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Latin 

Antiphons 

Entrance:  Iubilate Deo, 
omnis terra, psalmum dicite 
nomini eius, date gloriam 
laudi eius, alleluia. 

 

Communion:  Dixit Iesus 
discipulis suis: Venite, 
prandete.  Et accepit 
panem, et dedit eis, alleluia. 
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SUNDAY 1st MAY   THIRD SUNDAY of EASTER   

 6:00pm (Sat)   Private Intention 

 8:00am (Latin)   Joseph Ronald Sherratt RIP 

 9:15am    Peter Moulton RIP  

 11:15am    Frank Haggarty RIP 

 6:00pm    People of the Parish 

  9:30am  Otford   Mary Catherine O’Connell RIP 

 9:30am  Borough Green  Mary Duputron RIP 

 11:00am  West Kingsdown  Holy Souls 

Monday 2nd    S Athanasius, B D  

 12:00noon    Fr Joe Andradi 

Tuesday 3rd    SS PHILIP & JAMES, App 

 9:30am    Private Intention 

Wednesday 4th    The ENGLISH MARTYRS  

 8:00am    Joseph & Josephine Brown RIP  

 10:00am  Otford   Marie Authers RIP (4th Anniversary) 

Thursday 5th    Feria 

 10:00am Borough Green   Holy Souls 

 12:00noon      Timothy & Cleta Andradi RIP 

Friday 6th    S John Paine, Pr M  

 8:00am    Good intentions of the donor's family 

 10:00pm  West Kingsdown Holy Souls 

Saturday 7th    Feria 

 9:30am    Dec’d members of the Wardle family  

SUNDAY 8th  MAY   FOURTH SUNDAY of EASTER   

 6:00pm (Sat)   Holy Souls  

 8:00am (Latin)   Dec’d members of the donor’s family 

 9:15am    Holy Souls  

 11:15am    People of the Parish 

 6:00pm    Holy Souls  

  9:30am  Otford   P.J. Kelly RIP (Anniversary) 

 9:30am  Borough Green  Holy Souls  

 11:00am  West Kingsdown  Jill Gobel (Birthday) 

Mass intentions 
All  masses are  at  st Thomas ’s  CHURCH  unless  otherwise  stated 

The fishing boat is bobbing gently on the lake, a hundred yards offshore.  Occasionally, a wave slaps against its side 
though the lake is surprisingly still this morning.  Though it is very early, the six fishermen in the boat are stripped 
for work, the gleam of sweat on their backs just visible in the glow of dawn.  All night they have put out their net, 
then pulled it in again, time after time.  Time after time.  They labour all night to earn a living.  But not this night.  
This night they haven't netted a single fish. 

Dawn is upon them now, the sun just breaking above the hills east of Galilee.  Their hopes of fish to sell are gone 
with the night.  Maybe they should try another net or two before they quit.  Maybe they'll be lucky.  On shore, the 
sleepy village of Capernaum is beginning to stir.  On its rocky beach the fishermen can see the glow of a small fire.  
Occasionally a breeze brings them the aroma of fish cooking.  Peter's stomach remembers its hunger, and his 
mouth can almost taste the savoury fish. 

Who's tending the fire?  It's a man.  Peter can see that much.  He looks familiar, but Peter can't place him.  Now the 
man brings up his hands and cups them about his mouth.  A moment later his voice reaches the boat: "Boys," he 
shouts. "Put your nets out on the right side of the boat and you'll find some...."  "Every landlubber thinks he's an 
expert fisherman!" fumes Peter.  But they are ready to put out the net again.  Why not the right side this time?  
What do they have to lose? 

All of a sudden the stillness of morning is broken by the writhing of trapped fish and a tremendous tug on the net 
that, for a moment, threatens to capsize the boat.  The men are instantly alert and position themselves to pull in 
the thrashing net.  They must have caught a whole school of fish — on the right side of the boat!  Peter looks up 
from his exertion to the man on the shore.  John, too, is straining to see him.  "It's the Lord!" shouts John.  "It's 
Jesus!" 

The others are struggling with the net, but Peter doesn't care.  He grabs his clothes, dives into the lake, and swims 
with powerful strokes until the water is shallow enough for him to run splashing the rest of the way.  Dripping, he 
drops to his knees before Jesus — the risen Lord, the man he has spent three years following, emulating, serving. 

"Bring some more fish," says Jesus.  So Peter runs to the boat, now nearly ashore, and helps haul in the net.  They 
count 153 fish!  Amazing!  Jesus calls to the men — disciples with whom he has shared many meals.  "Come, have 
some breakfast!"  They squat around the fire and wolf down the bread and the fish Jesus has prepared.  Hot fish!  
Hot bread after a long night's work! 

Fish and bread. Bread and fish.  Why does this seem so familiar?  Peter wonders.  And then he recalls the day when, 
only a mile or two from here, Jesus had fed the 5,000 with five barley loaves and two fish.  Peter and these very 
men had carried basket after basket of fish and bread to the crowd until all were full.  Jesus, the great Feeder of 
men is feeding them again this morning. 

Now Jesus calls him aside. "Do you love me Peter?"  With pain, Peter remembers how three times he had 
vehemently denied Jesus just before his crucifixion.  He can hardly look Jesus in the eye.  He mumbles, "Yes, Lord, 
you know that I love you."  "Peter, feed my sheep," says Jesus.  Three times Jesus asked Peter to reaffirm his love — 
once for each time Peter had denied him.  Three times Jesus reaffirms Peter's call to ministry.  Jesus not only 
forgives Peter, he restores him fully to his confidence. 

Years ago, Jesus had told Peter and his colleagues, "I will make you fishers of men."  Sure enough — together they 
had ministered to many thousands of men and women, boys and girls on what amounted to a three-year spiritual 
fishing expedition.  "Feed my sheep."  Not physical food.  Jesus is talking about spiritual food — teaching, praying, 
leading, exhorting, serving. Jesus is asking for Peter's love, but with that love, obedience too. 

Peter knows what he's saying.  Jesus had once described the crowds as harassed and helpless, like sheep without a 
shepherd.  "Yes, I love you, Jesus," says Peter clearly, lifting his eyes to meet the Master's.  "Then feed my sheep," 
says the great Feeder of men.  "Peter, I need you to feed my sheep for me."  "Yes, Lord, of course I will," whispers 
Peter, as his eyes flood with tears.  "You can count on me." 
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Please remember the sick who have been commended to our prayers, 
especially: 
 

Angela Griffiths, Deidre Thomas, Ann Steven, Lilian Spragg, Jane Tabor,  

Ken Holmes, Mary Scott, Sean Cloke and all in care and nursing homes. 

Baptism 

Welcome to 

Stanley Newton 
Freya Wakefield 

Louis Smith 
 

who were baptized at  

St Thomas’, Sevenoaks 

 last weekend. 

 

 

 

Anniversaries 
 
 

Tony Glenister, Brigid  

Forrest, Violet Madi,  

Bertha Lett, Frankie  

Grochala, Marjorie Castelli, 

Hugh Doherty, Fr John  

Hagreen, Doris Frost,  

William Smith, Marie Au-

thers, Franciszek Gluszka, 

Jim Byrne, Kathleen  

Caruana, Ronald Minto, 

Mary Taylor, William  

Colburn, Edmund Palmer, 

Augustine Darcy, Edward 

Munnelly, Louis Libhert, 

Honora Dwyer, Ruth Lett.   


