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This newsletter contains: 
Anglican Personalities; A Personal View; News from South

Africa; Garden News; plus the usual Vicar’s letter, daily
intentions for prayer and more…



Notable dates in April

Monday 4th April
Silent Prayer – Meet at 8pm in the Lady Chapel for silent prayer 
(followed by optional refreshments).

Wednesday 6th April
7.30pm Lent Group – the last of our reflections on and praying of 
the Sorrowful Mysteries of the Rosary on Zoom.

Wednesday 13th April
10am Healing Mass – with laying-on of hands and anointing with oil.

PALM SUNDAY – 10th April
10.15am – Procession of Palms and High Mass (from the Mill Pub)

MONDAY, TUESDAY and WEDNESDAY of HOLY WEEK
7pm – Mass & Homily followed on Tuesday by Stations of the Cross

MAUNDY THURSDAY – 14th April
7pm – High Mass of Lord’s Supper followed by Watch of the

Passion

GOOD FRIDAY – 15th April
12 noon – Preaching of the Passion 1.30pm – Liturgy of the Day

5pm – Children’s Stations of the Cross 9pm – Tenebrae

EASTER – 16th-17th April
(Sat. 16th) 9pm – Paschal Vigil and First Mass of Easter

(Sun. 17th) 8am – Low Mass 10.30am – High Mass 
6pm – Festal Evensong and Benediction

Monday 25th April
S. George, martyr & patron of England – 12.30pm Low Mass, 7pm 
Sung Mass

Tuesday 26th April
S. Mark, evangelist – 7.45am Low Mass, 7pm Sung Mass



From the Vicar

Passiontide 2022

Dear Brothers and Sisters,

I remember when I first went on pilgrimage to the Shrine of Our Lady
of Walsingham, in Norfolk, when I was a student.  The priest leading
the pilgrimage introduced Walsingham to us and among the things he
said was that ‘this is a place of great holiness; and where great holiness
is there is often evil close at hand too, for the devil hates holiness’.
I’ve often been struck by the truth of this remark: Rosanna Moseley
Gore writes later in this newsletter of the wonderful Easter traditions
of the Russian Orthodox Church, a church which (as its attitude to the
war in Ukraine makes clear) has evil alongside its great holiness.  As
S. Paul puts it: “I find it to be a law that when I want to do right, evil
lies close at hand” (Romans 7.21).

Holy Week and Easter, which is at the heart of this month, reminds us
that this is nothing new and also that if evil is close at hand at times of
great holiness, so great holiness will be at hand in times of evil.  S.
John writes that at the Last Supper as Judas departs to betray Jesus,
‘night had fallen’; and in doing so he is saying far more than that the
evening had come.  Yet at the same time Judas’ betrayal is also what
sets  in  train the great events of our redemption:  it  is  not so much,
perhaps, that great holiness and evil go together, as God works even
through evil to bring about His holy purposes.

As we keep these great days, then, it is important that we don’t shrink
from them because of our sins and frailties, because we’ve not kept a
good Lent  or  not  been  to  church  in  ages.  God can  and will  work
through all this, quite despite ourselves. We can engage fully in Holy
Week  and we can  bring  the  darkness  of  our  hearts  and  our  world
because that is what Jesus walks towards and enters into.

I’m extremely grateful to the Rev’d Prof. James Walters, Chaplain of
the London School of Economics, for preaching Holy Week for us  Fr
Jim will be with us from Palm Sunday to Easter Day and is focusing



his preaching around the material objects of the passion story – stones,
coins,  nard,  wheat,  bread,  thorns,  lots,  nails,  spear,  cross,  grave
clothes,  gardens,  etc.  I’m  sure  this  will  bring  home  to  us  the
physicality,  the hard reality  of the Passion,  not only of Our Lord’s
death but also of his Resurrection.  Jesus dies and rises again in the
tangible  reality  of  our  lives,  from the bombed apartment  blocks  of
Mariupol to the secure wards of Fulbourn Hospital.

* * *

More than one in four of Jesus’ parables is about money; it’s one of
His favourite topics and so we should never be ashamed of addressing
this  as  a  Christian  community.  If  you are on the electoral  roll  you
should have received a letter from me together with a Standing Order
form. Thank you to all those who have already responded, some very
generously indeed. If you haven’t yet please do so, even if only to say
you are leaving your giving unchanged; the Treasurer then knows that
at least you’ve thought and prayed about it. If you have not received a
letter  from me then please  let  me  know;  there  are  Standing  Order
forms on the table at the back of church and we can email one to you
too. Giving to the Body of Christ is an indispensable part of Christian
discipleship and this is the first time since 2019 that we’ve been asked
to review our financial giving.

* * *

I’m pleased to report that Keitha Jones is now safely and very happily
living in the Manor Care Home; please keep Richard Armstrong in
your prayers, who is in hospital after a fall; we continue to pray for Fr
Nigel Hancock in the Cherry Hinton Care Home; and we pray for the
repose of the soul of Robin Hudson, the son-in-law of the late Audrey
Bunting, who has died unexpectedly at 53 years old. May the Lord’s
Passion and Resurrection avail for them all.

With my love & prayers, I am,
yours ever in our crucified and risen Lord,

Fr Robert.



Anglican Personalities: Julian of Norwich
by Fr Philip Murray

Having  looked  at  S.  Augustine  of  Canterbury  as  our  first  “Anglican
personality” last month, I’m still not quite ready to move to the period of our
religious life that postdates the English Reformation. This month I’d like to
turn,  instead,  to  Julian  of  Norwich,  who  was  perhaps  one  of  the  most
important writers in the history of the English language, let alone the English
Church.

Julian’s  Revelations  of  Divine  Love,
written in the late 14th and early 15th

century,  constitute the earliest written
work by any woman in English. They
demonstrate  a  powerful  theology  of
hope  in  God’s  protection  and
providence,  and  have  inspired
countless  generations  of  Christians
ever since.

Julian was born in the city of Norwich
in  around  the  year  1343  (some  nine
years  before the building of Little S.
Mary’s).  Norwich  was,  at  that  time,
England’s second city, the heart of the
country’s agriculture and trade. It was
also  a  profoundly  religious  place,
littered  with  churches,  monasteries
and  friaries,  and  dominated  by  the
cathedral priory. When Julian was six
the Black Death arrived, killing up to
half  of  the  city’s  population  and

returning again and again (we’re  not  the first  generation to live with the
horror of pandemic variants!) up to the late 1380s. Julian’s time was also one
of great political turmoil. The Peasants’ Revolt of 1381 led to Norwich being
overrun by rebel forces, only for their leader, Geoffrey Litster, to be executed
by the then Bishop of Norwich, Henry le Despenser (known as the “fighting
bishop”) after the rebels were defeated in the Battle of North Walsham.



Apart  from this  broad  context,  though,  history  tells  us  very  little  of  the
specifics of Julian’s early life. It’s not even certain that her name was Julian.
“Julian”  may be  a  name  that  came  to  be  imputed  to  her  because  of  her
association with the church in Norwich dedicated to another Julian, either S.
Julian the Hospitaller or S. Julian of Le Mans, male saints of the third and
fourth centuries. It’s probable, given her literacy, that Julian was educated at
the  local  girls’  school  run  by  the  nuns  of  Carrow  Abbey.  Some  have
suggested she then became a  nun at  Carrow,  but  others  have argued she
married and even had children, before losing her husband and children to
plague. Both are theories, with little historical evidence to support or deny
them.

Some  time  in  the  1390s,  when  Julian  was  in  her  fifties,  she  became  an
“anchoress” at S. Julian’s Church. There were a couple of hundred anchorites
and anchoresses living in England at this time, more women than men. Each
took religious vows, consecrating the rest of their lives to God. Such was the
totality  of  their  withdrawal  from  secular  society  that  the  bishop,  when
consecrating an anchoress (or anchorite), would recite the Office of the Dead
as she entered into this new state, as if it at the anchoress’s funeral. As an
anchoress,  Julian dedicated herself  to  a  life  of  prayer  and contemplation,
living in a simple cell attached to the side of the church for the rest of her
days. And so she did until her death sometime after 1416.

In The Revelations of Divine Love, Julian recounts her mystical experience of
God.  On  8  May  1373,  when,  suffering  from what  was  thought  to  be  a
terminal illness, she received a series of 16 visions of Christ. She spent the
next 20 years of her life, during her time as an anchoress, contemplating and
writing  her  meditations  on  these  visions.  The  resulting  theology  of  the
Revelations is one that emphasises God’s nature, or “meaning”, as love:

From the time these things were first revealed I had often wanted
to know what was our Lord's meaning. It was more than fifteen
years  after  that  I  was  answered  in  my  spirit's  understanding.
“You would know our Lord's  meaning in this thing? Know it
well.  Love  was  His  meaning.  Who  showed  it  to  you?  Love.
What did He show you? Love. Why did He show it? For love.
Hold on to this and you will know and understand love more and
more. But you will not know or learn anything else – ever.”



Julian emphasises God’s compassion and goodness, and speaks of God as
motherly as well  as fatherly.  At one point she describes how Jesus is our
mother, and shows us His maternal wisdom and care; He conceives us, gives
birth to us, weans us and cares for us, raising us with as close a bond as exists
between earthly mothers and their children. Of central concern to Julian is the
question of human sin. Rejecting the image of a wrathful God, she insists she
saw “no wrath except on man’s side’; that God “forgives that in us, for wrath
is nothing else but a perversity and an opposition to peace and to love.” God,
for Julian, is nearer to us than our own souls. He sees us in our perfect state
— a far better image than we may have of ourselves. Famously, she came to
see herself as God saw her: an acorn, gently held in God’s loving hand. And
so Julian was able to insist on an adage as fitting for our time of plague and
warfare as for hers: “All shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner of
thing shall be well.”

While not formally canonised as a saint of the Catholic Church, Julian has
nonetheless been recognised as one of Western Christianity’s most important
spiritual writers.  Her Feast day is celebrated on 8th May in the Church of
England,  and  13th  May  in  the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  At  a  General
Audience in 2010, Pope Benedict XVI said of Julian:

[She] understood the central message for spiritual life: God is
love and it is only if one opens oneself to this love, totally and
with total trust, and lets it become one's sole guide in life, that
all things are transfigured, true peace and true joy found and
one is able to radiate it.

Julian  speaks  of  the  continued role  of  lay Christians,  and  lay women  in
particular,  that  has  been  particularly  notable  in  the  Church  of  England’s
theological life. She sets the precedent for later English Christian mystics,
from Margery Kempe (c. 1373 – c. 1438) to Evelyn Underhill (1875–1941).
She has also had great influence on Anglican poetry, most famously in T. S.
Eliot’s poem, Little Gidding, part of the Four Quartets (1943):

And all shall be well and
All manner of thing shall be well
When the tongues of flames are in-folded
Into the crowned knot of fire
And the fire and the rose are one.



Julian’s  name  continues  to  be  borne  by  the  interdenominational  lay
contemplative movement, the Julian Group. And in a world still reeling from
pandemic death and the forced isolations of lockdown, she emphasises the
priority  given  to  contemplative  stillness,  and  to  a  hopeful  trust  in  God’s
providence  and  care  amidst  the  turmoil  of  our  world.  The  Church  of
England’s Collect for her Feast day captures this well, and serves as a helpful
prayer in times of trial:

Most holy God, the ground of our beseeching,who through Thy
servant Julian didst reveal the wonders of Thy love: grant that as
we are  created in  Thy nature  and restored by Thy grace,  our
wills may be made one with Thine, that we may come to see
Thee  face  to  face  and  gaze  on  Thee  for  ever;  through  Jesus
Christ Thy Son our Lord, who liveth and reigneth with Thee, in
the unity of the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. Amen.



A Personal View… 
on Refugees, Traditions and memories of

childhood Russian Easters
by Rosanna Moseley Gore

For some years, I’ve been thinking about writing a piece for the LSM
Newsletter about  my  childhood  memories  of  celebrating  Russian
Easter at home, because I feel such positive nostalgia and love for the
traditions I grew up with – and I keenly miss my Russian grandmother
and mother,  and the sense of family traditions  which have become
diluted so much that they exist mostly only in memory.

And now there is this  hideous war in Ukraine and it  feels  that  an
enormous taint has spread itself over the Russianness that is such an
important part of my identity. And yes, I know that my grandmother
escaped  after  the  Russian  Revolution  to  Manchuria  more  than  a
century ago (and thence to Australia, and finally to London), and my
family cannot be held to be complicit in anything that has ultimately
led to this war. And yes, too, I know that the vast majority of Russians
in Russia today are decent, considerate, family-orientated people and
that war is being waged by forces over which they have no control. I
don’t want to get embroiled in political, or even moral, rhetoric… but I
am the child and grandchild, on both sides, of people who had to flee
war and persecution and become refugees, so this situation we all find
ourselves  in  feels  in  no  way neutral  to  me.  It  feels  intense,  and  I
struggle to disentangle myself internally from the news because it feels
so much like the stories I was told as a child.

So I know I need to get resourceful, and not indulge the vibration of
trauma that has permeated my life even though my sister and I were
born into, and grew up in, safety in this country.  I’ve registered my
interest  in  the  government’s  Homes  for  Ukraine  scheme.   I’ve
channelled my Lent charitable giving to Ukraine. My prayers are like a
constant mantra, as I’m sure are those of most of us.



And I want to come out of the closet, shall I say, about the sadness and
loss I feel when I hear so much Russian being spoken – by Ukrainians
fleeing,  by  the  brave  journalist  who  has  said  “No  more!”  on  live
television, even by people on the streets here in Cambridge (if they are
Russians, I hope they are not being victimised; if they are Ukrainian I
hope they know their loved ones are alive and safe).

And I want to tell you about how we celebrated Easter at home when I
was a child. You see, we were rather a complicated family – my father
was a Jewish child from a secular middle-class German Jewish family,
who escaped from Berlin in 1939 on the Kindertransport. My mother
was a devoutly believing Orthodox Christian who never ever went to
church (but when she lay dying in her 90s, my sister and I watched in
amazement as she repeatedly crossed herself in the up-down-right-left
Orthodox way – something we’d never seen her do before). Into that
culturally rich mix, with my Russian grandmother living with us, and
my German grandparents visiting or being visited every Sunday, we
ate a  mixture  of Russian  and middle  European Germanic  food and
spoke English with constant Russian and German seasoning thrown in.

But at Easter, we were effectively Russian and the whole family joined
in.   Easter was far more elaborate  and involved than Christmas,  as
indeed  would  make  sense  from the  perspective  of  the  priorities  of
Christianity.   No-one went to church (well, my cousins did but they
attended  an  Anglo-Catholic  church  though  I  don’t  recall  that  their
parents did).  It began with cooking preparations a few days ahead, to
make the celebratory dishes of  Paskha (пасха) and Kulich (кулич).
Paskha was a rich Lent-busting dish of curd cheese, eggs, sugar and
butter,  with  sultanas  and  blanched  almonds  –  there  were  many
possible ways paskha could be flavoured, but in our family there were
only ever two, chocolate and lemon. So the lemon one had the addition
of lots of grated lemon zest,  and the chocolate one had grated dark
chocolate and vanilla extract. But this was one of those communally
created  dishes  which we did  regularly as  a  family;  there  would be
three or four of us making it together, because it was quite an involved
affair. The curd cheese had to be put through the old-fashioned metal
mincer that got screwed onto the edge of the Formica worktop. Why it



had to be minced I have no idea,  but minced it was – emerging in
cream-coloured  worms.  The  eggs  had to  be  beaten  with  the  caster
sugar with a balloon whisk until frothy and the palest of yellows.

The curd cheese, eggs and sugar, and chopped up butter went into a
large  saucepan over  a  double  boiler,  and were  stirred  continuously
until all the ingredients had melted and melded together. Then it got
exciting, and stressful, because the heating and stirring continued until
a big mercury thermometer, periodically inserted after loud injunctions
to “stop stirring!” had been obeyed, registered 70°C exactly, at which
point the pan was whisked away from the heat, stirred vigorously, and
the flavourings added. Cooled slowly, with regular stirring to prevent
it separating or going granular, then poured into muslin-lined moulds
and allowed to drip out its fragrant flavoured whey into waiting bowls
in the fridge. By the time Easter Sunday came, and the  paskha was
turned out onto plates, it was the texture of a firm cheesecake – and it
stuck to the roof of your mouth when you ate it. And every year there
was the serious connoisseur judgment that had to be made – which
was better, the chocolate … or the lemon?



And  then  there  was  the  Kulich –  Russia’s  answer  to  the  Italian
Panettone, and a fine one at that. Because if you’re going to eat the
dairy- and fat-rich paskha, you really need a butter- and egg-rich yeast
bread to go with it, don’t you?

Kulich, like the paskha, had sultanas and blanched almonds in it, but
wonder of wonders, its inspiration came from the sublime aroma of
cardamom.

And again, no quick fixes here. The cardamom pods had to disgorge
their seeds. The seeds had to be ground in the heavy pestle and mortar,
then  added  to  the  sugar.  The  mixing  of  the  dough  was  done  in  a
specific way which involved beating it in a big pan “until the spoon
comes out clean” when pulled out quickly  Two tall cylindrical tins
were lined with greaseproof paper,  the dough was divided between
them,  and baked. When cool,  the domed top of one was sliced off
horizontally and the other one was stuck on top of it with some icing.
That made it about 15 inches high. And then, marvellous to behold, a
clean white napkin was placed over the top and liberally doused with
thin white icing and sprinkled with hundreds and thousands. When the
icing had set, the stiff sugary mob cap could be removed and replaced
as slices were cut from the top of the kulich. Its texture was firmer than
that of its Italian cousin, slightly crumbly but rich – we to-ed and fro-
ed  happily  between  fragrant  yeastiness  and sticky creaminess  (also
slightly crumbly), with lemon tang or vanilla high note adding another
choice to be made.

The other bit of pre-Easter preparation, done on the Saturday at the
kitchen table, was the Colouring of the Eggs. A large quantity of hard-
boiled eggs were prepared, one per person plus some spares because of
the  risk  of  cracking.  Sometimes  we  used  German  Eierfarben,  egg
dyes,  and sometimes we brushed food colouring onto the eggs with
cotton buds, inevitably getting stained fingertips and a rather streaky
result. But as the years went by, we gravitated exclusively towards the
red  colouring,  because  that  was  the  real  Russian  tradition  –  often
elaborately decorated. But ours were plain red, and when they were
dried off, we would anoint them with oil rubbed in with a tissue and



buffed  to  a  ruby  glow.
Once  we  bought  an
aluminium  tray  sown
with  grass  seed  (for
feeding indoor rabbits, I
think), and watered it so
that  it  sprouted  into  a
mini  green  sward  on
which to nestle the eggs
–  the  vestige  of  a
tradition  born of  frigid  winters  and doing anything to  celebrate  the
returning of light, warmth and growth in spring. My grandmother will
have brought that tradition out of Siberia, and it would have been just
as welcome at the end of the Manchurian winter. How it translated to
autumnal Sydney is hard to fathom.

Their  arrival  at  table,  if  not  as  solemnly  devout  as  the  traditional
blessing of the  kulich at  the Orthodox church,  definitely was still  a
cause of joy and gratitude – another winter survived, another spring
with its promised gifts, another family feast.



But there was a deeper pulse running through it all, a pulse of spirit
and  faith  and  commitment  –  and  one  which  only  as  I  get  older,
registers consciously with me.  We all greeted one another on Easter
morning  with  the  cry  of  “Khristos  voskrese!”  (Христос  воскресе!
“Christ  is  Risen!),  to  which  the  response  was  “Voistinu  voskrese!”
(Воистину воскресе! “Truly he is risen!) and even now my sister (a
non-Christian  but  deeply  spiritual  woman),  my  cousin  Geoffrey  (a
long-time Roman Catholic) and I (now an Anglo-Catholic) exchange
texts on Easter morning with XB and BB call and response, denoting
the Cyrillic letters at the start of the words. And it means everything to
each of us, clearly, otherwise we wouldn’t do it.  For years after doing
“Russian Easter” became a thing of the past, as the elders aged and
died, and there was no big extended family to do it for – when my
family  had  reduced  to  husband  and  two  children  in  a
Northamptonshire village, with no big context to make Easter Sunday
special – I would ache inside over the missing of that richness, of that
warmth, of that depth and breadth of tradition and meaning and love.
And I would cry, privately, every year.  And then, a few years ago at
LSM, a  young  half-Russian  parish  assistant  arrived,  and  on  Easter
Sunday I,  wearing my mother’s  orthodox christening cross,  greeted
him saying “Khristos voskrese!”. “Voistinu voskrese!” said Yaro.  And
we hugged, and laughed, on our unexpectedly coming home in that
unlikely setting.

I pray that Ukrainians and Russians alike can find hope this Easter,
that the darkness that has descended can turn into light, that families
can be united in spirit if not in person. And that those refugees who
make it to this country will find the acceptance, welcome and kindness
that my family did – and that those that do can grow safely with their
treasured and comforting traditions as anchors for their  new British
life. Deo volente!



Calendar and Intentions

for

April 2022

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 April

FRI 1st

SAT 2nd

SUN 3rd 5th SUNDAY of LENT
MON 4th

TUE 5th

WED 6th

THU 7th

FRI 8th

SAT 9th Dietrich Bonhoeffer, martyr

SUN 10th PALM SUNDAY 
MON 11th in Holy Week
TUE 12th in Holy Week
WED 13th in Holy Week
THU 14th MAUNDY THURSDAY 
FRI 15th GOOD FRIDAY  
SAT 16th HOLY SATURDAY

SUN 17th EASTER DAY
MON 18th in Easter Week
TUE 19th in Easter Week
WED 20th in Easter Week
THU 21st in Easter Week
FRI 22nd in Easter Week
SAT 23rd in Easter Week

SUN 24th 2nd SUNDAY of EASTER
MON 25th S. George, martyr, Patron of England
TUE 26th S. Mark, evangelist
WED 27th 
THU 28th Peter Chanel, missionary & martyr
FRI 29th S. Catherine of Siena, doctor 
SAT 30th



Daily Intentions & Anniversaries of death

Those preparing for Confirmation Arthur Murrell, Michael Farmer 1st

Peace in Ukraine   2nd

Our Parish & People    3rd

The PCC     Ruth Daniel, Owen Balls 4th

Those preparing for ordination    5th

Our parish Lent groups David Hand, bp. 6th

The homeless                    Elsie Duncan-Jones 7th

Addenbrooke’s Hospital  8th

The Church in Germany 9th

Our Parish & People     Eva Camps 10th

The keeping of a good Holy Week Mary Linsey 11th

Our altar servers   12th

Those suffering from mental health problems 13th 
+Stephen and his clergy Patricia Morris, Mary Vickers 14th

Those weighed down by sin 15th

The faithful departed  Sidney Cade, pr. 16th

Our Parish & People    Iris Bushell, Mary Rayner 17th

Easter joy Lucy Barlow-Poole, Edna Shipp 18th

Faith in the resurrection      19th

Peace    Philip Pare, pr., Trevor Huddleston, bp.,Lydia Siddall 20th

The newly baptized   Angela Waddington, Elizabeth Bagley 21st

Care for God’s creation    22nd

Confirmation candidates  Arthur Ramsey, bp., Charles Roper  23rd

Our Parish & People    Ruth Matt, Scilla Hall 24th

Our garden and all who maintain it 25th

Spiritual growth   26th

Our church wardens Patrick Morris 27th

Devotion to the Eucharist Richard Love 28th

Peace in Ukraine 29th 

Shrine of Our Lady of Walsingham Frederick Thorling 30th 



Our Neighbours in South Africa:
Geoffrey Clayton, Archbishop Tutu and

Fr Michael Lapsley
by Mary Ward

ARCHBISHOP GEOFFREY CLAYTON 1884-1957
Geoffrey Hare Clayton was Dean of Peterhouse (1910-1914) before
becoming Chaplain to the British Expeditionary Force. He was Vicar
of Little St Mary’s 1917-1924, and donated to the church the statue of
Our Lady.  After a time in Chesterfield he was appointed Bishop of
Johannesburg and subsequently Archbishop of Cape Town. In 1948,
when the National Party came to power in South Africa, he warned;

“There are circumstances in which it is a man’s duty as a Christian to
refuse to obey a particular law.”

On Ash Wednesday 1957 he wrote a letter to the Prime Minister of
South Africa, on behalf of the Bishops of the Church of the Province
of Southern Africa, refusing to obey section 29c of the Native Laws
Amendment Act:
 
“We should ourselves be unable to obey this law or to counsel our
clergy or people to do so. We therefore appeal to you, Sir, not to put us
in  a  position  in  which  we  have  to  choose  between  obeying  our
conscience  and  obeying  the  law  of  the  land.”

He died the next day.  Archbishop Clayton is interred in the apse of
Cape Town Cathedral.  His courageous stand influenced Archbishop
Desmond  Tutu  who  is  also  interred  just  a  few  metres  away.  The
present Dean of Cape Town Cathedral, Fr Michael Weeder recently
made  a  pilgrimage  to  LSM  to  find  any  monument  dedicated  to
Archbishop  Clayton,  as  almost  immediately  after  Tutu’s  death,  Fr
Weeder  preached  on  the  significance  and  influence  of  Archbishop
Clayton on Tutu’s ministry.



Fr Robert welcomes The Dean of Cape Town, Fr Michael Weeder and
his wife Bonita, who visited LSM on a pilgrimage to discover more
about Fr Geoffrey Clayton in February.

ARCHBISHOP DESMOND TUTU
“Love of God and Love of neighbour are two sides of the same coin; 
how can you say you love God whom you have not seen when you 
hate your sister and brother whom you have.”

Tutu on the Eucharist
“Without what I hope is an encounter with God, without the Eucharist,
without meditation, I could not survive. I might just as well try to get 
along without oxygen. It is almost as physical as that.”

Tutu on forgiveness
“Jesus was forever a man of prayer, who sat the spiritual 
unequivocally at the centre of His life, and it is from this vertical 
relationship with the Father that he drew the resources for his ministry 
of healing, feeding, preaching and forgiving.



“Authentic relationship with God is tested and expressed in a loving 
relationship with neighbour; therefore the vertical and horizontal 
belong together.

“Love of God and Love of neighbour are two sides of the same coin; 
how can you say you love God whom you have not seen when you 
hate your sister and brother whom you have.”

Tutu on Apartheid
“We have in this land a pyramid of power and privilege based on 
colour – the lighter you are of pigmentation, the higher you stand on 
the pyramid of privilege and power.  In this pyramid blacks are the 
broad base of the exploited and oppressed. Next is the so-called 
coloureds and then next Indians and right at the top Makulubaas 
(white boss) white. It is a pigmentocracy.”

Tutu on theology and race 
“from the standpoint of an African who has for far too long been made
ashamed of his irreducible humanness because he was black, 
something for which he could not be held accountable. And this sense 
of shame has made me what I am, so that all reality for me must be 
distilled through this integral experience of being black and ultimately 
also human. Maybe it is a chip on my shoulder, but I pray, who could 
have placed it there I wonder?”

Ubuntu and Tutu
“A person is a person through other persons”
“Ubuntu means human beings need each other in order to be human.”
“Ubuntu provides an African world view in which human and divine 
identity may find mutuality in the concept of community”

“When you look at someone with eyes of love, you see  a reality 
differently from that of someone who looks at the same person without
love, with hatred or even just indifference.”

Central to Tutu’s life and thought is his appeal to his society to move 
beyond racial distinctions as determinative of human identity.



 “People should not kill because they are black and white, but they 
should rejoice in how they are created differently so that new 
meanings and identity are always possible.”

As Tutu’s Ubuntu theology unfolds, it gives access to a new identity
for  South  Africans;  it  also  appeals  to  ancient  African  concepts  of
harmony  between  individual  and  community  which  John  Mbiti
concludes as; “I am because we are, and since we are, therefore I am.”

The current Archbishop of Cape Town, Thabo Makgoba interring
Tutu’s ashes, very near the spot where Archbishop Clayton is interred.

FR MICHAEL LAPSLEY
Fr  Michael  Lapsley  is  on  the  staff  at  Cape  Town  Cathedral.  He
administered the chalice to me in March 2020, just before the start of
the  first  lockdown.  He received  the  2022 Niwano  Peace  Award in
February this  year  for  his  ‘relentless  struggle against  apartheid  and
social  discriminations,  his  support  for  the  liberation  movement  in
South Africa and for his peace building activities.’



He writes:
 
“I  was  a  convinced  pacifist  when  I  arrived  in  SA…but  quickly
discovered that in this country neutrality was impossible. During my
ministry I met students from several backgrounds and it was clear to
me that if you were white and did nothing to change the situation, you
were actually a functionary of the Apartheid government.

“It was a normal warm autumn day… April…1983…when I became
the focal point of all that is evil. When I was busy on the phone with
someone, I started opening the manila envelope on the coffee table to
my side. The first magazine was in Afrikaans…that I put aside, I can’t
read Afrikaans.  The second was in English. I tore off the plastic and
opened the magazine…And that was the mechanism that detonated the
bomb…I felt I was being blown into the air…throughout it all I never
lost consciousness.

“When I made my political choice, I often thought of death. What I
never thought of was being maimed. After the explosion I felt it would
have been better if I was dead, because now I am someone without
hands  and I  had  never…never  before  met  someone  without  hands.
Hands transmit love and tenderness. I endured an endless and intensely
overwhelming sorrow over the loss of my hands.  When they brought
me the prosthetic hands, I started crying…because they were so ugly.
Now I have these (stainless steel pincers) and it is actually amazing
what they can do.

“I do not see myself as a victim but as a survivor of Apartheid…This
is part of the triumph of returning to South Africa and living my life as
meaningfully and as joyfully as possible…I am not captured by hatred
because then they would not only have destroyed my body but also my
soul…Ironically, even without hands and an eye, I am much more free
than the person who did this to me.”



Archbishop Desmond Tutu on Fr Michael
“There  is  always  a  special  silence  when  Michael  takes  the
Communion.  First  you  think  that  people  are  nervous  that  he  may
knock the cup over with his pincers – but then it becomes absolutely
quiet. And it is as if a light beams from him… And you know that you
are in touch with something that will always triumph over darkness.
And I give to God the glory for you, Michael, and I am thankful for
you…because  you  can  talk  of  the  crucifixion  and  the  resurrection,
because it is in your body.”

Remembering Archbishop Desmond Tutu at Cape Town Cathedral.



Garden News

Our Magnificent Magnolia tree has been beautiful this spring. There 
are many other signs of spring in the garden and it’s well worth a walk
round.
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