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TO U R  O F  T H E  R E L I C S  O F  S T  T H E R E S E

a missionary, spreading the faith to 
distant parts of the world. Whilst her 
early death prevented the fulfilment 
of this ambition, over the last fifteen 
years her relics have travelled to 
many countries, inspiring thousands 
of pilgrims to pray in their presence”.  
The following are personal experienc-
es and reactions of those who visited 
the relics at Portsmouth and Westmin-
ster Cathedrals. Both are different, 
but nonetheless moving and thought 
provoking.

In September we welcomed the 
relics of St. Therese to England. 
When she was a child, she drew a 
map of England and and pointed 
out two cities, Portsmouth and 
London; the reason why they 
were chosen at the beginning and 
end of the tour. This is a short 
explanation from “St. Therese of 
Lisieux – A Prayer Book”, pub-
lished in preparation for the tour: 
“Before she died in 1897, Therese 
expressed the desire to work as 

 
I was relieved 
to read a letter 
in the October 
edition of Port-

smouth People which questioned the 
recent tour of the relics of St Therese. 
I felt heartened that our Diocesan 
Magazine was prepared to print nega-
tive as well as positive response to this 
tour, for I too had strong reservations 
and had believed that the veneration of 
such relics had been relegated to the 
back burner of Catholic Practice. 

Thinking to myself ‘Don’t knock it till 
you’ve tried it’, I visited Westminster 
Cathedral to join a multi- national 
group processing quietly and reverently 
past the casket. Feeling consciously 
self- righteous, I refrained from pur-
chasing at the door either a rose or a 
special candle, thinking that the overt 
sale of such items was distasteful. . 

Afterwards I walked away in search of 
coffee and found myself questioning 
why I had not purchased a candle and 
decided that my behaviour was rather 
churlish; a candle being a symbol of 
continuing prayer which I frequently 
employ. The pull to coffee was strong 
but I turned around and re-entered the 
Cathedral. This time I witnessed the 

by David 
Blower

We were afforded 
the opportunity to 
prepare ourselves 
for the visit of St 
Therese’s Relics to St John’s Cathedral. 
In Our Lady Chapel the simple display 
of St Therese’s photograph and sup-
porting leaflets including her book of 
prayer, helped me to understand more 
clearly her message to us all. To be 
able to see a photograph of a Saint and 
read of her simple and direct approach 
to her Faith (The Little Way), certainly 
helped me to feel closer to her. 

I attended the mass with the Anoint-
ing of the Sick. The Cathedral was 
packed with people wishing to attend 
this special occasion. As the queue 
filed past the casket, every so often, 
a priest would say a short prayer or 
observation from the Sanctuary. It was 
surprising how effective this was in 
keeping people aware of the solemnity 
of the occasion. To me the service was 
fulfilling. 

Early the next morning I attended the 
last part of the all night vigil. This was 
followed by the first Mass of the day. 
I found this whole experience mov-
ing - perhaps it was the atmosphere of 
peace and calm that contributed to this. 
Individuals had the opportunity to ap-
proach the casket and, unrushed, offer 
their private prayers and intercessions, 
and reverently touch the casket if they 
wished. 

I felt the whole experience uplifting 
and since that time I have found St 
Therese’s prayer book helpful and 
thought provoking. 

kindness and attention the lady dis-
pensing the roses gave to each purchas-
er and my candle was passed over with 
a lovely smile and the assurance that it 
had been blessed. I experienced a sense 
of communal prayer and peace and of 
the universality of our church. 

Although relics still make me uneasy, 
I realise that we can differ in our out-
ward expressions of faith yet be united 
in our core belief. I walked away again 
to enjoy that delayed cappuccino with 
a clear conscience. 

by Jane de 
Halpert

St Therese’s Prayer 
for Humility

I implore thee, dear Jesus, to send 
me a humiliation whensoever I 
try to set myself above others. 
Thou knowest my weakness. Each 
morning I resolve to be humble, 
and in the evening I recognise that 
I have often been guilty of pride. 
The sight of these faults tempts me 
to discouragement; yet I know that 
discouragement is itself but a form 
of pride. 

I wish therefore, O my God, to 
build all my trust upon thee. As 
thou canst do all things, deign to 
implant in my soul this virtue which 
I desire, and to obtain it from thy 
infinite mercy I will often say to 
thee: ‘Jesus, meek and humble 
of heart, make my heart like unto 
thine.’


