Heroic Walsingham Lay

Now come all ye who constantly of noble deeds have read

And learn how Father Mark Ball to Walsingham has lead

St. Mildred’s Church on pilgrimage to Norfolk’s shrine so famed.

‘What six o’clock at Millies!!’ our student band exclaimed. 
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But morning sleep was sacrificed and languor lolled away

And thus it is we celebrate of March the fourteenth day.

Domus Dei, House of God; Porta Coeli, Gate of Heaven;

And Jacob dreamed of ladders there beyond the M.11.

We visited the Holy House and bid the world adieu

With Natalie and Emily and Alex, Jamie, Sue.
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Where parsons, priests have trampled and monks and pilgrim friars trod - 

I’d rather be a door-keeper within this House of God. 
How can we now articulate the spirit-rousing feeling

As we drank water from the well and felt a sense of healing?

We can’t convey the grandeur or the holiness, alas,

Of the vestments and utensils at the Sunday Parish Mass.

But not quite so resplendent (if the Anglicans will pardon)

Was Morning Prayer read by us in the Roman Catholic garden.
[image: image3.png]


A final visit to the House and lunch: the perfect day

Before we hit the road-kill that splats the motorway.

It feels we’ve been gone ages as with lack of sleep we grapple

And read the final Evening Prayers in Millie’s All Saints Chapel.

In dusky quiet we reflect …and I would go again

To celebrate the Risen Christ and yell out loud, ‘Amen!’
