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The Feast of St Monica – 27 August 2019
A reading from the prophet Isaiah (25:6-10)
On this mountain the Lord of hosts will make for all peoples
a feast of rich food, a feast of well-matured wines,
of rich food filled with marrow,
of well-matured wines strained clear.
7 And he will destroy on this mountain
the shroud that is cast over all peoples,
the sheet that is spread over all nations;
8 he will swallow up death for ever.
Then the Lord God will wipe away the tears from all faces,
and the disgrace of his people he will take away from all the earth, for
the Lord has spoken.
9 It will be said on that day, Lo, this is our God;
we have waited for him, so that he might save us.
This is the Lord for whom we have waited;
let us be glad and rejoice in his salvation.
10 For the hand of the Lord will rest on this mountain.
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For the word of the Lord
Gospel according to John (20:11-18)
But Mary stood weeping outside the tomb. As she wept, she bent over to
look into the tomb; 12and she saw two angels in white, sitting where the body
of Jesus had been lying, one at the head and the other at the feet. 13They said
to her, ‘Woman, why are you weeping?’ She said to them, ‘They have taken
away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid him.’ 14When she had
said this, she turned round and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not
know that it was Jesus. 15Jesus said to her, ‘Woman, why are you weeping?
For whom are you looking?’ Supposing him to be the gardener, she said to
him, ‘Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where you have laid him, and I
will take him away.’ 16Jesus said to her, ‘Mary!’ She turned and said to him in
Hebrew,‘Rabbouni!’ (which means Teacher). 17Jesus 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.” ’ 18Mary Magdalene went and announced to the
disciples, ‘I have seen the Lord’; and she told them that he had said these
things to her.
The Recessional
Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace
according to thy word.

For mine eyes have seen thy salvation
which thou hast prepared before the face of all people
To be a light to lighten the Gentiles
and to be the glory of thy people Israel.
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son and the the Holy Ghost;
as it was in the beginning is now and ever shall be world without end.
Amen.
Homily
In 1960, as Fred told us, Linda was awarded The Lions Club prize for a ‘Peace
Essay,’ 1960 was the year of the refugee. It was presented to her by Lady
Dunrossil at the Albert Hall. Fred and I looked at the photos of her
presentation and I thought how little things have changed. It got me thinking
about the search for a home and the desire for peace.
Today the Church in the west celebrates the life of St Monica, a woman of 4th
century North Africa whose life we can glimpse through the writing of her son
the celebrated theologian, preacher, writer, spiritual director and Bishop,
St Augustine of Hippo. In the year 401 Augustine published his ‘Confessions’
one of the most well-known and critiqued autobiographies of all time. Most of
us know something of this work; even if it is the less than profound bits, like
the famous prayer which we generally translate: ‘God make me good…but not
just yet!’ It was Augustine’s wayward youth and adolescence, his girlfriend
and his dabbling in strange sects that most concerned Monica and she prayed
constantly and fervently that he might find true faith. In ‘Confessions’ we
glimpse a very impressive woman indeed, very much what her son would
have liked himself to be. He speaks of her dignity and restraint, her ability to
be a peacemaker, her modesty and temperance, kindness and patience,
courage and faithfulness. Once she had seen her son become a Catholic
Christian she asked ‘what is left for me to do in this world’ and at the age of
fifty six she died.
Tomorrow we will celebrate the life of her son Augustine and on a day such as
this we reminded that much of Augustine’s Confessions centres on the image
of home coming. He wrote: God waits for the soul to come back to its home
with him; without that home in God nothing can have any meaning.
One writer on Augustine wrote: ‘he thinks in questions.’ And I think this is true
for many of us, our Christian faith and life is spent in questioning. All too often
however our questions concern the seeming absence of God, the problem of
pain and suffering, the nature of this ‘home’ to which we believe are called.
Those close to Linda over these past years seeing her struggle would be
forgiven for thinking in such a way and asking these very questions; I know
that I did. But Augustine helps us in his autobiography, there is never a sense
of merely remembering the past, this is no memoir. Repeatedly Augustine’s
questions modulate into a different key, not where was God? But where was I,
where was I when I was seeking you? He answers his own questions: You

were there in front of me, but I had wandered away from myself. And if I
could not find my own self, how much less could I find you? For Augustine the
light of God shining into our lives can make a story and make meaning out of
the seeming chaos of unhappiness, of wandering, of hurt. In this story that we
glimpse in Confessions, In Linda’s life that we celebrate today and in our own
lives, nothing is left out. In the midst of the joys and the sorrows, the highs
and lows…God is always present calling us home.
When Linda was admitted to Clare Holland House she asked me that question
Monica had asked ‘What is left for me to do in this world?’ She and I spoke
about this at some length, we looked back at Linda’s life and ministry on how
it had changed and evolved as she had changed, physically and spiritually.
Like Augustine we too found God as she told her story. Not once did Linda
question God’s presence, but like Augustine she spoke about her journey
home, about her searching. Linda continued to serve as a Deacon to us, she
proclaimed the word and prayed as slowly, very slowly her life ebbed away,
she showed us how to die and reminded us of God’s presence along the way.
From the cry of the people of Israel in exile in Babylon in the prophecy of
Isaiah, waiting for God. To the tears of Mary Magdalene asking where have
you laid my Lord? to Linda’s life of searching and waiting we hear the
resounding word of God, I am with you always, in exile and liberation, in pain
and comfort, in grief and consolation, in life in and death. As we take leave of
our sister Linda let us not be tempted to simply seek the consolation of God,
we miss so much if we do this, but let us seek the God of consolation who is
with us always, and goes before us in the person of his son Jesus to prepare a
home for us.
I’m going to leave the last word with St Augustine in this purple passage:
“How late I came to I love you, O beauty so ancient and so fresh, how late I
came to love you! You were within me while I had gone outside to seek you.
Unlovely myself, I rushed towards all those lovely things you had made. And
always you were with me, and I was not with you. All these beauties kept me
far from you - although they would not have existed at all unless they had
their being in you. You called, you cried, you shattered my deafness. You
sparkled, you blazed, you drove away my blindness. You shed your fragrance,
and I drew in my breath and I pant for you. I tasted and now I hunger and
thirst. You touched me, and I burn with longing for your peace.”
May that peace now be Linda’s as she comes home to that place which is
indeed the peace of God. Amen.

