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 The doorway was fairly deep but quite narrow. His body ached from sleeping at such 

an unnatural angle and it took him a little time to get his bearings. He now realised  

it was the deep resounding clanging which had disturbed him. Arrival had been in 

darkness.  His legs tingled and the feeling began to return as he stretched. The 

morning sun crept across the recess, still lukewarm at this hour, but afforded him 

comfort. 

He understood now. Across the square was the cathedral. It’s calling 

continued. It was a powerful building, physically ,with it’s  massive red  stone walls 

but also it seemed to exude an aura of spirituality. Looking at the large sheltered 

entrance he smiled. If only he’d known last night. Then again,he reflected ,it didn’t do 

to be too isolated sleeping rough.  

A breeze brought a light fragrance from a nearby rose bed. He inhaled deeply, 

raked his throat and spat out the stale phlegm from his sleep. He was startled as it 

landed inches from passing feet that had suddenly appeared. He saw they belonged 

to a very tall young man, the perception of tallness exaggerated from his seat on the 

floor. As their eyes met he felt vunerable and mumbled an apology. The recipient 

acknowledged this with a friendly nod and a kind smile. He felt safe again. The young 

man walked on. 
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The incident over he began gathering his belongings. Picking up the sleeping 

bag he noticed a folded newpaper lying underneath it. He’d  missed it in the dark .  

The War Cry. He smiled thinking of his own history. However for some reason he was 

drawn more to the smaller second headline 

Phillippans 4.19   

“ My  God , will supply every need of yours” 

For some reason it struck an unwanted chord with him which he tried to shift. A small 

voice persisted inside “you did have shelter and you’re safe this morning”. He again 

dismissed the whole thing reassuring himself it was all to do with being around the 

cathedral, the atmosphere ,the calling of the morning bells. Suddenly he was 

overwhelmed with tears that seemed to soothe. For a third time he tried to 

rationalise what was happening. A school memory that Peter had thrice denied 

knowing Jesus came to mind, he knew not from where.   

Finally he relinquished his opposition,wondering was this God ? Was this a call 

to conversion or God gently letting him know he was around ? Why had he chosen 

to sleep in the proximity of the cathedral although it was quieter it was less safe? 

Had God led him there for this moment? 

It was getting into his head and he did not want it, he pushed it away. 

Distancing it, he carried on packing. He was practiced in the art. Thirty years in the 

army had taught him well. It also made devoid of a good feeling for a God who let so 
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many die on the battlefields. He knelt down to make the final adjustments, his eyes 

were drawn to the newspaper headline again.  

A thick American accent broke the silence, he recognised the shoes,their owner  had 

returned. 

“I thought you may like some breakfast buddy,”he drawled , sitting a cardboard tray 

with a coffee and two bacon rolls across Phillipians 4.19 

The pealing ceased. All was silent, was there a God ? 

He ate and drank and left the rubbish in the doorway. 
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