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COMMUNITY NOTES

The arch-tempter Screwtape had some shrewd thoughts about
death, recorded by C.S. Lewis in The Screwtape Letters:

The majority of the human race dies in infancy, of the survivors a good

many die in youth. It is obvious that to Him human birth is important

chiefly as the qualification for human death, and death solely as the
gate to that other kind of life.

The Brandt Report and consequent international debates
make us realize that Screwtape’s statistical generalizations are
still horrifyingly true; although since the Letters were first pub-
lished science and technology have given us much more control
over the bringing into being and the prolongation of human
existence, while the risk of its violent termination is now a
commonplace.

So as we look forward to the annual celebration of God’s
supreme love in his human birth at Christmas, it is good to be
reminded that the true value and purpose of birth, death and
life lie in a dimension beyond the reach of our determining. It
has been stressed by modern theologians of the Church both in
East and West that the Incarnation is ‘... not an answer to
sin: it is the fulfilment of God’s eternal longing to become
man, and to make of every man a god out of grace’ (Moltmann).
Father Dumitru Staniloae, the Romanian Orthodox priest and
theologian, said in a lecture given in Oxford last October:

The full, loving descent to us, and his greatest power for the transfor-

mation of mankind is revealed by God in the Incarnation of his Son . . .

For this the Son of God has become our brother for eternity and his

Father has become our Father for eternity . . .

Because God fully shares our human living and enters into its
risks, uncertainties and tragedies, transcending them not by
divine omnipotence but by sacrificial suffering love, we can
have hope in the midst of despair, and we can trust through
torment and disaster. No one should minimize the solemnity,
loneliness and hard cost of death; but surely we cannot doubt
that there is some element of continuity when a loved
soul is taken by its ‘Father for eternity’ into the fuller realiza-
tion of a fellowship glimpsed, perhaps unwittingly, during life
on earth.



A close friend of his and ours said in a broadcast tribute to
Colin Winter: ¢ If, as we are told, there is laughter in heaven,
then since the morning of November 17th it must have in-
creased by great gales, for his humour, like his love, abounded’.
The same could be said of Archdeacon Bernard Pawley, and of
our own Sister Elvira whose deaths occurred just before and
just after Bishop Colin’s. Another friend told us of an Indian
Chief’s saying: ‘It is good to live, it is good to die, it is good to
live again!’

As well as the deaths, from cancer, of Sister Joyce in Sep-
tember, and Sister Elvira, several of us have had accidents and
operations since the last ‘Chronicle’ appeared, and Sister Norah
at ninety-six years of age is in hospital after fracturing her leg.
There are, however, happier items of news to record: Sister
Julie made her Profession in annual vows on October 18th;
Postulant Joan will be clothed as a Novice on February 4th;
Jean Irene became a Novice Oblate on November 28th, and
Hilary Rodger will be admitted as an Oblate Sister on Decem-
ber 19th. Bede House has sadly said goodbye to Father John
Sclater and now welcomes Father Brian Meney who will be
Chaplain there until May. Sister Isabel Mary made a prolonged
and deeply fruitful visit to Ordo Pacis in Germany last summer,
and Sister Mary Angela spent some weeks at a convent in Spain.
She has now obtained her B. A. degree in Spanish from London
University. Father Staniloae and his daughter Lydia stayed at
Fairacres when they came to Oxford in October, and it was a
highlight for us to have our self-styled ‘Spiritual Grandfather’
with us again. I will conclude with another quotation from his
lecture, since it contains a message of Advent hope and chal-
lenge for us all. It comes with our love and prayers for a truly
blessed Christmas: ‘Above all in our times, the Church must
not sleep, but must be ceaselessly vigilant and active, and out of
love for mankind, ready to bear the Cross in an effort to help
them in a spirit of compassion, as Christ himself has done’.

MOTHER SLG



BERNARD PAWLEY
An Address given at Fairacres on the Feast of Christ the King
PERCY COLEMAN

A little later when we place the bread and wine on the altar, we
shall pray about the sacrifice of Christ, which, we shall say,
reconciled mankind; and we shall pray that it may bring unity
and peace to the world. How great our need of that prayer is, is
evident simply by one glance at one edition of one newspaper in
any week. The world is in desperate need of unity and peace.
But, rather than think about the needs of the world I would like
to direct your thoughts this morning to someone much of
whose life was given to the cause of unity.

A week ago Bernard Pawley died. Bernard Pawley was a
friend of mine and he and Margaret were friends of yours. I
wondered what the press would say about him—and the press
did him proud. You have no doubt read the obituaries in
The Times and in the Church Times, and I certainly don’t
propose to go over all the details which were generously given
there. I will rather paint in some more from my own experience
of the field in which Bernard worked.

Nothing was mentioned, if I remember rightly, of the extra-
ordinary difficulties which confronted him as the ‘newly
appointed representative of the Archbishop of Canterbury in
Rome. In 1960 Geoffrey Fisher had had the courage to visit
Pope John xX111. The Church of England has never, I think, .
sufficiently appreciated that it did require real courage and a
tremendous humility to pay that visit. We remember Geoffrey
Fisher as a courageous man, but not perhaps as a humble man.
Rome at the time of that visit was not in a mood to pay undue
welcome to the Archbishop of Canterbury; the officials of the
Secretariat of State did their best to play the whole thing down,
to make it a kind of ‘backdoor’ visit. It was said that the visitors
were not even allowed to bring presents to the Pope. You have
probably heard Bishop Satterthwaite’s story of what happened:
the chaplains to the Archbishop were accustomed to wear rather
voluminous blue cloaks; in they all went, and at a particular
moment the cloaks fell open and gifts smuggled in beneath

3



them were revealed. John XXIII, being the man he was, was
thoroughly delighted with the whole episode. I mention this
because it was part of the very difficult background to
Bernard’s work. There were many people ready te welcome an
Anglican, there were also many people who thought the whole
move extremely dangerous; there were those who resented the
newly established Secretariat for Christian Unity. In the end
the Pope had to bypass the opposition by giving Cardinal Bea
the privilege of direct access to him without reference to the
Secretariat of State.

Bernard went into this situation not having, I suspect, a very
full idea of what his work was going to be, but with great humi-
lity, prepared simply to find a place and to do whatever he
could in that place. What he did in fact was to transform the
whole situation. His contributions were always scholarly—I
recall reading some of the documents which he first prepared
for presentation to the Secretariat, and they were always
thoroughly Anglican, for Bernard was never a Romanizer. On
the occasion of an early ecumenical visit to Rome, I think it was
in 1956, I recall my host at the Monastery of St Jerome saying
to me, ‘Why don’t you tell your people to stop copying us?’
Bernard never attempted to copy Rome, he tried to live as a
Catholic Anglican with a full appreciation of the breadth of the
Anglican tradition, and was always ready to present that
breadth of vision to the Roman authorities, particularly when
they raised questions with him. He was quiet in the way he
went about his work, he never pushed himself forward, but he

- was there—and somehow when he was there you knew he was
there. In his quiet scholarly way, in his unfailing perseverance,
bit by bit he won their confidence, becoming, indeed, the
personal friend of Pope Paul VI. And that was not easy: Pope
Paul VI was a very shy man. If I may bring myself into the pic-
ture again, I recall the occasion when I had an audience with
him and it was extremely difficult to get any kind of conver-
sation going—not like John XXIIT who pushed you into a seat
and asked you all about yourself. Pope Paul had a prepared
discourse that he delivered to you and then there was a silence
which was rather difficult to break. But it was with Paul VI that
Bernard did in fact build up a deep friendship, very much
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assisted by the fact that he could speak Italian fluently, having
learnt it during the war.

And of course, Margaret was with him. They had to enter-
tain, and I was privileged on one or two occasions to be with
them when they entertained. It was quite astonishing to find
the wife of the Anglican representative in Rome taking an
intelligent part in conversations with cardinals and other leading
officials. 1 have always maintained that the troubles with the
Roman clergy about celibacy stem entirely from the presence of
Margaret Pawley in Rome during those few years!

Then of course came the Council. Because observers were
there from all over the Anglican Communion, as well as from
the other Churches, it seemed that Bernard was a little more in
the background. The official representatives appointed by the
Churches of the Anglican Communion inevitably were given an
important place, not least Bishop Moorman who came from
England. But in the background Bernard’s work went on, and
without it, and without the climate he helped to create, [ do
not think the work of the later Anglican-Roman Commission
could have made the progress it did, for it was built very much
upon the approach he adopted. This was an approach in which
you didn’t go out of the way to demonstrate on a rather super-
ficial level how much you had in common, but onc in which
you went along together, looking at problems and discovering
how far you could go as you looked at them together. It must
have been a matter of great gratification to Bernard that those
conversations continued and finally resulted in the production
of the Commission’s three great statements on the Eucharist,
the Ministry and Authority.

When his work was over in Rome, Bernard came back to
England, but the Church of England was very slow indeed to
recognize the importance of his work. For a time he 'simply
went back to his canonry at Ely. It was a good thing he had
been a Canon, because a Canon has to do a certain amount of
residence, and it had been possible for him to arrange his resi-
dence during the hot months of the year when the work could
not be done in Rome, and one could sit back in the more
equitable climate of England. Later he went to St Paul’s and
it was there in 1972 that he and Margaret, to their great joy,
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received the call to go to Canterbury, where Bernard became
the senior Archdeacon .

When he fell ill and was brought to London, I was very glad
to be able to visit him on a number of occasions in Barts and in
St Luke’s Hospital for the Clergy. He told me he had made all
the preparations for his retirement, having found a nice home in
the country, ‘But’, he added, ‘I don’t think I shall go there’. He
said it without any bitterness, any trace of disappointment; it
was a Christian acceptance of fact and of the way his life was
going. Perhaps the best visit of all was the last when Margaret
was with him and I saw them both together.

He mentioned also on one occasion that he was of Cornish
extraction, and at once I saw the character: it was Cornish
granite—hard, solid, dependable. Perhaps it is not too fanciful
to think of Bernard arriving, with his granite character, at the
pearly gates, where Peter the Rock holds out his hands in wel-
come and says, ‘Come in, we have very much in common’.

The Reverend Percy Coleman is Rector of St Andrew-by-the- |
Wardrobe in the City of London. From 1955-68 be was General
Secretary of the Church Union and editor of ‘Faith and Unity’.

FLG RETREAT 1982: PRELIMINARY NOTICE

The Annual Retreat has been arranged from Monday 6th to
Friday 10th September 1982, at St Columba’s House, Woking.
The Conductor will be the Revd Percy Coleman. Fuller details
will be printed in the Spring ‘Chronicle’.

BRENDA FERGUSON



SOME STEPS TOWARDS ‘ONE WORLD’
A talk given at Fairacres 27 September 1981

TOM HOPKINSON

IN LISTENING to the sermon this morning (Andrew Louth,
‘Humility’, see p. 28) we were hearing St Paul’s view on the
difficulty in knowing whether our individual picture of the
world coincides with those of other people; how far ‘our’ world
overlaps with ‘their’ world; how far you see what I see. This fact
that because of our different backgrounds and conditionings
each of us has a different outlook on the world, and conse-
quently the ‘worlds’ we see may be very different, is one of the
basic difficulties in communicating, by which I mean taking in
as well as trying to give out.

So before I start on the subject of my talk, let me try and
give some impression of my own view of the world and how I
have come to look at it in the way I do. This will indicate both
bias and my credentials, such as they are.

I was brought up in a religious family, from my point of view
in much too religious a family. My father had taken to the life
of a clergyman in middle age, renouncing for this his real
interests, as I felt them to be, which were the classics and
archaeology. And his decision meant, of course, that both he
and his family would have to accept a much lower standard of
living and even some element of mild discomfort, his salary as a
curate being just over £200 a year. He consulted us all, asking
our opinions on the change.

I was nine at the time, my eldest brother was ten and the
youngest of us, my little sister, four. None of us raised any
objections. I myself dutifully answered ‘Yes, Father’. But I
remember feeling inside myself ‘This is a very bad idea and no
good will come of it.” I thought that my father was showing
himself unworldly, and my impression of the world at the age
of nine—by which time I had already been twoyears in boarding
school—was that it was an uncompromising place, in which one
should preserve whatever advantages one had and add to them
whenever possible.

Following my father’s decision, our world became the rather
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closed-in one of a poor clergyman’s family, in which the
difficulties would have been much greater than they were but
for the help of a good-hearted uncle—a manufacturer and MP
who paid for the education of all five children, apart from the
various scholarships we gained at school and university. When
the time came for me to leave the university and start earning
my own living, I experienced a good deal of doubt as to what I
was to do. I would have liked to have gone straight into a
regular job, and was much drawn to the Sudan Civil Service and
life in the sun and open air. There were, however, two forces
pulling in an opposite direction—the wish to become a writer,
and the determination to do something to change what I felt to
be the injustices of life in the Britain of that day. Increasingly 1
was drawn towards journalism—a life in the world and, essentially,
a worldly way of life, which would be in conflict with the
religious nature of my background and upbringing.

I argued the matter to and fro, considering what I wanted and
what my parents would think right, and then one day, walking
across the quadrangle of my college, I thought, ‘I am twenty-one.
It’s for me to decide whether I shall look upon the material
world as real or unreal, the place where it all happens, or merely
a preparation for the life that has final value.’

Then and there, I decided that I was going to look upon the
world as real, live actively in it, and try to be successful. Later,
when I came across the saying of Theodphile Gautier: ‘Je suis un
homme pour qui le monde extérieur existe’, I thought, ‘That’s
right for me too! I think it exists.” And so for the next twenty-
five years, in one way and another, I lived entirely in the world,
my aims and ambitions and intentions were worldly, and, as
happens if one’s aims and ambitions are worldly, increasingly of
course they became self-centred. When I was about forty-five,
however, two or three events took place which threw me off my
balance. For one thing I was sacked from a job which was filling
my life, and, from a magazine with which I had come to identify
myself so completely that I had very few friends apart from the
group with whom I spent the whole of each working day. This
setback caused me to question the values by which I had been
living, and to wonder whether they were acceptable as a guide
through life.
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Fortunately for myself, I had at this time just met Dorothy,
now my wife, who all her life had lived by an entirely different
set of values, and who, from the time she could first read, had
been concerned primarily with the search for truth. Questions I
had never asked now began to occupy my mind. One question
in particular kept coming up in the same, rather peculiar, set of
words. The question was ‘Is there a pattern in the carpet?’, and
I saw it in relation to a particular image. I saw it as though I
were an ant crawling across the floor of a room and coming
across different colours, different textures, different obstacles.
And myself, as that ant, began now for the first time to ask: ‘Is
there a pattern in it all? If I were up in the air, looking down,
would the whole carpet of life have meaning?’ In other words I
was asking—is there a plan behind our lives, so that what we call
‘chance events’, ‘strange coincidences’, ‘unexpected meetings’,

- happen according to a higher logic which we, on our ant level,
cannot see at work, and therefore do not understand? We see
the light go on and off, but, like an infant looking at the ceiling,
have no idea of how or why it happens.

Once one begins to ask oneself basic questions, one begins—as
you must all know very well—to receive basic answers. No voice
shouts out of the sky, ‘Yes! There is a pattern in the carpet"
Nor do you suddenly conclude that there is, or that there isn’t.
But once you start to ask, answers begin to come; and I began
by slow degrees to become convinced that our destinies are
guided, and are guided benevolently. This was a conclusion of
experience based, not on faith, but on what appeared to me the
rational interpretation of events. It followed from this interpre-
tation that, if one could ally oneself with that beneficent force,
then the journey through time and space would be better
directed. It might, or might not, become easier, but it would
surely become less futile and haphazard, and would be less likely
to be misguided.

Now I tell you all this not by way of a personal history, but
as necessary background to the questions I want to discuss. And
one of the things that I began at this time to consider was that
the forces directing human life must be able to make use of ‘bad-
ness’ as well as ‘goodness’, mistakes as well as correct action,
otherwise the whole development would never have emerged.
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No one who reads history, it seemed to me, can deny the
astonishing achievements of the past ten thousand years. But
equally this has been a period full of cruelty, greed and every
kind of wickedness and error. It seemed evident that, if the
benevolent power could only make use of ‘goodness’ to achieve
his purposes, he/she/it simply would not have had enough
material to work with, There would have been no civilisation—
and indeed we should none of us have got beyond being wolves
and bears.

Whereas, if the power can employ ‘badness’ equally with
‘goodness’, turning the badness as it were against itself, all
activity in the long run is serving the Creator’s purpose, whether
it plans to do so or not. Some activity which we call ‘goodness’
can serve his purposes directly; the rest, ‘badness’, is used by
him/her/it to serve his benign ends in ways we cannot compre-
hend.

Looking at my own experience with this idea in mind, I
thought supposing I take Hitler as an embodiment of evil
power. How, 1 asked, has Hitler served any sublime purpose? It
was easy to see what harm he had done—but what good, if any,
had emerged from his career of destruction? It occurred to me,
at once, that great efforts had been made after the fall of
Napoleon in the nineteenth century, and again in the twentieth
century after the end of the first World War, to bring about
some kind of concert of powers in Europe, and to produce
some form of European unity. Neither of these efforts was suc-
cessful, the attempted organisation being too weak to stand up
against the conflicting drives of national interests.

But what is today slowly bringing Europe together is not well-
intentioned human efforts to achieve that end, it is the evil
intentions of Hitler for total domination. For in the effort to
establish an order which was to ‘last a thousand years’, Hitler
shattered the organisation of Europe to such an extent that it is
slowly having to piece itself together as one. Moreover, the
force that has kept some kind of uneasy peace while the attempt
is made has not been the goodwill of politicians, it has been the
threat of an atomic bomb. An uneasy peace has been maintained
by means of the forces of destruction.

If then, one can accept that the Sublime Being is not afraid

10



to soil his/her hands by making use of human wickedness and
error to achieve benevolent ends, equally we can accept that the
same Being may well use ‘neutral’ means—human achievements
in science, technology and art—for purposes far greater than we
are able to see or understand. Let us consider just a few of the
technical and practical developments which today are tending
to unite our multiple world into ‘One World’. None of them was
created or thought up for the purpose of uniting the world. But
they are beginning to do so, as it were unconsciously and imper-
ceptibly, where man’s deliberate intentions—expressed in the
League of Nations and in the United Nations Organisation—have
evidenty failed. To take only three examples—I don’t doubt
you will think of others—language, transport and photography.

Let us start with language. When I was a boy every country
had its own language and the nearest approach to a common
language was French. But today English is becoming almost a
universal language and must ultimately become the universal
language. English has long been the language of the sea. It is
now also the language of the air. When Dorothy and I lived in
Africa, we found that we could be understood in towns and
cities all over that continent, using only English and French—but
particularly English. The continuing spread of English means
much to travellers, but it means far more to the continent itself.

Take a single example, one little country, Zambia, with a
population of around four million Africans and less than one
hundred thousand whites. It has an enlightened president, Dr
Kenneth Kaunda, who has been president ever since Zambia
became independent in 1964. One of his many problems is that
of language. His four million Africans speak around eighty
different languages, divided into fourteen major groups. So if
the President makes an important speech lasting for half-an-hour,
and wants it to be broadcast in English and the fourteen main
languages, it will take seven and a half hours of continuous
broadcasting to get his speech put out to such centres as may
have radios through which it can be heard. There is likely, in
fact, to be at least one in every village, apart from those owned
by the more prosperous individuals—chiefs, storekeepers,
schoolmasters, police and so on.

No one knows just how many languages there are in the whole
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continent of Africa, but it is generally considered that there are
around eight hundred. Imagine these language barriers as divisive
walls—and it is clear what the spread of the English language
means, and will mean, to Africa, as well as to Asia, and indeed
throughout the world.

Again, take transport. For how many decades, and even cen-
turies, did men consider whether it would be possible to dig a
canal through the isthmus of Panama or the isthmus of Suez in
order to facilitate passage from the Pacific to the Atlantic and
vice versa, and from the Mediterranean to the Indian Ocean?
And for how many centuries did they wonder whether it would
be possible to make a tunne] through the Alps in order to get
more quickly from France into Italy and vice versa? But in our
time aeroplanes have hopped over all this, so that it is now
possible to reach India in fourteen hours when it used to take
six weeks. So in the physical sense, by means of transport, the
world is being united, and problems which once seemed to make
unification impossible are being by-passed.

Thus the spread of our English language and the growth of air
transport are links tending to make the whole world one. Let
me give you another more trivial instance—pop music. Pop isa
kind of primitive world culture that is coming into existence
through the spread of tapes, cassettes and records. It by-passes
language barriers to create contacts between Europeans,
Americans, Africans, Asians, Russians and Chinese.

And this ‘pop culture’ is spread through anether techno-
logical development—radio. Radio is an invention which has by-
passed a massive problem, that of illiteracy. Living in Kenya we
might now and then see, in some remote part of the country, a
Masai tribesman leaning on an iron spear guarding his goats
against hyenas, holding a transistor radio. He couldn’t read, he
couldn’t write, but he didn’t need to—he’d got a wransistor.
Illiteracy is ‘jumped over’ by radio in the same kind of way that
the physical barriers of oceans, deserts and mountain ranges
have been jumped over by the aeroplane.

And to come now to photography. Photography was inven-
ted in 1839 and was thought of in the first place as a simple
alternative to painting. When Paul Delaroche, the French popu-
lar painter and art teacher, saw early photographs, he cried out
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‘From today painting is dead!” Well of course photography has
not become a substitute for painting, though ithasin some ways
deeply affected painting and perhaps killed certain kinds of
painting. What photography has done, in its present-day forms
of film and television, is to constitute yet another powerful
strand drawing mankind together. It does this by bringing home
to us with dramatic force the reality of what is happening on
the other side of the world—events which only a short time ago
would have been dismissed as ‘no concern of ours’.

To take only one example: Dorothy and I spent the winter of
1968—69 in the United States. Only a year or two previously
the war in Vietnam had been in general highly popular in the US.
That is, it was felt to be a necessary enterprise, defending
Vietnam against Communism, and therefore protecting the
United States, and what was grandly called ‘the Free World’,
against attack. America, it was claimed, was bearing this burden
for all.

But during the winter we were there, we could watch the
whole climate of opinion in the United States changing, and it
was changing principally for one reason, because a photographic
record of the Vietnam war came pouring into the living rooms
of ordinary American families day after day and evening after
evening. So that the horrified sense of—‘Are we sending our
boys into that?’ on the one hand, and on the other—‘Are we
sending our boys to do that? ’—-fmally became unbearable.

Almost visibly the mood of. the United States shifted from
‘This is a war to save the world from the horror of Communism’
into the simpler concept—‘Stop the horror of this war!’ And, in
view of what I was earlier suggesting about the Creator’s capa-
city to employ all kinds of insttuments for his purposes, it is
notable that the President under whom the war in Vietnam was
stopped was no Abraham Lincoln or George Washington. It was
Richard Nixon. And he stopped it, not because it was wrong,
but because it had become unpopular. And what had made the
war unpopular was not the suffering it caused, but the know-
ledge of that suffering brought home by television.

I have worked almost all my life with photographs and in
photographic journalism, and this was to me an unforgettable
example of the way photography can make real to people in

13



one part of the world what is taking place in another. But photo-
graphy itself was not invented for the benefit of mankind. It
was invented as an ingenious device out of which people hoped
to make a lot of money—as indeed they have.

So what I am suggesting is that Something Somewhere makes
use of technological and scientific developments which we think
of as our own—worked out by our own minds in our own
research laboratories—for ends far beyond our capacity to
envisage, and in ways we never thought or dreamed of.

And so the conviction that has come to me from what I have
seen in my lifetime, living on the whole a very worldly life, is
that the powers that guide the world are benevolent, know what
they are doing, and achieve their intentions in ways that we
cannot understand. It follows that—if we should be so foolish as
to destroy our world, which I personally do not believe, but
which may well happen—then those powers, being infinite and
eternal, are not going to throw their hands up in despair. Nor
are they going to wash their hands of their human children,
abandoning them to extinction, because they have acted
foolishly, and indeed very often wickedly.

Walking across the quadrangle more than half a century ago, 1
concluded that the external world exists, that I would treat it as
real, would go out and live in it, getting as much advantage and
enjoyment from it as I could. But what that experience has
taught me is that reality lies somewhere else—beyond our sight,
but not beyond our reach. To fall into despair because of
human ‘badness’ and confusion is to torment and distract our-
selves needlessly. If ‘progress’, ‘the victory of truth’—whatever
- form of words one chooses—had depended upon human good-
ness and human effort, then the battle was lost long since.

Happily however, it does not. From the awareness of this fact
comes what every one of us is seeking—peace of mind and heart.

Tom Hopkinson was educated at St Edward’s School and at Pembroke
College, Oxford. In 1938 be took part in the founding of Picture Post,
which be edited from 1940-1950. He married Dorothy, widow of tbe
writer Hugh Kingsmill, in 1953. During part of their nine years in Africa,
be was in Jobannesburg as editor of Drum, a magazine for Africans, and
later established in Nairobi the first centre for the training of African jour-
nalists, He was knighted in 1978.
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SHARING IN THE WORK OF RECONCILIATION

During the Partners in Mission Consultation in the Diocese of
Oxford in September members of all the religious communities
in the diocese gathered at Fairacres to meet John Ramadhani,
Bishop of Zanzibar and Tanga, and David Banfield, Vicar of
Luton. We print here SLG’s contribution to that meeting.

As I wondered where to start talking about how SLG shares in
the mission of the Church, the official Partners in Mission
report, To a Rebellious House? came to my aid. The opening
paragraph defines the ‘missionary task of the Church’ as ‘that of
reconciling man to God, man to man, and man to his environ-
ment’. That definition was new to me and I was impressed by
its broadness and also by the fact that it takes us, Sisters of the
Love of God, to the heart of our own particular Community
vocation.

It was the intention of our founders that the Community
should be consecrated to the work of reconciliation; in the
chapter of our Rule entitled ‘Reconciliation’ we are referred to
2 Cor. 5: 18—21, where S. Paul speaks of God ‘reconciling the
world to himself in Christ’ and handing on to us the work of
reconciliation. Before that S. Paul says, ‘All this is from God’,
and thatis a crucial part of our understanding of reconciliation—
that it springs from God. God has achieved and accomplished
the work of reconciliation and yet, in some mysterious way, he
invites us to share in it with him. So our Community life, which
is dedicated to prayer and does not have any specific outward
ministry or justification in the eyes of the world, bears witness
to what God has done in Christ, and we endeavour in our own
small way to share in this work of reconciliation.

We do this primarily by the purely Godward aspect of our
lives. In our corporate worship, our daily Eucharist and sevenfold
Divine Office by day and by night, we come together and affirm,
for ourselves as much as for the world, and also before angels
and before demons, what God has already accomplished. Then
in our life of personal prayer we try to contemplate what God
has done, and to enter more deeply into it ourselves. I have
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been helped by the definition Mother Mariz (an Orthodox nun
who died in 1977) gives of the monastic life as ‘the consent to
work in repentance on a small patch of ground’—one’s own
human heart. I would like to emphasise that this really is the
purpose of our life: God has called us to open our hearts to him
and to work on them in repentance and, in a sense, what springs
from that is up to him. Obviously we are thankful to know that
our life does have an overflow on to the world, but that is not
its primary objective. Care for the world manifests itself in our
intercessory prayer and we see this activity of intercession as
something which extends to our whole life. We do not just have
times set apart for specific intercession but try to live our life
for the sake of the world in an intercessory spirit.

A second way of sharing in the work of reconciliation is our
common life. Clearly, any group of people living together, if
they are to do so with any depth of reality and honesty, will
need reconciliation. I would like to quote one sentence from
our Rule which refers to this aspect of our life:

To participate in Christ’s reconciliation means to open the whole being

to God in the common life to which he has called each one, and it will

be through this stripping of self that the order and discipline of the

individua.l life will bear the fruits of Christ’s victory over sin and death,

which is the true end of Christian asceticism.
As I understand that, it means that we recognise primarily that
God has called each one of us to this life, and that gives us a
solid foundation upon which to build relationships one with
another. It gives us something to fall back on when the evil
desires of our own hearts rise up, when we perhaps tune in to
the evil in the world and recognise its roots in our selves. It also
gives us something very realistic and down to earth. We do not
need artificial methods of asceticism but our living together
before God really challenges us to be disciplined, to be loving,
gradually to leave self behind and be more open for Christ’s life
to come to fruition in us.

Our Community inherits much from the Carmelite tradition
and there is a delicate balance between the solitary and the
corporate in our life. The common life is very important to us,
but equally so is our solitary life with God. We are a community
that is mainly silent, which in a confined space is one way in
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which we can preserve solitude for one another, thus creating a
place of prayer that other people can come and share. One of
the key passages in our Rule says that, ‘While the spirit of
silence serves to separate each individual life unto God, the
spirit of love must ever be binding all together in God.’ In this
interaction of silence and love in our common life we can work
at reconciliation in very practical ways, and if that is being a
reality then the Community can become a place of reconciliation
for others.

We don’t go out to look for contacts, yet we are inundated
by people who come—and in our welcome and response to them
we find we have another way of sharing in the ministry of
Christ’s reconciliation. We receive as many visitors as we can
accommodate; there is a constant flow of guests who stay with
us, sharing our silence and prayer and sharing in dialogue. We
have regular meetings with ordinands who are in training for the
ministry, both from the Oxford theological colleges and also
from Birmingham and Cambridge. This gives us an opportunity
to talk about the religious life to people who will be priests and
who will meet those who may possibly have a religious vocation
and be in need of guidance. We try to share our experience of
prayer and, while obviously none of us feels that we can pray
well, we can at least share with others our rather poor but
persistent efforts to pray. Then, too, we find in our experience
that without any seeking on our part the Community becomes a
place where people who might not meet in any other situation
can come together on this neutral, silent, open-to-God ground.
Occasionally we have groups coming for their own meeting on
our premises, in which we don’t take very much active part,
and sometimes they have commented that they have experienced
something of the meaning of reconciliation while they are here.
One comes back again to where I began, that this is all God’s
work. I am sure that individually we must each be conscious of
this: the marvel of God’s call to us to share his work and the
paucity of our response, yet God does use it.

There is just one other point I would like to refer to from the
report To a Rebellious House? which is -particularly relevant to
our Community life. The Partners commented on the general
lack of prayerfulness in the Church, and on the fact that people
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need teaching about prayer and about the creative use of silence.
The first chapter of our Constitution which sets out the objects
of the Community says uncompromisingly that the Sisters are
set apart to live ‘a life of withdrawal for prayer and discipline
under the Vows of Poverty, Chastity and Obedience and the
maintainance of monastic stability shall be recognized as
essential to the character of their life’. But it then goes on to
say in equally clear terms that ‘the monastic life has always
borne fruit in undertakings which have been of benefit to
society at large’ and therefore ‘the Sisters shall be open to the
needs of the Church and world and be ready to serve them in
any way compatible with the spirit of their life’. If we are to
fulfil these objects we need great discretion and much prayer as
we endeavour to respond to the challenge—to meet the needs of
the Church and the world while keeping our life primarily
focussed on God in prayer and worship within the stability of
the common life.

SISTER EDNA MONICA SLG

PRAYER FOR PEACE

We welcome the opportunity to print this Prayer for Peace in
the ‘Chronicle’. It was first spoken publicly by Mother Teresa of
Calcutta in July this year, and was officially launched by leaders
of world religions in this country at a service in Westminster
Abbey on August 6—the Feast of the Transfiguration and
Hiroshima Day’. As a Community we unite ourselves daily with
all who are offering this prayer around the world, and especially
in the silent pause before the midday office of Sext.

Lead me from Death to Life, from Falsehood to Truth.
Lead me from Despair to Hope, from Fear to Trust.
Lead me from Hate to Love, from War to Peace,

Let Peace fill our hearts, our world, our universe.
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silent and unobtrusive, as with the Brothers of the Virgin of the
Poor in Europe, or with some men and women living a strictly
eremitical life, to a life of active ministry and active work.
There are some, for example the Little Brothers and Sisters of
Jesus and those in the Worker Priest Movement, who take
menial and working-class jobs; others, like the contemplative
branch of Mother Teresa’s community, feel called simply to go
among the poor and be with them in some way. A larger sense
of servanthood is found also in the Catholic Worker Movement
or in groups like the Sojourners in Washington D. C.

Various combinations of prayer and availability can be found
in the Little Brothers and Little Sisters of St Francis in Boston,
or among the Anglican Franciscan Friars and Sisters in San
Francisco, in the Community of Taizé or in my own Commu-
nity. Yet the similarities are striking—the recitation of the
Liturgy of the Hours, in common or alone, a daily hour of silent
adoration, usually before the Blessed Sacrament, the daily
Eucharist, silence, poverty, simplicity, availability to neighbours
or those in need, affective and contemplative prayer, and often
the Prayer of Jesus—these form the daily rhythm in almost all
communities and individual fraternities, sketes and hermitages
of this kind. Always there is a sense of presence and friend-
ship, in ‘going and acting and speaking in the desert of human
hearts’ , in the sense of being a little place that holds everything
for those who have been denuded of their humanity. It also
forms the rhythm of my own life.

That is something quite simple, a life both of solitude in the
inner-city and servanthood among those whom the Church has
forgotten: Matins and Mass in the morning; spiritual reading;
working in the house or garden in the morning; midday prayer
and intercessory prayer; shopping, going out to the streets for a
few hours in the afternoon among kids who are ‘hustling’ or in
trouble; writing; a simple snack for breakfast and supper, a meal
at lunch; Vespers and Adoration; in the evening, visiting friends,
listening to music, or reading; Compline, and then, several
nights a week, going again among street people—these things
make up my routine. The streets are a fine place for prayer, and
for the Jesus Prayer in particular. Sundays and Thursdays are
days of withdrawal, solitude and prayer. Since my street work
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is affiliated with a larger ecumenical body, I receive my living
expenses from that source.

" Street ministry as the apostolic labour of an urban hermit has

been described by Brother James Curran OSF, Superior of the

Lirtle Brothers of St Francis in Boston:

Our evangelical street ministry is carried out . . . for only a
few hours on any given day. Our goal is to be present among
the destitute and rejected and outcasts who together share a
common loneliness, and rejection by a materialistic and im-
Fersonal society. To bring them the Good News that Jesus
oves them now—even in their present condition. Indeed—
that they in their brokenness remind our heavenly Father of
His crucified Son and He loves them even more! We share a
litle prayer when they want, share a sandwich or cup of
coffee, a strong shoulder for leaning on, a firm hamdP for
supporting an unsteady step, a big ear for listening and above
all a compassionate heart Elll of consolation, understanding
and love. If they wish, we might lead them to a hostel, soup
kitchen, detox center or agency that can meet their material
needs. However, the treasure we have to share with them (by
our very presence) is the grace and love of Jesus Christ.
By returning each day to our contemplative fraternity, we are
able to replenish our spirit in the love of Jesus, the Lord . ..

In our life of prayer and our street ministry, we have dis-
covered that broken people need more than professional help.
They need the kindness and friendship of ordinary people
who really become interested in them as persons and fll?iends.
At the end of each day, we bring all their problems, hurts,
misunderstandings and sorrows before the throne of our
Eucharistic Lord who alone can give them the peace that

they seek.

Indeed, the task of the ‘apostolic hermit’ and contemplative on
the streets-is to become a living ikon of Christ’s compassion
among those who are broken, to become a living Eucharist of
his presence. He sees the streets as the desert—the place of
spiritual combat, the place of encounter with Our Lord in
prayer and in the aimless and lost ones who wander those
streets. He is called to be transfigured by the Holy Spirit into
Christ’s presence among his poor and lost sheep.
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This is equally true of those called to apostolic work and of
solitaries. While I feel that most such urban hermits will be
‘apostolic hermits’, this is not in itself necessary or definitive.
Some are called simply to live silently among the urban poor in
a small room or apartment, dependent on others for their sup-
port or working for a living at some menial or labouring job and
returning home to offer intercessory prayer at an ever greater
depth. They live silently in the presence of the Lord and are
open, in the light of the demands of Christ’s love, to their
neighbours in simple ways, without any conscious sense of
apostolate. Without such men and women, hidden in the heart
of Christ as leaven in the dough of urban life, there will be no
way to reclaim the city from the powers of darkness. As the late
Cardinal Daniélou once wrote, ‘. . . St Antony is coming back
from his desert; there is no need for flight now that the Church
is once again an army of martyrs in the midst of heathen
society. My factory is my desert’.2 Mother Mary Clare SLG
has made this comment on Daniélou’s insight:

In this soulless age the desert can be found in the utter alone-
ness of the city, in a single room in a high-rise block of flats
in an industrial area. People will come to those living under
such conditions if they are making a valid witness and can
truly be seen to be seeking God.?

The urban hermit and contemplative, like the cloistered con-
templative or hermit in the wilderness, is effective not by what
he or she does, but by how he or she lives. This is true because
they live at the heart of the Church, beyond all time and place,
at one with all in Christ’s body, one in union with Christ and
the Father through the Holy Spirit.

Whether living alone or in some small fraternity, whether
formally clothed in a monastic habit or not, whether under a
traditional rule or simply seeking to live the contemplative
depths of the Gospel among the poor, the urban contemplatives
and hermits belong at the deepest level to the monastic Church,
the church at the heart of the body of Christ. The urban hermit,
with his perception of the growing desert character of the city,
is, therefore, an integral part of the Church of the wilderness,
the Woman of the Apocalypse who has fled into the desert
from the Beast who seeks to devour the Word in her womb.
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‘She is’, wrote Thomas Merton,

the Church who by her silence nourishes and protects the
seed of the Gospel that is sown by the Apostlesin the hearts
of the faithful . . . who, by her prayer gains strength for the
Apostles themselves, so often harassed by the Monster. The
Monastic Church is the one who flees to a special place pre-
pared for her by God in the wilderness and hides her face in
the Mystery of the divine silence, and prays while the great
battle is being fought between heaven and earth. Her flight is
not evasion. If the monk were able to understand what goes
on inside him, he would be able to say how well he knows

that the battle is being fought in his own heart’.*

In the reality of the monastic church and its eschatological
mystery lies the reason, witness and meaning of the life of the
urban hermit, the city contemplative and present day ‘fool for
Christ’. This witness is not intelligible to those possessed by the
values of the secular world, or by those in the Church who have
been seduced by those values. It is not always understood or
accepted even by those willing to accept the more traditional
forms of monastic and contemplative life. But it is perfectly
understood by the one who pursues the woman into the wilder-
ness to destroy her. The call to this life, compelling and vital as
it is, is a call to spiritual warfare and suffering. An Orthodox
hermit, Archimandrite Barnabas, has written:

It is as if the very setting up of a hermitage invites the close
attention of the powers of good and evil, who play out their
contest in the heart of the hermit . . . He will be plagued with
memories, may even be drawn to daydreaming; as the novelty
dies away, he may suffer from boredom . . . then comes the
temptation of cui bono, does God really care? And as the
purgative process continues . . . he will be led through succes-
sive waves of temptation; those that involve the faith, that
attack hope, that corrupt love, and that assail the flesh, 4l
he begins to realize that the famous diabotical attacks of St
Antony were no exaggerated figments of the imagination.’

I think the experience of the spiritual combat is intensified for
the urban hermit because he dwells in the midst of suffering and
evil. Because of this physical proximity, he shares directly and
indirectly the frustrations and anger of the poor. I felt I was
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hearing a description of my own life when I read Fr Barnabas’
words; it was like looking into a mirror reflecting my own life in
my small barrio hermitage and on the streets. Everything he
describes is there: the assaults, the temptations, the struggles,
the uncertainties, the pain and loneliness, the fatigue, the sense
of abandonment, these are the very real enemies that lay siege
to the hermit. I had a warning when I first began to combine a
street ministry with my contemplative life in the barrio. A
young man I know came to me for solace after allowing himself
to get caught up in a pornographic picture-taking session. He
insists that as he was coming to me he was stopped at the
hermitage gate by the devil, who told him to ‘go in and harm
Fr Jim, because I cannot go through this gate. Go harm him!’
Now, that may have been a drug-induced hallucination (for the
use of drugs accompanied the session), but the seventeen-year
old insisted later that it did happen, and as a clergy friend of
mine pointed out, the evil one may well have used the young
man in a drugged state to warn me away from my work. The
streets are the last place where the enemy wants a contemp-
lative or a fool, however weak and poor he or she may be. Such
assaults are a very real part of the daily spiritual warfare in this
hermitage, and they have intensified since my work began to
include a street witness. So too has the grace of God and the
heavenly assistance of his saints—especially that of Our Lady, St
Seraphim and Mother Maria of Paris—without which I would
have gone under. Yet this struggle must go on in the heart of
the hermit or his life would be without meaning; it is part of his
call. It is only through this interior warfare in his own heart that
he learns total dependence upon God’s love and providence.
There the solitary is emptied of all that is not Christ, and is
shaped by the Holy Spirit to ‘stand inviolate as a true ikon of
Christ’s victory in the conflict with evil’ (Fr Gilbert Shaw).
Inwardly, and in his inter-action with the poor, with marginal
people, with those furthest from the Gospel, the urban hermit is
transformed and radiates the love of Christ amidst those who
are unloved and unwanted. He seeks to share their social status
and living conditions. Therefore one will find a hermitage,
skete or community located in the part of the city where there
is real poverty and suffering. The often romanticized solitary
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life is led amid all the noise, the vermin, the disintegration of
decaying urban tenements and slums. The man or woman of
God accepts all these conditions in order to be one with the
poor Christ who is befriended and contemplated in these
people. That is the alpha and omega of the contemplative and
eremitical life, whether it is lived in the inner-city, in the moun-
tains or the desert. To live simply, poorly, with real deprivation,
utterly dependent upon and abandoned to the will of God is
perfect freedom. It is freedom to live not as the person I want
to be, but as one who waits on the Lord to be fashioned into
what he wants me to be, consumed by his love, but never
extinguished.

Nothing is more difficult, for it means embracing the Cross,
becoming a living theologia crucis in anticipation of the
Resurrection; dead to self so that it is Christ alone who lives in
us. This is the transfiguring heart of the desert, wherever it may
be. Here, because we are stripped of self and transfigured in the
dark cloud by the light of Christ, it will be his light that illu-
mines the world through us.

My hermitage is a small four-roomed apartment with its own
entrance and a little enclosed yard which I share with several
pets. The bedroom has been converted into a Chapel with the
reserved Sacrament. I sleep on a fold-out couch in the living
room. In this area, where there is much unemployment and a
relatively high crime rate, most of my neighbours are Mexican-
Americans and American Indians. The oldest Black Protestant
church in the city is across the street on one corner and the
local Roman parish church is on the other corner. Albuquerque
is relatively quiet and even the barrios are fairly small-townish
and peaceful in atmosphere. But it is still the inner-city and
moreover, with a population of approximately 400,000, the
inner-city of New Mexico’s largest urban area, bearing all the
marks of the modern city which has been reduced to a desert.
A Roman Catholic-sponsored study® has defined the modern
city as today’s desert, the place of spiritual warfare, and is an
indictent of the greed and indifference of a civilization which
has abandoned its cities and left their inhabitants the unpro-
tected victims of the forces of death and disorder.

The modern hermitage is set up as a direct challenge to these
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forces which threaten to destroy our society, to combat the
principalities and powers and their dominion in the deserts of
this world. As the social problems of our times increase, so is
the call to this hidden warfare more clearly heard. In numbers
greater than at any time since the Middle Ages, hermits are
being drawn, whether in the physical desert of the wilderness
and the forests or the streets of the city, to enter into the true
hermitage, which is the ‘poustinia’ of the heart. There the Holy
Trinity trains the solitary in silence and suffering to stand at
that point where the hosts of evil encounter the redemptive
power of God.

The call is not a private one to the hermit alone, but rather
it is given through him and in him to all those among whom the
Lord sends him. As Mother Maria of Paris, the Russian Ortho-
dox nun who gave her life for God’s little ones in a Nazi death
camp put it: ‘They were brought to me and I was told: “Adopt
them all, each in his own worry. Let them live in your blood—
bone of your bone and body of your body.” ’7 Thus, in the
mystical union of the Eternal Spouse and the foolish hermit
called to solitude and servanthood, all these little ones, lost and
unloved, crushed on the streets of the urban desert, are wedded
forever to Qur Lord.

The vocation of the street contemplative, the Fool for Christ,
is a little, insignificant thing and it contains the whole universe.
It is lost in the darkness of the modern world and it radiates the
light of Tabor. It is the poverty of a dung-filled stable, a stark
cross and a borrowed tomb—and it contains the riches of the
living God who comes to those who are lost in the wilderness.
The Lord says, ‘Abandon yourself entirely into my hands—I will
care for you. Trust me—don’t you know I love you? Plunge into
the heart of the Gospel now. I have called you out. Go into the
desert and I will make it flower again. Go, then, and burn for
your people, burn before me in prayer. Enter into my Name. It
will be the flowering of your desert.’
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7. cf. Sergei Hackel, Pearl of Great Price, Darton, Longman and Todd,
new edition 1981. ‘

We are grateful for the opportunity to print an abridged version of the
foregoing article by Brother James Kennedy who, as a Priest Companion
of the Community of the Transfiguration at Roslin in Scotland, is linked
also to SLG in prayer and fellowship,

SPECIAL OFFER

Coloured postcards, including views of Fairacres,
Burwash, Bede House and the Boxmoor icon of
St Mary and the Angels, are available in packets of
ten from the SLG Press. Price: £1.00, including
postage and packing.
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/ HUMILITY
A Homily given at Fairacres for the Twenty-sixth Sunday

ANDREW LOUTH

In humility count others better than yourse'ves. Let each of
you look not only to his own interests but also to the interests
of others. (Phil. 2: 34).

We are not well served by any of the available English trans-
lations of that phrase from Philippians we heard in our second
reading. That was the Revised Standard Version; the Jerusalem
Bible appears to be aiming at the same general meaning—only
more clumsily—as does the New English Bible, though it is not
clear what this meaning is; in particular the exhortation to make
sure that we poke our noses into other people’s affairs strikes an
odd note. Most people don’t need any exhorting to do that; and
the fact that they themselves regard it as altruism only makes it
more alarming that the Apostle should appear to be commen-
ding it. Only the Authorized Version, by a slight clumsiness of
expression, alerts us to wondering whether we have not, as so
often, smoothed out the denseness, not to say the knottiness, of
St Paul’s thought here by banalizing and moralizing it. ‘Look
not every man on his own things but every man also on the
things of others.” The awkwardness makes us wonder what
exactly Paul is driving at; it is, however, probably better to be
left in unclarity than to be led into a false clarity. So let’s go
back to the Greek.

The first point that strikes us is that there are not two exhor-
tations here, one about humility and one about other people,
but a single complex phrase which means, literally, something
like this: ‘But in humility consider others superior to yourself,
‘each of you looking at things not in relation to yourself (ta
heauton) but also in relation to others (ta heteron).” And the
crucial point is the contrast between beholding ta heautor and
ta heteron not simply as the things or interests of self and others
but as something more like ‘my world’ and ‘the world of others’.
It is, it seems to me, one of those passages where St Paul very
deftly expresses what one might call the metaphysics of one’s
attitude to the world and other people. Our world isn’t just
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there, the sphere in which we do things: our world is how we
perceive it. Now naturally 1 perceive it with me at the centre, I
see things from my point of view, I can’t see them from any
other point of view. That applies physically: the things near me
command my attention more immediately than things far from
me; and also more deeply: that which concerns me looms
larger in my world than things that don’t concern me. St Paul’s
expressions ta heauton and ta heteron mean the world from my
point of view, and the world from the point of view of others.
In one sense they are the same world: they contain the same
things. But in another sense they are very different, for the
significance those things bear in each of them is different. So
they compete. Which world then is the real world?

The natural human answer is to reach some form of com-
promise, usually by limiting the potential all-inclusiveness of
these worlds, so that what is mine and what is yours and what is
his and what is the other person’s overlap as little as possible.
We all sit on our own islands and pretend the others don’t exist.

The Christian answer is more radical and more realistic:
ta heauton—my world—has no claim on reality at all. There is
only one world—ta tou theou—God’s world: that is the real
world, because he made it. My world is, as it were, an optical
illusion, with no claim to reality at all. And, by the same token,
we might say, so are the worlds of every one else. But hang on a2
bit, that’s going too fast, for the worlds of other people are
worlds we only know when they encroach on ours, we don’t
know them from the inside. We only know the inside of our
world; it is only of our world that we truly know not only that
God created it, but what we have made of it. It is only our
world we know as a fallen world. And so the Apostle doesn’t
simply subordinate all our several worlds to God’s world—
something we might not mind too much, as we could always
console ourselves with the thought that, even if we had lost out,
so had everyone else—rather he insists that we subordinate
ourselves to others. Humility, ‘a true knowing and feeling of a
man’s self as he is’, as The Cloud puts it, reveals to us what we
are from the inside, and we know that of no one else; so from
what we know it is simple realism to recognize the superiority
of others. We see in them the image of God, only in ourselves
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do we sece what we have done to it. Looking to the worlds of
others (ta heteron) doesn’t mean interfering—that would mean
attempting to incorporate them into my world—rather it means
realizing their encroachment on my world, a world which does
not really exist and has no ground for resistance.

This is no new or subtle point; nor is the realization of the
freedom and joy that are released when we cease to pursue
ta heteron, when we cease to safeguard and establish our world.
As the Theologica Germanica puts it: ‘Whoever seeketh, loveth,
and pursueth Goodness as Goodness and for the sake of Good-
ness, and maketh that his end, for nothing but the love of
Goodness, not for the love of the I, Me, Mine, Self and the like,
he will find the highest Good, for he seeketh it aright . .
(c. xliv). And it is this that St Paul is pointing us to as he
exhorts us to a practice of humility and self-noughting that will
lead to the dissolution of my world, of ta heauton, which
separates me from the truth and reality of God.

FRANCIS HUGH MAYCOCK, A TRIBUTE
by A. M. Allchin and others. SLG Press 1981.

Father Hugh Maycock spent the last five years of his life as
Chaplain of the SLG Convent at Burwash in Sussex. Sister
Elvira, who herself died within fifteen months of Father Hugh’s
death in June 1980, has recorded our gratitude for his friend-
ship and priestly ministry in her Foreword to this tribute by
four of his friends from earlier years. Together with extracts
from Father Hugh’s diary, their account provides, for those who
did not know him, an introduction to a thoroughly ‘loving and
loveable human being’.

Available from SLG Press Price 40 pence.
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BOOKS

INTERIOR CASTLE EXPLORED, Ruth Burrows. Sheed and
Ward, 1981. £4.00. ISBN 072204418 6

What better way to commemorate the fourth centenary of
St Teresa’s death than by listening anew, or for the first time, to
what she has to proclaim about prayer? Interior Castle Explored
sets out to help and encourage readers to do just this, Neverthe-
less, I confess I approached the book initially with a certain
diffidence and hesitation. Paperbacks on prayer or even the
solider manuals of earlier years awaken in me sensations akin to
those of a Ludo player of tender years, hopelessly caught in the
‘Throw a six to start’ place, while everyone else on the board
races triumphantly for home.” Or else handbooks on prayer can
have something in common with their glossy counterparts
which come with the new car or machine. It all looks so simple
and comprehensible, but turn to the printed page for help in an
actual situation, and it is immediately quite apparent that
neither the functioning nor the cause of breakdown of this par-
ticular machine is being described; even the component parts do
not precisely tally with those depicted in the manufacturer’s
diagram of the shiny Platonic ideal. However, inhibitions and
diffidence once overcome, I discovered Interior Castle Explored
is far from being this kind of thing at all. Here is a paperback
with power to persuade the reader to pray, perhaps especially
anyone for whom St Teresa herself has done the same thing,
recently or long ago. The author writes out of knowledge as a
Carmelite herself, and that authenticates what she has to say in
a very living way. It rings true.

How does the book persuade to prayer? Primarily and ob-
viously by letting St Teresa speak for herself. Ruth Burrows
mentions in her introduction that she envisges its being read as a
commentary in conjunction with The Interior Castle itself. Used
thus it does elucidate and illuminate the original for someone
not already deeply versed in Carmelite spiritnality. But as well
as reiterating and interpreting what St Teresa says, Ruth
Burrows also voices her own comments, questions and reflec-
tions, so that from the start the reader is aware of being in the
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company of two robust, vigorous and impassioned women. We
are, as it were, taken on a conducted tour of the Interior Castle
between two guides whose idiom may be sixteenth-century
Spanish or twentieth-century English, but whose running
commentary is usually in agreement, though they may some-
times argue with one another about some particular feature.
Both have a gift for a telling phrase or a vivid visual image. St
Teresa’s irrigation system and silkworm metamorphosed are
well known. Ruth Burrows aptly likens the Second Mansion to
a railway station:

This second mansion is more like a railway station than a chamber of a
castle made for living in. A railway station is for arrivals and departures.
Everything is astir, charged with tensions of farewell, brave dashes to
board the train which will take one far away from what one loves and
clings to; second thoughts . . . delays . . . grief, fear, repugnance and
also happy, mysterious anticipation. (p. 26.)

Both insist over and over again, that love of God and our
neighbour is the basis of perfection, and that there can be no
prayer without the practice of virtue, and that without humility
all will be lost. Both are discomfortingly sure that those
amongst whom we live are the safest judges of how real our
prayer is, for . . . we can know quite well if we are loving our
neighbour’, as St Teresa concludes. Our own SLG Rule speaks
of ‘opening the whole being to God in the common life’, and
Ruth Burrows expresses this essential factor in the words:
‘There is no other means of purification than learning to live
with others’ (p. 96). Later she states: ‘There is simply no cer-
tain criterion for the presence of the mystical save holiness of
life’ (p.102). Of what that holiness consists she makes plain at
the conclusion of the chapter on the First Mansion:

Let us remind ourselves over and over again that holiness has to do with
very ordinary things: truthfulness, courtesy, kindness, gentleness, con-
sideration for others, contentment with our lot, honesty and courage
in the face of life, reliability, dutifulness. Intent, as we think, on the
higher reaches of spirituality, we can overlook the warp and woof of
holiness. (p.19)
Apart from much that is recognisably Teresian there is also
much in the book that is peculiarly Ruth Burrows’ own contri-
bution. There is, for example, the fundamental distinction she
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draws between what she terms the ‘light on’ and the ‘light off’
experience of prayer. What she understands by these two terms
is more fully set out in Chapter 4 of her previous book Guide-
lines for Mystical Prayer. It is a useful distinction and contri-
butes not only to our understanding of The Interior Castle but
to our personal contemporary experience of prayer, or seeming
non-prayer. She is at pains to reiterate that the ‘light on’ experi-
ence is not the mystical grace but reveals it in a way that is
exceedingly rare. In St Teresa ‘light on’ has something of the
quality of a prophetic gift, enabling her to see God’s action

" within her in order to illuminate the way for others. There is en-
couragement in this for the majority of us who may be called to
as authentic a work of love and prayer, but with what Ruth
Burrows elsewhere describes as ‘the sense of apathy, low-
keyedness, non-experience’ (p.115). Also helpful is the way she
draws attention to what is particular in St Teresa’s thought to
her own time and culture and what is universal and as penetra-
tingly true now as it was four centuries ago. Ruth Burrows can
and does tease apart, for example, three things which §t Teresa
herself does not clearly differentiate: the mystical grace in
prayer, her ‘light on’ experience of it, and her psychic response.
The differences are there, of course, but the terminology is not,
and it is thought-provoking to let the jargon of our own time
interpret the jargon of St Teresa’s time whilst being always
aware of how neither will stretch far enough to ‘word’ what
words cannot reach. ‘

The genesis of this book was a series of talks given to the
author’s own community and so it has very much the impact of
the spoken word, asking of the reader a willingness to stay with
the main thrust of the discourse and a tolerance of controversial
personal pronouncements, for there is a provocative confidence
in Ruth Burrows’ approach which is sometimes marked by
assumptions disarmingly made in a manner as uncompromising
as St Teresa’s own. We cannot remain indifferent to the force-
ful personalities of both strong men! But if either or both can
talk us into entering, or entering anew, our ‘castle made of a
single diamond of very clear crystal in which there are many
rooms . .., we shall have been well served indeed.

SISTER BARBARA JUNE SLG
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A THOUSAND REASONS FOR LIVING, Helder Camara.
Darton, Longman and Todd, 1981. £2.25. ISBN 232 51521 2

It is good to find, in this age so obsessed with words, a book
such as A Thousand Reasons for Living, in which, with an
economy of words and a poetic simplicity, Dom Helder Camara
seems to have captured the essence of life.

The main body of the book is made up of short meditations,
extracted from the thousands written during the author’s
nightly vigils over a period of many years. The importance of
these night watches is indicated in one of the pieces:

Were You not to grant me the grace,
during the night-watches,
of drinking the silence,
of diving into it, ‘
of being soaked in.it,
how should I know

that inner silence,
without which

one can hear

neither man

nor You, Lord?

To set the scene, three prose pieces taken from Dom Helder’s
daily radio talks are included. These seem to reflect most
clearly a beautifully open and almost childlike man who is, as
the introduction says, ‘unfailingly present, available, attentive’,
who listens readily to the voice of God, to nature and to the
human heart. One of his pieces, dated 5 May 1951, begins:

All, absolutely all,
by your grace
speaks to me of You.
and concludes:
all, all, all
makes me think of You.
What can 1 give to the Lord
for all he has given to me?

These words seem to sum up all that is revealed in this little book
of the author and his life. Dom Helder appears as a man ready
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to receive and help anybody, listening to all they have to give
and say. His life would seem to be such that he could become
oppressed by the problems of others, except that he holds the
key to this way:

Do people weigh you down?

Don’t carry them on your shoulders,

take them into your heart.

He is aware that every man must become as a child, reinterpre-
ting the instructions of Jesus that all must change and become
like little children to enter the kingdom of heaven:

Child, dearest child,
help me to wake

the child asleep

deep down deep

in the most sober-sided,
the most austere of men.

These meditations are not great literature, and have no
pretensions to be such, but they do give a wonderfully clear
insight into a man and, especially, a man who has climbed the
ladder of life without losing the child within, mysteriously able
to be childlike without being childish.

MELANIE HOLDSWORTH

REFLECTIONS ON THE BEATITUDES, Simon Tugwell OP.
Darton, Longman and Todd, 1980. £4. 50. ISBN 232 51467 4.

Fr Tugwell states at once that his book is not a work of exegesis
on the Beatitudes. The contents were first written as retreat
addresses, and this ethos of meditiation continues in the final
version. The Beatitudes are used in what might be called a litur-
gical sense, that is, as they are used in the Liturgy of the Ortho-
dox Church, as a window into the world of the spirit, a starting
point for reflection on the mystery of Christ and a way through
into it.

After a firm no-nonsense chapter, disposing of any preten-
sions to righteousness that his reader might have, Fr Tugwell
allows us, as ‘privileged but unentitled beggars before the door
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of God’s mercy’, to read on. There are sections on each of the
‘Beatitudes, beginning with the poor and the meek, a peculiarly
apt place, surely, for a friar to begin, and continuing with the
blessing promised to those who mourn, hunger and thirst after
righteousness, are merciful, pure in heart, peacemakers, and
persecuted. In each case, Fr Tugwell provides a setting for the
understanding of the text in the Christian tradition, illuminates
it with non-religious references, and follows through with
pertinent questions about the response of his readers to the
demands of the Beatitudes.

The format of the book seems at first rather dull and filled
with far too many words, quotations and references, so that
what may have been exciting and lively when offered directly
by a speaker of inimitable style and verve seems rather daunting
in plain print. However the careful reader will be amply rewarded
and find in these pages any amount of excitement after all. It is
a ruthless book, perhaps almost coldly ruthless, in its return to
the essential question for the Christian: what, in the end, is
success for a Christian? Fr Tugwell’s answer is unequivocal—the
only success a Christian knows about is 2 man dying in agony
on a cross: ‘it is the cross and only the cross that provides a
constant point of reference in the chaos of our world, because
there is all our poverty, and helplessness and pain, all our
yearning and all our mutual injustice, taken up into the stillness
of God’s everlasting love and made into the instrument and
revelation of his unchanging will’ (p. 135). This isnot the phrase-
ology of a merely clever writer, but a moment of sensitive self-
revelation presented in a dense and penetrating sentence. It is a
book that repays several readings since it is not, in a way, abowut
anything; to read it is itself the experience and the meaning.

It is a difficult business to insist that a book which so stresses
the importance of failure is itself a success. Perhaps the reader
of this review should heed Fr Tugwell’s remark that we are ‘all
of us liable to be bamboozled by advertizing’ (p. 71) before
buying this book on my recommendation. But whoever does
buy it and read it will find his poverty enriched by the percep-
tion of the author about that essential matter for the follower
of Christ, ‘the sublime art of weakness’ (p. 2).

SISTER BENEDICTA SLG
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DAILY PRAYER IN THE EARLY CHURCH, Paul F. Bradshaw.
SPCK, 1981. £6.95. ISBN 03827 9.

Liturgical study, while greatly concerned with the early Church,
has so occupied itself with the great matter of the Eucharist
that study of the non-sacramental services has been neglected.
Articles and books on various aspects and details of the Offices
are not hard to come by, buta straightforward history in English
of the Office in the early Christian centuries has been sadly
lacking. This gap is now filled by a study by Dr Paul Bradshaw,
Daily Prayer in the Early Church.

This book deals with the evidence available for the structure
and content of daily prayer chronologically, from the first
century to the sixth; it deals with the Cathedral Offices and the
Monastic Offices in both East and West, showing the differences
and proposing connections between them. There are useful
footnotes and a select bibliography. Dr Bradshaw deals briskly
with various established opinions, for instance, Professor
Dugmore’s theory of the connection between the Jewish hours
of prayer and the Christian custom of prayer at the third, sixth
and ninth hours, is examined and found wanting (pp. 47-71).
There are admirable discussions of the scanty evidence available
for the Office in the early Church, and texts are presented in a
useful way with sound translations. Some readers will notice that
there are gaps, particularly in the discussion of early Monastic
Offices, in that the tradition of the desert fathers, and in
particular of Pachomius, is not mentioned except through the
mediation of Cassian; the Office in the West immediately
after St Benedict is also presented without a wide enough field
of reference and gives the impression that the liturgical prescrip-
tions of the Rule were not only widely known but universally
adopted in the West—which is very far from being the case.
However, in discussing the Monastic Office at all Dr Bradshaw is
indeed breaking new ground, at least for English readers, since
this is the most neglected corner of the whole neglected field.

This is an excellent book, a little dry perhaps in places, but
with a cool and impartial attitude to the evidence which enables
the reader to think for himself about it. The last section of con-
clusions is hesitant and rightly so, but indicates some useful
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THE BAPTISMAL LITURGY, E.C.Whitaker. SPCK, 1981,
£2.95. ISBN 0 281 03809 0.

This little book is a new and expanded edition of one which
first appeared in 1965. Canon Whitaker has entirely re-worked
the first two chapters and included fresh material from the early
eastern rites, as well as giving an additional two chapters at the
end of the book which deal with the initiation rites in ASB and
the Roman Catholic Church respectively.

There can be no doubt that this is a first-rate ‘introductory’
study and the sort of book which not only clergy and theo-
logical students, but also parish groups, could well use as a basis
for a course on Christian Initiation. The author steers the reader
through a welter of historical details with remarkable lucidity
as he describes the origins and emergence of the baptismal
liturgy in both East and West, and its further development in
the West, through the Reformation and the Book of Common
Prayer, to the present day—in less than one hundred pages an
achievement indeed! The early material is notoriously difficult
and complex, and Whitaker quite rightly states that ‘so long as
what was essential was duly performed, the manner of its
performance and any peripheral additions would vary from
place to place, and in the early years of the Church’s history
there would be many varieties of custom, all with an equal
claim to be apostolic’ (p.22). The vexed question of the relation-
ship between baptism and confirmation is given adequate airing,
though, whilst the author states that ‘the purpose and meaning
of the post-baptismal ceremonies is a matter of controversy’,
and is content in the earlier part of the book to present the
arguments, it emerges very clearly by the end of the study that
he considers ‘Sacramental Initiation Complete in Baptism’
(the title of a Grove Booklet by the same author).

In this regard the Liturgical Commission found themselves in
an invidious position when it came to drafting the new rites, for
as ‘the General Synod reached no theological conclusion and
declined to make any considerable change in pastoral practice,
it was left to the Liturgical Commission to draft rites of baptism
and confirmation which observed a theological neutrality’. The
crucial prayer at the confirmation in ASB—in an attempt to
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please everyone—is now neither one thing nor the other. One
could not have had a more forceful expression than that in the
Gelasian Sacramentary: Inmitte in eos Spiritus Sanctus . . .,
whereas now we are left with a puny ‘Let your Holy Spirit rest
upon them . . .” to invoke the Spirit who comes as wind and
fire! Canon Whitaker is obviously irked by the provision for
the use of oil in Initiation, and quotes Fr J.D. Crichton with
approval. But Crichton criticises the use of oil only in the pre-
baptismal anointing (in the context of the exorcism), not in the
post-baptismal chrism, or in the anointing at confirmation.
Further, I am not sure that the ‘ancient symbolism’ of the
Mediterranean world is entirely obsolete, as he seems to suggest,
for in another context, that of the ministry of healing (often in
conjunction with the laying on of hands), the use of oil seems
to have taken on a renewed significance throughout the Church
of England.

We are given a tantalising glimpse (pp. 72-3) of the way in
which the Church of England has gone about its liturgical
revision, which (in relation to Initiation as well as to other
services) has at times been acrimonious, and our author is
obviously unhappy that on occasion the revision committees of
the General Synod have rejected the ‘expressed views of the
Liturgical Commission’.

Finally, the author has provided a bibliography which is a
chapter in itself, and how very useful a resource this is for
readers wanting to follow up various points and issues raised in
this stimulating book.

DAVID HOPE

The Revd David Hope is Principal of St Stepben’s House, Oxford, and is a
member of the Liturgical Commission of the Church of England.

continued from p. 37,

areas in which the information given might be applied. But it is
better to be right than relevant; and this is a book which con-
centrates on accuracy and truth in a way which can only be
helpful in the further discussion of the daily worship of the
Church in and out of the monasteries.

SISTER BENEDICTA SLG
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Tight Corners in Pastoral Counselling, Frank Lake. £4.95.
The Bridge is Love: An Anthology of Hope, Elizabeth Basset. £5.95.
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The Desert in the City, Carlo Carretto, £1.25

A Gift for God, Mother Teresa of Calcutta. £1.00.
Fount Children’s Bible, Andrew Knowles. £3.95.

First Steps in Contemplative Prayer, Colmcille Murphy. Sheed and Ward,
£4.50.
The Garden of the Beloved, Robert Way. Sheldon Press, £2.25.

Many Worlds: A Russian Life, Sophie Koulomzin, St Vladimir’s Seminary
Press, New York.
Awake to Light, Maud Flannery. Available from 3 Alde House, Aldeburgh,
Suffolk. 80 pence.

Into God: An Exercise in Contemplation, R. G. Coulson. £2:50, and
On Course in Contemplation, R.G. Coulson. £1.60. Both available from
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