
Mementos 
The memory may be a bit tired at times, but a picture can soon have us back in 
the sounds and the senses of the past. Just the sight of an old photo and we 
recall the sun on our back, the scent of the sea, and even the joy or sorrow of 
the occasion.  
But the pictures from the past also speak to us of the changes too. We may 
remember walking past Hill Farm House towards Creeksea – where there are 
now houses. Or along the sea wall from Creeksea to Burnham, before the 
Marina was constructed and the path detoured round the boats.  
These days of lockdown remind us too of those Sundays in childhood, when 
nothing was open and we walked or watched local cricket teams or sat and read 
the afternoon away, if we’d seen the film on the black & white tele too often to 
bear it again.  
And they may remind us too of those conversations with the old’uns and their 
stories of the changes they’d seen, tales of raiding the long disused oyster beds 
at Creeksea for oysters to put in the rabbit pie or of long-tailed-pigeon pie with 
the main ingredient [pheasant really] lured to its doom with a handful of  rum-
soaked raisins left under the trees in which they roosted. Overnight they 
toppled ‘legless’ onto the ground to be whisked away in sacks to waiting 
kitchens.  
In the busy-ness of all our lives sometimes it’s hard to remember all the little 
things that have given us joy, the first violets under the hedge, the sound of 
church bells on Easter Sunday, a baby’s first smile, conversations, quiet 
kindnesses. 
More than 100 years ago the Reverend John Jowett must have been thinking 
similar thoughts as he continued his lifetime’s work of preaching the gospel. 
Called the greatest preacher in the English-speaking world he wrote these few 
short lines to create a prayer that speaks to all generations 
 
O God our Father, 
We would thank thee for all the bright things of life 
help us to see them, and to count them 
and to remember them, that our lives may flow in ceaseless praise; 
For the sake of Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen  
 
And when our memories fade further still we can be confident that all we hold 
dear, now and from the past, is held in the eternal memory of our God, as 
precious to him as they are to us, for they are who we are and how we have 
lived the life he has given us. 


