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Some of you who went on the Parish Weekend or who attend 
contemplative prayer early in the morning at St Martin’s may have had 
the delight of meeting Widi who came to visit from India. Widi is a 
teacher and among other things teaches yoga and Tai Chi, so on the 
Parish Weekend he had at least thirty of us, including the most unlikely 
suspects like me, Adrian our Churchwarden and Neil MacGregor on the 
lawn outside the abbey doing the most graceful Tia Chi movements, 
stretches, and slow motion bends and balances. At least some were 
graceful!  I had last met Widi 32 years ago at a university in Indonesia 
where I was his lecturer in English Literature and Drama and we had 
become close friends. These were formative years for us both. He’d 
played the Artful Dodger when I directed Oliver, Baby John in West 
Side Story, and George in Of Mice and Men. Suddenly I got an e-mail 
from him 32 years on saying he was on a study programme in London 

and would love to come and stay. Waiting for him to arrive I wondered how he would have changed, 
would I recognise him, would we still get on like before and what kind of person had he become?  

 

I met him outside St Martin’s on the day of Gay Pride- Trafalgar Square was at it’s most maverick 
extreme- bursting with life and people in their rainbow colours- like a huge intoxicated street party. 
But I recognised Widi at 100 metres, standing small, peaceful and composed, radiating the most 
wonderful energy and joy just as he had all those years ago in Yogyakarta. There are meetings which 
disappoint- like when you talk but remain strangers- or see the glaze of separation in the other’s 
eyes. But there are also meetings like this of wonderful connection. Meeting again after thirty years 
it was as though the conversation simply continued without interruption. He always had a 
goodness- now I saw that goodness realised- he always had an energy and motivation- and  thirty 
two years on he was delighting in life with that same energy even standing on his head on the edge 
of the fountain in Trafalgar Square. He always had a kindness for others and now I saw the fruition 
of that compassion in a wonderful attentiveness to the needs of others and the world. We had 
always teased him about the way he pontificated on the meaning of life- now this had grown into an 
experienced wisdom. Thirty two years ago I had seen the mustard seed, now I saw the full tree he 
had become and it filled me with joy.  I wrote in my diary: 

 

The past has returned as sheer blessing, we recognise in one another all we feared we had lost and 
the part we have played in each other’s becoming. 

 

I wonder how often we have seen the seed planted and wondered what it will become. Of course the 
planting is an act of risk and trust. How many parents go through this process with their children 
both longing for them and yet also fearing for them.  How many times all of us have wondered what 
will become of someone we love? 

 

Julian of Norwich, the 14th century anchoress, who lived a life of seclusion and prayer, in her 
Revelations of Divine Love, written during the terrifying time of the black-death, wrote this 
revelation of trust: 

 

And the lord showed me a little thing, the size of a hazelnut, on the palm of my hand, round like a 
ball. I looked at it thoughtfully and wondered “What is this?” And the answer came. “It is all that 



is made.” I marvelled that it continued to exist and did not suddenly disintegrate; it was so small. 
And again my mind supplied the answer. “It exists both now and forever, because God loves it” In 
short everything owes its existence to the love of God. In this little thing I saw three truths. The 
first is that God made it, the second is that God loves it and the third is that God sustains it.  

 

This may sound a very simple insight. But I think it is a very profound one. One of the most 
important things about being a church on the edge of Trafalgar Square in the middle of London in 
these times of uncertainty is to hold fast to those truths.  

 

Firstly God made us.  

 

How often it seems that we are of our own making our own becoming.  That we can control our lives 
and they are own inventions as it were. One of the greatest and most painful lessons in the news 
this week is that of Charlie Gard and his parents long and painful legal battle with Great Ormond 
Street Hospital and the realisation that however much we love and care and long we are mortal- we 
are all ultimately such small and fragile creatures in relation to all of time and space: we cannot 
possess life it is not ours to possess- we are made by God and we cannot ultimately control either 
our birth or our death. The lives of those we love are pure gift- mortal gift and eternal gift. 

 

And here in the middle of this busy, sophisticated, modern city, we come regularly to do what many 
may consider an anachronism, an in comprehensible act- we come to acknowledge our maker. To 
place our lives in the hands of our creator and our redeemer. Offering ourselves like a seed in the 
soil knowing that God is the one who gives life. I cannot explain that. But I would like to encourage 
you to do just that.  Since the beginning of Lent in this church, several days a week, a small group of 
us, have begun the day with an hour of silent contemplative prayer. It has been a time simply to 
open oneself to God. In stillness and in quiet. Like a seed placed in soil.  This simple hour has 
become precious. The time for the small seed to root itself in the greater mystery of the God who 
brings life. You may not be able to spend an hour in silent prayer but perhaps you too have a way of 
acknowledging your creator, your life as a hazel nut in God’s hand- as you prayer, or sit, or write, or 
walk through the park, or behold Christ’s presence in another.  

 

Secondly Julian sees: “God loves us” 

 

The love of God is the source of all our flourishing, our growth, our meaning. The temptation which 
will constantly be at work in our lives is the temptation that casts doubt on that love. This doubt will 
whisper that you are unworthy, that you are the reject, that you do not belong or that you are the 
outcast. Or even worse it will fill you with the territorial fear and defensiveness that makes outcast 
of others. Yesterday in a very powerful and moving ecumenical service of lament and hope that took 
place at St Martin’s Where Love and Sorrow Meet to mark the fiftieth anniversary of the sexual 
offences act- Mark Oakley in a sermon, that I encourage you to read, warned against religion or 
faith which denies or condemns the sanctity of human love for another or denies God’s love for you. 
It is that denial of God’s love that has caused such pain and oppression and can lead to a fanaticism 
which is so life denying and life destroying: 

 

All the scriptures are read to hear that love between the lines and any interpretation of the Bible 
where you cannot hear that voice of love is not to be trusted. When people use a text without some 
context it’s usually a pretext for something else. The Bible is a record of people struggling, with 
mixed results, to believe that God loves people that I find it hard to. The truth of the waterside is 
the voice from God to each and every one: ‘I’ve made you, look, you’re beautiful, you make me 
happy, now, don’t forget this even when they act like animals against you, even when you act like 
an animal because you’re frightened (Mark Oakley) 

 

It is trusting in this love that makes the future bigger than the past.  

 

Thirdly Julian sees: God sustains us. 

 



I began this address by talking about entrusting someone to the love which nurtures and sustains. 
We cannot control or fully predict what someone we care about will become. We cannot force 
someone to love. From Jesus Christ we learn the meaning of that sustaining love. Not something 
which is grabbed or taken but a love which is offered. Not something which condemns or dictates 
but which longs for fullness of life.    

 

I think many of us who were in this church yesterday glimpsed the meaning of that love in the 
service which took place. It was a service which recalled how LGBTI were condemned and 
oppressed because of the way they loved, indeed until fifty years ago it was a criminal offence to 
express that love and still is in many parts of the world. Indeed in 7 countries of the world a capital 
offence. There is a long journey still to travel particularly sadly within the church itself. But the 
hope and the prayer that came out of that service yesterday so loud and clear was not a cry for 
sympathy, in fact it was much more than even a call for justice- no what came out of that service 
was the knowledge of the mustard seeds planted those years ago in fear and oppression, often at the 
risk of livelihood and reputation- those small, precarious, seemingly hopelessly vulnerable mustard 
seeds- had now grown into the trees in which many could now come and find shelter in the 
branches. Yes it was the story of the yeast of love which has leavened the bread for all, the treasure 
in the field that others have now begun to discover- as blessing and abundance and an expression of 
God’s kingdom. What was so astonishing yesterday was that it was no longer about the oppressed 
asking for acceptance but the oppressed had become the teacher and the witness - the voice of 
wisdom and love speaking to the church the message of the Gospel. And when the church listens to 
that voice of God’s love then it awakens, it casts off the grave cloths that bind it and becomes the 
church of God’s love. Suddenly the hope of all that is planted in love becomes possible again.  

 

Yesterday among the congregation there were those who had not been to church before or for a long 
time or had been hurt by the church or had presumed the church to be a hostile please. Instead here 
was a church filled with an equal music- God’s music.  I felt something shift with me too. A glimpse 
of that Dick Sheppard vision realised “This is our home this is where we are going to learn of the 
love of God” but not simply from the inside out but from the outside in,  from those who come in 
through open doors. It was joyful day. In fact I felt like standing on my head in Trafalgar Square but 
I haven’t learnt that skill from Widi yet.  

 

Made by God, loved by God sustained by God. Perhaps it is now, now in this time of uncertainty and 
so much fear that the church can find its true being- the treasure of great price that it has both to 
receive and share. The mustard seed can become the tree in which all can find a place to dwell. For I 
am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor rulers, nor things present, nor things to 
come, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us 
from the love of God which is ours in Christ Jesus our Lord. 


