FAIRACRES CHRONICLE

S S S

S

COMMUNITY NOTES

CONTEMPORARY MONASTICISM
Jean Leclercq 0SB

THE SHIP, THE SAILOR and THE VOYAGE
Norry McCurry

PROMISING WEAKNESSES
The Bishop of Buckingham

OUR LIBERATION FROM FEAR
John Cullen

A MEETING IN SARAGOSSA
A. M. Allchin

THE BREAKING OF NATIONS
Sister Isabel Mary SLG

PN 13—A PROTEST OUT OF SEASON?
Sister Edmée SLG

BOOKS

E. L. Mascall Roland walls
Mary Roberts
Sister Benedicta SLG Sister Isabel Mary SLG

WINTER 1979 VOL. 12 No.3 35 PENCE



FAIRACRES CHRONICLE

The journal of the Sisters of the Love of God, an Anglican Contemplative
Community, published and printed by SLG Press three times a year,
Spring, Summer and Winter.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES:

£1.50 (including inland postage)
Overseas (including surface postage) £1.50 sterling or $3.75
Overseas (including air mail postage) £3.00 sterling or $7.50

Cheques or postal orders should be made payable to SLG PRESS and
sent to:
SLG PRESS
Convent of the Incarnation
Fairacres Oxford 0X4 1TB
England

THE COMMUNITY OF THE SISTERS OF THE LOVE OF GOD

Convent of the Incarnation
Fairacres, Oxford 0X4 1TB
Tel: 0865 721301

Convent of St Mary and the Angels Dudwell St Mary
Woodland Avenue Burwash, Etchingham
Hemel Hempstead, Herts. HP1 1RG Sussex TN19 7BE
Tel: 0442 56 989 Tel: 0435 882282
Bede House

Staplehurst, Tonbridge
Kent TN12 OHQ
Tel; 0580 891262

Anyone wishing to test her vocation or to receive information about the Community
should apply to the Mother General at Oxford.

There is limited accommodation for private retreats and conferences for Priests,
Religious and Lay people at all the Houses.

Bede House is a centre for the increase of Christian Spirituality and also a lavra
for the living of the eremitical life.



COMMUNITY NOTES

‘The holy purity of God comes next to and becomes grimy with our
impurity, and that is the mystery of the Gospel.’ This phrase from one of
four outstanding talks on ‘Law and Gospel’ given recently at Fairacres by
Fr. Roland Walls C.T. sums up the essence of Christmas and makes it not
unreasonable for us to wish each other a ‘happy’ one, even in this last year
of the 1970s when ‘peace on earth, goodwill among men’ have seldom
seemed less possible.

I recently heard an accounton the radio of a book which takes seriously
the likelihood of a third world war, and as I write these notes the situation
in Iran is an obvious potential ‘flashpoint’. We are sated with news of con-
frontations between nations and various groups of people; and always the
emphasis is on opposition and antagonism. Brave-men and women, within
the Church and beyond it, work tirelessly for the welfare of immigrants in
Britain and endeavour to awaken our apathetic society to the iniquities of
class divisions, inequalities of opportunity and persecution, overt or im-
plicit, of minorities, but still the words of the Prophet Isaiah remain true:

And he looked for justice, but behold bloodshed;
for righteousness, but behold, a cry. (5:7)

When we think in terms of ‘collectivities’ and ‘causes’ we tend inevitably
to depersonalize those concerned, and whether we are sympathising with
or condemming them, we can fail to recognize that they are individuals
just like ourselves, with the same mixture of good and bad characteristics.
One feature of a contemplative community like ours is that each member
cannot help realizing personally and painfully in daily life that she knows
some aspect of what it is to be in practice the ‘oppressor’ whom she abhors
in theory.

An old African peasant who had never been far from his native village
said to me when I was in Cameroon: ‘The world is one. We need to know
each other.” And because it is only by living together that we can hope to
do this, we-are thankful for the many opportunities that come to us in
SLG to experience other peoples’ lives at close quarters. We now have
with us at Oxford Inge from Namibia and Anne-Etienne from Cameroon
as well as Sister Verena CHN who is living as a solitary. We were glad to
have Fr. Bede Thomas OHC at Boxmoor for six months, and have had a
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number of other visitors from Germany, USA, Japan, Ireland and else-
where, for visits of varying duration at one or other of all our Community
houses. Every one who comes contributes greatly to our life at every level.
In November our Sister Margaret Clare went out to Bafut in Cameroon to
live a solitary life alongside the Sisters of Emmanuel, an African Presby-
terian community with whom, as all but our newest readers will recall, we
have been in contact for some years. We ask your prayers for God’s blessing
on this venture of faith which we believe to be an enrichment for both our
communities.

However, living together closely does not solve communication prob-
lems, and there is no place like a ‘silent’ community for generating mis-
understanding and non-comprehension. Every reader of a written notice is
likely to interpret it differently, and the chances are that the writer’s
intention will be missed by all. We know that this problem is not peculiar
to SLG and we can live with it and laugh at ourselves. But it points to the
basic incapacity of one human being really to understand another which is
in essence tragic; and it is here that the truth of the Incarnation brings
hope into despair. For God has done for each of us what we cannot do for
one another: he has ‘got inside our skins’.

There is no depth of degradation or alienation wherein Christ does not
offer from alongside us the fellowship of love. No one, however locked
in loneliness by some particular anguish of body, mind or spirit, is sepa-
rated from the God who died ‘outside the gate’ in the extremity of God-
forsakenness, and by so doing took the whole of creation into his unbroken
unity. Although we feel we cannot be ‘heard’ when we say this to someone
in need, any more than we can ‘hear’ it ourselves when we would most
wish to do so, we can trust God to make it known in ways beyond our
reach; and we can believe, affirm and live by the great and saving truth
that he is man and gives meaning to our existence.

Since the last Chronicle appeared we have celebrated the Profession in
Final Vows of Sisters Rosemary and Helen Columba on the feast of All
Saints. The Bishop of Buckingham presided at the ceremony and delighted
us in his homily with an unexpected qualification for Christian life commit-
ment to God. (See p. 00.)

Alison was admitted as a Postulant on 14 September and the Clothing
of Novice Rachael Theresa of the Peace of God took place on 1 October.
On 23 November we re-elected Canon Donald Allchin as our Warden for
another three years, with much gratitude for all he is and does for us.
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On Advent Sunday Audrey was admitted as an Oblate Sister. Sadly, in
September, we said goodbye to Marjorie Easton who has so lovingly cared
for Fellowship House and its visitors during the last few years. September
15th was an ‘open afternoon’ at Fairacres when we were very glad to enjoy
the sun and garden with a number of our local friends. Sister Helen Mary
has had to leave Bardsey Island for the winter as she broke her leg and is
now convalescing in the expert care of a Roman Catholic community in
Llandudno.

So the daily life continues among the Sisters of the Love of God in our
four Houses and the other places where we are called to live out our com-
mitment to God through the Community—either in solitude or, for a time,
in some other way of life. In common with all Christians, we go on trying
to penetrate more fully here and now into the dimension of eternal life and
to explore more of the mystery of the knowledge of God and of each other.

‘When I awake I shall be satisfied, beholding your likeness’ we sing at
the end of Psalm 17; and when we see clearly we shall recognize that like-
ness in every one of our fellow human beings.

MOTHER SLG
Winter 1979

CHRONICLE SUBSCRIPTIONS

We apologize for succumbing to the general trend by raising the price of
the Fairacres Chronicle (subscription form with new prices enclosed). We
find we cannot hold it to the convenient sum of an annual £1 owing to the
rises in paper and postage. We are greatly encouraged by the rapidly
increasing number of subscribers, especially among priests, and we would
like to take this opportunity of expressing our very grateful thanks for the
many kind letters received.

WANTED
The Community wishes to purchase second-hand book-binding equipment

of any kind available; particularly a lying-press, holding-press and plough.
Any information or advice would be gratefully received by the Librarian.



CONTEMPORARY MONASTICISM
An ‘off-the-cuff’ talk given at Fairacres on 25 February 1979 by

JEAN LECLERCQ OSB

I am a model of instability! I go from enclosure to enclosure all over the
world, so I have many friends amongst monastic people past and present.
I am a bad monk, but I am very much a monk, and I like to encourage
people to be better monks than I am. And when I say monks, of course, I
mean nuns as well.

I think monastic life is in a pretty good condition today, and I think
this good condition is symptomatic of good health in the Church generally.
My impression is that after the turmoil, the ‘mutation’, as sociologists call
it, of the sixties and early seventies (a bit later in this island), we are find-
ing a new balance as a result of those years of doubt and questioning. In
theology, for instance, first we were told Christology was ‘from above’;
then Christology was ‘from below’: Jesus was just a man. Now I think we
are beginning to find a new balance. And in personal prayer we are seeing
not a revival but a renewal of those devotions which have been out of
fashion. The adoration of the Blessed Sacrament, for instance—liturgical
scholars were totally opposed to that. Now there have arisen groups of
men and women who want to have it, and this is quite spontaneous—not
the result of propaganda or legislation. We used to have the Rosary until
that too dropped out of fashion. Now what do I see in my monastery?
When I asked one monk about binding books he replied: ‘Oh, now I make
rosaries!” And I have found the same elsewhere. The motive is not commer-
cial, of course, but is a response to the rediscovery of ancient devotions. In
recent years everything has had to be from the East, the Far East or the
Near East, yoga, zen or Mount Athos! Now we discover that we also have
something in our Western tradition, and it turns out to be sufficient; and
people like me who never had anything else did manage to pray. I don’t
think we are perfect successes, but we need to be humble and to under-
stand the value of what we have.

It seems to me that the vitality we are now seeing in the Church is
reflected in the vitality of monasticism. I am not talking about Religious
Life generally, though I do think it too is alive; it has been purified, and
now the active Orders are attracting candidates, fewer in number but
probably of better stuff. But the monastic Orders are very much alive,
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particularly in America—and that is important because everything, good or
bad, starts in America and reaches our little corner of Europe five or ten
years later. So we have to be very attentive.

At one Trappist monastery I visited last winter they had 115 applicants
but have decided to take only fifteen at a time. It is particularly the con-
templative life which is drawing large numbers; but those who aspire to the
contemplative life today need to have a greater maturity than was necessary
in the past. And they have it. I don’t know if you are aware that in France
we now have a category called ‘the new philosophers’, people who have
been very radical-Marxist, Maoist—and who have been disillusioned
because nothing came of their demonstrations. And now, ten years later,
they are converted. We see the same phenomenon in monastic life. The
new monks and nuns are, on average, about twenty-eight; a number of
them are priests with pastoral experience; all have studied or worked in
various fields. All have had responsibilities and many of them have been
involved in social issues and have discovered that after allit doesn’t work.
They have seen the limits of human endeavour and have come to realise
that the most important thing to do in the Church is to pray.

So, to come to the monastery is to pray. In one seminary run by Bene-
diceines there is a serious problem because some of the seminarians want
to join the monastery and the bishops are worried. They did not send
them there to become monks. But one who is a monk can understand very
well that what these men need first of all is to belong to a community;
they need the support of a community during the training period, and
they need a real experience of prayer. If theology is going to be taught
without being related to their prayer life they prefer not to study it. As in
everything else, however, this desire may be ambiguous. When I hear a
young fellow say: ‘I want to pray, I want to pray’, I reply: ‘Be careful,
because everything else has to be done as well. We need prayer and service.

Because everything has been questioned we are finding that the main
need in monastic life today is for discernment. When I was young it was
relatively easy, but it is not so easy today. We followed what we called
‘The Tradition’ and the established customs, and we recognized the exist-
ing categories. Now people are more formed by their experience of life and
are more independent. This is progress, but also there are more alternatives
and more difficulties in faith and prayer. Discernment is needed to see the
relation between prayer and the other forms of service in the Church.



THE FORMATIVE INFLUENCE OF THE COMMUNITY

Another ambiguity in the present situation is a rush to what is called
spiritual fatherhood which, for some people, means having a person who
discerns for you, decides for you. While appreciating all the positive aspects
I see this as a danger. An excessive emphasis on spiritual fatherhood is not,
I think, very traditional. What we need is people with the gift of counsel.
We have to return to something behind the psychological and anthropo-
logical category of fatherhood—the guru image—which is more or less
dominating the present. Think of the mass suicide in Guyana. When the
guru decides, everybody does it. That is an extreme case, but there are
dangers in depending too much. No, you are free, and the purpose of
spiritual guidance, of having a ‘soul-friend’ as the Irish monks used to call
such a person, is to lead you to freedom. And when you are free enough
you can manage without a spiritual guide.

At a Conference in California last year I presented a kind of koan: ‘It is
important to have a spiritual guide or father but it is not necessary to
make use of him.” Someone else then gave us another: ‘It is important to
have a spiritual father but it is not necessary to know who he is.” We have
to insist more on the formative value of the community. There is a certain
diffused spiritual assistance, support, help, which we receive from the com-
munity itself—not from fatherhood, motherhood, brotherhood or sister-
hood. Occasionally a word can be given, but not from someone who thinks
‘I am a spiritual father’, the corollary of which is ‘I depend on him so he
decides for me’. No, the purpose of all guidance is to help you to be free.
That is why I think we need to return to the biblical and theological term—
perfectly elaborated by my particular friend St Bernard—of counsel,
consilium. The Holy Spirit is the Counsellor, given to us from the Father
through Christ who says: He will advise, he will counsel you, he will teach
you what to do. One of the gifts of the Holy Spirit is the gift of counsel,
and counsel includes both discernment and compassion. It is not a totali-
tarian way of imposing one’s own view but a way of helping people to
discern and, at the same time, being compassionate. We all have this gift of
counselling, more or less, and there are occasions when we may have a
particular duty to exercise it. But above all we rely on the diffused spiritual
guidance of the community. We have to insist on this formative influence
of the community. It does not at all diminish the necessity of having an
authority and of obeying it, but it does mean obeying freely, resisting the
temptation to be too dependent on authority.
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DISCERNING THE TRADITION

What does discernment mean today? In the monastic life, in liturgy, in
everything, we are not in one of those great periods of creativity. We have
inherited good stuff to use; there is no need to invent more. Better to
realise how limited we are and to accept with gratitude the labours of
those who have gone before.

Discernment is necessary first of all in order to have a right concept of
tradition. Before these critical years people were always claiming that the
tradition meant doing so and so. Then we got rid of tradition—and the
traditionalists became more traditional than ever. And now we have a kind
of return to traditionalism. The trouble is we often lack a right notion of
what tradition really is. It is easier to say what it is not. Tradition is not
the past. The past is dead; it can never happen like that again. Tradition is
not history. History is a knowledge of the past; but it would be a science
of death rather than a science of life if we only studied it as archeologists.
But by giving us knowledge of the past history helps us to discern what
tradition is. Tradition is not admiration for the past—for, say, the Middle
Ages. That is why it is so good to have a medievalist in our midst to tell
us how it actually was in the Middle Ages! [A reference to Sister Benedicta
Ward SLG.] Often when we speak of ‘tradition’ we are really speaking of
traditions. We idealize, we choose a golden age, whether it be the sixth
century of St Benedict, the ninth of Charlemagne, the eleventh of Cluny,
the thirteenth of St Dominic, the sixteenth or the nineteenth—all succes-
sive, historical realizations of the one tradition. But tradition is the stream
of life which is the Holy Spirit coming to us through the Church from the
Crucified and Glorified Christ. So we have not to idealize any one period
of tradition. Now that I am old I understand the temptation to think that
tradition is what it was like when the old were young! Tradition is what
my novice master used to say fifty years ago!

A period which some tend to hang on to and absolutise is the nine-
teenth century. The Romantic revival of that century created a pseudo-
Middle Ages which never existed. Fortunately, with the development of
medieval history, we know better now what the Middle Ages were like.
The fact, for instance, that communities were generally small-not that
big abbey we always imagined. Now God makes us return to the small
community, the normal size. Then we find that the life was a more simple
one—not all those complications, rituals, ceremonies, together often with
a totalitarian approach to authority and obedience.
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Tradition enables us to discern what are the permanent monastic values
for all times, prayer first of all, and everything else organised towards it:
worship, community life, silence, asceticism, work. These are the values,
and where we are to be free is in regard to the historical implementations.
We are not to imitate any one period of the past. Tradition is transmission;
and therefore each generation has to discern those values for itself and
order its way of life so that the tradition can be maintained and trans-
mitted. And that is very important, for the future of course, but especially
for the present when monastic life is not only springing up in unexpected
parts of the world but is doing so independently of Western traditions
which have been normative in the past. Until recently we simply exported
a colonial contemplative life everywhere in the world without asking
people, How do you live? How do you pray? Now with this expansion we
have to discern; and here again history can help us. Sometimes we think
we must find new solutions whereas in studying history we discover the
solutions already exist. An example of this is that we forgot them in the
last century and we created something new and then thought it had always
been like that. No, history helps us to discern. It reveals to us the historical,
cultural embodiments of any situation—and therefore the limitations—from
which we should be totally free, and distinguishes what are the trans-
cultural structures of life and thought which can beapplied in, for instance,
Africa (and I was glad to hear about the new community in Cameroon),
Asia, New Guinea and, indeed, everywhere.

We are preparing a conference for next September, the third for the
monks and nuns of all Africa, and the main theme will be ‘Community’.
In it we will be asking what a community is in Africa, both locally and
nationally, and only then will we relate the African community to the
monastic phenomenom which comes from God rather than trying to start
from what we know about community. In a paper in the magazine AIM I
tried to show how we are passing from colonial to non-colonial monas-
ticism, starting from scratch, from the ground, from the local climate and
conditions. Next year we are having a conference in Sri Lanka for the
monks and nuns of all Asia, Christian and non-Christian. They have chosen
for their theme the distinctively Buddhist idea of ‘Non-attachment’ which
is the equivalent of Christian ‘poverty of spirit’. You are not particularly
poor in the literal sense in the Oxford area—I guess there are many poorer
than you. You have what you need, but you must be ‘non-attached’; and
that is a transcultural value which has to be understood as such. And I
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think we are making progress along that way.

So there has to be more prayer in the monastic life, fewer cultural
accretions from the past, and a deepening of the essential transcultural
values. This must apply in all areas of the life, in prayer, the exercise of
authority, faith, culture. What does human nature teach us about the
successive historical projections? For instance, the image of authority
according to the Roman family, the feudal family, the Victorian family?
We all tend to project, but we have to discern—and discernment will set
us free.

THE QUESTION OF SILENCE

Another danger one sees is an excessive emphasis on silence. As the spiri-
tual father is a mixture of Zen master, Buddhist monk, Hindu swami and
Freudian psychoanalyst, so the new form of silence is a mixture of Zen
sitting, yoga and a mythical Athonite silence! You cannot impose external
silence on people whohave not the grace, the temperamentor the necessary
preparation for it. It may work for a couple of years but after that you
will have mental cases. In every area there are dangers, so it is as well to
know. Silence is good, but it is not God.

The Passion narrative in the New Testament includes three very impor-
tant words: Jesus was silent. That is where we have to get to; it is not
simply a question of practices and observances. There is a contrast in these
words with philosophical ideas, especially Greek philosophical ideas which
were contemporary with the Gospels and in which there was a great
emphasis on a kind of silence, silence as secrecy: I know; you don’t know.
There is nothing of that in Christianity. St James has some practical and
down to earth advice about the right use of words that is exactly as a
Buddhist might have put it—which points again to those transcultural
human values. The work of the Incarnation is to assume those human
values and to transform them, to give them a new content. Jesus did not
command us not to speak: he taught us the right use of speech—just be
careful when you speak. And in early monasticism talking had a place, as
we know from the Sayings of the Fathers. They needed to spell out what
they thought, and because they did not have the right words they had to
make words to help one another to express what they thought about God
the Father and God the Son and God the Holy Spirit. I think they talked
quite a lot! So too, in the Rule of St Benedict, we find a very strong
formula: ‘A monk should never speak for any purpose.’ But later on he
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says: ‘During Lent let us stint ourselves of . . . jesting’, which must mean
that out of Lent they did joke—in Lent a bit less! All that is human.

Last year I gave a paper on ‘Silence and Speech’—two fashionable topics
today: silence, with a certain exaggeration on silence, and speech, with all
the disciplines related to linguistics. In it I stressed the need for a theo-
logical approach and a monastic view of realities, and also that we have to
start from an anthropology of speaking. St Bernard says: ‘To speak is part
of being; I need to speak. I am a speaking animal, even if I have to speak to
myself as to another.” And he notes how frequently in the Psalms we say:
‘Bless the Lord, O my soul’, and, ‘Why, my soul, are you sad?’ I speak to
myself as to another which shows that I need the mediation of words to
express myself in the presence of God and to speak to him. It is a sign that
I am not yet totally unified: I have to speak to myself as to another. There
is always this need for words, for mediation. Then, St Bernard goes on, in
heaven there will be no need for words; there will be perfectsilence. That
will be our perfection then, but now it is our dignity to speak.

Man is the only animal that speaks, so we need to have a positive
approach to speech both in prayer and in charity. This means first of all
accepting speech and making normal use of words; then out of that I
think we see the limitation of words. We can never express the mystery of
God or our encounter with him. There is a moment when words have to
cease. That is the moment of silent prayer, and that is why it is important
to reflect on the silence of Jesus, what was called in a very striking article
in the Indian Journal of Theology, ‘The Awe-Inspiring Reality of Christ’s
Silence’.

I think it is both his dialogue with God and his moments of silence that
we have to share with Jesus. At certain moments, when Jesus spoke to
God, God was silent. That is our concern: the silence of God. And out of
this silence God manifests himself progressively, as we see in Clement of
Alexandria and other Fathers: the Word is spoken and the world is created;
the Word is revealed to Abraham—‘Abraham saw my day and rejoiced’;
finally the Word is made flesh and becomes our Salvation. Now Salvation
required that there be moments of silence in which God did not answer.
What really did happen at that moment of awe-inspiring silence in the
Passion of Jesus? It was not just absence of words. When we are young we
are taught not to speak out of turn. That is a negative—though necessary—
thing. Silence is not not to speak; silence is to speak with God. It is a
presence, a fullness of consent, of obedience, of adoration, of thanks-
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giving. This silence is a full silence.

We have these moments of awe-inspiring silence in our own lives, and
we have to tell our newcomers that there will be moments in which God
does not answer, moments when everything has to be held, as it had to
be for Jesus. ‘Father, everything is possible for you’—and the Father did
not intervene. That is part of our contemplative life, and anyone who has
never experienced the silence of God has not known what it is to be close
to God. We have to accept that, and we can go through it because Jesus
went through it, and we are sure. At the same time that Jesus said on the
cross: ‘Father, why do you abandon me?’ he could also say: ‘Into your
hands I commit my spirit.’

There can be no risen speech without a death of speech, and we some-
times have to accept dying even to the point of being incapable of speak-
ing to God. Just to be there, like a beast as the Psalm says, without an
answer, but simply keeping on, persevering. Patience, stability, patientia,
stabilitas, not to leave—this is the vocabulary of martyrdom, and it all
belongs to the monastic tradition and occurs in the Rule of St Benedict. It
is out of this that we can prepare people to understand and accept the
silence of God.

There is also the aspect of silence in pastoral care. There are those
today who think that in the pastoral colloguium, the dialogue of spiritual
counselling, they have to have an answer for everything—the more they
speak the more the person will be helped. Not at all; sometimes pastoral
dialogue consists in listening together. Being silent I listen to you. Perhaps
I have no answer for your question, but let us pray together and listen to
the Lord. We need to be educated in this use of silence in all our relations
with people, sharing with them the benefits of our monastic vocation.

CONCLUSION

What is monastic life? Essentially it is a prayer life—and everything else
other people do better. If we want to be monks and nuns let us organise
our life in order to pray. But let us also share our prayer life. Prayer and
contemplative life are not private property which we own and dominate
and conceal. They are to be shared with others. I was glad a few weeks ago
to see our new Pope, who is such a vigorous person, emphasising this and
taking it a step further during his visit to Mexico. To be a contemplative,
he said, does not mean to be cut off from the world. Within the contemp-
lative vision you have to contribute to the work of evangelisation, and
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support it, each generation inventing new forms. So monastic life is a
life of prayer, and the monastery is a house of prayer for all people. Any
community is determined by its environment, by the number of people it
has and the state they are at (formation, training and so forth), and each
community has to decide to what extent and with whom to share. It is the
absolute value we place on prayer which is what the world expects from
monasticism. All of which presupposes that we have a theology of prayer
and really believe that prayer will change the world. Do we believe it or
not? I think we have to believe it.

Father Jean Leclercq OSB entered the Benedictine abbey of Clervaux in
Luxembourg in 1928. He is the foremost historian of monasticism in the
Middle Ages at the present time, a prolific writer of articles and books,
among the latter being The Love of Learning and the Desire for God, and
the principal editor of the definitive edition in eight volumes o f the comp-
lete works of St Bernard. A fellow monk, Dom Louis Leloir, has written of
him: ‘The teaching asked of him and the visits to monasteries entrusted
to him have led him to concern himself with the problems of renewal in
the contemplative life. He seeks to clarify them by using both his know-
ledge of the past and a keen and daring sense regarding the needs of the
present time and the orientations of the new world which are evolving.’

CONTINUED FROMP. 44

a society where the Pict is well able to look after himself. But while never
concealing where his own heart lies, Martin Reith is eirenic, forward-
looking and, above all, friendly. He shares with the reader what are to him
most important and wonderful—the absorbing love of God, and his beauty
mirrored in the hills and water and human beings of his native land. For
its warmth, sound teaching, charm of presentation and keen spirituality,
Beyond the Mountains can be unreservedly recommended.

SISTER ISABEL MARY SLG
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THE SHIP, THE SAILOR AND THE VOYAGE

An Address given by Father Norry McCurry at the Clothing of
‘ Novice Rachael Theresa of the Peace of God
Vespers of St Thérése of Lisieux—1 October 1979

Cycling up the hill from Bede House last Friday, and seeing fruit on trees,
fruit bottled, fruit on plates, I thought of the children’s jingle when you
count stones:

Oxford don, Cambridge blue,

Soldier, sailor, airman true.

Portly parson, squire so hale,

Wealthy merchant, take the veil.
And I began to wonder if any of these professions could be ‘paired’, as the
politicians say, with the Clothing of Novice Rachael Theresa of the Peace
of God. Oxford don—well, you’re a brainy lot! Cambridge blue—your new
novice has skills in jujitsu! The ‘airman true’ obviously has connections
with Michaelmas and the hosts of angels and would be very appropriate.
But, to tell the truth, I'm not keen on going up in the air, whereas I do feel
in my element at sea, just as I think Novice Rachael Theresa feels in her
element in this Community. She has spent much of her time in Liverpool—
you can tell it by her voice—so she must have been brought up to the
sound of ships’ blasts and foghorns and shipyard gantries. And I was
brought up in Belfast, so Liverpool was the gateway to England, and when
we came over, I would be on the upper deck, as the ship nosed its way up
the Mersey, waiting to find England. Down below in the cabin would be
my mother and my aunt. We settled in the Iffley Road in 1931—almost on
your doorstep—and my aunt, born ten years after St Thérése, knew the
Martin family in Lisieux. So the experience of coming alongside in a ship
in England, the throbbing of the engines turning to silence, the Liverpool
accents on the landing stage, all that is very evocative for me, and I must
share with you the image of ‘the ship, the sailor and the voyage’.

Novice Rachael Theresa has come by a long route to reach this stage in
her life, and herend isher beginning. The voyageis a voyage of adventure—
the greatest adventure of all. The ship experience suggests to me three
pictures. The first is letting go. When the ship is all set to start on a voyage,
the Blue Peter is hoisted, which means ‘all visitors ashore!’, and the dock-
yard men stand on the jetty beside the bollards ready to slip the great
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manilla ropes. When the order is given they slip these great ropes and
from the focsle for’ard and the quarterdeck aft men shout, ‘All gone
for’ard!” ‘All gone aft!’, and the ship moves away from the jetty—she is
under way.

It isn’t, it seems to me, hard to apply this experience of letting go to
Rachael Theresa’s entry into your Community. The likenesses come
tumbling out. She is detaching herself from the world, and yet she is con-
nected to the world. She is committing herself to a life in God without the
props which most of us rely on. For casting off is not just a matter of
leaving familiar shores; it is entrusting yourself to the deep. ‘Our hearts are
restless until they find rest in you.’ Here is a writer talking about the artist’s
vision, and I think it applies to the Christian and the contemplative:

What is necessary first for visionary power is an undaunted appetite for
liveliness; to be among the active elements of the world and to love
what they do to you, to love ‘to work and to be wrought upon’; to be
‘alive to all thatis enjoyed and all that is endured’; to have the loneliness
and courage to take in not only joy but dismay and fear and pain as
modes of being without bolting for comfort or obscuring them by social
chatter. (A. King, Wordsworth and the Artist’s Vision)

So Rachael Theresa is joining a community, in naval terms she is in
company, she is to keep station—the second picture. This practice at sea of
keeping station is helpful, though strenuous, and requires considerable
attention. Of course, it’s hard to live in a community, just as it’s hard to
live in the wardroom of a ship or the staffroom of a school, or in a family.
But, as men are at sea, here you are together, and there’s no night off.

Thirdly, there is the purpose of the voyage, the tradition, the royal
road—for there is a rule of the road at sea.

Whither, O splendid ship, thy white sails crowding,
Leaning across the bosom of the urgent West,
That fearest nor sea rising, nor sky clouding . . .

(Robert Bridges)
Many of us are at sixes and sevens; we have little discipline and live in a
world where it is hard to be faithful to our God. In parish life, for instance,
you find that you are generally helping people but you aren’t helping them
with clarity. Your teaching isn’t good, you haven’t got it mapped out, you
are not properly equipped with charts. You feel sometimes like the Bellman
in The Hunting of the Snark, who was the Captain in that heroic ballad:
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He had bought a large map representing the sea,
Without the least vestige of land;

And the crew were much pleased when they found it to be
A map they could all understand.

‘Other maps are such shapes, with their islands and capes!
But we’ve got our brave Captain to thank!

(So the crew would protest) ‘that he’s bought us the best—
A perfect and absolute blank!’

This was charming, no doubt: but they shortly found out
That the Captain they trusted so well

Had only one notion for crossing the ocean,
And that was to tingle his bell . . .

But the principal failing occurred in the sailing,
And the Bellman, perplexed and distressed,

Said he had hoped, at least, when the wind blew due East
That the ship would not travel due West!

We are often like this in parishes, and we look to you, the communities,
to have the charts, and it is here at this Clothing one is aware that the
charts are there and the course plotted.

And so you are being launched, Novice Rachael Theresa of the Peace of
God. You are being given peace, and those who love you will find peace.
The sea may be calm at the moment, but we have no reason to take it for
granted that it will continue placid, so perhaps you should be praying for
stability, that great monastic quality, and you can apply this to your
voyage. If you look at the icon behind me, the great Rublev icon which
shows three Angels representing the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit,
you will see that although they are perfectly in repose and quiet they are
also in ecstasy. (This thought is from a French article which Sister Mary
Teresa translated and wrote out for me.) This is what Gregory of Nyssa
must mean when he says it is one of the paradoxes that stability and
movement are the same thing.

Look out of the port-holes. We are under way. Please God you will
soon feel strong enough and confident enough to offer your vocation for
those who have not received a vision or ever guessed what such a voyage
as yours could ever be all about. For that is the course followed by the
French saint whose name you have taken.
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PROMISING WEAKNESSES

" A homily given at the Profession in Life Vows of
Sr Rosemary of Gethsemane and Sr Helen Columba of the Holy Spirit
on the Feast of All Saints 1979 by the

BISHOP OF BUCKINGHAM

How happy are the poor in spirit; theirs is the kingdom of heaven.

There are two forms of spiritual poverty, obviously, and the first is the
chief characteristic of our Church at this time. On all sides there is a
recognition of our plight and the cry goes up for renewal. It comes in
many shapes and forms—and all are to be welcomed. Only in the night
comes the question: Could not the very attempt itself be a sympton of
the disease? But the spiritual poverty is real. The word of the Lord is
scarce in these days; there is no open vision. So what of the enclosed
vision?

As you will know, a party of Anglican religious had an audience with
the Pope earlier this year and he is reported to have said to them: ‘The
religious life is the radical pursuit of the Beatitudes.” ‘How happy are the
poor in spirit; theirs is the kingdom of heaven.’

I do not know by what arcane processes you elect Sisters into life pro-
fession. I do not know what criteria you adopt. I strongly suspect I am a
vicim of the ‘hazelnut syndrome’ and assume that you are all really Lady
Julians or St Teresas! What actually are you looking for? What I do know
is that when a man goes to an ACCM selection conference the sort of

report that comes back is: ‘Recommended for the priesthood . .. A well-
developed prayer life’, or ‘This man has some promising strengths’. One
day a bishop received a different report: ‘Recommended . . . has some

promising weaknesses.’

It is my hope and prayer, Sister Rosemary of Gethsemane and Sister
Helen Columba of the Holy Spirit, that you have some ‘promising weak-
nesses’. ‘The religious life is the radical pursuit of the Beatitudes.” ‘How
blest are those who know their need of God.” ‘My grace is all you need;
power comes to its full strength in weakness.’
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OUR LIBERATION FROM FEAR
A homily given at Fairacres on Advent Sunday 1979 (Year C)

JOHN CULLEN

When I was working with a counselling agency in New Zealand we were
reminded again and again by our supervisors that the two states of feeling
human beings have the greatest difficulty in coping with are anger and fear.
And I was frequently told that Christians seem to have an even greater
difficulty with them than most! In the middle-class value-system most of
us are familiar with—even if we don’t happen to subscribe to it—anger is a
sign of loss of control, an explosion of wilfulness, and is generally regarded
as socially unacceptable. But fear, described in the expository notes to the
Proper of today’s Mass as ‘the most crippling of all emotions’, is something
most people are afraid of and more than a little embarrassed by. But
Christians often find themselves in an even worse situation because they
are ashamed of their fears, and so compound the problem by adding
guilt to it. What does it mean, then, to speak of ‘our liberation from fear’—
the title of today’s Liturgy?

There are,indeed, many things in life and in the world to make us afraid:
the volatile nature of international politics, social instability, the frenetic
paceof so much of life, giving rise to tensions and breakdowns or breakups.
But all of these are fears aroused by things external to us. Are we also,
perhaps, aware of a deeper unease, an awareness that ‘we lack integrity
because we are afraid to be ourselves’, as the Missal puts it? I wonder if
religious feel the same tensions, sometimes, that priests, or rather that I as
a priest feel, when I become aware that I am playing the role of someone’s
stereotype of me as a ‘good priest’ at the expense of my true self? The two
are not always the same! Do you feel as uneasy as I do when the person
God has made you to be is not the person who comes across to others?
Does the habit you wear, or the name you have taken, or the office you
bear, sometimes allure you to be someone other than the person God has
made you tobe? Do you feel as uneasy as I do when I hear people referring
to someone as a ‘true Mirfield Father’, ‘a model All Saints nun’, ‘an ideal
Sister of the Love of God’ or ‘the epitome of what a good Cuddesdon man
should be’? Perhaps your enclosure protects you from being beguiled by
such insidious pressures. But even the expectations of others within a com-
munity can give us cause to fear being caught out as the selves we really
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are. And such fear can easily lead us to hide, to lock ourselves away, to
keep our true selves ‘safe’.

Is it stretching the exegesis too far to apply to this paralysed state our
Lord’s teaching that whoever would save his life will lose it? For haven’t we
thereby thought to gain the whole world, or at least the world’s approval,
but in the process actually forfeited ourselves? We’ve sold ourselves for a
facade, and the irony is, the more we try to fight the fear the greater the
hold it seems to have over us. And we find ourselves locked, we become
impervious, we can’t get out and others can’t get in. And so with St Paul I
cry out, ‘Who will deliver me from this state of death? What I need, what
I long for, is someone to affirm the real me, as and where I am. But I need
to be convinced, I need to be reassured, and only love can do that, a love
that will surrender itself and share my vulnerability, a love that will help
me surrender my anxiety, a love that will enable me to surrender myself.

Such a love, thank God, can be mediated to us incarnate in our brothers
and sisters of the human family. But for those of us who have had a taste
of that gracious love incarnate, the longing goes on and we seem to be
driven further, to seek Love itself—no, it must be personal— Love Himself.
As Simone Weil puts it in her Waiting on God, ‘there is an incompleteness
and pain about aesthetic love because its object are things which are
incapable of saying ““yes”, of surrendering.’ Ultimately we long to love the
beauty of the world in the form of a living, responding being, and this is
essentially the longing for the Incarnation. And it is there I find at last that
perfect love which casts out fear, the love of which George Herbert wrote:

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back,
Guiltie of dust and sinne.

But quick-ey’d Love, observing me grow slack
From my first entrance in,

Drew to me, sweetly questioning,
If I lacked anything.

A guest, I answered, worthy to be here:
Love said, You shall be he . ..

You must sit down, sayes Love, and taste my meat:
So I did sit and eat.

And so today we celebrate our ‘liberation from fear’ by sitting and
eating at Love’s table—partaking of Love Himself, Love who is Emmanuel,
and who becomes Emmanuel again in us.
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A MEETING IN SARAGOSSA

Some impressions and reflections

A. M. ALLCHIN

FROM THE TIME when I arrived in Saragossa on 3 October for the Eighth
International Mariological Congress, a meeting which was followed by the
Fifteenth International Marian Congress (the second event being a more
popular sequel to the first, which had a more academic character), things
never went altogether as I expected them to do. Coming to Saragossa by
car with two friends, we tried to follow the instructions we had received
which told us (in Latin) that our Congress was to be held in the Technical
University ‘a little outside the city walls’. Having lost ourselves in the back
of a large warehouse, we eventually discovered that our destination was
some miles further out, on the very outskirts of the city!

Once arrived we found ourselves part of a large, multi-national and
multi-lingual meeting organised by the International Marian Pontifical
Academy in Rome. It was instructive to be in a gathering where English
was by no means the predominant language. Spanish itself, Portuguese,
Italian, French, German, Polish and Croatian were all used in the activities
of the different sections of the Congress. The presence of the Eastern
European Catholic nations was particularly impressive. Both Poland and
Croatia were powerfully represented. Striking too was the presence of
Latin America. One became strongly aware of the other America, Catholic
by culture and religion, Spanish and Portuguese by language.

Our days during the Congress soon became very full. There was a com-
plex programme of lectures, discussions and communications. Problems
arose over the timetable because some of the chairmen of the sessions
seemed reluctant to let questions of time intervene into the study of
eternity. I had heard that in Spain it was the custom to eat late in the eve-
ning and we found that this was indeed the case. On one occasion a mag-
nificent orchestral concert started at 10.30 p.m. and took us well into the
next day. On Sunday we made a whole day expedition, notable for our
visit to the historic mountain town of Daroca, and for a princely banquet
given at midday by the authorities of the province—an impressive and
interesting example of the collaboration of Church and State. The scholarly
work of the first Congress was supported by the prayers and interest of the
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people of Aragon, whose continuing devotion became still more evident
in the second Marian Congress which followed our meeting. One was
conscious of a remarkable conjunction of popular piety with a learned
international gathering.

It is commonly thought that there are few areas which cause more
difficulty in terms of ecumenical relations than those of Marian doctrine
and devotion, and there is some truth in this. Therefore it seemed all the
more remarkable that those of us who had been invited to take part in the
Congress who were not Roman Catholics were treated with the greatest
courtesy and warmth, and found that our views were given very serious
attention. Even though we were a small group, two Orthodox, three Angli-
cans, three Lutherans and three Reformed, the ecumenical declaration
which we drafted in collaboration with a group of Roman Catholic col-
leagues was given considerable prominence in the concluding sessions of
the Mariological Congress. It was at least a token of the fact that thisisa
subject on which Christians can talk together, can find matter for agree-
ment in sometimes surprising places, and are, it seems, becoming aware
that they have need of one another.

My own general impression of the conference was one of a mingled
delight and bewilderment. I was delighted to discover again how seriously
the Roman Catholic Church takes the manifestations of popular religion.
There is less of a gulf between feeling, enthusiasm, popular devotion on
the one side and systematic theological and historical study on the other
than in all our traditions which have been influenced by the sixteenth-
century Reformation. Head and heart are not so deeply divided. On the
other hand I could not help feeling a certain bewilderment before the
development of ways of prayer and worship, of ways of approach to the
faith and its propagation, in which my own Church has had little or no
share, and which at times seem very closely linked to unfamiliar cultural
and social traditions. This is only to say that there are large areas here that,
as an Anglican, I still need to explore and understand.

In particular I could not help but feel that here was an area in which
something decisive has happened in the West in the last four or five cen-
turies. I am thinking especially of the various Marian appearances which
have taken place, most notably of course in France in the nineteenth
century at Lourdes and La Salette, but also in our own century at Fatima
in Portugal. The attention of the whole Christian world had been drawn to
Ireland in the days immediately preceding our Congress, and so we had
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also been reminded of the importance of the shrine at Knock which com-
memorates another and less well known nineteenth-century appearance of
our Lady. In Saragossa, however, our attention was particularly focussed
on the greatest of the New World appearances of our Lady, commemorated
in Mexico at the Shrine of Our Lady of Guadelupe. In one of the outstand-
ing lectures of the Congress the French scholar and writer, Father René
Laurentin, spoke of the extraordinary nature of the original events in the
first part of the sixteenth century, of the continuing influence of the
shrine and its pilgrimages on the history of Mexico through the succeeding
centuries, and of the most interesting research work being carried out at
the present time into the origins of the shrine and of the detailed investiga-
tion of the cloak on which the original image is printed—a piece of scientific
detective work which in some ways parallels the investigations into the
Turin Shroud.

Now it is important to underline that nothing about these appearances
is ‘of faith’ for a Roman Catholic; that is to say, that nothing about them
has to be believed as of necessity for salvation. It is possible to have doubts
about them all, though some have been and are much more openly con-
tested than others. But even when all allowance is made for a healthy
agnosticism on the part of church authorities, it does not seem possible to
deny that such events as the original appearances—however we interpret
them—together with the whole sequence of cult and pilgrimage which has
followed from them, have profoundly influenced the character and quality
of Catholic life over large areas of the globe. To me, indeed, it would seem
that we could speak of events which have their place within the history of
salvation, not in the sense that they modify or enlarge the original reve-
lation given in the Incarnation, death and Resurrection of the Lord, but in
the sense that they bring near to us Jesus and his Mother as living persons
at work now in the spread of the Gospel, intimately involved in the lives
of each one of us.

When I say that this is an area largely unknown to Anglicans I do not
mean to say that it is wholly unknown. The renewed vitality of the pilgrim-
age to Walsingham, the site of a much earlier appearance of our Lady, has
touched many of us. More recently the restoration of the pilgrimage to
Haddington in Scotland has shown again the unexpected possibilities of
new life which are hidden in ancient holy places. Mary’s presence and
prayer make themselves known in many ways. If we turn to the Eastern
Churches we hear similar stories. The events which took place at Tinos in
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1821, and which gave rise to the great pilgrimage centre there, are intim-
ately linked with the Greek war of independence and with the whole
revival of the Greek nation. Within the last twelve years the appearances of
Mary at a church on the outskirts of Cairo have played their part in the
amazing resurgence of life in the Coptic Church of Egypt. Such manifesta-
tions of our Lady seem often to herald movements of renewal in Churches
and peoples.

There is much here that requires further thought and understanding.
While from the side of the Reformation we may recognize that we have
lost immeasurably in the almost total silence about Mary which has
descended on the world of Protestantism, it is inevitable we should feel
that on the Catholic and Orthodox side exaggerated and foolish credulities
have not altogether been avoided. There are proportions and balances
which need to be rediscovered, and which perhaps require the putting
together of apparently antithetical points of view if they are to be truly
re-established. The concern of the members of the Mariological Congress
to hear what their non-Roman brethren had to say itself suggested an
awareness that this might be the case.

The development both in Great Britain and the United States of the
work of the Ecumenical Society of the Blessed Virgin Mary has shown that
this is a place indeed where there are unsuspected possibilities of new
vision and insight, when old fears and suspicions are abandoned, and
separated Christians come together to seek from God fresh understanding
of his ways. Realising—not for the first time—at Saragossa the size and
strength of the Marian phenomenon, I was struck by the fact that the
quiet work of such bodies as the Ecumenical Society may well have a
significance which goes far beyond our own shores, and indeed far beyond
the English-speaking world. As the deeply felt and deeply reflected Marian
devotion of Pope John Paul II reminds us, we are dealing here with some-
thing which lies close to the heart of the whole reality of the Church and
of our life in Christ.
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THE BREAKING OF NATIONS

SISTER ISABEL MARY SLG

AT THE TURN of the last century Bishop Mandell Creighton could say,
with Hooker, ‘Church and State are the same thing seen from different
points of view’. The years 1914-1918 were probably the last critical period
in British history in which this statement held good.

The Church of England and the First World War by Alan Wilkinson* is
about the struggle of our Church to act and speak as the spiritual leader of
the nation during a crisis of the most brutal novelty. Alan Wilkinson’s
immense researches have enabled him to do justice to a great range of
modulation in the voices of the leading churchmen of the time. Indeed, so
thickly sown is the text with quotations, references and the summarised
arguments of sermons, addresses and committee reports, that it is quite
easy to miss the occasional interpolation of the author’s own views.

The result is a picture of the Church not leading the nation, but acting
and thinking in parallel with it, passing successively through the same
phases and moods, from exultant idealism through violent shock and mass
bereavementon to a desperate attempt to salvage from a war of such appal-
ling rapacity some shreds of vindication and hope. In the course of this
movement we see also the national solidarity, so suddenly and deceptively
apparent in the crowded recruiting stations and packed churches of 1914,
gradually breaking down under the pressure of events. As the experience
of the fighting forces alienated them from the attitudes not only of the
government and military staff but from the civilian public as well, the
Church, dwindling almost visibly in influence, struggled to maintain the
moral and spiritual commitment to an armed conflict which, if it was no
longer either a glorious lark or the Holy War so serenely proclaimed by the
Bishop of London, was at any rate a grimly ineluctable fact.

The Church’s part in the war seems, from this amply documented
survey, to have been chiefly vocal. And there can be no doubt of the
passionate sincerity of those who were called upon, or felt impelled, to
rally, interpret and exhort. Bishops, whose personal experience was as
innocent of blood as of profanity or lice, toiled with the lifelong discipline
of men who did not know the meaning of laziness to wrestle with God’s
purpose and the nation’s duty. Baffled, heavy-hearted, but never at a
loss for words, they spoke up in the Lords, wrote to the leading papers,
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preached the Gospel, organised missions, devised ritual ‘containers’ for
grief and remembrance, put up with criticism, planned for the future and
occasionally uttered prophecy. Never again, one feels, reading this spate of
ecclesiastical utterance, would they be so busy. The Archbishop of Canter-
bury had, by the end of the war, won an international reputation for
sagacity and moderation, as well as (among the leading politicians for
whose views he had sometimes a naive respect) the nickname ‘God’s own
butler’. Randall Davidson, however, could always be sure of commanding
the attention of Asquith and Lloyd George (unlike Temple or Fisher who,
during the Second World War, were to see very little of Churchill).
Between the Church leaders at home and the armies in the field there
was an important line of communication. More than half the chaplains at
the front were Anglicans and their role in the war is a major theme of this
book. Chaplains varied much and no doubt the best of them were as
individually unsung as the men they served. But their number included, as
well as conspicuous heroes, some discerning and deeply troubled spirits. At
first C. of E. chaplains were more or less under orders to confine themselves
to the dressing stations well behind the lines, a limitation which severely
damaged their ‘image’ even after it was removed, under pressure, in 1915.
But once they were allowed to move freely up to the front line and had
tasted the quality of life under those ‘slits of dangerous daylight’ together
with the soldiers confronting the embattled rats, the unburied limbs and
the unhated enemy, they were faced with the fact that nothing in their
experience or training had prepared them for such a ministry as trench
warfare demanded. Entrusted with the thankless task of ‘peddling un-
marketable C.of E. wares, lacking the professionalism, the sacramental
resources and, at first, the mobility of their socially humbler Roman
Catholic counterparts, the Anglican chaplains were driven back on re-
sources of personality. Hence a number of outstanding names survive—
Studdert Kennedy, Clayton, Hardy, Groser, Barry—of priests whose
humanity rather than their role made them memorable. The far-seeing
Oswin Creighton, the Talbot brothers, Donald Hankey, all enjoying ready
access to people in high places, performed an invaluable service by writing
home letters which told the terrible truth about the war and the blunt
truth about the Church with a pungent self-criticism that was already look-
ing beyond the numbing loss of life ‘to the absolute necessity of the post-
war world, to re-negotiate life on fresh terms’. Those chaplains, however,
who had only cigarettes and bonhomie to offer, were written off by the
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troops as harmless asses, neither physically combatant nor pastorally effec-
tive. The typical chaplain, writes Wilkinson, quoting from the war memoirs
of C.E.Montague,

‘so often overdid his jolly implied disclaimers of any compromising con-
nections with kingdoms not of this world. For one thing, he was, for
the taste of people versed in carnage, a shade too fussily bloodthirsty . ..
Had the parsons really nothing to say about the noisome mess in which
the good old world seemed to be floundering?’ During the war there
were many embers of religious experience about, only waiting for the
sensitive interpreter to fan them into flame . . . The soldiers lingered
around ‘the uncrossed threshold of religion’. ‘They were prepared and
expectant’. But [when] ... the typical chaplain came on the scene . ..
‘the shy and uncouth muse of our savage theology unfolded her wings
and flew away. Once more the talk was all footer and rations and
scragging the Kaiser and how the Hun would walk a bit lame after the
last knock he had got. Very nice too, in its way. And yet there had
been a kind of savour about the themes that had now shambled back in
confusion before the clerical onset, into their twilight lairs in the souls
of individual laymen . ..” (pp.117f.)

The troops were often described as ‘inarticulate’, but then a class-
distinctive, boys’ world idiom, lacking the resources to match another’s
anguish or joy, is itself a special form of dumbness. Some chaplains ob-
served in the troops an innate reverence for the clergy but, reading the
poetry and memoirs which most vividly evoke the experience of those
years, one suspects that young men faced with imminent extinction were
often in the throes of emotions—not only of fear—too strong and secret
ever to be confided to the padre. Chaplains, like others, could be awed and
humbled by flashes of beauty in the character and conduct of the roughest
without, apparently, relating them to the ineffaceable image which each
man carried within him. Others were genuinely puzzled to find that men
who blasphemed and frequented brothels were capable of tenderness and
of chivalry under fire. In A Study of Silent Minds, written out of his war
experience, K. E.Kirk, later Bishop of Oxford and a distinguished theo-
logian, argued for the capacity of working class lads for a richer and livelier
response to life, and perhaps even to art, as it were in spite of their natural
drawbacks and social disadvantages rather than because of their divine
potential. Certainly the pastoral insights and discoveries of the Church at
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the front seem to have owed little to any patristic doctrine of image and
likeness, far less to that of deification, of which it is probably true to say
that before the Russian emigration few had heard, although its evidence
was all around them in the power of human nature to glorify, by the
simplest and humblest gestures, conditions of unexampled wretchedness
and slaughter.

Perhaps this failure to recognise Christ in the trenches was simply a
feature of the general inadequacy and complacency of the wartime Church.
In the important chapter on ‘Faith and War’ Wilkinson attempts to show
how ‘the three major modes of thought in the nineteenth century—Roman-
ticism, Liberalism and Evangelicalism, together with their counterparts in
the Church of England—were all weighed in the balance between 1914 and
1918 and found wanting. Ample evidence is adduced to support the
assertion but, here again, it is the reflections of men like Oswin Creighton,
who lived and died in the battle line, that speak more directly to the reader
than the grapplings of academic minds with the problem of evil:

I sometimes feel inclined to wonder why God hides himself so inscru-
tably from our experience. Or is it that the Church has taught us for so
long to look for him in the wrong places? . . . No one here thinks at all,
but they rub along and learn a lot about human nature and lose a great
deal that is false in their judgements and standards. They learn how rot-
ten conventions are and what a lot of bunkum we have allowed ourselves
to swallow . . . It is as though we had been violently seasick and were
getting to the stage of feeling very empty and ravenously hungry . . .1
don’t quite know where I find things that stand the test. (p-237)

In spite of purveying to most people the image of a disapproving other-
worldliness the Church was, on the whole, obstinate in its belief that the
kingdom of God could be built on earth by the united efforts of men of
goodwill. While it preached the transitoriness of all things it clung to a
concrete social embodiment of its ideal and, though fiercely critical of its
own failures in many spheres of national and international life, it ignored
the cardinal failure of all historic Churches that have compromised with
and even connived at the politics of ambition. In a moral climate where
both sides were convinced of the justice of their cause—both sides spoke of
‘a sacred springtime’ and ‘the glittering white pinnacle of sacrifice’—the
attempt fairly and squarely to lay the blame on one pair of shoulders
became a barren exercise. Certainly hatred of the Germans did not survive
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the ordinary soldier’s experience of the front.

And yet a steady supply of hatred was essential to the war effort, and
so while the troops increasingly despised and resented the whole propa-
ganda machine that condemmed them to blow and be blown to bits at the
rate of thousands a day across a contested strip of mud, the moderating
voice of the Church was too faint and fluctuating to sound a note of
authoritative protest. The Church had not sold out to the Establishment,
it was the Establishment and thus came under the same condemnation as
‘the old man’ who chose to kill ‘half the seed of Europe one by one’ rather
than ‘offer the ram of pride’.

Indeed the author of this book finds the most powerful critique of the
Church not in its own heart-searchings but in the singular stream of litera-
ture which came directly out of the First World War, and more especially
in the poetry of Wilfred Owen. The critique is incidental for Owen is not
really concerned with the Church of England. His themes, ‘War and the
Pity of War’, are older than Jeremiah and Euripides but they are elaborated
by a mind steeped since childhood in the language of the Authorised
Version and equipped with the technical skill and the inspiration to deploy
its echoes with a piercing contemporaneity. Such poetry has helped to
create the myth of ‘the War that is called Great’ as a self-contained object
of memory and a power-house of imagination, even though it was in fact
only the first act in a still unfinished twentieth-century tragedy. Menelaus
is said to have repudiated Helen after the fall of Troy, and Ezra Pound in
1920 summed up the cause for which a ‘myriad were slain’ as ‘An old
bitch gone in the teeth, a botched civilization’.

The Church of England was never free even to look steadily at such a
terrible admission about the war. The loss or ruin of eight million lives
must be made good, must be justified by a better world of fairer deals,
purer conduct, wider vision, fuller churches. Politically and socially en-
feebled it managed to remain firmly tethered to the State. Kirk had pre-
dicted that chaplains returning from the war would never again be able to
settle in the old grooves and Milner-White declared his inability ever to
rejoice again whole-heartedly in the beauty of Anglican worship. Wilkinson
comments that the subsequent careers of both men ‘indicate the ways in
which the Church of England can neutralize radical aspirations’.

And yet this book is never censorious. Though the final impression is
one of a great opportunity lost, a titanic event misconstrued, the author
does not overlook instances of courage and realism in individuals like
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Edward Lyttelton and R.H. Tawney who publicly refused to subscribe to
the false apocalyptic that glorified the war and clamoured for a vindictive
peace. He recognizes what was excellent in the leadership of the Church as
a whole: Randall Davidson’s thankless championship of conscientious
objectors; the swiftness and grace with which the Bishop of Winchester re-
sumed ecumenical relations with old German friends; the passion for social
justice and radical Church reforms which inspired the Life and Liberty
Movement in the bitter aftermath of the war; and the tireless ministry of
parish priests to the bereaved.
In the Introduction Wilkinson writes:

To the Christian the Church is both more glorious and more scandalous
than to those who see it only from outside . .. [If it is true of] the
‘moral’ statesman [that] he plays a ‘tragic’ role, deserves our compassion
and needs our prayers . . . it is also true of the Church. When we look at
the Church in the first war we have the right and the duty to be critical.
But we have no superiority of achievement to parade . . . We, with little
idealism or optimism left either to inspire or delude us, are kept alive
by a balance of terror . . .

And if that precarious balance were at any moment lost, would the Church
be better prepared for a war even more featureless and desolate than that
of 1914-1918? For then at least it was still possible, in spite of the stock-
yard management of the armies, to see war in terms of human conflict,
patient of 2 human resolution:

I am the enemy you killed, my friend.

I knew you in this dark: for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed.
I parried; but my hands were loath and cold.
Let us sleep now . . .

In a future war there may be no Church of England—or of anywhere
else—to take its stand and plan its strategy. And when Christ must suffer,
still incognito, but now at the hands of calm operatives, dealing death,
perhaps from the other side of the globe or beyond it, what role will there
be for the ministers and stewards of his Gospel? Perhaps only that which
belongs to all who are in Christ, for whom faith is not adherence to a set
of beliefs, stiffening itself against the oncoming waves of tribulation, but
rather a living companionship in the kingdom and patience and tribulation
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of Jesus. A false eschatology which looks to the end as to a ‘static ter-
minus’ will always be able to identify its enemy with the Beast, the Whore
or some other apocalyptic image, but the members of Christ’s body, those
who allow him the freedom of their own bodies, lives and circumstances
for the extension of his kingdom and his peace, have no enemies and do
not accuse. For by constituting his Church not as an organisation but as
his own Body, animated by his own Spirit and sustained by his own im-
perishable, risen life, Jesus inaugurated a new race of humanity through
whose veins the peace-making river of his blood should flow to the ends of
the earth and as long as the moon endures. Wherever through his members
that river of his peace is extended it provokes in them—and in whatever
still lies under the dominion of the evil one—some manifestation of the
same resistance that was allowed to crush out and extinguish the earthly
life of the Son of God. For nothing less than the Godhead itself, embodied
in him, could have unleashed the full resources of the evil one against
divine love, and thus brought about the fulfilment of prophecy: ‘O death,
I will be thy death, O grave, I will be thy destruction’.

The Church knows that it does not wrestle against flesh and blood but
against principalities and powers, against spiritual wickedness in the
heavens; and it knows, further, the truth expressed by Vladimir Lossky in
his essay ‘Dominion and Kingship’ that

the struggle which began in the spiritual spheres is continued in the
earthly cosmos, and in the struggle human freedom is at stake. The
spiritual level where this war for the inheritance for the sons of God is
waged is more profound than any of the superficial layers of reality
which are accessible to analysis by the human sciences. None of them~
not psychology nor sociology, nor economics, nor the political sciences—
can detect the true origin of the different evils which they observe and
attempt to define in their efforts to exorcise them or at least to restrict
the damage they do.

Yet a definite correlation exists also between a progressive surrender to the
redemptive life at work within human beings and situations and some
apprehension of the reality of evil, between assimilation to the mysteries
of Christ and knowledge of the mystery of iniquity; for when the latter
erupts like leprosy to the surface of human affairs what is manifested is
not only the concentration and force of resistance but the irresistible
advance of the peace made by the blood of the cross.
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All this remains of permanent relevance to our Community because it
was in and through the crisis of the Great War that its members were led
to discern the distinctive character and spirit of their vocation as one of
sacrificial union with the mysteries of the life of the Incarnate Son of God.
Our founder, Father Lucius Cary SSJE, saw the Sisters of the Love of God
as ‘bearing their part, however lowly, in witnessing to the power of re-
deeming love and furthering its purposes’. A community dedicated to
reparation, in the harsh years which wrung their ‘Reparations’ from the
Germans, was saying in its small way and on behalf of the Church that,
to quote Lossky again,

All other conflicts [than that of the spirit] in which we are obliged to
take part in this world are restricted to the interests of a group, a party,
a country, a human ideology; they inevitably exclude and sacrifice our
enemies. Here, however, no one is excluded or sacrificed; even when
the Church takes action against men it is still for the salvation of these
men that she continues to strive . . . Satan is the sole enemy against
whom the Church will have to struggle until the end of time. (Ibid.)

Against this perspective, the war, with all its waste, its anguish, its
terror, and the divine gift of humour by which men kept themselves sane,
had the force and character of revelation. From the midst of a mess which
equalled, if it did not exceed those of our later making, St Augustine saw
‘the depths of human misery as it were dry and barren, wherein are no
streams of righteousness but only the mud of iniquity’. And yet, quoting
Zechariah: ‘Thou by the blood of thy testament hast loosed thy prisoners
from the lake wherein is no water.’
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PN 13—A PROTEST OUT OF SEASON?

SISTER EDMEE SLG

Nearly eighteen years ago I was one of the first in the queue at Mowbrays
on the publication day of the New English Bible translation of the New
Testament. My eagerness must have been largely generated by the advance
publicity and although I cannot now remember any of it I suppose it ran
somewhat on the following lines:

We now possess many more ancient manuscripts of the New Testament
[than the translators of the Authorised Version], and are far better
equipped to seek to recover the original wording of the Greek text. ..
The revisers in the 1870s had most of the evidence that we now have
for the Greek text, though the most ancient of all extant manuscripts
of the Greek New Testament were not discovered until 1931. But
they lacked the resources which discoveries within the past eighty
years have afforded for understanding the vocabulary, grammar and
idoms of the Greek New Testament. An amazing body of Greek papyri
has been unearthed in Egypt since the 1870s—private letters, official
reports, wills, business accounts, petitions, and other such trivial,
everyday recordings of the activities of human beings.

(Preface to the Revised Standard Version, 1959 edition, p.ix.)

After reading that kind of thing I doubtless dived, quivering with expecta-
tion, into the text of my new copy, certain of alighting immediately on
some new pearl which fresh information concerning the ‘trivial, everyday
recordings of the activities of human beings’ had made available. And here
it was:

The kingdom of heaven will be like this: There were ten girls . . .

Ah, girls! The weight of modern scholarship, having taken into account the
‘activities of human beings’, had rendered virgins into girls!

Since then there have been other major translations of Scripture and
much revision of liturgies and, increasingly, one is having to live with them.
Notall is loss. But much is pain. However, it is possible to anaesthetize one-
self against it, aided by the consideration that one does not want to be
difficult about everything, all the time, and—more seriously—by a strong
sense that the present struggles with language and liturgy are necessary and
that it is part of our Christian vocation to live through them as positively
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as possible. Nevertheless, how often one cries out with Eliot: ‘Oh, where is
the knowledge we have lost by information!’

On November 5th, the day the autumn session of the General Synod
began, a petition, signed by quite a galaxy of names, was presented to
Synod, expressing deep concern about ‘policies and tendencies’ which
decree the loss of both the Authorised Version and the Book of Common
Prayer and pleading for ‘their continued and loving use’. Synod, it seems,
was unsympathetic: Erastianism! The State trying again to interfere with
the internal affairs of the Church;the Establishment attempting to thwart
the will of her members. ‘For too long have we been spiritually castrated
by the cultural establishment’—such was one of the counter-protestations
greeted in Synod with loud applause.

‘Not many wise men after the flesh, not many mighty, not many noble
are called. But God hath chosen the foolish things of the world to con-
found the wise, and . . . the weak things of the world to confound the
things which are mighty ...’ Can indeed a protest on behalf of the great and
mighty, peers, judges, MPs, academics, poets, actors and actresses, be
rightly heeded in a matter such as this? Certainly the list arouses un-
easiness, to say the least. But to label all its signatories ‘establishment’ is a
mind-stopping device which saves one from further thought—as fair and
accurate as it would be to label all the members of Synod ‘philistine’. What
should, I think, be noticed about these particular protesters (and there are
others, as priests in widely diverse areas can testify), is that for most of
them language is the tool by which they live and its precision, therefore, is
of crucial importance. (I remember Lord Birkett, in an interview many
years ago, attributing his eloquence at the bar to being grounded in Shake-
speare, the Authorised Version and the Book of Common Prayer.) It is not
a question of aesthetics. A beautiful note on the violin is beautiful only in
so far as it is absolutely true. The trouble is that our modern translators,
form critics, theologians, liturgists, and so on, seem not to be quite sure
that it is all true and consequently they halt lamely between many false
notes. As a result, the protesters believe, something fundamental is being
damaged and, perhaps, lost for ever to the collective memory.

The petition, of which readers will be aware from the newspapers, is
the appendix to the most recent issue of a literary magazine, PN Review
(the successor of the original Poetry Nation), and has as guest editor
David Martin, Professor of Sociology at the London School of Economics.
The issue (13) is wholly devoted to considerations of recent translations of
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the Bible and modern forms of liturgy. In addition to a large number of
articles (the magazine is sixty-four pages in length and A4 in format—the
equivalent of about 200 Chronicle pages), it contains short statements
from a great variety of people expressing dismay and concern at the effec-
tive demise of the Authorised Version and the Book of Common Prayer in
Anglican worship. From this considerable mass of material I shall try to
pick out a few points which seem to illuminate the problem.

‘WHY SPIT ON OUR LUCK?’

That is the title of David Martin’s long and densely-written editorial and is
‘W.H.Auden’s comment on those policies and trends which threaten to
depose the Authorised Version and the Book of Common Prayer’. ‘Behind
the thin guise of ‘“‘choice’ the double crown of English faith and language
is being hustled and shoved into the museum.’ Professor Martin goes on:
‘The common poetry of English life is now being abandoned in church and
school. This will be a national loss comparable to the wholesale destruction
of our churches and cathedrals . . . Vast tracts of feeling and reference will
be obliterated . . . We shall lose an Atlantis of the mind.” Later he talks of
the usefulness for study of scholarly versions like the New English Bible
and The Jerusalem Bible, and ‘worthy of occasional selective use in public
reading’. But ‘to adopt a mélange of versions wholesale is to dislocate
memory and to prevent scripture lodging in the mind. The new versions
are just not memorable . . .’ and ‘religion depends on what is known by
heart, in the heart. What is not memorable cannot be fed upon “in the
heart by faith with thanksgiving”.” The ICET and ICEL texts come under
heavy fire: ‘The new texts can be seen as part of several shifts: to sectari-
anism and mandatory communality, to the ecclesiastical multinational and
bureacratic governance . . . They produce bald, rhythmless transliterations
which have been foisted on to the Roman Catholic Church and then trans-
ferred tothe Church of England and the Methodists through the machinery
of ecumenical consultation. This process was barely noticed until its bane-
ful products were well established in the parishes, and Anglicans and
Catholics now have to work together to see what improvements may be
possible. The Association for English Worship exists to do just that.” (A
footnote here tells us that ‘The splendid pamphlet by A. R. Walmsley, The
Language of Public Worship, Faith Press, 1979, is a publication of this
Association.) ‘Just how bad these mid-Atlantic, inter-ecclesiastical products
are can be illustrated from the fate of the Te Deum. The ICET text begins
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You are God, we praise you’. The reasoning behind such efforts can only
arouse stunned disbelief’.

‘The reasoning behind such efforts’ is the concern of Andrew Louth’s
article on the ‘Our Father’ in which he examines the petition: ‘Do not
bring us to the time of trial.” The conclusion of his argument (too long
to reproduce) is that ‘do not bring us to the time of trial’ ignores the prayed
tradition of Christendom and could be regarded as no translation at all,
but rather a rendering of one scholarly interpretation of the text.” Fr Louth
goes on to consider the broader issue to which this gives rise: ‘Until only a
few decades ago . . . [all] translations kept close to the original text because
it was sacred. No translation could exhaust its meaning, any translation
would need interpretation, and the best would preserve the peculiarities of
the original which provoke such interpretation. Modern translators break
with this tradition: faced with a passage of the (for him scarcely sacred)
text, he asks himself, “What would this look like if I were to read it in the
Daily Telegraph, say?” * Fr Louth then considers the Greek words behind
‘God’s anger’ or ‘wrath’ and their rendering as ‘divine retribution’ in the
NEB. ‘Again, it is the translation of a scholarly theory, a scholarly hypo-
thesis that may or may not stand the test of time, but also a theory which
tames and softens the strangeness of the sacred text. Such translations try
to lead us away from the real testing, the confrontation with the word of
God which is ‘quick and powerful, and sharper than any two-edged sword,
piercing even to the dividing asunder of soul and spirit, and of the joints
and marrows, and is a discerner of the thoughts and intents of the heart’,
to a tamer, more human endeavour, where scholarly theories are tested
and sifted. From such experiments we may well seek deliverance.’

In Ian Robinson’s article ‘The Word of God Now’ two consequences of
such scholarly hypothesising are demonstrated: the inaccuracy and in-
credibility of modern translations. His examples of incredibility include
Genesis 6:1-4, given in both the AV and the Good News version, his res-
ponse to the second being: ‘I don’t believe a word of it’, while his examples
of inaccuracies are instructive—not to say alarming. For instance, I need it
pointing out to me that ‘We know that all things work together for good
to them that love God’ (Rom.8:28) falls under the charge of Pelagianism
when rendered in Good News (and RSV), ‘We know that in all things God
works for good with those who love him.” Referring to his essay, ‘Religious
English’ of some years ago, Mr Robinson says that he had been compli-
mented by many admirers of it on his not being a Christian as if that were
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an indispensable qualification for writing about the Bible. ‘[By referring
to my not being a Christian] I had meant something more like: “This is far
too important a matter to be left to the authorities of the Church of
England.” ’ He has now forfeited this qualification for ‘I mention as a fact
relevant to what I have to say . . . that by the time this appears in print I
shall have been confirmed in the faith as held by the Church of England’.

From Paul Seabury’s finely drawn picture of the American Episcopalian
scene, ‘Blue Book Blues’, I can onlyrefer to a matter of immediate concern
on this side of the Atlantic: the emasculation of the Psalter in the attempt
to expunge ‘sexist’ bias. ‘For example, the translators stop short of render-
ing references to “man’ as ‘“person’, and for this they are to be mildly
commended; instead, however, the effect is to move from the singular to
the plural, where the ‘“we’ replaces ‘“him’’; a sense of lone and tragic
individual experience is thus frequently obliterated.’

A WAY FORWARD?

Perhaps the most crucial point of all is made by Ulrich Simon in his article,
‘As Others See the Problem’, when he writes: ‘English really is at a disad-
vantage, for if the modern YOU replaces THOU a fatal step towards banal-
isaton has been taken.’ Yes, indeed, but when ‘thou’ is no longer used to
lover or child this ‘fatal step’ becomes inevitable. We are bowing to it in
the Community but, blenching at the prospect of chantng, say, the
Jerusalem Bible (a version admirable in the epistles but execrable in the
Gospels and much of the Old Testament) for the Canticles at Lauds, a small
committee was set up—which wisely includes our most poetical and
articulate dissident—to provide a ‘you’ form that retains the rhythms of the
AV. The work they have so far produced has been hailed by the rest of us
with wholehearted satisfaction and we now see it as a way forward.

It is this hope of a way forward which seems to be missing in many of
the PN contributors. But perhaps that is because they are being kept on
the outside of what is going on. And if they are not brought in (especially
laymen like David Martin, Ian Robinson, and others there is no space to
mention), a wealth of feeling, intelligence and taste will be lost to us all.
Adding plea to protest, I would like to see a PN No-man staioned on every
language and liturgy commission for the next twenty-five years!

PN Review 13 is available from: Carcanet New Press, 330 Corn Exchange
Buildings, Manchester M4 3BG. Price: £2.00 plus 25 pence for postage.
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BOOKS

THE KINGDOM OF LOVE AND KNOWLEDGE: The Encounter between
Orthodoxy and the West by A.M.Allchin. Darton, Longman & Todd,
1979. Price: £3.95.

If this book of Canon Allchin’s was taken as seriously as it deserves to be,
it might go far to provide both the thought and the life of Anglicanism
with that regeneration which they so desperately need today. The essays
it contains, he tells us, ‘all derive, some more directly, some less, from the
meeting between Eastern Orthodoxy and the Christian West’ (p.1). They
‘have been intended to suggest a somewhat different view of theology
from that which has been customary in the West. It is a view which takes
seriously the possibility that we may come to know God, and not simply
know about him’ (p.206). In consequence, ‘it would regard many of the
academic disciplines, linguistic, historical and analytical, at present often
taken to be theology, as parts of the preparation for theology, rather than
theology itself’ (ibid). I heartily agree with this judgement, and I argued to
much the same effect in my book Theology and the Gospel of Christ in
1977, but if the academics and their institutions are not providing the
Church with the theological leadership and inspiration which it needs,
added urgency attaches to the demand, ‘Where shall wisdom be found,
and where is the place of understanding?’ The university certainly says
‘It is not in me’, and the seminary seems increasingly ready to stammer
with some embarrassment ‘It is not in me’. However, such writing as that
of Canon Allchin shows that it is not extinct in Anglicanism, though itis
not always evident where an outsider might expect to find it.

What Canon Allchin demands from us, and from Western Christianity as
a whole, is something very radical indeed. ‘What is necessary is not so
much that we should take one or two hints from the East to solve our
Western problems . . . No, the requirement is greater than that. It is that
we should be willing to let our whole way of posing the questions, our
whole set of presuppositions be challenged by the radically different
nature of the Eastern tradition . . . For here is another way of living, think-
ing and praying the mystery of the one Gospel of Christ’ (p. 52). But what
is the essence of this ‘other way’? It is, if [ understand him correctly, that
there should be no ‘sharp distinction between mysticism and theology,
between personal experience of the divine mysteries and the dogma
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affirmed by the Church . . . Instead of assimilating the mystery to our
mode of understanding, we should, on the contrary, look for a profound
change, an inner transformation of spirit, enabling us to experience it mys-
tically’ (p.15). Here he is quoting from that stimulating modern Russian
Orthodox layman Vladimir Lossky and, wisely in view of the loose way in
which the word ‘mysticism’ is often bandied about, he stresses that ‘Lossky
does not by “mystical experience’”’ refer to some esoteric experiences
available only to a few special cloistered souls . . . but to that common
Christian experience of the mysteries of faith, which is open in some
degree to everyone who believes’ (ibid).

It is vital to Canon Allchin’s theme that this lived experience of the
Christian mysteries is to be found, though often obscure and sometimes
unrecognised, in an immense variety of places and epochs. Thus, after his
introductory exposition, he treats us to six studies of widely scattered
individual people, some of whom are likely to be previously unknown to
most readers: the eleventh-century Greek, Symeon the New Theologian,
Ann Griffiths, the eighteenth-century Welsh Methodist, N. F. S. Grundtvig,
the nineteenth-century Danish theologian, F. D.Maurice and Evelyn Under-
hill in our own country, and the Russian emigré Vladimir Lossky, already
mentioned, who died in Paris in 1958. Embedded in these are four chap-
ters concerned especially with the past and the future of Anglicanism in
which Richard Hooker and Lancelot Andrewes are cited to show that a
dynamic understanding of divine grace, arising from a firmly realistic belief
in the Trinity and the Incarnation, were characteristic of reformed Angli-
canism and were ready to emerge again in the nineteenth century with
F.D.Maurice and Thomas Hancock and in our own time with Michael
Ramsey and David Jenkins.

If Canon Allchin is right, and I am convinced that he is, it is in an
uninhibited return to its roots in Trinitarian and Incarnational tradition
and not in latitudinarian unitarianism now popular in many academic
circles that the real hope for Anglicanism lies. ‘One of the key problems’,
he tells us, ‘of Christian living and thinking during the next decades—if not
the problem—will be that of tradition’ (p.196), and elsewhere: ‘The true
Christian appeal to the past can have unexpectedly revolutionary con-
sequences’ (p.138).

There are other questions than those dealt with in this book on which I
hope Canon Allchin will bring his guiding principles to bear. What help can
he give us, I wonder, in assessing the liberation theology of Latin America?
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And there are just one or two points on which I want to ask a further
question. Does the chapter on Comprehensiveness show a faint touch of
Anglican complacency, of arguing that misfortunes were not only blessings
in disguise but were really intended from the start? Without going as far in
one’s criticisms as Professor S.W. Sykes in The Integrity of Anglicanism,
may one wonder whether F.D. Maurice’s doctrine of the transformation
of nature by grace was quite as clear as his admirers have made out? And is
Canon Allchin a shade too favourable to Cranmer and Hooker (p.117)?
Pusey remarked that ‘Hooker’s chapter on the Eucharist is disappointing;
he shirks the logical sequence of his grand argument on the Incarnation
and passes off into mere pious rhapsody’ (W.Tuckwell, Reminiscences of
Oxford, 149). But I think Gregory Dix was right in suggesting that neither
Hooker nor other high Anglicans could persuade themselves that Cranmer
really meant what he said (Shape of the Liturgy, 674 ff.).

These are, however, minor comments on a really important book, of
equal importance to dogmatics, spirituality and ecumenism. And it leaves
me wondering among other things whether there is any European language
that its author cannot read!

E. L. MASCALL

Note: The Kingdom of Love and Knowledge is available by post from
SLG Press, Convent of the Incamation, Fairacres, Oxford 0X4 1TB
at £4.35 including postage and packing

THE ORTHODOX WAY by Kallistos Ware. Mowbrays 1979. Price: £1.50.

Most of us find ourselves still wistfully picking over the ever-increasing
number of paperbacks, looking for something which ‘has it all’, something
we can put into the hands of a new convert or of a stale, cradle Christian.
Here, in 185 pages, Fr Ware has distilled the quintessence of the great
tradition of life in the Spirit. His grasp of the best in East and West, and
his generous use not only of familiar Western authors but of texts from the
Talmud and from the Hasidic tradition, makes this a thoroughly catholic
presentation and prevents it becoming an exercise in spiritual triumphalism
—a fault that often spoils Orthodox contributions.

So excellent is this little book that it deserves to become a manual for
the new Christian. It lends itself to constant use as private reading, but also
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to group reflection and to ecumenical dialogue at local level. It could well
be required reading for candidates for the ministry. Above all itis a book
for religious, and especially for contemplatives, to reassure them of the
reality of their vocation in an often rather prayerless and self-preoccupied
Christianity.

The Orthodox Way surprises us by its chapter headings. All is about
God: God as Mystery, God as Trinity, God as Man, God as Prayer, etc. It
is primarily about the way of God in Himself, coming towards us in Christ
and the Holy Spirit, and only then—and therefore—about our way to Him
and our way to one another. This book can serve as a staretz for those who
have not found one. Simply and lucidly it pinpoints our response to the
invitation of God to share His life as persons in society. Above all, this
response is itself a gift of the Holy Spirit, the gift of prayer.

Of the many fine quotations prefixed to each chapter one from Rozanov
sets the theme: ‘Without prayer there is no life, only madness and horror.
The soul of Orthodoxy is the gift of prayer’ (p. 140). The possibility for
the believer ‘to become prayer’ is held out as the end and goal of Christian
living. This is mystical theology and the theology of mysticism all in one
small book. Meaning and love unite. We understand as we love and we love
as we understand.

Each reader will find something of his own tradition reflected here
whether it be conservative evangelical, Catholic, or pentecostal; yet each
will be faced with something more—something perhaps overlooked, in
scripture itself—for scripture heads the quotation ratings. It is a lovely
surprise to find the Incarnation of the Son spelt out with the uncompro-
mising boldness of scripture, St Athanasius and Karl Barth. It was our
fallen humanity that God took upon Himself, not some special innocence
of Adam’s pre-fallen humanity (p.99). Christ came to us where we were
and are, ‘in all things like us, yet without sin’ ‘in the likeness of sinful flesh’
‘he became sin for our sakes’. It was our alienated, lonely, out-of-gear
humanity that he brought back to newness in his own person. His soli-
darity with us is complete so that our solidarity with Him can be complete
and through Him we can be ‘ingodded’ by His Spirit (pp. 98,99). Men have
been excommunicated by main line Churches for such orthodoxy. It is,
moreover, refreshing to find no popular semi-Arianism of the kind which
says ‘Christ shows us what God is like’—so regrettably common in pulpit
and devotional talks. Christ shows me who God is and who I am. Salvation
for the author is not merely a negative saving from sin or judgement but
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sharing, solidarity, identification (p. 97).

Contemplation is the spelling out of the consequences of a faith that
God who is Trinity is God who is love. It implies, therefore, bringing the
mind into the heart—an active laying hold of what is given in a co-operation
of divine and human energies which is the work of the Spirit liberating us
into our own created freedom. Faithful to the tradition of East and West,
the author does not hesitate to underline the classic demands of repentance
(so muted of late in much ‘spirituality’). Apatheia (p. 156) is interpreted as
a return to singleness of heart so that lust and anger can give place to love
and zeal. Love’s response to love requires an alertness (nepsis, p. 157) so
that we can concentrate on the here, now and ‘thusness’ of God’s presence
in the burning bush of the created order, and in His own silent presence
for the man who enters the stillness (hesychia) of eternity.

In no way does the writer introduce us into abstruse speculations in
which life is lost to sight. He expounds the deep thoughts of the later
Byzantine theologians as it were incidentally, tucking them into a short
paragraph in a way which considers ordinary experience and its possibi-
lities. The theologian will find himself lovingly provoked, and the beginner
in prayer will discover a wisdom to which not many wise are called. Those
who are far on the road of contemplative prayer will find a vista stretching
before them. The last words of the book quote Irenaeus: ‘God will always
have something more to teach man and man will always have something
more to learn of God, both here and in eternity.’

Only once does Fr Ware bring out that blunt instrument ‘the West’ to
hammer us with the consequences of the Renaissance and the Industrial
Revolution and the resultant increasing secularism, the clearest example
of which he sees in the Leninist-Stalinist version of Communisim (p.67).
One would have thought that Russian Communism owed as much to
Tsarist autocracy, supported and served by Russian Orthodoxy, as to its
roots in Western Marx and Engels. Historically all the Churches live in
glass houses!

The Orthodox Way is an anthology as ample as any would require of the
sayings of the Christian writers, saints and mystics, Eastern and Western,
ancient and modern, and of all traditions, leading us to discover and trust
the Great Tradition. Such a generous Orthodoxy helps us to understand
the best we have of our own and also to understand the richness and
fidelity of Orthodoxy at its best. One may hope that the title may become
the subtitle in a future edition so that the book can have a wide readership,
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far beyond the limits of those already interested in Orthodoxy as such.
Everyone following the way of Christ will find here a sure guide of the
way of God to man and the way of man to God. I have never, in reviewing
a book, felt such a powerful desire to have the wealth to present each
reader with a copy.

ROLAND WALLS

THE OXFORD DICTIONARY OF SAINTS, David Hugh Farmer, Oxford
University Press, 1978. Price: £7.50.

This book is not, as its name might suggest, a comprehensive dictionary of
the saints of the Christian Church, but of those especially connected with
the British Isles. Thus, while it contains sections on the saints of the uni-
versal Church who are best known in Western Europe on the grounds that
their names appear in liturgical calendars of Great Britain, there are an
exceptional number of British saints, the majority of whom have hitherto
been distinguished only by their extreme obscurity. This gives the book
the particular value of presenting a hagiographical record of Britain, of a
‘great cloud of witnesses’, from the time of the coming of Christianity
with St Augustine and St Aidan, to the Forty Martyrs of England and
Wales of the sixteenth century, each of whom has a section to himself.

If this were seen as a complete account of Christian sanctity it would
seem to be an unbalanced book since major saints, whose lives are well-
attested and of great significance, are sometimes given treatment as brief
as that of more local and obscure figures. But if the scope of the project is
appreciated, and this volume is seen to be a companion to the liturgical
veneration of the saints of the British Isles, then it is a book of unique
value and absorbing interest. The recent reprint contains the addition of a
calendar which makes this point clear.

Mr. Farmer has supplied a bibliography with each entry, some of which
have received necessary additions in the reprint. He has given a summary
of whatever facts are known about each saint from reliable historical
sources, and has added from his own wide knowledge of medieval hagio-
graphy much that is of interest about the cult of each saint after his or her
death. As a review in Punch has already observed, not everyone will want
to know about St Gwythian of Cornwall, or St Glyws of Wales or their
even more obscure companion, St Serf, the ‘apostle of western Fife’, who
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seems to be known only for a ‘legend which is a farrago of wild impossibi-
lities’ (p.354), but who could resist the enterprising if enigmatic bee-
keeper nun, St Gobnet, who ‘prevented a robber from building himself a
castle by throwing a stone ball across the glen’ (p.174), or the parents of
St Cadoc who, after a lifetime of incessant violence against their neigh-
bours, took to asceticism with equal violence and practised ‘cold-water
bathing in the Usk, winter and summer alike, preceded and followed at
night-time, it appears, by a mile-long walk in the nude’ (p. 186)?

In such a vivid collection of saints it is inevitable that some entries
should be less valuable than others—for instance, that concerning St Faith
is not fully documented and omits to mention her cult in Norfolk—but
already in the first reprint several emendations have been made and there
are some valuable additions to the bibliography. The most valuable section
of the book is that on the Virgin Mary in England, surely in itself an
element in that movement to which Mr. Farmer looks forward in the last
sentence of this entry: ‘Perhaps the twentieth century will witness some
reconciliation of Christians among themselves and towards others on the
role of the Blessed Virgin in the life of Christ and of those who believe
in him’ (p.270).

The book is excellently produced and forms a valuable addition to the
Oxford Dictionary series,as well as being an enjoyable book for the general
reader and an asset to anyone interested in the history of Britain.

SISTER BENEDICTA WARD SLG

MOTHER MARIA: Her Life in Letters, Edited by Sister Thekla, Darton,
Longman and Todd 1979. Price: £4.95

I have a vivid recollection of our first meeting, of a figure clothed in black
springing eagerly from the car and advancing up the drive with outstretched
arms. Those who meet Mother Maria through her letters may experience
something of the same eager, loving welcome, and see that she manifestly
fitted her own description of a monk as one whose ‘innermost centre is a
land where all are allowed in, with heavy boots or delicate steps, ravaging
or tender’ (p.89). The reader can have a real sense of personal encounter
from these pages, which convey the peace of Mother Maria’s presence, her
radiant character and the sheer integrity by which, whether in speaking,
writing, doing or just being, she was ever wholly herself.
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The subtitle of the book, ‘Her Life in Letters’, suggests that the contents
have been chosen and arranged to produce something nearer to a biography
than to a collection of spiritual letters. How far this aim is achieved will be
a matter for the reader’s individual decision, but the ending of the quota-
tion on the title page (a2 comment by Mother Maria on one of her own
works) is an apt description: this volume will be regarded wrongly if it is
considered only ‘as if it were a book and not a living, wounded life’.

In the Introduction Sister Thekla provides an outline of Mother Maria’s
life, from her Methodist upbringing in Switzerland, through her training in
nursing and her study of philosophy in France, her conversion to Ortho-
doxy and her living out of her own monastic vocation, initially by sharing
the life of an English enclosed Benedictine community, then in the foun-
dation of her own small monastery, first at Filgrave and then on the bleak
Yorkshire moors; and finally to her triumphant surrender to the cancer
which caused her death in her early sixties on 25 November 1977. That is
the chronological framework, but the letters themselves are grouped under
headings which immediately indicate not the events and occupations of
Mother Maria’s outward life, but the inward preoccupations of her heart
and mind.

What were the constant themes which engaged her thoughtand concern?
The chapter headings are an illuminating summary: The Communion of
Saints, The Mind, The Orthodox Faith, Prayer and Answer, Monasticism,
Dying to the World, The Work of Love, The End Point, The Mystery of
Death. Of these perhaps only The End Point is not self-explanatory. Yet
it may well prove that it is her vision of life lived at and towards the End
Point that the reader will most bless her for. It was for her the eternity
point, the innermost centre, the continual movement towards the final
answer and into the ultimate encounter with Christ. For her, living at the
End Point determined the foundation of the monastery and the venture
into publishing. She was able in her letters and in her personal contacts to
communicate something of the perspective which informed her own strong
views on the work of love and the mystery of death. In speech or writing
she rarely quoted or gave direct answers. I remember plying her with
questions, invariably getting the reply,‘I don’t know’, or ‘It doesn’t matter’,
until I saw the fudlity of the questions and realised I was viewing things
the wrong way round. Her viewpoint called for a conversion of the kind
described in the following passage:

There suddenly stands before one the claim to grow up; as if a gigantic
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cross struck one in the innermost being. It seems incomprehensible dark-
ness—but it is light . . . and demands to be believed as light, blindly,
consistently, as a fool. And from that infinitesimal point reality streams
in and the centre opens wide and is home for all, and the Life begins in
wide and great measure, because to turn the darkness round once, where
it hurts most, gives us a key to smaller occasions, and from that the
whole Gospel begins to make sense . . . and active following . . . (p. 90)

This book, as Sister Thekla says, ‘can be nothing but a book of comfort,
for she wrote as she lived, and her letters bring this comfort of love, of the
storm-wind of silence in the whisper of the Spirit’ (p. xlviii). Of the many
who, ‘across the Church’, will be glad to include themselves among the
number of Mother Maria’s friends, it will surely seem true, as it was true of
those she made in her lifetime, that ‘once they walked into her life they
never walked out of her heart’ (p. 1).

MARY ROBERTS

BEYOND THE MOUNTAINS by Martin Reith. SPCK 1979. Price: £2.95

A book which possesses two qualities as rare in paperback spirituality as in
supermarket food—freshness and flavour—is one to pick out and linger
over. Martin Reith guides us with unpretentious skill along certain byways
of Scottish history, bringing to light some of the neglected treasures of a
tradition too little known and valued. From a study of the greatest of the
Irish missionaries—St Columba, whose magic still rubs off on the least
susceptible—we go to the Highlands to watch seals basking unproductively
‘like so many shiny sausages in a pan’, or to catch the intensity of a widow’s
joy in God. In the Fernaig manuscript we see the fervour of seventeenth-
century Christians under stress breaking into verse. We tramp with eigh-
teenth-century bishops—pastors who were never to become prelatical—
through the heather to minister to their scattered and often harrassed
flocks. There could be no more engaging introduction to a medieval
spiritual master than the chapter on Richard of St Victor and, in the Revd
George Garden, deprived of his living and contenting himself with a deep
life of the spirit and the direction of other men of prayer, we see something
of the same authenticity and power alive in Hanoverian Aberdeen.

If Fr Reith’s choice of subjects tends to represent Episcopalian and
Catholic Christians as too exclusively the guardians of the true spirit of
Scotland, this is because he finds it necessary to draw attention to what is
so often overlooked or relegated to a romantic past. Again, if his vignettes
of Scottish life and character take little account of the Pictish and Saxon
strains of nationality, it is because he sees the value of the unassertive,
contemplative Celtic spirit as the most precious and the most threatened in
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