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NEWSLETTER                      

This month we have a Cambridge Historical Trust bike tour, a
Pilgrimage walk to Ely, a reflection on Angels, an Assumptiontide
poem, a report on the march for Gaza in Cape Town, and the usual

Vicar’s letter, prayers, and intentions.



Highlights of September

Wednesday 3rd September
First Wednesday Fellowship Group after 10am Low Mass
Richard Stanton talks about his recent visit to the Holy Land.  All welcome.

Monday 8th September
The Feast of the Birth of the Blessed Virgin Mary
12:30pm Low Mass, 7pm High Mass.

Wednesday 10th September
Monthly Mass of Healing (with anointing and laying on of hands) 10am
Preceded in the Lady Chapel by prayers for the sick at 9:45am.

Sunday 14th September
Holy Cross Day
Preacher at High Mass: The Rev’d Dr Gemma Burnett

Chaplain, Trinity College, Cambridge and former Pastoral 
Assistant at Little S. Mary’s.

Sunday 21st September
10:30am Harvest Festival
Gifts of food for Jimmy’s and the Foodbank, please.

Monday 22nd September
Feast of S. Matthew, Apostle
Low Mass 12:30pm, Sung Mass 7pm.

Thursday 25th September
7:30pm Welcome Supper for new members of the congregation
Let us know if you are new or if you know someone new who might like an 
invitation.

Monday 29th September
Feast of S. Michael & All Angels
Low Mass 12:30pm, Sung Mass 7pm.

Please send articles for October’s Newsletter to melissaguiliano@gmail.co  m
by 22nd September

Front Cover: Albrecht Dürer, St Michael fighting the Dragon, woodcut, 1498, 
British Museum
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From the Vicar

Beheading of S. John Baptist, 2014
Dear Brothers & Sisters

The most  obvious thing you  will  all  have noticed (unless  your  prayers  are  so
profound as to render  you  insensible  upon your  arrival  at  church!)  is  that  our
beloved building is covered in scaffolding.

I’m aware that it is some time since this work was first mooted and not all of you
will know what is going on and why, so here is a little background:

The Church of England requires all parishes to have their buildings inspected by
an  architect/surveyor  every  five  years.   Our  last  Quinquennial  Report  was
completed in 2010, but the building of the parish centre and the interregnum after
Fr Greany’s retirement meant that it was only in 2013 that we finally got to grips
with the work identified in the report.  Essentially, the report requires considerable
repairs to be carried out on the roof, masonry and rainwater goods.  I suspect we
had not had as thorough an examination of the building from previous surveyors,
and our new parish surveyor, Iain Frearson of Freeland Rees Roberts, is absolutely
first-rate.   I’m  very  grateful  to  him  for  all  his  wisdom  and  support  and  for
providing us with a report and plan that will leave the church in a very solid state
of repair.

In  addition  to  these  essential  building  works  we  have  decided  that  the  Lady
Chapel,  for  quite  some  time  in  a  down-at-heel  state,  unworthy  as  a  place  of
worship  (not  to  mention  as  a  place  honouring  the  Mother  of  God)  needs
redecoration.  It  is also important that amid the invisible work high up on the
building we should have something to see at the end of all this labour, expense,
and inconvenience!  The hope is that we can paint the ceiling blue with gold stars
(reflecting the vision of Heaven as we celebrate the Eucharist), the walls can be a
warm stone colour and the blue of the reredos and pedestal for Our Lady can be
darkened from their present tone.  The carpet,  which is now thoroughly moth-
eaten around the edges, will go, and the floor will be sanded and resealed and then
a  Persian  rug  will  be  placed  before  the  altar.   These  are  all  comparatively
inexpensive works, but it would be even better if the chapel could be properly lit
without fluorescent tubes and with tasteful spotlights over the seating and altar,
perhaps coming from LEDs in the stars on the ceiling.  A second hope I have is
that we might do something about the chairs, which are now showing their age,
and whose upholstery is dirty.



All the above work is costing just under £300,000.  This is being paid for by a
combination of Peterhouse as Chancel Rectors, the government’s  VAT reclaim
scheme for listed places of worship, our own reserves and fund-raising and a loan
from the Diocese.  Your generosity has already raised most  of the £30,000 we
were hoping to make from donations – thank you very much indeed.

The maintenance of a church building is not an end in itself,  and in plenty of
places  in  this  country  the  amount  of  time  and  money  spent  propping  up  old
buildings  is  ridiculous  and  prevents  the  church  –  the  Body of  Christ  –  from
engaging in her task of worship and evangelism.   If  small  rural  congregations
didn’t spend so much energy keeping their church upright, they could spend it on
growing  and  reaching  out  to  their  community.   There  are  plenty  of  church
buildings that ought to be handed to the Churches Conservation Trust.

Happily, Little S. Mary’s is not one of them and our building plays a key part in
our mission to the city and universities.  Even here, however, we must not become
blinkered in our rightful attention to the fabric.  It’s perfect timing, therefore, that
our  new Pastoral  Assistant,  Hannah  McManus,  begins  her  work  with  us  this
month.   Hannah  comes  to  us  from the  north-east  and  has  spent  the  last  year
working at the Shrine of Our Lady of Walsingham.  I’m excited about her arrival
and not only helping her discern her Christian vocation, but also sharing with her
and you in deepening our faith and bringing more people to faith in Jesus Christ.
Elsewhere in this newsletter there are invitations to prayer for members of our
congregation,  but  do please also pray for  Hannah that  she may be joyful  and
faithful and that together we may proclaim the victory of the Temple not made by
human hands, which men destroyed but whom God raised up on the Third Day.

With my love and prayers, I am
Yours in the Lord

Fr Robert



Cambridgeshire Historic Churches Trust
sponsored Cycle, Drive and Stride

from Bob DeWolf

Saturday 13th September sees the
annual  Cambridgeshire  Historic
Churches Trust sponsored Cycle,
Drive  and  Stride,  which  raises
money  to  be  split  between  the
Trust and our own church funds.
Cambridgeshire  –  particularly
clement  to  cycling  –  is  studded
with  wonderful  churches.
Witness the seven deadly sins at
Hardwick  and  stand  with  a
weeping caryatid at lofty Harlton.
Observe  the  sun  and  moon
attending  Christ  at  Great
Shelford,  a  flaming  chariot  at
Grantchester  and  extra-terrestrial
light  fittings  at  St  Bene’t’s!
Many  churches  are
extraordinarily  welcoming,  with
cakes,  biscuits,  refreshing drinks
and  conversation.   What  more
could  you  want  on a  September
Saturday?

And for company, why not form a group of church visitors?

We also need welcomers at LSM from 10 till 6.  The more we have, the
less  time each needs  to  be present.   Or help by sponsoring generously.
Contact Bob DeWolf if you would like to participate.  Sponsorship forms
are available at the back of the church.  For welcomers, there is a sign-up
sheet.  Sponsorship forms are also available online at: 

www.cambshistoricchurchestrust.co.uk/s-c-r.htm

http://www.cambshistoricchurchestrust.co.uk/s-c-r.htm


Pilgrimage Walk to Ely, Saturday 11th October 2014

9am. Jesus College Chapel. Pilgrim prayers.
9:15am. Walk starts from the college chapel, proceeding across 
Midsummer Common to the river.
11am. approx. The Bridge Hotel, Waterbeach. Coffee stop.
1pm- 1:15pm. approx. Five Miles from Anywhere pub.  Pub lunch, 
though bring sandwiches if you like.
4.:30pm – 5pm. Approx.  Arrive in Ely.  Find a café for tea.
5:30pm.  Evensong in the Cathedral.
6:25, 6:39, 6;52, 7:06 pm. Trains to Cambridge (the last bus is at 6:10)

The Walk is in memory of Fr. John Hughes, Dean of Jesus, who sometimes
led us in pilgrim prayers for the start of the walk.

please contact: Bill de Quick    Tel: 01223 313658

For our prayers

Vera Harman, who has been in the Hope Nursing Home for a long time,
died on 2nd August.  Vera was a kindly soul with a lovely soft smile and
very devout.  It was wonderful to welcome her daughter and granddaughter
to church the Sunday after the funeral.  Kenneth Tickell, who built our
organ in  2007,  died suddenly on 24th July.   We keep his  family in our
prayers especially.   Fr Nigel Hancock, former Assistant Curate at LSM,
had a bad fall in the night recently and damaged his back.  Thankfully he is
now recovering in Brookfields Hospital.  Margaret Lachlan has also been
ill recently,  as has her husband, so please pray for both of them.  More
cheerfully, Anne Strauss has been appointed as the Children’s Worker for
the parishes of Trumpington and Newnham, and so we say goodbye to her,
but we’re delighted at her appointment and that her mother Margaret and
daughter  Hannah remain  with  us.   I’m sure  Anne will  be  back for  the
occasional midweek Mass.



Calendar and Intentions

for

September 2014

The list of Thanksgivings and Intercessions offers a focus
for our daily prayer, both at the Offices and Mass,

and in our personal times of prayer.

The Vicar would be glad of suggestions or
additions to the list of daily intention



Calendar for September LM-Low Mass, SM-Sung Mass, HM-High Mass

Mon. 1st S. Giles, Hermit
Tue. 2nd Martyrs of Papua New Guinea
Wed. 3rd S. Gregory the Great, bishop & doctor
Thu. 4th S. Birinus, bishop & missionary
Fri. 5th of the Sacred Heart
Sat. 6th of the Blessed Virgin Mary

SUN. 7th TWELFTH SUNDAY after TRINITY
Mon. 8th The Birth of the Blessed Virgin Mary: LM 12:30pm, SM 
7pm.
Tue. 9th  
Wed. 10th
Thu. 11th     
Fri. 12th of Requiem
Sat. 13th S. John Chrysostom, bishop & doctor

SUN. 14th  HOLY CROSS DAY
Mon. 15th S. Cyprian, martyr
Tue. 16th S. Ninian, Bishop
Wed. 17th S. Hildegard of Bingen, abbess
Thu. 18th
Fri. 19th  S. Theodore of Tarsus, bishop
Sat. 20th  John Coleridge Patteson, bishop & Companions, martyrs

SUN. 21st FOURTEENTH SUNDAY after TRINITY
Mon. 22nd S. Matthew, apostle & evangelist: LM 12:30pm, SM 
7pm.
Tue. 23rd
Wed. 24th Our Lady of Walsingham.  Ember Day.
Thu. 25th Lancelot Andrewes, bishop
Fri. 26th Ember Day.
Sat. 27th S. Vincent de Paul, priest.  Ember Day.

SUN. 28th FIFTEENTH SUNDAY after TRINITY
Mon. 29th S. Michael & All Angels: LM 12:30pm, SM 7pm.
Tue. 30th S. Jerome



Daily Intentions and Anniversaries of death for September

The Parish of the Ascension. 1st
Papua New Guinea Church Partnership 2nd
Conversion of England Ernest Cherry, Queenie Windeatt 3rd
Hannah McManus Richard Barlow-Poole 4th
That we may know the Lord’s Compassion 5th
Shrine of Our Lady of Walsingham 6th

Our Parish & People  Ian Ledsham, Kimiji Popat 7th
A deeper trust in God’s providence 8th
The unemployed  Helen Kinnier Wilson, Ian Buchanan 9th
Those in need of healing 10th
The Cambridge FoodbankChristine Stevenson, Joyce Bird, Joan White 11th
The faithful departed 12th
All theologians 13th

Our Parish & People Lilian Fletcher, Doris White, Patrick Theobald 14th
Christians in Iraq 15th
The Church in Scotland 16th
All Religious  Leslie Norman, Edith Butcher 17th
The homeless 18th
Archbishop of Canterbury       Rose Linsey-Bird, Hannah Dennett  19th

 
Missionaries Lily Wythe 20th
Our Parish & People 21st
Financiers   22nd
Medaille Trust Michael Rowett  23rd
Walsingham  Ena Matheson, Nellie Harnwell, Ian Thompson, pr. 24th
All bishops                     Joan Wardill 25th
Ordinands Richard Bainbridge 26th
The poor 27th

Our Parish & People        28th
That we may ask for angelic assistance Derek Gibbons 29th
Biblical scholars 30th



On the Angels, in anticipation of Michaelmas

from Zachary Guiliano

Few things seem more out of place in the modern world than a belief in
angels.  One of my theology professors was particularly suspicious of
any obsession with them and tried to redirect students to slightly more
substantive  topics:  creation,  redemption,  that  sort  of  thing.   As  he
would say,  engaging in  a  little  constructive  hyperbole,  ‘Angels  exist,
and we don’t know much more than that.’

Of course,  we know a bit  more.   The Bible is full  of angels bringing
messages, performing miracles, protecting God’s people or explaining
events in the present or future.  This biblical ubiquity of the angelic
kind is why previous Christian generations delighted in the thought of
them.  The Venerable Bede, for instance, was renowned after his death
for his zeal for prayer, due to a very specific reason.  As he said, if he
missed one of the hours of the Daily Office: ‘Would not the angels ask,
“Where is Bede?”’   It  is  this familiarity that we are perhaps missing
most today, an anxiousless sense that we are surrounded by friends
sent to us by God as ‘ministers’,  that  we ‘entertain angels  unaware’
(Heb. 1:4; 13:2).
 
So, how to recover that sense without wandering somewhere weird?
To begin with, as Saint Augustine emphasized, we should remember
that friendship or ‘society’ with the angels is part of our salvation, in
which we join the whole company of heaven, and the unity of heaven
and earth, broken at the Fall, is restored (Augustine, Enchiridion, chs. 9
and  16;  City  of  God II.1).   This  is  one  reason  why  Scripture  is  so
emphatic  about  the  angels  rejoicing  over  every  sinner  who  repents
(Luke  15:7),  about  their  eagerness  to  see  and  understand  Christ’s
suffering, death, and resurrection as our Redeemer and as one of us (1
Pet 1:12).  They are our friends, our family; they long for our salvation
as much as we do.  We need not seek out or obsess over the thought of
them, for they are near us, and we will be like them, as children of God,
children of the resurrection.



Suffer the Little Children

by Mary Ward

On 9th August two marches took place in the centre of Cape Town; both interfaith,
both peaceful.  The first march was to highlight International Women’s Day, the
second a  response to  the  current  situation  in  Gaza,  organised  by the National
Coalition for Palestine, consisting of 30 religious and civil society organisations,
trade unions and political parties.  I attended the second, with Rachel my daughter,
Yazeed  her  husband  and  the  children  Ali  and  Iriyana  plus  their  Cape  Town
grandparents in Palestinian colours.  Grandparents and babies in buggies or on
shoulders,  marching  bands  with  bagpipes,  ‘professional  marchers’  chanting
struggle songs and quiet extended families were just part of the vast multitude
which brought  the centre of  Cape Town to a  halt  for  three hours.  It  was the
biggest march since the release of Nelson Mandela from imprisonment in 1990
marking the beginning of the end of apartheid minority rule.  The banners said
many things, but one of the most moving was a T-shirt on a young girl which
stated:

“It’s not about Religion.  It’s about Humanity.  Pray for Gaza.”

The  speeches  were  MC’d jointly  by  two  religious  leaders:  the  Revd  Edwin
Arrison from Kairos Southern Africa, and Moulana Abdul Khalique Allie from
the Muslim Judicial Council, who in turn exhorted the crowd to look out for the
elderly and the young children, and then encouraged the many speakers on the
podium to speak for no more than a minute.  People spoke passionately, including
the grandsons of Mandela and of Walter Sisulu.  Islam, Christianity and Judaism
were  all  represented;  there  was  little  fiery  call  to  arms  but  more  a  universal
expression of grief and loss.  Two students made their mark: a young man from
Gaza who spoke of the devastation in his country and a Muslim girl who delivered
in confident ‘rap’ style her own poem on the lost souls of the children of Gaza.
The sun was blazing hot at this time, and ambulances were at the ready for those
who had fainted.  The children in the crowd had now listened to speeches lasting
well  over  the  prescribed  minute,  but  time  stood  still  when  a  banner  in  the
Palestinian colours of red, green, white and black was held up with the names of
every single child killed in the past month,  well over 400: Ibrahim Zoheir ad-
Dawawsa age 10, Hiba Mustafa al-Mahmoud age 7, Obada Mustafa al-Mahmoud
age 3, Rowan Ahmed Majdalawi age 7, Mohammad Ahmed Majdalawi age 6…

I read the next day that Archbishop Desmond Tutu had addressed the march at the
beginning (after the organising committee had gathered at St George’s Cathedral
to pray,) and had proclaimed:



“We will not become haters.  We are lovers.  We are lovers of justice.  We are
lovers of freedom.  I ask one thing.  Their struggle must be a just struggle.”

There is then, a moment in history where the faiths of God came together to enact
a spiritual journey from political indifference to utilise the word of God to speak
out against injustice and inequality, as did Christ in the Gospels.



The Taking
from Simone Kotva

Where is he, my small one?
He crawls, he walks,
he runs and trips,
tries a straight line. 
Staggers, falls,
laughs in the dry dirt.

They come in furtive groups of two or three,
slipping in, putting heads together,
whispering and swapping travellers’ tales.
Busy roads, busy crowds,
unrest at every corner. 
Attacks, captures, assignations;
drought, dust and this 
sempiternal sun. 
Inside they bring out little lamps of clay,
light the wicks, smell the burning fat,
secure the windows, bolt the creaking door. 
All told, but one (and that one always late
for marvels), they throng around the bedside,
where the old body breathes, grey and lined,
beneath a heap of rags, rising, falling,
the old face turned away, towards the wall,
white hair spilling out from the widow’s veil,
the old eyes watching shadows dance and flare. 

Where is he, my heavy one?
The faint fluttering,
quickening within.
The faint leap
for the joys
of my consent.  

Says the youngest, his hair still sleek and oiled:
was she not like Hannah mother of Samuel 
the one who said my soul makes great the Lord? 
Except, another interjects, did not



Hannah give thanks for her granted petition
while our mother was taken by surprise?
Too long ago now for you to recall
but she was such a slip of a thing and
I don’t know that she was ever that pious.
Nods the oldest, murmuring agreement:
and we only heard it from her cousin. 

Where is he, my clever one? 
He talks, he points:
another house,
not mine, or not
these walls,
but those within. 

As the night drags on they sing, inventing
new hymns to old tunes, or putting new words
in old mouths. She sleeps, or seems to sleep,
lulled by their chanting conversation; wakes,
and seems to speak, to plead, to wave a hand,
but something always arrests her movement.
The murky room reigns her in, the sing-song
curtails her thought, the wretched hearsay weaves
itself around her body, weaves a shroud 
too beautiful, its threads a royal glamour.
Long cries, long words,
entreaties, supplications;
hopes and adoration.
Stealthy glances 
through the clasped hands. 
At last they slump, and cease, and snore, heads
resting on a diminished heap of rags. 

Where is he, my son? 
He turns, he speaks. 
Like blades, his words
turn and leave
the breath short,
the life shorter. 


