
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Such a summer’s day; blue skies with softly dabbed white clouds, larks singing, 
meadow pipits calling from the hedgerow and a soft undergrowth of daisies and 
poppies beneath, with grass, mallow and teasel. Ahead the ancient chapel of St 
Peter, standing just as four-square as it did in the 7th Century when Cedd made 
his mark in Essex. The beach, still lapped by the tide, still a crazy jigsaw of shells 
and sand but now marked out by little squares of wind breaker into family plots 
for digging and searching and finding and just relishing the sun and breeze. 
It was the destination of our little journey and on the way, we had driven through 
the small Dengie villages that may well have been settlements when St Peter’s 
was built.  
Modern houses cheek by jowl with old weather-beaten, weather-boarded 
cottages, leaning, bowed but not broken, groaning and moving with the years as 
earth settled – these are the villages now. But they are built in the shoes and 
shadows of earlier homes. Lives were lived in the same spaces, but surrounded 
by different walls, and maybe the children’s children are setting up their homes 
now on these ancient foundations.  
What did they see, what did they live through, in those years gone by? They saw 
the seasons change as we do, gave in marriage, gave birth, brought up their 
young to fill their places, to labour, love and have children. And through those 
years they saw warfare, the longboats raiding, the Saxon’s settling, the Norman’s 
conquering.  They were freemen who became serfs, became craftsmen, farmers, 
brewers, bakers, shoemakers, weavers and carpenters and who came to live in 
the comforting shadow of their parish church. 
They saw disease sweep the marshes, the ague, the plague, smallpox, a variety 
of other illnesses that many survived but many didn’t.  
Whoever we are and wherever we have come from, we are descended from 
people very much the same as the men and women of the Dengie. We are 



descended from the survivors – the ones who recovered, whose children gave 
them grandchildren, descendants, and have decorated the branches of their 
family tree to this present day – until it comes to us in our generations. 
 
There have been thousands of years of people, facing their trauma, their 
disasters and turning to God for help, support, encouragement and 
companionship, knowing that through his Son Jesus Christ we can be certain sure 
of his sustaining love, knowing that even when we wobble in our faith,. And we 
too make our way to the shore, the chapel, and to God as did our ancestors to 
discover his hand reaching out to grasp ours 
 

Prayer 
from the hymn Father I place into your hands 

 
Father, I place into your hands 

The things I cannot do. 
Father, I place into your hands 

The things that I’ve been through. 
Father, I place into your hands 

The way that I should go, 
For I know I always can trust you 

 
Father, I place into your hands 

My friends and family. 
Father, I place into your hands 

The things that trouble me. 
Father I place into your hands, 

The person I would be 
For I know I always can trust you. 

 

 


