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For the past two or three years I have been intrigued by the Alpha poster and the card through the 

door, particularly as someone who has questioned the strength of my Christian beliefs throughout 

my life. I remember hearing that David Cameron once described his faith as ‘something that comes 

and goes, a bit like Star FM in the Chilterns’ and thinking ‘ha, that sounds just like me’. This rather 

undisciplined approach to the practices and beliefs of the Church, combined with increased 

opportunities for reflection since joining the teaching team at a local Catholic primary school almost 

eight years ago, means that increasingly I have felt a moral and personal imperative to ‘make my 

mind up’ about God and Jesus Christ. So, this year I decided to join the Alpha course at St Mary’s. 

I have really enjoyed the discussions and opportunities to meet new people, with the hospitality an 

unexpected bonus! The food is great! Whilst I have not always agreed with what has been said, with 

doubts continually creeping to the edge of my thoughts, Alpha has been a hugely positive experience 

– even if there has not been one startling moment of revelation when all has been confirmed to me 

in a flash of holy light. 

Unexpectedly, the Holy Spirit day which took place off site gave me greatest pause for thought. At 

the time I found the first talk of the day helped my understanding of the intangible being that is the 

Spirit and how this links into the Trinity, whilst the practical tasks quite literally left me cold – what 

one person perceived as the Spirit entering the room was for me a rather chilly moment when I 

believed someone had left a door or window open! With hindsight, my personal resistance and 

typically ‘British’ sense of discomfort, though, were more to do with being in a group in a highly 

charged worship situation, than to do with disbelief. It is often in solitude that I feel closest to God, 

and this is a simple fact that Alpha has led me to accept. Some of us take a slow and steady path to 

belief. The events of that Saturday were part of a particularly intense week of reflection about 

Christianity, as I also attended a Catholic Conference in Salisbury. To this I took my trusty ‘spiritual 

journal’, which has been in use off and on (back to the Star FM analogy) since 2008 when it was 

given to me by my sister. Within these pages are all sorts of snippets – the words of favourite 

prayers and hymns; newspaper cuttings linked to faith; personal accounts of ‘spiritual’ moments and 

other bits and bobs. One quiet half hour after a happiness workshop I wrote a few pages about the 

Alpha Holy Spirit day, and I would just like to share the final section where I reflected on an event 

that took place shortly beforehand, when I had gone to Paris to bid farewell to my 25 year old son, 

who was returning to what I must accept as his home in Melbourne, Australia.  

I waved Joe off from the Gare du Nord, not knowing when I would see him again. The next morning I 

would’ve expected melancholy – and there was some of this. Yet on that Sunday morning I walked 

the streets of Paris beneath a clear blue sky with the sun on my face, enjoying the sound of bells 

calling mass. I turned a corner, youngsters were laughing and I felt a sheer flash of pure euphoria and 

joy. Was this how it feels to be filled with the Holy Spirit? Am I seeking something that has always 

been there? 

What next? I will miss our weekly sessions. At one of these it was said that faith can be like a coal 

that drops away from the fire – the ember begins to cool and possibly die out. Yet place it back in 

the fire and it will immediately reignite. So, I will be keeping up the journal and working hard at 



improving my praying skills – making good use of the daily app on my phone called ‘Pray and Go’ – 

and I will aim to move my acts of worship beyond the regular ones I participate in and sometimes 

lead in school to take a more personal approach in my local community. I will try to turn up at St 

Mary’s at the right time on the occasional Sunday morning, unlike three weeks ago when I was an 

hour too late!  

And if you are happy to lead me towards my first Holy Communion, Alpha will have a result. 

 

 


