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Dear Friends 

I often reflect at this time of year that autumn is a time of memories – 

there is a lot to remember. We have Harvest, when we remember to 

give thanks for all that the earth and God, through his grace, give to us, 

thanking God that “all is safely gathered in”;  All Souls Day, 

remembering  our loved ones who have died, All Saints Day, 

remembering the figures who have inspired us in our faith;  we 

remember the foiled plot to bring down parliament on Bonfire night, 

the fires of which have an older root in the Samhain festivals of our 

pagan ancestors, who remembered that at some times the veil 

between life and death can be very thin;  and, of course, Remembrance 

Sunday, remembering our fallen soldiers and the folly of war. 

In those remembrances there is a whole host of different emotions.  

Autumn itself carries with it a mix of emotions. I often feel a certain 

wistfulness as the leaves fall and the warmth of summer dissipates. As I 

look out of my window today , I am reminded of that beautiful song, 

“Autumn leaves”, composed by Joseph Kosma with lyrics in French by 

Jacques Prévert, translated by Johnny Mercer into English, and covered 

by loads and loads of people – my favourite is the Eva Cassidy version. 

The chorus is: 

But I miss you most of all 

My darling 

When autumn leaves 

Start to fall 

It is a bit of a tear jerker but beautiful nonetheless. It certainly captures 

something of how autumn sometimes makes me feel, particularly at 

the moment, for  I am missing not someone but something:  the 

normality of life before Covid, and  I am sure I am not the only one.  

However,  before I slip in total  melancholia, I am also reminded of a 

song that the children often sing at school around this time of year, 

called Autumn Days. It is much more optimistic song written by Estelle 



White who lived for a long time in Dewsbury. It is based on her 

memories of autumn days and the things she liked about them. It is 

quite quirky but has as the chorus: 

So I mustn’t forget 

No, I mustn’t forget 

To say a great big thank you 

I mustn’t forget. 

On the one hand I have a sense of loss and sadness  and on the other a 

sense of thankfulness and joy. One is not the antithesis of the other. 

Rather, It seems to me, that they are different sides of the same coin. It 

is a paradox that sadness and joy can exist together and indeed must 

do so. As I look at the fallen leaves on the floor  mourning what has 

gone, I must be careful not to  miss the little child kicking the leaves 

around giving thanks for what has just arrived – in fact, I am minded to 

go out and join in. 

All this reminds me of that passage in Ezra, which is the companion 

passage to the one Sylvia preaches on this week. When the foundation 

stone of the Temple is replaced, all the people give a big shout out to 

God in praise. However, there were a lot of mixed emotions that day, 

and  in verse 12 of chapter 3 we read “But many of the older priests and 

Levites and family heads, who had seen the former temple, wept aloud 

when they saw the foundation of this temple being laid, while many 

others shouted for joy.” 

As this Covid crisis goes on into the winter months, I believe it is a really 

important thing to remember that we can mourn the passing of things, 

including , of course, people, but  we can also give thanks because God 

is doing a new thing amongst us, When we stop to think, we have got a 

lot to thank God for, and our faith leads us to hope that there is more 

to come. It may only be the foundation stone that we can see at the 

moment, but I am convinced that good things are on their way, and 

indeed are already among us waiting to be uncovered as we kick the 

leaves around or as the seasons turn. 

Next Sunday, All Saints Day, we are being invited to come and light  

candles as part of a “beacon of hope”. My guess is that there will be 

quite a few tears of sadness and tears of joy, but it is an opportunity to 



give thanks for all who have been lights in our lives. If you can’t make it 

down to church then simply do your own at home. Get a candle , light it 

and remember, giving thanks even with the tears that may come for 

the good and the great. And let us not forget the hope in in beacon, 

hope of good things to come and perhaps we can find it in our hearts to 

give thanks for the things as yet unseen. 

Talking of giving thanks, I received this from the diocesan Sudan link 

“Thank you for the love you have shown us in this time of difficulty.  God 

bless all those who have given and those who are praying for us”.  

Archbishop Ezekiel of Khartoum.  

“When the Appeal closed at the end of August we had received 

£65,000.  This in Christ is an enormous encouragement and we warmly 

thank you. 

“The Sudanese are going through an awful time.  They have just 

suffered the worst monsoon season floods in fifty years.  What we have 

given them has enabled the church there in a small way to respond in 

God's loving-mercy.  What you gave is a blessing which has reached 

across Sudan, a real act of fellowship, sharing in their suffering.  Even 

so, what we have done together is only a drop in an ocean of need, but 

it is a sign that we care.” 

Having met a few people from the Sudanese church, my feeling is that 

they really know the truth of God’s grace, that even in the midst of 

great sorrow, great joys can be found. 

May God bless them, and us, in these uncertain times. 

An Autumnal prayer 

Help us, O Lord, to know your presence   

In the fading of the summer sun, 

the shortening of days, cooling breeze, 

swallows' flight and moonlight rays. 

And in the browning of leaves once green, 

morning mists, autumn chill, 

fruit that falls, frost's first kiss, 

may we know your promise of spring. Amen 



Peter 


