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Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mr John Fisher 
41 Horsebrook Park 
Calne 
SN11 8EY 

 

 



THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 51:21stMarch 2021 
 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mrs Ruth Geddes 
2 Lles Court, Goatacre 
Calne 
SN11 9JD 

 

 



THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 51:21stMarch 2021 
 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mrs Rosemary George 
119 Eastern Avenue 
Chippenham 
SN15 3XX 
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Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mr Ray Godwin 
Goatacre Care Centre, Goatacre 
Calne 
SN11 9HY 

 

 



THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 51:21stMarch 2021 
 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Miss Susan Graham 
Flat 5 The Wharf 
Calne 
SN11 0DH 
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Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mrs Lettice Mills 
12 Penn Court 
Calne 
SN11 8BJ 

 

 



THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 51:21stMarch 2021 
 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mrs Susan Papalia 
1 North End 
Calne 
SN11 9DQ 

 

 



THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 51:21stMarch 2021 
 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mrs Vera Tolley 
35 The Wharf 
Calne 
SN11 0DH 

 

 



THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 51:21stMarch 2021 
 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mr John Watkins 
74 Bryans Close Road 
Calne 
SN11 9AD 
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Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mrs Jean Webb 
Siderow Farm Spirthill 
Calne 
SN11 9HW 

 

 



THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 51:21stMarch 2021 
 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
A butterfly has appeared in my garden.  I believe 
it is a Comma and it was a lovely surprise.  I can 
name a few butterflies but that is the extent of my 
knowledge.  Google searches tell me that this is 
one of a number of varieties of butterfly where 
the adult can hibernate and will emerge on a 
warm spring day looking for – well, to reproduce. 

Setting aside the reason for this butterfly taking a 
pose, I reflected on the wonder of something so 
seemingly fragile being so resilient.  After all, it is 
not that long ago that we had a visit from “The 
Beast from the East the Sequel”. 

The last 12 months have not mercifully all been winter but they have often felt like a bleak 
wilderness with little to celebrate.  Wilderness is a theme that has come up in my mind a number of 
times.  And we are now in the church season Lent, that remembers Jesus’ 40 days in the 
wilderness.  If Jesus needed to set aside time to be with his father, then so do we.  Of course, times 
of silence and prayer was his regular pattern.  I have missed the occasions when I would head off 
for a few days to Llanerchwen, near Brecon for a quiet time with God.  It is not hardship!  It is just 
the most beautiful silent retreat centre with views over the Brecon Beacons and wildlife all around.  

My intention this Lent has been to practise living thankfully in the present moment and using Lectio 
Divina, which is a reflective way of reading scripture. Have I succeeded?  Well, I still have a little 
way to go. But in my waiting, reading and reflection I have been reminded of empty tombs and the 
suddenness of dawn, and particularly as I read the story of Lazarus the other day.   

Which brings me back to butterflies. For every caterpillar the time comes when the urge to eat 
and grow subsides and it instinctively begins to form a chrysalis around itself. The chrysalis 
hardens and you'd think for all the world that the caterpillar is dead. But one spring morning the 
life inside the chrysalis begins to writhe, the top cracks open, and a beautifully-formed butterfly 
emerges. For hours it will stand stretching and drying its wings, moving them slowly up and down. 
And then, before you know it, the butterfly glides aloft, effortlessly riding the currents of the air, 
alighting on flower after flower, as if to show off its vivid colours. 

Somehow, the miracle of the butterfly never loses its fascination for me. Perhaps because the 
chrysalis and the butterfly are a living parable of the tomb and the promise of resurrection.  

 
May God's richest blessing be yours! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

Mrs Cynthia Williams 
Kingston House, Lansdowne Crescent East 
Derry Hill 
SN11 9NP 

 

 


