





COMMUNITY NOTES

DURING THE FIRST WEEK IN AUGUST we celebrate the anniversary of the
dedication of the chapel at Fairacres and our two patronal festivals, the
Transfiguration on 6th August and Holy Name on the 7th. It is a time for
the Community to take stock of itself, to consider where it is and where it
has come from, though it is happily content that only God knows where it
is going to, hoping that at least it is headed in his direction.

Since the last Chromicle Novice Wilma has been Clothed, Patricia
admitted as a Postulant, and we expect Sarah and Silvia to join us in Sep-
tember. As I write these notes we are preparing for the annual retreat and
Chapter of our Oblate Sisters after which Sister Ruth, who has held it for
fifteen years, will hand over the office of Oblate Guardian to Sister Isabel
Mary. Sister Julia will continue as assistant for a time. I believe that the
established recognition of our Oblates as full members of the Community,
as also the steady increase in numbers of Companions, Priest Associates
and F.L.G., points to something important in our present situation. We are
particularly thankful for the ‘extended community’, centred on a life of
prayer experienced for ten years at Bede House, and recently in a quite
different but equally valid way at our Boxmoor convent. The days are long
past, if they ever existed, when the Community was virtually sufficient
unto itself and permitted like-minded people an association with it which
was primarily for their benefit. Now we know very well that we need the
enrichment brought to us by fellow pilgrims travelling the same Christian
way and sharing our special concern for reconciliation and a thoroughly
incarnated spirituality. Some of our closest friends have no specific SLG
label; but all connected with us, who often have 2 lonely struggle in their
particular situations, can at many levels inject reality to our praying care,
ensuring that it does not become idealistic and abstract, while the estab-
lished Community can provide solid evidence of continuity and corporate
commitment for them.

The breaking down of barriers between Christians expressing different
aspects of life in the Body of Christ is a welcome characteristic of our time
for which there is evidence in many quarters. SLG is fortunate in that
several of us are able to discover this through ecumenical and international
encounters in England or abroad, involving people from many walks of life.
But experiencing reconciliation and unity in outward circumstances is only
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really fruitful if the inner conviction is shared, lived and prayed by the
whole Community. We can learn more of this as we think, year by year,
about the lessons to be learnt from our patronal feasts. It seems to us that
the Transiguration does not show, as is sometimes held, that the few—
religious communities among them—pray on the mountain top for and
instead of those who toil on the plain below. On the contrary, the implica-
tion is that we are all to be with Jesus on plain and mountain, and that the
the clouded sense of loss, absence and unknowing is as much prayer in the
presence of God as are the rare moments of dazzling awareness. The next
day's feast expands this: however we may understand or try to define
Incarnation, Holy Name--which is sometimes called ‘Christmas in the
Summer’—surely tells us that we cannot bypass any aspect of our own
human nature if through Jesus we are going to be wholly given to God. We
must have the courage to face and love ourselves if we are really to love
our neighbour; and unless we do that we cannot properly love God.

Love has been rightly called ‘an outstripping of limits’. It cannot be
grasping, possessive or safe, and it must be always ready to go with Jesus
into the unexpected and the unknown. This, we believe, is the way for-
ward for all Christians, and we hope that SLG and all who are in any way
connected with us will follow fearlessly into the future.

MOTHER SLG

(NOTE: Mother Jane is to have a three-month sabbatical and will be away
from 16 September—12 December of this year. Mail will not normally be
forwarded to her during that time.)

FLG NOTICE

RETREAT AT ST CHADS COLLEGE, DURHAM, 19-23 September
Conductor: The Revd Ben de la Mare, Vicar of St Gabriel’s, Heaton,
Newcastle-on-Tyne (returning to the diocese after ten years as Chaplain
at Trinity College, Cambridge).

THERE ARE STILL SOME VACANCIES. Details of how to get there, etc.
will be sent as an acknowledgement of your application nearer the time.
Apply to: Miss G. Hadingham, Flat 3, 32 Arterberry Road, Wimbledon
SW20 8AQ o,



JOURNEY INTO THE SUNRISE : A VISIT TO JAPAN*

A talk given at Fairacres on 16 June 1977 by

DR. WILLIAM ALLCHIN

INTRODUCTION

All along, the initiatives came from the Japanese. In January 1976 there
was broadcast the challenging invitation, to friends and enemies, to meet
and shake hands on the bridge over the River Kwai in Thailand. It was
issued by Mr. Nagase Takashi of Kurashiki City in the prefecture of
Okayama. The meeting was to take place in October 1976, on the 25th
of the month to mark the thirty-third anniversary of the completion of the
Thailand-Burma Railway, built in the course of World War Il by the
Japanese Army, with the aid of thousands of Allied prisoners of war, and
many thousands more of Asian workers, including women and children.

Mr. Nagase’s invitation met with both acceptance and rejection. There
was opposition in Britain, Holland, Australia, and in Japan and Thailand.
In Britain the official Far East P.O.W. Association left it to individual
members to determine their own attitudes. It was clear that war-time
propaganda and the experience of P.O.W. days, especially in building the
Railway, had left a deposit of anger, bitterness and resentment.

The historic international reunion on the River Kwai did take place as
planned. One Englishman went from Hong Kong to take part. But there
were those in Britain itself who wanted to make a positive response to
Mr. Nagase’s call. Some of them attended a supporting meeting held in
London on the same day as the meeting in Thailand. It was in the Jerusalem
Chamber, at Westminster Abbey, and a film made by Japanese TV (NHK)
there was shown in Japan early in November. Following this came a letter
from Mr. Nagase inviting me to go to Japan, the River Kwai veterans
providing me with the air ticket and all hospitality.

It was obvious that I should say yes to such an invitation. But I was
filled with doubt and apprehension. So far almost ail my contacts with
Japanese people had been in the context of P.O.W. life and thus strained
with all the fears and tensions of that situation. As I was to learn, the

*This account is a sequel to ‘By Taxi to Tarsao’ printed in the Chronicle last year,
Summer 1976.



Japanese side also was not without anger and bitterness. The dropping of
the first atomic bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki has been rated by many
people all over the world as an act of unparalleled barbarism. The War
Crimes Trials, held after the end of the Far East War in 1945 and 1946,
seemed to many Japanese not as an act of justice but simply an expression
of the victor’s need for revenge. So | went to Japan with the purpose of
trying to make a genuine act of friendship, and with the hope of promoting
a healing of the memories on both sides.

THE RIVER KWAI VETERANS

My hosts were a group of ex-army men, none of whom had been com-
missioned officers. Indeed, the prime mover, Mr. Nagase, was a civilian
interpreter attached to the army. A number had been non-commissioned
officers, including the rank of serjeant, and some were very experienced
soldiers who had taken part in the Japanese campaigns in China in the late
1930s. Some spoke of their time in Thailand when the railway was being
built, and of what they had seen of the treatment of British and other
prisoners of war. Frank regret was voiced about what had been done.

At our first meeting, in a restaurant in Ogaki, some twenty of these
veterans were present and I looked round the group at their expressive
faces, and listened to the emotion in the voices, as we went around the
circle introducing ourselves and making comments. They seemed to be
men with initiative. Discharged from the army with no more than a few
hundred yen and a blanket, they had established themselves on their
return to Japan (it took as long as two years for many of them to get back)
some as farmers, others in business and commerce. The opposition in
Japan to the River Kwai reunion had been formidable and the Foreign
Ministry brought pressure to bear to get the project cancelled. And yet
these men decided to go ahead with it. Individualistic men, who had
learned the value of working together, they had little time for official
bodies, or large organisations with established hierarchies. When 1 finally
left them at Hashima Station, where | got on to the famous high-speed
bullet train, their enthusiastic Banzais echoed around the high roof as the
train pulled out.

OF THOSE WHOQ DIED AND THOSE WHO LIVED
Even after more than thirty years, contact with the former enemy still
seemed charged with emotion. Someone in England had written to me
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using the word ‘fraternization’~which succeeds in making brotherliness
sound like a dirty word. There is the anxious, backward half-glance, and
the unspoken question addressed to the dead: ‘Are we being disloyal to
you, you who lost your lives at so young an age?” And when we think of
those who died in war we still find it hard to remember those of the
enemy who also perished.

Thus when I landed in Japan and was met by a small group of the River
Kwai veterans, we went immediately into Tokyo and to the Yasukuni
Shrine. This national institution commemorates more than two million
Japanese soldiers, sailors and airmen who have died for their country in
the last hundred years. After the noisy turmoil of traffic-ridden Tokyo,
the shrine seemed to embody a sense of orderliness and quiet. It had been
founded by the Emperor Meiji who said: ‘We call the shrine “Yasukuni”,
meaning ‘‘to make the country peaceful”. We will continue to offer
prayers for ever for the sake of your spirits.’

So we went together to the shrine, trying to make peace in our hearts,
to bring together the parties who had been at war with each. And the
emotions generated by the deaths of young men in wartime are surely
heavily ambivalent. Some who died may have done so willingly, making
a free sacrifice of that which most of us value the most. Such a death may
engender noble feelings and life affirmation. But a life torn away from one
dying unwillingly can only underline the apparent waste of war killings.
They prompt terrible questions such as, ‘what was it all for?’ and ‘were
their lives wasted after all?’ And these questions get caught in between the
distinction of the war which your country won and that which it lost.

Someone in Japan said to me that by losing the war ordinary people
there had gained a kind of liberation; the iron grip of the army and the
Emperor was broken, and a new sense of freedom was felt. And this was
helped forward by some of the reform policies promoted during the period
of the Allied occupation.
~ Later on we visited another shrine, this time at Okayama, and similar
feelings came to mind. A priest there, an old man of about eighty years,
said to me: ‘We don't want any more victims brought here.’ Just outside
the shrine was a piece of sculpture, in natural style, of the figure of a
woman, a widow, with her three fatherless children gathered to her. That
is the side of war that endures, the suffering and the deprivation, the tears
and the loneliness of widows and children when the flags have been put
away, and the pride of generals and politicians has faded.
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And so we went on together to Hiroshima and came through the huge
new city to the Peace Memorial Park and Museumn. Even now the event to
be remembered seems too large for ordinary speech and emotion. We
walked together, under shared umbrellas, to lay our flowers before the
memorial altar and to stand in silent respect; and maybe it was the heavy,
continuous rain which wept for us the tears that would not come. The
Museum itself laid out step by step the still unbelievable story. It was a
veritable chamber of horrors, and for a European from the heart of whose
science and culture the bomb had emerged and been used, it was par-
ticularly horrible. I almost envied the Japanese—sad victims, but people
with a legitimate grievance. And yet I never heard anyone say it in so
many words. The thought skidded around at the back of my mind that if
they noticed me there they might quite properly lynch me. I still believe
that in some way the atom bomb provided the facesaver for the Japanese
Emperor and the army, making surrender possible and so saving many lives,
including my own. All the more, then, did I feel under a special load of
guilt as, in Hiroshima itself, [ was able to take some measure of the human
suffering involved. Whatever may be the comments of the Western TV
pundits, calm and detached, about the desirability of contnuing the
balance of nuclear terror and the determination to use the weapon again if
need be, | know that we must resolve, in company with ordinary people all
over the world, to abolish the nuclear bomb and do away with the immense
stocks of nuclear material which lock up so much wealth in the West, and
leave so many in Asia and other parts of the world condemned to con-
tinuing poverty. With such heavy thoughts we walked around the Memorial
Park seeing the only remnant now of the fearful fire which burned every-
thing up on that fearful day, the perpetual flame flickering and reminding;
and in the background the remains of a domed building, now standing out
from a pink cloud of cherry blossoms.

In the afternoon we went down to the seaside and crossed over by the
ferry to Miyajima, and met the placid deer who feel safe enough to mingle
with the human beings along the road to the shrine. Above were the steep,
pine-covered mountains, mysterious in a haze of rainy mist. And there in
the sea was the famous red Tori or gate, set as if to guide some strange
creature, emerging from the deep water, on its way towards the shrine, set
at the margin of land and sea and encircled by the mountains.

In the evening we returned to Hiroshima and were able to sit and talk
with four our-patients, ambulant survivors of the holocaust so long ago.
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Again, it was a meeting shot through with emotion. Tears were shed, and
strong feeling expressed about those people still struggling with the long-
term effects of that ordeal. There was the hazard of sudden, unpredictable
illness, like an accumulation of irradiation effects; there were employment
problems; with chronic intermittent illness, and the reluctance of emp-
loyers. There were the problems relating to the genetic effects of radiation,
and the fears of people about the fitness of survivors for marriage. It raised
again the difficulties of minority groups without power, trying to persuade
the national community of their special needs. That sounded a familiar
story, and one which disabled and handicapped people could report from
many places in the world, including Britain.

BRIDGES FOR THE FUTURE

The River Kwai reunion was a kind of postcript to a war-time horror
story. To shake hands on the Bridge, or afterwards in Japan itself, was to
try to heal the memories, to understand the past and to learn from it, but
also to try to build bridges for the future across the gulfs that still divide
human beings from each other. On the River Kwai and in the prison
camps we learned the lesson of survival by means of co-operation. By
shaking hands we found that our former enemies were people like our-
selves. We came close enough to know the human likeness and the quality
of the suffering.

Two men from the Japanese cruiser Haguro, sunk off Malaya in 1945,
came to see us and to talk over possibilities of a reunion meeting between
themselves and ex-Navy men from Britain. Then we made contacts on
behalf of the War Veterans Association in Britain, which is planning a
holiday visit to Japan for disabled ex-service men and women. Such a visit,
it is hoped, can include going to Hiroshima and making friendly and sup-
portive contact with the atomic bomb survivors there and at Nagasaki. I
had also been able to meet and discuss with a group of medical students
and doctors from the Okayama University Medical School. Again the
question of more contact between our countries arose, and I undertook to
explore some practical possibilities for future meetings which might be
enjoyable and beneficial to our students here as well as those from Japan.

I am often asked about my impressions of this first visit to Japan. The
immediate one was of vitality and confidence, of great crowds of people
moving without disorder; of self-control and politeness, combined with
energy and determination. The number of motor vehicles seemed very high
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and the pace fast, yet without the anarchy which seemed to prevail in the
streets of Bangkok. A visit to the National Museumn at Ueno Park to see
an exhibition of Japanese art reminded me of the superb style of Japanese
creativity, and this was reinforced by seeing the proportions and materials
of a Japanese house, and by eating through a ten-course vegetarian meal in
a lirtle restaurant, in a side streeet in Tokyo alongside a temple. Public
buildings, streets, hotels and big stores all seemed clean and well-kept. I
thought of contemporary London, with its grimy buses and trains, and its
disconsolate streets with rubbish and waste paper blowing along the
gutters.

CONCLUSION

In spite of all the obstacles to it the reunion at the River Kwai took
place last year. As far as | know London was the only other place in the
world in which a supporting meeting was held on the same day. At that
meeting a special tribute was paid to Mr. Nagase whose inspiration had
started the movement for reunion. In going to Japan I was able to find out
what kind of men were the River Kwai veterans there. I was also able to
get to know a little of Mr Nagase himself. And in doing that I think I got
nearer to the spirit of Japan.

Mr. Nagase is a radical individualist, a person of wide sympathies, yet
firmly rooted in Japan. He struck me as being a complex and proud man,
with strong feelings of local and national patriotism, but absolutely opposed
to militarism, regimentation and the worship of power and authority. As
well as running and teaching in his English language institute, he is both 2
poet and a potter. He is a man who suffered deeply and who was greatly
oppressed by his last assignment on the railway at the end of the war
which was the task of going along the line and searching out the graves
of Allied prisoners of war who had died and were buried there. It was not
until many years after the war that he was released from this inward
oppression and found that a source of inner light and health seemed to
have opened up for him. He has already made many wips to Thailand,
and even now a school is being built in Bangkok with money he raised in
Japan. He has also organised an exchange of students between Japan and a
modern farm not far from the site of the River Kwai bridge. He sees bridge
building as a continuous process, but one for which we, as wartime sur-
vivors, now have only a limited time. In a short visit, in his company, and
with his interpretation, I saw much of Japan, talked with and listened to
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many people, and watched many faces and expressions. T thus acquired
a great number of new, positive memories.

As human beings we had responded to each other and had tried to heal
some of the wounds opened up in the war. We tried to act together in
honest respect for those from our different countries who had died, and to
face difficulties and differences without trying to cover them over with a
fagade of sentimental conviviality.

Finally, we tried to think of the future, the only conceivable future
for human beings, which is to learn to live together instead of destroying
ourselves and this planet we all inhabit. As pioneers in that struggle I salute
the River Kwai veterans of Japan and, in particular, Mr Nagase Takashi.

The reality of their generous spirit of friendship was proved to me, and
I saw that it is true that wherever we may go in the universe the Spirit of
the Lord is there already.

TWENTIETH CENTURY MARTYRS

Part of a sermon preached on Sunday 20 February 1977 in
Canterbury Cathedral by A. M. Allchin

ARCHBISHOP JANANI LUWUM was the head of one of the largest and most
active of all the Churches of the Anglican Communion, the Province of
Uganda, Rwanda, Burundi and Boga-Zaire. He was the spiritual leader of
more than three million people; a man in full vigour of life, who had
received part of his education at St Augustine’s College here in Canterbury,
a personal friend of our own Archbishop, who was planning to be present
in this city next year for the meeting of the Lambeth Conference.

It has been said that the Archbishop’s death was an accident. The
allegation has everywhere been received with contempt. Whatever the exact
circumstances, the truth of the matter is expressed in words of T.S. Eliot
from Murder in the Cathedral: ‘A Christian martyrdom is never an accident;
for saints are not made by accident . .. A martyrdom is always the design
of God, for his love of men, to warn them and lead them, to bring them
back to his ways.’

These are words which may well make us pause. For welive in a century
in which it is highly probable that more men and women have given their
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lives for their faith in Christ than in any other century since the beginning
of the Christian era. This is the century of Christian martyrdom. And this
fact, which in the security of our life in Britain we are scarcely aware of, is
not an accident. ‘It is the design of God, for his love of men, to warn them
and lead them, to bring them back to his ways.” It shows us something of
the inevitable conflict of good with evil, of the fact that the only true
Christian victory is the victory of suffering love, the victory of the crucified.

It is for this reason, and in thankfulness to God who constantly renews
his Church with the lives of those who give themselves until the end, that
the Dean and Chapter of this Cathedral Church have decided to set aparta
chapel as the chapel of the saints and martyrs of the twentieth century. It
will be a chapel which will record the names and memories of some of
those men and women of every nation and every Christian tradition who,
like Archbishop Janani Luwum, have laid down their lives in obedience to
Christ and in the service of his people. Here in the heart of our Cathedral
there will be a constant reminder of the vitality of the Church in our own
day, and of the source of that vitality, the presence of Jesus Christ in the
midst of his people, of his saving passion and death which brings life.

For it has been the faith and experience of the Church from the days of
the Apostles until now that there are two places above all where Christ
makes himself known in all the saving power of his sacrifice and death. One
is here, in sharing the broken body and the shed blood of our Lord in this
sacrament; the other place is the death of the martyrs, in which what we
do here in a hidden way is done openly before the world in all the agony
of flesh and blood. In the end of the martyrs, Christians have always seen a
new beginning, because in the giving of their lives the giving of the life of
Jesus Christ is present and renewed. In their death we see the power of his
death, who by dying has ovefcome death and broken down every barrier
which can separate man from God.

This is why the blood of the martyrs is the seed of the Church; and this
is why today, while we mourn the death of a great and good man, we
rejoice at the knowledge of the love of God, revealed in the death and
resurrection of his Son and in the lives and deaths of all who belong to him.
In the strength of Christ’s sacrifice, and in fellowship with all the saints
and martyrs of the Church, among them Archbishop Janani, we can and
we do at all times and in all places give thanks.

Reprinted by kind permission of the Dean and Chapter of the Cathedral Church of
Christ, Canterbury.
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DYING AND BEHOLD WE LIVE

A. M. ALLCHIN

IT SEEMS as if one of our major problems in understanding and truly
appreciating our Christian heritage comes from too uncritical an accep-
tance of a linear view of time and tradition. We are obsessed with ideas of
gradual development or gradual decline. We constantly look for evident
historical chains of cause and effect in Church history and are puzzled
when we are unable to find them. But it seems as though the history of
the Church (and also perhaps other forms of human history?) follows a
different pattern. In some mysterious way everything is given in principle
at the very first moment. It is all there in the person of the Christ; it is all
there in the apostolic age; and every subsequent period is in some equally
mysterious way equidistant from the original moment of vision and gift.
As we might say, in more theological terms, the Holy Spirit makes us the
contemporaries of the apostles, whether we live in the fourth, the four-
teenth or the twentieth centuries after Christ. And the original message
may suddenly come to life in places where in terms of probability we
should least expect to find it.

These reflections have been stimulated in part by reading an extremely
beautiful book, illustrated with wonderful colour photographs, about the
painted churches of Moldavia in Northern Romania. Its author is a distin-
guished German Catholic scholar, Dr. Wilhelm Nyssen, and its ttle is
Bildgesang der Erde—the Picture Song of the Earth (Paulinus-Verlag,
Trier, 1977). The book—which most certainly ought to be translated into
English—celebrates a small group of churches built in the sixteenth and
seventeenth century which are famous because they are decorated with
frescoes not only on the inside, as is common in the Orthodox world,
but also on the outside. It discusses the quality of these outer frescoes and
gives perceptive and penetrating interpretations of their meaning. The
author is convinced that the symbolism of the frescoes can only be under-
stood in the light of the hymnody of the Eastern Church. Poetic texts,
written a thousand years before, here suddenly find new and inspired
expression in visual form. Literary imagery is transiated into visual imagery.
The mysteries of the Church’s faith are made audible in song, visible in
painting.

11



And what painting it is! There is a delicacy and a strength, a harmony
and a serenity which tell us much of the climate of prayer our of which
these frescoes came. As i5 the case with all the most genuine expressions of
the Eastern Christian tradition of iconography, there is a remarkable
fusion of theological accuracy with deeply felt human feeling. What we
seem to see in them is the song of the transfigured earth, material things
restored to their true purpose, made eloquent in the praise of God. Dr.
Nyssen himself makes the comparison between the quality of vision
which the frescoes reveal, and the similar quality to be seen in the earliest
examples of Western medieval stained glass at Chartres or—~we might add—
at Canterbury. Certainly the correspondence of colours between these two
separated worlds of Christian art is striking indeed. What is the meaning
of these clear translucent blues? Are they intended to portray a trans-
figured universe, 2 world in which material things are filled with light and
glow with some inner incandescence? The sheer joy of liturgical worship,
the insight into the power and tenderness of human love when it is rooted
in the divine love, communicates itself almost effortlessly through these
paintings.

And this sudden outburst of sacred art—it was over within a century—
happened in circumstances which one might suppose were highly un-
favourable to such a celebration of the goodness of God, and the goodness
of this world. Moldavia was a province fighting for its very existence
against the Turks, and constantly almost overcome;a province threatened
by hostile neighbours to the north and to the west, living on the edge
of possible disaster. It is in such circumstances that some of the finest
products of man’s response to God’s love have come to light. One is
reminded of the noble inscription over the west door of the church at
Staunton Harold in Leicestershire: ‘In the year 1653, when all things
sacred were throughout the nation either demolished or profaned, Sir
Robert Shirley, Baronet, founded this church; whose singular praise it
is to have done the best things in the worst times and hoped them in the
most calamitous.’

To have done the best things in the worst times and to have hoped
them in the most calamirous—these words might almost stand as a motto
over the immensely impressive monuments of Romanian art and culture
which come to us from the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, over
princely residences like Mogosoaia and monastic complexes like Hurez.
The builder of both these places, Constantine Brincoveanu, lived under

12



constant threat from the Ottoman power; in 1714 he himself was to be
executed at Constantinople having witnessed the execution of his four
sons. But none the less he built, and the buildings which he has left us
remain as a tribute to the resilience of the human spirit, and the power of
renewal within' the tradition of Christian faith and life which inspired
them.

Moving to the other end of the old Christian world and to another area
geographically remote from what are usually considered the main centres
of Christian life and culture, we may find an unexpected parallel in the
hymnody of eighteenth century Wales. Here there is no question of visual
iconography. The love of beauty, the philokalia, has all gone into the
music of the hymns, with their own inspired combination of theological
accuracy and deeply felt devotion. But here too the times would have
seemed unpropitious. There was little in the situation of Wales at the
beginning of the eighteenth century which could have led one to look for
such a revival. And then it was there. ‘It is a flame of fire from midmost
heaven which came down hither into the world, fire that will kindle my
stubborn nature, fire that will fill my whole life; it will not fail so long as
God himself endures’, sings Williams Pantycelyn, the greatest hymn writer
of the movement. ‘Thou hast kindled a fire in me—the most perfect fire of
heaven, which the greatest seas are totally unable to quench.’

The fire of the divine Love, the flame of the Holy Spirit, is kindled in
the hearts and minds of men. In an out of the way corner of the British
Isles, in a language supposed to be nothing more than a peasant dialect, the
fire of pure theology, of the praise and proclamation of God’s being and
God’s ways, rises up into an irresistible blaze. Again in the Spirit’s power,
men and women become contemporaries of the apostles and are filled with
apostolic faith and love. ‘The world and all its toys cannot now satisfy my
affections’, writes Ann Griffiths, ‘which have been captured, which have
been widened in the day of the power of my great Jesus; he, and nothing
less, can fill them, incomprehensible though he is—O to gaze upon his
Person, as he is, both God and man.’

The union of divine and human, which the Byzantine writers extol with
such amplitude, is the theme no less of the writers of Methodist Wales.
‘Amid all the wonders of heaven, this is the greatest one, to see the infinite
divine Being wearing the nature of man,” declares Pantycelyn. And this
union seen in its unique freshness in Christ is in some measure to be
imparted to the believer. It is Pantycelyn again who speaks: ‘What thoughts
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above understanding shall I have when I see that the perfect, pure God-
head and 1 are made one! There is 2 bond which there is no language to
express; a bond made in eternity, sure, strong and very powerful. Ten
thousands of ages cannot break it or undo it at all; it abides and will abide
as long as God endures.” The vision of heaven opens up in the midst of the
things of earth, and so Ann Griffiths, the farmer’s daughter with no more
than two years of formal schooling, can meditate on man’s final calling as
she rides back over the hills for Communion Sunday at Bala, and express
her meditation in classical form. ‘O blessed hour of eternal rest from my
labour, in my lot, in the midst of a sea of wonders with never a sight of an
end or a shore; abundant freedom of entrance, ever to continue, into the
dwelling places of the Three in One, water to swim in, not to be passed
through, man as God and God as man.” Here is a transfiguration of lan-
guage and imagery, in which words themselves (even in a halting prose
translation) somehow become transparent to the mysteries of which they
speak. Here is the motive power which lies behind the persistence of the
Welsh tradition in the last two centuries, down to the literary renaissance
of our own day.

We began by remarking on the fact that in the history of the Church it
is difficult to predict when and where things will happen, and that it seems
that the tradition can, as it were, renew itself from within in ways which
seem to defy the laws of historical cause and effect. We learn that in the
power of the Spirit it is possible to do the best things in the worst umes
and to hope them in the most calamitous. We learn that at every moment
it is possible for the original message of the Gospel to come alive in the
minds and hearts of men and women. For the divine grace is always at
work in our world, healing what is wounded and filling up what is lacking,
in the power of the Comforter, the Spirit of Truth, who is everywhere
present and fills all things, and in whom we become free.
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THE OXFORD UNIVERSITY MISSION

ANTHONY PRIDDIS
Chaplain of Christ Church College

IN FEBRUARY of this year Cardinal Suenens led a Mission to the University
of Oxford. Never before has a Roman Catholic priest, far less a cardinal,
been invited to lead a Mission to the whole University with the support of
all the Christian denominations. It was a remarkable sign of the direction
in which the Holy Spirit is working, uniting us with one another by uniting
us more fully in Christ. ,

Until eight years ago a pattern had been established in Oxford of having
a University Mission every three years thereby ensuring that each under-
graduate was in Oxford for at least one Mission. This three-year cycle was
broken after the 1969 Mission at a time when the whole activity of Mission
was being both questioned and, in many cases, doubted. Six years elapsed
before the possibility of holding a further Mission to the University was
once again mooted publicly, the occasion being a consultation at the Uni-
versity Church of St Mary the Virgin. The initiative for this consultation
came from the Rt Revd Ronald Gordon, who was still at that time Vicar
of St Mary’s. At this meeting, in May 1975, it was clear that the tentative
and uncertain mood of the previous few years had been replaced by a
certain confidence, more bold and sure than before. A Mission Committee
was, therefore, formed to consider plans for a Mission and to invite suit-
able missioners.

From the outset the Mission Committee brought energy and vision to
the task and so became the tool without which the Mission could not have
been shaped. Its membership reflected two crucial aspects of the Mission:
firstly, the ecumenical dimension, and secondly, by including senior and
junior members of different colleges, it emphasised that the Mission was to
be to the whole University. With the preferment of the Revd Ronald
Gordon to be Bishop of Portsmouth, the Chairmanship of the Committee
passed into the industrious and able hands of the Revd Dr Geoffrey
Rowell, the Chaplain of Keble College.

At a further open meeting unanimous support was given to the nomi-
nation of Cardinal Suenens as the Missioner, and then in May 1976 an
afternoon consultation was held at the Roman Catholic Chaplaincy for
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common prayer and reflection. This gave an opportunity for those from
different denominations, colleges, religious societies and the town churches
to meet together to talk seriously in small groups about their understand-
ing of how the Mission should be conducted. From the beginning, and all
through the preparatory sessions, as well as during the Mission itself,
representatives from every Christian group within the University were
involved rtogether. This was of the urmost importance and a matter
for great thanksgiving.

As the time of the Mission drew nearer undergraduates were invited
to four preparatory talks. These were intended to aid reflection on key
areas, and did so splendidly. The emphasis on prayer continued with the
liberal distribution of prayer cards within the University, as well as being
sent to religious communities and other interested bodies, and with the
keeping of a day of prayer on the feast of St Andrew.

While the central plans for the Mission Week continued to be forged so,
too, individual colleges were deciding on how they would choose to
augment the centrally organised meetings. In many of the colleges there
were meetings at which this and other questions were carefully considered.
In most cases the colleges decided against organising large events at the
time of the Mission lest they distracted attention from the main talks.
However, various activities did go on within the colleges at the tme of the
Mission, in one case a concert, in others special services and meetings. In
all the colleges there was an emphasis on preparing by prayer.

Most of the colleges invited a priest or religious to live in the college
during the Mission Week to act as an ‘assistant missioner’. These assistant
missioners spent the week meeting undergraduates and graduates individ-
ually and in groups, in all sorts of contexts, and, of course, over innumer-
able cups of coffee. Much excellent work was done in this way, made
possible by the enthusiastic manner in which so many of the undergrad-
uates approach evangelism. As we had been reminded a number of times
during the préparatory meetings, we were ourselves the co-missioners—and
continue to be.

The Mission Week was heralded by a most moving Eucharist of Christian
rededication and commitment at which the celebrant and preacher was the
Bishop of Oxford. The sermon compared the spreading of the light of the
Gospel of Christ with the spreading of light through the darkened church~
as takes place at the Baster Vigil. It was also an occasion when we re-
affirmed our baptismal vows. During the service one was aware of how right
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it was to begin the Mission Week eucharistically for there was, indeed, so
very much for which to give thanks.

The choice of the Cardinal Archbishop of Malines-Bruxelles as Missioner
was an inspired one. He was born and has lived most of his life in Belgium,
yet his English is extremely good. He became an international figure
during the Second Vatican Council, at which he emerged as a leader of the
liberal movement within the Roman Catholic Church. Few men today
would be given the positive support from Catholics, Evangelicals and
Pentecostals which Cardinal Suenens received while in Oxford. In a sense
he combines all three of those labels’ in himself and so was ideally able
to be the instrument of an ecumenical mission.

The title “Your God?’ had been given to the four talks which the
Cardinal was to deliver in the Sheldonian Theatre. They included one on
each of the three Persons of the Trinity, with an introductory talk on the
first night. The titles of the four talks reveal much about the way in which
the Cardinal approached talking about God: ‘How and where to find God’,
‘God as my Father’, ‘God as my Brother’, and ‘God as my breath of Life’.
He spoke more as an artist than an apologist, more as a man of prayer than
an academic theologian.

For those who attended Cardinal Suenens’ talks or who met him at one
of the numerous events which he attended during his brief stay of only
four days, the impression of a warm, loving and holy man in whom Christ
is alive will have been communicated. It was, I think, his personality more
than his words which drew fifteen to seventeen hundred people to the
Sheldonian for each of the four nights.

Two groups of people, however, were disappointed with the Cardinal’s
talks. One of these groups included those who considered that a mission
to a university ought to be primarily learned apologetic. The other group
included those who saw mission as an occasion for open confrontation
with non-Christians, an opportunity not to be missed of energetically
persuading the unbeliever to consider the claims of Christ. If the first
of these groups was right once about university missions it is—perhaps
unfortunately—not right today when the intellectual dimension of faith
is given such a small emphasis (indeed, as I think, too small an emphasis).
The second group is also right in that there is a place for encouraging the
non-beliéver to consider fairly the evidence for the claims of Christ. But
there is more than one way to challenge, more than one sort of personality
and condition that has to be encountered. The Cardinal primarily addressed
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BOOKS
ON BEING A CHRISTIAN
MAX WARREN

Can historical-critical research on Jesus, can theological scholarship
as a whole produce faith, the certainty of faith, as some hope? No,
it cannot provide reasons for faith. For I do not believe ‘in’ research,
in theological scholarship, in the results of scholarship—which are
often altered. Only the message in which I believe can provide
reasons for faith. And even there it is not a message as such, as the
word of man, but the person who speaks to me, who is proclaimed
in the message. I believe—first of all to put it quite simply—in God as
he addresses me in this Jesus.*

That confession of faith encapsulates for one reader, at least, the very
essence of this volume, so awesome in size, so vast in its scope, so taut in
its argument, so pulsating with hope, so instinct with charity—and so
superbly translated.

That confession is positive even in its negations. It is an affirmation
about the limitations of theology. In a subtle way it is a challenge to
theologians who imagine that you can argue people into faith, perhaps
particularly by minimising what they have to believe, as is so fashionable
today. But it is also a bold affirmation about the author and his book,
a book which is profoundly theological from start to finish. The key
sentence in that paragraph is the last one—‘I believe in God as he addresses
me in this Jesus’.

The basic theme of the book is God, the God who addresses man, no
abstract deity, but one who says ‘Thou’ to the man who is addressed.
And at once, on being addressed, man discovers his real dignity. He is in
a direct personal relationship with God. And the evidence of this personal
relationship is Jesus.

That is the basic theme, but there is no evading the challenge involved
by presenting so simple a thesis in a world like ours. The book begins with
a rigorous insistence that we must take seriously the confused melée of the

*Hans Kiing, ON BEING A CHRISTIAN, trans. Edward Quinn, Collins 1977, pp.720,
£7.95.
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himself to the Christians in his audience and invited the non-Christians to
eavesdrop. Part of his concern, in fact the major part, was to ‘christianise’
the Christians a little more. A sign that he succeeded was the encouraging
way one heard each of the four talks being chosen by different people as
the one that had spoken most loudly and clearly to them. The aspect of
the talks which left the most impression on me was the way in which the
Cardinal stated a truth about God and then illustrated it over and over
again using different images and pictures, different colours and shades, in
order to bring it to life.

The only fair criticism made of his approach was that he seemed too
readily to have assumed (did we not brief him properly?) that his audience
would all have been baptised as infants and be merely ‘half-Christians’ in
their undergraduate years. Perhaps, too, some of his remarks would have
been better suited to an older, more complacent audience than the one
which the undergraduates actually made up. These flaws might have
been fatal. It says everything for the warmth and holiness of Cardinal
Suenens’ personality, as well as for the impact of the talks* apart from
them, that they were not.

Inevitably and rightly after a Mission Week there must be some sort of
continuing work of Mission, some ‘follow-up’. This was begun both in
colleges and in the parish churches in the centre of Oxford in the weeks
immediately afterwards. In some cases there were ‘follow-up’ groups which
are still continuing, in another 2 ‘school of prayer’, in another an ‘open
retreat’, in another ‘question and discussion’ sessions. And, of course, in
addition to all that is organised on a group basis, the need for work at an
individual level is ever present. As one assistant missioner put it the day
before he left—evidently with the well-known Quaker story in mind—‘The
Mission begins tomorrow!’

Those of us who were privileged to take part in the Mission and be
present at the Cardinal’s talks feel that we have taken part in something
memorable, partly because of the Cardinal himself, partly because of the
way the Mission helped to strengthen the Christians, partly because of seeds
sown in non-Christians, but perhaps chiefly because of the ecumenical
dimension. The recent Oxford University Mission was a sign of hope to the
Church, with Christians of all denominations working together to make
Christ more fully known—whether by 2 dawning or a deepening of aware-
ness of him.

*The Cardinal’s talks are to be published shortly by Darton, Longman and Todd.
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hopes and despairs of man today, his optimism in the light of his techno-
logical achievements and also what is almost akin to a death-wish in view
of his spiritual bankruptey. All through the argument of the book, in all its
bold concessions to radical thinking, in its acceptance that traditional
Christian answers are inadequate, the human dilemma is recognised as that
with which the Christian has to wrestle. ‘The theologian’, insists Kiing,
‘must face all questions’~and this ‘must’ is not only for the theologian.
The ordinary Christian who is not a theologian must not be afraid of any
question. Not the least strength of this strong, essentially hopeful book is
thar it braces the reader for the discovery that in the life of faith ‘Jesus left
no one neutral. He himself had become the great question’.

What think ye of Jesus? Who is he? At once there is an inescapable
challenge to thought, and not only to thought but also to action. If, in
Christ, God speaks to me, then I have to listen. And as I listen, I discover
that Jesus has, at the heart of all he has to say, and of all he was, and of all
that his dying meant, a total concern with God’s cause which is God’s
good-will for man. And as a corollary to his indentification with God’s
good-will to man, Jesus identifies himself with man’s own cause, which is
to find his salvation in responding to God’s good-will. God, who addresses
me in Jesus, does, in addressing me, invite me to share his cause. There is
no compulsion, but there is an inescapable choice.

That Hans Kiing immediately relates this challenge of Jesus to choose
to the world’s greart religions is no accident but clear evidence that Kiing is
living and thinking and feeling in our century. His argument at this point
is crucial to the whole debate about God in contemporary thinking. He
treats the great religions of mankind with courtesy, charity, and without
patronage. But he refuses to be circumscribed by the endless debate about
‘dialogue’ and its relation to evangelism, and its supposed threat to an easy
syncretism. He goes deeper. He looks right into the heart of man’s essential
lostness, his powerlessness, his misery, all the frustration of his hopes. And
he shows us a Jesus who joins man at his point of deepest need. This is the
distinctive contribution of Christianity. Here is the place where the Chris-
tian, humbled ‘into silence before the awful suffering of humanity, finds
his voice or, better still, bids men listen to God speaking in Jesus.

At once it is obvious that there is no place for Christian triumphalism.
There can be nothing exclusive about a Jesus who meets all men every-
where at the point of their humanity, their real humanity which is a lost
humanity, a humanity in which sin, corporate and individual, dehumanises
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man. But if Jesus includes all mankind, if he is indeed ‘the proper man’,
not primarily in any supposed perfection, but in his identity with man, as
man really is, then here is Someone who is indeed unique. Kiing does not
flinch from that word, which he uses in its correct sense of that for which
there is no parallel.

And here we are led straight into the mystery of the Cross. The argu-
ment is devastating. Kiing tears away from us every pious imagining which
reduces for one moment the awful dereliction of the Cross, where Jesus
dies in the total isolation of death, friendless and godless. Only if we see
that Jesus did experience just this can we truly claim that in his dying all
men died, because he knew the bitterest pangs of death.

In preparation for this tremendous climax Kiing has been at pains to be
very radical in his interpretation of Scripture in order to insist on the real
humanity of Jesus. Some will feel that in his exegesis he is unduly ruthless
in his scepricism. Some of his datings of the New Testament documents
are being challenged by more and more scholars. Whether John Robinson’s
The Dating of the New Testament will finally stand in all its conclusions
remains to be seen. But that book does call in question the validity of
some of Kiing’s detailed arguments, not least with regard to what the New
Testament has to say about the Resurrection of Jesus. Of the fact he has
no doubt. His argument for the objective reality of the Easter experience,
and of the Church born from it, is as impressive as any of his writing. But
he seems more cavalier than is necessary over the Gospel records of the
Event. )

Again, one is left wondering if many scholars, Kiing included, make
adequate allowance for the impact of real holiness upon the unholy, of
the wholeness of Jesus in regard to the unwholesomeness of sin-distorted
man. The word ‘miracle’ is so loaded with misconceptions that perhaps it
must be, for a time, discarded. But in our materialistic thinking—and how
materialist we all really are—~we just do not know what are the limits of the
power of holiness. Perhaps our material universe is more holy than we
think and responds to the touch of God who, contemplating his creation,
found it good.

That said—and I think any candid reader of this great book is entitled
to ask these questions—Hans King yet deserves our gratitude for his
insistence that Jesus was really and truly man. Otherwise he could not
have spoken in a voice which men.can hear.

It is upon the basis of this radical insistence on the genuine humanity
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of Jesus that Kiing builds up his entire theology about God and his purpose
for the world. Nowhere is he more clear-sighted than when he is demon-
strating that, in his serving of God’s cause and of man’s cause, Jesus
categorically refused the way of compromise with the world’s attempts to
deal with the human situation—the way of the establishment of religion;
the way of political revolution by force; the way of emigration, that is,
of ascetic escape; and all forms of compromise. Kiing writes perceptively
of this ‘strangeness’ of Jesus. He does not fit into any of our categories
of thought about society—he is ‘the man who fits no formula’.

He is on a different plane: apparently closer than the priests to God,
freer than the ascetics in regard to the world, more moral than the
moralists, more revolutionary than the revolutionaries. Thus he has
depths and vastnesses lacking in others. It is obviously difficult
both for friends and enemies to understand him, still less wholly to
penetrate his personality. Over and over again it becomes clear that
Jesus is different. Despite all parallels in detail, the historical Jesus in
his wholeness turns out to be compeletely unique—in his own time
and in ours.

This difference in Jesus, so Kiing would argue, cannot for our day be
convincingly described in some Chalcedonian definition, or in Anselmic
terms, or in any of their derivatives. Boldly he says:

He is not a God of solitude, but a God of partnership, of the cov-
enant. He is not apathetic, unfeeling, impassible, but a sympathetic
God. In brief, he is God with a human face.

And the revelation of that human face is Jesus.

Whether, in what follows, I am going beyond what Hans Kiing would
endorse, only he can say. But I think the patient reader of the whole book
will understand the impulse that its author gives to the racing imagination.

As I understand what Kiing is saying, it is as man expressing God’s
goodwill to men that Jesus is discovered as the human face of God. Now,
that face as it turns towards us may as likely be a woman’s face as a man’s.
God is not masculine—'God created man in his own image; in the image of
God he created him; male and female he created them’. The poet who
wrote those words did not limit the imago Dei only to one half of the
human race! Nor, Kiing would argue, must we! Here Kiing is pointing
ahead to a new understanding of woman and, in a quite dramatic way,
to a new understanding of the true significance of the Blessed Virgin Mary,
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an understanding which could be revolutionary. Our Lady is to be seen as
one part of the divine face of man as God sees Man. She says something
about the nature of humanity, even of maleness. And as we understand her
significance in this respect, so do we understand how, through her Son we
can discover a glimpse into the mystery of the Fatherhood and Motherhood
of God. Here is a source for devotion to the Mother of Jesus which is
wholly unrelated to theological mystifications about the Immaculate
Conception and the Bodily Assumption. Mary as a woman is woman in the
image of God. Does this also shed some light on that difference which we
find in Jesus, that difference which makes him able to speak as clearly to
women, and through women, as to men and through men? Kiing does not
run away from the implications of such thinking.

From this mystery Kiing leads us into his thinking about the Church,
which he sees as being essentially pluriform in character and corresponding
to no single type.

Liberty, equality and fraternity in the Church therefore by no means
imply conformity and uniformity. On the contrary, they positively
stimulate pluriformity.

He spells this out in a great chapter on the Community of Faith. ‘Being a
Christian today’, he says, ‘means being an ecumenical Christian.” And he is
using ‘ecumenical’ in the very widest interpretation of that word. He is
being world-embracing in a sense which challenges the poverty of all our
ecumenical thinking. And because his challenge is directed at all our forms
of institutionalised Christianity, he can speak forcefully to his own great
Communion. He has sixteen pages on the subject (pages 488-504) which
force one to reflect how fortunate it is that he did not live in Florence at
the end of the fifteenth century or he would certainly have shared the
gibbet and the fire with Savonarola! And had he lived in England in the
middle of the sixteenth century he would, no less certainly, have joined
some other good men and been burnt under the Master of Balliol’s win-
dows! Pages 488-504 alone, invite the careful meditation of all who
perhaps too easily limit the meaning of the word ‘catholic’, as does much
of this book challenge any complacency about the meaning of ‘evangelical’.

What is so very impressive is the forceful way in which he insists that,
however valid may be our criticisms of the Church, whether of its forms
or its dogmas, we are in no case to leave it: ‘We have received so much in
this community of faith that we cannot easily get out of it.” Pages 504-519
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give the exciting argument for staying in the Church which we criticise
because we love it:

We should, we may, remain in the Church because we are convinced
of the cause of Jesus Christ and because the community of the
Church, despite and in all its failings, has remained and will still
remain in the service of the cause of Jesus Christ.

I was invited to write this review-article. I am not of so frivolous a mind
as to have presumed to offer myself for such a task. If Hans Kiing should
ever, by some strange accident, read what I have written, I hope he will
forgive my inadequate interpretations of his work and my possible misin-
terpretations of his meanings. What I have written has come out of a
profound gratitude for all the inspiration I have received from him as to
how I can better explore being a Christian.

‘... FOR THE WELL-BEING OF ALL THE INHABITANTS’

SISTER MARY PAUL SLG

UNLESS ONE’S ATLAS is up-to-date one will look in vain for Namibia, the
country thus named by the United Nations in 1968, which is the subject
of Bishop Winter’s book.* One will, however, find the Namibian Desert in
the Territory of South West Africa. South West Africa was 2 German colony
from 1884 until 1919 when the League of Nations placed it under the
protection of South Africa ‘to develop . . . for the well-being of all the
inhabitants’. Bishop Winter’s book contains documentary and eyewitness
proof that South Africa has failed to fulfil this trust. His personal ex-
perience is backed up by quotations and facts from official church bodies
(including the World Council of Churches), trial reports, business corpor-
ation statistics, and the official decisions of the International Court at the
Hague and the United Nations Organization.

It was in June 1971 that the International Court ‘by an overwhelming

*NAMIBIA by Colin O’Brien Winter, Bishop in Exile. Wm. B. Eerdmans Publishing
Company, 225 Jefferson Avenue, S.E., Grand Rapids, Michigan 49503, USA, 1977.
Paperback, pp.234, $4.95.
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majority of thirteen votes to two-Britain and France dissenting—declared
South Africa’s presence in Namibia illegal’ (p.110), South Africa having
refused to place Namibia under the trusteeship of the United Nations. The
ins and outs of the international legal situation are given in detail on pages
110-111 and 194-196. The Court’s decision was favourable to actions
already taken by the United Nations. Its General Assembly ‘by a vote of
114 votes to 2 (South Africa and Portugal) passed Resolution 2145 (XXI)
declaring that the [League of Nations'] Mandate had terminated since
South Africa had violated its terms. (Three countries abstained from
voting: France, the United Kingdom, and Malawi.) In 1967 the Council
for Namibia was established, whose function was to administer the territory
until it became independent’ (p.195). South Africa rejected the findings of
the General Assembly and has refused to implement them. In March 1969
the Security Council called on South Africa to withdraw from the ter-
ritory: Other resolutions followed, including that of July 1970 which
‘called on all states to isolate Namibia by ending diplomatic and economic
relations with South Africa whenever she acted on behalf of Namibia’
(p.196).

How is it, then, that South Africa continues de facfo to rule Namibia?
The answer is economic.

When one studies the effects of foreign investments in Namibia, it
is immediately apparent that the Vorster regime uses such invest-
ments to strengthen its hold on the country. Hereis a double alliance:
Vorster provides the cheap labour without which the vast profits of
these foreign firms would be decreased; they, for their part, provide
him with the capital needed to implement his apartheid policies. The
investments have a further effect: they prevent those states which
have investments in Namibia and South Africa from abiding by UN
resolutions . . .” (p.199.)

This statement is amply documented in the chapter ‘Profit or People’.

One example is the Tsumeb Corporation which purchased the Tsumeb
mine in 1945 for just over one million pounds. Total dividends since 1952
have equalled almost 165 million dollars for the two parent companies,
American Metal Climax and Newmont Mining, ‘an average return of 372%’
for the latter company (p.200). South African government propaganda
and Briush business publicity endeavour to convince the world that such
investments help the African people, but this is not so. The high taxes help
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the government in Pretoria to strengthen its repressive policies and the
apartheid system. The companies, for their part, pay slave wages. Only
after a great strike by Africans in December 1971 (Africans are not per-
mitted to join labour unions or to strike under South African law) was
Tsumeb compelled, along with other companies, to raise their wages, in
this case to 94 cents a day for surface workers (not quite 50 pence) and
$1.06 a day for underground workers. These unbelievably low wages
(lower even than in the Republic of South Africa), are just part of the
picture of the contract labour system in which men are regarded simply
as ‘work units’ and compelled to live apart from their families in appalling
and degrading conditions.

In regard to propaganda, Bishop Winter writes about the Club of Ten
whose plausible advertisements appear in British newspapers, appealing
often to Communist fears.

South Africa spends millions of dollars a year on propaganda in an
attempt to sell to the world the delights and merits of the country.
This campaign has taken on new approaches as in newspapers in
America, Scandinavia, and Britain a counter offensive has been
launched against the liberal forces in those countries which find
apartheid revolting. Advertisements are placed there by local people
who are in sympathy with South Africa’s apartheid policies.

The Club of Ten is such an organisation in Britain. It exists to
discredit the World Council of Churches and any other organisation
which attempts to support the African cause .. . Its spokesman and
one of its leaders, Judge Sparrow, is known for his right-wing views
and his writings on the regime of the Colonels in Greece, which he
favoured as well. (p.172)

The cover of Namibia shows the barbed wire security fencing behind
which the African people are compelled to live in the barren, northern part
of Namibia: Ovamboland. They are transported to the cities and the
mineral-rich southern part of the country when they are needed for work
in the mines and other menial jobs. The fence is to Namibia what the
Berlin wall is to Germany. It is patrolled by security police, and the
heavily guarded gates may be entered only with passes obtained from the
government in Pretoria.

When South Africa assumed responsibility from the League of
Nations for Namibia, she solemnly swore to allow freedom of
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movement to those undertaking missionary work on behalf of the
black people. Time and again she has violated this aspect of the trust
by hampering clergy and missionaries from following their lawful
callings: Realizing that many of them were dedicated to the welfare
of the African people, the white authorities quickly appreciated that
they could intimidate those missionaries who were critical of their
regime by delaying permits or refusing to issue them altogether for
such essential workers as docrors, nurses, and teachers. (p.87)

Bishop Winter and the staff of his cathedral in Windhoek suffered
increasing delays and refusals of permits to enter Ovamboland. As ninety
per cent of his parishioners lived there this became an increasing source
of tension between himself and the government. Its pretext was that he
was a political agitator and, together with all who were sympathetic to the
plight of the Africans, he was often dubbed a ‘Communist’. In fact, his
political conscience seems to have grown gradually, due to force of cir-
cumstances. He is pastorally minded, above all, and when he first went to
Windhoek as Dean of the Cathedral under Bishop Robert Mize in July
1964, his desire was so to minister to the wealthy white congregation as
to win their confidence and help them to see their Christian responsibility
for the African people. It was with great sorrow that he discovered he
could not reach them, that their hearts were truly hardened in regard to
their African Christian brothers. After Bishop Mize was deported by the
government, and he himself had been elected Bishop (the great majority
of the people of his diocese being Africans), the breach between himself
and most of his white fellow Anglicans widened. Gradually he came to feel
that protest action of some sort was necessary unless South Africa volun-
tarily complied with the United Nations. Bishop Winter is a pacifist, and
his own 1deal is that of non-violent resistance in the manner of Dr Martin
Luther King. Without either condoning or condemning them, however, he
understands the frustrations which have led many of the younger Christian
Africans o become freedom fighters.

Bishop Winter was himself deported, with three members of his staff,
after just three and a half years as bishop of the diocese (October 1968-
March 1972). The African people have twice voted for him to remain their
bishop, though in exile, telling the world of their plight. Richard Wood
was consecrated bishop in order to be his suffragan, remaining on the
scene, but he also has since been deported.
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Namibian affairs are at a crucial point at the time this review is being
written. One reads of the Turnhalle Conference, and one must be aware
that the African ‘headmen’ involved in negotiations there are not genuine
tribal headmen chosen by the African people. They are black men who
have sold themselves to the white regime, receiving large salaries for carry-
ing out the policies of the Pretoria government in the northern ‘Bantustans’,
the administrative units devised by the government. They provide window-
dressing, intended to convince the democratic nations that South Africais .
allowing democratic development in Namibia. Increasingly the Africans are
calling for free elections under United Nations supervision.

The facts outlined above give some indication of the situation described
in detail by Bishop Winter. His book, however, is not primarily a documen-
tary but an autobiographical account of his life in Namibia. Because he is
a warm-hearted, outgoing, loving priest, deeply committed to God and the
proclamation of the Gospel, the book is alive with human interest. Person
after person comes vividly to life for the reader, and the situation in
Namibia becomes a matter of human urgency, not of statistical or arm-
chair interest. The facts are there, sometimes in horrifying detail, and the
Christian reader can only respond in penitence and intercession—and in
thanksgiving for the faithful witness of many Christians, black and white,
Anglican and Lutheran. Some readers may feel, at dmes, that Bishop
Winter’s language is too emotive, but this criticism can be applied equally,
and for the same reasons, to Amos, Hosea, and Jeremiah. Bishop Winter, in
his agony over man’s cruelty to man and the rejection by so many white
Christians of God’s way of love, stands within the prophetic biblical
tradition which we meet in the cries of our Lord Jesus himself against the
hypocrisy of the Pharisees and in his lament over Jerusalem.

In regard to some matters Bishop Winter is, in fact, restrained. Although
he often mentions police torture he only once gives a detailed description,
a quotation of the testimony given before the Fourth Committee of the
United Nations by a member of SWAPO’s National Executive. (See pages
189-192. SWAPO stands for South West Africa People’s Organisation. It is
‘illegal’ in the sense that the South African government forbids the black
people to have any political party.) Having read that one account one
knows what so many others have suffered, and are continuing to suffer.
The amazing fact is that it is not the tortured who are dehumanized but
the torturers. Their sadism is so extreme as to render them pitiable, and it
is encouraging to find that the Africans, including those who believe in
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violence as a last resort, are not hate-filled.

Bishop Winter is blessed with a sense of humour which lights up his
story on many occasions. Evil men are humourless and take themselves
with deadly seriousness. The suffering Africans are still able to laugh, and
in the freedom of their minds and hearts they sometimes walk hilarious
circles around their oppressors.

Nawmibia is compulsive reading. One cannot remain detached from what
one has read in it. To those who, like the Sisters of the Love of God and
their associates and friends, believe they are called to the costing ministry
of reconciliation, the book comes as a clear call from God ro go deeper
into this ministry in therr life and prayer.

FOOD FOR THOUGHT?
SISTER EDMEE SLG

CONTEMPLATIVE INTIMACY is the title of Fr. Slade’s latest book,* a title
which succeeds in juxtaposing two best-selling lines in such a way as to
make the reader wonder whether the founder of the Anchorhold is still to
be taken seriously. Willing to give him the benefit of the doubt one turns
to the blurb:

Essential to the very original understanding of contemplation which
Fr. Slade argues for in this book are all the human energies—physical
and psychological; contemplative prayer and human sexuality are
seen to be intimately related.

The benefit of doubt is transferred to the debit column of certainty.
Fr. Slade, one notes with a sinking sense of disappointment, is writing
from the top of the current band-wagon.

Five years ago, perhaps, ten years ago, certainly, this book could not
have been written (the blurb continues]. The present openness of
thought now makes it possible and my hope is that far from arousing
the opposition of Christan rigorists, the book will start a debate
about and exploration into new forms of Christian life and prayer.

*Contemplative Intimacy by Herbert Slade SSJE, Darton, Longman & Tedd, 1977,
pp. 215, £2.95.
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Will it? Unlikely—and not on account of the ‘opposition of Christian
rigorists’, who are going down like ninepins in the face of such challenges,
but because of those (like the present reviewer) who were weaned on
Freud and so made of sterner stuff.

We knew, of course, we were in for a spate of this kind of thing when we
saw the title of another book, The Sexual Celibate, a title which announced
to us that new ideas about sexuality which had been developing over the
last ten years or so had now been formulated. So far so good. The insight
that sexuality is the foundation stone of the entire person, the power-house
of body, mind and spirit, and not confined to a particular expression of it,
is supremely important and one we were ready to hear. All the same, one
groaned as the stream of bad articles and bad books which would inevitably
follow flashed across one’s vision, and I recalled Ibsen’s Dr. Stockman
where he talks about the life-span of truths:

A normally constructed truth lives, as a rule, let us say, fifteen,
sixteen, at the most twenty years, seldom longer. But such ageing
truths become terribly lean and tough. And the majority, having
first of all been created by them, later recommends them to humanity
as healthy spiritual food. But I can assure you there is not much
nourishment in such food ... All the truths belonging to the majority
are like ancient rancid bacon or like rotten green ham; and from
them comes all the moral scurvy which is eating itself into the life of
the people around us.

(An Enemy of the People, Act IV)

Now these ideas about ‘sexuality and contemplation [being] intimately
related’ are still quite fresh (at least, so far as their articulation at the
popular Jevel goes). What is a matter for concern is that with the present
passion for rushing into print as soon as one can see one’s way to stringing
a few insights together, these new modes of understanding sexuality will
be exhausted (and discredited) long before we have, in fact, really grasped
and properly digested their full significance. They will become rotten
green ham for the majority before the majority has had a chance to feed
well off them. In Ibsen’s slower moving society a truth could grow and
develop normally before dying at the decent old age of fifteen or twenty.
In ours, with its rapid turnover in every kind of commodity, a truth hardly
has a hope of living for more than a frenzied five years or so—perhaps less.
And during its short life it suffers every kind of indignity, being used not
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so much as food, with all the slow processes and nourishment which real
food implies, but as drugs for instant effect. As such they are used by one
as a pep-up pill to shock into greater awareness, by another as a barbiturate
to soothe fears, and by yet others—Fr. Slade among them-as both to-
gether so thar the pep-up pill of new attitudes is instantly neutralised by
the sleeping-pill of familiar phrases. That is to say, alarmed by his own
daring, perhaps, Fr. Slade throws a punch and then ducks.

The trouble with Fr. Slade, one suspects from reading this book, is that
he himself is a Christian rigorist who has gone down like a ninepin in the
face of all that is now challenging those established structures of thought
which have indeed become to us like ancient rancid bacon. Consequently
his critical eye is reserved for the old order and he is not able to see what
is inherently absurd in the new. He has many sentences which begin,
‘The tragedy is that the Church ...’—and one of them is undoubtedly true:
‘The tragedy is that the Church, in trying to avoid error, has often been
afraid to explore truth.’ (p.140) But in exploring the truth about nudity,
for example, Fr. Slade, having noted that ‘in the West nudity can only be
practsed in esoteric and rather self-conscious groups . . .” concludes never-
theless ‘that nudity is a legitimate expression of Christian naturalism and a
normal preliminary to Christian intimacy’. (p.119) The reader who does
not blench at the prospect will certainly smile. This particular ‘pep-up’ is
immediately neutralised by reference to early baptismal rites—but the
impression of absurdity is not. ;

Perhaps the worst aspect of Fr. Slade’s writing is the way he uses other
people’s pearls. The book is overloaded with references to other works,
often used in a manner which at times gives rise to the suspicion of mani-
pulation but which is probably just a failure to achieve ‘contemplatve
intimacy’ with the passage he is using (using being the operative word).
In any case, I was hardly into the book before I had lost confidence in the
use made in it of quotations. For instance, in the early part Mister God
this is Anna is frequently cited, and although it is revealed that Annaisa
child of six or seven one is hard put to it to reconcile the fact with the way
Fr. Slade refers to her. (‘Fynn and Anna with their fearless physical and
mental intimacy were able to use all these centres in their imaginative life’
(p.56); and, ‘She had no isolated sex problem, nor did the other instincts
cause her undue difficulty. She could handle hunger without diet fads . . ./
(p-80) and so on.) In the middle section of the book much use is made of
Herman Hesse’s Steppenwolf, and here one has a further criticism. To
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punctuate so much of the book with illustrations from the work of an
author whose cast of mind, however interesting, is essentially inimical to
Christianity, has a deadening effect on Fr. Slade’s own insights and raises
doubts about his real grasp of the Christian revelation.

The last part of the book is so thickly peppered with pearls that one is
reminded of those dreadful LPs called something like ‘Music You Love’
which contain snippets from great but hackneyed works, put together not
by musicians who love music but by hard-faced business men who are only
interested in returns. And just as the music so presented sounds a fearful
travesty of the original genius which inspired it, so the snippets herein
quoted lose all their power to move the heart and stimulate the mind.
Even Donne’s marvellous poem The Ecstasy hardly survives. In fact, had I
written anything worth quoting I would be prepared to reverse the usual
laws of copyright and pay Fr. Slade not to use it.

All this is severe. But ‘Unto whomsoever much is given of the same shall
much be required’, and if much has been given to Fr. Slade one is all the
sorrier to see him dissipating it in a bad book. And it is a very bad book.
Not bad because of the ideas he is trying to get across but bad because he
is not up to handling them. There can be no question but that much of
what he is saying points to the future. If the book is a ‘trend’ book it is
not dealing with a passing trend. Permissive modes of thought are now the
order of the day, but they require far more profound, courageous and
careful treatment than Fr. Slade has given them here. It is not enough to
dismiss, in a sentence of appalling journalese, ‘the manicheistically biased
teaching of much of St Augustine’s moral theology’ (Preface) on the one
hand and, on the other, to exhort Christians, ‘especially Religious’, to
explore intimacy (under a section headed ‘Sexuality’) in terms which
might be nothing but pure to the pure but strike the rest of us as ambi-
guous, to say the least. Far from giving a sense of coming out of the depths
of contemplation, this book leaves one with the impression of a rather
tight and shallow discursiveness. One does not, in short, get any sense that
he has fully realised—even in a theoretical way—what he means by ‘con-
templative intimacy’.

And what does he mean by it? As I understand it, a beautiful example
of what he means is given by Martin Buber in his book Between Man and
Man where he describes how, at the age of eleven, he would ‘steal into the
stable and gently stroke the neck of my darling, a broad dapple-grey
horse:
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It was not a casual delight but a great, certainly friendly, but also
deeply stirring happening. If 1 am to explain it now, beginning from
the still very fresh memory of my hand, I must say that what I ex-
perienced in touch with the animal was the Other, the immense
otherness of the Other, which, however, did not remain strange like
the otherness of the ox and the ram, but rather let me draw near and
touch it. When I stroked the mighty mane . . . and felt the life
beneath my hand, it was as though the element of vitality itself
bordered on my skin, something that was not I, was certainly not
akin to me, palpably the other, not just another, really the Other
itself; and yer it let me approach, confided itself to me, placed itself
elementally in the relation of Thou and Thou with me. The horse,
even when I had not begun by pouring oats for him into the manger,
very gently raised his massive head, ears flicking, then snorted
quietly, as a conspirator gives a signal meant to be recognizable only
by his fellow-conspirator; and I was approved.

{op. cit. 1947, published in Fontana Library 1961, pp.41f£.)

But then, one day, came the Fall. The loving child was suddenly aware of his
hand on the horse, of his own pleasure in stroking him. Self-consciousness
had intervened and the relationship was broken. And self-consciousness is,
above all, the fatal flaw of Contemplative Intimacy. If in the future
Fr. Slade is enabled (the concept of grace is notably absent from the
book) so to integrate his ideas with his being that he is no longer conscious
that it is his hand on the horse, then he will give us a work which provides
real food for thought. Meanwhile we need to be clear that the attempt to
re-enter the Garden of Eden, which this book represents, is not at all the
same as the attempt to enter the Kingdom of Heaven and, for the Christian,
is likely ro lead in quite the wrong direction.
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FREEDOM, SUFFERING AND LOVE, Andrew Elphinstone, SCM, 1976,
pp- 147, £4.50.

During the last twelve years, three great books have been published on the
problem of evil and the Christian doctrines of the Fall and Original Sin.
They are Christianity and Evolution by Teilhard de Chardin, Evil and the
God of Love by John Hick, and The Freedom of Man by Paul Verghese.
Now there is a fourth by Andrew Elphinstone. In all these books the facts
of evolution are accepted and their implications for Christian teaching and
belief considered. Up to about a century ago it was assumed that the
account of man’s origin in Genesis was historically true. This story ex-
plained the existence of evil and pain in a world that had come from the
hand of God, a world that God had seen was good. How, then, came the
‘un-Godlike imperfections into this God-made perfection?’ It was intro-
duced through man’s fault. Adam and Eve sinned and fell from their state
of original perfection and innocence, and they and all their descendents
were as a result not in a state of Original Righteousness but of Original Sin.
St Paul first elaborated this idea, and it eventually became the universal
belief of the Christian Church.

This story of the Lost Paradise is a profound and wonderful myth.
Fr. Elphinstone recognises this fully, and he knows the value of myths in
our religion, but he says rightly a ‘gap of credibility’ has opened and
widened during the century.

Mankind [he writes] did not come into this world ready made, for
nothing ever does or has. Man was born in the dust and mud of primeval
seas and has struggled through the millennia of evolution to reach man-
hood . . . There was no height from which to fall, no perfection to
disrupt; all was originally primitive, all in a state of growing and of
gradual evolutionary becoming. There was no relationship with the
Creator to break, no ready-given morality to flout, no tested innocence
to corrupt . . . This is what the truth of evolution tells us. But the
implications of this have not been faced . . . The fact of our having
arisen in evolutionary hazard and competition over vast aeons of time,
tells us more about how man and woman succumb to evil than any
legend of long ago can tell.

(This reminds me of Konrad Lorenz’s two marvellous books, On Aggression
and King Solomon’s Ring.)
From this point, Fr. Elphinstone’s book is a brilliant exposition of
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some of the changes and new understandings which the acceptance of
evolution excitingly provides: on pain and its place in God’s universe, on
atonement and the almost incredible bounty of the method and intention
of cosmic redemption—~on these and many other great matters a new
bright light is cast, and it is all done with grace of style and deep theo-
logical knowledge.

Fr. Elphinstone died in March 1975. As Professor Gordon Dunstan tells
us in an Editor’s note the book, after many revisings and rewritings, ‘must
have been approaching what he wanted it to be’. But tantalizingly the last
paragraph ends in a row of dots. The following is part of it:

Dare we discern [in Gethsemane and the Cross] anything so outrageous
as the idea that God is here making an atonement towards man for all
that his desired creation costs man in the making, that he was making
love’s amends to all those who feel and have felt that they cannot for-
give God for all the pains which life has foisted, unwanted upon them?
.. . Perhaps God in his love stands, not only as the bestower of forgive-
ness, but as the Father who even stoops to invite forgiveness to make it
one degree easier for man to be drawn into the orbit of love . . .

HUGH MAYCOCK

FACE TO FACE WITH GOD: THE BIBLE'S WAY TO PRAYER by
Jacques Loew, Darton, Longman and Todd, 1977, pp.121, £1.95.

Fr. Loew’s approach to praying the Bible is through the prayers of some of
the key persons: Abraham, Jacob, Moses, David, the Anawim, Jesus, Paul,
and Mary. The book reads easily and is deceptively simple. One could read
it quickly and pleasurably and thereby miss its deepest use. If, however, one
takes it slowly, looking up and pondering the Bible passages as they are
given, it can be the basis of genuine lectio divina, of encounter with God
through his words to the People of God and their words of response to
him. Particularly because the words are words of prayer, they can readily
become the words of our prayer—leading on to wordless prayer.

An ‘Author’s Note’ states that: ‘The contents of this book originated in
a series of weekly talks delivered at the Ecole de la Foi in Fribourg,
Switzerland.” This fact is both the strength and weakness of the book. The
style is lively and one is often aware of the enthusiasm of both lecturer
and attentive audience. Some of the jokes and extraneous remarks, how-
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ever, should have been omitted. As with so many ‘instant’ books that flow
from speaker to tape recorder to printing press, careful editing would have
improved its quality. It remains, nevertheless, a superior example of the
‘instant’ category.

SISTER MARY PAUL SLG

HINDU-CHRISTIAN MEETING POINT by Abhishiktananda, ISPCK,
P.O. Box 1585, Kashmere Gate, Delhi 110006. Pp. xiv+ 128. Export price:
Hard cover $3.50; Card cover $2.50.

This book was originally published in French in 1965 and an English trans-
lation with the title Cave of the Heart in 1969. The present revision,
entitled Hindu-Christian Meeting Point, takes account of Abhishiktananda’s
own annotations, but this title is somewhat misleading, for the book is not
a discussion of the points at which Christianity and Hinduism make
contact; rather it is an account of several actual meetings between Hindus
and Christians in India in the late fifties and early sixties. And a very
special sort of account it is too.

Most of the book is taken up with a meeting at Nagpur in 1963. It was
more a retreat than a conference. Each morning a passage was read from
the Bible, briefly expounded, and then after a period of corporate medi-
tation, discussed—and discussed not by way of argument but in 2 mutual
sharing of insights. In the evening a passage from one of the Upanishads
was read and discussed in the same way. Abhishiktananda, in this book,
enables us to share in this experience.

The Christians in the group came from various traditions—Catholic,
Protestant and Orthodox—and Abhishiktananda remarks how out of their
meeting with Hindus they felt they had been given a deeper experience of
their own unity in Christ: ‘The call of the Spirit to that inner depth of self
which is the grace and, as it seems, the special mission of India, heard and
responded to together, led us to recognize each other as Christians at a
hitherto unsuspected depth of inwardness and truth” As we read the
account of this shared experience, we seem to be finding again the depths
of our own tradition. Here we have a French Benedictine monk, trained in
the Latin West, interpreting Scripture out of his own encounter with
Hinduism, and in so doing taking us straight back to the Greek Patristic
tradition, to a contemplative approach to Scripture such as we find in
Origen, and an understanding of the Trinity that is Greek both in spirit
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and expression. The Upanishads, in leading Abhishiktananda to discover
the ‘cave of the heart’, brought him into depths in which he recovered a
deeply Patristic understanding of Scripture and of the God to whom Scrip-
ture bears witness. A particularly interesting example is seen in the way
the doctrine of Advaita (non-duality) suggested to Abhishiktananda a
deeper appreciation of the doctrine of the Trinity. ‘The ultimate mystery
lies at the very heart of non-duality. Only the Spirit of unity can silently
teach this mutual gaze of love in the depths of Being, of which all earthly
“otherness” is simply the sign.’ Far from his deep sympathy with the
Vedanta leading to any unfaithfulness to, or watering down of, Christan
orthodoxy, it rather disclosed to him a wholly orthodox understanding of
the Christian tradition at a level deeper than any formulae. This book wit-
nesses to the profound fruitfulness of the meeting of the traditions of
India and Christianity in the ‘cave of the heart’. It is 2 book to be prayed
through rather than merely read through; an invitation to share with
Abhishiktanandaji the ‘Vedantic night’ that he discovered to be the ‘royal
road by which to enter the mystery of the Blessed Trinity’.

ANDREW LOUTH

RICHEST OF POOR MEN: THE SPIRITUALITY OF ST FRANCIS OF
ASSISI by John R. H. Moorman, Darton, Longman & Todd, 1977. £1.25.

Bishop Moorman has already put us in his debt by writing the best short
life of St Francis, a third edition of which was reprinted by SPCK last year.
Now he gives us an admirable account of the spirit and mind of the saint.
Bishop Moorman writes with the balance and clarity which comes from a
lifetime’s knowledge of his subject. He makes extensive use of quotation,
allowing the early Franciscan sources to speak for themsejves. Particularly
interesting are some of the things he writes about Francis’ love of prayer
and solitude. A book very highly recommended.

A.M_ALLCHIN

SEARCH FOR A SAINT: EDWARD KING, BISHOP OF LINCOLN by
John A. Newton, Epworth Press. £2.00.

It"is shameful how we neglect our saints. When God gives us men like
Edward King we ought to celebrate the occasion with something more
than a discreet Anglican collect. This excellent new life of the bishop will
introduce him to many who did not know him before, and will recall his
memory to those who have already made his acquaintance. The writer has
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learning. Above all, the spiritnal guide must be one who gives way to the
Holy Spirit, for it is the Spirit, not the director, who unites the Christian
with God. One called by God to be such, whether priest or lay, will find
good guidance from Soul Friend.

HUGH WYBREW

FORTHCOMING FAIRACRES PUBLICATION
(Ready end of September)

SOLITUDE AND COMMUNION Papers on the Hermit Life. Edited by
A. M. Allchin, SLG Press, 1977. Price: £1.50

THE REVIVAL OF THE SOLITARY LIFE in our own Church, and in other
Churches, is one of the less expected characteristics of our time. A meeting
was held at St David’s in Wales in the autumn of 1975 to consider this
phenomenon. In it the Roman Catholic, Orthodox and Protestant trad-
itons were represented, as well as the Anglican. At the conclusion of the
Conference a statement was made which began:

The solitary life, lived in prayer and silence before God, which has
never ceased to exist in the Christian East, is today being increasingly
rediscovered in the Churches of the West. We rejoice at this movement
as a sign of God’s grace, and we believe that our common experience
of the solitary vocation forms a strong bond of unity between our
separated traditions . . .

In his Foreword Canon Allchin writes:

The essays printed in this book represent the larger part of the material
prepared for the meeting on the solitary life . . . The richness of the
considerations, theological, spiritual and historical, and the deep under-
lying unity of vision which emerges from the very varied treatments of
the subject to be found in these pages, were matched by a sense of
personal enrichment and understanding on the part of all who lived
those days together. The conviction, which motivated the original
planning of the meeting, that this was a subject of unexpécted impor-
tance, intimately linked with the most urgent spiritual problems of our
own day, was more than confirmed in the event.

The contributors include: A. M. Allchin, Dom André Louf, Kallistos Ware,
Roland Walls, Sister Benedicta Ward SLG and Mother Mary Clare SLG.
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no startling revelations to make, but much deep and loving insight into the
mind and heart of Edward King. It is good that we should be reminded of
one of the brightest elements in our nineteenth century heritage by a
Methodist minister. His book deserves to be very widely read.

A.M. ALLCHIN

SOUL FRIEND A Study of Spirituality by Kenneth Leech. Sheldon Press,
1977. Price: £3.95.

The Celtic saying, ‘Anyone without a soul-friend 1s a body without a head’
provides the title for this book about spiritual guidance in the Christian
tradition. It is a plea that such guidance be taken seriously, and an attempt
to inform and help those who undertake it.

The need for spiritual guidance emerges clearly from a survey of the
widely varied ways open in contemporary Britain to those looking for a
personal experience of God~—a search all too rarely encouraged and guided
by the churches. From the beginning the importance of an expert guide in
living the Christian life has been recognised in the Church, not excluding
those parts influenced by the Reformation. A wealth of teaching and
experience exists, on which the modern director can and should draw.
A balanced account of modern counselling and therapy techniques shows
how they differ from, and where they are relevant to, Christian spiritual
direction. The main traditions of spirituality are described, and the chief
features of the life of prayer outlined. An appendix discusses the place of
confession in spiritual direction, emphasising the new approach to the
sacrament of reconciliation in the revised Roman rites.

Soul Friend is an excellent introduction to the principles and practice
of spiritual guidancein the Christian Church. It draws on the varied strands
in the tradition, Eastern and Western, Catholic and Reformed, and relates
the wisdom of the past to the needs of the present. Its emphasis on the
social dimension of spiritual direction reflects the author’s belief that
Christian faith has political consequences. There is an implied assumption
that the spiritual director today is always a priest. Perhaps this makes
direction slightly too professional. The importance of lay people—chiefly
monks and nuns—as spiritual guides in the Eastern and Celtic traditions is
of more than historical significance at a time when the ministry of the
laity is being re-invigorated. What matters, as the tradition makes clear, is

- that the ‘soul-friend’ be a person of experience, of discernment, and of
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