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COMMUNITY NOTES

On July 14th, 1833 John Keble preached at Oxford in the
University Church his famous sermon on National Apostasy
which is generally regarded as marking the beginning of the
Oxford Movement. The 150th anniversary of the Oxford
Movement is significant for us because the renewed desire for
holiness in the Church which it witnessed to and engendered led
to the revival of the religious life in the Church of England. The
first article in this issue of the Chronicle shows this desire at its
most personal in a vignette of the relationship between Dr Pusey
and a member of one of the earliest Sisterhoods. It would seem
appropriate to look briefly at the origins of SLG which came
into being through Fr Hollings SSJE in 1906. His community,
the ‘Cowley Fathers’, was founded by Fr Benson in 1865 and
there has, since SLG began, been a close spiritual affinity and
affection between the two congregations.

In a letter written in 1905 by Fr Hollings to a potential
member of the group he was gathering together he says: “There
is at present no contemplative community and if it should
please God to form one, [ am absolutely convinced that it must
begin in hiddenness, in a time of waiting on “God only”. We
want to begin at the real foundation and we shall see what
becomes of our building as God enables us—and see if “God
only” is what any who may possibly come to try her vocation is
really seeking. And when all the excitement of leaving the world
is over, the aspirant will begin to learn what it is to come into
the wilderness for love of Jesus Christ .

SLG certainly began in hiddenness, in a small semi-
detached house between the Cowley and Iffley roads in Oxford,
with the windows whitewashed so that the would-be nuns
should not be distracted from attention to the interior life and
the things of God by what was going on in the world around
them. Now, in 1983, we their successors cannot be grateful
enough for the wholehearted response to God made by our
foundation members and those who guided them; for their
courage and faithful perseverance which brought the com-
munity into being and established the basic principles of its
existence. We believe that our vocation remains essentially what
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Fr Hollings wrote about in 1905 although in some ways its basic
concepts are experienced and expressed differently because the
community has evolved with the society to which it belongs.
Physically set apart, we are protected and privileged in many
ways so we have the opportunity—and, indeed, the obligation—
to know and thoroughly to explore for others and for ourselves
what it means for Christians today to ‘seek God only’ and to
‘come into the wilderness for the sake of Jesus Christ.’

First and foremost it means making time for reflection. It
would seem that the ordered discipline of convent life ensures
plenty of that; but we in community know all too well the
temptation to evade the demands of simply being still before
God in order fully to face up to things as they are and to live
out the consequences of totally offering ourselves to God. It is
not so much a question of clock time spent in silence and
solitude as of an attitude of mind that gives priority to ‘waiting
on God only’—something required of everyone who takes his or
her religion seriously. We can, of course, attend exclusively to a
God made in our own image: Sebastian Moore, himself a monk,
writes of ‘The safe self-crucified men who say “God alone” ’,
and we are all able to lock ourselves into a solitude designed
according to our specifications, protected from intruders. But if
we are truly trying to put God first we shall gradually grow to
find him in all persons and things (but above them), and all
persons and things in him. The spiritual wilderness does flower
and is, as the early Fathers discovered the geographical desert
to be, a loveable place if we are alert and expectant to discover
and respond to all that is in it. All sorts of sudden delights will
surprise us into wonder and worship.

It is, too, a place where we learn to trust. Most of us find, in
the course of our Christian discipleship that when we try, how-
ever fumblingly, to follow God’s way he takes us at our word
and one bottom after another falls out of our lives. So we are
left with a love which depends not on his doing for us what we
hoped and expected, but on the glimpse we have had of a
Person who originally claimed our allegiance and retains it
because of what we believe about him. This applies also in
the deepest personal relationships we have with each other:
trusting someone does not mean thinking they will be and act
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according to our expectations, but loving them for themselves
however they behave.

Whatever the particular personal conditions of our life we
shall find in it achingly empty spaces. Even the closest com-
panionship leaves gaps and the God who made us for himself is
not always apparently there to fill them. But Christians can
make sense of the loneliness which is for so many people some-
thing terrifying to be avoided at all costs. If we walk towards i,
into the wilderness, our perspective alters and we discover new
and unexpected richness in our situation when we can accept it
as it is and stop regretting that it is not otherwise.

The Church opens the season of Lent with the scriptural
account of Jesus’ temptations in the wilderness, and we cannot
return too often to the lessons for life to be learnt from it. If we
are seriously intending to worship and serve the Lord our God
and not the Prince of darkness, we cannot take short cuts.
There are far too many stones in the world and not enough
bread; but we cannot remedy the situation except by a basic
change of heart leading mankind to live by the Word of God.
Nor can we pressurize people into believing what we think
is best for them, which is what Jesus would have done if he had
defied the law of gravity and miraculously survived. In fact, his
time in the wilderness led ultimately to the Way of the Cross
and Resurrection because only so could the redemption of free
persons be accomplished. God respects each one of us as a
mystery and we must do the same. ‘Woe betide us,” says Fr
Geoffrey Preston OP in Hallowing the Time, ‘if we treat other
people or ourselves as jumbles to be sorted out. We have to live
with one another as people beyond our control and mani-
pulation.” God has shown us the way in Jesus and he holds out
to us the Easter hope that we may eventually learn to follow.

Having looked back to the Community’s past, we now look
forward to the future, to the Profession in First Vows of Sister
Avis Mary of the Divine Compassion on the Feast of the
Annunciation and to the Clothing of Novice Margaret Theresa
of Jesus on April 22nd. The Clothing of Novice Rosemary Noel
of the Feet of Jesus took place on February 28th; Barbara Ellis
was admitted as a Postulant Oblate on February 3rd.

May you have a blessed and joyful Holy Week and Easter.
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DR PUSEY AND SISTER CLARA
A 19th Century Case of Spiritual Direction

PETER COBB

AFTER DR PUSEY’S death in 1882 one of his spiritual daughters,
Clarissa Powell, put into the hands of his biographer,
H.P. Liddon, all the letters she had ever received from him.?
They are a fascinating record of a relationship which lasted
over forty years, a unique revelation of the kind of spiritual
direction which the Tractarians sought to revive in order to
promote holiness in the Church of England, and also an illumi-
nating source of information on the quality of the revived
religious life, for she was a member of the first Anglican con-
vent at Park Village in London. ? Liddon in fact made no use
of them although long extracts were published by Johnston and
Newbolt in their edition of Dr Pusey’s Spiritual Letters.> They
omitted, however, passages which they felt would be detri-
mental to Dr Pusey’s reputation.

Clarissa Powell—or Clara, as she was known at home and
indeed in religion—came of a well-to-do family, living with her
widowed mother, grandmother and sister either at their town
house or country seat in Hampshire. They had connections with
High Church circles, being related to the Watsons, Norrises and
Churtons. She was a rather pretty, petite, auburn-haired girl,
lively and entertaining. She was inclined to be rather pert and
could make herself the centre of interest by her amusing, if
rather over-dramatic, conversation. In one of his earliest letters
to her, after he had met her for the first time in person, Pusey
comments rather severely on her affected lisp and says,

I know not whether correcting manner would do anything for you. It
might be like stopping a bottle full of gas which only bursts out the
more vehemently. Else I should like to try the experiment of making
you for a month speak more slowly, put nothing in a ludicrous point
of view, and say nothing which would ‘tell’ except for God’s glory, not
try to condense things so as to speak vividly, say plain things in a plain
way. (11th /16th May 1844)

She was intelligent and quite well educated for her time. It was
apparently her ability to translate French which had led to her
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acquaintance with Pusey. He used her to translate Avrillon’s
Guide to Passing Lent Holily for his controversial series of adap-
ted Roman Catholic devotional works.

It was this book which seems to have turned her mind
seriously to religion, although she was later to claim that she
had longed to follow our Lord’s call to forsake the world since
she was seven or eight years old and ‘more or less unceasingly
ever since’ (20th May 1847 To her Mother). The ascetic prac-
tices assumed by Avrillon appealed to her demonstrative nature
and soon she was addressing Pusey as ‘Father’ and appealing to
him for guidance about fasting and sleeping on the floor and
wearing hair cloth. The initiative came entirely from her. Pusey,
whilst not discouraging her, tried to restrain her. He did, how-
ever, drop a broad hint that she should make her confession to
him: ‘If . . . we should meet, or in any other way, I should
know you better, I would be of any help I could. I was thinking
of the office we bear as physicians, though wounded ourselves’
(15th March 1844), a hint which she was quick to take up.
Moreover, he seems to have suggested to her the idea of the
religious life: ‘I know of several whose hearts are that way . ..
My dear child [his daughter, Lucy, who had died the previous
month] was one and she is praying for them and for all among
us who long for them. But I asked you because the graces which
we all need, are especially required for those who look to so
high alife . . . (May 1844), although he subsequently counselled
her to question her motives: ‘You may be seeking the Religious
Life, not out of a desire of safety, not to be well pleasing to
God, but in part with the idea of doing a great thing and in his
sight “being something’ (20th September 1845).

The real obstacle to her becoming a nun, however, was her
mother’s opposition. Contrary to what has sometimes been
alleged, Pusey was scrupulously concerned that she should have
her mother’s consent. He suggested an indirect approach: ‘Let
your Mother gather your wish, but do not anything to force it
on her’ (August 1845). He drafted, or re-drafted, letters to her
mother for her but in fact she was her own best advocate. Few
mothers could have resisted her implorings.

I do hope and trust He will give you grace to let me follow His Call
before long; though every day and week seems long. Oh, if you knew

5



how every time when with you, as I open the door, 1 hope that you
may relent and grant me what I ask, and how every letter, my heart
beats with the anxiety of expecting that it will give it me-—and how
when you leave the room it is a disappointment that another time has
gone past and another day I am to live short of what He says—‘Come
out and be separate’—‘Sell all’—Forsake’. [1847]

Take pity, oh do take pity on the soul of your poor child. Just
before you are our Lord’s words on which I must, indeed 1 must act

and live . . . I cannot live without following it. I can never be happy in
the world—The least word of prospect of being in it, is more bitter than
I can say . .. Dearest Mother, do not leave London without fixing

some day on which I may give myself up, body, soul, mind, all, to my

Crucified Lord to serve Him apart from the world . . . in the life I have

now longed for twenty years . . .

Oh I have prayed for this life with bitter, hot, burning tears today:
and not once, or today only, but again and again and again. Dearest
Mother you must not refuse it, you can, it is in your power—and
this is very awful—but you will not. I am sure you will not . . .
[20th May 1847]

Her Mother allowed her to spend part of Lent and Holy
Week 1847 with the Sisters of the Holy Cross in their house in
Park Village—opened only two years previously. This experience
deepened her longing to join. To her mother she said that it
seemed to her ‘as if those here were waiting in the vestibule of
Heaven . . . Every step of their feet is for His service, literally—
every motion of their hands for Him . . .” (5th April 1847), but
she must have been more critical in writing to her director, as he
wrote to her at this time, rather apologetically: ‘Tell me what in
the life of the Sisterhood seems to you “hard” or “jarring”. It is
an infantine essay, and things are necessarily imperfect.’

Nevertheless, she became adamant in her resolve to join. Her
mother wrote desperately to her relations H.H. Norris and
J.D.Watson and even to Bishop Sumner of Winchester.
Evidently she did not complain of Pusey’s influence on her
daughter as none of their replies mention him, although Arch-
deacon Churton reported to his friend W. Gresley:

Pusey has just been persuading a young lady of my acquaintance

(an excellent good girl, and full of devotional feelings) to leave her

Mother’s home, and put herself into his and Dodsworth’s society of

Sisters of Charity. There she may perhaps stay a year or two, after
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which, the novelty having worn off, she will most likely go to Rome . ..

(16th September 1847, copy in Pusey House)

Churton’s forebodings were not altogether unjustified. Clara
joined the Sisterhood and after an extraordinarily short proba-
tion period became a professed Sister on Michaelmas Day of
that same year. One of the other nuns, Charlotte White, became
a Roman Catholic and used her influence over Clara to unsettle
her. Pusey’s letters at this time are largely concerned with the
Roman Question.* He pressed her to acknowledge, what she
knew from her own experience, the reality of the sacramental
grace and the spiritual privileges which were hers in the ‘English
Church’ and argued that the way of reunion was not by indi-
vidual submission. He seemed to make little real impression on
her as she evidently told him. ‘You spoke of my letter over-
whelming you, bearing you down with a strange feeling—yet
that you did not feel as if inwardly touched.” Then her convent
friend overplayed her hand and dramatically abducted her on
her way to Mass at Christ Church Albany Street early one
Sunday morning.’ She was persuaded to submit to re-baptism at
the Oratorian Church in Great William Street (probably at the
hands of F.W. Faber) but Pusey summoned the help of her
mother who fortunately was in town and rescued her. She was
still pestered by the attentions of her friend and it was for this
reason that she was sent to Plymouth for a time to live with the
Society of the Holy Trinity under Miss Sellon, Mother Lydia,’
a powerful personality who was to have much influence on her,
especially after the union of the two sisterhoods in 1856. The
Roman Catholics made much of this removal from London and
it indicates the extent to which Pusey had won her mother’s
confidence that she wrote to the papers refuting suggestions of
his and Miss Sellon’s undue influence over her daughter.

Although ‘doubts’ over the position of the Church of England
vis-a-vis Rome continued to plague her, there were no more
dramatic incidents in her life. She lived at different houses
belonging to the united Society at various times, in Bristol,
Bradford-on-Avon and Ascot. When, under Pusey’s influence,
the Society was organized into three Orders, she became a
member of the second, that of the Sacred Heart, and lived as a
contemplative recluse for a period of eleven years. It was said of
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her that ‘she found recreation enough in sitting on the floor and
contemplating the Blessed Trinity’. Eventually she became
Sister-in-Charge of the Priory at Ascot and died in 1904, over
twenty years after Pusey, at the age of eighty-five, having been a
Sister for fifty-six years.

Most of Pusey’s communications with Sister Clara after she
became a nun were verbal, but partly because he became very
deaf towards the end of his life, there are sufficient letters to
chart the progress of their relationship. It was always an affec-
tionate one and he prayed for her every day (27th September
1844), but it was not until the middle of 1846 that he started
calling her his ‘daughter in Christ’ and signing himself ‘in Him
your very affectionate father’. He had not responded to her
calling him ‘father’ before, he explained, ‘lest you might be
tempted to think something of yourself, because God had
brought you into this relation with one, about whom . . . the
world concerns itself” (11th June 1846). At the heart of their
relationship was the confessional. He sent her his Hints for a
First Confession which was subsequently published” She,
surprisingly, sent him her first ‘sin list’ by post. It was clearly no
conventional list, as Pusey could not conceal how shocked he
was by it.

I must not conceal (since I may and ought to speak plainly of the past)

that it is a very sad list; some of the sins (as the speculative doubts as

to Divine Truth) are very startling, as what is to be so little expected
in a female; some, as the self-consciousness, will be very difficult to

eradicate. (25th April 1844)

She made her first sacramental confession a few weeks later
at the Margaret Chapel, the precursor of All Saints’ Margaret
Street. His letter arranging for it reveals something of his prac-
tice. ‘I prefer such an Office being at the Altar, but Margaret
Chapel is liable to observation so I have the choice of the vestry,
or the little chapel in Mr Oakeley’s [the minister’s] abode’ (May
1844). We know from other sources® how he thought nothing
of arranging a confession at 5.00 a. m. and that he always
knelt at the side of the penitent. He believed that confessions
should be full and detailed—in answer to a query about a friend,
he said, ‘I think she had better tell so much of the circum-
stances, as aggravate the shame of anything, since that is the
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part of healing’ (1846)—and he suggested that she herself should
keep a notebook of her sins, marking the results of her daily
self-examination and how often she had committed some parti-
cular fault. Later he wisely came to see that this made her more
self-conscious and that even confession itself could be misused.

Take care in your confession not to work yourself up, to say things

more strongly than you think: or use emphatic words, and perhaps be

pleased that you know a word which fits well (11th December 1844).
For a long time (presumably only at the periods when circum-
stances allowed it) he heard her confession weekly but towards
the end of his life this became impossible. When she complained
he claimed it was no cause for regret.

At one time I used to hear the Confession of some children here week
by week and did my own work at night. When I was obliged by health
to give up this, 1 found that they suffered no loss by the less frequent
confession, (March 1882)
Contrary to what is often claimed, Pusey did not believe in
pressing confession on everyone—he explicitly said that the
need for it should come from within (1846)—but he was utterly
convinced of its value, not only for its psychological relief but
as a means of grace,

The relief is in itself nothing: many would gladly bear the burthen: but

for a person to have that token of the love of God, while they hate

themselves, is indeed blessed: but more blessed yet, that God does

often thereby pour, or at least drop, love into the soul. (1846)

As her spiritual director, Pusey expected Sister Clara to be
quite open and honest with him. At the outset of their relation-
ship he wrote:

To advise for the future, I should like to know, in confidence, as a

spiritual father, your thoughts for the future, your present mode of life;

for I might be forming too high a standard for you. (25th April 1844)
He could be quite sharp with her if she prevaricated: ‘You
should have sent what I asked for’, he scolded on one occasion,
‘it was “obedience”. I should have known more what you were
about’ (10th January 1845).

Another facet of this intimate relationship was Pusey’s com-
plete, at times not to say, brutal frankness with her. Some
examples have already been quoted but there are many others.
It must have been rather disconcerting for her to be told after
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confiding her secret diary to him: ‘I must not conceal from you
that the extracts from your journal were a disappointment to
me’ (7th June 1844), and even more, when about to enter the
Convent, ‘1 did not think you would have fallen into so many
faults, on the very verge of parting with the world . .. You do
seem to me to bring a heap of liabilities to faults into the Home’
(August 1847); or a month after taking the veil, ‘You must take
great care not to play at being a Nun’ (31st October 1847). He
was equally forthright in the later years of their relationship. In
Lent 1870 when she refused to eat the dripping provided in the
Convent he wrote:

This is again an instance in which you take it for granted that you must
be right and others wrong, whereas, my dearest child, it was you who
were wrong. It will be far better with you, my dearest child, when you
rule your own spirit, leave off criticising, imagine that others are as
likely to be right as you; for meekness and humility are of great price
with God.

It 1s interesting what the letters reveal about Pusey’s attitude
to bodily mortification and penances. His principle in the
matter was clearly stated at an early date: ‘I do not wish . . . to
discourage you from anything humble and penitential which
may seem to be suggested to you: only take care of health’
(15th March 1844). He warns her constantly against excess:
‘Rising early in winter must depend on liability to suffer from
cold, which I suspect you might’ (11th/16th May 1844). ‘You
must see that you are not overdoing things’ (20th May 1844).
‘... do not what is too much for you or depressing’ (11th July
1844). Fasting was a constant bone of contention between
them. Even when she was in the world, she tried to fast exces-
sively. Pusey’s advice was wise and judicious. ‘In any doubtful
case’, he wrote (23rd May 1846), ‘the safest way is to do what a
conscientious Physician, knowing what you have been enabled
to do in this way, should tell you, you may do safely.’ And it
was theologically sound:

There is 2 way even to eat and drink and enjoy food ‘to the glory of

God’. Especially if the body is at all tired by fasting or wearied of any

sort of food, it is right to change: then give thanks for the refreshment

and it is well. (24th January 1846)

In the Convent her zeal for fasting led the Superior to regulate
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her practice and when Sister Clara appealed to Pusey to over-
rule her, he answered, ‘I am sorry I cannot allow you more than
the Superior. You looked to me more out of health than any
other Sister’, and added perceptively, ‘It may be that God sees
the most humbling thing for you, is not to be able to fast’
(20th April 1848).” On the other hand the letters to Sister Clara
do confirm the rumours which circulated in his lifetime about
his instructing people in the use of the discipline and advising
what was regarded as a very un-English penitential practice. In a
letter dated 18th September 1844 he recommended her to use a
lash of five knotted cords about ten inches long, in the morning
with Psalm 51, and in the evening with Psalm 130, striking her-
self three times at each verse or half verse. Later he had to try
and restrain her, suggesting it ‘be best reserved for special cases,
and I think it might be best for Fridays and for any grave fall
and then not more than once with each verse . . .” (3rd January
1847). It was before she became a nun, in his early days of
directing souls that he also suggested, as a penance for offences
of speech, that she should make the sign of the cross with her
tongue in the dust on the floor (10th January 1845). Age and
experience did not lead him to abandon this practice although
he was more cautious about it. In 1880 he gave it to her as a
penance although he admitted ‘it is so un-English’ and added,
‘Do not do it before anyone, or more than once in the day:
choose a clean place.’

Pusey’s letters amply illustrate his acute psychological insight
into Clara as an individual and into human nature in general. He
quickly recognized her tendency to self-dramatization and
exaggeration and warned her to be realistic about her spiritual
aspirations. Early in advising her how to be recollected whilst
she was still living at home, he wrote: ‘Could you meditate, as
Our Lord taught St Catherine of Siena, to build a private cell in
her soul, amid outward distractions; only do not fancy yourself
St Catberine’ (11th/16th May 1844). He mocked her rather
sarcastically for claiming to have reached the heights of Surin
(a translation of whose book Foundations of the Spiritual Life
he had given her)!® and for comparing her use of the discipline
to a soldier’s or sailor’s being flogged (11th December 1844).
He rightly suspected her excessive remorse for her sins: ‘There is
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something unhealthy about your sorrow and self-reproaches;
there may be a secret impatience and irritation that you cannot
at once be what you would, which is not true penitence or
humility’ (July 1844), and also her determination to be humble:
‘You cannot make yourself humble. You may convince yourself
intellectually that you ought to be, and yet remain otherwise
or (as you have done) be vain of your attempts to make your-
self humble’ (20th September 1845). On the other hand he tried
to teach her to use her own experience in the spiritual life and
not to rely on rules:

You will now have gained experience whether the putting these things
down augments self-consciousness, or tends to humiliation. In some
cases it aggravates the evil . . . I should almost think it better to take no
particular notice except to reject it and humble yourself . . . Only do
not occupy yourself with it; try to rise out of it by thought of God and
then never mind how these clouds mantle round your lower self. (28th
March 1845)

You have perhaps too many rules. I did not know which to suspend,
but they are more than you are equal to. You are carrying on a desul-
tory sort of half-fight against a host of enemies, and being worsted
everywhere . . . Take some one or two then . .. I would say, in lien of
all other rules, for a time make this your object, to realise the Presence
of Almighty God and do things to Him, and to this end, pray. (14th
August 1845)

Some of Pusey’s advice is very vividly expressed. Whereas his
published writings tend to be prolix and tortuous in expression,
his spiritual letters can be terse and even pithy. On occasion
they reveal a close observation of nature which one might not
have expected: vanity he compares to a frog or toad, ‘unsub-
stantial, unsolid, bulky, inflated, loathsome to touch or sight’
(18th September 1844). ‘Self is like a monstrous fish lurking at
the bottom of a pond’ (18th October 1844), whilst self-love is
like a chain tying a person to one spot (11th July 1844). His
image of our remaking is remarkable:

We are what we have made ourselves; and we must pray God to make
and remake us, and must not be vexed if, while we are pulling down the
old decayed wall we daubed over, the dust fly in our eyes, or bats and
unclean creatures flit about us. Only let us strive that they do not nestle
again, and the loathsome sight of them may do us good. (July 1844)
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Sometimes he coined a memorable spiritual aphorism: ‘Unlearn
self and you will make the more room for God.” (15th April
1880.) “You cannot reach the Rock except by digging deep
through humility.” (14th August 1845.) ‘While your house is
built on the sand of self-esteem, God cannot raise it.” (20th Sep-
tember 1845.) ‘It is not on earnest prayer occasionally, but on
persevering that God bestows His gifts.” (24th January 1846.)
‘Self chokes the mouth of the bottle into which He would pour
His Love.’ (4th April 1847.) “Try to think of others and of God,
and when the eye looks straight out of you, it will not be catch-
ing glances of self.’ (1848.)

There is nothing particularly original in Pusey’s spiritual
counsel. He draws on the great Western tradition of prayer and
recommends her to read the classics of spirituality such as
St Ignatius’ Spiritual Exercises, Thomas a Kempis’ Imitation of
Christ, Scupoli’s Spiritual Combat, St Francis de Sales’ Intro-
duction to the Devout Life and the works of Jeremy Taylor
(1844). Occasionally he refers to the Spanish and Portuguese
mystics of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, at that time
not well known, such as Fra Tomas and St Peter of Alcantara.
More often he mentions the early seventeenth-century French
writers, Avrillon, Surin and Nouet, who seem to have appealed
particularly to him with their combination of Passion mysticism
and affective prayer, and whose works he had translated with
the help of such as Sister Clara herself. His two constantly
recurring themes are those of humility and love and it is of love
that his last letter to Sister Clara, written on his eighty-second
birthday, is full. It is a fitting summary of their relationship,
gratitude for the past, hope for the future:

God bless you for all your love. Love is indeed a wonderful thing and
yet it would be more wonderful if it were not; since the love is of God,
a spark out of the boundless, shoreless ocean of His Fire of Love. What
you say of this past near half century has been wonderful. It was often
on my lips. ‘This is the Lord’s doing and it is marvellous in our eyes.’
There was a little seed scattered, and what a harvest of souls! But God
had prepared the soil, and the fields were white over to harvest. There
was however a great deal of heart’s devotion before, which was never
talked but acted. I remember it in those before me, of whom I learned.
You, I hope, are ripening continually. God ripen you more and more.
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Each day is a day of growth. God says to you ‘Open thy mouth, and I
will fill it’. Only long. He does not want our words. The parched soil,
by its cracks, opens itself for the rain from Heaven and invites [it] . The
parched soul cries out to the living God. Oh then long and long and
long, and God will fill thee. More love, more love, more love!
God bless you day by day more and more.
Your very loving father
E.B.P. [22nd August 1882]

NOTES

. The originals are preserved at Ascot Priory, near Windsor, Liddon’s tran-
scripts of them are at Pusey House, Oxford.

. An historical account of this first community, the Sisterhood of the
Holy Cross, from which the biographical facts relating to Sister Clara
are drawn, will be found in T.J. Williams and A.W. Campbell, Park
Village Sisterbood, SPCK, 1965.

. J.O.Johnston and W.C.E.Newbolt, Spiritual Letters of Dr Pusey,
Longmans Green, 1898, cited henceforth as SL, pt [ xiii-xv, Xxix, xx,
xxiil, xliii-xlviii; pt III ixxi; pt IV p. 297 “Your sister . . .’, p. 298
‘Memory . .. 7 p. 299 ‘Itis awful . . ., p. 300, p. 302 ‘And now . . ./,
‘With regard . . . This list differs slightly from Williams and Campbell
op. cit. p.81 n. 1.

4. SL pp. 193-201.

2

. For details of this extraordinary incident and its consequehces see
Williams op. cit. pp. 79-86.

. For Mother Lydia see T.J. Williams Priscilla Lydia Sellon, 2nd edition
SPCK, 1965 (1950).

. Anonymously in W. Gresley Ordinances of Confession, 1851, pp. 67-77
and again anonymously in a private printing in the same year.

. In Sister Clara’s own reminiscences of Dr Pusey, transcribed for Liddon
and preserved at Pusey House, she says: ‘When in London he would
appoint 5 a. m. for a Confession. He would for many years kneel during
the whole time, however long . . .’ ¢f. G.W.E. Russell, Edward King,
Smith, Elder, 1912, p. 27.

. These extracts refute the contention of Margaret Cusack in her so-called
revelations of Five Years in a Protestant Sisterbood, 1869, that Pusey
had ignored the Superior’s warnings in a similar case and was really
responsible for the death of Sister Katherine Ogilvie in 1850. Pusey
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himself used her as a warning to Sister Clara in later years. ‘We lost that
dear good Sister Catherine [sic] because I let her, or perhaps mentioned
to her that long fast from Holy Thursday to Easter Day. It did me no
harm because I could adapt my food on Easter Day. The then Superior
gave her hard food which brought on that terrible gastric fever. You
had slight paralysis once; if you had gone on as you once did, you
would have ended your days, before God would so please to end them.’
(1873)

10, The letters make it clear that Sister Clara herself could not have been
the translator as Fr Williams alleges in Park Village Sisterbood, p. 48 n.1,

A MANY-SIDED MAN

A homily given at Fairacres

A.M. ALLCHIN

... be shall see bis beirs, be shall bave a long life and through
bim what the Lord wishes will be done. His soul’s anguish over
be shall see the light and be content. (cf. Isaiah 53: 10, 11. JB)

In the prophecy we have just heard about Christ the Suffering
Servant there is something particularly appropriate to the life of
Edward Bouverie Pusey, who died a hundred years ago (in Sep-
tember 1882) and about whom I want to say something today.
Pusey was a complex man, a very large man, many-sided and
not altogether easy to grasp and understand: a man of wide-
ranging independent mind, of great optimism at times and yet
with an immense capacity for grief and self-reproach. Not a
shining harmonious character like Bishop Edward King, who
seems to have been all of a piece, but a saint who has been
tested in the fires of anguish and dread, a saint who is wounded
by the divine Love and who carries about his wounds with him.
In his own life he suffered many things. He was not quite forty
when in 1839 he lost his wife, whom he dearly loved, and after
her death he reproached himself bitterly, because he believed he
had hastened it by pushing her too hard; and this may actually
have been the case, which would have made his self-reproach all
the more bitter. In 1844 he lost his elder daughter Lucy, who
even as a child conceived a longing to enter the religious life.
You may remember that on her death-bed Pusey charged her to
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pray for the growth of those communities which she had longed
to join, and actually on the day of her funeral there was an
important meeting in London of a group of laymen to consider
the establishment of such communities.

In 1843 Pusey’s University Sermon on ‘The Holy Eucharist, a
Comfort for the Penitent’—certainly a sermon which he wrote
out of his own heart’s blood as well as out of immense learning
from the Fathers—was officially condemned by the University.
His teaching about the presence of Christ in the Sacrament was
altogether too strong, too realistic, too disturbing for the
Church of those times. It would trouble the Church of our times
if it were preached with that kind of emphasis now. Then in
1845 there came ‘the parting of friends’, Newman’s conversion
to the Roman Church and the break-up of the original group of
men through whose agency the Oxford Movement had come
into being. Pusey, who was not by nature or inclination a party
leader in any way, was forced to take the position of leadership
which had until then been Newman’s, and all the public contro-
versy and criticism which was often of a violent and extremely
unfair kind fell upon him. Also during those years Pusey was
going through an experience of darkness and desolation, a kind
of inner hell. At this time he wrote what have been called his
‘terrible letters’ to Keble; at this time he made his most peni-
tential resolutions. People only remember about Pusey that he
resolved at one time never to smile; I am happy to say it was a
resolution which he did not keep, and in any case, he made
exceptions for the times when he must smile. We are told that
he had 2 most beautiful smile and it was one of the things that
people noticed about him.

In those very years he preached some of his most powerful,
profound and amazing sermons, not only sermons about the
Passion, though certainly they are there, but also sermons on
the Resurrection and Pentecost, which renew both the method
and the content of the preaching of the Church Fathers. He was
not simply copying them, they had become part of himself, for
he had found his own place in that living tradition to which
they also belonged, and like them he speaks both from personal
experience and from a vast knowledge of the experience of a
multitude of others:

16



If thou canst see nothing but hell before thee, shut thine eyes and cast
thyself blindly into the infinite abyss of God’s mercy, and the ever-
lasting arms will, though thou know it not, receive thee and bear thee
up. ‘Though He slay me, I will trust Him.” Seemeth this a great thing,
brethren? The great holy words will mean yet more. Lo, if He slay me, I
will trust Him; not ‘although’ only but ‘because’ He slayeth me. It is life
to be touched by the hand of God; to be slain through the Cross of
Christ is the pledge of the Resurrection.

This resurrection of which Pusey speaks in his sermons is not
only something in the future, it is a present reality, the begin-
ning, as he calls it, ‘a commencing, a practising of what shall be
forever hereafter’. He means by the resurrection that we find
ourselves in Christ by Christ’s dwelling in us:

We can only dwell in God by God’s dwelling in us. He cometh to us and
if we will receive Him, He dwelleth in us, and maketh His abode in us.
He enlargeth our hearts by His sanctifying Spirit which He giveth us, by
the obedience which He enables us to yield, by the acts of faith and
love which He enables us to do, and then He dwelleth in those who are
His more largely. By dwelling in us He makes us parts of Himself, so
that in the ancient Church they could boldly say: ‘He deifieth me . . .’

This presence of Christ within us, this being in Christ is a living
and active thing:

He wills to blend in one our poor love with His boundless ocean of love,
our weak efforts with His own almightiness; our petty abilities with the
depths of His wisdom; our little mercifulnesses with His own endless
loving-kindness; our poor human words with the force of His Spirit
which He came on earth to kindle.

His Resurrection is our springtime; it is a commencement for us, because

Christ in the power of the Spirit wills to come and dwell in us. His

Resurrection in the power of the Spirit is a well of living waters within

us and amongst us, a life which is given to us through the dying of the

Cross. ‘Dying, and behold we live’, wounded but brought to life,

‘bearing about in the body the marks of Jesus that the life of Jesus

may also be manifested in the body.’

As you read Dr Pusey’s sermons, you become aware that
apart from his great friend and disciple Liddon, he had another
disciple who was not so close to him outwardly but was perhaps
closer to him inwardly than anyone else. That was Father
Benson. From Father Benson much of the vision of Pusey has
descended through the Society of St John the Evangelist into
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the very life and foundation of this Community. It is because of
the teaching of Pusey (of Newman and Keble too, but parti-
cularly of Pusey) about the meaning of the Incarnation that this
Convent of the Incarnation is here. In rediscovering him we re-
discover our own heritage and our own history. In his great thirst
for the knowledge and love of God, we have one of the clues to
the whole revival of the life of prayer and penitence within our
Church. Through the reality of his grief and sorrow he released
God’s joy into the lives of men and women. Through the depths
of his repentance he helped others to find freedom. What is true
in an absolute sense of the Lord himself is true also in a measure
of all his true servants. By his sufferings shall my servant justify
many, taking their faults on himself.

from A VISION OF A ROOD*

Many the despitous wrongs

I have endured on that bill, where I saw the Lord of bosts

Grievously suffer. Clouds had masked

The ruler’s corpse,

The bright radiance a shadow covered,

Wan ‘neath the welkin. All creation wept,

Lamenting a king’s fall. It was Christ who bung there on
a cross,

Yet to this prince I saw men from afar come bastening.

Oppressed as I was by sorrows, I yet bowed humbly,

Gave myself eagerly into these men’s bands.

It was God Almighty they there were handling,

Removing bim from the instrument of torture; whilst the
soldiery left me

Drenched in moisture, sore wounded with their
weapon-points.

Limb-weary as he was, the men put bim down, taking their
posts at the corpse’s bead,

Keeping guard over the Lord of beaven. And be rested
there a while,

Exhausted by bis great battle.

*translated by J. A.W. Bennett in Poetry of the Passion: Studies in Twelve Centuries
of English Verse. Clarendon Press, Oxford, 1982, Reviewed on p. 38.
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OXFORD RETROSPECT

SISTER ELIZABETH SLG

THE THOUGHT of tracing a spring high up in the hills, following
its course down to the valleys and along the plains, through
village, town and city, as it gathers speed and force and finally
sweeps as a great river into the sea—this fascinates our minds,
stirs our emotions, even if it can be carried out only in imagina-
tion. So it is with the fortunes of any family or group of people.
In the case of this Community I propose to take the reverse
direction and, starting from its existence today, go back to see
the numberless sources that have fed it and the principles on
which it has drawn.

For first of all, there can be no doubt that the place itself has
had a continuous influence upon the life and thought of the
Community. To those who have lived long years at Fairacres
with its sense of spaces and distance, the wide lawn and the
orchard looking towards the water meadows and the river,
then on and up to Cumnor and Boar’s Hill rising beyond, some
sense of the far-off reaches of the Spirit must be imparted;
while evening after evening at certain seasons of the year the
glory of the setting sun rejoices the heart. Nor must one forget
that the setting for all this is Oxford itself. Here the foundation
was made and here the Mother House has remained ever since.
Through the November mists hoarse voices can be heard shout-
ing instructions from the tow-path. Just over the wall a new
middle school has sprung up with its playground full of children
and the tower of Magdalen College soaring in the distance
beyond. Small houses surround the convent grounds on three
sides, and the general proximity of the ordinary world keeps
before us who live here a steady consciousness of its desires and
needs, its joys and sorrows.

As a Christian body the Community naturally derives from
the history and tradition of the whole Church of God, so that
here we shall only be looking back to see where traces can be
found of its distinctive mark and vocation. Sometimes there will
be a strong, unmistakeable influence, sometimes but a hint, as
it were a gleam of the waters as the stream flows on.
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The immediate source to which we, in common with all
Communities of the Anglican Church must look, is of course
the Tractarian movement. To this we all owe the recovery of
the Religious Life in England and the possibility of fulfilling our
vocations to live in the present day under monastic vows.
From this stems the fact that there are communities whose
raison d’étre is a life of worship and intercession. The Commu-
nity of the Sisters of the Love of God has its roots, geographi-
cally as well as spiritually, very firmly in Oxford itself.

One of the outstanding marks of the Tractarian fathers was a
sense of proportion, a balance. This is true especially of the
three great leaders in the movement, perhaps largely because
of two distinctive qualities: the profoundly scriptural and
patristic character of their theology, and the transparent holi-
ness of their lives. Edward Pusey, John Keble and John Henry
Newman were all notable scholars, all had the gift of preaching
in an eminent degree, all were dedicated priests and pastors and
all had some portion of the prophetic spirit. These were the
men who studied, prayed and often agonized over every step of
the way in their endeavour to present the decisive truths of
Christianity to the Church of their day. Others there were—
Edward King of Lincoln, Henry Liddon, John Mason Neale,
Richard Meux Benson, to name but a few among many—but it
is clear that it was from the depth, the single-hearted devotion
and the steady control of the leaders in their desire to fulfil
their mission as they saw it that the Oxford Movement won its
permanent place in historic Christianity.

As we go further back in time, passing over the rather arid
years before 1833, which are relieved only by the warmth
and devotion of the Evangelical revival, we come to the partly
political, partly ecclesiastical struggle of the Nonjurors; among
these was the saintly Bishop Thomas Ken two of whose charac-
teristics can be claimed as part of our inheritance: a deeply
ecumenical spirit and a love of liturgical life, seen not least in
his hymns which are still sung today. If we go farther back, to
the days of the Caroline Church, with its strong attachment to
the Catholic past, we find the Anglican poets, George Herbert,
Henry Vaughan, and a generation before them, John Donne.

But the shining figure of the earlier seventeenth century is
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that of Nicholas Ferrar. At a period when, after the turmoils of
the sixteenth century the Church in England had to pursue her
own policy in separation from the larger part of the Church,
inevitably with much loss and restriction, there is something
unique indeed about Nicholas Ferrar’s venture of faith. A man
of great intellectual and administrative gifts, he put these
entirely at the service of God in his Church. The story of his life
at Little Gidding where he gathered together his family and
close friends in a form of corporate dedicated life is well
known. He made no claim, indeed he had no desire to revive
monasticism as such; nevertheless, the life at Little Gidding in
which the strong devotion of a group of people took on a form
that was recognizably monastic, provides the solitary witness
during four hundred years to something akin to the religious life
of earlier ages.

This life in its family setting owed nothing to academic or
abstract principles; it was a true flowering of nature and grace
from a deep theological sense of creation’s order, of the reve-
rence due to body and spirit as one. It drew many in its own
day to marvel at its beauty, and here we may note two of its
marked characteristics: firstly, the recitation by day and night
of the Psalter, the steady round of liturgical prayer, the regular
Bible study; secondly, the loving family concern enriching the
rhythm of work, prayer and recreation—all this informed by a
quiet joy, a wholesome sanity, in the midst of very great
anxieties and griefs, national, financial and personal, with more
than a touch of real persecution. Nicholas himself with pro-
phetic foresight saw the disasters coming on Church and State
which were to bring to an end his own venture, at least in its
outward structure.

From there our exploration backwards in time takes us away
from these islands, to an entirely non-English source from
which this Community has drunk long and deeply—to the
Carmelite Reform in sixteenth-century Spain. We have here in
fact almost the strongest element in the vocation of the Sisters
of the Love of God. This is no studied imitation of the life and
rule of Carmel, but an attraction to its living spirit, to the whole-
ness of the Carmelite conception of contemplative life and
prayer and the understanding of its apostolic role which was so
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prominent in the life and teaching of St Teresa of Avila; as well
as continual recourse to St John of the Cross as the supreme
exponent of mystical prayer in the Western Church.
Fourteenth-century England indeed had seen, as well as an
upsurge of social and religious evils, a remarkable flowering of
such prayer. The works of the four leading writers in this tradi-
tion, all readily available in popular editions today, bear wit-
ness to a spiritual hunger and search for God, which must have
been fairly widespread, as is so often the case in times of turbu-
lence and stress. Richard Rolle of Hampole in Yorkshire found
no contradiction between the life of a hermit and the life of a
missionary preacher; he was well known in his own day for his
vividness in denunciation as well as devotion. Less is known
about the anonymous author of the Cloud of Unknowing,
though probably he too lived in the first part of the century. It
is evident from his writings that he was accustomed to the direc-
tion of souls; he is clear and uncompromising and dwells on the
primacy of the will rather than feelings, but his austerity is
tempered by a delightful humour. Walter Hilton, an Augustinian
Canon, was also concerned with practical spiritual direction; he
stressed meekness and charity as the basic virtues and his
writings besides being scriptural are markedly Christocentric.
Two of his sayings shew us something of his depth: ‘He it is that
desireth in thee, and He it is that is desired’, and those haunting
words from the Parable of the Pilgrim, ‘I am nothing, I can
nothing, I have nothing, I desire nothing, save only Jesus and to
see him in peace in Jerusalem’. Last of this group and perhaps
the best known today was the anchoress Mother Julian of
Norwich. As a young woman in near mortal sickness, she
received a revelation or ‘shewing’ which she continued to con-
template and interpret for tne remainder of her life. She calls
herself ‘unlettered’ but she had a powerful mind and was drawn
to speculate, as well as ponder deeply, upon such fundamental
questions as the nature of sin and evil. Yet her attitude towards
life and faith was simple and ‘homely’, to use her own word.
She had a very deep devotion to the Passion of Christ, as
instanced in her answer when tempted to seek an easier way
than the Cross and turn from her crucifix, ‘Nay, I may not for
Thou art my heaven’. For her, as for all these mystics, love was
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the keyword, and perhaps her clearest insight was of the inti-
macy and tenderness of God’s unspeakable love. Seeing in 2
vision the whole world as a hazel-nut in God’s hand she cries,
‘It lasteth and shall ever last because He loveth it.” Probably the
appeal of these four great souls to the ordinary men and women
of their day, and indeed of all days, springs from their serene
and shining sanity, their native wit and their loving concern for
their ‘even-Christians’.

Behind these, reaching back through Norman into Saxon
and even Roman times are a host of saints: martyrs, mission-
aries, monks, men and women of prayer, hermits—even Kings
and queens—whose faith, hope and love, unwavering in the
darkest times, can still nourish our striving for holiness. Many of
them are known to us through the writings of one of the
greatest and most loveable of themselves, Bede of Northumbria.
St Bede stands on the frontiers of the Saxon and Celtic spiritual
worlds, looking south to Canterbury and Rome, and at the same
time north to lona where the great Columba kindled a flame of
sanctity that was to extend far into Europe, and far into the
Middle Ages.

With the Celtic Church and its early settlements of cenobites
and hermits, we find ourselves confronting a riddle of history.
Even if positive proof still eludes us there are, there must be
links with the deserts of the East, with the solitaries of Egypt
and Syria for whom the injunctions were so similar to those for
the Celtic hermits. In remote parts of these islands, the very
atmosphere still evokes the memory of those early centuries
when the Church of East and West was undivided and when
St Antony of Egypt came to be known as the ‘father of monks’.

We are not far now from the upper room in Jerusalem where
the company of apostles meet round the One who is the centre
and spring of all Christian, and thus of all monastic vocation, the
one source, human and divine, of all our hope, desire and love.

This article is slightly adapted from a longer essay about the
Community’s bhistory and ethos which Sister Elizabeth, now in
ber ninety-fourth year, wrote in 1968.

24



ONE INSTANT OF GRACE
Petru Dumitriu: THE UNKNOWN GOD*

This is a book about prayer, and a highly unusual one. Unusual
in the fact that it is not about prayer in some general way, but
is a record of one man’s personal experience of direct contact
with God.

The Romanian author, a distinguished novelist and poet,
and a lay member of the Eastern Orthodox Church, after
reaching high rank in his own country, found himself unable to
reconcile his conscience with the tyranny of the Party and
escaped to the West, where he has lived since 1960. His auto-
biographical novel, Incognito, which those who have read it are
unlikely ever to forget, was published in 1960, and is available
in Fount Paperbacks. The present book has been written after
ten years of silence, and only now as the result of a strong sense
of compulsion.

I should never have written a single syllable of all this, knowing that
it is unseemly to speak of what is deepest within me, ... But I cannot
shut myself up within myself and say ‘That’s for me alone; let my
fellow-man, my brother, do his own thing; that’s his business, not mine.’
If 1 can be of the smallest service, I have done well in setting all this
down in writing. Moreover, I hesitated for nearly ten years; I kept
promising myself that I would do it one day, later; and now circum-
stances, chance, necessity, the will of God have given me no alternative
but to perform this task. I have written this because I could not do other-
wise, and because there was nothing else left for me to do. (pp. 84-85)

At first sight some of the chapter headings may give the im-
pression that the writer is an unbeliever: ‘Conversation with a
Nonexistent Interlocutor’, ‘Theology of the Nonexistent God’,
‘The Impossibility of Being a Christian’,—and one has to learn
his terminology:

We must not believe in God: we must know grace. If, of course, he will
take pity on us: if he will grant us the instant of grace. Having known
that instant, if I doubt or even deny his existence it may be because of
mental impoverishment, or illness, loss of memory, a state of shock.

* Translated from the French by James Kirkup. Collins. 1982, £5.95.
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Otherwise, there would be no reason to doubt his existence, It is in this
sense that I can say I do not believe in God. (p. 13)

It is the ‘instant of grace’ with which Dumitriu is concerned,
the instant when the direct touch of God is known in the in-
most centre of personality. For him this instant is experienced
as gratitude:

Ever since the end of my twenties, I have had occasion to know
instants of pure joy, which at the same time were always moments of
gratitude. . . . This response comes from being ‘down in the dumps’, in
all senses of the term: the pit of depression, and the desolation in the
very depths of the unconscious. . .. It is from those depths that my joy,
my gratitude and grace arise. It wells up from those deeps, it reaches the
surface, it emerges in the little illuminated zone of my conscience.!
It is always unexpected, always unhoped for, . . . Grace as [ am acquain-
ted with it—in a small way, I know, but with certitude—comes
and goes as it pleases. I could not call it up, nor manipulate it; I could
not become its master. I cannot and would not become the master of
God’s gift; . . . and I would not know how to be. I limit myself to wait-
ing—sometimes I forget even to wait, at least consciously. . . . suddenly
in the midst of anguish or distress, it is there: gratitude. (pp. 77-79)

A common note in descriptions of this ‘instant of grace’ ex-
perience, whether it comes as gratitude, or adoration, or any-
thing that can be described as being like this or like that, for it
is like nothing but itself, is that it makes life seem to stand still.
Dumitriu continues:

Arrested time: an instant in which the spirit, the heart and the breath
are suspended. Thanksgiving without words, pure gratitude. Like a faint
glow in the black-yellow of eyelids closed in the night. Like a floures-
cence, a luminescence. But it is not light. It is not visible. . .. I should
not mention it at all, . . . if I did not believe that by doing so I might
render service to others like myself. For if joy, gratitude, grace are all
my lot—I who am of little worth—what consolation it is for those
whose worth is greater than mine, for all those unfortunates, even more
numerous, whose worth is less than mine, who are not better than 1. If
it sometimes comes and brushes me with its wind, they have all the
more reason to feel hope, . ..

This effusion of gratitude, this sudden state of grace, this grace of
orison, has touched me, and has arisen within me I know not how
often, Last year, I found myself stopping halfway down the stairs, one
foot on one step, the other on the next. This month, I found myself,
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and above all was found by joy, in the act of taking off my spectacles.
The time it takes for the hand to be lowered, with the spectacle in the
fingers: and that was when the grace of gratitude welled up within me,
interflowing with the response I was seeking.

It is like a small, pale glimmer. It is quite weightless, quite delicate,
quite transparent. It is not the mystic ecstasy of the saints and the
ascetics, which I know only by hearsay; it is only the tiny litde joy of a
weak and helpless nondescript, who has only this one gift, of being able
to thank God. . . . It is not gratitude for this or that stroke of luck, of
fate: . .. But the gratitude I am talking about here is identical with its
motive. I suddenly love this confrontation—he is not opposite me, he is
within me, right at the heart, so deeply centred within me that I cease
to be myself, this interlocuter—he is not my interlocutor, for he speaks
within me without words, he is identical with my gratitude, my joy, my
prayer, or what I call prayer, this orison, this action of grace; and he is
identical with me who am no longer of any account, who am no longer
I, and who barely exist, for he alone exists, that unknown one—; yet he
is not unknown, for I know nothing better than I know that infini-
tesimal presence of joy, nothing is more immediate to me, nothing is
more certain for me, more full, more present than this gratitude, this
grace,

As you can see, language is inadequate, the concepts go off course
and capsize; all one can do is to encircle prayer from a distance, groping
in the dark., ‘Prayer.” I do not pray. ‘Thanksgiving’ is more precise.
Gratitude, tenderness, joy. My own humble experience is not that of
ecstasy, for ‘here I am and here I stay’. I do not levitate, I am not trans-
ported, I am not somewhere else, nor outside myself, nor with God—
nothing like that. Just a poor brute suddenly stopping halfway down
the stairs, or slowly taking off his glasses. But those few moments in my
life, perhaps just two or three minutes in all, two or three minutes in
the life of 2 man, are the reason why I shall not have lived in vain.

(pp. 77-81 passim)

Though Dumitriu says that his experience of the joy of
gratitude, the grace of orison, the action of grace is not that of
the saints and mystics, yet he recognizes that all the same it
must ‘belong to the same family ot experiences’. And when
he writes of prayer as like being brushed by a butterfly’s wing,
one thinks at once of the way St John of the Cross wrote of
his experience in the Living Flame of Love:

0b, soft band! Ob, delicate touch . . . Oh, gentle touch, that art so
delicate and gentle! Say, Word, Son of God, how dost thou touch the
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soul so gently and delicately when thou art so terrible and powerful?
Oh blessed, thrice blessed the soul whom thou dost touch so delicately
and gently though thou art so terrible and powerful! Tell this out to the
world. Na;f, tell it not to the world, for the world knows naught of air
so gentle,” . . . This Divine touch has neither bulk nor weight, for the
Word, Who effectsit, is far removed from any kind of mode and manner,
and free from any kind of weight, of form, figure or accident, such as is
wont to restrict and limit substance. And thus this touch, being sub-
stantial, (that is, of the Divine Substance) is ineffable, Oh, then, at last,
Thou ineffably delicate touch, that art the Word, that touchest not the
soul save with thy most pure and simple being, which, being infinite,
is infinitely delicate, and therefore touches most subtly, lovingly,
eminently and delicately! 3

Again, in the Ascent of Mount Carmel, St John of the Cross,
like Dumitriu, says of such instants of grace, that one such
touch would outweigh a lifetime’s suffering:

And these touches are so delectable to the soul, and the delight they
produce is so intimate, that if it received only one of them it would
consider itself well rewarded for all the trials that it had suffered in this
life, even had they been innumerable; and it is so greatly encouraged
and given such energy to suffer many things for God’s sake that it
suffers especially in seeing that it is not suffering more.*

Just one touch to outweigh a lifetime of suffering? Perhaps
two or three minutes in the life of a2 man, of Dimitriu himself,
to set over against such sufferings as he has known? Can this be
credible? With the stringent integrity, which characterizes the
whole book, Dimitriu sets himself to test his experience of the
instants of grace, ‘this pale and tiny joy’ that he has known,
against all the contrary evidence. In the five brilliant chapters
on Evil, he tests it against the whole range of suffering, in the
animal world, and in the human world: ‘in all creation there is
nothing as cruel as human malice. There is no malice in the uni-
verse exceptin man’(p. 59). But he finds that Evil is outweighed
by good.

This terrible century, this wilderness, this universe of suffering,
abandoned by God, inhabited by Evil, tomb of God and almost of all
humanity, is at the same time . . . a miraculous blossoming, a garden of
delights, a liberating century, an ascension to the stars and knowledge
and good; a world in which each one of us has four billion brothers,
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without counting the animal species and all the blades of grass in earth’s
vegetation; 2 world filled with God and in itself divine and transcended
by the unknown God; a world moulded by incessant palpitations of
tender, faint, minuscule radiance in the hearts of human beings at
prayer: nerve centres where grace is in action, centres where grace is
given, centres where the grace of orison is present, that untiring talk
that is the subject of my book. (pp. 76-77)

Then in the chapter ‘Abstract of Negation’, he tests his
experience of joy and gratitude against his vivid experience of
the absence of God, and the all too real possibility of denying
him.’

1, too, have denied God. I am an expert in the negation of God. (p.86)

God can be denied. What cannot be denied is the action of grace,
adoration, orison, prayer; for me, very modestly, it is thanksgiving.
Thanksgiving to whom? I do not know. Can there be someone there?
Or something? So I am alone, in a solipsistic universe composed only of
myself and my fantasies, and 1 am addressing my gratitude to one of
those fantasms, the most fantasmatic of all. That is an hypothesis, it is
not evidence. There remains the evidence of grace. It cannot be seen, it
cannot be verified, it cannot be indeed, it does not come whenever we
choose to experiment with it, but it is there—grace, the instant of
gratitude in which the great unknown context itself is found again in
my consciousness and in my heart, with perfect intellectual clarity, in
perfect emotional transparency. Am I going to deny it, I whom it has
sometimes brushed with its wing?

Here once more is found that strange asymmetry of opposites which
verbally, superficially, are as symmetrical as the two sides of an equa-
tion. The negation of God is not symmetrical with the action of grace,
or with orison. . . . Negation is common, prosaic, a question of visual
evidence: we meet the absence of God wherever we go, whatever way
we take. ... I accept negation as it Is in all its brute stupidity. Itis a
question of the evidence of the senses; one falls back on their evidence,
a surrender takes place, we bow to the evidence, passive and vanquished
by it.

The action of grace is active. One addresses God; instead of opening
one’s eyes to let oneself be invaded by things, one closes them to con-
centrate oneself upon the leap, or rather to concentrate oneself into
the leap of the soul. There is nothing equivalent, nor homologous,
corresponding to the platitude and the triviality (trivia, something
found at every crossing) of negation, for grace is rare, exquisite, fragile,
interior, hidden, and hard to put into words.5, . . Which does not mean
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to say I am not threatened. Forgetfulness is possible. The terrible
lassitude of the heart, the impotence of the soul, the death of all
affection, the exhaustion of all tenderness and of all sweetness: in
one word—the loss of God remains hanging over me. At any moment,
the evidence of the nonexistence of God may reimpose itself upon me.
My God, save me, do not abandon me, give me the strength not to
forsake thee. Nevertheless, not my will, but thy will be done. If I must
lose thee, let me at least not lose the memory of thee. But even if I lose
that, even if I lose all, I give thee thanks for these few instants of grace
that thou hast given me. For one man’s life, that is grace enough.
(pp. 97-99 passim)
In the long and involved chapter ‘Theology of the Non-
existent God’ Dumitriu traces the stages by which, having been
granted certitude of the heart, he reached certitude of the spirit,
and along the way records his debt to Wittgenstein, St Anselm
of Canterbury, Descartes and Hegel. Then he reaches the
conclusion:

There is a point beyond which thought (language) cannot go. From
there on, thought falls by the wayside. There is nothing left but prayer,
prayer from the heart, prayer of the whole being gathered within the
heart, and offered up.7 And that only if God so wishes it: grace comes,
or it does not come. Without it, all the rest is nothing. However, we
must sweep the floor, wash the walls, set the masonry firmly right at
the start, cement the ground well. And wait for grace to come, and then
all this will become transparent, luminous and trembling like a flame, If
it does not come, all this will fall into dust, a little handful of ash falling
in the void. But I am waiting. (p.150)

The need for preparation is stressed in other places in the
book. Dimitriu sees one of the failings of his own Orthodox
Church in ‘its contemplativeness inadequately supported by
intellectual preparation’. For himself he finds in the exact
sciences ‘the launching pad for prayer’.

I consider the world strictly and exclusively according to the data
and the methods of the exact sciences. This consideration of the world
gives me: a) the world in the grip of the exact sciences, and b) all that
goes beyond them. The exact sciences give me mastery of the known,
the desire for the unknown, and make me question my attitude before
the known-unknown continuum, immanence-transcendence, All This and
Something Else. This is the way in which they are the introduction
to prayer. They are the intellectual preparation for that leap of the
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heart, of the whole being gathered together in a powerful emotion,
and addressed to God. The exact sciences clear the ground for that
leap. (p. 109)

The later chapters of the book are more concerned with the
effects of prayer: of loving one’s neighbour, of being a Christian
within the Church. The reconciliation of the apparent impossi-
bilities of how to be a Christian and yet how not to be a
Christian, how to be a member of the Church when the Church
is ‘impossible’, came to him in the terms of three responses
given to him by his friends. In reply to his question ‘How to be
a Christian’ he was told ‘That depends on your attitude towards
Jesus.” The second response, from another friend, was ‘God is
the God of Spinoza, but he is not just the God of Spinoza; he is
everything that can be thought, yet he transcends thought.’
‘The third response given without my having to ask him: “How
should I behave? What should I do?” was: “One cannot love
God without loving men; it would be a falsehood.”’

In the humdrum mediocrity of my existence, therefore, I shall
ingeniously devise ways to spread around me good humour, moderation,
gentleness, and to deploy a patient and tireless activity, at the same
time remaining open to accept, on the part of one’s fellow, a pause, an
interruption of contact, and to withdraw, to plunge back into myself
again, in order to emerge once more refreshed and fortified, to re-
commence that life in common, of which one might say that it, too, is—
in the sense of ‘turning oneself towards another’—a conversation, the
other face of the unending conversation that we conduct with our
unknown interlocutor. (pp. 234-35)

‘Words and Silence’ is the title of the final chapter. Earlier,
in the chapter ‘Evil: Acquainted with the Devil’, Dimitriu had
spoken of the temptation of talking too much about God:

There is also the devil-theologian, who forgets to pardon, to humble
himself, to bow the head before others, to admit: ‘I do not know’, and
above all, to shut up.

And there is . . . the devil-preacher, who talks and talks of God until
God gives up his emptied heart—the devil-preacher who possesses those
who preach to others instead of praying in silence. (So is preaching for-
bidden? Certainly not, but one must humiliate, humble oneself before,
during and after, and take refuge as soon as possible in prayer, man-
toman with God, instead of making some self-important public
monologue. This was the advice I gave myself, and I shall never forget

it.) (p. 66) "



In the final chapter he takes leave of words, the words
which he has only spoken for the sake of others, and ‘now
that I have done it, after having spoken so much of God I
must say no more.’

I know that I cannot go on for long talking about things that spring

from the most intimate part of my being, from my ‘heart’, as we call

that central point of the computer, where the conscious mind coincides
with the deepest depths; that I cannot go on talking a long time about

what is most secret in me, without the spring running dry. (p. 242)

As St John of the Cross says, speaking with regard to the
touches of God, the ‘instants of grace’—‘the proper way to
speak is for one that knows them to understand them inwardly
and to feel them inwardly and enjoy them and be silent
concerning them.’® So Dimitriu ends by looking to death,
and beyond, where ‘the conversation is consummated in recon-
ciliation, love, peace. But all this is just words, gropings, approx-
imations—there is nothing more to say, there is nothing more to
do, I must put an end to this and return to silence and to him
with whom I talk in that silence.’” (pp. 246-47)

NOTES

1. As in French the one word ‘conscience’ stands for both the English
terms ‘conscience’ and ‘consciousness’, it may be that consciousness is
meant here.

2. The Complete Works of Saint Jobn of the Cross, trans. and ed. Peers,

(New Edition 1974), Living Flame of Love, Stanza 11, 17, p.134.

. Ibid., Stanza II. 20, p. 135.

. Ibid., Ascent of Mount Carmel, Bk. I, Ch. xxvi, 7, p. 184 A

. This chapter could be compared with St John of the Cross’ ‘Abstract of

Negation’ in Dark Night of the Soul, Bk. II, Chs. iv-viii. Complete
Works pp. 380-96.

6. Cf. St John of the Cross who speaks of the soul being ‘infused with the
spirit of Divine wisdom, which is the loving, tranquil, lonely, peaceful,
sweet inebriator of the spirit.” Living Flame of Love, Stanza 111, 38.
Complete Works, p. 163.

7. Petru Dumitriu’s thought here is very close to that of his compatriot,
Fr. Dumitru Staniloae. See the chapter ‘Pure Prayer, or Prayer of the
Heart’, in Prayer and Holiness, Fairacres Publication 82.

8. Living Flame of Love, Stanza 11, 21, p. 136.
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KHRISTOS VOSKRESE!

SISTER EDNA MONICA SLG

I was standing in the church in tota] darkness. . . . A hammering and
creaking from the back indicated a great door opening. ‘Whom seek ye?’
‘The body of Jesus.” ‘Why seck ye the living among the dead? He is not
here. He is risen—Kbristos voskrese!” For the first time the great crowd
broke its silence. A murmur, as though they could not believe the truth
they were affirming: Voistinu voskrese (‘Is risen indeed’) was their anti-
phon. But now too there was light. Someone at the back had lit the
first paschal candle. . . . Swiftly the flame passed from hand to hand. . . .
Each candle lit up a face behind it. That face bore the deep lines of
sorrow, of personal tragedy. Yet, as it was illuminated, the suffering
turned to joy, to the certain knowledge of the reality of the risen Lord.

This passage from Michael Bourdeaux’s new book, Risex Indeed,
is the fulcrum on which he rests his account of the experience
of the Church in the USSR over the past twenty or so years. In
it he draws on his personal knowledge of Soviet Christians and
on the vast amount of written material, some of great spiritual
depth, which hasreached Keston College from the Soviet Union.

Solzhenitsyn’s short story, The Easter Procession, written in
1966 illustrates the kind of atmosphere in which the Church
existed under the persecutions of the Stalin and Khruschev eras.
He describes the ‘idly inquisitive’ younger generation with their
‘brazen talk, their loud laughter, their flirting and snide jokes,
their smoking and spitting’ and ‘the arrogant derisory look worn
by these snotty hooligans as they came to watch the old folk
still practise the rites of the forefathers.” But in the procession
itself Solzhenitsyn notes that of the ten women carrying thick
lighted candles ‘with faces set in an unworldy gaze, prepared for
death if they are attacked’ two are in fact ‘the same age as those
crowding round with the boys’; yet he notes the contrast in
their expressions and says, ‘how pure and bright their
faces are’.

The first section of Risen Indeed concerns the revival of the
Church since then. Faithful priests, having refused to com-
promise with the State, have continued their ministry in prison
and exile and, simply by being themselves, have transmitted the
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faith to others. Priests, like Fr Gleb Yakunin, who have refused
to countenance ‘the lie’ and have spoken out in defence of
believers’ rights, have restored some moral authority to the
Church in the eyes of a new young generation of seekers whose
emergence gives hope for the future. Whatever their age, all
Christians in the USSR have had first hand experience of the
dynamic of resurrection. In his Letter to the Patriarch
Solshenitsyn wrote challengingly that ‘The sinister period, with-
out hope or way out’ of mass terror and bloody persecution had
ended, and in face of the more subtle forms of persecution he
declared, ‘The Gospel shows us the way we should follow: that
of sacrifice.” Precisely because they have accepted this challenge
and in their sufferings have climbed Mount Calvary with Christ,
Michael Bourdeaux can affirm that now ‘They do not debate
the resurrection: they have experienced the reality in their own
lives. They have not preserved the faith in hostiie surroundings;
it has preserved them.’

Although the longest central section of the book is devoted
to the ‘Spiritual experience of Russian Orthodoxy’ one is glad
of the author’s perception of ecumenism and his conviction that
the different Christian traditions share similar experiences of
Christ and the Holy Spirit, although these may be expressed in
different terms. He says, ‘Words have no meaning for me if the
resurrection experience of the Russian Orthodox believer is not
a new birth, if it was not the certainty of personal salvation
which transformed suffering into joy on those faces before me
as I watched them.’” The chapters on Prayer, Monasticism and
the Startsy (holy men) compiled largely from samidzat material
from the USSR give the book a very solid care which will
provide lasting inspiration.

The last section of the book begins with a chapter entitled
‘Conversion and the Camps’ for, as the author has said earlier,
‘The strongest prayer of all is found where the individual is most
deprived’ and ‘Ecumenism begins not in the theological
seminaries or in the international church conference, but in the
prison cell.” Remarkable witness is borne to these assertions by
Mihajlo Mihajlov in an article entiled ‘Mystical Experience of
the Loss of Freedom’ which was smuggled out of his cell in 1976.

Mihajlov is not a Christian yet he points to the paradox that
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‘only those can preserve their bodies and physical existence,
who preserve their souls’ and that ‘in the depths of the human
soul there dwells an unexplained force which is stronger—and
not only symbolically, but empirically stronger—than all outward
forces of oppression and destruction, however invincible they
may seem.’ Writing from his own experience and that of others
in the camps, heis convinced that ‘the fate of men is not decided
by earthly powers, by outward, physical forces, but only by the
mystical power which from time immemorial has been called
‘God’, and whose relationship to man seems to depend on man’s
relationship to his inner voice.” He believes that man’s ability to
counteract evil is ‘born of obedience to the innervoice, the soul’
and that this ‘cannot be taken away from man by any outside
force. He can only betray it himself.” He affirms, ‘Solzhenitsyn
is right when he says that is is precisely the Christians who
represent a truly political force in the USSR, because they rob
the totalitarian system of its basis, namely the belief in the
priority of the visible world and the dependence of man’s inner
world on the outer.” So Michael Bourdeaux can state that
‘Christianity wherever it is found in the USSR, seems at once to
demonstrate to those who come in contact with it that it intro-
duces an entirely new dimension of concern into life. Usually
Christianity does not need to evangelize; it just needs to be
itself.’

As one reads Mihajlov’s article and Michael Bordeaux’s book
one cannot but hear Christ’s words in the gospel, “The man who
tries to save his life will lose it: it is the man who loses his life
for my sake and the gospel’s who will save it. What good can
it do a man to gain the whole world at the price of his own soul?’
(Mark 8: 35, 36.) If Solzhenitsyn had used Biblical quotations at
the head of his works, in the tradition of Tolstoi and Dostoevsky,
is not this one which would have recurred frequently? Olivier
Clément makes an interesting comparison between Dostoevsky
and Solzhenitsyn and says that whereas Dostoevsky’s genius ‘was
to plunge into the abysses, to espouse the causes of revolt and
destruction against a slumbering Christianity’ for Solzhenitsyn
‘It is no longer a question of looking for the forces of destruction
beneath a surface stability, but of hunting among the ruins for
the foundations of a possible way of life. Dostoevsky’s approach
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was designed to combat the morality of his time; Solzhenitsyn is
looking for an ethical base in his.’ Both writers find Christ in hell
but the difference is that Solzhenitsyn’s ethic is actually ‘forged
in hell, on the edge of death; it is an ethic of resurrection.’

Solzhenitsyn’s Nobel Prize Lecture was an attempt to state
this ethic and, while combining the themes of society and art,
‘to draw attention in a restrained way to (the) noncomparable
scales by which the size and moral significance of events are
gauged. And to make the point that what happens in countries
that decide the fate of the world cannot be considered entirely
as their own affair.” In his literary memoirs, The Oak and the
Calf, he expresses his disappointment that the lecture ‘produced
no big shift of opinion, no shock of realisation, in the West’.
For, ‘It had seemed to me that I had said a very great deal, said
all that really mattered. Had it gone in one ear and out the
other? Well—the lecture, though crystal clear, was written in
general terms, without a single proper name. Over there and
bere, people preferred not to understand.’

We are given a fresh and striking opportunity to ‘understand’
now that a colour film based on the Nobel Prize Lecture has
been made, called One Word of Truth. We had the privilege of
being shown it here at Fairacres in February and highly
recommend it to others.

The film recalls in its opening sequence Solzhenitsyn’s expe-
rience in the labour camps when the artist who ‘knows that
there 7s a higher force above him, and finds joy in working as a
young apprentice under God’s heaven’ senses acutely the
harmony of the world ‘even in the very depths of existence—in
total poverty, in prison or in sickness’. Solzhenitsyn knows well
that the twentieth century hell ‘has turned out crueller than
preceding ones’ and the film vividly protrays the needs and
sufferings, the fears and inequalities of mankind. It is his belief
that art and literature can provide a ‘united system of evaluation,
for evil deeds and good deeds, for the intolerable and the toler-
able’ because they can enlarge man’s experience beyond his
immediate surroundings and they can enable the experience of
one country or one period of history to be shared by another.
In the film live action shots of the beauties of nature and of
works of art illustrate Solzhenitsyn’s conviction that artists can
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help the world in ‘its agonised testing hour’.

In an age when ‘the world is overrun by the brazen conviction
that force can do everything’ Solzhenitsyn maintains that
violence cannot exist without the help of the lie and it is his
belief that ‘only the unbending strength of the human spirit
firmly taking its stand on the shifting frontier of encroaching
violence, and declaring ‘not one step further’, though death may
be the end of it—only this unwavering firmness offers any
genuine defence of peace for the individual, of general peace for
mankind at large.” This returns us to the gospel and to the
experience and ethic of resurrection. ‘Let him take up his cross
daily . . . What good can it do a man to gain the whole world at
the price of his own soul?’

In his oblique way Solzhenitsyn refers in the lecture to ‘one
place’ where not so long ago ‘there were persecutions no less
severe than those of ancient Rome in which hundreds of
thousands of Christians gave their lives in silence because of
their faith in God.” If, as Michael Bourdeaux affirms, ‘Suffering
lies at the heart of the gospel’ and ‘Without crucifixion there
can be no resurrection’, may it indeed be true that ‘though the
world at large still ignores the testimony of the Church under
communism, the day cannot now be far away when lessons will
be learned and great inspiration will flow back from the perse-
cuted Churches to the privileged ones to revitalize them.’

Risen Indeed: Lessons in Faith from the USSR, Michael
Bourdeaux. Darton, Longman and Todd, 1983. £2.95

‘The Mystical Experience of Loss of Freedom’ forms
the last chapter of Underground Notes, Mihajlo Mihajlov.
Routledge and Kegan Paul.

Solzbenitsyn’s Nobel Prize Lecture, translated by
Nicholas Bethell. Stenvalley Press, London.

For details concerning the film, One Word of Truth,
apply to Anglo-Nordic Productions Trust,
2 Thornton Close, Cambridge, CB3 ONQ
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BOOKS

POETRY OF THE PASSION: Studies in Twelve Centuries of
English Verse, J. A.W. Bennett. Clarendon Press, Oxford, 1982.
£17.50. ISBN 0 19 812804 5.

This book is not only or even primarily a piece of literary criti-
cism or history, though the ripe scholarship of the author, at
home with every facet of the poetry he considers, will delight
many. It is no less impressively an example of a kind of prayed
theology in which the reader, brooding on the material before
him, draws out of his own inherited store of memory its re-
lationships to moments of faith other than his own, its echoes
of recurrent acts of prayer and praise, in such a way that the
texture of a poem begins to shimmer and dilate, to become,
even when it is runic and highly-wrought, more companionable
than remote, while at the same time it darts flashes of light on
to the depths of a mystery it celebrates but never fully com-
prehends. Discovering the beauties and affinities of such works
of art is a delicate operation, it is not just a matter of pains-
taking research, because where the work in question is a great
poem (however little read) a long process of assimilation has
gone into its making. The author has not scratched his head
for striking images, they have come to him, ‘more lucky than
laborious’, out of a common stock. He is simply the excep-
tional craftsman who has been able to cast a dense mass of
associations in a new and arresting mould. In the case of the
eighth-century poem to which the late Professor Bennett gave
the title A Vision of @ Rood the new thing is the speech of
a ‘noble tree’, cut down and hacked into an instrument of
torture, but sentient, suffering, able to tell its tale and how it
came to be encrusted with magnificent jewels and exalted
throughourt the world.

Professor Bennett says that ‘this poem testifies to a conver-
sion as important as Constantine’s: the early conversion of the
English poetic mind to the service of the Rood.’ It would no
doubt require an altogether different study to discover why
that conversion was so narrowly sustained, why only a handful
of our greatest writers have made significant poetry out of the
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saving Passion or materials akin to it. But the same statement
accounts also for the author’s enthusiasm for the poetry of
David Jones whose Amnathemata, published only thirty years
ago, has taken its substance from a hoard of images long
unused, always accumulating and spanning three times as many
Christian centuries as the poet of the Rood could look back on.

In between these two poles of the tradition Professor Bennett
traces ‘the transmutation of Christus rex into Christus miles,
and, later, into vir dolorum, the Man of Sorrows’. In effect this
is to measure the prevailing dominance of one or other of two
biblical texts that are seminal for all poetry of the Passion: the
first, from Isaiah (63:1-3), ‘Who is this that cometh from Edom,
with dyed garments from Bozrah, this that is glorious in his
apparel, travelling in the greatness of his strength? I that speak
in righteousness, mighty to save. Wherefore art thou red in thine
apparel, and thy garments like him that treadeth in the winefat?
I have trodden the winepress alone; and of the people there was
none with me . . .’ ; and the second, from the ‘Reproaches’
sung in the Church’s liturgy for Good Friday, with the haunting
refrain, ‘O my people, what have I done unto thee, or wherein
have I wearied thee? Testify against me.” (Micah, 6:3). In a
certain sense the transmutation marks, as the author shows, a
progressive loss of balance and wholeness, a loss which the great
recovery effected by Langland in Piers Plowman will make more
evident. He sees the shift in sensibility which gave rise in the
thirteenth century to intense personal devotion to the Passion
of Our Lord elaborated in every detail as ‘one of the greatest
revolutions in feeling that Europe has ever witnessed’, tracing it
chiefly to St Bernard’s sermons on the Song of Somgs, but also
to St Anselm and to St Bonaventura whose Meditations were
hardly less powerful influences in bringing in that ‘devotional
tide which swept Europe for two. centuries’, inspiring in its
vernacular languages hundreds of exquisite lyrics and longer
works in verse and prose. In these our Lady and St John are
almost invariably present as participants in the long-drawn
agony of the Crucifixion, and the poet (or the devout Christian
he represents) joins them in a kind of dialogue, of feeling if not
of words, in which Jesus appeals from his Cross against the
‘unkyndenesse’ (unnaturalness) of mankind, for what can be
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more unnatural than to respond to love of such boundless
generosity with treachery, torture and crucifixion? The whole
mise-en-scéne of such poetry is faithful to the Gospel account,
but the emotional response to it is one of pity and ruth elicited
by the overwhelming combination in Jesus of compassion,
meekness and innocent suffering—in a word by the ‘sweetness’
of his humanity—rather than awe and amazement at the majes-
tic purpose behind the triumpbum nobilem of the Cross.
Community of feeling with his Mother and with St John is the
flower, if not the fruit of such sorrowful absorption, and
Professor Bennett says nothing to disparage emotion that was
often powerful enough to shatter complacency and spur men
and women to fulfil the corporal works of mercy regularly
enjoined on them by the devotional writers. ‘If in the Middle
Ages’, he says, ‘the sufferings of men came to be concentrated
in one Man, his sufferings in turn came to give meaning to those
of all mankind.” It is a thought to which he will return, but
what the reader cannot miss in the immediate context is the
drift away from ecstatic contemplation of ‘the young hero’ who
trod the winepress alone, whose Cross ‘trembled when this
warrior embraced me’ (the nearest parallel is the mood of ‘When
I survey the wondrous Cross’), to the direct prayer for feeling:

Jhesu let me fele what joy hit be

To suffyre wo for love of the,

How myry hit is for to wepe,

How softe in harde clothes to slepe.
Lat now Love his bowe bende

And love-arowes to my hert send,
That it mowe percen to the roote

For suche woundes shold be my bote.

The warrior has now become knight and lover in the courtly,
chivalric mode and the weapons with which he will fight are
the pains and humiliations with which ‘unkyndenesse’ has
invested him,
Marvell not, man thof I sitte styll—
My love hath shod me wondyr strayte
She boklyd my fete as was her wyll
With sharp nailes (well thou maist waite!) . ..
It is William Langland who will fuse all these elements and
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and combine them with yet another—the good husbandman,
‘Jesus Christ in a poor man’s apparel’. Professor Bennett judges
Piers Plowman to be ‘the supreme English testament of faith
and practice’. It is because Langland’s theological grasp of the
two natures in Christ, the human and the divine, never slackens
throughout this long allegory that the Passion as ‘ the sublime
and culminating expression of God’s love for man is always
related directly—even forcibly—to the concerns of every day’.
The mastery with which the poet portrays the ‘every day’ of
fourteenth-century England needs no dwelling on here, but
wherever his keen eye pauses on the disfiguring, ravaging
concentration of sin in some face within the swarming human
medley, it is always the divine purpose that he sees—exposing,
judging, pardoning, reconciling and ‘pursuing us ever’. It is
because God’s love is first of all creative that it is incarnate and
redemptive. It is because ‘the Father looked on us with love’
that his Son became man and died as man ‘to fetch back from
the fiend the fruit of Piers Plowman’.

Langland, moreover, is always clear that the work of Christ in
his Passion is the work of the Holy Trinity. On p. 101 of this
book there is a misprint whereby Jesus is referred to as the
Third Person of the Trinity. It would be cavilling to point out
such a slip were it not that this is the only place in the book
where the Holy Spirit is mentioned, even by mistake. In fact,
‘The Passion and the Harrowing of Hell’ in Langland’s poem
need to be read in the context of the immediately preceding
Passus XVI and XVII in which in a series of allegorical parallels
he expounds the Church’s teaching on the nature and action of
the triune God, notably in the strong, prehensile image of God
as a hand—palm fist and fingers. Here Langland comes close to
identifying the unforgiveable sin against the Holy Ghost as the
sin that crucified the Son of God. For that sin was heartlessness,
the indifference of Dives as much as the cruelty of the Jews.
Langland calls it ‘the murder of grace’—a sin which actually
denies and would annihilate the divine image in man, for that
image is mercy. It is this—the horror of what heartlessness does
to God’s love—that heightens the sense of the human extremity
to be cured when the ‘Samaritan’, ‘Jesus . . . in Piers’ armour’,
the incarnate Charity, rides into Jerusalem on Palm Sunday.
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Against such a background Langland can afford to depict the
Passion itself with a few telling strokes while all his powers as
theologian, liturgist and wit are pressed into the service of his
poetic vision of the Harrowing of Hell. When the Paschal Light
shatters the gates of Hell and Christ catches up its prisoners,
Langland has succeeded in presenting the Passion as a single,
unpausing victory of ‘the Lord of Life’, a death which is the
death of Death indeed. Mercy and Truth meet, Righteousness
and Peace kiss each other in a scene of rare beauty and origi-
nality. ‘And so these maidens danced till daybreak, when the
bells of Easter morning rang out for the Resurrection.’

In Scotland on the eve of the Reformation the Passion was
celebrated in poems of such vigour, brilliance and variety as
Henryson’s allegory The Bludy Serk and Dunbar’s The Passion
of Christ, both of which are included in full at the end of the
following chapter. The abundance and quality of ‘The Scottish
Testimony’ raises questions (which Professor Bennett does not
attempt to answer here) about the thirst with which Scotland is
assumed to have lapped up the pure doctrine of the Reformers
from John Knox. Whatever answers there may be, there is no
doubt that the loss sustained by the religious mind in these
islands in the sixteenth century has never been made good.
What the Reformation began the Enlightenment and the
Whiggish deistic piety it permitted would complete. In the
seventeenth century the extent of the loss is not yet apparent.
It is still possible for a great divine like Bishop Lancelot
Andrewes, in his Preces Privatae, to combine prodigious biblical
and patristic learning with the intense pictorial realism so typi-
cal of mediaeval devotion; for John Donne to make great poetry
out of his personal wrestlings in prayer before the crucifix; for
Herbert to deploy ‘the traditional ironies’ of the Good Friday
Reproaches and the parables of the Gospel with stunning
laconic force:

I straight returned, and knowing his great birth,
Sought him accordingly in great resorts;

In cities, theatres, gardens, parks and courts:

At length I heard a ragged noise and mirth

Of theeves and murderers:ther I him espied,

Who straight, Your suit is granted, said, and died.
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Thereafter, while ‘Recusants and Hymnodists’ still draw on
mediaeval sources, neither Catholic nor Protestant writers can
escape the effects of so much breaking of sacred images. In his
Centuries Traherne will ‘conceive of the Passion in a way that
Bonaventura would hardly have understood’. Not only Johnson
but Dryden and Pope will have nothing to bring to the tradi-
tion. At this point the book itself seems to become affected
by the poverty and patchiness of the landscape of faith. A
chapter that begins with Crashaw hurries on, almost ignoring
the Wesleys, to the end of the nineteenth century, with an all
too cursory glance at that towering poem of the Paschal Mys-
tery, The Wreck of the Deutschland.

The title of the concluding chapter, ‘From Adam Bede to
Amnathemata’, prepares the reader for further diminishing
returns, and indeed the first half does little more than note,
though always with discernment and skill, the sporadic trickles
of a once plentiful stream. The author turns, understandably
enough, from poetry to the novel, but this was perhaps a
mistake. The relationship of the novel in the nineteenth and
twentieth centuries to Christianity in general, and in particular
what the novel has drawn from and brought to the Christian
understanding of suffering, is a vast field, and Professor Ben-
nett’s somewhat random pointers to major works of fiction
hardly begin to open it up. Curiously enough, the novel which
does so often spring to mind, H. M. Prescott’s The Man on a
Donkey— that infinitely allusive and never obscure synthesis of
the themes that have engaged him so closely—is not mentioned.

Poetically, he sees the tradition revived with the Great War,
which ‘did indeed seem to add a new dimension to human
suffering’ . . . fought as it was ‘in a terrain of scarred wayside
Calvaries.” He goes on to say:

There is then indubitable evidence that the more agnostic and
sceptical the age, the greater is the human appeal of the one who was
‘touched by the feeling of our infirmities.” The ‘spiritual miracle’ . .. of
the Cross which early Christians were so slow to accept as their symbol
and sign now proves easier of acceptance than the lesser phyical miracle
of the Resurrection. Yet this recognition of the reality of Christ’s
sufferings is not a specifically Christian or even religious perception. To
see the Cross as the epitome of the world’s woe requires no special
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grace. It is on the efficacy of its redemptive and vicarious sacrifice that
Christian hope must rest, and though some modern Buddhist and Hindu
teachers come close to an understanding of the Crucifixion, only the
Christian creed accepts the figure of the Cross as a fountain of life-
giving blood. (p. 196-7).

This statement brings the author to the long poems by David
Jones, and it is, one guesses, with a certain relief that he once
more addresses himself to poetry whose roots are so rewarding
to unravel. ‘I have made a heap of all that I could find’, is the
way David Jones described his Anathemata; but what he found
came not from the submerged regions of his personal psychic
history—the things that went to his own making—but from an
open commonwealth—the things that, according to his singular
perception of reality, went to the making of Britain as a frag-
ment of the Western Christendom that once was. His inheri-
tance as an Anglo-Welsh Londoner is the inheritance of millions
of others; above all it is the Christian faith and liturgy, the
Celtic civilization to which that faith was brought, the centuries
of the Roman occupation, the myth of Arthur, the story of an
island kingdom with a great navy, its centre of commerce
bristling with church spires and foreign masts, its vast literature
comprehending epic and nursery rhyme. What is peculiar to
David Jones as co-heir of all these things are exceptional gifts as
writer and artist, in particular a faculty for stripping words—
Welsh, English, Latin—down to the bone, in order to re-clothe
them with the tissues of his own vision.

There is a paradox inherent in such poetry. Never wilfully
arcane and stikingly free from subjectivity, it is nevertheless
built out of material that is already unfamiliar and likely to
become more so. As Professor Bennett notes: ‘The Latin
Liturgy that provides so much of the pith and sinew of the
poems is a public and corporate act, and Anathemata, for all its
seeming abstruseness, is a public poem. Ironically, this resoun-
ding affirmation of the oneness of Christian culture by a master
of the vernacular appeared just as the said liturgy was about to
be dismantled.’

Rich allusiveness alone does not make great poetry. Some-
how the poetry, through its ‘signs’, must be able to waken a
response even in those who are unable to read them and from
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whom the means of doing so are being rapidly withdrawn.
Otherwise it will remain a heap of riddles and research students
will burrow in libraries for hymns that once sang themselves
unbidden in the memory as the turning year brought round
again the seasons of Advent and Redemption. Whether the
genius of David Jones will prove powerful enough to dissolve
the barriers and mediate a new vision of the salvation wrought
by the Cross it is perhaps too socon to say. What is beyond
doubt is that he fully merits a place in this fine study; here
indeed is a mind ‘converted to the service of the Rood’. Like
Langland, David Jones is ‘impregnated, divinely intoxicated
with the Offices for Holy Week’. For him as for Dunbar, the
stupendous combat of the Passion is always being enacted time-
lessly within historical time and the narrow hearts of men. He
shares with the poet of the Rood, with Langland, Donne and
Hopkins a ‘deep delight in the riddling and ambiguous elements
of language’. Delight, as everyone knows, is the chief end of
poetry, but even poetry must yield to an attraction mightier
still. For ‘among all the works of God before which the mind of
man grows faint with awe, what so delights and ravishes the
soul’s contemplation as the Passion of our Saviour?’ (St Leo
the Great).

SISTER ISABEL MARY SLG
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ONE TRADITION: A Series published by the Community of
the Servants of the Will of God.

In a new series of booklets entitled One Tradition, Fr Gregory
CSWG sets out ‘to explore and renew the great Tradition of the
Fathers in spirituality and worship’. Fr Gregory’s is one of the
few prophetic voices speaking from within the Anglican religious
life in our day. Previously he has disseminated his views in an
occasional periodical entitled The Christian Solitary, but the
present series presents them more cohesively and comprehen-
sively. So far nine of the series have appeared, the first being
Momnasticism and the Holy Spirit by Olivier Clément, which in
its distinctive emphasis serves as a fitting introduction to the
whole series.

Olivier Clément stands for a contemplative approach to
Christian life, with a stress upon true conversion of the heart.
His characteristic approach is prophetic, eucharistic, transcen-
dent and eschatalogical in the fullest meaning of those often
misused words. It is a presentation of the spiritual life that is in
marked contrast to the institutionalism, materialism and reduc-
tionism of the age, and yet without erring by over-reaction. This
first booklet having set the tone, Fr Gregory in the second
traces the spiritual inheritance of his own community from Fr
William of Glasshampton whose work it takes up, to Fr Gilbert
Shaw, ‘the theologian of CSWG’, and to Fr Robert Gofton-
Salmond whose instinct to return to the sources of Christian
spirituality is both the distinctive stance of CSWG, and the aim
of this series of booklets.

The next four (nos. 3-6) are liturgical, two being theological
considerations of the Divine Office and the Eucharist, with
emphasis upon conversion of the heart and the eschatalogical
dimension, and two being the Office of Vespers and a form of
Night Office, in both of which the Eastern Orthodox element is
evident. The Cross as the Way of Growth in the Kingdom of
Eternity (no. 7) is important as a theological statement by
Fr Gregory himself, having marked similarities of emphasis with
the work of Olivier Clément. The last two (nos. 8 and 9) are
about angels, being reprints of papers read at the 1952 Con-
ference of the Fellowship of St Alban and St Sergius. The
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first is significantly, by Fr Gilbert Shaw, the second, written
from a philosophical viewpoint, by Professor Hodges.

The series as a whole, to which in due course one would hope
to see many additions, is of considerable importance as, without
any polemics, it presents a theological approach refreshingly
free from the narrow preoccupations of so much contemporary
writing. It is a wholehearted attempt to look again at the great
tradition of Christian spirituality in all its riches, and although
modest in format, it is succeeding in this aim.

WILFRID WESTON OSB

TITLES ALREADY PUBLISHED IN THE SERIES:

1. The Holy Spirit and Monasticism Today Olivier Clément 50 p.

2. Introducing CSWG: An application of monastic theology to the
formation of an Anglican contemplative community for men,
Fr Gregory CSWG. 50p.

3. The Divine Office in the Renewal of Christian Life
Fr Gregory CSWG. 50p.

4. The Liturgy of the Community and the Liturgy of the Heart from the
Viewpoint of the Pbilokalia Dumitru Staniloae. 50p.

5. The CSWG Order of Vespers (with music), £1. 50,

6. A Night Office: for those who wake and pray during the night, 20p.

7. The Cross as the Way of Growth into the Kingdom of Eternity: the
Great Tradition applied to present needs, Fr Gregory CSWG. 50p.

8. Angels and Demons in Human Life Fr Gilbert Shaw 50p.

9. Angels and Human Knowledge Professor H. A. Hodges. 50p.

AVAILABLE FROM: THE MONASTERY, CRAWLEY DOWN,
CRAWLEY, WEST SUSSEX, RH10 4LH.

(When ordering please add 10% towards p.& p. A discount of 33% will be allowed
on orders of 10 or more copies of No. 5, The CSWG Order of Vespers.)
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BOOKS RECEIVED

Darton, Longman & Todd:

Risen Indeed: Lessons in Faith from the USSR,
Michael Bourdeaux. £2.95.

The Cross a Pasture, John Dalrymple. £2.95.

A World to Gain: Incarnation and the Hope of Renewal,
Brian Horne. £2.75.

Jung and the Christian Way, Christopher Bryant. £4.75.

Bible Reading Fellowship: A Feast for Lent, Delia Smith. £2.00.
Mirfield Publications: Through Grief: The Experience of
Bereavment, Elizabeth Colick. £1.25.
Fount Paperbacks: The Truce of God, Rowan Williams. £1.25.
St Mary’s Bourne Street: Tracts for Our Times: 1833 - 1983,
Ulrich Simon, Eric Mascall, Roy Porter, Christopher Butler,
Heinrich Fries, Graham Leonard, Margaret Hewitt,
Lord Halifax. £2.00.
SPCK: Holy Week Services, Joint Liturgical Group. Full edition
(complete text of readings and introduction). £4.50.
Shorter edition (for the congregation). 95 pence.

APOLOGY

We wish to apologize to the Reverend Geoffrey Sunderland
whose poem appeared on p.26 of the winter issue of the
Chromicle with two misprints. At the beginning of 1.7 ‘The’
should read ‘Then’ and we are also very sorry that the author’s
name was given as ‘Sutherland’.

The photograph reproduced on p. 19 shows the Crucifix on the
west window of the Chapel of the Convent of the Incarnation,
Fairacres.

48



SLG AND ASSOCIATES

NEW MEMBERS

COMPANION
Mrs Meg Hooper, 40 Parkfield Crescent, Kimpton, Hitchin, Herts, SG4 8EQ
FLG
Mrs Janet Herbert, 91 School Rd, Hall Green, Birmingham, B28 8]JQ
Mrs Elizabeth Maslen, The Old Telephone Exchange, Vicarage Road,
Lingfield, Surrey, RH7 6EZ
Mrs Bridget Hoare, West Bergholt Hall, Colchester, Essex.
Mrs Jennifer Bishop, 1 Bellevue, Lower Green Road, St Helen’s, Ryde,
Isle of Wight, P033 1UB
Nicholas Rundle, St Stephen’s House, 16 Marston St, Oxford, 0X4 1JX
Miss Margaret Doak, 137, Merton Road, Bearsted, Maidstone, Kent,
ME14 8LT
CHANGES OF ADDRESS

PRIEST ASSOCIATE

The Revd Adrian Berry, The Vicarage, Cam, Dursley, Glos., GL11 5PQ

-(from April 13th 1983)
FLG

Mrs Eunice Hatchley, Phoenix Cottage, 1 Carpenter Close, Hythe,
Southampton, S04 6DR

Mr and Mrs Michael Lusignan, 4630 Chesapeake St N.W., Washington DC
20016, USA

Mrs Aileen Taylor, 35 Highsett, Hills Road, Cambridge, CB1 2NY

Mrs Debbie Davies, 29 Churchfields Road, Beckenham, Kent.

The Revd Peter Graham, The Rectory, Elford, nr. Tamworth, Staffs,
B79 9DA

Dr Lee Holland, 51 Chalfont Road, Oxford, 0X2 6TH

FLG RETREAT 1983

The Annual Retreat will be from Monday 26 September to
Friday 30 September at St Columba’s House, Woking, Surrey.
Our Conductor will be Canon A.M. Allchin. Will those who are
already down for the Retreat please confirm their booking with
me: Brenda Fergusson, 4 Manor Close, Cassington, Oxford, 0X8
1ER. Tel. 880941. I am also glad to receive further applications.
The fee for accommodation will be £41.20.
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