
What a drama queen! 

I recently led a Sunday service at St. Pierre and found myself in rather a strange situation. 

During the service I noticed a young lady, who was sitting on a pew about half way down the 

church, just staring at me throughout the service. She occasionally smiled and nodded when 

I spoke, but looked intently at everything I did during the worship. 

At the end of the service I asked some of the congregation whether this person was okay -  

was I supposed to have had some banns of marriage to read out etc?  The answer I 

received was no banns, they thought she was staying at the hotel. 

I went up to her, welcomed her and enquired whether she was visiting or had moved into the 

area.  She replied, ‘I’m the Revd Green; you know all about me.’  I said I was sorry but I 

didn’t know about her and asked what parish she was attached to.  She responded, ‘I’m 

here to study you; you know about me.’  I again said I was sorry and didn’t know about her 

visit to the church.  She then said, ‘I’m your trainee, I’m an imposter.’  At this I invited her to 

sit down so we could talk more comfortably and wondered how I could help this poor 

deranged person. I hoped some of the congregation would stay behind.  I mean, she could 

have been a would-be priest stalker, or worse could have felt she had suffered in some way 

because of something that had happened in the past.  I can assure you I didn’t think she 

spent the entire service staring at me because of my dashing good looks. (Yes, I have 

looked in the mirror lately). 

During our conversation it transpired that she was from a London Theatre Group, who had 

made contact with the church, (namely Julian), asking whether she could attend a service 

and take notes on what to do and how to act during a service etc.  The Theatre Group was 

employed by the hotel to be part of an interactive murder mystery for a conference weekend, 

which was the brain child of a large American company. 

I asked her why she didn’t receive Communion, and to this she answered she was a 

Catholic and didn’t think she was allowed. I explained to her that in most Anglican churches 

she would be welcome to take Communion. We went on to talk about Transubstantiation.  

I was then told that she was the killer and I had to promise not to tell anyone.  And she 

introduced me to Col. Mustard. You guessed it - this was a Cluedo ‘who-dun-it’. 

Well, that sorted out, a load of Americans descended on the church, looked at me and my 

green striped clerical shirt and said, ‘Hi! Hey, you must be the Revd Green.’ I replied, ‘No, 

she’s just over there.’ 

Communication is a wonderful thing, so why do we sometimes find it hard to talk? Why do 

we all assume people know something when they don’t? 

We should all try harder to communicate with one another, for example, asking how people 

are, showing that we really want to know, we don’t want them just to say, ‘Fine, thanks.’ 

Because that is what is always said. My Dutch colleagues at work will ask how someone is 

and they expect the person to reply sincerely. Once I was slightly off colour and a Dutch 

colleague ask me how I was, and I replied okay thank you, and they looked at me and said, 

‘No, really, how are you? You look like you need to talk.’ 

 


