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OUR WORSHIP AT BOURNE ABBEY

NOTICE
The Abbey Church has re-opened for:

Public Worship
Each Sunday at 10.00am
Said Eucharist with Music but no
congregational singing: choir in attendance
and singing during the Communion

Private Prayer
Saturdays 10am to midday
Funerals and Weddings
Funerals and Weddings in Church may now
take place, (but with certain restrictions)
Kindly note that we are not yet able to offer
Baptisms in the Abbey
Please contact Fr. Chris (Bourne 422412) for further details

Fr Christ would be glad to be informed of sick people
Cover photograph by Jonathan Smith

The Julian Meeting
The Julian meeting is a time for sharing silent
contemplative prayer. it is held on the first Monday of
each month in the Abbey Church at 10.00am.
Everyone is welcome. We hope to meet on December
7th at 10.00am the Abbey church.

But when the set time had fully come, God sent his
Son, born of a woman, born under the law, to
redeem those under the law, that we might receive
adoption to sonship.
Because you are his sons, God sent the Spirit of his
Son into our hearts, the Spirit who calls out “Abba,
Father”. So you are no longer a slave, but God’s
child: and since you are his child, God has made
you alsoan heir.
Galatians 4:4-7

How beautiful on the mountains are the feet of those
who bring good news, who proclaim peace, who bring
good tidings, who proclaim salvation, who say to Zion
‘Your God reigns’
Susan Macey

BOURNE FOODBANK
Bourne Foodbank is run by Churches Together in Bourne, as
a service to Bourne and the surrounding villages. The trustees
and volunteers come from many different churches and give
of their time freely to ensure that the Foodbank can assist as
many people in crisis as is required.
The Foodbank is a registered charity and has more than 40
volunteers and trustees, and is always looking for more, if
you think that might be you, please see the How To Help
page to find out more.
Bourne Foodbank operates as a member of The Trussell
Trust, a Christian organisation working to relieve crisis and
suffering in the UK and elsewhere.
The following items are urgently needed by
Bourne Foodbank
Tinned vegetables; tinned rice;
Tinned /carton custard;
Tinned fruit; sponge puddings;
Snacks for children’s lunchboxes;
Jam/marmalade
Toilet rolls; washing powder/gel
Coffee
Thank you
Thought for the Month
Approach all things with an open mind; and have gifts to which
we’re blind; be sensitive to others cries; others too are also wise.

Warrior Queen of the Skies
The Avro
Lancaster
is an
iconic
aeroplane,
now
preserved for memorable
fly past events, heralded
by the familiar “organ tones” of the famous Rolls Royce
Merlin engines.
Flying inside these was the duty of thousands of aircrew
of WW2 and the later entrants of the post war years, who had
been too young for combat. Experience of this aircraft was
unforgettable.
Amongst the airborne feel of such a machine, there was
the distinctive sound of the Merlin engines. On take off, it
was like sitting in the loft of a loud organ accompanied by
Formula One racing cars. This is romantic stuff, but this was
also a war machine. If I may personalize the aeroplane, she
was a tall “Warrior Queen” with finely sculptured face,
crying victory with deep contralto voice into battle darkened
skies.
We had known battle darkened skies, when I was but a
lad, huddled in our Anderson shelter while the Luftwaffe
rained down incendiary and high explosive bombs. I was
Continued overleaf

especially mad at Mr. Hitler, because he bombed our local
cinema and I was very fond of Mr. Disney’s cartoons. (Hitler
didn’t like Mickey Mouse.) I was later to learn that worse
things had happened. When the time came for me to join the
post war R.A.F., it was with great respect that I worked
alongside veteran WW2 aircrew, who had flown operations
over enemy territory, as battle hardened comrades, some of
whom did not return.
We learned later what happened on the ground. At
either ends of the searchlights, precious loved ones became
statistics, but each one a unique person, who could have
prayed, “Lord, you have searched me and know me.”
Read Psalm 139, in print or online ( try Google )
This has intimate stiff of the human condition, but who
are the wicked (v 19) and
what is the everlasting way
? To shed light on this and
know ourselves, especially
in challenging times, should
we not remember to seek

The Suffering Light
of the World
John 8: 12, Mark 10: 45
malcolmpugh@
btinternet.com

‘OUR MAD LIFE’
ON THE MOVE AGAIN
I gasp in horror while those around me look on in a resigned sort of way
and say the obvious.“ It has collapsed” was the factual comment when
St Andrew’s Church, Ampobibitika, in the northern part of the diocese,
literally hit the dust. The first part collapsed while I was speaking at a
meeting in the church. It was only a small part of the wall near me, but
a bigger section near one of the readers. I was surprised that people
were so dismayed that a piece of the wattle and mud had fallen down.
They saw a sign which I was unaware of: the termites had destroyed the
bottom of the building. So I carried on speaking and let the meeting
come to a natural close.
It was several weeks later that the whole thing gave way, luckily
while no one was in or near it. This is one of our livelier churches and
the only one with a lady priest, non-stipendiary. Situated on the main
road north, it is one of our best church sites so a very public icon of the
diocese! To rebuild will cost 12 million ariary, about £2,600, which is
utterly beyond the reach of the local community who are all subsistence
farmers. I applied to an American charity which builds simple new
churches for a congregation of this size but sadly had a flat refusal as
they are not taking on new projects during the current pandemic. A sign
of the future? It is already difficult for so many of us not to think we
have just left some sort of golden age of plenty and freedom behind us.
Another setback is that we have just lost in one week three of the
most active members of the diocese and cathedral congregation: the
MU worker, Mme Vero; the head of the Sunday school and diocesan
synod delegate, Mme Noëline, and Mr Emmanuel, chair of the
cathedral committee and chief spokesman in most situations, not to
mention his constant care and frequent transport of the bishop. The two
ladies worked in the anti-corruption office in senior positions. Mme
Vero has been transferred to Antsiranana (Diego) and Mme Noëline to
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Toamasina (Tamatave). Vero and Emmanuel were key members of our
Development Committee.“Doesn’t the beauty of the dawn speak to you
of the glory of God?” fellow travellers have sometimes said to me. My
honest answer is “No” – it simply tells me my night was too short, or,
too long if I have been on the road all night! I would much prefer bed to
admiring the light slowly spreading across the sky bringing a rich
palette of colour to the world. Sunsets do it for me!
Nevertheless as we set out for Marovoay for the dedication of
the new vicarage and farewell service to the rural dean very early on the
last Sunday of September I suddenly felt exhilarated in the pristine
early morning air as we drove up into the hills with a vast panorama
across the great Betsiboka river estuary. I realised what made this so
wonderful was freedom after the months of various stages of lockdown
in the Evêché.

This is the view from the room where I am writing this, so the
contrast was startling. The tree on the right has just been shorn of all its
branches despite the fact it was laden with an abundant harvest of
mangoes. As you see our neighbours’ homes lean against our house in
contravention of all regulations, posing all sorts of risks and stopping

any light or air downstairs! The cramped conditions also encourage
wild life of all sorts. Our resident chameleon delights some and terrifies
others and was keeping its beady eye on me this morning as I was
welcoming visitors. Earlier this week, as I sat here writing I felt a tickle
in my trouser leg and swatted it firmly assuming it was a mosquito
(which our house is full of) and was aghast when an almost 2 inch long
great amber coloured cockroach fell down my leg. These filthy things
damage clothes, etc. Those present had great hilarity as they suggested
where it might have been hiding prior to the incident.

The new vicarage at Marovoay was wondrously decorated for the
dedication. These huge swags of material with their rosettes right across
the front and round the sides of the house were made up of just two
incredibly long pieces of material, one orange, one white, which had
been hired for the occasion. This art form never ceases to astonish me. I
was fascinated watching it being taken down by the young men in the
congregation as the rosettes were unwired and it all became simply two
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sheets of cloth for us to take back to Mahajanga.
In the last Mad Life was a photograph of our Development
Committee as they deliberated on how best to spend the grant aid to
deal with Covid-19. It was decided to provide every church with soap
and hand washing facilities and every member of the congregations
with the obligatory face masks. My companion Andry on these journeys
is now the chairman. He and I were startled to discover that not a single
member of the congregation and nobody in the massive Sunday market
which was taking place in the town was wearing one. The soap and
water were indeed at the main door of the church but it was clear that
they had not been used previously and now people looked at them with
surprise. We suddenly felt like foreigners from the city who knew little
of country ways and reality. The congregation in the church were
tightly packed. What is social distancing? What the wealthy people –
who have space - do in the cities. Up to a point I was happy to go with
the flow tucking my face mask in an inside pocket but I was taken
aback when I started to celebrate Communion that no hygiene
precautions were in place. Poor Andry was so shocked he couldn’t
bring himself to receive Communion. Andry comes from a part of
Malagasy society whose understanding of hygiene and infection is the
same as yours and mine.
What had people done with/used their face masks for? But that
was in a sense a trivial question when one realised that people didn’t
understand basic hygiene, not to mention the transmission of the
coronavirus. How does one remedy that?
Those immediately involved imparting decisions at the centre to
the diocese are the archdeacon and the rural deans. At the next
Eucharist in the cathedral I watched as the archdeacon fished around in
a large plastic box for the communion waters, counted them out one by
one onto the plate, put everything on the altar and only then used the
hand gel sanitiser. I live to tell the story while you beautifully clean,
well protected readers live in the midst of another terrible spike in
Covid-19 cases. Clearly there is a lot we all have to learn about the
nature of this pandemic.
The following weekend I was in Port-Bergé for a Confirmation.

Guess what? The face masks that Andry and others had worked so hard
to produce and send by expensive express delivery were still in a box in
the priest’s home. I began to feel that Mahajanga and the rest of the
diocese are on different planets. I was informed that on the Saturday
afternoon I would be in church and people would come to see me. At 3
pm I was to meet two mayors. Do you mean presidents of the
equivalent of parish councils? asked Andry. No, two men from the next
tier up of local government. Andry pointed out that the water and soap
was not available at the church. The rural dean was surprised, “But isn’t
that for Sunday Services?”
At three o’clock precisely (such precise timing here is in itself
very strange) 23 men and a lady marched into church and took their
places in the desks. The Church is two school rooms during the week.
Introductions were made with greatly exaggerated courtesy. I really do
not like the custom of addressing me as ‘Your excellency my lord
Bishop’. Basically, the meeting was about the provision of health
facilities on the east side of the river there. An area which is completely
cut off in the wet season and the cause of unnecessary deaths, especially
among women giving birth as there has been no midwife resident there.
Then the shock of the meeting. The lady at the back was asked to
stand up and was introduced as the midwife who is working at the new
Bishop Speers hospital! (Pronounced Bee.sop Spees). Who had given
permission for this? Who was responsible for this? Obviously, I was
meant to be thrilled and flattered at this initiative. I was alarmed.
Answers provided afterwards were less than satisfactory leaving Andry
and I confused and worried. I replied like the worst sort of politician
saying as little as possible worth repeating and making no promises.
Then all these people who had walked two and a half hours in the
scorching heat for this encounter had to make the return journey which
would get them home about dusk.
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At 3.30pm precisely in trooped a very different group: the local
football club, their trainers, etc.
Repeat performance of introductions and speeches. Substance:
would I be or could I get them a sponsor?! I explained that, sadly,
buying football kit was nowhere on my priority list and the money that I
did receive from abroad came from churches. I appealed to them to look
at the building they were in and guess what my priorities might be.
Nothing daunted, they were sure that someone of my eminence…. had
all the contacts. Please, at least tell your friends about us. So there you
are, my dear friends, I keep my promise!
Next in, more or less, were the Confirmation candidates for a talk
and rehearsal with me. They too, all except two, had walked great
distances for this and would have to sleep the night in the church.
Unlike the highly organised previous encounters of the afternoon this
was chaotic. I was very thankful that I had a little experience under my
belt, every ounce of which was needed to sort everybody out. Among
the candidates for baptism and confirmation was the head of the local

community at Antanankova whom I wrote about in a previous letter.
These occasions are immensely moving for me as I pray over each
individual for the gift of the Holy Spirit. (I did gel my hands between
anointing and laying hands on each candidate but I rather suspect that
was seen as a new ritual exclusive to the bishop.

Confirmation, Sunday, October 4, 2020 at Holy Trinity, Port-Bergé
I read recently, instead of taking all your problems about the
church and the world to God, rather pray, “God you have some
problems here. How can I help?”
On that note I must thank God and you for immensely generous
responses to the last Mad Life. We are now in a position to rebuild St
Andrew’s Church, Ambobitika slightly bigger and a lot better.
Love and Prayers
+Hall

hallspeers@gmail.com

Mahajanga Support Fund – Update
The PCC wishes to thank those members of the parish who
are kindly donating to the Mahajanga Support Fund.
The first transfer of funds to the Mahajanga diocesan
account has been made. Bishop Hall thanks us and says that
the money enables them to start work on a new vicarage in
Port Berge where the priest and his wife have for years been
sleeping in the tiny, rented, school office.
If you would like to join the supporters, please see the
Madagascar noticeboard at the back of the Abbey for details
and standing order forms.

The Abbey Church Hall
With a well-equipped kitchen, the Hall is available for hire at very
reasonable rates for all regular groups such as Weightwatchers,
karate, yoga and dancing, table-top and jumble sales, tea dances,
coffee mornings, talks, slide shows and art exhibitions, lunches,
anniversaries, receptions etc.
Children’s parties are very popular at £30 for 4 hours.
THE HALL IS CURRENTLY CLOSED

Thinking of making or up-dating your will?
If so, please consider bequeathing a gift to Bourne Abbey.
A legacy would help to secure the future of the church and its
work with future generations. Don’t forget that legacies to
charities are free of Inheritance Tax. Thank you.

NOVEMBER BIRTHDAYS
9th November

Bill Normington

9th November

Brian Hicks

12th November

Tori Knowles

13th November

Sandra Rodgers

14th November

Mike Northen

28th November

Dylan Taylor

IN MEMORIUM
25th November

Helen McMaster

30th November

Don Fowler

CANDLES
November 2020
8th

In memory of Eric Roberts

11th In memory of Paul Crosby

28th In memory of Jessie Nunn

