
“Thou hast made us for thyself, O Lord,  

and our heart is restless until it finds its rest in thee.”  

 

This was written by  St Augustine of Hippo  who the church remembers on 28 August. 

Augustine is from North Africa and one of the great bishops, and theologians of the early Chris-

tian church. he is known by many Christians for his confessions and the story of his life His father 

had never let him be baptized and as a young man he renounced the Christian way of life his 

mother had taught him, studying philosophy and living with his mistress and son. He recounts 

how this changed after years of inner conflict, he became a Christian, a priest and final;;y bishop 

of Hippo. 

But the day before we remember Augustine, we remember his 

mother, Monica (27 August) . She taught him about her Christian 

faith as a child, she continued to pray and fast for him, even     

following him to Rome and Milan and rejoicing when he was    

finally baptised. 

Whilst Augustine is remembered throughout the church and his 

description of his journey to faith in God is significant for many, 

for today’s reflections I have been inspired by the faithful prayers 

of Monica. To give thanks and pray for the communities of which 

we are a part feels particularly significant at the moment when 

when we cannot meet physically and so it is more difficult to 

recognise ourselves as part of a community. The reality of the  

community of saints” becomes much more significant.  

 

Our passages for reflection will, I hope, help us to focus on this community, and will also follow 

the path of a labyrinth, travelling from the recollected (our “mothers in faith” and those who 

have inspired us and held us in their hearts) , to the centre where we might discover the person 

God loves, and the companions who  affirm this; and then out as one called by God, giving thanks 

to God for all those who are part of the journey of our restless heart. 

Silent Reflections for August 2020 

 

Companions on our Journey:   

mothers, sisters, friends, companions ... 

and the communion of Saints 



Travelling in: those who hold us and inspire us 

The story of Ruth and Naomi 

After Elimelech, Naomi’s husband died in Moab, Naomi, her sons and their wives  lived there  for 

about ten years. Mahlon and Chilion also died, so that the woman was left without her two sons 

or her husband. 

Then she started to return with her daughters-in-law from the country of Moab, for she had 

heard in the country of Moab that the Lord had had consideration for his people and given them 

food. So she set out from the place where she had been living, she and her two daughters-in-law, 

and they went on their way to go back to the land of Judah.  

But Naomi said to her two daughters-in-law, ‘Go back each of you to your mother’s house. May 

the Lord deal kindly with you, as you have dealt with the dead and with me. The Lord grant that 

you may find security, each of you in the house of your husband.’ Then she kissed them, and they 

wept aloud. They said to her, ‘No, we will return with you to your people.’ But Naomi said, 

‘Turn back, my daughters, why will you go with me? ... No, my daughters, it has been far more 

bitter for me than for you, because the hand of the Lord has turned against me.’ Then they wept 

aloud again. Orpah kissed her mother-in-law, but Ruth clung to her. 

So she said, ‘See, your sister-in-law has gone back to her people and to her gods; return after 
your sister-in-law.’ But Ruth said, 

‘Do not press me to leave you or to turn back from following you! 

Where you go, I will go; where you lodge, I will lodge; 

your people shall be my people, and your God my God. 

Where you die, I will die—there will I be buried. 

May the Lord do thus and so to me and more as well, 

if even death parts me from you!’ 

When Naomi saw that she was determined to go with her, she said no more to her. 

From Ruth 1.  

 

The visitation: the story of Mary visiting Elizabeth when they were each pregnant with a child,                

and the encouragement each gave to the other. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In those days Mary set out and went with haste to a Judean town in the hill country, where she 

entered the house of Zechariah and greeted Elizabeth. When Elizabeth heard Mary’s greeting, the 

child leapt in her womb. And Elizabeth was filled with the Holy Spirit and exclaimed with a loud 

cry,  

‘Blessed are you among women, and blessed is the fruit of your womb. And why has this        

happened to me, that the mother of my Lord comes to me? For as soon as I heard the sound of 

your greeting, the child in my womb leapt for joy. And blessed is she who believed that there 

would be a fulfilment of what was spoken to her by the Lord.’ 

Luke 1. 39-45 



The Centre – I am loved by God 

We know God loves us, but sometimes it is easier to believe that if friends affirm that we are 

loved.  

We give thanks for those who accept us with our failings as well as our strengths;  who name our 

gifts for us. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Thanksgiving for friends 

These, these are the ones who have walked with me 

Where no others would come. 

These are the ones who have not refused to look on me. 

These are the ones who have come near. 

 

These are the ones who have shown me your face. 

These are the ones who have touched me with your nearness. 

These are the ones who have incarnated justice. 

These are the ones who have mediated your presence. 

 

I am trembling. 

I am thankful 

         Nicola Slee “Praying like a Woman”  2004 

But now thus says the Lord, he who created you, O Jacob,  

he who formed you, O Israel: 

Do not fear, for I have redeemed you;  

I have called you by name, you are mine. 

            Isaiah 43.1 

The Hands of the Lord 

The hands of the Lord are creating hands: 

By them I was formed in the womb, 

As I am they have made me. 

 

The hands of the Lord are potter’s hands: 

By them I am shaped and transformed, 

In their skill I am made beautiful. 

 

The hands of the Lord are sheltering hands: 

By them I am supported and held, 

AS I am weak they strengthen me. 

 

The hands of the Lord are hands stretched out: 

By them I am found 
In their palms I find my name engraved. 

 

The hands of the Lord are scarred hands: 

By them I am touched and blessed, 

In their wounds I am made whole. 

    ©Alison Pepper  



 

Travelling Out – God sending us  

Jesus said to her, ‘Mary!’ She turned and said to him in Hebrew, ‘Rabbouni!’ (which means Teacher). Jesus 

said to her, ‘Do not hold on to me, because I have not yet ascended to the Father. But go to my brothers 

and say to them, “I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.” ’  

Mary Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, ‘I have seen the Lord’; and she told them that he had 

said these things to her. 

John 20.15- 18 

Extracts from    Her Legs   

After the Walking Madonna by Elisabeth Frink 

 

For centuries, they have been hidden away 

Under canopies of copious drapery. 

Always she is static, seated or standing. 

You cannot imagine her moving, 

As if all her joints had seized up. 

 

But Frink has her striding: 

Not merely ambling but positively hiking out of 

the cathedral cloister. 

She’s wiry, she’s lean, 

She’s taking enormous paces away from the 

towering edifice. 

Undeterred by tourists, she’s leaving the sacred 

places. 

She’s heading for Salisbury Plain, 

That vast open space she’s been denied for    

centuries. 

She’s had enough of bishops and choir boys 

Paying her scant attention. 

of ladies in large hats 

averting their  faces from her gaze. 

She’s getting out where she can breathe, 

Where she can throw back her head 

And drink in the pure, wind –whipped air, 

Fill her lungs full. 

She’s getting ready to holler........ 

 

Nicola Slee   The Book of Mary   2007 

I have always loved the sculpture “Walking Madonna" by 

Elisabeth Frink, that is  in Salisbury Cathedral Close.  

I love the figure , who is not meek, static, passive, but a 

woman who is strong, determined if not traditionally 

beautiful, and purposeful. Best of all, she is walking away 

from the cathedral and in the direction of the town and 

the shops, where  people of all ages, classes and back-

grounds can be found. The cathedral may be where she 

comes from (after all, it is dedicated to Mary) but it is 

certainly not where she will stay. 

Which is why I loved this print when I saw it : 

“Mary walking into Town”. I could recognise the shape 

of the walking figure, and the trees of the Close,  but 

this woman is almost light on her feet, as she walks 

briskly into town on a Saturday afternoon.... 



It can be hard at the moment to think of striding anywhere – we are constrained by rules          

preventing us  travelling, meeting anyone, going into new places.  But that doesn’t mean God does 

not have a calling for each of us, a place to go or a place to stay. 

 

Some of us are more constrained than others.  This is part of a blog post written by a nun who is 

lives in a very small community and who has terminal cancer :  

 

We are part of the Communion of Saints. Even in our darkest, most difficult moments, we 

are not alone.  

I think that is why I believe that no matter how bumpy life becomes, our lives are never 

wasted, never meaningless. Somewhere in the midst of all the contradictions there is love, a 

love we might never otherwise have known but for our illness. 

Love is the unfamiliar Name  

Behind the hands that wove  

The intolerable shirt of flame  
Which human power cannot remove. 

There is something else we do well to remember. Those who love us, who deal with us 

when we are at our weakest and most demanding, who forgive us our grumbles and cantan-

kerousness, not only show us God’s love and forgiveness. They are his love and forgiveness 

- incarnate, here and now. They are a foretaste of eternity. Let us give thanks for them and 

pray for them. Truly, theirs is the harder, lonelier, path to tread. 

Catherine Wybourne  
 

 

 

 

Lord, we know that we have no alternative but to 

move on with you, so 

Speak to us now and help us hear your voice; 

Lead us now and help us to see your hand; 

Teach us and help us to know your will; 

Send us out, and help us to walk by faith 

In the knowledge that you will continue to guide and 

bless us  

in the days ahead. 

     Mair Bowen 

 

 

 

May the blessing of God go before you. 

May her grace and peace abound. 

May her sprit live within you. 

May her love wrap you around. 

May her blessing remain with you always. 

May you walk on holy ground 

Amen 

      Miriam Therese Winter 
 


