
CV week 16   Pastoral letter   5th July 2020 

 

Dear friends 

 

Wednesday saw our first reopening of the church for private prayer.  

Katie, our cleaner, came in earlier in the day to do a big clean, 

especially to tidy up some of the detritus that a couple of birds had left 

and, strangely, to clear away the remnants of an inordinate number of 

dead woodlice. Caroline had sourced and provided hand sanitiser for 

our entry and exit points. I had been busy checking the risk 

assessment and printing out some helpful signs and instructions. 

Once the pews were all cleaned, I marked out where people could sit 

safely by placing hassocks, two per pew every other pew with 2 m 

social distancing. I printed out and laminated prayer cards which 

could be used to indicate which spaces had already been used – 

move the hassock onto the floor, sit down to pray and when finished 

place the prayer card where you have been seated. As 6 o’clock 

approached, I went to sit at the back of church to say a few prayers 

and to wait for people to arrive.  

I have to admit that during the run-up to the day, I had been feeling 

the weight of responsibility bearing down on me. The building has 

been shut for three months and now that we were letting people in, I 

had to make sure that people would know what to do to be safe but 

also feel relaxed enough to bring their prayers and themselves before 

God as they sat or knelt in our lovely building. As I waited, I cast my 

eyes over the pews and allowed myself to relax –  it probably wasn’t 

perfect but we had done all we could to get the space ready – and my 

thoughts turned away from the building to all the people who come 

regularly, and those who come occasionally, for worship, for 

fellowship and friendship, for quiet prayer and reflection,  for 

celebrating the joys of life and sadness’s of death, and the odd few 

who just come in have their sandwiches.   

As you may have gathered from some of my other writings, I’ve been 

thinking quite a lot about what it means to be the new Temple of God, 

God’s word written in flesh and blood, God dwelling in the midst of his 

people rather than in the confines of a stone building. Maybe that has 



been in reaction to us not having a building to meet in – how do we 

be church when we can’t be in church? However, sitting in St John’s 

on Wednesday evening reminded me how important a church 

building can be. 

Having a church building is a responsibility and can be a real 

headache – just ask those who have been or who are churchwardens 

- but it is also real blessing. As we unlock our church building, we 

must ensure that it continues to be a real blessing, not just to us but 

to our community as well. One of our aims as a church is that we 

should have a “serving building” or, in other words, a building that 

enables us to serve our community. Part of that is to ensure that our 

building is developed as a community space, where people can sing, 

dance, make music, listen to music, speak different languages, 

appreciate art, restore old furniture, learn new things and share old 

interests, stretch tired muscles and find muscles they didn’t know they 

had… the list goes on. But, as I sat there on Wednesday evening in 

the quiet,  I remembered that, as important as it is to allow the secular 

to rent our space, it is far more important to have a scared  place 

where people can bring the whole of life into the presence and 

mystery of God. 

At the moment, we are making small steps to get back into our 

building. We are allowed to pray individually, and we are working 

towards meeting together in small groups (up to 30 if weddings are 

anything to go by). Last week I included a list of restrictions that we 

will need to impose upon ourselves to make our worship safe. One 

person emailed back to me saying “if we can’t sing or hug each other 

we may as well keep on zooming” - and I know exactly what they 

mean. The worship of God is not simply a private moment in an 

empty space, as important as those times are, but is a hustling, 

bustling, community mess of things, sometimes orderly, sometimes 

chaotic, that brings the lives of people together, people from all 

different experiences and backgrounds,  different ethnicities and 

cultures, different hopes and fears, all under one roof to worship one 

God and to receive that affirmation that we are all one, and all his 

children. I want to share that experience again with you all but, as I 

reflect on the opening of our building, I  find that I also want to offer 

that experience to others, as a gift to those who have not yet found 

the joy of meeting together in God’s house. 



A more reflective letter this week. When I know more practical details 

about the building and worship, I will share it with you. Please do 

come, if you can, into the building for while, it is lovely even when not 

full of people. If you can’t come,  may you find God’s blessing 

wherever you may be. 

I will leave you with a blessing for a home which I feel is rather 

appropriate to our church as well. 

Bless this house and those within. 
Bless our giving and receiving. 

Bless our words and conversation. 
Bless our hands and recreation. 

Bless our sowing and our growing. 
Bless our coming and our going. 
Bless all who enter and depart. 

Bless this house, your peace impart. 
 

 

Amen. 

Peter 

 


