
Chronicles of an Island Parish no.65 - 8th July 2020 

 

Home at last!  

And as the past few Chronicles have been tooooo long and verbose 
confession being good for the soul, too self-opinionated; this one is short and 
simple – I hope, 

Dear Readers, 

I finally arrived back at the church and parish house on Tuesday 30th June 
just after 9.30. 

As the two custodians of the parish keys didn’t actual know what time I was 
arriving I was confronted by locked doors. Nice day I sat on the front garden 
bench surrounded by luggage and meanwhile several carrier-bags holding 
various food gifts received at the Bradley camp. I waited to see what was 
going to happen and read for awhile. Finally as not one appear I decided to 
climb through the front lounge window which is always left ajar on a hook to 
allow the cat to leave and enter. I cautiously moved the curtains aside and 
lying very alert on the settee was the cat, Wit-Poodjie eying me very wearily. 

I started to talk to him as I rather stealthily climbed through the window. I 
thought any moment now he will bolt as he’s a timid cat. He allowed me to 
gain the floor. I continued to talk and purr. (Yes I can purr) He moved towards 
me and suddenly came to smell me. Recognition was instant and 
immediately he was about my feet: my very first welcome back home was 
from the Cat. And since then I am rarely out of his sight. And to use a rather 
corny phrase: Assume the position: fast asleep often on his back on the 
carpet in front to the tabernacle. 

For me it has been a lesson that cats as much as dogs are attached to 
humans and share their emotions in like manner. 

And that concludes my ir-irregular ‘Ode to the Cat’, or better an amaZulu 
iziBongo – a Praise Song. 

Friday 10th & Saturday 11th July 

Much of Friday was wet with numerous heavy showers that turned into a near 
storm overnight. Those of you familiar with Jamestown cluffed into the Chapel 
kloof know this could easily mean rock-falls and there was. Thank our Lord 
for the heavy-duty steel mesh fencing recently erected by the French 
company; this was in addition to their efforts 10 years ago. The EU is paying 
the bill! 



Several lengths of the fencing have bulged or even collapsed restraining the 
tumbling rocks. Without much imagination the general projection of the one 
rock had the church back-wall as a target. While I write explosives have just 
been used to shatter several of the large rocks. 

Come to think of it we probably caught the periphery of the massive cold front 
that moved over the Cape and adjacent provinces. 

An interesting feature since I have been absent is to see the installation at the 
bank, post office, Solomon’s offices and so on is thick safety glass panels to 
prevent less direct contact between customer and official. Unsure whether 
this is as a result of Covid-19 or for security. 

Another repatriation of Titan Airways flying from Stansted via Ascension is 
scheduled in the week 27th July. As quarantine is limited at Bradley’s Camp 
& the non-functional Mantis Hotel passengers this way are very limited 
however the return flight a full plane of 170. The return flight because of the 
capability of the Airbus 320 /1 – which was especially designed originally for 
BA flights from London airport to the USA  – is non-stop. One is hearing more 
and more of the original intention of more direct flights from the UK to St 
Helens and cutting-out the Johannesburg hub and fuel stopover in Namibia. 

With (SA) Airlink dis-entangling itself from the SAA medusa it could be 
foreseen that Airlink might see the wisdom of flights Cape Town to St Helena 
and eventually drop the Johannesburg hub with another airline doing the 
direct Europe St Helena route. 

Probably most of you reading this are unaware that Argentine together now 
with several other major South American states is ramping up the pressure 
once again in ‘ownership’ of the Falklands, South Sandwich and Georgia 
islands, this time far more diplomatically and internationally acceptable e.g., 
establishing maritime areas and fishing jurisdiction; Sir Ernest Shackleton is 
buried on South Georgia Island. 

In conclusion: last Sunday’s Holy Mass my first back with the Sacred Heart 
community after 5 ½ months was both a Mass of Thanksgiving, an inspiration 
and a sincere acknowledge of what this small parish community has both 
bourne and achieved. This is besides the fact that 24 folk attended, more 
than likely a record of over 100 years (I mean it), and as we are in the realm 
of stats which Gad the prophet and King David’s nemesis echoes, with his 
obsession with numbers… a collection of £111; for the England 

-readers Ofsted foots the understanding: keeping one on your toes and 
humble too but paramount, trust in God. 

Of course as we live here in a Parallel Universe to many other countries as 
regards the pandemic forms of prevention and precaution not being required. 



The Parish community has excelled in resilience, resolve and inspiration and 
my enforced absence has engendered their growth under the tactful guidance 
of the Holy Spirit. However, the absence of a priest and father of the 
community has been felt and our Mass was joyful as was equally expressed 
in the social afterwards enhanced by several homemade cakes that we seem 
to excel in baking.  

And the creative manner in which they continued to share in Communion 
every Sunday was humbling even to the extent that the Consecrated Hosts in 
the tabernacle were quartered to enable them to receive Our Lord for an 
indefinite time. 

Always as a postscript to this: several days ago I happened to meet HE The 
Governor in the local post office and a day later his Personal Secretary 
contacted me indicating that he’d like to attend Mass soon – he’s an 
Anglican. 

Still very early days but I have been ‘instructed’ by our Islands’ Ecclesial 
Superior, Abbot Allan Hugh of the Norbertine Fathers on behalf of the 
Congregation at the Vatican to buy a house here on St Helena…but as I say 
very early days…first intend to ‘fly a kite’ and wait for meaningful responses. 

That’s it. Tomorrow Sunday 12th I’ll be send this off to you unless of course a 
rock comes crashing into the church after further rain when we'll have to 
come-up with a Plan B ‘arrangement’. 

With my prayerful wishes,  

Father  

 

 


