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Today I should have been in Bamburgh, visiting the spot among the dunes, which my daughter Susan 
loved. She was one of four. Today would have been her Birthday – she died on 8th February 2016 - this is 
our tradition, but we cannot gather together as we are in lockdown, but we still remember as it is part of 
our story. 
 
On Sunday 24 May, World Communication Day, Pope Francis spoke on the theme of Story Telling, stories 
he said, help us discover our roots, who we are, where we belong, where we connect; all providing us with 
confidence and strength to move on together, a source, which enables us to form memories. 
 
We all like stories; we share them with our children, friends and families. They gift us with legends, 
parables, myths, which help to strengthen our Faith, Courage and Culture. 
 
My family gather, now up to 3 generations, every Wednesday night - that is, before COVID. My eldest 
daughter does not live locally, but in the school holidays and half-term she joins us. Her opening gambit is 
usually, “Do you remember?”, or “Where were we on holiday in 19xx?” It then grows into who remembers 
what, when, and where? It took me a while to understand that this was a way of gathering, uniting. 
 
“The do you remember game!” Are we still family, still belonging to one story? I remember, we remember 
ourselves to one journey, sharing lives and experiences and learning from what we share as Community - 
One Faith, One Love, One Eucharist, One God. 
 
The Apostles travelled with Jesus. They shared a Faith, one story, but Jesus presented it with a new 
perspective. He attracted them, “Where do you live?” they asked and His answer is always, “Come and 
See” and the change in them attracted others. 
  
He took Peter, John and James with Him to pray and during that time he began to shine, His clothes 
became white, two men appeared speaking with Him, they recognised them as Moses and Elijah. A voice 
rang out, “This is My beloved Son, listen to Him.” They were scared, confused, but knew that something 
mysterious had happened. Jesus told them not to be afraid and still not understanding, but keeping the 
memory, they once more followed their Lord. 
 
They had left everything, invested all they had in Him, hoped in all He promised, stayed with Him when 
others walked away, but then he told them that He would be leaving them - He was killed - they were 
scared and confused and they gathered. 
 
John tells us that He appeared amongst them, “Peace be with you” and he breathed on them, He told 
them to wait for the Spirit, they were to tell everyone their story, but then once more He was taken up 
away from them they were left alone gazing at the sky. 
 
At Pentecost, the Feast of the Harvest, they were hiding in the upper room, no Judas, no belonging, no 
Master, but then they heard the Wind and while wondering what was going on, they saw flames dancing 
over the head of each one and then they remembered! The Story began to unravel itself, the wind of 
Elijah, the fire of Moses, the transfiguration, I need to leave you, so that my Spirit can come. Why are you 
looking into the sky, He is not there, He is waiting for you and in the remembering they remembered 
themselves one to another, they remembered themselves to the Promise they had received, the 
Commission they had been given. They knew that they were not alone, they knew without a shadow of 
doubt that He was alive, that God was speaking to and through them, God speaking through the stories of 
our lives. 
 



Paul tells us, “You are a letter from Christ, delivered to us, not with ink, but by the Spirit of the living God. 
Not on tablets of stone, but on human hearts.” (2 Cor. 3.) “The Holy Spirit writes within and through each 
of us, we each have a story to tell. Let me tell you what God has done for me”. 
 
We each have a story, a treasure, we belong, we are members, we are family and within each family there 
are needs, problems, doubts, sorrow. Each of us are ‘Called and Gifted’ to have Faith to know we are not 
alone and that everything has a learning within it. The wind of the Spirit blows over each of us, tells us not 
to be gazing at the sky wondering where God is, God is here, working through His Son who has given us the 
eternal presence of His Spirit, sending us out to reflect, to find the hidden pearl I have been given and to 
gladly and freely share it. 
 

1. What is my Story?  
2. Be open for the opportunity to share it.  
3. Wait for the graced question.   
4. Share my story as is relevant, this pearl, my life. Not hiding in the clouds, but alive, a letter waiting 

to be read. 


