
This is quite a week for Saints. Today is the commemoration of St Anslem, on 
Thursday it is St George’s Day and on Saturday we remember the evangelist St 
Mark. 

We are all familiar with St George and St Mark, but St Anselm is probably a 
shadowy figure at best. In fact, no formal record of his canonisation as a Saint 
exists but his ‘feast day’ was acknowledged in official lists.  An Archbishop of 
Canterbury in the turbulent years following the Norman conquest of England, 
who spent much of his time in dispute over the authority of King and Church, 
Anslem was exiled for several years while in post. During this exile he wrote one 
of his most important works Why God became man, (Cur Deus Homo).  

For this and his other writings Anslem is referred to as a ‘Father’ of the church, 
one whose writings gave great insight into understanding the nature of God and 
his presence in the world and has influenced the development of Christian 
thought through the centuries.  

These writings reveal the intellectual quality of the man, but his prayers reveal a 
gentle pastoral side. He was described as having a sensitive and intuitive mind 
and was revered by his fellow monks, as first prior and then abbot of the 
Monastery at Bec in Normandy, for his pastoral care and understanding.  

To-day’s prayer is written by St Anselm and draws on the image of God as 
mother expressed numerous times in both the Old Testament and New 
Testament 

Isaiah 66;13 As one whom his mother comforts, so will I comfort you 

And Jesus himself says about Jerusalem, “how often would I have gathered your 
children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings.” 

Anselm’s words resound with a deep and personal faith in the love of God and 
reveal a poetic, warm and gentle human nature. Written almost 1000 years ago 
they have much to say to us now. 

 

 

 



Anslem’s prayer 

Jesus, like a mother you gather your people to you; you are gentle with us as 
a mother with her children. Often you weep over our sins and our pride, 
tenderly you draw us from hatred and judgement. You comfort us in sorrow 
and bind up our wounds, in sickness you nurse us, and with pure milk you 
feed us. Jesus, by your dying we are born to new life; by your anguish and 
labour we come forth in joy. Despair turns to hope through your sweet 
goodness; through your gentleness we find comfort in fear. Your warmth 
gives life to the dead, your touch makes sinners righteous. Lord Jesus, in your 
mercy heal us; in your love and tenderness remake us. In your compassion 
bring grace and forgiveness, for the beauty of heaven may your love prepare 
us. Amen 
 
 
 


