May Magnificat
Our Lady and her People
This little collection of words and pictures has been put together by some of the people of Hinksey Catholic
Parish. It is a sort of spiritual bouquet: a collection of offerings of different sorts, making up a happy whole.
It is inspired above all by Our Lady, to whom our parish church of Our Lady of the Rosary is dedicated, and
has been since the Marian Year of 1954. May is the month in which we traditionally show Our Lady
particular affection—all over the world there are May devotions, Crownings, and all kinds of occasions on
which we can show the joy of our faith, a joy which Our Lady not only shares but exemplifies. This May
however, in 2020, is not like that. Much of the world has shut up shop, has closed its doors. Here in this
country our churches are closed, our sacraments administered only in danger of death. Government officials,
religious leaders, ordinary people talk about what could happen and when, and behind all this is the spectre of
fear: fear of the virus, fear of death, fear of passing sickness on to others, fear of the unknown. In times like
this, we can either turn inward, trying to find strength and answers within ourselves, which in the end will
never be enough; or we can turn outward: to our friends, families, communities; to the parish, to the
Church; to the help of the saints, and above all, of Our Lady. Our connectedness can be helped by our seeing
one another on our doorsteps or chatting over the garden fence, or talking on the phone. It can also be
helped by other technology: video calling, zoom-ing, teams-ing or whatever programme family members
have to hand and can get to grips with. Even Mass can be watched and prayed along with online, from our
own parish as from places across the world. ChurchServicesTV sounds made up, but it is quite real, I assure
you! But this is not for everyone. It can be a reminder of our separation, rather than a pledge of our coming
together again. It can feel cold and artificial. It isn’t possible for everyone, and of those who can or could, not
everyone finds it spiritually helpful or an opportunity for grace. And so we have spent this May putting together this little magazine. It is a solid, real thing. There are real, printed copies of it. Its title, May Magnificat,
is taken from a poem by the Jesuit Gerard Manley Hopkins. He asks why May should be Our Lady’s month,
and suggests that it’s because of the spring. And ‘What is Spring?—Growth in every thing—Flesh and fleece,
fur and feather, Grass and greenworld all together’. As Hopkins continues:
Their magnifying of each its kind
With delight calls to mind
How she did in her stored
Magnify the Lord.
This ecstasy all through mothering earth
Tells Mary her mirth till Christ's birth
To remember and exultation
In God who was her salvation
May this offering and gift be a sign of our unity in prayer, hope, and charity. May it help us in some small way
to remember what we are longing for, and prompt us to leave behind what holds us back. May Our Lady
pray for us, her children, sinners though we are, both now and at the our of our death. Amen.
Fr Daniel Lloyd
T 07584 323915
E dlloyd@portsmouthdiocese.org.uk
For more information, resources, and broadcast Mass, see
www.hinkseyparish.org

OUR LADY’S HYMNS
BRING FLOWERS OF THE RAREST,
Bring blossoms the fairest,
From garden and woodland
and hillside and dale;
Our full hearts are swelling,
Our glad voices telling
The praise of the loveliest flower of the vale.
O Mary, we crown thee with blossoms today,
Queen of the Angels and Queen of the May
O Mary, we crown thee with blossoms today,
Queen of the Angels and Queen of the May
Their lady they name thee,
Their mistress proclaim thee,
Oh, grant that thy children on earth be as true
As long as the bowers
Are radiant with flowers
As long as the azure shall keep its bright hue.
Sing gaily in chorus,
The bright angels o’er us
Re-echo the strains we begin upon earth;
Their harps are repeating
The notes of our greeting,
For Mary herself is the cause of our mirth.

This has been submitted by Pauline McNiffe from
Our Lady of the Rosary. It is a particular favourite
of Pauline’s and she remembers singing it as a
child back in Ireland. The flower is from Monica
White’s garden in Botley!

1. HAIL, QUEEN OF HEAVEN, the ocean star!
Guide of the wanderer here below!
Thrown on life’s surge, we claim thy care;
save us from peril and from woe.
Mother of Christ, star of the sea,
pray for the wanderer, pray for me.

4. And while to him who reigns above,
in Godhead One, in Persons Three,
the source of life, of grace, of love,
homage we pay on bended knee,
do thou, bright Queen, star of the sea,
pray for thy children, pray for me.

2. O gentle, chaste and spotless maid,
we sinners make our prayers through thee;
remind thy Son that he has paid
the price of our iniquity.
Virgin most pure, star of the sea,
pray for the sinner, pray for me.
3. Sojourners in this vale of tears,
to thee, blest advocate, we cry;
pity our sorrows, calm our fears,
and soothe with hope our misery.
Refuge in grief, star of the sea,
pray for the mourner, pray for me.

This hymn was written by Dr John Lingard
(1771–1851), priest and historian, and is one
of the longest-standing Catholic hymns in
English in our hymnbooks. He taught at the
English College, Douai, and Ushaw, and died in
Hornby, Lancashire. It is said that he was
privately made a Cardinal in pectore, a secret
appointment sometimes made by the Holy See
when open publication of a possible cardinal’s
name might provoke persecution.
I am particularly moved by 'Virgin most pure, star
of the sea, pray for the sinner, pray for me.'
—Rod Walker

IMMACULATE MARY!
Our hearts are on fire;
That title so wondrous
Fills all our desire!
Ave, Ave, Ave Maria!
Ave, Ave Maria!
We pray for God's glory,
May His kingdom come;
We pray for His Vicar,
Our Father in Rome.
We pray for our Mother,
The Church upon earth,
And bless, sweetest Lady,
The land of our birth.
For poor, sick, afflicted,
Thy mercy we crave;
And comfort the dying,
Thou light of the grave!

In grief and temptation,
In joy, or in pain,
We’ll ask thee, our Mother
Nor seek thee in vain.
In death’s solemn moment,
Our Mother, be nigh;
As children of Mary
Help us when we die!
And crown thy sweet mercy
With this special grace,
To behold soon in heaven
God’s ravishing Face.
To God be all glory
And worship for aye,
And to God’s Virgin Mother,
An endless Ave.
Ave, Ave, Ave Maria!
Ave, Ave Maria!

This medal was worn by my Mum until
her dying day. It was a memento of her
visit to Lourdes with my Dad and my
brother Vincent. An account of which
can be read on the next page.
My mum, Molly (Mary) Mulvany had a
very special devotion to Our Lady and
this Lourdes Hymn is also a memory of
mine when I visited Lourdes as a child
and can vividly remember the Torchlight Procession. The medal is one of
my most treasured possessions and the
image is a beautiful one.
We are very fortunate to have a church
dedicated to Our Lady of the Rosary in
this parish and to have her protection
and love, especially as England has
been rededicated as a
Dowry of Mary this year.
Our Lady, Pray for Us.
Monica White
Our Lady of the Rosary Parishioner.

A PILGRIM’S WISH FULFILLED
ON 3RD JULY 1965 a doctor at the Radcliffe Infirmary ’phoned to inform me that my parishioner,
Vincent Mulvany (13 years of age ) was seriously ill.
He had first been admitted to the Radcliffe Infirmary in the autumn, and had been transferred to
the Royal Free Hospital in London, where, after extensive testing, a very rare terminal illness –
Wilson’s Disease – was diagnosed. He had been returned to the Radcliffe to be near his home.
The doctor then told me that Vincent had often said during his time in hospital that his dearest
wish was to be taken to Lourdes. I asked the doctor how long he had to live. He answered that,
in his opinion, days rather than weeks. I ‘phoned Vincent’s parents to sympathise with them, and
they confirmed his wish to visit Lourdes.
I had a problem in conscience, so I invoked Divine Guidance in the Lourdes Prayers. Then I made
telephone calls to all the Travel Agents who take the sick to Lourdes. All replied that it was
impossible at such short notice.
The last possibility seemed to be Oxford Airport who told me that only commercial planes used
their field. However, they gave me the telephone number of Mr T R Edwards, the Managing
Director of the Pressed Steel Company, who sometimes chartered aircraft.
Mr Edwards invited me to his house near our Chapel, St Thomas More, on Boars Hill. I was
received with great kindness by Mr Edwards who I had met socially. I explained the problem and
mentioned that Vincent’s father had worked at Pressed Steel for ten years.
Mr Edwards was not a Catholic but was interested in my quest and invited me to call again after
Sunday Mass. When I arrived he introduced me to the company’s Welfare Officer. He opened
the conversation by saying: “Do not mention money. We have arranged a flight. How long would
you need to spend in Lourdes?”
“Twenty four hours.”
“Could you, the parents, and a qualified nurse accompany Vincent?”
“Yes, his aunt is a nurse at Oriel College.”
“How soon would it be convenient for you to leave?”
“Tuesday morning.”
The seemingly impossible had been arranged.
On Tuesday the parents, aunt and I were collected from their homes by a Company car. A Dove
aircraft was waiting at the airport. Inside the ten seats had been arranged so that a bed was in the
centre.
We found Vincent waiting for us in his new bed and greeted us with a smile. The doctor told the
nurse that Vincent had been on a strict diet but this could be abandoned and she could give him,
at her discretion the food and drink he liked.
Beside him were comics, lemonade and food provided by the Company. Some well-wishers
waved to him and he returned their greeting. Before we took off Captain K. Sirett took off his
cap, placed it on Vincent’s head and told him he was now Captain of this aircraft.

I was the only one who had been to Lourdes, so, while airborne, I explained what we would see
and do on our pilgrimage. We then recited the Rosary and the Lourdes Prayers.
On arrival we made our way to the statue of Our Lady in Rosary Square to give thanks for a safe
journey. We were in time for Benediction and the Procession of the Blessed Sacrament and the
blessing of the sick.
Vincent was full of wonder and we were deeply moved.
We went to the Grotto to pray, then to the fountain to drink and finally took the Baths.
At his dormitory window that evening Vincent was enraptured at the sight of the Torchlight
Procession and the sound of the hymns.
He slept well that night, and in the morning wanted to go to the Baths again. We bathed and then
visited the Rosary Basilica. This Vincent had been eager to see and compare with his beloved
parish church dedicated to Our Lady of the Rosary where he was an Altar boy, had received his
First Holy Communion and had been confirmed by Archbishop King.
We made our way across the Square to the underground Basilica of St Pius X where an
international congregation of 20,000 was assembled. The liturgy was superb. Vincent was very
happy but tired.
At the Creed, two French doctors came over and said that he would not last the day and should
be taken home immediately. There and then I administered the Sacrament of Extreme Unction
and the Viaticum.
The Pilgrim Bureau provided an ambulance and we were soon airborne.
Vincent was now on his deathbed. His mother held one hand and his father held the other. The
throb of the engines and the recitation of our prayers did not disturb the atmosphere of peace.
As we crossed France his life ebbed away, and when we were crossing the Channel the nurse
said he was dead.
We told the Captain who radioed Oxford Airport. When we landed the doctor certified that he
was dead.
So Vincent completed his pilgrimage to Eternal Life.
Canon J. Crozier
December 1991

OUR LADY’S POETRY
Virgin mother, daughter of your Son,
more humble and sublime than any creature,
fixed goal decreed from all eternity,
you are the one who gave to human nature
so much nobility that its Creator
did not disdain His being made its creature.
Dante, Paradiso 33
DANTE ALIGHERI (C.1265–1321) wrote the Divine Comedy, a work considered among the most important of
medieval poetry, and a towering monument in Italian
literature. It is in three parts, Inferno (Hell), Purgatorio
(Purgatory), and Paradiso (Paradise, or Heaven). The
poem tells the story of the journey of a soul after death, a
death undergone ‘nel mezzo del cammin di nostra vita’ ‘halfway along our life’s path’. It is set between Maundy
Thursday and the Wednesday after Easter, in spring
1300. The Roman poet Virgil guides Dante’s
soul through Hell and Purgatory, and Beatrice, the poet’s
construction of the ideal woman, takes him through
Heaven.
After a lengthy journey (the poem is over 14,000 lines
long), Dante passes through Heaven. He sees, and meets,
great saints of the Church, including St Thomas Aquinas
and St Peter. In the final canto (a sort of chapter),
number thirty-three, the poet comes to behold Our
Lady, and, finally, the Blessed Trinity.
Here is where we join the story. The poet is listening to
St Bernard of Clairvaux (1090–1053), who is guiding
him on the final part of his voyage. Monsignor Ronald
Knox (1888–1957) made a poetic translation of the
beginning of Dante’s lines in Paradiso 33, which you
might know in the following version as a hymn:
Maiden yet a mother, daughter of thy Son,
high beyond all other, lowlier is none;
thou the consummation planned by God’s decree,
when our lost creation nobler rose in thee!
Thus his place prepared, he who all things made
Mid his creatures tarried, in thy bosom laid;
there his love he nourished, warmth that gave increase
to the root whence flourished our eternal peace.
Noon on Sion’s mountain is thy charity;
hope its living fountain finds, on earth, in thee:
lady, such thy power, he, who grace would by
not as of thy dower without wings would fly.
Dante makes clear that all that he describes is his
personal vision: what he sees is what his eyes have been
permitted to see. And so, here is Our Lady leading
poet—and reader—to God:

This man—who from the deepest hollow in
the universe, up to this height, has seen
the lives of spirits, one by one—now pleads
with you, through grace, to grant him so much virtue
that he may lift his vision higher still—
may lift it toward the ultimate salvation.
And I, who never burned for my own vision
more than I burn for his, do offer you
all of my prayers—and pray that they may not
fall short—that, with your prayers, you may disperse
all of the clouds of his mortality
so that the Highest Joy be his to see.
This, too, o Queen, who can do what you would,
I ask of you: that after such a vision,
his sentiments preserve their perseverance.
Bernard was signalling—he smiled—to me
to turn my eyes on high; but I, already
was doing what he wanted me to do,
because my sight, becoming pure, was able
to penetrate the ray of Light more deeply—
that Light, sublime, which in Itself is true.
From that point on, what I could see was greater
than speech can show: at such a sight, it fails—
and memory fails when faced with such excess.
As the geometer intently seeks
to square the circle, but he cannot reach,
through thought on thought, the principle he needs,
so I searched that strange sight: I wished to see
the way in which our human effigy
suited the circle and found place in it—
and my own wings were far too weak for that.
But then my mind was struck by light that flashed
and, with this light, received what it had asked.
Here force failed my high fantasy; but my
desire and will were moved already—like
a wheel revolving uniformly—by

the Love that moves the sun and the other stars.
—Poetic text from the DigitalDante project:
digitaldante.columbia.edu
suggested by Francesca Magnabosco

OUR LADY OF GOOD COUNSEL
My favourite title of Our Lady is probably the one I have known and loved the longest: my family
church was Our Lady of Good Counsel, and all five Broome children went to Our Lady of Good
Counsel Primary School. A large copy of this image was in the Lady chapel where we lit candles
every week. As a child I loved this picture, I think because I liked the way the baby Jesus was
holding onto his mother’s neck, and how she was looking at him. Other children from our
primary school were in the neighbouring parish, Our Lady of Perpetual Succour.

There were many reasons why we pitied the children from Our Lady of Perpetual Succour, not
least because our Our Lady was much kinder and calmer looking: as Sister Elizabeth liked to tell
us in assembly, pointing at a copy of the icon with a stick to help us to understand the symbolism,
Our Lady of Perpetual Succour knew what was going to happen to her baby son and was very
sad – I did not like to be reminded of this as a child; it seemed too heart-breaking to bear.
The church of Our Lady of Perpetual Succour closed down long ago – even before I left home to
go to university. Now, Our Lady of Good Counsel is only used for one mass a week, and has
been subsumed into the Parish of the Blessed Edmund Sykes, whose main church is St Nicholas’s.
It seems rather sad that in a place where once there were two churches parishes dedicated to
Our Lady, there are now none. This image is, however, still in the Lady Chapel at Our Lady of
Good Counsel: she watched over two of the Broome children’s Baptisms, five First Holy
Communions, two of my sisters’ weddings, and my mother’s funeral.
Our Lady of Good Counsel is undoubtedly watching over us all still.
Our Lady of Good Counsel, pray for us.
Clare Broome-Saunders

THREE MARIAN MEETINGS
I thought for my contribution that I would share three
Marian Meetings from my own experience, reflecting a
little on how Our Lady’s presence is part of life whether
we’re aware of it or not.
OUR LADY OF ARABIA
The Arabian peninsula is under the patronage (perhaps not
surprisingly) of Our Lady of Arabia. The territory itself is
divided into two Apostolic Vicariates, Northern and Southern (formerly called Kuwait and Aden respectively). Such
terms might prompt those who know their Catholic history
to recall that England and Wales, and Scotland, were divided into Apostolic Vicariates until the restorations of the
hierarchy in 1850 in England, and 1878 in Scotland. Our
Lady of Arabia is the principal patron of the northern part
of Arabia, but she watches over the whole, including the
city of Muscat, capital of the sultanate of Oman, where I
was born. So she is the first Marian presence, albeit unknown to me at the time, in my life. The main image of
Our Lady of Arabia is in Kuwait, and is based on a statue of
Our Lady of Mount Carmel. It was carved in the 1940s
from cedarwood, and given the particular title of Our Lady
of Arabia by Pope Pius XII in January 1957. Here is part of
a prayer asking for her intercession:
Help us to remain one with your Son Jesus and united amongst
ourselves, so that we may be true witnesses for Christ in our daily
lives, and that the Lord’s blessing of peace and harmony be within
our families and communities always.
A FEMALE FIGURE WITH A CHILD
Another important Marian encounter was at the church of
St Mary the Virgin in Bampton, West Oxfordshire, where
we moved when I was 12 or so. My father was vicar here
for 20 years, and it is a fine building in a lovely place. There
are traces of medieval ornament, and the space is very large
and lofty for a country church. St Mary’s is also home to
some of the local Catholic community, based at Carterton,
since there is Mass celebrated there every Sunday (it’s over
the border in the Archdiocese of Birmingham). Perhaps
because of this, but I don’t think anyone really knows, there
was(and I hope still is) in a small niche a small plaster statue
of Our Lady, maybe six or eight inches tall. It looked
exactly as you expect it to look. Thinking of it always puts
me in mind of a poem by Hilaire Belloc (1870–1953), for
which you need to know that it is set in a Church of
England church, in which, at the time (i.e. in the later 19th
century), introducing images of the saints was often
controversial. Ones which had remained from before the
Reformation were of antiquarian and historical interest, and
could stay. But putting in new ones was too much like
Popery, and so clergy would often be taken to court by
people who lived in the parish and disapproved of such
things (whether they went to church or not). I don’t think
anything like that happened at Bampton, but here is Belloc’s
reflection on such an event. It is inspired by a sentence from
a news report, as follows:
… the controversy was ended by His Lordship, who wrote to the
Incumbent ordering him to remove from the Church all Illegal

Ornaments at once, and especially a Female Figure with a Child.
When the Eternal deigned to look
On us poor folk to make us free
He chose a Maiden whom He took
From Nazareth in Galilee;
Since when the islands of the Sea,
The Field, the City, and the Wild,
Proclaim aloud triumphantly
A Female Figure with a Child.
These mysteries profoundly shook
The Reverend Doctor Leigh D.D.,
Who therefore stuck into a Nook,
(Or Niche) of his Incumbency,
A figure filled with majesty
To represent the Undefiled,
The Universal Mother—She—
A Female Figure with a Child.
His bishop who had read a book
That proved as plain as plain could be
That all the mutts had been mistook
Who talked about a Trinity,
Wrote off at once to Doctor Leigh
In manner very far from mild,
And said, 'Remove them instantly!
A Female Figure with a Child'.
Envoi Prince Jesus in mine agony,
Permit me, broken and defiled,
Through glazed and blurring eyes to see,
A Female Figure with a Child.
PRUSSIANS AND POTATOES
Our last stop is Pontmain, in France. We were nearby on
holiday a couple of years ago, and, not knowing anything
about the apparition or shrine, but always keen to churchcrawl, we called in. A no-frills restaurant with an enormous
grill, tended by a villainous-looking proprietor but kindly
and his wiry wife, served mostly slabs of beef or duck, with
garlicky roast potatoes by the bucket. Our Lady appeared
over the road from there in 1871, as the village lay in the
path of the oncoming Prussian army, already laying siege to
Paris. She promised a group of local children that all would
be well, and within days the war was over, the Germans
having got what they wanted. That image, showing what
the children described, is lovely: Our Lady’s blue robe is
spangled with stars; she holds a red cross. Recently, we
went with some of the youth group to Tyburn Convent in
London. It is a holy and inspirational place for me. There, I
recognised Our Lady of Pontmain in the underground
Shrine of the Martyrs. What was she doing there? Marie
Adele Garnier, foundress of the Adorers of the Sacred
Heart of Jesus, of Montmartre, that is, the Tyburn Nuns,
visited Pontmain early after the apparitions, and it was she
who, listening to the children’s accounts, fashioned the
original image. Mary is our Mother, and she prays for us,
sinners though we are, even when we don’t ask her to. FrDL

A COLLAGE OF PRAYERS AND PICTURES
REMEMBER, O most loving Virgin
Mary, that it is a thing unheard of that
anyone who had recourse to your protection, implored your help, or sought
your intercession, was left forsaken.
Filled therefore with confidence in
your goodness, I fly to you, O Mother,
Virgin of virgins. To you I come;
before you I stand a sorrowful sinner.
Despise
not
my
words,
O
Mother
of the Word,
but graciously
hear and grant
my prayer .

O VIRGIN FULL OF ALL GOODNESS,
Mother of Mercy, I recommend to
thee my body and soul, my thoughts,
my actions, my life and my death.
Obtain for me the
grace of loving thy
Son my saviour
Jesus Christ with
a true and perfect
love, and after him
of loving thee
with my whole
heart.

WE

FLY TO THY
PROTECTION,

O holy Mother
of God. Despise
not our petitions
in our necessities,
but deliver us
always
from
all dangers, O
glorious
and
blessed
Virgin.
Amen.

O BLESSED VIRGIN MARY, Mother of
God and our most gentle Queen and
Mother, look down in mercy upon
England, thy Dowry, and upon us all
who greatly hope and trust in thee.
By thee it was that Jesus, our Saviour
and our hope, was given unto the
world; and He has given thee to us
that we might hope still more.
Plead for us thy children, whom thou
didst receive and accept at the foot of
the Cross, O sorrowful Mother;
intercede
for
our
separated
brethren, that,
with us in the
one true fold
they may be
united to the
Chief Shepherd,
the Vicar of thy
Son.
Pray for us all,
dear Mother, that by faith fruitful in
good works we may all deserve to see
and praise God together with thee in
our heavenly home. Amen.

Here are some stills from a stop-motion film of the
Annunciation made using Lego figures. Our Lady in
the garden, seeing a bright light, being greeted by the
Angel, hearing his message, and pondering in her
heart. Film by William Wardhaugh

Alan and Joan Flockton share some images from
and inspired by Fatima, which they describe as
‘Peaceful, inspirational, memorable.’
In the first picture, you can see the sculpture
Suspensão, created for the centenary of the
apparitions in 1917. It is 85 feet/26 metres tall and
was made by the artist Joana Vasconcelos.

European connections. Above: The Giedroyc
Madonna at St Mark’s Krakow, painted before
1460, before which Blessed Mike prayed (Bl Michal
Giedroyc, 1425–85, feast day 4th May).
—Rosy Giedroyc
Below: Regina Poloniae—Queen of Poland. At Holy
Rood. The text reads: “Queen of Poland, Pray for us.
The Poles of Oxford place this tablet to
commemorate a thousand years of Christianity in
Poland, 969–1966.”

Our Lady beautifully coloured and designed by Harry
and Leah Gould, and below, another version of a
Marian Monogram found on a pall in the sacristy.

Here is my offering for the Marian bouquet. It is inspired by a wonderful talk by Sr Nora at the
Chaplaincy some years ago, in which she described the spirituality of her order, the poor
servants of the Mother of God. Sr Nora and her sisters have a special focus on the moment at
which the angel Gabriel departed, leaving Mary with the extraordinary knowledge and reality of
her new role as Christ-bearer. For this order, and for us, this moment offers an inspiration to
welcome Jesus into ourselves and to bring his love to others.
—Jessica Wardhaugh

