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Hello! Faithful Readers of the Chronicles! 

The church building has again towers of scaffolding erected at three corners. 
I was both devastated and upset the very next day after my returning out of 
quarantine while praying the Breviary to see several very large damp wall 
patches on the inside walls. The roof is leaking and water leeching into the 
walls despite being only 18 months old and costing nearly £10000. 

Last Thursday morning a crisis meeting with the two owners of the 
construction company who did the job originally; I made sure several 
parishioners were present. Previously to this drama on advice I had discretely 
consulted our one and only civil engineer who more or less pinpointed the 
problem. 

With hindsight a great pity we didn’t have a Capetonian roofer on the 
job…certainly one of the best in the world compatible to ancient Greeks and 
Romans builders. 

Wit-poodjie is spooked by the noise on the roof and hiding right now in a 
book-shelf and I am disturbed by the with lack of silence by loud workmen’s 
voices outside the window. 

An ddvert today and tomorrow in our two local newspapers soliciting 
proposals for a future house for the parish; have to be written, sent to our 
P.O. Box and have until the end of September for submissions. Now it's a 
time a Wait & See. I have been given a ball-game figure, which could easily 
buy one of many houses for sale but come with innumerable limitations and 
drawbacks one of which is our growing chronic problem of total lack of street 
parking. In Jamestown this is exasperated by the fact that there are 
practically no off-street garages, it is all street-parking and vehicles become 
bigger by the month. 

One of the wonderful spin-offs of our good winter rains (south of the equator) 
is to hear and see The Run, our stream that comes over Heart-shaped falls at 
the very top of the kloof and flows as a backbone through Jamestown much 
of the way bed. Right now the water is gushing down towards the sea. Rather 
disturbing to realize in earlier centuries this was tantamount to an open sewer 
and for waste-water of the town. I wonder just how many of you living in Cape 
Town, Bolton and other places realize just how every many streams are now 
further hidden in culverts under our cities. There are very many under Cape 
Town city centre such as Buitengracht, Herrengracht or the Liesbeeck that 
meanders through Tokai, Constantia, Rondebosch and so on or the Croal like 
an artery of the very heart of Bolton near Manchester. 



This Sunday HE The Governor will be attending Holy Mass at his request; 
this is his second time…obviously we have to ensure we’re in good voice. 
And then sometime during next week of 27th the chartered flight organized by 
the St Helena Government is due to arrive from Stadsted via Ascension here 
and return non-stop the following days. Apparently it is an earlier designed 
Boeing 757-200 which not only can fly the distance but land on short 
runways. The 50 incoming passengers will , here’s the rub from now on are 
charged £50 a day for non-Saints and Saints £30; you can do the maths. 

What these chartered flights are proving is that flying with Airlink to Joburg as 
the hub for transfers to international flights is becoming irrelevant and 
especially non-stop flights for Europe. 

It would seem the various aircraft manufactures are starting to discover our 
Island with the endeavour to see whether their aircraft is able to reach here. 
Today – Sunday, a Canadian designed and built Bombardier ‘Global 6000’ 
has arrived for an overnight stop to transport the crew home who have been 
here since March erected new sections of the steel netting about Robert’s 
quay and valley to ensure protection in the case of rock-fall. 

From a stats perspective this aircraft though obviously for the ‘executives’ has 
a range of over 11000kl or 8000 miles a easy non-stop flight Europe to St 
Helena. 

We only need Elon Musk... the sky is without boundaries! The motto of the 
starship ‘Enterprise’ comes to mind : To boldly go…’ 

A wonderful spin-off from my sea voyage of Sunday Service aboard the ‘MV 
Helena’ is a forthcoming gift of a small compact Mass Kit so as to travel and 
celebrate Holy Mass…something that I am sure is not aboard the starship, I 
imagine. Though the famous Sir Arthur Clarke both astronomer and Sci-fi 
writer has a story of humans landing on some distant planet and finding the 
ruins of a Catholic church with the insignia of the Jesuits on the foundation 
stone… 

I will be going to Ascension Island again early next year and will put to good 
use the Mass Kit. 

A thoughtful conclusion: apparently 15th June is the UNO Day of World Elder 
Abuse Awareness. At my first Sunday Holy Mass back with the Sacred Heart 
community at the conclusion there was a heart-warming Welcome Home 
address concluding with a reference to this UN Day; they also handed-over to 
me a scented votive-type candle – but from where? The ‘Pan Aroma’ candle 
factory in Manchester, UK. ! You may draw your own conclusion. I should of 
course add I am the ‘senior’ member of the parish! AND they do care. 

Goodbye = God be with ye!   Father 



2 Postscripts: Due to the de-pressed economy on the Island a knock-on from 
the United Kingdom and elsewhere I have to accept that the workmen 
repairing the leaking roof work only 3 days a week: Wednesday to Friday; 

At present I no longer have a car (previously it was a long-term loan) so I 
walk every where as I did when I first arrived in September 2017; the up-side 
of this is that I am kept fit walking up and down the long Market Street of the 
Jamestown valley or kloof almost every day, even sometime, twice a day. As 
I am told: every coin has a flipside! 

 


