
Links in a chain 
 
 
 
As I watch Alice or Rachel take their children by the hand,  
I remember 
I remember the feel of their hands in mine,  
Cold after a romp in the snow in winter, throwing snowballs for the dog to 
chase after (much to his confusion); warm in summer, and often sticky with ice 
cream  
I remember holding my mum’s hand – on that first trip on the underground 
The first day at school  
And no doubt she remembered holding her mum’s hand, as they walked briskly 
through the market or went to visit her little nanny 
I am linked in this way to the very beginning of humanity, hand by hand by 
helping hand across the years. 
Just as you are.  
Just as we all are. 
And as I enter into the church and feel the sense of God’s presence, I 
remember, 
I remember the people who no longer sit in that pew, no longer hand out the 
hymn books, count the collection 
I remember the people who once organised the fete, who once changed the 
frontals  
who once cleaned the brasses, 
just as people do now 
and I think of these simple tasks  
and the many the hands that did those little things we do for God in his house 
things that have been done year by year, passing on the tasks from generation 
to generation 
and I am linked to them as my hands now take their turn 
linked to hands completing years of quiet service in God’s house, over the 
centuries, in our church. 
And when I lift the bread and the cup, when I share them with you, I am aware 
of other hands holding the chalice and paten, aware of the bishop’s hands on 
my head at my ordination, just as a bishop’s hands had rested on his, and when 



I make the sign of the cross on a baby’s forehead, and pour the water of 
baptism over her forehead  
I remember  
I remember being baptised with Rachel and Alice,   
And that our baptism isn’t something of here and now –  
the touch of the thumb, the hands cupping the water were done for me and 
you, and for our parents down the centuries 
remembered and passed on from the disciples themselves,  
from the very hands of Jesus 
and in these actions of touching, holding, serving, pouring, we become the 
hands of Jesus in this place and time. 
 
As Teresa of Avila wrote 
“Christ has no body now but yours. No hands, no feet on earth but yours. Yours 
are the eyes through which he looks compassion on this world. Yours are the 
feet with which he walks to do good. Yours are the hands through which he 
blesses all the world. Yours are the hands, yours are the feet, yours are the 
eyes, you are his body. Christ has no body now on earth but yours.” 
    
 
 
 


