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NEWSLETTER

This newsletter contains: Further thoughts on the Lord’s
Prayer; A-Z: F for Fish; The Playfulness of the Resurrection;
Julian of Norwich’s Revelations; Creating a Sacred Space at
Home; Sharpeville 1960 & 2020; News from our Mothers’
Union Links abroad; Garden News, plus the usual Vicar’s letter,
daily intentions for prayer and more.

From the Vicar
Feast of Ss Philip & James, 2020
Dearest Friends,
What a contrast: the anxiety and sadness felt within because of Coronavirus
and the brightness and new life outside thanks to the good weather and our
celebrating the season of Easter. For me, one day will be dominated by a
sense of hope and joy and then the next day will be one where I primarily
feel anxious or sad at the confinement and illness and uncertainty. I suspect
I’m not alone in experiencing that variation.
When they were writing the Church of England table of psalms and lessons
for the publication of Common Worship in 2000 there was a big debate
about what to do in the various seasons – should all the psalms in
Eastertide be upbeat and cheery, all the psalms in Lent be penitential and
sorrowful, and so on, or should there be a variety? In the end a compromise
was agreed whereby in Passiontide and Easter Week (and at the height of
every season) the psalms would be uniform but for the rest of the seasons
there would be an option. I think that’s the right decision because rarely are
our feelings uniform. Not only do we feel up or down but Lent can occur
when we experience a piece of wonderful news, say, and then Easter could
see – as it has this year – a global scene that is far from encouraging. Yet at
the same time the Incarnation or Resurrection are objectively joyful just as
Lent or Advent are objectively austere, and we shouldn’t reduce Christian
prayer and worship to mere feeling. Happily, the psalms themselves contain
such variety even within a single psalm that this is a slightly unnecessary
debate; nonetheless, it is a reminder that rarely do our thoughts and
experiences fit into neat compartments. How often have I thought to myself
that ‘I ought to feel like x or be like y today’? Yet the psalms themselves
witness to the endless inner conflict, the combination of shade and light,
the joy and anger that we can all feel, often in relatively short order or even
at the same time!
The great thing about the Christian faith is that it doesn’t depend on my
feelings. Jesus is risen whether I care or not; God loves me whether I sense
it or not. Easter is a fact, not something I need to be argued or persuaded
into.

We can continue then with confidence to sing our Alleluias even when we
don’t feel like it, and there’s space and grace in the Christian faith to
accompany my joy and your sadness simultaneously. However we feel at a
time like this is fine, and all we need do is bring it to God in prayer with
honesty, and trust Him to do the rest.
I’ve now been live-streaming services through our Facebook page for six
weeks. I know that many of you have found this helpful and felt a real
sense of connection and worship through this. I praise God for that. I’m
also aware, however, that a Mass which you can only see and hear and not
be present for (never mind receive Holy Communion at) is only ever a
second best. It is right that at this time we lament even while singing
Alleluia, because we are exiled from one another and from truly corporate
worship and so much of our normal life is constrained (not to mention the
weeping we can make over the over-250,000 people across the world who
have died from Covid-19). This is not the time for platitudes.
It is, however, always a time for hope and it is our duty always to see the
good that God is drawing out of terrible situations. In some ways I feel
parts of our parish community are getting to know one another better than
ever before, thanks to Rosanna’s news sheet and people making contact
with one another and ’phoning the elderly and their neighbours, and my
finally having put together an accurate parish email list (it’s only taken a
global pandemic!) I hope that we appreciate the Eucharist more and will
not receive Communion with indifference in the future (at least not for a
very long time), and that we generally appreciate one another more. Air
pollution is reduced and the natural world has been given some respite.
Some people have discovered that they can do more than they thought from
home and been able to discover the joys of gardening.
By the time the June newsletter comes out I pray there will be some better
news but in the mean time I’m hugely grateful for your prayers and want to
assure you of mine. Keep well, keep safe, keep the Faith!
With my love, I am,
yours ever in the risen Christ,
Fr Robert.

Thoughts on the Lord’s Prayer …
by “Peregrine” - Continuing a series:
FORGIVE US OUR TRESPASSES
‘We have trespassed against Thy holy laws.’ How did that square, I
wondered as a boy, with the notices I saw on fences, or the broken sign
under which Winnie the Pooh lived? The word did not help me at all, and
when I came to know that trespassing was a civil offence for which you
could not be prosecuted, the confusion was worse. Yet the English does
have one useful idea in it: the idea of stepping over a boundary, a mark
where your right stops. The Middle English translation is dettis, keeping
very close to the parable. The Latin is debita, which etymologically is the
same word, but has a sense (from debere) of ‘what we ought to do’ – ‘we
have left undone those things which we ought to have done, and we have
done those things which we ought not to have done.’
I suppose ‘sins’ really sums it up, if we see ‘sin’ as doing that which
knowingly denies the true nature God designed for each of us. But how do
you talk about sin in a heathen world that has lost all sense of it? And
where we have a duty - which I too often shirk – to do just that, so that
God’s name may be hallowed, praised.
But forgiveness is a fearful thing. It can be offered, but it is powerless if it
is not accepted. The hardest thing to do is, simply, to accept it, for to accept
means we admit we were wrong, that someone has put things right, and our
pride takes a very hard knock indeed. To say ‘I forgive you’ to an enemy, or
even someone with whom you are quarrelling, can drive them wild. And it
can so easily be humbug on your own part – deep down you do it to hurt,
and do not really mean it. But their anger can let you take the smug high
ground, wrapped in an odour of virtue.

NEXT MONTH WILL DRAW THIS SERIES TO A CLOSE.
PLEASE LET ME KNOW IF YOU HAVE ANYTHING YOU
CAN OFFER TO FILL THIS SPACE – EITHER A ONE-OFF
PIECE OR A SERIES - Ed

News from our Mothers’ Union Links
by Jo Wibberley
Each diocesan Mothers’ Union is linked to several others, as a prayer link
and in order to be informed about their situations. We are in touch with
ours by email as well as sending cards and diaries. We received the
following replies to our Easter greetings in what is an extremely worrying
time for them. Our “rich” country has had problems with the supply of
much needed equipment, but how much more difficult it will be for them if
the virus takes a similar hold?
Nigeria:
Sokoto “The virus is spreading towards the area.”
Ika diocese “We in are holding chain prayers asking for God's mercy on
mankind.”
Zambia: Lusaka diocese “Am praying for your Prime Minister who was in
hospital. The cases that are here are mainly in Lusaka town. We are
encouraged to isolate ourselves and all churches, most offices and
industries are closed”
Rwanda:
Shyogwe diocese “It is very difficult for us because Covid-19 is very bad.
Thanks for your prayers. And also we pray for you Happy Easter too”.
South India:
Karimnagar diocese. “Thank you for your Easter wishes, we are also
under lockdown. We had Easter service at home. We are praying for God to
intervene in this situation.”
Ely diocese is linked with the dioceses of Kigali in Rwanda (inspired by a
former MU link) and Vellore in India. Kigali is 23 miles south-east of
Shyogwe and Vellore is south of Karimnagar so it is likely that the same
situation prevails.
One of the current slogans is “we are all in this together” and the present
situation brings us closer to the contacts we have overseas. Please pray for
these dioceses as well as our own LSM links.

“Love was His meaning” Julian of Norwich's
Revelations
by Ruth Jackson Ravenscroft
At the opening of her beautiful text,
Revelations of Divine Love, Julian of
Norwich writes that the chapters which
follow are all based and unified in a series
of revelations, or shewings, that the Lord
Jesus Christ made to her in the May of
1373, when she was thirty years old. At the
time she received them she was suffering a
bodily sickness so severe that she had
received all the rites of Holy Church, and did not expect to live—an urgent
situation which led her to meditate broadly and deeply in her text upon the
mercy and love of God, and the compassion of Christ for humanity, as one
who suffers as one among us.
There is never a bad time to read Julian of Norwich, in my humble opinion.
But in the last few weeks I have been especially drawn to the writings of
this anchoress, whose life was one of enclosure—a ‘living death’, cut off
from the world and dependent upon others for food and aid—yet whose
prayerful teachings open up a brilliant cascade of images, turns of phrase,
and patterns of imagination for knowing better what it means to be kept and
created and loved by God.
The excerpts below are taken from the 2015 translation for Oxford
University Press by Barry Windeatt:
[Chapter 11] 'I saw most certainly that He never changes His purpose in
any kind of thing, nor ever shall, eternally. For nothing was unknown to
Him in just ordinance from without beginning, and therefore, before
anything was made, everything was set in order as it would remain without
end; and nothing of any kind falls short in that regard; for He made
everything in fullness of goodness; and therefore the Blessed Trinity is
always completely satisfied with all His works.

[Chapter 41] 'Our trust is often not complete, for it seems to us that because
of our unworthiness and because we feel nothing at all, we are not sure that
God hears us. For often we are as barren and dry after our prayers as we
were before, and when we feel like this our folly is the cause of our
weakness. For I have felt this way myself. And our Lord brought all this
suddenly to mind and revealed these words and said, ' I am the foundation
of your prayers: first it is My will that you should have something, and then
I make you desire it, and then I make you pray for it. And if you pray for it,
how then could it be that you should not have what you pray for?’

[Chapter 54] 'And because of the great, unending love that God has for all
humankind, He makes no distinction in love between the blessed soul of
Christ and the least soul that shall be saved. We ought to rejoice greatly that
God dwells in our soul, and we ought to rejoice much more greatly that our
soul dwells in God. Our soul is made to be God's dwelling place, and the
dwelling place of the soul is God, who is not made. And it is an exalted
understanding to see and know inwardly that God, who is our Maker,
dwells in our soul; and it is a more exalted understanding to see and know
that our soul, which is made, dwells in God’s substance; and through this
substance--God--we are what we are’.
[Chapter 56] 'And so I saw most certainly that it is quicker and easier for us
to come to the knowledge of God than to know our own soul; for our soul
is so deeply grounded in God and so endlessly treasured that we cannot
come to the knowledge of our soul until we first have knowledge of God,
the Creator to whom it is united. . . God is nearer to us than our own soul;
for He is the foundation on which our soul stands’.
Ruth is a Research Fellow in Theology at Sidney Sussex College, University of Cambridge. She is also a big fan of chocolate digestives, good
books and bad television.

Creating a Sacred Space at Home
by Ralf Masch
In response to our editor’s encouragement to send
in photos of the sacred spaces we are creating at
home, I happily offer the attached photo of my
windowsill that has become my prayer spot.
The Tree of Life cross and the flames of the Holy
Spirit were first obtained at a Benedictine
monastery in California many years ago and have ever since been not just a
reminder of the
treasures contemplative
Christianity has to offer,
but also steady companions on my faith journey.
The rock paintings of the
Jizos were made by a
German artist friend of
mine whose practice it has
become to give them away
to those in need of a “little
miracle” in their life. Jizos are Japanese in origin and symbolise an
individual who has achieved enlightenment, but postpones Sainthood to
help others to attain enlightenment first as well The artist who created
them, Christiane Krömer, has just set up an informative website about how
the Jizos came to be. It’s not a commercial site since she doesn’t sell her art
but offers it free. It’s written so sweetly and inspiring that I feel our
parishioners, especially during these times would really enjoy taking a look
at it. The website is
https://healing-art-studio.weebly.com Combining these two elements on my
altar seemed fitting for the times.
Originally from Germany, Ralf has lived and worked in San Francisco for
over three decades before moving to Cambridge in early 2019. He owned a
café, ran a publishing company, and until the Coronavirus pandemic put

an end to the business was the Community Manager for the UK and Ireland at www.pawshake.com
His spiritual practice centres on the Christian contemplative tradition and
the Buddhist-Christian dialogue. In his free time he swims, hikes, looks at
the clouds or makes home-made kale chips. He cries while watching romantic movies.
PLEASE SEND ME PHOTOS OF
YOUR HOME SACRED SPACES!
Here’s our ‘Home Altar’ (repositioned
treatment couch), ready for Sunday
morning streaming of Mass, 19 April 2020
(Ed).

Hamlin Fistula Blankets
This is the latest blanket which will be sent to Hamlin Fistula from Cambridge along with some others when we are
allowed out. Joanna Sanders is busy sewing
up others in Balsham with squares given to
her for LSM’s collection from further a
field. Dr Catherine Hamlin, co-founder of
Hamlin Fistula Ethiopia, passed away
peacefully at her home in the grounds of
the Addis Ababa Fistula Hospital in
Ethiopia on Wednesday 18 March 2020.
She was 96 years old.
The Foundation have written to supporters
saying: “It is a very sad time for those who
knew Catherine – her family, her patients,
her colleagues and her thousands of supporters around the world. In this
time of sorrow, we reflect upon her life and celebrate it for what it was: a
gift to some of the world’s most vulnerable women.

An A-Z of Interesting Things
I am inviting suggestions for the next few letters in the alphabet
– I have some ideas but could always do with more! – Ed.

F is for FISH
The Greek word for fish is ichthys. Early Christians (from the first
century) made an acrostic from it: Iesous Christos Theou Yios Soter
meaning Jesus Christ, Son of God, Saviour. It was often used in the form
of the fish symbol, and was ideal as a secret symbol of Christianity in
the early centuries when Christians were persecuted because, unlike the
cross, the fish was a commonly used image and attracted little suspicion.
The fish was also important as a symbol because of its significance in
the Gospels: Christ feeding the 5,000 with five loaves and two fishes,
calling His fishermen disciples "fishers of men" and so on. Water
baptism. which involved immersion in the early church, drew a parallel
between fish and converts. As Tertullian, the 2nd-century theologian.
said, "We, little fishes, after the image of our Ichthys, Jesus Christ, are
born in the water."

Garden News
The bluebells are coming out as they do
every year but can only be seen through
the railings from the lane, as the garden,
like the church, is closed for the time
being. We are looking forward to the time
when we can walk round it again and
enjoy all its beauty. When that moment
comes a lot of tidying will need to be done. All help will be most welcome.
Christine Tipple cstipple@gmail.com

Calendar and Intentions
for
May 2020

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 intentions.

Calendar for May
FRI
SAT

1st
2nd

Ss Philip & James, apostles
S. Athanasius, bishop & doctor

SUN
MON
TUE
WED
THU
FRI
SAT

3rd
4th
5th
6th
7th
8th
9th

FOURTH SUNDAY of EASTER
English saints & martyrs of the Reformation

SUN
MON
TUE
WED
THU
FRI
SAT

10th
11th
12th
13th
14th
15th
16th

FIFTH SUNDAY of EASTER

SUN
MON
TUE
WED
THU
FRI
SAT

17th
18th
19th
20th
21st
22nd
23rd

SIXTH SUNDAY of EASTER, Rogation Sunday
Rogation Day
S. Dunstan, bishop, Rogation Day
Alcuin of York, deacon & doctor, Rogation Day
ASCENSION DAY

SUN
MON
TUE
WED
THU
FRI
SAT

24th
25th
26th
27th
28th
29th
30th

7th SUNDAY of EASTER, Sunday after Ascension
The Venerable Bede, religious & doctor
S. Augustine of Canterbury

SUN

31st

PENTECOST

Julian of Norwich
of the Blessed Virgin Mary

S. Matthias, apostle

Lanfranc, archbishop & religious
Josephine Butler, social reformer

Daily Intentions & Anniversaries of death
Greater trust in Jesus Christ
Westcott House

Cicely Gibson 1st
Richard Masheder, pr. 2nd

Our Parish & People
Christian Unity
Children being educated at home
Faithful departed
Our Lady’s prayers for those suffering on their own
Growth in prayer among Christians
Medical staff & researchers
Our Parish & People
GSCE & A Level students
The Society of Mary
Churchwardens
Cambridge South Deanery Chapter
The sick & suffering
Growth in hope

3rd
4th
Barbara Chamier 5th
6th
7th
8th
Loïs Rayner, dss. 9th

10th
Arthur Mickle 11th
Jeremy Bunting, pr. 12th
Charles Perrin 13th
14th
15th
Sarah White 16th

Our Parish & People Constance Rosedale, Gwendolen Plumley, Catherine Beesley 17th
The agricultural sector
Arthur Cuff, Laila Antoun 18th
Archbishop of Canterbury
Helen Paton, Catherine Head 19th
Cambridge City Council & its staff
20th
Heavenly-mindedness
Ethel Gibbons 21st
S. Cyprian’s, Sharpeville, South Africa
Herbert Burrell, pr. 22nd
Those preparing for Holy Matrimony
23rd
Our Parish & People
24th
The Church in Papua New Guinea
Francis Maycock, pr. 25th
Those preparing for Ordination
Margaret Verney 26th
The mentally ill
27th
Religious life
Eileen Cope, Frank Hollick, John Bagley, pr. 28th
Renewal of the church
William Dempsey, Roy Abraham 29th
Calcutta Cathedral Relief Service
30th
Our Parish & People

Inge Fretten 31st

The Playfulness of the Resurrection
by Emma Bourne
I’ve been very drawn to this icon during the past few days. It is a depiction
of the events of Holy Saturday, when Our Lord descended to the dead, and
comes from the Barberini Psalter, dated 1095; the figures depicted (apart
from Jesus) are Adam, Eve and their son Abel, as is common with icons
which depict the Harrowing of Hell.
When I asked myself why I was especially drawn to it (and to other icons
like it; they’re favourites of mine), I realised that it has something to do
with the insight they give us of the nature of God. When I shared this
image on Twitter, one person (who happens to be a school chaplain)
commented that it reminded him of the games children play in the
playground. In times such as we are living in, such evocations are
particularly poignant for him, as they no
doubt are for the rest of us. We are all
missing the ‘play’ that is the rich liturgy of
the Church, especially of churches such as
Little St Mary’s and my own AngloCatholic
churches
in
Sunderland.
I do not think ‘play’ and ‘playfulness’ are
irreverent words to use when speaking of
God; in fact, I think they are very important
words which are often overlooked. When
we read the Gospel accounts of the
appearances of Jesus after the Resurrection,
it seems undeniable that He is having a
great deal of fun: surely it was rather a
wonderful game to pretend to know nothing
about the events of Holy Week as He
walked alongside the disciples on the way to Emmaus? And appearing in a
locked room to offer peace is also a lovely comic touch – perhaps He had
to say ‘peace be with you’ because everyone jumped out of their skin! Even
the Resurrection itself, solemn and momentous as it is, is also the most
glorious ‘trick’ in the richest sense of that word: not in the way we might
think it means, that it is somehow not all it seems – because it is all it

seems and more – but because it is in the very nature of God to rejoice in
being God, in doing things we might not expect, in playing with us.
S. Thérèse of Lisieux – properly known as S. Thérèse of the Child Jesus
and of the Holy Face – had a great devotion to the idea of the playfulness
of Jesus. She saw herself as His toy, that sometimes got dropped and rolled
under furniture, but was always found again and cherished. Even more
pertinently for our current times perhaps are the musings of G. K.
Chesterton on the playfulness of God. In his 1908 work Orthodoxy he
writes:
‘Because children have abounding vitality, because they are in spirit
fierce and free, therefore they want things repeated and unchanged.
They always say, “Do it again,” and the adult does it again until he is
nearly dead. For grown-up people are not strong enough to exult in
monotony. But perhaps God is strong enough to exult in monotony. It is
possible that God says every morning, “Do it again,” to the sun; and
every evening, “Do it again,” to the moon. It may not be automatic
necessity that makes all daisies alike; it may be that God makes every
daisy separately, but has never got tired of making them. It may be that
He has the eternal appetite of infancy.’
This might be something which is worth our meditation at the moment,
when it looks as if the lockdown might continue at least for another
three weeks. When Jesus tells us to approach the Kingdom of Heaven
like little children it is because children learn to bask in time, in eternity.
It might also be useful for us to remember at times like this that Jesus
never gets bored with us: S. Thérèse knew and trusted that even when
she felt as if she was forgotten about as Jesus’ plaything under the sofa,
the Child Jesus would take her up again every time, and delighted in her
each time as if she were a completely new discovery for Him. And so
too for us: the Easter story comes round every year, and perhaps we
have grown so accustomed to it that we forget its immense joy and
wonder – and its playfulness. As we learn really to live in time rather
than kill it or race against it, we can think of the childlike joy of a God
whose mercies are new every morning and who, through His death and
resurrection, invites us to share in the joy of heaven, just like a child
who wants his friends to play with him again and again and again – just
as the Barberini Psalter reminds us.

Emma is currently working - long-distance owing to lockdown! - as a
Pastoral Assistant for a group of Anglo-Catholic estate churches in southwest Sunderland. Prior to this, she worked as Administrative Assistant at
LSM for 18 months and holds MPhil and BA degrees in Anglo-Saxon,
Norse and Celtic from Cambridge University. She is discerning a calling to
religious life in the Church of England

From Horror to Hope;
Sharpeville 1960 and 2020
by Mary Ward
Introduction
Sharpeville: the name resonated across the
world.
Nelson Mandela read the poem Die kind
(wat doodgeskiet is deur soldate by
Nyanga) at his first inaugural State of the
Nation Address to Parliament of South
Africa in May 1994:
‘The child is not dead not at Langa nor at Nyanga
not at Orlando not at Sharpeville
nor at the police station at Philippi
where he lies with a bullet through his brain
The child is the dark shadow of the soldiers
on guard with rifles Saracens and batons
the child is present at all assemblies and lawgivings
the child peers through the windows of houses and into the hearts of
mothers
this child who just wanted to play in the sun at Nyanga is everywhere
the child grown to a man treks through all Africa
the child grown into a giant journeys through the whole world
Without a pass
Ingrid Jonker (1933-1965). translated from Afrikaans

Mandela said that ‘in the midst of despair, Jonker celebrated hope’, and
‘confronted by death, she asserted the beauty of life’. Ingrid Jonker had
been moved to write the poem after seeing the image of a dead child at the
police station at Philippi near Langa, a township in Cape Town, where
protests against the pass laws also took place on March 21, 1960.
Sharpeville, 21st March 1960
The community of Sharpeville and Langa townships had planned a
peaceful demonstration as part of a national campaign against the ‘tyranny
of the pass system, imposed on all black men and women during the
apartheid era.’ The pass laws, known in Afrikaans as dompas, or stupid/
dumb pass, restricted the movement of people of colour in certain white
areas, and were a powerful means of control by the apartheid regime. The
plan for the peaceful protest was for everyone to leave their passes at home
and to gather, young and old alike, unarmed, outside the police station, thus
making themselves publicly available for arrest.
Robert Sobukwe, the leader of the Pan African Conference, announced in
Biblical language:
‘African people have entrusted their whole future to us. And we have sworn
that we are leading them not to death, but to life abundant. My instructions
therefore are that our people must be taught now and continuously that in
this campaign we are going to observe absolute non-violence.’
It was said that ‘The situation was tense as many of the police were facing
a crowd situation for the first time. A scuffle at the wire surrounding the
police station broke out and a policeman started to pull his trigger. Shots
were fired for 10-30 seconds. The crowd fled.’(Sharpeville Memorial Site).
69 people were killed, the youngest a child of 12, and 180 injured. 70% of
bullets had entered from the back, and the bullets ‘were of high velocity.’
Clive Brown, from our congregation, living in Johannesburg at the time,
remembers the shock waves. It was a seminal moment in South Africa’s
history, leading to worldwide condemnation of the brutality in form of antiapartheid protests and violent struggle and, eventually, the release of
Mandela from prison in 1990 with the resulting collapse of white minority
rule and the establishment of a new democratic South Africa.

Little St Mary’s Links with Sharpeville
In the early 2000s, Fr David Dinkebogile came on a sabbatical to Westcott
House from St Cyprian’s, Sharpeville. He was invited to preach at LSM
and established close links with our congregation. He was keen to establish
a Sunday School for the children in Sharpeville. The vision became a
reality, and the building was dedicated by Bishop Peter Lee who was the
Bishop of the Diocese of Christ the King, Johannesburg, on Sunday 23
January 2011.
The painting of the Little St Mary’s building was hung in our new Parish
Centre, which was dedicated on the 6th June in the same year. LSM has
continued to pray for St Cyprian’s Sharpeville and to support the church
financially. The current incumbent is The Ven Fr David Mahlonoko, who is
one of the archdeacons of the diocese. St Cyprian’s is the largest church
building in the Diocese. There is no cathedral.
Visit to Sharpeville Memorial Site and St Cyprian’s Church
February 2020
In February this year I flew from Cape Town to Johannesburg, where I was
met by Fr David. My visit to Sharpeville has been long overdue, as I have
been visiting Cape Town regularly to see family for the past ten years. As
we drove out of Jo’burg towards Sharpeville, a distance of 52 miles, Fr
David gave me some background. At this time the threat of Covid-19
appeared to be distant news.
He described the demographic of his congregation as largely retired and
elderly. They are often raising their own grandchildren ,as parents may
have died from AIDS. During the last two years he has taken 108 funerals,
usually on a Saturday. He has buried all ages, and several deaths were
alcohol and drug related.
The plans for the church include extending the kitchen (the faculty has
been granted) and setting up and running an after-school club which would
provide guidance and help with homework and which would perform a
valuable function in keeping young people off the streets. Financially, the

church is suffering in that there are comparatively few members of the
congregation who are able to contribute regularly to church funds.
As we came into Sharpeville, we drove down a long street which Fr David
said was a street which never slept. He called it Las Vegas and went on to
comment on the African custom of ‘after-tears’ where the traditional wake
is augmented by noisy drinking and dancing. Community leaders are keen
to set up projects here and provide employment.
Sharpeville itself is one of the oldest of six townships in the Vaal Triangle.
Named after John Sharpe, a Glaswegian, it was created in 1958 by forcibly
removing 10,000 Africans from nearby Topville. The church itself was
built in September 1955. The township is divided by the main street, and in
the distance rise the cooling towers of the steel works reflected in the dam,
on the eastern borders of Sharpeville.
We visited Sharpeville Old Police Station first, which has been protected as
a Provincial Heritage Site, since 1996. The buildings are low lying, of rosepink brick, and the police station is now a community arts and crafts hub.
Fr David then took me to the Memorial Stone ‘marking the site of the
indiscriminate killing of men, women and children by the police on March
21st 1960.’ He pointed out that 21st March is now Human Rights Day,
commemorated annually to remind South Africans about the sacrifices that
accompanied the struggle for democracy. That day in March is no longer
defined in South Africa as the day of the massacre. In 1996 Mandela signed
the final draft of the constitution in Sharpeville, chosen as a symbolic
location.
Although it was officially closed, as it was getting late on a Saturday
afternoon, Fr David spoke to the custodian of the Memorial Site and we
were admitted to the actual site of the massacres. A simple plaque states ‘In
memory of those who gave their lives for a just and free South Africa
President Nelson Mandela 10th December 1996.’ 69 simple white obelisks
are scattered across the grass, forming long shadows in the evening sun. A
symbolic runnel runs down the middle, and it was said that the blood
poured down towards the dam, and was washed completely away by a
torrential storm, minutes after the shootings started. The name and age of

each victim sheltered on a slate at the top of
each obelisk, one of the youngest being David
Makhoba, 14.
We went on to visit the 69 graves, at the
Cemetery, lying just outside Sharpeville. The
graves lie in a never-ending line, pebbled as if a
railway track, each grave shaped as a scroll. The
victims are named, the date 21 3 1960, and the
Sesotho words Robala Ka Khota, Sleep
Peacefully. James Buti Bessie, a child, died
aged 12.
St Cyprian’s Sharpeville, Sunday 16 February
Mass at St Cyprian’s began at 8am, and when we
arrived at the building, at 7.30 the church was
almost full. The many uniformed organisations
were assembling, the ministers of communion in
white robes, servers in red cassocks, cottas and
lace headdresses,
Mothers’ Union in
royal blue polo
shirts with the
MU crest and blue hats (in this photo, Fr
David is with Mrs Aletta Nhlapo, a retired
nurse and former Churchwarden of St
Cyprian’s); and the Men’s Guild in smart
suits. There are 115 registered Sunday School pupils and the average
attendance is around 80. The children went out to the Little St Mary’s
building during the service.
This Sunday was the third Sunday of the month, and therefore the focus of
the ministry and teaching was on the Campaign against Gender-based
Violence. Many of the women were wearing black. The front rows of the
church were filled with uniformed officers, including the Commander of
the Police Station, who spoke to the congregation. A social worker, and a
Protection Officer also spoke. Justice must be done, and truly to love one’s

neighbour the police were exhorted
to report corruption in any form
within the police force.
We learned that victims of domestic
abuse are both men and women and
that the violence may be fuelled by
alcohol and drugs. Men are often
afraid to speak out for fear of
humiliation. Women too are reluctant
to take out a protection order as they
fear that if the husband or partner
leaves they lose income, food,
children and home. The tragedy was
personal to the congregation as a
member of the church had recently
been murdered by her boyfriend.
Again and again the Christian message of love was emphasised. Love thy
neighbour. Show courage in reporting corruption. Be valiant for truth.
During the course of the service, the uniformed policewomen and men
were blessed and sprinkled with holy water by Fr David. The service itself
lasted three hours, conducted in Sesotho. I sat next to Stephana , a minister
of Communion, who was very helpful in explaining the service. The music
was magnificent, moving and joyful with not a hymn book or copy in sight,
and a brilliant choir opposite me in the stalls. Fr David had said ‘we like to
sing’ and certainly God was praised in His Sanctuary. The congregation
praised ‘with the timbrel and dance’.
During the Peace a formal handshake was always followed by a hugely
affectionate hug and I felt truly welcomed by the community. It was good
to be able to read out the greeting from Fr Robert towards the end of the
service, and to thank everyone for their kindness.
In order to focus our minds on financial giving, the figures for last week’s
offering were read out, organisation by organisation, guild by guild in order
to inspire even greater financial generosity.

Afterwards
After the service it was a privilege to meet several members of the
congregation, including Mr Mkha Boloang, in his 80s, who had been
present on 21 March 1960. He was 23 at the time and his brother and friend
(next-door neighbour) were shot at the scene. His friend died.
Several people were very excited about the thought of possibly visiting
Little St Mary’s next year, 2021. I was presented with an enormous maroon
commemoration umbrella, which has travelled with me back to Cambridge,
and with a tiny keyring Bible by Stephana, which I will cherish.
Every Sunday Fr David, after Mass, divides the Lay Ministers into teams.
They visit the sick and housebound to pray
and to administer communion. I went with
Fr David to two houses, the first to pray
with an elderly member of the
congregation and then to the home of a
member of the congregation who had
taken his own life in November, due to
work pressures. Fr David said that the
family were struggling financially and his
wife was out, working, so we prayed with
the children at home.
I was very grateful to Fr David and his
wife Nonhlanhla who looked after me so
beautifully, and who drove me to the
airport. Thank you for everything you
shared and your kindness and generosity.

Coronavirus
And can we anticipate a new politics of life that figures as the universal
experience of the vulnerability of the human body? R Adams

In the Church Times of 17 April 2020 it was reported that ‘there were
nearly 90,000 reports of violence against women in the first week of a
lockdown.’
Fr David has remained in contact with LSM since the beginning of the
lockdown in South Africa. He reported that they were ‘graced by the
Bishop’s presence as part of the 60th Commemoration of the Sharpeville
massacre, and before he could start to preach, the police arrived to enforce
the rule of not having more than 100 people in Church.’
Since then, Fr David has reported that in fact the last service in church was
the Commemoration. All services have since been suspended. He is unable
to minister to his 43 sick and aged people in person, but phones them and
prays with them. He has also said that the families who receive monthly
food parcels are suffering, and he writes ‘our child-headed families are
going through difficulties, especially at this time of lockdown, where a 17
year old must take care of two siblings and keep them safe. Some of them
don’t even have phones, so I ‘sneak around’ with my permit to go and visit
them.’
It is clear that financially, they are suffering greatly. Fr David concludes in
his report:
‘We continue to pray for God’s divine intervention for the world at this
time and we hope and trust things would go back to the norm soon. We are
committed to continuing to witness for the risen Lord and Saviour and to
make His love known to all God’s people under our care.
‘Be assured of our love and prayers for all God’s people at LSM at this
time.’
God bless Africa; Guard her children; Guide her leaders; And give her
peace, For Jesus Christ's sake, Amen
Trevor Huddleston

