


A Bishop’s tale

During the month of April, as au,
part of our weekly intercessor,
prayers were offered for the
Diocese of Masasi in South-
ern Tanzania. Lyn Priestley, a
parishioner, “was interested
to read” that prayers were
being offered for the Bishop
of Masasi, in which com-
munity she had lived from
1959 - 1961. Indeed, she
had a personal connection
to a former Bishop, Trevor
Huddleston.

Here is Lyn’s account of an event in her
family’s life — which they must have wanted
to turn out quite differently.

y father worked in, what was then,

Tanganyika, for the British Colonial
Service. My mother was the traditional
memsahib. He was a District Commissioner,
a job that had to be all things to all men.
They were judges whose decisions settled
both tribal and personal disputes. They
administered their own vast districts by
keeping law and order in the most difficult
circumstances. Sometimes, my brother and
| would accompany my parents on safari to
visit some far corner of the district. These,
to us, were always huge adventures.

On a recent visit to England to visit my
mother, | asked her what she remembered
of the church when we lived there. She
said that even then Masasi had a very large
church built on a hill with a school and hos-
pital clinic run by the U.M.C.A.

The Cathedral, Masasi
In 1960, Trevor Huddleston, the priest
who became so well known for his work
against apartheid in South Africa was to
be consecrated Bishop of Masasi and the
Southern Province. We had not been in
Masasi long before he arrived. He was to
be in Masasi for eight years. He and my
parents became friends and he would often
walk to their house on a Sunday evening
and enjoy a scotch - or two — and a chat
with my father.
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There was to be a huge ceremony for the
consecration. Church dignitaries from all
over were invited. BBC cameras and re-
porters arrived from England. Trevor Hud-
dleston’s sister and husband were to fly out
and stay with my parents for several days
for this event.

My parents’ job was
to organise the itiner-
ary, plan the reception,
coordinate everything
and lay on enough food
and drink to accom-
modate the Africans,
Asians and Europeans.
This was no mean feat
when one remembers
we had no electricity,
the cook used a wood
burning stove, the fridge
was powered by kero-
sene and all the drinking
water had to be filtered.
We did have Coca- Cola
and Fanta orange drink
‘though!

My mother remembers that they were
quietly satisfied with their planning and hard
work when just several days before the
event was to take place the ceremony and
festivities had to be transferred to Dar es
Salaam due to some epidemic scare, some
sort of infectious disease in the surrounding
area of Masasi.

Trevor Huddleston’s family was already
staying with us, the guest/rest house was
full of reporters. All sorts of arrangements
for their departures had to be made by plane
and road. There was a lot of disappointment
amongst the locals and the mission. My
mother recalls that they all felt “very flat”.

My brother and | were away at boarding
school when this happened and what | re-
member of Trevor Huddleston is simply that
he was a tall, quiet, slender man.

Lyn Shelton Priestley

he Most Reverend E. U. Trevor Hud-

dleston, C.R., D.D. was born on the
15th of June, 1913, in Bedford, England.
He was educated at Lancing College,
Christ Church, Oxford (BA 1934) and Wells
Theological College and was ordained as a
priest in 1937.

He joined the Community of the Resurrec-
tion in 1939, a monastic community within
the Church of England; he was professed
in 1941, taking the vows of poverty, chastity
and obedience. In 1943, Father Huddleston
was sent by the Community of the Resur-
rection to South Africa, where he was made
Priest-in-Charge of the Community’s So-
phiatown and Orlando Anglican Mission, in
the Anglican diocese of Johannesburg.

During his time in South Africa, Trevor
Huddleston became active in the struggle
against apartheid and formed close friend-
ships with leaders such as Oliver Tambo
and Nelson Mandela. The forced removal
of the black community from Sophiatown

Bishop Trevor Huddleston, in a drawing by Trog, 1956

after the passing of the Group Areas Act saw
Father Huddleston come into conflict with
the authorities; a similar result arose from his
decision to close St. Peter’s School rather
than agree to hand it over to governmental
control following the passing of the Bantu
Education Act.

In 1956 Father Huddleston was recalled to
England by the Community of the Resurrec-
tion and in the same year published Naught
For Your Comfort, the most powerful indict-
ment of apartheid and a stirring account of
the struggle for freedom in South Africa.

On 26th June, 1959, Father Huddleston,
together with Julius Nyerere (who was later
to become the first President of an inde-
pendent Tanzania) addressed the founding
meeting of the Anti-Apartheid Movement

If you could say that anybody single-handedly made apartheid a world issue then that person was Trevor Huddleston.

Archbishop Desmond Tutu.



in London, in response to an international
appeal by ANC President Chief Albert
Luthuli, for a boycott of South Africa. In
1961, Bishop Huddleston was first elected
Vice-President of the Anti-Apartheid Move-
ment, a post he held until April 1981.

In 1960, Trevor Huddleston returned to
Africa to serve as Bishop of the Diocese of
Masasi in the south of Tanganiyka, where
he worked until 1968 when he returned
to England to serve as Suffragan Bishop
of Stepney. After ten years in Stepney,
in 1978 he was next elected Bishop of
Mauritius and shortly afterwards became
Archbishop of the Anglican Province of the
Indian Ocean.

In 1983 he retired as Archbishop and, after a
short visit to Tanzania, came back to London
and fully into the work of the Anti-Apartheid
Movement.

Trevor Huddleston died on the 20th April,
1998, at Mirfield in West Yorkshire, England.
A window in memory of him is in the Lancing
College chapel and was visited by Desmond
Tutu. They became friends after meeting
while Huddleston was on a mission in South
Africa during the apartheid era.

Excerpted from A Short Biographical Note,
The Department of Foreign Affairs, Pretoria, 28th July, 1998 .

n one of a series of television interviews

for the BBC, moderator Malcolm Mug-
geridge asked Trevor Huddleston, “Should
a Christian keep out of politics?” The
question carried particular weight since
his guest was not only a Christian, but a
Christian priest, deeply committed to a
political cause. Speaking at the time in the
fifties, Muggeridge asked if Father Hud-
dleston “felt bound to take a certain very
definite line politically, about apartheid.” He
went on to ask whether it was wise for an
individual such as Huddleston “to identify
himself with political activities, the struggle
against apartheid, whose outcome (at that
time) could not be foreseen and which might
end in ways which were very repugnant to
him, but at the moment seemed to represent
goodness as against badness.”

Huddleston replied in the affirmative. “I think
| can honestly say | believe the action | took
was right. | believe that | was caught in a
particular situation in which human rights
were involved, and, of course, it’s very
difficult to distinguish exactly between hu-
man rights and political rights ... the South
African Government were implementing
a scheme (the Western Areas Removal
Scheme) which involved the uprooting
of some seventy thousand Africans from
their homes, expropriating their property,
and placing them in a different locality. The
Government claimed that this was a slum
clearance scheme. | maintained that it was
part of the apartheid policy, in other words,

that the removal was not done from motives
of bettering African people but simply in
pursuance of a racial policy ... Therefore |
felt bound by any means in my power, short
of immoral ones, to oppose it.”

From Meeting Point, BBC 1, 28th October, 1956

My responsibility is always and every-
where the same: to see in my brother
more even than the personality and
manhood that are his. My task is always
and everywhere the same: to see Christ
himself.

Trevor Huddleston
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ften, we are only vaguely aware of

the individuals, organizations and
institutions for whom we pray through the
Weekly Intercessor. We are fortunate in this
case that at least one prayer partner was
recognized by a parishioner, in this case,
Lyn Priestley. Furthermore, she took the op-
portunity of sharing the personal anecdote
on the opposite page with all of us. There
may be others in the congregation touched
in a similar way from time to time - and,
whoever you are, we would like to hear
from you also.

For those who may be in-
terested in more information
on the Diocese of Masasi,
Southern Tanzania, and
Bishop Patrick Mwachiko,
the Diocesan web site can
be found at:

http://masasi.anglican.org/index.htm

Crosstalk Ministries
Day Camps

Saint John the Baptist will once again
host a Day Camp this summer.

Dates: June 27th to July 5th

If you know of any young people who
would be interested in participating,
please encourage them to sign up.

You can also help by providing billets for
FOUR young people who will be leading
the camp programme.

For further information on both of the
above, call the Rector at 514-697-1714
or Pat Dearling at 514-683-3369.

You may also email Pat at
librarylady@sympatico.ca

I thought I saw an eye doctor on
an Alaskan island, but it turned
out to be an optical Aleutian.

Christ in the Universe

With this ambiguous earth

His dealings have been told us. These abide:
The signal to a maid, the human birth,

The lesson, and the young Man crucified.

But not a star of all

The innumerable host of stars has heard

How He administered this terrestrial ball.

Qur race have kept their Lord's entrusted Word.

Of His earth-visiting feet

None knows the secret, cherished, perilous,
The terrible, shamefast, frightened,
whispered, sweet,

Heart-shattering secret of His way with us.

No planet knows that this

Qur wayside planet, carrying land and wave,
Love and life multiplied, and pain and bliss,
Bears, as chief treasure, one forsaken grave.

Nor, in our little day,

May His devices with the heavens be guessed,
His pilgrimage to thread the Milky Way,

Or His bestowals there be manifest.

But, in the eternities,

Doubtless we shall compare together, hear
A million alien Gospels, in what guise

He trod the Pleiades, the Lyre, the Bear.

0O be prepared, my soul!
To read the inconceivable, to scan
The million forms of God those stars unroll

When, in our turn, we show to them a Man.
Alice Christina Meynell, from Collected Poems, 1913



From the archives

Letter to God

There was a man who worked for Canada Post whose job was
to process all the mail that had illegible addresses. One day,
a letter came addressed in a shaky handwriting to God with
no actual address. He thought he should open it to see what
it was about.

The letter read:
Dear God,

| am an 83 year old widow, living on a very small pension. Yes-
terday someone stole my purse. It had $100 in it, which was all
the money | had until my next pension payment. Next Sunday is
Christmas, and | had invited two of my friends over for dinner.
Without that money, | have nothing to buy food with, have no
family to turn to, and you are my only hope. Can you please
help me? Sincerely, Edna

The postal worker was touched. He showed the let-
ter to all the other workers. Each one dug into his or
her wallet and came up with a few dollars.
By the time he made the rounds, he had collected $96, which
they put into an envelope and sent to the woman. The rest of the
day, all the workers felt a warm glow thinking of Edna and the
dinner she would be able to share with her friends. Christmas
came and went. A few days later, another letter came from the
same old lady to God. All the workers gathered around while
the letter was opened.

It read:
Dear God,

How can | everthank you enough for what you did forme? Because
of your gift of love, | was able to fix a glorious dinner for my friends.
We had a very nice day and | told my friend’s of your wonderful gift.
By the way, there was $4 missing. | think it might have been those
b----- s at Canada Post. Sincerely, Edna

Thanks to M.L.

Q : marbet@videotron.ca
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