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GREENWICH TO CAPE GRACE 
  

 

As many of you know, I’ve just spent the best part of two years cycling across 

Africa!  The journey started in August 2004 and I finally made it home on a 

chilly morning in April 2006. 

A  lot  of  you  have been following the journey through the articles in The 

Messenger and so you’ll know that last time there was a report we still had 

quite a long way to go!  In the last month of the expedition, we covered over 

3000km through the beautiful landscapes of South Africa and Lesotho, and 

were a bit shattered by the time we finally glimpsed the ocean off the southern 

coast of the continent.  It had taken us over 600 days to reach the cape, but we 

were luckily rarely out of contact with home for more than a week.  Whenever I 

did call home, whether from a payphone in rural Morocco or by checking my 

email in an Ethiopian internet café, my mum and dad would invariably tell me 

how much everyone in the parish was asking after me, praying for me and willing me on.  And so I want to thank you for your 

efforts and your concern, and to share with you some of the highlights of the journey in this edition of The Messenger. 

In total, together with my boyfriend Luke, I cycled 29,169km to reach Cape Town!  It seems an epic journey, but we always 

took it one day at a time, steadily and slowly progressing.  In that sense, our journey was much like life, sometimes we were 

close to giving up and the difficulties seemed, at times, to be insurmountable. 

We were badly shaken by a robbery in Ghana, bruised by children throwing stones in Ethiopia and nearly defeated by a terrible, 

rocky road in Kenya.  Each time, though, we tried not to let the frustration or misery overwhelm us and concentrated instead on 

the good things, milk from a herdsman, a close encounter with a monkey or a brightly-plumaged bird, a bucket of water from a 

village well, the cool shade of a mango tree or simply the friendliness and curiosity of the people we met.  The landscape was 

often beautiful, and after a long dusty (or muddy) day in the saddle, our mood often improved in the face of a lovely sunset or a 

comfy bed, although the places we stayed were often far from luxurious!!  It was a case of persevering, and not allowing the 

present hardships to deter us from our goal.  When we finally did reach Cape Town, our achievement was that much sweeter for 

having faced difficulties along the way.  

Before Christmas 2005, we were pedalling south through the Western Sahara and kept ourselves amused by singing carols.  The 

fact that we sang so badly made it more entertaining but it was a good job there were so few people on that stretch of desert 

road, our lack of musical ability might have scared the locals!  After the desert, people were rarely out of earshot and so I never 

sang out loud again, but I did often hum away to myself.  One of my favourites for getting through hard stretches was a verse 

from a hymn that will be well recognised at St. Joseph and St Nicholas’:  
 

“Walk with me, oh my Lord, 
Through the darkest night and brightest day 

Be at my side oh Lord, 
Hold my hand and guide me on my way” 

 
While we were on the road we lived simply, like local people.  We ate rice, millet or maize at 

street stalls, slept in the bush or in basic guesthouses and washed in the rivers or in 

“showers”.  These were little enclosures of mud-brick, aluminium or matting that were open 

to the sky, into which goats and toddlers wandered at will.  Maybe a bit like the outdoor loos 

houses would have had in Britain 50 years ago? 

It  was a revelation to witness people getting by with very little material wealth, and made us 

realise that in the West we have so much more than the basics of water, food and shelter.  It 

was also   revealing  to think  that,  for  all  our  wealth in  the  UK, we’re  often  dissatisfied  

and disappointed because we focus on the things we lack rather than on what we have.  It’s 

hard to  over emphasise the level of community spirit, sacrifice, friendship and generosity you 

encounter in Africa.  So often we found that even if the standard of living was very low, the 

quality of life was good.  People seemed happy, and they were always willing to share and 

eager to help.  It restored our faith in the basic goodness of people.  



AFRICA BY BIKE (CONT) 
 

What  were our  most  memorable  encounters?  There are plenty that I will never forget that 

involve landscapes and wildlife, but it’s probably the meetings with the local people that are 

easiest   to  recount.  One  involved  a schoolgirl  called Hannah  in  a  Kenyan   town called 

Nyahururu.  Luke's aunt sponsors Hannah’s education and so we decided to visit her as we were 

cycling through.  Hannah is a very intelligent girl from a poor family, so she’d never be able to 

afford to get a secondary education without help from sponsors.  She welcomed us with a huge 

smile and a hug and gave us a tour of the school.  We watched an evening game of football (it 

takes a lot of skill to play in flip-flops) and visited the dormitory and the kitchens, which serve 

up basic meals of rice and meat.  “It’s fantastic”, Hannah said “we get three meals a day”.   After 

showing us her exercise books, she told us that “I am not yet at the level I want to be, but with 

God’s help I will get there” and then "I had long hair but now I have shaved it all off so that the 

knowledge can enter more freely!!!”.  It was one of many examples of a little money making a 

huge difference to someone’s life, and fantastic to think that such a bright and lively girl should 

have a chance in life thanks to the generosity of people here in the UK. 

There  is   still a lot of suffering, inequality and unnecessary hardship in Africa, but through 

sponsorship  initiatives and organisations like Traidcraft, a lot of good is being achieved. We 

didn’t see  the most  poverty stricken or war torn regions of Africa, but we did see how gruelling day to  day life often is for 

ordinary Africans.  It’s hard to imagine (or easy to forget?) how under privileged others are when they are on the other side of 

the  world.  I  always  found  the idea  of a global family an odd one, but now I think I understand it better.  Though cultural 

traditions, language,   appearance  and   ways  of   life  are   very different   throughout   the world,  basic   needs seem to be 

remarkably    uniform.  Everyone needs  water,  food,  access  to  education  and  healthcare of   some   sort,   and   deserves 

dignity.  Everyone worries about having enough to eat, about raising their family and everyone would like, basically, to be 

happy.  I do think we have a responsibility to try and level the playing field a bit, to help less developed nations find their own 

solutions  to  the  problems  of poverty and deprivation.  And if you can do nothing else to try and achieve these things, then 

simply pray for change for good. My impression of Africa is not one of misery, though.  When I think of Africa, I think of big 

eared donkeys, snoozing babies in cotton papooses, belching goats, mangoes and pineapples, red earth, wide rivers, acacia trees, 

starry night skies and ingenious ways to fix a puncture!  Most of all, though, of human warmth and friendship. There is a lot 

more about our experiences on the website www.africabybike.org  where you can read the entire series of 35 expedition updates 

if you have the stamina!! So thanks for travelling with Luke and me in spirit, and for your prayers, encouragement and support, 

I’m sure that they helped me to cover the hardest of the kilometres.  

PARISH WALK 
 

It's that time of the year again, when the sun starts to shine and everyone 

has a slight spring in their step. It must have been with this in mind that 

Father Pannell suggested the first Parish walk of the year. The date was set 

for Thursday 11th May at 6.30pm. You may re-call it was a beautiful day 

with sunshine well into the evening. We could not have asked for better. 

So, thirteen of us all met up at the Old George in Sykehouse for a 4 mile 

circular walk across the lovely green fields. We started, (after having to wait 10 minutes for Mark 

O'Neil to cover himself in insect repellent) on the riverside, meeting fishermen and boating folk 

along the way. Eventually, after some time, we left the riverside and set off across the fields taking 

in the lovely countryside and the smells that go with it (some unpleasant ones too). In the next part 

of the walk came the challenge of walking over lots of styles, which luckily everyone managed 

quite easily, without any banging of knees or legs. We then passed a few horses and walked a 

stretch which was lined with very pretty bluebells, making the walk even more pleasant. This then 

led us back down to the riverbank on which we had started, about four hundred yards and in no 

time at all we found ourselves back at the car park. 

Now it was down to the serious part, making our way to the Downe Arms at Snaith for a drink or 

two, where there was lots of chat and laughter. The enjoyable evening then came to an end at about 

10.00 pm when we all headed off back to our homes and probably to bed. 

A GOOD TIME WAS HAD BY ALL! 
(Sorry there is no photograph, but I forgot the camera, because I was too busy trying not to forget 

my walking boots.)       Deborah Connell 

WELCOME TO OUR PARISH MAGAZINE 
 

Hello  and  welcome once again to the Messenger. As always, many thanks to everyone who has contributed material to this 

edition.  Please keep up the good work! If you have any news, views, jokes, or snippets that you would like to share with the 

parish or any other items of interest, please pass them to Maria.    Don’t forget the parish web site www.ourjo.org.uk 

THANK YOU 
NOVENA TO THE 
SACRED HEART 

 

Dear heart of Jesus, in 
the past I have asked 

you for favours. 
This time I ask you this 

special one. 
Take it dear heart of 

Jesus and place it 
within your heart, 

where your father sees 
it. 

Then in His merciful 
eyes it will become 

your favour 
not mine. 

Amen 



REFUGEES 
Joseph took the child Jesus and his mother Mary and fled with them into Egypt. Herod 

the king, when he heard from The Wise Men that a new king was about to be born, had 

decided to kill all male children under two to prevent any challenge to his power. The 

Holy Family only returned to their own country when it was safe to do so, after Herod’s 

death. They were refugees in Egypt for years. 

Reading  the  brief  story  above, with which we are all familiar, two points are very 

relevant today. People still have to flee from their own country in fear from paranoid 

rulers. The reality of what being a refugee means remains the same. You arrive in a 

strange  country  with  only   the  clothes  you  are wearing and possibly a few small 

possessions you have been able to carry. Exhausted, afraid, hungry and thirsty; no 

money  in  your pocket and no way of understanding what people are saying to you; 

terrified from long months of persecution and fearful of what the future holds. Then 

some passer by yells at you: “Bloody foreigners. Go home! You are not welcome here.” 

The United Nations Refugee Agency defines a refugee in very precise terms. Anyone 

who   owing  to   a  well-founded   fear   of persecution for reasons of race, religion, 

nationality, membership of a particular social group or political opinion, is outside the 

country of his nationality and is unable, or owing to such fear, unwilling to avail himself 

of the protection of that country.   (UN Convention Relating to the Status of Refugees, 1951, Article 1) In the fifty five years 

since this definition was drafted there have been millions of refugees worldwide. Immediately after World War II the whole of 

Europe was in turmoil. Many people arrived in Britain from Poland, for example, to escape the Communist take-over of their 

country and often to join their men folk who had fought with the Allies. When I taught in Bradford many of the girls in my 

classes came from   such  families. Long before that there had been a huge influx from Ireland of starving people seeking work, 

food and shelter. All these people found a home and finally became so much part of British life by their contribution in the 

workforce and society that they are accepted and integrated. I have never heard anyone say to someone with an Irish or Polish 

name: “Get back to your own country”. So why is there such an outcry now about refugees? One of the chief reasons is fear. 

The   refugees   have  dark skins since many come from Africa or the Middle East, the poorest continent on earth. They look 

different and seem to many to be very different from us. They don’t blend into the background, they stand out. This makes them 

a very visible target for attack. But what are we afraid of? I have asked many people this question and three key fears emerge. 

• They are taking over by sheer weight of numbers and we will be a minority in our own country. 

• They are not like us. They are different in language, food, and customs. 

• They are taking our jobs and sponging on our benefits system. 

After the terrible Potato Famine in Ireland nearly two hundred years ago exactly the same fears were expressed about the influx 

of Irish.  The  fact  that  most  were Catholics, a faith which was regarded with great suspicion at that time,  made them very 

different, indeed. Yet now there are Irish names throughout society, and well respected too. The Catholic Church itself is often 

seen as the bastion of Christian values in a predominantly secular society. 

Let’s take each fear in turn and see where the truth lies. 

Numbers. In relation to the population, which is how these figures are computed, the United Kingdom received fewer 

refugees than other European countries up to 1990. Since then there has been an increase in numbers but even so it is 

less than 1%. The UK hosts just over 3 refugees per 1,000 inhabitants, or 0.3 per cent of its population. 

All asylum seekers are not the same. They come from many different countries around the world. They are all human 

beings who have the same need for food, shelter, friends and work that we have. There is no concerted plot to take 

over our country. Most refugees’ dearest wish and deepest desire is to return to their own homeland to live a dignified 

human life in peace.  

Taking our jobs. Asylum seekers are not allowed to work until they have received 

permission to stay in Britain. Many are highly qualified doctors, teachers and 

engineers whose skills our country needs. Of those receiving state benefits 99.5% 

are Britons not asylum seekers, only 0.5% are refugees. 

Where do people’s views come from about asylum seekers? Very few will have personally 

met  an asylum seeker so rely on the media, newspapers, television and radio, for their 

opinions. Sadly the media has not presented a balanced or honest picture but has fuelled the 

fears Britons have of losing any of the advantages of living in an affluent country. Justice, 

let alone compassion, for another human being in distress comes low on the agenda. This 

can never be a Christian response. Look again at the opening lines. What if Egypt had sent 

Joseph back to Bethlehem as a failed asylum seeker? 

I wonder where I would be now if my great great grandfather Malone had been returned to 

Ireland to starve. 

Did any of your ancestors come to Britain seeking food, work, safety, peace, a better life? 

 

Keeping Hope Alive: who finds refuge in Britain?  Jesuit Refugee Service 1996. 

If anyone would like to read this book, then please ask Kate. 

Mother, who heard the child 
whimper 

Beneath the thin blue shawl, 
Our aching hearts cry out to 

thee: 
Mother pray for them all. 

A thousand Bethlehem's mask 
dark to night, 

The eyes of little friendly homes 
have lost their light. 

Pathetic heaps of poor, dead 
things are laid aside. 

A latched door swings, 
A small bird sings. 

Mother, whose sad Egyptian 
flight preceded all of these, 
Guide them in faith beneath 

familiar stars 
Our Lady of the Refugees. 



LOURDES TRIP 
On the morning of Thursday, 29th June, around three hundred people from our Diocese of Hallam, led by Bishop John, 

will leave Doncaster airport for Lourdes. The Pilgrimage this year will be special, as we will be celebrating the 25th 

Anniversary of the Annual Pilgrimage to Lourdes from this area. For the past eight years we have been flying to 

Lourdes,  the first six years from Manchester, and these last two years from our own airport at Finningley. As some 

people will remember, in previous years the journey was long and arduous, going all the way by train, and not very 

comfortably at all. Now however, in less than two hours we can fly to Lourdes airport, which is a twenty minute coach 

ride from the town. Nine people from our parish will be making the Pilgrimage this year, taking with them petitions, 

prayers, and hopes of those we are leaving at home. On arrival we will be met by the Youth helpers, who will have been 

in Lourdes since the day before, having travelled overland by coach. In the Youth Group there will be 41 boys and girls 

from McAuley school, the largest number ever, as well as many from other Catholic High schools around the Diocese. 

Our   disabled   will meet their helpers, who will be with them all week to push the wheelchairs around town, to the 

services and the processions, and generally do all they can to help the persons in their care. Our disabled pilgrims do not 

have to stay in the hospitals as many others do, they will be with the rest of us in the hotels, well supported by our own 

doctors, nurses, priests, and a lovely body of ladies known as hand maidens. At every event in Lourdes the sick take 

precedence. They are at the head of the processions, they are at the front of every service, they are taken everywhere 

and given the place of honour, and those of us who are well learn many lessons from those who are sick. So why do we 

go to Lourdes? Some go hoping for healing, if not for the body, then for the soul, and the strength to carry on. Others go 

to be in a Holy place. Some are still searching for God, and say “If He is everywhere why have we come so far to look 

for   him? Is it because we want to feel we are surrounded by others like ourselves going in the same direction? Is it 

because we come to a place where everything speaks of the love of God and this is where we'll find him?" Some of us 

go because we feel we are called there by Our Blessed Lady, and that is surely reason enough.             Sheila Smith 

DAY FOR LIFE 2ND JULY 2006 

What is Day for Life 2006 for? 
• To celebrate the life and presence of disabled people in the Church and in society 

today. 

• To  defend  the  lives of the disabled often threatened before birth by genetic 

screening and procured abortion, or by being denied necessary medical treatment when 

ill or old. 

To promote a more just and humane society in which all can reach their full potential. 

 

Day for Life Prayer 
We thank you Lord for the Gift of Life. Every human life is your gift to the world. Each 

person   is  unique,  with a task you have entrusted to them alone. Help us always to 

promote   the   basic rights of all, and   to   recognise that we are all parts of One Body, 

dependent upon one another, and called to share a common life. 

 

There will be a second collection in parishes to support Day for Life. 
The proceeds of which will also support the Linacre Centre for Healthcare Ethics and Catholic charities working with disabled 

people in England and Wales. Donations can also be made online at www.dayforlife.org 

 

www.dayforlife.org a newly created lively, upbeat website which includes video and audio interviews (podcasts) celebrating 

the life of disabled people. 

The children were lined up in the cafeteria of a Catholic elementary school for 

lunch. At the head of the table was a large pile of apples. The nun made a note 

and posted on the apple tray. “Take only ONE. God is watching”. 
Moving further along the lunch line, at the other end of the table was a large 

pile of chocolate chip cookies. A child had written a note, 

“Take all you want, God is watching the apples”.  

FIFTH ANNIVERSARY 

Friday 14th of July is the fifth anniversary of Father Pannell’s ordination to the Priesthood.  On behalf of the parish, may we take 

this opportunity to wish him joy, happiness, and many blessings, on this special day, and also to thank him for all his hard work 

and dedication, here in Moorends and Stainforth? 



A BENDING OF THE EAR 
 

A  group of   parishioners  from the St Vincent de Paul Society met with local MP E. Miliband in April about the Bill before 

Parliament on the Assisted Termination of the Terminally ill. He was a little perplexed as to why we should be approaching him. 

It was explained that the complexion of the House of Lords is now radically changed and there is a considerably higher chance 

of the Bill coming to the Commons. It was pointed out that he might be in a position to influence the formulation of policy 

within the Party and hence the Government. Since that meeting Mr Miliband has been made a junior Minister in the Cabinet 

Office. That remark has come true sooner than expected! 

We felt particularly strongly as one of our members (Ron Wright) was then terminally ill; a wonderful example of fortitude in 

facing his (then, limited) future and so thankful to all for everything that was being done for him. We argued from his example 

that the true progress lay in the field of palliative medicine and care. In this country, we have gone down the road of developing 

the Hospice movement and most major towns have their Centre strongly supported by and at the heart of the community. We 

offered   this as   a positive model   for those facing terminal illness or long term infirmity. The wisdom of the ages has long 

recommended that the search for meaning is the real way to deal with the final questions of life and death. 

We emphasised the alternative was the slippery slope down which the Dutch have fallen in dealing with terminal or long term 

illness. It made, we said, macabre reading to learn of the scandalous and callous way in which the elderly are treated in Holland. 

There were several examples quoted in an article from the Catholic Times, but also cases, where those originally favouring that 

"solution", have come to regret it. There is current and recent legislation about the care of the vulnerable elderly, because of the 

experience of their being robbed and mistreated. It is something that all professionals have to recognise and avoid. There is no 

reason whatever that the same duty of care should not apply to the vulnerably ill to avoid the besetting evil of euthanasia; i.e. 

that it would be better for everyone if the elder were eased out of the way. To apply to one and not the other is illogical. 

It was made clear that doing away with the terminally ill, the weak, the elderly, and the mentally disabled amounted to murder, 

even though called euthanasia. We said plainly that this happened regularly in primitive societies and instanced the practice of 

Eskimos putting the old out into the Arctic, because they were seen as a burden. Mr Miliband protested that that was not the 

purpose of the Bill, or, presumably the Dignity in Death school. In answer the point was made that because primitive societies 

employed primitive methods did not make use by our society of sophisticated methods to achieve the same result any more 

valid. The argument is untenable. The means do not justify the end. In addition the experience of history shows that the Gypsies, 

Jews, Catholics, sexual orientation and plain ordinary political opponents get added onto the target list. 

Some recent cases receiving headlines in the Press, of people of sound mind voluntarily opting for their own final solution, were 

offered   as cases   for   compassionate   treatment, as indeed   they are. Compassion in   helping   them   through a traumatic 

experience, yes, but not at the price of opening floodgates of death on demand. Society must be there to protect and support life; 

not   to adopt   a  negative choice. Sometimes it has to be a guardian of basic civilised tenets. How many times do we hear 

within our families of young teenagers, lately out of childhood and finding their feet as independent adults, wanting to adopt 

some thoroughly inappropriate behaviour and demanding their choices as of right? The mature have been there and know the 

consequences and, even though accused of being old fashioned and fuddy duddy, nevertheless have to guide the young into the 

adult life style. Choice in itself is not an absolute. Drug addicts in Moorends (or anywhere else for that matter) could otherwise 

justify their theft from others to service their addiction as their choice. There has to be a line somewhere and, without wanting to 

be control freaks, we offered the way forward as a ban on euthanasia, but utilising our technology and developing knowledge to 

help those in need. As members of the St Vincent de Paul Society, whilst not being in the palliative care field, we do have long 

experience in sitting and holding the hands of the ill and dying. We spoke to Mr Miliband from this experience. 

THE PRAYER OF A I7TH CENTURY NUN 
 

Lord You know better than I know myself that I am growing older and will some day be old. 
 

Keep me from the fatal habit of thinking that I must say something on every subject and on every occasion. 
 

Release me from craving to straighten out everybody's affairs. 
 

Make me thoughtful but not moody; helpful but not bossy. 
 

With my vast store of wisdom it seems a pity not to use it all, but you know Lord that I want a few friends at the end. 
 

Keep my mind free from the recital of endless details. 
 

Give me wings to get to the point. 
 

Seal my lips on my aches and pains. They are increasing and love of rehearsing them is becoming sweeter as the years go by. 

I dare not ask for grace enough to enjoy the tales of others' pains, but help me to endure them with patience. 
 

I dare not ask for improved memory, but for a growing humility and a lessening cocksureness when my memory seems to 

clash with the memories of others. 
 

Teach me the glorious lesson that occasionally I may be mistaken. 
 

Keep me reasonably sweet; I do not want to be a saint some of them are so hard to live with, but a sour old person is one of 

the crowning works of the devil. 
 

Give me the ability to see good in unexpected places, talents in unexpected people, and give me, 0 Lord, the grace to tell them 

so. 

Amen. 



HALLAM APPEAL FOR LIFE 2006 
 

Life is a registered charity, a voluntary organisation of men and women who are dedicated to 

help women and girls, worried about their pregnancy, to find an alternative to abortion. For 

the past twenty seven years we have been providing a free caring and counselling service to 

women in Doncaster who have turned to Life for help. There have been many changes in 

those twenty seven years, sadly, not all for the better.  When we first opened a pregnancy 

care centre at 17a Netherhall Road, with just two rooms on a first floor, we saw numbers 

soar to  such an extent  that our clients were queuing down the stairs. We were seeing on 

average two hundred women and girls a month, and the reason for this has to be because at that time the service we offered was 

unique.  We  were  the  first and only agency to offer a pro-life service to the pregnant girl or woman, with care and support, 

before, during and after the birth of her child. Life was the only agency offering post abortion counselling to the many women 

who regretted their decision.  Life was there to help and support, no one was turned away. Many children and adults are alive in 

Doncaster today because of that work! 

The problem that we have, is that the number of women and girls, turning to us for help, has been falling in the last few years.  

This  is despite  moving  to our  wonderful new premises just up the road at number 48.  It is an excellent centre with all the 

facilities to provide an even better service than the one we do. 

So,  how do we attract new clients?  We already advertise!  But there is another way and it involves YOU! How many of us, 

parents and grandparents, mention Life to our children? When we hear of a young girl or woman with a problem pregnancy, or 

someone who is considering an abortion, or indeed, someone who may have had one, do we ever suggest that Life may be able 

to help? How  many  parents  and  grandparents  know what  information  is being given to their children regarding abortion 

facilities, about the availability of the “morning after pill”? Do you know that there are now numerous agencies in Doncaster 

who can  legally  refer  your  children  for  an  abortion  without your knowledge? In fact, by the year 2010, the government 

recommend “that every school in England should have a nurse who will be able to arrange abortions etc. without parental 

knowledge”. 

So, what  kind of  sex  education are our children receiving in our schools?  Nowadays, Life is rarely invited to speak on the 

alternatives, or to tell people of the true meaning of abortion. Do you think that our children should be offered an alternative 

message, and given the opportunity to make a balanced decision? School students are being bombarded with false messages 

regarding the effects of abortion and the “morning after pill”.  Health and education have free access to our children! 

Life has trained speakers, willing and ready to go into our primary and secondary schools to talk to the 

pupils.  Please ask the teachers in your schools if they have invited a speaker from Life recently, and if 

not, then why? So, this year, more than ever, we are appealing for your help.  As Christians, we all 

share a responsibility for the life of the unborn child, from the moment of its conception. 

Please support us in our work.  Without Life working in our community, there will no longer be an 

alternative for our children, and the many women who need our help. 

Please spread the word, and remember our work on behalf of the unborn child, in your prayers. 

CATHOLIC BISHOPS URGE GOVERNMENT TO SIGN UP TO 
EUROPEAN CONVENTION ON HUMAN TRAFFICKING  

 

The Bishops Conference of England and Wales has urged the British Government to sign and implement the Council of 

Europe's Convention on Action Against Trafficking in Human Beings. The demand to act on trafficking was the main initiative 

to emerge from the Bishops Low Week meeting in Leeds. By signing the Convention on Action Against Trafficking in Human 

Beings the government would commit to provide a 30 day leave to remain period for victims of trafficking when they would 

receive support and be able to decide their next move. The victims would also be given the option to apply for asylum in the 

UK. The Bishops praised the government for its launch of a consultation on its national action plan on trafficking, but warned 

that there needs to be as much emphasis placed on protection of the human rights of victims as on law enforcement measures. 

Support services for the victims of trafficking though remain thin on the ground with the Home Office supported Poppy Project 

being the sole organisation that provides support at present for just 25 women. A further £2 million has been provided to the 

Poppy Project by the Home Office but there have also been indications that there will be support for operations like Sr Ann 

Teresa's Medaille Trust that is seeking to establish a network of centres across the country for trafficked women. “The Home 

Office has indicated that it will support church groups that support the victims of trafficking,” said John Joseet, the officer for 

refugee policy at the Bishops Conference. Mr Joseet confirmed that the Westminster, Southwark and Portsmouth dioceses are 

the areas of the country that receive most of the victims of sex trafficking. In a statement, the Bishops noted that thousands of 

human beings are being trafficked to the UK each year from Eastern Europe, Africa, Asia and the former Soviet Republics. 

“They   are coerced,  deceived   and  forced through  the threat or use of violence into sexual exploitation and forced labour, 

including domestic servitude, agriculture and manufacturing work,” said the Bishops. “We are particularly concerned about the 

welfare of children and women trafficked for sexual exploitation. These crimes are an offence to the dignity and integrity of 

human beings.” Meanwhile, The Catholic Womens League has written to the world football body Fifa expressing concern over 

the trafficking of women, particularly from Albania, to provide sexual services during this summer's World Cup. The Bishops 

Conference has taken up the CWL concerns and will raise them with the German Bishops Conference. 



ONE SHINING MOMENT 
 

Recently a friend sent me a copy of a book she had enjoyed. Prism of Love 

or God’s colours in everyday life is a collection of brief reflections by 

Daniel J O’Leary. One of the articles had the title above and I began to 

consider what I would have chosen as the shining moment in my life. One 

of those rare moments when the mists seem to clear and for a split second 

you see the world with God’s eyes.  

For me it was the moment when my first child was born. Even now, more 

than thirty years on, I can still vividly remember the sense of oneness with 

creation and the sheer wonder of a new human being coming into the 

world. The joy, peace and wholeness of that moment remain even though 

daily cares take over. Many parents and grandparents will probably feel a 

similar joy as they look on a new baby.  

But  for  others  the “shining moment”  is  found not in birth but in the 

challenge of death. When a person you love is gravely ill and the fear of 

losing them suddenly makes you see how much that one person means to 

you.  

Fr Pannell recently revealed what was a “shining moment“ for him. Being 

with a person on the point of death and being able to accompany him/her 

as they cross the threshold of this earthly life into the eternal one by giving 

the comfort and assurance of Christ’s promise that death is not the end. 

The Nunc Dimittis prayer of Simeon expresses beautifully the certainty of 

eternal life Now, O Lord, let thy servant depart in peace. 

Or in death, when in grief you go over in your heart all that love has meant 

in your life and realise that it has not ended at all but is still there, and you 

are not alone. The light of God’s love will never go out but will keep on 

shining.  

Daniel O’Leary quotes a poem by R.S. Thomas which illustrates these 

shining moments, perhaps he describes yours? 
 

I have seen the sun break through 
To illuminate a small field 

For a while, and gone my way 
And forgotten it. But that was the pearl 

Of great price, the one field that had  
The treasure in it. I realise now 
That I must give all that I have 

To possess it. Life is not hurrying 
On to a receding future, nor hankering after 

An imagined past. It is turning 
Aside like Moses to the miracle 
Of the lit bush, to a brightness 

That seemed as transitory as your youth 
Once, but is the eternity that awaits you. 

MAY I WALK BY YOUR SPIRIT 
 

Lord, how often I walk my own way, 
Ignoring you, or forgetful of you, 

Absorbed in other things, 
Trivial, inconsequential things. 
In pursuit of my selfish desires. 

I turn my back on your light 
And wander away from your presence. 

Yet your Spirit pursues me, 
Like sun on a winter’s morn, 

Piercing the mist of my indifference, 
With the radiance of your presence, 

The overwhelming goodness of your love 
Brightening the gloom around me, 

Encouraging me to turn back to you. 
Lord, thank you for not giving up on me, 

May I walk by your Spirit always. 
Amen 

A LETTER FROM A FRIEND 
 

Dear Father, 

Hope you are keeping well and in cheerful mood.  By the grace of God we are all settling well 

into this new place.  Grace and Joel are enjoying the new school, 

though they miss their previous school, friends, and teachers. 

Father Woolley was very happy to welcome us and he helped us to 

get an admission to school for Grace.  Thank you very much for the 

kind letter. We really miss the Moorends church and the parish 

people.  Thanks to everybody for all the support and help given to 

us. With lots of love, regards and prayers,  

Johnson, Mercy, Grace and Joel. 

(Present address: temporary for three months) 

Mercy Johnson, 

Flat 39 Park View, 

176 Arrowe Park Road, 

Wood Church, 

Wirral, 

CH49 5PG 

THANK YOU LORD 
 

I thank you, Lord, 
For blessings and for 

favours 
Bestowed on me this day. 

I praise you, Lord, 
For joys and inspirations 
Received along the way. 
I give you glory, Lord, 
For love and mercies 

more 
Than words could ever 

say. 
Amen 


