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Dear friends, 

It was in the year 2BC, I think (two before Covid, that is) that Margaret and I followed John 

Wesley’s path across the Atlantic. We were sailing in an ocean liner – the last in the world, 

we’re told – and were without doubt less tossed about, more comfortable, safer, and much 

better fed than Father John had been. We arrived in New York and took a taxi (black and 

expensive) to the ferry terminal, via the tunnel. We returned in a yellow taxi, much cheaper, 

and crossed the bridge to the Brooklyn Terminal. The experience has certainly added to my 

enjoyment of American movies set in the Big Apple. Our destination was Ellis Island, the ferry 

taking us past the statue of Liberty to the place where, for many years, migrants were 

processed. It was an island village, with accommodation and a hospital, where all immigrants 

were examined, and even a kindergarten school. It is now a museum. 

Frederick Trump was processed there – grandfather of Donald, and, while not an illegal 

immigrant, an illegal emigrant: escaping the kingdom of Bavaria to avoid conscription. (He 

returned to the Rhine to marry a girl from the same village, but his past caught up with him 

and both were deported and returned to America.) The following century, a Gaelic-speaking 

girl from the island of Lewis in the Hebrides arrived at Ellis Island. She was seeking a better 

life, and had family already in America. She married Frederick’s son, Fred Junior, and Donald 

was, I think, her fourth son. Thus the President would qualify for British citizenship: there’s a 

thought! 

What set me thinking about this? It was a verse in one of the hymns set this week in the 

Methodist Prayer Handbook: Singing the Faith 695. Written by Ruth Duck, it is inspired by the 

parable of the sheep and goats in Matthew 25: ‘Lord, when was it that we saw you a stranger 

and welcomed you, or naked and gave you clothing?’ (verse 38). Verse 3 in the hymn reads: 

When you gave bread to earth’s hungry children, 

When you gave welcome to war’s refugees, 

When you remembered those most forgotten, 

You cared for me in the smallest of these. 

And I thought of crowded dinghies crossing the strait between Calais and Littlestone, and 

what happens to the migrants when they come ashore. And I do have mixed feelings. On the 

one hand, I do think that migration needs to be controlled, for the sake of those already living 

in Britain. I absolutely believe that the people smugglers who exploit these desperate folk 

should be gathered up, prosecuted and punished. On the other hand, I am aware that many 

– most, in fact – of those crossing, at great risk, are ordinary, decent people seeking a better 

way of life for themselves and their families. They include Christians escaping persecution, 

and war refugees, and people like Mary Anne MacCleod (later Trump) leaving poverty and 

hunger behind. Not all are ‘feral males’ – but some are. Not all are criminals, though a few 

are. They include doctors and teachers and farmers, mothers and children. (The clergy, my 

travels have taught me, have most likely stayed where they are, to support those who remain, 

sharing their dangers and, often, their poverty.) 

I don’t have an answer, and sympathise with the politicians who must find one, and with the 

Border Force and other agencies who must deal with it. But every time I sing, ‘All are welcome 
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in this place’ I think of where the English Channel meets the North Sea, and the hopeful ones. 

Each is a child of God, whatever their beliefs, and each must be treated one at a time, with 

respect, as were the hopeful ones who landed at Ellis Island all those years ago – whether 

they are allowed to stay or not. 

Blessings, 

Peter 

 

 

Resources/Good News 

Second Chance 

The 30th anniversary of a much-loved charity shop took place this summer. Second Chance is 

part of the mission of Archway Methodist Church in north London and was described by Time 

Out as “London’s temple of bric-a-brac”. Over the last three decades the shop has donated 

over £800,000 to charity and helped dozens of volunteers find fulfilment and emotional 

security. 

Read the story here 

 

Standing with Giants: For Your Tomorrow 

From 22 October, the powerful installation ‘For Your Tomorrow’ created by charity Standing 

with Giants, will debut at Royal Armouries, Fort Nelson, Portsmouth. This moving tribute to 

the 1,475 servicemen under British Command who gave their lives on D-Day is coming home 

to Portsmouth. 

Life-size silhouettes representing the 1,475 servicemen under British Command who gave 

their lives on D-Day and 50 French resistance fighters will be displayed around the grounds of 

Fort Nelson in this powerful installation created by charity Standing with Giants. 

Tickets will be available to book by mid-October. 

Standing with Giants: For Your Tomorrow | Royal Armouries 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.methodist.org.uk/about/our-stories/second-chance/
https://royalarmouries.org/fort-nelson/whats-on/standing-with-giants-for-your-tomorrow


 

SAM'S ZOOM AROUND GREECE 
 

Back in May, as a large part of my Sabbatical, I went on a 10-day pilgrimage 

around Greece. 

I'd now like to offer friends around the Circuit the chance to share some of 

the sights and experiences I had, as I travelled with my fellow pilgrims, in the 

footsteps of St Paul. 

To that effect, please find below some Zoom link details for THURSDAY 6TH 

NOVEMBER at 7.30pm (I'll open the meeting at 7.25pm), for about an hour or 

so. 

You'd be very welcome to join me! 

Yamas! (That's 'Cheers!' in Greek) 

Sam. 

 

Image of St Paul - Taken at Hosias Loukas, in the 11th century church 

 

ZOOM LINK: 

Topic: Circuit Zoom - Sam's Sabbatical Travels in Greece 

Time: Nov 6, 2025 07:30 PM London 

Join Zoom Meeting - 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/84676600289?pwd=wxk4b8JLdfYYZkSgzRgXTeGTxThMyO.1 

Meeting ID: 846 7660 0289 

Passcode: 600496 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/84676600289?pwd=wxk4b8JLdfYYZkSgzRgXTeGTxThMyO.1


 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 



 

  



 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 


