Our Tower Windows was witten by
Richard Fryer - late Reader of St Maryle-Tower
Editor/photographer - Angela Harris

OUR TOWER WINDOWS (1)

We start our journey in the North Aisle portrayi ng Chri st
Mi nistryé.

THE VI LLEI N6S BI BLE

A recent book on religious art, covering carvings in wood and stone, was
entitled MTld eWwi.ll ei nds

The Bible in the English language did not exist until late in tieQentury and

for centuries after that the average worshipper was unable to read it. Thus the
only Bible read by most of our forefathers consisted of carved figures, paintings
and stained glass windows and, for some, miracle plays. Probably for some of
the humbler parishioners of St MaetTower when their church was
reconstructed in the 1850s, the Tower Church windows were their Bible.

But of course, religious art was notated primarily to teach the illiterate. The

worl dés artists have been i nspired sirt
their gifts to express the wonder and glory of God and of His gracious work
among men and women.

We are blessed with lovely exalap of such art in our windows at the Tower.
We offer here a series of short articles giving some background thoughts and
reflections on what each window offers. We can enjoy the beauty of each
picture; we can reflect on the story which it tells; andvaball we can rejoice

with thankfulness for what God has done for us in the events portrayed.

HAPPY CHRISTMAS

Our Tower Christmas window shines hap
splendour of the upper part draws our attention, but the storysoedine lower
left-hand panel.



Unlike many great paintings of the Annunciation ,Mary is now shown face to
face with the Angel Gabriel but turns hay towards him as if her desire to
offer willing obedience wrestles with a dread, and even horror, @it \nbr
submission could cost (Matthew Chapter 1 tells of an angel appearing to Joseph

to reassure him). Gabrields greeting
Graceo. Woul d that there were room t
T o we r tbos Saidta which sets the pattern prayer of all faithful Christians
who | ong to see Godobés Kingdom come:
it unto me according to thy wordo. (L

The middle lower panel shows Mary, pregnant, visiting ¢ausin who is
pregnant with John the Baptist. nANnd
salutation of Mary, the babe leaped for joy in her womb and, filled with the
Holy Ghost, Eli zabeth said: ANnBl essed
frutof t hy wombo. And Luke offers Maryo
glorious hymn in the rich treasury of Christian prdaise My s o u | dot h n
the Lord and my spirit hath rejoiced I

The righthand lower panel shows the birth of Jesussef)h and Mary and the
babe, who lies on a sheaf of corn, are alone with the ox and the ass and the
crescent moon.

How silently, how silently,
the wondrous gift is given!

In the centre of the main window a rickhigbed king, his crown on the ground

beside him, kneels to kiss the foot of Jesus and to offer a bejewelled golden
vesselia gi ft for a Kking. Jesus sits on
blessing.

On our left two more kings wait to present their giftan ornate censer holding
frankincense for the worship of a God and a kselmaped flask of myrrh for
embalming what was to be a crucified body. Behind the kings are their retinues
with a mounted escort of soldiers.

On our right Joseph welcomes the shepherds, one of whom offers arldmb a
another plays his bagpipes. (Did a s
music to reach the ears of the baby
looks like a cooked chicken.

In the tracery windows above are a brilliant star, more shephssdse sheep,
and an angel who could be conducting an unseen heavenly choir. The wording



u

nder this nativity picture i1 s fAKings
shall

fal I down beforeo, and ANations

Thank God for the shepherdsd the angels and the kings (Luke called them
strangers) and the Christmas trees and the presents and the turkeys and the
Christmas puddings and everything which helps us to express our joy and
thankfulness for what happened on the first Christmas Day!

But above all we pause to reflect on what it was that happened. John puts it

thusi nét hat which we have heard, t hat W
t hat which we behold and our hands hai
life which was with the Fathewvas mani fested unto uso.

Chapter 1).

For thousands of years holy men had told of the almighty God who created and
upheld the universe. Prophets had cai
them knew and declared that thegrery messengers. But néw

fHe sent no angel to our r a
of higher or of lower place,
but wore the robe of human frame

Hi mself and to this | ost worl
Here is no | onger a messenger: Jesus
that travail and wi | | give you resto. No disci

man would record the prophet as sayi
conception of His destiny, which in any other person could only be described as
megalomania, appears in Him as naturakose it is in keeping with His whole
personalityo.

On that first Christmas Day, The Word was indeed made flesh and beholding
His glory we join the shepherds and the kings andising

AWhat can | give Him?
Give my heart!o
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OUR TOWER WINDOWS (2

THE PRESENTATION IN THE TEMPLE

All of us knew that the shameful scrap of paper which Neville Chamberlain
waved with iltfeigned triumph on his return from Munich in 1938 would buy
us no more than a few months of respite. We kr®at the bombers which
mercilessly flattened defenceless Guernica in the Spanish Civil War would soon
be wreaking their evil on London.

Whilst war clouds grew darker day by day a London mettre felt the child

stir in her womb. When Hitler marched anPoland she was rushed with her
readypacked suitcase by an anxious driver to an attic bedroom in a boarding
house in crowded Reading. Her child was born prematurely fifteen days after
the outbreak of war.

A few weeks later that mother and her husbameltkwith heartfelt thankfulness

in a tiny Bedfordshire village church for the ancient service for the
Thanksgiving of Women after Childbirth. They must have felt something of
what a Jewish carpenter and his wife, also lately refugees, felt as theytbrough
their baby to the Temple in Jerusalem to present Him to God in fulfilment of
Jewish law.

You can see them in the first window in the North wall of the church,
appropriately in the Childrends Corne
Chapter 2 verse22 to 39.

Mary stands in the middle of the pict
wife but robed as befits the Mother o
with beautiful long golden tresses. Who can she be? On our left stands Joseph
holdingi n one hand the basket containing
turtle doves and in the other a lighted candle. In the-tightl panel bearded

Simeon holds the infant Jesus.

Behind Simeon is the Temple priest. Near the door is a blind beggdheand
woman in the doorway could be the prophetess Anna who talked about the child
to all who were looking for the liberation of Jerusalem.

Watch as the aged Simeon, who was destined to live to see the promised
Messiah, voices one of the loveliest hymnsha Christian treasury of praise
ALor d, now | ettest Thou Thy Servant d



For mine eyes hav &Ve maavandel oy mucta dineant i o n
foresees as he tells MaiyA swor d shall pass through

Above, an angel pulls aside the veil of the Temple to reveal the dazzling light of

the glory of God. Fouwinged cherubim look down from the tracery windows.

Surely the whole company of Heaven must be gazing in wondering silence as
The Father allowstwo &l i | ean vill agers to Aprese
Beloved Son!

And those of us who have the high privilege ofoprating with God in the
creation and nurture of one of His children must continually present him or her
to the Lord and remember thiitey are not our possessions or extensions of
ourselves but children of God made in His image and entrusted to us.

We present our children to the Lord when they absorb almost unconsciously
from us the realisation that God is at the centre of our livesghais, and that
communion with Him in prayer and worship is as much a necessity of life as
food and drink and is a source of true joy. To send a child out into the world as
it is today without such conviction could be to present him to the Deuvil.

As Jseph and Mary made that presentation to the Lord, little could they have
realised how rich and how costly their Present was to be!

AWe thank you Father for your Present
Glory of Israel but a Light to lightenus Gent e s . 0






