
March Team St John, St Mary, St Peter, St Wendreda 
 

 
Welcome 

 

11th Sunday after Trinity ~ 15th August 2021 
Feast of the Blessed Virgin Mary 

 
 

Please keep in touch with one another, and I am always glad to hear from you on 01354 279232 or at  
andrew.marchurch@gmail.com 

- - - - - 
We are keeping services much the same; staying away if ill, wearing masks, washing hands and respecting 
distance. We have congregational singing for those wearing masks. We continue to keep people safe and to 

feel safe.  
 

~ Services with Social Distancing ~ 
St Peter’s Sundays 8am & 11am; Wednesdays 10am 

St Mary’s Sundays 9.15am 
St John’s Sundays 9.30am; Tuesdays 10am 

 
 

"Stay in touch, take care, keep safe, continue praying and God bless." 

Prayers  
 

Gracious God, you chose the Virgin Mary to bear your incarnate Word, and at her life’s end you brought her to 
heavenly glory. Grant that, like Mary, we may hear your word and keep it and one day share with her the risen life 

of Christ your Son, who lives and reigns in the unity of the Holy Spirit, God for ever and ever.  
Amen 

 

Mighty One, whose power does not reside in fleshless lonely purity, whose word is enwombed at the heart of crea-
tion: we praise you for Mary, whose hospitable  “Yes” made a place for love; whose song of transformation makes 

thrones and rulers tremble; whose prayer is heard because she is one of us; through Jesus Christ, Mary’s Child. 
Amen 

 

The readings we are having in our church services are, 1 Kings 2 v10-12 & 3 v3-14, John 6 v51-58. These below 
reflect today’s commemoration of Mary. 

 

 
 

Galatians 4 v4-7 
 
When the fullness of time had come, God sent his Son, born of a woman, born under the law, in order to redeem 
those who were under the law, so that we might receive adoption as children. And because you are children, God 
has sent the Spirit of his Son into our hearts, crying, ‘Abba! Father!’ So you are no longer a slave but a child, and 
if a child then also an heir, through God. 



Meditation 
 
 

   The feast day today commemorates the end of the earthly life of the Virgin Mary. It’s a feast that’s celebrated in 
both Eastern and Western Christianity. By the fifth or sixth century, legends had developed of Mary being taken 
directly up to heaven at her death, like Elijah in the Old Testament; and as the Middle Ages went on, the belief that 
she never actually died had become widespread in the West. In 1950, Pope Pius XII (while not endorsing the leg-
endary elements of the tradition declared that it was an essential part of the Christian faith to believe that she had 
indeed been ‘assumed’ into heaven. The Western Church has long celebrated this as the feast of Mary’s 
‘Assumption’. 
 
      Anglicans have been a bit cautious about taking all of this on board. Fair enough to celebrate the end of Mary’s 
earthly life, even to say that she must surely have been taken at once into the joy of her Risen Son. But the later 
folklore is less easy to digest. 
 
      Interestingly, the Eastern Church has always seen things a bit differently. It’s called ‘the Falling-Asleep of the 
Mother of God’ in the East, or the ‘Dormition’. The icons that depict this event are very distinctive, and quite un-
like the extravagant pictures in the West of Mary ascending in clouds and being crowned by her Son. In these East-
ern icons, Mary lies on her deathbed, surrounded by the apostles – and next to her bed stands Jesus, holding in his 
arms what looks like a tightly swaddled child. This is Mary’s soul, which he is receiving into its rest. It’s a poign-
ant turning around of the familiar image of Mary hugging the infant Jesus; here is the Son embracing his mother’s 
‘new-born’ life. Because that is what has happened: Mary has begun her life afresh in the closer company of Jesus. 
 
     Sometimes, when famous people are interviewed, they are asked how they want to be remembered; they are 
invited to think of the achievements they would like to have piled up by the ends of their lives, as if the goal of life 
were to arrive at a condition of maturity and control, of wise and powerful action. Yet here is Mary at the end of 
her life and the beginning of her new life, a helpless child again. She can say and do nothing, and she doesn’t have 
to; she is simply welcomed by Christ’s love. She doesn’t need a monument recording her triumphs. She doesn’t 
have to present her credentials at the gate of heaven. Like the Psalmist (Ps 131), she can say, ‘My soul is even as a 
weaned child.’ 
 
     What if this is really the purpose of our lives? What if the point of all we achieve, all we succeed in, is to teach 
us to receive more deeply and peacefully? As if what we need to produce by the time of our death is just – child-
like simplicity? Being able at last just to be welcomed, to be embraced by the Real that we’ve so long neglected 
and even run away from? Whatever life is like on the far side of death, it’s a reasonable guess that it is not like an-
ything we could have imagined. It could not be another episode in the great drama of Myself, my busy, worried, 
ambitious, talkative, fearful, self.  
 
      The Orthodox icon of Mary’s dormition presents a challenging image of Jesus’ words in the Gospels about be-
coming children again if we are to enter the Kingdom. It reminds us also of the verse in St Peter’s first Letter, 
where he tells his readers (possibly candidates waiting for baptism) that they must be like new-born children, eager 
to be fed by the living Truth. 
 
      As usual, it’s a huge paradox. We do indeed have to grow, to make mistakes, to love and be loved, to risk hurt-
ing and being hurt in our tangled lives; we need to develop our imagination and intellect, and to battle against all 
those systems by which some human beings try to keep others in ‘infantile’ subjection or degradation. (Remember 
all those people who used to think that the non-European ‘races’ were somehow like children, needing our wise 
grown-up guidance and discipline?) And yet, then point of it all, of all the struggle and painful growing and learn-
ing, is that we have the space, the freedom and the joy to become simple again, to be like children, able to receive, 
to be embraced. 

Gospel of St Luke 1 v46-55 
 
Mary said, ‘My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my Saviour, for he has looked with favour 
on the lowliness of his servant. Surely, from now on all generations will call me blessed; for the Mighty One has 
done great things for me, and holy is his name. His mercy is for those who fear him from generation to generation. 
He has shown strength with his arm; he has scattered the proud in the thoughts of their hearts. He has brought 
down the powerful from their thrones, and lifted up the lowly; he has filled the hungry with good things, and sent 
the rich away empty. He has helped his servant Israel, in remembrance of his mercy, according to the promise he 
made to our ancestors, to Abraham and to his descendants for ever.’ 



Prayers 
 

 

As we pray to God the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, we say with Mary: 
Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
Your prophet of old foretold the day when a young woman would conceive and bear a son who would be called 
God-with-us. Help us to look forward to your deliverance and to seek the fullness of your kingdom. 
Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
Your angel declared to Mary that she was to be the mother of the Saviour. Help every Christian person to be open 
to your word, and obedient to your will. Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
Mary rejoiced with Elizabeth and sang your praise, ‘My soul proclaims the greatness of the Lord.’ Help us to live 
joyful lives that sing of your praise. 
Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
Mary bore a son of David’s line, a king whose reign would never end. Bless all the nations of the world with 
Christ’s gift of peace. 
Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
The child Jesus grew in wisdom and stature in exile and in the home of Mary and Joseph. Strengthen our homes 
and families, and keep under your protection all those whom we love. 
Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
At the foot of the cross of Christ stood his mother, and from the cross she received his lifeless body into her arms. 
Give comfort and healing to all who suffer and all who watch the suffering of those they love. 
Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
The apostle John saw a vision of a woman in heaven, robed with the sun. Bring us with all those who have died in 
the faith of Christ to share the joy of heaven with Mary and all the saints. 
Lord, have mercy on those who fear you. Holy is your name. 
 
Almighty and everlasting God, your handmaid Mary magnified your name and rejoiced in your saving love: trust-
ing in that same love we ask all these our prayers through Jesus Christ our Lord, and may the blessing of God al-
mighty, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit be among you and remain with you always.  
 
Amen. 

      If I had to make a personal choice of the two greatest poems in English about heaven, I’d go for George Her-
bert’s ‘Love’ and Charles Causley’s ‘Eden Rock’. Herbert imagines arguing with God that he doesn’t deserve to be 
there; God shrugs (as it were) and says ‘You must sit down…. and taste my meat’; and the poet ends, with those 
bare monosyllables, ‘So I did sit and eat.’ Causley imagines seeing his long-dead parents on the other side of a riv-
er, setting out a picnic and beckoning him across, reassuring him that it is not difficult. The poem ends with another 
string of stunned simple monosyllables: ‘I had not thought that it would be like this.’ 
 
     And that perhaps is the song the Virgin sang as she was embraced by her Son in death. 
 
(Preached by Archbishop Rowan Williams in St Clement Cambridge in 2021) 
 
      

  God bless, Andrew 


