from there then finally 
taking part in the race. This would be a round voyage of over a month and 
thousands of nautical miles aboard. Quite obviously I must of need to re-visit 
and re-think this invitation in the coming 15 months as I would be 79 years 
old and my experience under sail minimal. Aboard this small yacht there’s no 
room for a passenger and the last thing I would want is to ‘drag the anchor’ or 
be an albatross fouling the rigging. The Carpe Diem is barely 24 feet in length 
and I would be accompanying the whole Hearn family of the parents and their 
4 children including a 15-month year old baby. Almost probative but the 
Family want me aboard and of course I would have to solicit the permission 
of the superiors of my Community of Schoenstatt Fathers and Apostolic 
Superior. 



I am not a free-lance that can just sail off into blue. 

For those of you who know from sailing and even voyages on the faithful 
RMS St Helena the passage from here directly to Cape Town is often rough 
hence the reason to sail firstly to Tristan and then to Cape Town. If I do go it 
will however be an opportunity, weather and sea conditions permitting, to go 
ashore to visit the many Catholics there and celebrate Holy Mass. 

Could one of you when next in Boots in the UK or Clicks in SA price the 
following item, and report back to me for me to make a comparison of the 
price charged here in shops on St Helena. 

A package of 4 Gillette Fusion Proglide blades. Thank you. I want to 
compare with the price here and see what the profit margin is. 

Life has sometimes-such strange turns. Friday I was walking down Market 
Street to go and buy the monthly supply of flea and worm tablets for the cats 
from the mobile vat’s clinic. An ambulance rushed by. I took little notice, put 
my head in the door of the local Standard bar and every one there burst out 
laughing. I had just arrived as an elderly made was being cared for by the 
ambulance personnel. Even the potential patient laughed. He had been sick 
and so the ambulance was called for and attending to him in from of the 
counter. The spontaneous mirth was as though prompted by the Holy Spirit I 
arrived to perform the Last Rites. I got a free G&T. 

I mentioned CATS. Besides my ever faithful ‘Wit-poodjie’, I have a 
boarder…the famous literary ‘Rebel’ and ‘Black Nelson’, old feral who 
appears from out the hibiscus bush twice a day for breakfast and supper.. He 
only has one eye, (the other one is bright blue from either loss or a cataract), 
is arthritic with battle-serrated ears. The two house cats crouch /hurk nearby 
and watch on nonchalantly. Fortunately the two house cats get on and twice 
a day spend time alternatively chasing each other but never fighting. 

We have a new British UK appointed governor since early May. I wrote of our 
clergy dinner with him and his wife previously and eating with cutlery and off 
crockery embossed with the Queen Elizabeth II’s insignia. How this for Fine 
Dinning? 

The governor recently under took to visit the second Island of his jurisdiction 
besides Tristan: Ascension – it is about 800 n. miles from here. To get there 
he had to fly Joburg, then London. Florida, USA, hire a car and drive to 
Andrew’s USAAF base in Maryland state and finally fly with an American 
military aircraft to the Island; coming back was only 2 hours aboard the 
monthly flight from there with SAAirlink. September using the once a year 
voyage of the SA Agulhas from Cape Town he will visit the third of his 
Islands, Tristan da Cunha. On board will also be our Apostolic Superior, 
Abbot Hugh Allan appointed by the Vatican of all the South Atlantic islands, 



including the Falklands / las Malvinas. These are modern Marco Polo 
journeys and odysseys. 

I think I did write that we now have our fully electric car on the Island and 
already it is proving itself very economic and cheap to run…the SHG is 
seriously looking at this type of transport as we intend to be totally self-
sustainable from fossil fuels within less than 10 years. The wind farm is to be 
further expanded and commercial solar panels for the grid are to be 
increased very shortly. 

Meanwhile our commercial fishing industry is a continual disaster, lurching 
from one side to another and a constant money drain. The governor wants to 
close it down, several Island grey hidden eminences are determined to keep 
it going even though it is going No where. No overseas company wants to 
take it over… one has to start believing there is a hidden agenda. The Mantis 
hotel is another bottomless pit with this week one guest, next week none and 
after 15 months tourism going nowhere according to the latest official stats. 

Once again we are in the grip of a drought and consequently a serious 
domestic water shortage (ref. 2017); naturally with the consequences of a 
strict hosepipe ban and for the church a back garden lawn of Kikuyu grass 
that appears dead. And exactly at this time. Tuesday of this week, I took 
delivery of the very long awaited ordered (5 months) Flymo grass cutter – 
consequently now still boxed. I think this is the classic example of Murphy’s 
Law. If you are addicted to Amazon’s / Takealot’s hypo-efficiency, our Island 
is the place for a cure. Even DHL which proclaims the World is it’s Oyster has 
it limitations: at least 10 days from the UK to here. But then we have no sky 
pollution and out(s)pace even Sunderland in the Karoo and Jodrell Bank near 
Manchester for sky gazing. 

Another of ‘his’ Laws: I cover the lounge suit with dust covers to keep them 
clean of the cats fur but hey NO! they want to play under them! 

Many of you know of my keen interest in international flags. Currently I am 
working on the final draft of a short article with coloured examples of national 
and other flags that have flown over St Helena since 1502 – I am excluding 
shipping, the operative word is ‘over’. The Island has seen at least 6 
developments of the present British Union Jack, beginning with combined St 
George red Cross and the House flag of the English Honourable United East 
India Company. And being ‘creative’ conclude the article with a ‘flyer” / ‘kite’ 
(pun intended) suggesting a further new flag for the Island. Guess it is: 
‘Watch this space’ or advising you on prison visiting hours for potential 
revolutionaries… 

There are a fair number of people on the Island who are TCs on 2 or 3 year 
contracts working for the STG or parastatals. Such folk come and then go. A 



rather interesting feature of departures is the Pass-on of items that you don’t 
take back with you. 

Recently a couple, a nursing Sister and her husband ret. RN, returned to 
Bristol, UK. He’s Scots with the name ‘Norrie’ from the Outer Hebrides. I got 
passed-on not only several bottles in liquor including a most exotic whisky but 
tinned haggis from Scotland. Last night together with pasta of maize (mealie 
meal) not wheat or rice.  I had a thoroughly tasty supper. A rather endearing 
tradition, I think. Like old-fashioned family hand-me-ones. 

And that’s it once again. It is already 9.30 on Saturday morning. I could go on 
writing but I am a priest, Catholic and have prayerful responsibilities and 
commitments besides domestic duties. 

Of yes, I am already receiving Birthday wishes for JULY, my Birthday is in 
AUGUST on the Vigil of the Assumption of Our Lady and Birthday 
anniversary of Napoleon Bonaparte (sic!); the feastday (day and year) of our 
Polish martyr Maximillian Kolbe. Leo might mean something to some of you, 
Julius included. 

Prayerful yours in Our Lord Jesus,  Father David 

Next time I hope to write somewhat on the manner in which English is spoken 
here; we never had the British 18th century Vowel Shift, hence ‘August’ is 
‘Ogust’…. This still partly divides north from south England. 

 


