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COMMUNITY NOTES

It is not long since we celebrated Candlemas, the festival that
marks the end of the Christmas liturgical cycle, when we were
reminded that the candles we carry then can also be seen to
prefigure the great light of Easter morning. The Presentation of
Christ in the Temple, with its symbolic first sacrificial offering,
leads into the other great mystery of our redemption, the Cross
and Resurrection. Whatever may befall the world, the Church or
any one of us (and it seems unlikely that famine, violence, dis-
integration and dispute will diminish in the immediate future)
our task as Christians is to acknowledge our partin our disordered
world and #zot despair. So let us each time we light a candle,
or each day when we turn on a light, affirm the Light of Christ
and lay hold on hope beyond hope.

Mother Jane is at present spending a month’s sabbatical leave
with the Columbanus Community of Reconciliation in Belfast,
thus strengthening our link with a community which has
already been described as a sign of hope in that divided city. We
are grateful to the Columbanus Community for the welcome
they have given to Mother Jane, and pray that her time there
will be restful and refreshing. We look forward to having her
back with us for Laetare Sunday.

In January Lesley joined the Novitiate as a Postulant; we
look forward to Raine’s Clothing as a Novice on 1st May. Our
new Postulant Oblate, Meg Hooper, was admitted on 21st
January and Barbara Ellis received the -habit as Novice Oblate
Barbara of the Compassion of Jesus on 11th February. Peggy
Somerset-Ward will become a Novice Oblate on 9th March, and
on the 19th, the Feast of St Joseph, Oblate Jean of the Love of
Jesus will make her Life Promises. She will be returning to her
home in New Hampshire, USA, after Easter, having spent the
past six months with us here at Fairacres. The Australian Sisters
who spent three months at Boxmoor in the autumn felt that the
next stage in this ‘holy risk’ would be for two of them to spend
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a further period with us at Fairacres. Consequently Sister Rita
and Sister Margery cHN plan to be with us until September, and
Sister Jennifer cHN returned in January to the Community of
the Holy Name in Melbourne.

The world often seems a tiny place to us who are fortunate to
have people from so many parts of it worshipping with us. One
such person is Pastor Gundula Meyer of the Lutheran Church in
Germany who stayed with us for two months in 1979 prior to
going to Japan to study and practice Zen. Gundula hopes to
return to stay with us for a few days before going back to
Germany where, she writes, ‘I shall move to an old pre-
Reformation nunnery which is now to be turned into a house of
silence with courses in Christian contemplation and Zen. Many
questions are open, many problems have not been solved, but I
feel that this is where I should start, or rather where I should go
and then wait and see what happens.’ Another adventure,
another ‘holy risk’.

Over the last twenty years Mr White, our neighbour and
friend, has become a familiar figure at Fairacres and many
visitors will have observed him walking through Fellowship
House garden. Unfailingly gentle and courteous he served the
community as a skilled handyman and electrician and at eighty-
eight was still able to repair almost anything we produced.
Recently he was returning a broom he had repaired when he
had a heart attack; he went from us to the John Radcliffe
Hospital and died there a few days later. To his wife and two
sons we offer our condolences. One of his sons said of him that
all his life he helped other people—and we were the grateful
recipients of his faithful service. May he rest in peace.

I have recently been rereading George Herbert, Priest and
Poet by Kenneth Mason (Fairacres Publication 74). George
Herbert’s poem ‘Love’ spans the Lenten and Paschaltide cycle,
and indeed our entire Christian pilgrimage.

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back,
Guiltie of dust and sinne.
But quick-ey’d Love, observing me grow slack
From my first enwance in,
Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning,
If I lack’d any thing.
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A guest, I answer’d, worthy to be here:
Love said, You shall be he.
I the unkinde, ungratefull? Ah my deare,
I cannot look on thee.
Love took my hand, and smiling did reply,
Who made the eyes but I?

Truth Lord, but I have marr’d them: let my shame
Go where it doth deserve.

And know you not, sayes Love, who bore the blame?
My deare, then I will serve.

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

Here is Kenneth Mason’s comment on the poem:

There is no dealing, no trading, with the love of the crucified Christ.
We want to pay him for his gift of himself, our death for his death, our
free service for his free love.

. . . Grace is always grace. If we die for Christ it is in the power of his
death; if we serve him freely the freedom is his gift; if we confess our
sins in grief it is by his truth at work in us. Beyond this we cannot and
must not try to go. Christ did not die for sinners to make them worse
sinners—to make the desire for self-justification more desperate.

Love bids us welcome. God who has made us without our aid and
intends to reward us beyond our deserving, bids us welcome. And when
our sad humility protests that he cannot go so far and we will not be
honoured in this fashion, then he deals firmly with us. Quick-eyed Love,
observing, anticipating, taking us by the hand, smiling tenderly and
ironically, tells us not to be silly.

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

With our love and prayer for a very blessed Eastertide.
SISTER ANNE SLG, PRIORESS

Ist Sunday in Lent



THE IMPORTANCE OF JUSTICE IN
INDUSTRY AND COMMUNITY

PETER MAYHEW

I HOPE that by the time this article appears in print, the long,
miserable, heart-and-home-destroying miners’ strike will be a
thing of the past. I pray that its end may be sealed by reconcil-
iation and lead to needful fellowship. Let its terrible lessons be
learnt and never forgotten. I know many miners. They are mostly
kindly, decent people, quite enjoying their jobs and desperately
concerned to keep them. They believe that there is a real danger
that their communities will just wither away. They know that
their whole future, the homes they are buying, the upkeep of
their second-hand cars, and the social life of the whole warm-
hearted community in the midst of which they live, depends on
keeping the mines open.

The fact that they were told that a job in mining was guar-
anteed to them did not suffice because they did not trust the
man who told them. Trust has to be won by diligent and just
dealing over a long period. Persons engaged in industrial
relations must not only be trustworthy, but must be seen to be
trustworthy. Without trust there will be strife at work, the
misery of discontent, and perhaps strikes. Lack of trust in
management leads to low productivity, inadequate competition
with our foreign rivals, and loss of trade.

All this leads on in the end to the wretchedness of de-
moralizing, dehumanizing unemployment (which continues to
increase, reaching in January 1985 the highest figure ever
recorded in this country). I said all this to a meeting of women
religious at Fairacres on January 31st, and I pleaded then
for hard prayer for the future of our divided country. I ask for
it again, and even more urgently. Various experts believe
that unemployment may rise to 6 million or even higher. The
prospect for us all is grim.

As well as prayer, I believe that thought and action, where
possible, are also needed. We Christians must try to understand
ourselves and others in the midst of such problems. Perhaps
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religious communities can lead us all into such understanding
because they too have their inevitable problems of relationships,
and can draw on their experience of how all sorts of people of
different backgrounds and temperaments can learn to live and
work together. This takes thought and care, and maybe some
counselling, as well as the will to love. The Mother has to learn
to be a real mother, the Sisters to be real sisters.

In industry the bosses cannot escape from the expectation
that they should in some sense be father-figures amongst their
workers. This is not, of course, to ask for paternalism, but only
for real interest in and care for their workers. All too often,
they are busy at their desks, sometimes too shy, sometimes too
lacking in understanding. Many of them simply do not realize
that they need to be visible, and even sometimes approachable.
Some imagine that all their workers are interested in is short
hours and high wages. This is the sort of picture of workers
that the news media sometimes give us. Managers should know
better than this, if they are in any sort of real living touch with
their workers.

Industrial workers are human; they need to be reassured
that they matter, that their work is appreciated. My friend
Derrick tells the latrine cleaner that he is the most important
worker in the place because everyone depends upon him, and
his employee is a happy and proud man, proud in the good
sense of the word. Workers in industry need to know that their
experience at work counts a little, that their opinion about that
work is of some interest to those who make the final decisions.
Some fine worker friends of mine in Glasgow, speaking of the
response of management to their requests, told me with
pathetic passion that ‘they never do anything about it’. These
workers were gentle, honest, intelligent men and women who
cared for their industry. On the other hand, an American
industrialist friend of mine, in Columbus, Indiana, assured me
that he always ‘did something’ about it when the workers
complained to him. He did not always do what they asked, but
he always showed that he had heard what they had said and had
thought about it. Most workers still say ‘Let the management
manage’. But they also think and sometimes say aloud: ‘Let
them pay some attention to us. After all, our lives are being
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worked out on their shop floors (and ours!). And, after all, their
interests and ours are really identical (if only they knew it).’

Those who have read my book, Justice in Industry (SCM
Press Ltd, 1980), will surely have been impressed by the series of
stories that illustrate all this. The kind of mismanagement which
I have described is capable of being rectified by good manage-
ment training courses, of which there are many available. There
are also training courses for foremen who, in some cases, poison
relationships on the shop floor by their obvious contempt for
their own workers. There are also shop stewards’ training
courses. Some of these, especially those arranged by the EETPU,
are first-rate in quality. I myself have been allowed to attend
training courses of all sorts, thanks to the generosity of the
organizers. I have seen young, and not so young, electricians
and plumbers eating up the words of firstrate economists,
and questioning with a great desire to learn from the lips of
experienced and wise trade union men. Some training courses,
however, are dull, and seem to concentrate mostly on industrial
law. What they need to do is to concentrate on the art of
relationships which, if practised, will make industrial law
superfluous. The need for more and better training courses for
industrial workers is great, and more funds are needed to supply
this need. At the present time, the need for managers to be well
trained in industrial relationships is even more urgent than the
need for workers to be trained. Managers just have to learn to
understand the human needs of those whom they manage; they
have to discover where the worker’s shoe pinches. Only in this
way will they achieve better relationships and bring out the best
in their workers. There can only be real relationship where there
is at least some empathy.

But there is more than this to the job of management in its
concern for industrial relationships. Persons in authority over
others have to try by hook or by crook to learn what they
themselves look like, what they sound like, when they are
dealing with others. They may sound haughty, look angry, when
they mean nothing of the kind. I have aone the same myself.
I rang up my best friend yesterday morning and my impatient
tone of voice made him ask ‘What have I done wrong now?’. 1
must change that tone of voice. I may be in a hurry, but I must
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also be wise and gentle if I am to keep my friends. It would be
good for all management to have mirrors around their offices
and to have their voices put on tape—Burns said something about
all this along time ago. Unconsciously, perhaps at home in child-
hood, we pick up habits of speech and body movements of
which we remain blissfully unaware, until at last, perhaps too
late, we realize that we have been gravely offensive to someone
to whom we meant no offence. We can consciously get out of
such habits in adult life if we can be helped to hear and see
ourselves.

If the Church can rescue the four British prisoners from
Libya, asking the Libyans with courtesy fOr justice and mercy,
cannot the Church do something to help rescue British industry
and the country itself from the results of bad industrial relation-
ships? May I suggest what we should do? Why should we not in
our daily lives try to live out justice? Why should we not hope
that workers and employees can be led to take justice seriously
and resolve industrial relationships on the basis of securing
justice for both sides? Justice in the prophetic teaching of the
Old Testament is chiefly concerned with the need of the poor
and weak. I remember years ago, when I was studying for my
Economics degree at the London School of Economics, learning
that trade unions evolved because the only way workers could
be assured of justice was to have power behind them so that
they could stand up to the power of the financially better-off
employers.

If we are to get the Bible message straight concerning justice,
we have to read itin a modern version. The Authorized Version,
with all its marvellous qualities, all too often mistranslates the
Hebrew and Greek words for justice. So the effect of the biblical
outpourings on the subject are muted for us. Let us listen to the
words of the New English Bible for a minute:‘Let justice roll
on like a river.” (Amos 5:24.) Surely the prophet Amos was
thinking of the swollen, tearing waddies of Palestine when the
rains and the floods come at last. St Paulsays that ‘the kingdom
of God is not eating and drinking, but justice’. (Rom. 14:17.)
Our Lord says ‘Set your mind on God’s kingdom and his
justice’ (Mat. 6:33). Justice is something deeper and more
fundamental than fairness; it is a great basic principle not only
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of Greek philosophy and ethics, but of the Bible and of
Christan morality. Thomas Aquinas defined justice as ‘the
perpetual and constant will to render to everyone his right’. Itis
‘the master virtue’, ‘the basic social virtue’, ‘the first and last
principle of social life’. It has nothing to do with law, basically.
It is indeed above law, for sometimes, as we all know, the law is
itself unjust.

Justice in the Bible and in moral theology means what the
Greeks meant by it, and more. It means treating fellow human
beings with respect, with that which is their due. It is what we
owe to our fellow humans, because they are human—whether
they are good or bad, old or young, learned or ignorant. It is
God’s will that we treat them with the respect that is owed to
them. The Christian goes on to say that this is especially our
bounden duty because every person is ‘made in the image of
God’. This calls for humility, patience, and courtesy to the
discourteous. I know managers who have proved themselves
capable of all this. They have exercised justice and have won love.
Justice is rewarding for those who practise it. Fr Bonsirven SJ
describes justice as ‘the preliminary condition for love’.

Well, let us be learners in the school of justice, and teachers
too, if we have any opportunity. Let us watch ourselves care-
fully, lest with shopkeepers or ticket collectors we ‘speak down’,
or seem to be doing so. We must take care, too, howwe speak
about people as well as how we speak to them. I do not know
whether by our conduct we can really do anything to influence
the wider community around us. We can certainly do something
toinfluence the smaller one. Let us read the newspapers carefully,
attempting to grasp the nation’s problems and thoughtfully
directing our minds toward God; above all let us pray that he
may come to our aid, helping us in our weakness as we try to
achieve justice and with it better relationships. The urgent quest
for justice and fellowship must begin somewhere. Why not with
me, why not with you?

Peter Maybew was until recently Chaplain to the Society of the
All Saints Sisters of the Poor, Oxford. His new book Unemploy-
ment Under the Judgement of God, is soon to be published by
Churchmen Publishing Ltd, Worthing.
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OUR GREATEST SPIRITUAL MASTER

An address given at the Belgian monastery of Chevetogne
during the Week of Prayer for Christian Unity.

FRERE AUGUSTIN OSB

For at the very time when we were still powerless, then Christ died
for the wicked. Even for a just man one of us would hardly die, though
perhaps for a good man one might actually brave death; but Christ died
for us while we were yet sinners, and that is God’s own proof of his
love towards us. And so, since we have now been justified by Christ’s
sacrificial death, we shall all the more certainly be saved through him
from final retribution. For if, when we were God’s enemies, we were
reconciled to him by the death of his Son, how much more, now that we
arereconciled, shall we be saved by his life! (Romans 5:6-10 NEB)

I would like to concentrate our attention on this passage
suggested in the booklet published for this Week, in particular
the words ‘when we were God’s enemies’. Perhaps if we can
understand our situation as enemies of God then we may be
able to come to that reconciliation of which St Paul speaks in
this passage. Our first situation vis2-vis God is the situation of
enemies, because we are all inheritors of that ancient and
profound hate which lives in the heart of man—a hatred against
ourselves, against others and against God; and the three are one
single reality. This ancient hate, between Adam and Eve,
masculine and feminine, between Cain and Abel, lives on in our
hearts today. We have, therefore, to accept our first existential
position before God: we are not those who love God even
though our love is not what it ought to be, we are those who
keep in our hearts a hatred against God. This hatred runs in our
blood, enters into our bones and burns in our inward parts. As
it says in Psalm 109: 17 ‘He clothed himself with cursing, like as
with a raiment: and it shall come into his bowels like water, and
like oil into his bones.” If I could paraphrase 1 John 1:8 a little:
‘If we say we do not have this hatred in our hearts, we deceive
ourselves and the truth is not in us.’

This hatred I am speaking about has been expressed through-
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out the long centuries of man’s existence in all the wars and
divisions that have marked our common history. Part of this
history has been the division between the churches. Quite
fundamentally I believe that the disunity among the churches
has not come about because of differences in doctrine, theology
or ecclesiology. At their heart these divisions have expressed
in certain epochs of church history, and still express today,
the ancient hatred which lives and runs in our hearts. In his
booklet Schism as Differing Visions, James Hillman makes us
reflect on why schism has always been characterized by so much
bitterness and hatred. He writes: ‘Our interest lies, as psycho-
logists, in the phenomenon itself—schism—the extraordinary
passion with which it is charged, and the specific quality of this
passion, so tearing and so intellectual.’

What can one do in this situation? It is that which should
occupy us during this Week of Prayer for Christian Unity. To
analyse the problem is not difficult, but what can one do?

First of all, I believe that we have to face the fact that the
healing of this ancient hatred must also itself be radical and fun-
damental, and that, put simply, is the Cross of Christ. Here, in
the Cross of Christ,we see plainly and clearly our hatred against
God, not simply the hatred of the Pharisees or the Scribes, but
our own hatred against God. As the Gospel suggested for today
says: ‘the light was coming into the world and men preferred
darkness to the light’ (John 3:19).

We must not underestimate the results of all the various
dialogues and conversations that take place between the
different churches, but we need to recognize that it is difficult
for theologians producing theological reports to touch on the
nature of human passions which are the real cause of our disunity.

The healing then must be fundamental, and it is to be found
in the silence of the Cross. On the Cross Jesus teaches us, not
simply by his words but with his life: ‘Love your enemies.” We
could say that here lies the key to this Week of Prayer for
Unity, for in our long history we have looked upon those of
other churches not only as not true Christians, but also as our
enemies. We have only to read the texts at the time of the great
schism between the Church of the East and of the West, or the
texts of that other schism in the Western Church which happened
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at the Reformation to see that this is so. And the spirit of
treating members of other churches as our enemies is not just a
spirit of the past. It continues to flow in our blood and to work
in the depths of our minds and of our hearts.

What can one do? I would like to read to you two passages
which may tell us a little of what we may do in this situation of
disunity springing from that age-old hate in the heart of man.
The first is a text of some words of the Dali Lama:

The compassion of which Mahayana Buddhism speaks is not that
ordinary love which we can feel towards those who are dear and close
to us; this love may co-exist with egoism and ignorance. We have
equally to love our enemies. If I have helped someone as best I can, and
if that person offends me in a way that is base and mean, shall I be able
to regard that person as my greatest spiritual master?

When our friends are close to us and on good terms with us, nothing
can make us aware of our own negative thoughts. It is only when people
go against us and criticize us that we have access to a true knowledge of
ourselves and can judge the quality of our love. Our enemies, are they
not our greatest spiritual masters? They give us the possibility of testing
our strength, our tolerance, our respect for others. If, instead of feeling
hatred towards our enemies we love them all the more, then we are not
far from attaining the state of the Buddha, the illumination of
consciousness which is the goal of all the religions.

The second quotation I would like to share with you comes
from The Crucified is No Stranger by Sebastian Moore (Darton,
Longman & Todd Ltd, 1977, p. 88):

. . . To forgive an enemy is to risk my whole system. To open myself to
the forgiveness of God is to risk my whole system. It is the same risk.
And Jesus’ insistence on the forgiveness of enemies, as though that were
the whole substance of salvation, is based on a perception of this
identity in the risk. He is saying ‘take the risk there’—where the
presence of another human being, selfish and mean like yourself,
precludes any possibility of bullshit. In that sense, to forgive one’s
enemy is the whole of salvation. If that is happening in a person’s life,
the forgiveness of God is happening in its primary meaning.

We can apply those two texts, or at least see how they might
be applied, in our own personal situations. I would like to
suggest that they can also be applied to the situation that exists
between the churches. Perhaps in order to find our true unity in
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Christ each church must turn towards those other churches
which have been regarded as enemies and find precisely here
its ‘greatest spiritual master’. This would be to risk our
whole system, all that may have governed our thinking and
imagination for centuries. We would always prefer to evade this
risk because it means that we have to learn to carry our own
darkness, our own shadow, and not to project it on to others—
a task that is very difficult because the burden of our own
inherited hate is often so frightful. Carl Jung once remarked:
‘One does not become enlightened by imagining figures of light
but by making the darkness conscious.” This struggle in the
spiritual life to make the darkness conscious we find
exemplified for us often in the lives of those saints whose
biographies and autobiographies we possess, asindeedin St Paul’s
letter to the Romans with which we began. To ‘make the
darkness conscious’, in our own hearts and in the hearts of our
churches, may be one of the most important things we have to
do in the search for unity.

Is there a possibility that we can do this when confronted by
the immense tide of hate and bitterness which has flowed across
history into our hearts? If we can carry and hold all the
darkness of ancient hatred in our own heart and in our own
church (with all the great difficulty and suffering of mind, body
and spirit that this would imply), then maybe we could also
come to the point of seeing every other church as our greatest
spiritual master. If and when that happened we could find
ourselves close to the Cross of Christ, and to that new creation
which is our unity in him.

A VISIT TO BEC

The photographs of the Abbey reproduced opposite page 20 and
on the centre page are by Michel Brieux, from L’Abbaye du Bec-
Hellouin,1982.

The scene from community life at Tor de’ Specchi is from a fresco (?)
illustrated in Sainte Frangoise Romaine by Soeur Marie-Serg Aitoff.
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A VISIT TO BEC

SISTER EDMEE SLG

A VISIT TO BEC had been in the air for several years and now,
on Monday 25 June 1984, a glorious summer day, Sister
Josephine and I were setting out in company with the Revd
Anthony de Vere, Priest Associate SLG, who had gallantly
undertaken to escort us there. As we left Fairacres, one of the
Sisters, who had gathered after Lauds to wave us off, called out
cheerily: ‘Have a lovely time! The French loathe the English!’
This ancient truism was to be disproved many times before the
week was over, together with the more modern one—that the
French loathe the Church. Perhaps the Normans retain a kindly
feeling for the people they once so notably conquered, and
hostility to the Church is confined to clerics (mindful of which
Anthony had disguised himself in a dashing sweater decorated,
appropriately for an Oxford man, with a letterpress design).
But however one might explain it, we received the pleasantest
impression from the welcoming smiles and kindness we every-
where encountered.

Winchester to Bec

Our first stop was the Cathedral at Winchester where we
arrived half-way through the 8.00 a.m. Eucharist, which was
being celebrated (by the Bishop of Basingstoke—most beau-
tifully) in the Romanesque Chapel of the Epiphany. Much of
the Cathedral’s history touches on the interests of travellers to a
Norman Benedictine Abbey for in the revival of monasticism in
England in the tenth century, St Ethelwold established the
Benedictine life here on becoming Bishop of Winchester in 963,
enlarging the original Saxon church, the shrine of St Swithun,
and adding conventual buildings. After the Conquest, when
Norman abbots almost everywhere replaced English abbots, new
buildings on a grand scale were begun, the one at Winchester in
1079. The glorious nave belongs to a later period but it was the
Romanesque arches of the North Transept which, more than
any other sight, held us—‘lost in wonder, love and praise’. Here
we were already in the ethos of our destination, the high period
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of Norman Benedictine monachism and building, in which we
were to remain for the next five days.

We left the Cathedral with difficulty and sped on to
Southampton where we embarked on a P & O Ferry for Le
Havre. The long journey across was made agreeable by the sun
shining in a brilliant blue sky on a calm sea, and the superb
picnic food which Anthony’s wife, Celia, had prepared for us.

Our destination was the Monastére Ste Francoise Romaine at
Le Bec-Hellouin where the Sisters of the double Benedictine
Community live, the Brothers being at a distance of two kilo-
metres at the Abbey itself. Our first contact with the Sisters was
in 1972 when two of them, Soeur Marie Serge and Soeur Joseph
Marie, came to Fairacres for aweek. Soeur Marie Serge had been
married to a Russian living in Paris, Serge Aitoff, who dis-
appeared in the underground movement during the German
occupation and, consequently, when she came to make her Life
Profession, she was allowed to do so on the understanding that
she would be released to return to her husband if, after all, he
proved to be alive. In 1979 Soeur Marie Serge herself died—a
better and final release into that land where ‘there is neither
SOrrow, nor crying, nor pain any more’.

Soeur Joseph Marie, on the other hand, is still very much alive
and, as the Guest Mistress, was the Sister with whom we
had been in correspondence. We had warned her in advance,
with many apologies, that as our boat would not arrive until
7.00 p.m. continental time, and as we had estimated it would
take a further hour and a half to drive to Le Bec, it was unlikely
we would arrive before 8.30 p.m.—an hour at which our own
monastic hospitableness has lost all semblance of warmth. So
we were eager, once landed, to make our way to the Monastery
without delay, and doubtless if the task of following the map
and directing the driver had been given to one who under-
stood the responsibility laid upon her better, we would have
made excellent time. But before our guide’s incompetence
had been revealed, we had the unalloyed pleasure of driving over
the Pont de Tancarville, which spans the Seine, and is not only
one of the biggest suspension bridges in Europe, but is also
‘perfectly beautiful in its precise, finespun tension between
parallel and vertical and shallow curve’! The view of the
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countryside from the bridge was also perfectly beautiful,
especially a row of cypresses in the distance which looked dark
and romantic in the evening sunlight.

Soon afterwards, just about the moment when Anthony was
complacently anticipating our speedy arrival at Bec, we must
have missed the turning to Brionne, and it was Sister Josephine’s
sharp cry ‘Rouen!” from the back seat which alerted us to our
error. We were, of course, on the main motorway from Le Havre
to Paris and thus there was no turning round, and even when we
found a well-appointed lay-by its amenities did not include a
place to turn. We applied for help to a lorry driver, who oblig-
ingly left his sandwiches and newspaper, and who, in his turn,
applied to other arrivals in the lay-by. One of them, the owner
of a veteran car over whose bonnet someone draped our map,
could only stare at our monastic regalia and exclaim ‘Chartres!’
whenever he felt a contribution to the discussion seemed to be
expected of him. Finally our lorry driver sent us on our way
with a tip about where, if we were quick, it would be possible,
though illegal, to turn, but when we came to it we recognized his
description ten seconds too late. And so we were forced to drive
on and on, ever further from our destnation. Had we known
that Ste Frangoise Romaine (1384-1440) is the patron saint of
motorists (declared such by Pius XI, pope 1922-1939, for
reasons no account of her divulges), we would have placed
ourselves under her protection on setting out!

The rest of the journey can be passed over as it was spent—in
silence. Had we also known there were high jinks going on at the
Monastery which were delaying the office of Compline until
long past our eventual arrival about 9.15 p.m. we might have
been less subdued.

Monasteére Ste Frangoise Romaine

The Monastery, built 1950-1957, in which fifty nuns now
live, is a large, heavy building with round, peaked towers,
slightly reminiscent of a Grimms’ fairy tale castle, but possibly
inspired by local architecture such as the tenth-century Chapel
of St Saturninus at St Wandrille. It is magnificently sited, over-
looking the valley through which runs the stream of the Bec,
and is certainly more picturesque in its lovely setting than any
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modern design would have been.

The saint from the whom the Monastery takes its name,
St Frances of Rome (or Francesca Romana, by which form she
is, I think, better known) is one of the most attractive of saints,
a sort of Mother Teresa to the stricken inhabitants of a city
which throughout her lifetime was ravaged by the Great Schism
between popes and anti-popes. From an early age Francesca was
moved by a deep love of the Church, and while outwardly the
Church she loved went from disaster to disaster, and Francesca’s
own household with it, inwardly she became more and more
illumined by the truths of the faith so that the Church within
her grew ever stronger in proportion as the Church without
seemed to ‘be ever collapsing. She became the foundress of a
community of Oblates, a small group of whom made their first
promises on the Feast of the Assumption, 1425, to the Bene-
dictines of Monte Oliveto—founded in the fourteenth century
by Bernard Tolomei in the region of Siena. A few years later the
Oblates, who had begun by continuing to live in their own
homes, moved into a building called Tor de’ Specchi, by which
name the Community was henceforth to be known. Three years
later, following the death of her husband, Francesca was able to
join her Community, and four years later, in 1440, she herself
died at the age of fifty-six, mourned by all Rome, especially the
poor, and venerated by countless thousands in that city and
elsewhere ever since.

The more immediate beginnings of the nuns at Bec go back
to 1919 when a group of seventy Frenchwomen, all widows of
the First World War, went on pilgrimage to Rome and were
invited to the Monastery of Tor de’ Specchi, which flourishes to
this day. In the group was a remarkable woman, Elizabeth de
Wavrechin (1885-1975), who conceived the desire to found a
community of the same Order in France. But according to the
original constitution of St Francesca, a foundation could not be
made without beinglinked to a brother community of Olivetains.
In 1924 Mme de Wavrechin met Dom Bernard Maréchaux,
Abbot of the Olivetains at Mesnil-Saint-Loup, and on 15 August
of the same year he gave the habit of Tor de’ Specchi—stll
recognizably that worn by Francesca and the first Sisters—to
Mme Wavrechin and three others at Cormeilles-en-Parisis, where
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the new foundation began its life. A year later, on the same
Feast of the Assumption, and exactly 500 years since the first
promises were made in Rome, Dom Maréchaux received their
vows in the presence of the Abbot General of Mont-Olivet and
Mother Maria Pia Ugolini, President of Tor de’ Specchi. We will
see later how the Olivetains of Mesnil-Sainte-Loup and the
Sisters at Cormeilles-en-Parisis came to Bec in 1948.

To return to our own arrival at Bec, we were greeted at the
Monastery by two friends of Anthony, a delightful couple, John
and Karen, who had been staying with the de Veres at Elsfield
and were now joining Anthony for a couple of days in the Guest
House before returning to their home in South Africa. They were
able to allay our fears concerning our lateness, and describe the
‘goings-on’, which were clearly audible to the visitors awaiting
Compline. Soeur Joseph Marie, who was to be our Good Angel
throughout our visit, then emerged to welcome us, in fluent
English, and to give us supper in the Guest House before taking
us to the Visitors’ Chapel, where we were able to see both
Communities unusually gathered together at the Monastery.
The occasion was the forthcoming Name Day on SS Peter and
Paul, the following Saturday, of the Abbot, Dom Paul Gram-
mont, which they were celebrating in advance due to the
departure of the Prioress early next morning for a conference
which was to keep her away until well after the feast. As we took
our places she came and greeted us with a warmth and gracious-
ness which made us glad we had not missed her altogether.

After Compline the monks filed out—some carrying the
musical instruments which had been responsible for the sounds
of revelry—and we were taken to our cells in the Monastery, one
in the Novices’ quarter and the other a little guest room off
the gallery over the Chapel. Lauds was sung next morning at
7.30 a.m. (half an hour later than usual as a concession to the
night before) at which point we were taken into Choir with
the Sisters—a privilege we expected, but nevertheless greatly
appreciated.

Breakfast followed Lauds and we were led to the refectory
through the cloister—which is long and very lovely, open to the
elements and a marvellous view through a series of arches on
one side with the Refectory and Chapter House on the other.
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At the entrance to the Refectory we were welcomed by the Com-
munity in a brief but moving ceremony. While the Sisters sang
in French, ‘We have received your loving-kindness in the midst
of your temple’ from Psalm 48, Soeur Ephrem, the Sister-in-
Charge in the absence of the Prioress, with another Sister who
held a basin and towel, ceremonially washed our hands and
kissed them with great reverence, after which we were led to
our places.

It was in the Refectory especially that we knew ourselves to
be in another country. French custom often serves separately
what we would serve together and my recollection is of the
cloister doors being frequently opened to let in large trolleys,
silently wheeled by the Sisters designated to be Servitors for the
week, who would then hand round the next course which, how-
ever, might be lettuce, or the spinach which followed the meat
course. By the end of our stay we began to have some idea of
what to expect and how to deal with it, but our wits were kept
too fully engaged to be able to give much attention to the
readings they have at every meal: a chapter from the Rule of
St Benedict at breakfast; ten minutes on the news headlines at
dinner followed by a book; the Martyrology followed by another
book at supper.

The timetable of the Community is: Lauds 7.00 a.m., Sung
Mass daily 11.45, Vespers 6.15, and Compline 8.30 or 9.15,
depending on whether they have an evening recreation. On
Sundays and feast days the Sisters join the Brothers at the Abbey
for both Mass and Vespers. At the Monastery, Mass is celebrated
on a weekly rota by one of the Brothers. We wondered whether
we were particularly fortunate in the young priest during the
week we were there or whether all the monks who celebrate for
the Sisters do so with such simplicity and reverence. When we
asked this question of Soeur Joseph Marie she replied, ‘Ah yes!
He is a true son of Dom Paul Grammont!’

Because of the particular relationship which exists between
Canterbury and Bec it was assumed that we would receive
Communion, and although neither Sister Josephine nor I would
have been unduly distressed had it not been possible, we were
glad that it was and found being able to do so with the brethren
at Bec an unexpectedly moving experience.
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L’Abbaye du Bec-Hellouin

Our acquaintance with the Abbeybegan with its shop, a place
of pure delight in itself, full of lovely books, music, and the
beautiful pottery made by the Brothers. It is presided over by
an older monk of fine appearance, a model of taciturnity, who
surprised and honoured us by waving aside payment for the hand-
somely illustrated book on the Abbey by Jean de la Varende.
From here we were collected by Dom Philibert Zobel, the Prior,
a distinguished musician and an altogether delightful man. He
very kindly took us on a tour of the buildings, explaining every-
thing in perfect English. While we were gazing at the harmonious
proportions of the early eighteenth-century architecture,
Anthony, musing on the life of 2 monk, incautiously murmured
in my ear, ‘One can’t think they give up #much to come into
this’, which provoked in his hearer a Thatcher-ish displeasure.
So it was with some satisfaction that I heard Dom Philibert tell
us that the buildings are owned by the State, the monks being
permitted to occupy them as servants of the State, and they are
therefore obliged to act as guides to tourists and to organize
their timetable to fit in with the public. On the other hand the
State, as proprietor, is responsible for the restoration and main-
tenance of the buildings (which is being superbly done, though
with a certain lack of simple common sense, Dom Philibert
thought, pointing out with a shrug of the shoulders that the
floor of the cloister is being restored before the ceilings and
walls). But to see how this relationship to the State came about,
let us go back to the beginnings of the great Abbey.

* * * * *

There were many monasteries in Normandy—Jumiéges, Mont-
St-Michel, St Wandrille, Fécamp, St Ouen, to name only the
principal ones—in the early thirties of the eleventh century
when the Chevalier Herluin (or Hellouin), a superb man-at-arms
who excelled in all physical pursuits, began to be troubled in his
soul by the call to a different kind of warfare. He therefore
visited several monastic houses in search of one that might suit
his ascetic temper. None did. On the contrary, it seems that he
saw much that was disedifying, ‘des compétitions vaniteuses,
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- méme des pugilats monastiques . . .”.2 So Herluin returned to
his own lands near Brionne, and with two others founded a
new monastic community in complete seclusion and poverty.
Knowles continues the story: ‘The little group worked all day
clearing land, farming, gardening and building . . . Recruits came,
but the Community remained simple, poor and laborious. . . .
And so it continued until the providential arrival eight years
later of the man who was to make its fortune, Lanfranc, the
lawyer from Pavia.

For three years Lanfranc lived in obscurity and was the
thirty-fifth monk to make his profession in the Community. But
the brilliant Italian, with his self-assurance, ready—sometimes
sarcastic—wit, and great learning, was too unequally yoked to his
coarser Norman brethren, and they resented him. The only
honourable way out of the common life, he thought, was to
escape to the yet harsher life of a hermit. But his intention was
revealed to Herluin in a dream who, weeping, persuaded him to
abandon it.* Herluin then made the decision which was to be
decisive for Lanfranc and Bec alike: he installed Lanfranc as
Prior and at the same time charged him to open a school and to
teach all who came to it. And all did. That Herluin’s decision was
as inspired for Lanfranc as it was for the future of Bec is in-
dicated by the devotion which Lanfranc thereafter felt for
Herluin and to which his letters, even years later when he was
Archbishop of Canterbury, testify.

David Knowles, in his usual felicitous style, pays a fine tribute
to Herluin and at the same time takes the story on:

It is no small evidence of the genius as well as of the holiness of one
who had lived the unlettered life of a knight that he was able to remain
the real and effective head of his house not only in its days of simplicity
and toil but later, when it became an intellectual centre of the first
importance, and later still when as a rich, splendid and populous estab-
lishment, it was sending out its sons to rule churches and abbeys on
either side of the channel. It needed only the arrival of Anselm, some
fifteen years later, attracted by Lanfranc, but surpassing his master alike
in sanctity of life and in purely intellectual gifts, to set the seal upon the
new order of things.5

The glory of Anselm (1033-1109) has never departed from
Bec even though obscured for periods during her long history.
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For thirty-three years he was a monk of Bec, succeeding first
Lanfranc as prior, then Herluin as abbot and finally Lanfranc
as Archbishop of Canterbury. His most famous treatise, on
the question, ‘Why did God become man?’ (Cur Deus Homo?),
revealed him as the greatest theologian of his age, and he
remains a luminous star in the theological firmament.®

Bec was to give yet another of its abbots to the see of Canter-
bury, Theobald, Archbishop 1138-1161, as well as three bishops
to Rochester and five abbots to different English abbeys.

During the seven hundred years between St Anselm and
the Revolution the Abbey’s fortunes fluctuated with the times,
suffering greatly during the Hundred Years War and again in the
Wars of Religion, but worst of all from the system of commen-
datory abbots instituted by Francis I in 1516. For the next 270
years these abbots in name only, the title being in the gift of the
crown, bled the Abbey of its revenues with inevitable con-
sequences for the upkeep of the buildings and the morale of the
monks.

In 1626 a new era began for Bec when a group of Maurists—
Benedictines of the newly-formed Congregation of St Maur—
were sent over from Jumiéges to initiate a reform such as
they had just accomplished at that great abbey. For the next
150 years the remarkable energy and genius of these monks
(Guillaume de la Tremblaye, the sculptor and architect, was one
of them) made of Bec what we see today—splendid buildings on
the lines of Oxford colleges, providing a fitting setting for the
scholarly Maurists. But by the middle of the eighteenth century
the intellectual atmosphere of the Age of Reason was sapping the
spiritual vitality of the religious life everywhere and in 1790,
when the Revolution opened the doors of the monasteries, only
twenty-seven monks were found at Bec of whom eighteen
immediately took advantage of the opportunity to leave. Two
years later the remaining nine were driven out and in 1802 the
great buildings were given over for use as a cavalry depot so that,
as Percy Dearmer wrote in 1900, ‘the whinny of horses has ever
since taken the place of the chanting of monks’.” In 1930,
thanks to the efforts of the Association des Amis du Bec-Hel-
louin, the English put up a plaque on the wall of the fourteenth-
century tower, commemorating the debt of the English to Bec,
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thus ‘manifcstin% in the liveliest terms their indignation at this
state of affairs’® But it was not untl 1948 that it became
possible to remedy it.

The religious life took less than fifty years to return to France
after the Revolution, Solesmes being the first Benedictine house
to reopen in 1833. In 1868 the Olivetain Benedictines were
established at Mesnil-Saint-Loup, and in 1938 gave to one of its
members, Dom Paul Grammont, the task of opening a house of
studies at Cormeilles-en-Parisis where, as we have seen, the
Sisters affiliated to these Olivetains, had been living since 1925.
Ten years later, in 1948, Dom Paul Grammont was invited to
look at Bec with a view to re-establishing the monastic life.
(Dom Paul is a huge man and the story is told that his comment
on seeing Bec was, ‘Oh, it’s not very big!’) Both Communities
moved from Cormeilles-en-Parisis and on the Feast of St Michael
and All Angels there was an opening ceremony to mark the return
of the Benedictine life to Bec after an interval of 156 years,
the one noteworthy difference being that Olivetain monks wear
a white habit.

Since that time new foundations have been made, the first in
1976 in Ab{i-Gosh, a dozen kilometres west of Jerusalem (hence
the interest in Judaism we noted during our visit); the second,
also in 1976, was a return to Mesnil-Saint-Loup; and the most
recent (1983?) is at Ballykilbeg, Northern Ireland, where two
Brothers are living a hidden life of prayer.

What is happening at Bec is a reflection of what is happening
throughout the religious life in France for it is enjoying an up-
surge of vitality which is in surprising contrast to the largely
pagan world in which it is set. The Guide des Monasteres lists
nearly 400 of the monasteries and convents in France, most of
them receiving vocations, many over-flowing, hence the need
for new foundations. But the religious life today is in some
important respects different from that which existed before
Vatican II for, as the Guide emphasizes, quoting the statements
of the religious who have contributed to it, ‘monks and nuns
can no longer be withdrawn from the world: they must work
not only for their living but for their “right” to pray’.

At Bec, as at many other monastic houses, one of the
principal ways in which the ‘right to pray’ is earned is in the
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reception and teaching of visitors. Because of the acute shortage
of secular clergy to run the parishes, the task of instructing those
who hear the call of Christanity is falling increasingly on
religious communities. So the Abbey at Bec has two guest
houses, one which holds about forty visitors, and another,
smaller one, for those who wish to be in retreat. The Monastery
also can accommodate similar numbers, and the Sisters often
have groups of thirty to forty young people staying at weekends.

Dom Philibert was an illuminating guide, about the present as
much as about the past, bringing a broad outlook to bear on all
he touched upon. We learnt of the control which the State exerts
over the Church, even in such matters as the appointments and
movements of bishops, and wondered whether pro-disestablish-
ment opinion in England would find that fact relevant to our
own situation;and I was especially interested to note a sympathy
in Dom Philibert with left-wing reservations about the burning
issue of the day, the question of Catholic schools.

Our tour concluded with Vespersat the Abbey which provided
a space in which to absorb the glimpse we had been given of the
good things happening in France: of Christians working wisely
for the glory of God and the coming in of the Kingdom.

A Meeting, an Outing and a Recreation

The next morning at the Monastery we were taken to their
large, well-stocked library for a talk with Soeur Marie Pascal
Dickson, the Librarian, a scholarly and singularly sweet person
who, it seemed to me, represented the current trend toward
historical and biblical criticism among progressive Catholics.
‘How are we to understand the Gospels’, she asked, ‘when a great
and devout scholar like Jeremias reckons that the ipsissima
verba of our Lord cannot amount to more than five words?’
In line with this approach is their use of the Traduction Oecu-
ménique de la Bible as being a ‘critical’ version (against the
Jerusalem Bible which is not), and which takes account of
rabbinicinterpretation in its notes. Another example of the trend
is their Martyrology which has been demythologized to the point
of leaving nothing for the imagination. But whether one thinks
the adoption by Catholics of a critical outlook represents
capitulation or progress (and between us Sister Josephine and I
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covered both views), Soeur Marie Pascal so aroused our interest
in a new book by Jean Carmignac, La Naissance des Evangiles
Synoptiques, that we resolved to acquire it for our library.

In the afternoon Anthony, firmly resisting our expectation
that he would take us to Lisieux, took us instead to Jumiéges
and St Wandrille, and so ensured that our ‘pilgrimage’ remained
consistently Benedictine throughout. Jumieges, first foundedin
654, is now a magnificent ruin which we saw looking radiantly
golden against a brilliant blue sky. St Wandrille, which also
dates back to the seventh century, has survived and the
Benedictine life was restored there in 1931. There are many
marvellous remains dating from the twelfth century, but the
new church, recreated by the monksin 1968 from a thirteenth-
century barn thirty miles away, is a modern miracle of
imagination and that assured aesthetic discernment which we
had already found so striking at Bec.

After supper the same evening we were invited to join the
nuns for recreation at 8.30. This proved to be a turning-point in
our visit, a lively and happy exchange during which they asked
us many questions, above all, Why had we come? The principal
answer was that our Warden, Canon Allchin, had been urging us
to go for several years for he was sure our Community had much
to learn from them. Soeur Ephrem gently enquired whether he
was not also sure they had much to learn from us, to which the
writer, suddenly vouchsafed the gift of tongues, managed to
reply, ‘Pas du tout! Il n’a jamais dit une telle chose, et bien sfir
il ne la pense pas non plus!” which provoked a burst of laughter.
Since becominga canon of Canterbury, Canon Allchin has stayed
with the Sisters several times, and on two occasions conducted a
week of retreat for both Communities at the Abbey—such is the
reciprocity between Bec and Canterbury. As we came to know
the Sisters better we could understand our Warden’s enthusiasm
for them and share it, for they are charming and full of life—
vivante indeed!

After this meeting the atmosphere, which had been gracious
and welcoming, became warm and easy, and we spent the next
afternoon touring all the departments, notably the laundry,
which also undertakes the washing for a nearby home for
mentally handicapped men; the weaving room, where wool is
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spun raw, washed, dyed and woven into stoles, cushion covers,
and suchlike items, and sold in their delightful shop; and the
‘Ciergerie’ where they make candles of every kind and colour,
mostly in the form of flowers, a little industry on which part
of their livelihood depends.

Liturgy

On Thursday morning we met the former choir mistress and
discussed liturgy with her. Our Community’s main reason for
responding to the Warden’s wish that representatives should visit
Bec was that we might discover what they were doing liturgically
and whether any of it might be appropriate for us. But their
reasons for departing from a pure Latin plainsong sevenfold
office are ones that do not apply to us. The weight of visitors,
and the necessity to earn their living, makes a sevenfold office
impracticable, while their response to the desire for a liturgy in
the vernacular involved a considerable departure from plainsong,
it having been thought impossible until now to attempt to
match the French language to Gregorian chant. (There are signs
from Chevetogne in the last year that this view is being chal-
lenged.) To the purist English cannot satisfactorily be matched
to Gregorian chanteither, but it is not impossible, as the musical
and linguistic sensitivity of Sister Lucy SLG demonstrated in the
work she did for our Community between 1956 (when we began
to change from the Sarum office to the Benedictine) and her
death in 1964 in setting the Authorized Version to the Solesmes
chants. So whereas we began by singing plainsong in the ver-
nacular and are not, therefore, conscious of the loss involved,
those communities which were formed in Latin plainsong felt
constrained to abandon it when faced with a move into the ver-
nacular. So at Bec they have introduced a wealth of modern
polyphonic responds and hymns from various sources—the
hymns of Jacques Berthier, whose name is chiefly associated with
Taizé, being much used, as well as their own compositions—
with extremely beautiful results which must be due to the
musical directorship of Dom Philibert Zobel and also of his
sister, Soeur Marie-Cécile Zobel, who is likewise a musician and
one of the nuns. Nevertheless, they have retained their Gregorian
heritage, in particular in the antiphons on the psalms—the psalms
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themselves being sung in French to Gelineau-type modes—and
their Mass music which remains almost wholly Gregorian.

One of the loveliest moments at the Monastery is at the con-
clusion of Compline when the Sisters gather round a statue of
our Lady and sing her antiphon in Latin. We learnt that there is
a desire among some of the younger ones for more plainsong,
and we on our side were able to say that one of our postulants
is already yeamning for the Latin office—and that she is not
alone!

The Feast of the Sacred Heart

Friday, our last full day, was the Feast of the Sacred Heart
and therefore both Mass and Vespers were at the Abbey. We left
the Monastery at 10.00 a.m. in one of the two small buses which
taxi the Sisters back and forth, and on arrival at the Abbey,
while the Sisters changed from their short white veils to their
full-length cream choir ones, Sister Josephine and I were placed
in the choir, one on each side, to await the entry of the Brothers
and Sisters. They processed in, making two wide circles, against
a lovely background of organ music. The Mass was majestically
celebrated by the Abbot who, in his mid-seventies, is still in the
full vigour of life. He was assisted by many of the brethren—
perhaps all who are priests—and at the Offertory the elements
were taken up by five Sisters, among them Sister Josephine.

The eighteenth-century church, originally the refectory of
the Maurists, is long and graceful and full of a golden light which
the cream choir robes of the monks and the choir veils of the
nuns perfectly matches. The entire length of the south side con-
sists of huge windows, through which the sun streamed on that
day, and I thought I had never been in the midst of lovelier
sights and sounds.

After the Mass we joined Anthony and walked back through
the countryside to the Monastery, following the Bec on which
swans were peacefully gliding, completing the beauty of the
scene. The joint garth of the Brothers and Sisters lies about half-
way and, turning aside to examine it, we were surprised to find
nineteen graves of the Sisters but no graves of the Brothers.
When we asked Soeur Joseph Marie about this she replied, ‘It is
because the Brothers do not know how to die!” Her remarks
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about the Brothers were always full of good humour. On another
occasion she told us that,‘The Holy Spirit always speaks to the
Brothers first!’

In the afternoon we drove into Brionne and, enquiring of a
passer-by the whereabouts of a bank, we were told there was
one past ‘le grand magasin’. ‘Le grand magasin’ turned out to be
‘le Co-Op’ where Anthony settled down to some serious wine
buying—his initial reaction to the suggestion of buying wine
from a Co-Op swiftly modified on examination of the stock—
while Sister Josephine and I, with equal gravity, applied our-
selves to the purchase of provisions for the return journey.

At 5.30 we assembled once more in the buses for Vespers at
the Abbey. We both thought that nothing could surpass the ex-
perience of the morning, but we were mistaken. Sister Josephine
had had the foresight to bring some empty cassettes with her
and one of the Sisters undertook to do some recording for us
and we have, therefore, a tape of Vespers of the Sacred Heart
which we both find a source of delight, in particular one of
Jacques Berthier’s lovely hymns called ‘Dieu caché’. At the
conclusion of Vespers we all processed out, preceded by two
Brothers carrying lights who led us through the congregation
and, in wide formation, along all four sides of the elegant
seventeenth-century cloisters, bringing us to the foot of one of
the glorious staircases (Ste Cécile, I think), where the Brothers
and Sisters sang a piece of Baroque music in honour of the
Abbot’s feast on the next day. After it a young monk stepped
forward and, standing in front of the great Abbot, rather
nervously delivered a longgreeting from the Brothers and Sisters
at Ab-Gosh. It included some comparisons between the Sacred
Heart of Jesus and the heart of the Abbot and, at its con-
clusion, Dom Paul Grammont embraced the young Brother
with a fatherly warmth which gave substance to the tribute.
Shortly afterwards I was introduced to Dom Paul (Sister
Josephine, always quick off the mark, having already made
tracks for the bus back), and again, the warmth of his response
when he learnt I was from an Anglican community, and the
connection with Canon Allchin, was most striking, and he held
my hand in both of his while he spoke of the ties between Bec
and Canterbury.
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Conclusion

During the free intercession period at Lauds the next morning
the Sisters said their farewells, as it were, in the prayers they
offered for us and for Pére Anthony, and by the generous
language in which they couched their thanksgiving for our visit.
On our side we wrote our thanksgiving in their Visitor’s Book in
language too warm to quote (though try as we might, we could
not surpass the warmth of our Anglican predecessors whose
contributions we read with interest and pleasure). We had had
an extraordinarily rich experience, but the words which
describe the best part of it are those of the Psalmist: ‘Behold,
how good and joyful a thing it is, brethren, to live together in

unity!’
y * * * * *

On the boat back there was a bleak moment when we needed a
corkscrew and did not possess one. The loudspeakers had just
announced that the bar was closed and there was a certain some-
thing in the ammosphere which gave one the feeling that cork-
screws were not to be had for the asking. Nevertheless, Anthony
went off in search of one. Sister Josephine and I had long since
agreed that as a nuns’ escort he was unsurpassed, but even we
doubted his capacity to surmount this particular problem.
Moments later he returned with the necessary implement thus
setting the seal on our sense of good fortune at having had such
an efficient and sympathique chauffeur, guide and companion
for our visit to Bec.
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THE GREENHAM VIGIL

Since the last issue of the Chronicle which included a review of On the
Perimeter, Caroline Blackwood’s impressions of the women’s peace camps
near Newbury, the following information about a montbly prayer vigil bas
come to our attention.

The Greenham Vigil is held on the last Friday of each month
for twentyfour hours, from 6.00 p.m. to 6.00 p.m., and is
based on areading of Christ’s Passion in Mark’s Gospel.

THE PROPHETIC ROLE OF THE PEACE CAMP

The Women’s Peace Camp at Greenham Common has been
something new in the Peace Movement—something which should
have a special meaning for Christians. The women who live there
have gone beyond mere protest. It is no longer just a moral
position they are taking up buta bod:ly one. They have changed
their lives in order to live face to face with the evil of nuclear
weapons. This kind of prophetic witness should remind
Christians of their past—the countless women and men of
Christian history who have committed themselves bodily to
Christ—who have faced up to evil and suffered for it.

WATCHING IN THE GOSPELS

Women at the Peace Camp have asked other women for help in
maintaining their watch at the base, and particularly during the
night when the cruise missile convoys are most likely to be
brought out. The request to watch should strike a chord in any-
one familiar with the gospels. Jesus asked his disciples to keep
watch at Gethsemane as he faced Satan for the last ime. And
he commanded all his disciples to watch in the last times so that
they would be ready for his coming.

Among his disciples it was the women who kept watch at the
foot of the cross and who attended to his body afterwards. It
was one of these women, Mary Magdalene, who was the first to
bear the good news of his resurrection to the others. The idea of
the Vigil is that Christian women should again watch and pray
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during Christ’s Passion at the very place where governments are
preparing for the global crucifixion of humanity.

THE PASSION STORY IN MARK’S GOSPEL

In Mark’s gospel, the Passion of Christ is divided into eight
periods of three hours each. In each period an important event
is recorded. For the Jews, the day began at sunset and ended
with the following sunset. The night was divided into four
watches of three hours each. This time scheme used by Mark
probably corresponds to the way the Church in his day
commemorated the Passion. Every three hours the Christian
community would commemorate a particular event and teach
the meaning of it. They took this prayer pattern from the Jews.
The Greenham Vigil is a way in which twentieth-century
women can take it from the early Christians and continue the
vigil for the life of the world at the place where sin is most
visible as it once was at the cross.

THE FORM OF THE VIGIL

The Vigil takes as its basis the pattern of Mark’s Passion story.
Thus it is divided into eight watches of three hours each—the
first watch begins at 6.00 p.m. and the last watch finishes at
6.00 p.m. the next day. At the beginning of each watch, the
relevant section of the Passion story is read with appropriate
psalms, and accompanied by prayers and reflection of those
participating, and by the singing of Psalm 129/130 (De pro-
fundis) at each hour of the Vigil. Thus when the Vigil is
completed, the reading of the Passion will also have been
completed.

In addition to the Markan office, the first group to observe the
Vigil also performed the office on the second and third hours of
each watch. For this they followed a series of readings on the
theme of Christian Hope and the Last Day (Second Hour Cycle)
and Creation and Redemption (Third Hour Cycle). Other
groups may wish to use a different scheme of readings for this
part of the Vigil, or vary them according to the liturgical season.
A copy of the office used by the first group is available from
the contact at the end of this article.
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RECORDING THE WITNESS

The idea of the Vigil is that it should be performed regularly (at
present the last Friday of each month) and that it will involve a
pre-arranged group of women sharing the observance of the
watches between them. Thus each three-hour watch will be
covered by named people, and the record kept of those who
participated, together with an account of each group’s par-
ticular experience of the Vigil. Included with this can be any
prayers, preaching or reflection, songs or readings used or
composed by the group during its observance of the Vigil. Itis
hoped that each group will appoint one member responsible for
keeping the record.

If during the Vigil there is any movement of the cruise missile
convoys, the other women of the Peace Camp will be alerted.
For this reason, it is a good idea to appoint one or more
members of the group to act as legal observers if the need arises:
also to keep an account of all activity in and around the base
during the Vigil, and include this in the record.

DIFFERENT KINDS OF PARTICIPATION

The aim of the Vigil is to keep watch and pray at the gates of
Greenham Common. But it is likely that not all of the women
who might want to take part will be in a position to journey to
Greenham. So we envisage that the Vigil group will not be con-
sidered complete unless a certain number of those who take part
do so by performing their part of the Vigil at home or at their
place of work. This can be done by observing the watches
through the hourly readings together with prayer and/or fasting.
It is important not to set up a form of peace action that is
possible only for those who are relatively mobile and free to act.
It must be for all women who are willing to watch and pray at
Christ’s Passion including the old, the sick and the poor, the dis-
abled, prisoners and outsiders, and the dying—and for those who
care for them and for young children. Women will organize local
vigils but men would be welcome to participate.

The participation of religious sisters would also be very
welcome, since their common life and routine of daily prayer
would enable them to make an important contribution to the
Vigil—either at Greenham or at home.
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If you are interested in taking part please write, with s.a.e., to:

Greenham Vigil or Marybel Moore

Pax Christi Whitechapel Library Flat
St Francis of Assisi Centre 77 High Street

Pottery Lane London E1 7QX

London W11 4NQ

or ring: Sue Davis 01 987 4452
Angela West 0865 246925

FLG RETREATS 1985

The following retreats have been arranged:

September 23rd to 27th at St Columba’s House, Woking.
Conductor: The Revd F.P.Coleman. Fee: £52.21. (The big
increase in the fee is because VAT has now to be paid.)

October 18th to 20th at Bishop Woodford House, Ely,
Cambridgeshire. Conductor: The Revd Mother General SLG
Fee: £21.50.

Would those whose names are down for the St Columba’s
House retreat please confirm to Miss Brenda Ferguson, 4 Manor
Close, Cassington, Oxford OX8 1ER. Applications accepted for
both retreats.
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BOOKS

LOVE BADE ME WELCOME, Robert Llewelyn. Darton
Longman and Todd, 1985. £2.50. ISBN 232 51629 4.

Recently a college chaplain was waited on by a group of
Christan undergraduates. They reported that they had been
monitoring the themes of his sermons over the previous weeks
and expressed concern that eight out of ten of them had been
about the love of God. They indicated that unless this imbalance
was corrected by some preaching on the wrath and judgement
of God, they would have to regard the chaplain as unsound and
worship elsewhere.

In this, his latest book, Robert Llewelyn who ministers in the
Julian Shrine at Norwich, attacks passionately the idea that there
can be any wrath in God. In his preface he adverts to the
discussion following the fire in York Minster in July 1984 and
comments: ‘No one so far as I am aware has raised voice to
question the merits of a theology which in the first place affirms
a God in whom wrath may be found.” (p. 1) With Julian, on
whom he largely bases his argument, the author maintains that
wrath is to be found notin God but in us.

Fr Llewelyn is aware of and confronts boldly the difficulties
such a stance involves before the tradition of the Church
expressed in scripture and the Book of Common Prayer. He
points out that in the Old Testament God’s anger is linked with
ethical concern and is never far removed from mention of his
mercy. In the Gospel, there is no reference to God’s anger in
the teaching of Jesus ‘unless [in the words of Professor Dodd]
“We press certain features of the parable, in an illegitimate
manner’”’ (p. 33). Above all however, God’s wrath can only in
the last analysis be directed at his children, not at abstractions
such as sin or evil which cannot exist apart from the sinner.
Julian states, ‘In the time of our sinning he shows to us the
demeanour of ruth and pity’, echoing St Paul, ‘God shows his
love for us in that while we were yet sinners Christ died for us’.
For Julian ‘God’s chastening is never the wrath by which he
would oppose us but the love through which he would draw
us’ (p. 37).
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A further reason for rejecting the notion of anger in God is the
effect such a concept has on our relationship with our neigh-
bours. If God will not (cannot?) be angry with us, then we have
no righteous grounds for being angry with others. Our response
to injury or evil experienced must reflect the forgiveness and
affirming love of God in Christ. Only then can healing and
reconciliation take place.

My reservation with this thesis is that it does not look deeply
enough at the reasons why God was ever conceived as wrathful.
One might say itis simply an unsophisticated tribal concept that
has remained in a developed theology. But that s to undervalue
the spiritual perception of our forbearsin faith. From the human
perspective God’s loving mercy is not only restoring and re-
assuring, it is also terrifying, for by its blazing light the truth of
persons and situations stands revealed in naked nastiness. It
would not be surprising if that revelation were experienced as
fierce anger: one recalls, for example, St Catherine of Genoa’s
description of the love of God as one fire, experienced as hell,
purgatory or love according to the spiritual state of the one
plunged into it.

The second part of the book sets out some straightforward
teaching on prayer as man’s response to God’s love. With admir-
able clarity, the author describes the foundations of the prayer
life, stressing that it is never to be separated from daily living
and that we go to prayer for God’s sake, not our own. Other
chapters deal with discipline in praying, dealing with dis-
tractions, the use of the rosary and the prayer of quiet. There
are some useful instructions about body posture and breathing.
All this information is illustrated by quotations from Julian and
the Cloud of Unknowing and is offered with the recognition
that some of it may be unfamiliar or even uncongenial to some
readers. Those who already pray in the ways described will find
here a useful reminder of the essentials of their practice. Others
may find an easily assimilable and attractive introduction.

The book’s title is taken from George Herbert’s poem of that
name which is printed in full, and as the author says, it may
encourage the reader to pick up the book for the sake of it alone.

KENNEDY THOM
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WAYS OF IMPERFECTION, An Exploration of Christian
Spirituality. Simon Tugwell, OP. Darton Longman and Todd,
1984. £5.95.ISBN 0 232 51602 2.

Ways of Imperfection is a title that is intended to strike a
contrast. This is NOT The Way of Perfection and Fr Simon
Tugwell steers clear of the ‘almost tyrannical’ influence of the
Carmelites in his book. He is not at all concerned with providing
a safe and clearly marked-out route to perfection, rather he
wants us to look at the imperfection implicit in our all-too-
human fumbling after God, and see that the acceptance of such
imperfection, humbling as it is—precisely so—, brings us within
the range of God’s grace more surely than anything. This is not
a ‘history’, still less a ‘textbook’, of spirituality, but an ‘ex-
ploration’, and Tugwell warms to the risk and uncertainty that
implies. He presents it as a series of ‘essays’ (though it is more
organized than that) which by avoiding the ‘generally accepted
“great figures” allows the supposedly lesser lights to be seen
more clearly’.

Tugwell sees his job as putting up question marks over the
more impressive signposts that point up well-worn (and well
made-up) roads and exploring much less likely looking terrain
where he finds ‘ways of imperfection’. So we begin with the
Apostolic Fathers, an unlikely enough area for those who, with
a superior air, compare them to the New Testament writers and
find them wanting. But Tugwell finds in them precisely an
acceptance of human weakness and reliance on the grace of God
accepted in humility. Then the Desert Fathers: Tugwell does not
duck the charge made against them from the time of St Basil
onwards of a failure in charity and points instead to a humble
reserve springing, no less than active beneficence, from love.

There is a marvellous chapter on the often-deplored Evagrius.
Then a group of chapters on ‘what is the point of baptism?’—a
question that partly lay behind the monastic movement of the
fourth century and was partly caused by it. That, and related
problems of grace and human effort, lead us through Mes-
salianism, the Macarian Homilies, Augustine and Pelagius:
Tugwell notes the affinity between Augustine and ‘Macarius’ (the
affinity between Augustine and Diadochus of Photice seems to
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e | X even clearer). He then looks at styles of monasticism:
repressive and mistrustful in the West (the Benedictine/Carmelite
axis is dislodged at both ends), more open and trusting—and
risky—in the East with Barsanuphius and John, the ‘Grand Old
Man’ and the ‘Other Old Man’.

There follows a series of chapters on ways of categorizing
methods of prayer: chapters which look back and forth from
Guigo and his Ladder of Monks to suggest how far from obvious
is the (Carmelite and post-Tridentine) distinction between medi-
tation and contemplation, and still further from obviously right,
as well as having the additional problem of leaving Scripture in a
kind of spiritual limbo.

The friars then occupy the stage: Francis and—not Dominic
himself, for there was no personality cult about him—an early
book about how to become a preacher (Dominican) by
Humbert of Romans. Both orders, in different ways, exercised
the mind and the imagination by their exploits and their
preaching and led to the kind of devotion that marks the later
Middle Ages (and its art), to which Tugwell devotes three
chapters—on Middle English devotional literature, the Cloud
and Julian. These chapters help one to understand this fas-
cinating period almost more than anything else I can think of,
despite their brevity.

We then leap the Reformation and Counter-Reformation
(though Sir Thomas Browne appears in the chapter on English
devotional literature: suggesting the kind of continuity in English
religion of which Anglicans are so fond of noting?) and have
two final chapters on Pére de Caussade and Théreése de I’Enfant
Jésus et de la Sainte Face. More surprises (for me, at least):
Caussade’s great work, almost synonymous with his name and
fame, L’Abandon a la Providence Divine, is now thought by
Caussade’s editor, Olphe-Galliard, to be not by Caussade him-
self, but by some friend of—of all people!=Mme Guyon. So
Tugwell bases his chapter on the authentic letters and Traité sur
[’'Oraison du Coeur (though he is less convinced by Olphe-
Galliard’s arguments than the reviewer). And it seems to me that
only if we find Thérése unlikely terrain will we begin to
understand her. So Tugwell ends by dwelling on the amazing
reality of that pious little French girl’s identification with the
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despair and doubt of the modern world.

An awful lot, then, for a small book (250 pp.). But Tugwell
writes with amazing economy and so lucidly that he can afford
to give us in a short book more than you might expect to find
in several tomes. (It’s a pity it’s only available in paperback: it
deserves more wear than that.) Everything is fresh, and most of
it—however much you know already—you won’t have thought of
quite like that before. And it is also wonderfully learned: the
footnotes (at the end of the chapters, so you don’t have to read
them) point one on to endless further reading and refer one to
the best editions of the original texts, from which Tugwell has
provided his own, excellent translations. Only once did I think
Tugwell left his readers behind: what s the ‘classic catholic
criterion of true spiritual effects’ which he contrasts with the
Carmelite criterion for supernatural prayer (p. 124,n. 57)? The
reader is dying to know, and references to Origen’s Contra Celsum
and Eusebius’ Church History are all very well (the former more
than the latter) but probably mean that he or she will have to
wait for a visit to a well-stocked library to discover that Origen
adopts the Platonic view that a prophet ‘ought to possess the
clearest vision at the very time when the deity is in communion
with him’.

This is a marvellous book, fascinating in all its detail but also
disconcerting, particularly perhaps to Anglicans. I suspect that
the Benedictine/Carmelite axis is something to which Anglicans
naturally gravitate when they begin to take prayer seriously (a
kind of combined influence from the Prayer Book and Evelyn
Underhill and her epigones), and Tugwell gives it a jolt. Itis all
much more messy than we thought: and how Anglicans dislike a
mess! Often we would rather not be trusted (as Benedict did
not really trust his monks): we prefer safe structures and clearly-
marked ways. But Fr Tugwell points us to a vision of God’s love
which trusts us in our imperfection and calls for risks rather than
waiting for us until we think we’re ready. Remember Julian’s
parable of the Lord and the servant, so eager in his love that he
ran and crippled himself: that is the parable that Julian finds
interprets for her the love of God, not ‘more haste, less speed’.

ANDREW LOUTH
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PRAYER AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS (The
Archbishop of Canterbury’s Lent Book), Richard Harries.
Font Paperbacks, 1985. £1.95. ISBN 626650 9.

I have always felt that the Ten Commandments run full circle—
because if you break the last and covet things, then you cannot
keep the first and have no other gods. Equally, if you put God
first, then you cannot covet anything more than him. Our society
has found faith so difficult because of its desire for ‘things’—and
by ‘things’ I don’t just mean material things, but also things like
success and fulfilment, happiness and love, which can so easily
become false gods with feet of clay.

Richard Harries’ latest book helps to prove this thesis; he
takes the things that modern Man most desires: Peace and
Happiness, Success and Fulfilment, Security and Love, and he
shows that as we seek them as divine gifts through prayer, so we
may find God himself. The chapters on Peace and Happiness are
full of good things, if rather routine; the chapters on Success,
Fulfilment and Security break a great deal of exciting new
ground, especially in books on prayer; but the final chapter,
with a totally different treatment of Love, can only be described
as inspired.

I have recommended this book in my parishes as one which
will appeal to those who have been put off for one reason or
another by the very thought of books on prayer. It is a book
which starts ‘where they are’, or as Fr Richard puts it, ‘Starting
where you want’. The book is spiced with the anecdotes and
literary examples that those familiar with the writings and
broadcasts of Richard Harries have come to expect, and as such
it will be an excellent resource anthology for preachers! There
are useful discussion questions at the end of each chapter that
will also be helpful as ‘pegs’ for private meditation.

This is, in fact, a book to covet. Use it to break the last com-
mandment and you will find it will help you to keep the first!

JOHN PORTER
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ICONS OF THE PASSION, A Way of the Cross, W.H. Vanstone
and Sister Sheila CSPH. Mayhew McCrimmon, 1985. 85 pence.

This little booklet consists of twelve photographs of low relief
panels carved by Sister Sheila, and twelve meditations which
accompany them by Canon Vanstone. The series begins in
Gethsemane and ends with the Eucharistic breaking of bread,
the ‘icon’ which has been chosen for the front cover and could
equally have stood as the first in the sequence. ‘Icon’ is some-
what misleading for the wood carvings manifestly belong to the
tradition of the Western rather than the Eastern Church,forming
a Way of the Cross which includes moments in the Passion long
familiar in the Stations of the Cross and the Rosary.

When Sister Sheila modestly told us that she was no sculptress
and had spent a whole year no more than looking at the wood
she had been given, I was reminded of Khing, the master carver
in The Way of Chuang Tzu:

I went to the forest

To see the trees in their own natural state.

When the right tree appeared before my eyes,

The bell stand also appeared in it, clearly, beyond doubt.
All'T had to do was to put forth my hand

And begin. . ..

My own collected thought

Encountered the hidden potential in the wood;

In Sister Sheila’s case as in the Zen story, the wood, one might
say, was lucky. Even in photographs we are conscious of the
character it gives to the panels and that the stocky figure of
Christ was urged, not hacked, out of its natural hardness.

On Good Friday we sing of the unyielding wood of the Cross,
and the Passion itself is hard in other senses. It is not easy to
understand. In his meditation on the figures of St Mary and
St John, Vanstone writes: ‘They are at the level of His feet;
standing under Him: in a literal sense understanding Him.
They wait, attentive to receive whatever He may say or express
or disclose. They offer not only their physical presence but also
their receptivity, their openness, their attention.” That is the
attitude we are here invited to bring to the Passion, to which its
‘ancient rigour’ will yield without losing its strength.

30 SISTER ROSEMARY SLG



NEW FROM SLG PRESS

THE WITNESS OF EDITH BARFOOT, The Joyful Vocation
to Suffering, SLG Press 1985, £1.00. ISBN 0 7283 0104 0.

EDITH BARFOOT began to suffer from rheumatoid arthritis as
a child; by the time she was seventeen the disease had established
its grip on her, destroying all prospects of normal adult life.
While the many worlds of Oxford revolved around her and two
world wars shattered the social order into which she had been
born, Edith remained in bed at home in East Oxford, passing
into womanhood, maturity and old age in a condition of almost
complete immobility, dependent on the card of her family until
her death in 1975.

What could have been the content of such an existence? Till
the end of her life there was about Edith the radiance of joy. As
she was gradually withdrawn from commerce with the physical
world she lived more intensely in the world of the spirit, which
was for her ‘the fellowship of the Holy Spirit’.

Basil Blackwell first met Edith in 1956; The Witness of Edith
Barfoot, compiled, edited, and first published by him, is an
outcome of their friendship.
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