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Lectori salutem – meanwhile of marathon status ! 

They say…whoever the ‘They’ may be  – or am I trying to appease or pacify 
myself ?..that as you grow older and older, you start reverting to things you 
once did as a child or youngster; well, this morning standing in the kitchen 
eating toast and  YES!  Black Cat peanut butter (the crunchy type) I needed 
to jazz it up a wee bit with something sweet. Having no jam in the house a 
handy tin of Lyle’s syrup was at hand….and suddenly the memory of our 
trading store at Beledale (on the other side of a hill to St Cuthbert’s Anglican 
mission station) in the Tsolo district of the Transkei came flooding back to 
mind, of thick slices of brown bread smeared with peanut butter and syrup – 
Illovo brand It was almost always at 5 in the afternoon. This was over 60 
years ago. It those days the ‘crunchy’ version of peanut butter hadn’t been 
developed and I even remember our kitchen maid’s name who brought it to 
us on a tin tray (step-aside, pre-dated ‘plastic’ and ‘fibreglass’): Jemima. 

On the other hand perhaps it is because of this peanut butter and syrup 
spread I am reaching 80!  Doesn’t everyone has to have a ‘recipe” for old 
age?! 

I rather overlooked – or failed, to draw attention in my previous Chronicles to 
my haircut a few days before my Birthday. A week or so before flying-off in a 
carefree manner to Cape Town and then various places in Europe, I had my 
haircut…nothing earth shattering about this: men have haircuts fairly often 
than those who are able who are less endowed. 

And then the Dark Age of the Pandemic descended upon us…it was my host 
couple back in Constantia, Cape Town that took that then took the initiative to 
ensure the imagine of the priesthood was maintained and Dr Brian Roberson 
supported my his wife Françoise undertook the non-professional career-
changing decision to at least trim the fringes…and so we remained until last 
week. A sort of re-incarnation of the Liverpool style of the 1960s. 

But all is well and both image and reputation are safe. 

I gather while off the Island there was unusually rainy weather and this has 
continue now into our regular winter rainy season August-September so our 
tourist attraction of the Heart Waterfall is living-up to its name and our stream 
running down the centre of Jamestown, just called the Run, is in full spate as 
it gurgles down to the sea. Must admit the name Run though it not inspiring 
but is based on being essential…but it’s historic and ‘catchy’! Period. 

The re-re-waterproofing of the roof the parapets of the church roof seem to 
be okay. Next on the Maintenance of Property agenda when all the financial 



‘ducks are in a row, is to strip the front wall of incorrect plaster which is lifting 
from the volcanic rocks. Apparently rocks ‘breath’ unlike fired bricks or 
cement blocks and only a special lime-based mortar allows this…please note 
the details of our Church bank account at the end of this Chronicles and 
indicate: Breathing. Seriously though the lime-based mortar or rendition is not 
available on St Helena (we also have no river sand and sea sand has to be 
partially washed in fresh water or building purposes) and will have to be 
imported from South Africa in 25 kg bags and sea freighted aboard ‘my’ ship 
of happy memories. The one major advantage is that it is pre-pigmented 
according to choice of colour and the walls for the foreseeable future while 
not lifting will not need to be repainted. 

Rebel, the lodger cat has just arrived on the scene and all essential activities 
have to cease… 

Normality has returned: it is now 17th September and the now monthly 
chartered Titan airways flight flying Stansted via a re-fuel at Accra, Ghana 
arrived after a 48 delay. And with it about 45 odd passengers even though 
the aircraft has seats in excess of 180. This small number is determined by 
the limitation of the Bradley’s quarantine camp (where I stayed as sole 
resident). As before the strict 14 days of quarantine is applied to maintain the 
record of no Infection but above all the Islanders safety. There are no 
exceptions and self-insolating is not an opinion. 

The reason for the delay, as is usually the case, is the weather. The airport of 
on the brow almost of steep cliffs on the windward side of the Island – 
Jamestown and harbour the leeward side. The famous Cape Rollers and 
winter storms batter the westward side even at this far distance. 

Of course the regular weekly flights of AIRLINK from Joburg may soon be 
resumed but for who? The critical question is that the St Helena Government 
has a contract for a further 2 years with AIRLINK to foot the bill for empty 
seats of their aircraft. 

Like the Western Cape Province of South Africa our Island’s rainy season is 
during winter and this year, following several years of almost drought, we’re 
having more than abundance of rain…all our reservoir are full (we have no 
dams or at least they are not called this). On Saint Helena this time of year of 
strong wind, rain and low temperatures is called ‘Scruffy’ weather. 

And then there’s the decades on-going very sensitive concern as what to do 
with and about all the unmarked liberated slaves’ graves in Rupert’s Valley 
which is fast becoming the harbour and industrial area. These liberated 
slaves were taken off slavers (ships) of the Middle Passage voyages by the 
RN and literally just dumped on the shore of the Island to fend for 
themselves. Liberated Yes but marooned for life to eventually die here. I 
believe a noble often courage’s and deadly action of the RN – a true act of 



humanity but without considering the consequences. Sadly almost like an 
application of the reputed Chinese proverb: Giving fish rather than teaching 
how to fish. 

Last week as representative of our parishioners, I was invited to an evening 
Reception of the home of the Governor, Plantation House. It was organized 
by the umbrella council for charitable organizations on the Island, from 
obviously the Red Cross to just a cluster of homes of a few families who 
organize a morning tea and chat for the elderly but also the youngsters: like a 
Knit & Natter / Coffee Mornings / Moms’ & Dads’ Toddlers groups. I was 
rather astonished to hear and read on the occasion that it has sanctioned 
world-wide by the UNO to honour the work of St Mother Theresa of Calcutta 
and that in proportion of a rounded-off population of 5000 Saints we have 
probably the highest percentage of charities in the world. It seems almost 
everyone belongs to one and directly or indirectly benefits. 

I just wish you could see this year’s St Helena’s Christmas stamp issue as a 
First Day Cover; would say Royal Mail ‘Eat yous heart out’…certainly the 
most Christian Christmassy postage stamps I have seen for very many years. 
The 4 originals were painted by the grand-daughter of the woman who runs 
the small convenience shop just next to the church. 

I am going to conclude, otherwise it becomes into competition to The Never 
Ending Story – 

Remembering you often in prayers and Holy Masses Intention especially 
when various anniversaries both happy ones and sad, occur. 

As always united with you in our Lord in the Eucharist and accompanied by 
his very first Disciple, his Mother,    

Father David 

 

Bank Contact details : Got your worrying didn’t I….this time round: Donors 
right now need to reach out to the vast numbers of people struggling due to 
the Pandemic wherever you are. I’ll touch you next time round!!! 


