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FAIRACRES CHRONICLH 

We have received about fifty comments on the Chronicle in 
response to my request at the end of 1984, from only a small 
proportion of the 1,200 subscribers. Even here there was room 
for diversity of opinion, but the overall message was clear 
enough: 'Please continue [-especially with Mother's Community 
Notes and the book reviews.' One enthusiast even said that she 
would like to receive twelve issues a year instead of three. 
Nevertheless, as was pointed out, it is not possible to please 
everyone all the time; but there really are readers who go for 
the homilies first because they find them the best bit, and many 
who find the long articles stimulating and refreshing, or are 
prepared to endure their being a bit above their heads because 
they are glad to be stretched. 

What people want more of, and what we find the most 
difficult to provide, is articles which describe the life of the 
Community. To us who are immersed in it our every day life is 
humdrum and unremarkable, its chief content and significance 
consisting not in outer events but precisely in the inner meaning 
which, we hope, comes through in the distinctive spirituality 
expressed in the Chronicle. But we value all your interest and 
support and will introduce whatever detail about the life of the 
Community we can. We continue to be open to your comments 
and hope that anyone who has anything to say about the 
Chronicle will write to us. 

EDITOR 
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COMMUNITY NOTES 

And Pilate said to them, 'Why, what evil has he done?' But 
they shouted all the more, 'Crucify him.' So Pilate, wishing 
to satisfy the crowd, released for them Barabbas; and having 
scourged Jesus, he delivered him to be crucified. 

(Mark 15 .14-15) 

All the elements of international events which have become so 
horribly familiar are there: the irrationality; victimization of the 
innocent; fruitless attempt at appeasement and the sinister, sub­
human blood-lust of a manipulated crowd. 

Because we know immediately and in great detail the worst 
that is happening everywhere in the world, it is natural that we 
should be tempted to despair of the present and the future. The 
Christian hope, however, is something more than that God 
will intervene to 'put things right' in a way recognizable to us. 
God in Jesus has plumbed the worst that human beings can 
experience, even to the ultimate sense of alienation from God 
himself. But God raised Jesus from that worst and by so doing 
manifested the victory of love that he had been winning all his 
life. Here, surely, is something for us to grasp and affirm. God, 
partaking of human nature and subjected to its badness and 
goodness which is still basically what it always has been, has 
made a statement about the ultimate defeat of hatred and evil. 
He was and is willing to suffer and absorb the consequences of 
sin and has permitted us the freedom to follow him if we choose: 
a choice that sometimes takes the form of whether we accept or 
resist circumstances and events which we cannot avoid. But we 
mistake and diminish the richness of the possibilities he offers if 
we think in terms of recovering some supposed harmony 
humanity once had and has lost. 

We have arrived where we are, how we are; and from there we 
go on. We cannot 'unknow' what we do know, or drop the 
many and varied convictions to which we are committed. Unity 
is something much more exciting than a bland submission or 
absence of disagreement. If, in personal and private as well as 
public and international situations, we can, as it were, 'look 
over the head' of any particular impasse, head-on collision or 



confrontation, we can glimpse the possibility of an expanded 
vision of truth where what we know now as negative, opposing 
tensions can be held together constructively. 

We inch towards this if we are aware of and positively affirm 
all that is good in life as we know it and refuse to be downed by 
what we read in the papers or see and hear on news bulletins. 
There is so much to be thankful for in creation and in all that is 
being done by so many to try to preserve and protect it, and to 
work for social and political justice. But the real slog for each 
one of us is the turning of our own hard heart towards the 
dangers of being possessed by God, away from the seeming safety 
of self-made security. 

Practically, this means being open to the unexpected. Auto­
matically we tend to assume that we cannot tolerate or be toler­
ated until we conform to each others' expectations; but if we 
risk the consequences ofliving together at close quarters because 
of a common commitment to an ideal (or a Person) beyond all 
concerned, we find the possibility of accepting and being 
accepted by each other as we are. 

I learned something of this during the sabbatical month I 
spent with the Columbanus Community of Reconciliation in 
Belfast. There I was made welcome and thoroughly at home 
among friends who gave me the opportunity to discover how 
much is lovely and pleasant in the city and its society. I had also 
a unique firsthand experience of ecumenism lived at a level of 
cost and courage which must surely be doing much for the 
coming of God's kingdom. Because the disciplines of the de­
nominations concerned are strictly adhered to, there can be no 
glossing over differences: but the freedom and affinity in which 
the members of the community live together mean that inherited 
assumptions and attitudes of mind are shown up, often painfully. 
It requires humour and a sense of proportion to hold to the 
vision of seeing light in the light of Christ, 'that the world may 
believe' which is the object of the Community. I am extremely 
grateful for the very happy time which I had there. 

Both Bede House and Burwash have changed chaplains since 
the last Chronicle appeared: Fr Brian McMurray has gone to be 
parish priest of Borden in Kent, and Fr Gerard SSM is Acting 
Chaplain at Bede House. Fr John Hampden has moved from 
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wanting more. 'What do we do about the infuriating jangle in 
our chatter-box brains?' This must be a continuing difficulty for 
many people in whatever way they pray. 

We do not choose the contemplative life of prayer; that is 
something God does with us when he draws us to himself. We 
can only prepare ourselves for it in the way we order our lives, 
and Heaven in Ordinary helps us to do this. The quotation 
by Mother Mary Clare the beginning of Chapter 2 makes clear 
where we must begin: 'The first lesson we have to learn about 
prayer ... is that it is God's activity in us and not a self-activated 
process of our own.' 

NEW FAIRACRES PUBLICATION 

GENTLENESS IN JOHN OF THE CROSS by Thomas Kane. 
SLG Press 1985 (Fairacres Publication 92). Price 75 pence. 

HAZEL EYLES 

St John of the Cross tells us how God leads us from violence to gentleness­
'until we are gentle enough to experience the awesome gentleness of the 
inner life of God'. If we read Tbe Ascent of Mount Carmel and Tbe Dark 
Nigbt of tbe Soul straight through we will find the spiritual journey this 
entails described in a logical order. 'But', continues Father Thomas Kane, 
'most people do not develop according to a logical order; let me sketch 
briefly what often does happen and describe what some of this looks like'. 

The teaching of John of the Cross has a reputation of being forbiddingly 
austere and, indeed, the transformation of a false self into a self that knows 
it is loved and can love may often be wrenching. But as we become familiar 
with his works we come to see that a movement towards gentleness is 
central to his vision of how God draws us to himself. 

Through this surprising and revealing insight into the character of the 
teaching of the great mystical doctor we see how God uses our everyday 
routines, obligations and choices to transform both our prayer and our lives. 
This existential approach to the major works of St John of the Cross will 
offer encouragement and support for all who hear the invitation of Jesus 
to come to him. 

THOMAS KANE is a Roman Catholic diocesan priest currently at Corpus 
Christi Cburcb, Mineola, New York. He bas written several articles on tbe 
spiritual life, and bis books include Journey of the Heart. 
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HEA VAN IN ORDINARY, Contemplative Prayer in Ordinary 
Life. Angela Ashwin. Mayhew McCrimmon, 1985. £1.95. 

'Religious experience is normal experience at full depth', a 
quotation found at the beginning of Chapter 3 5, sums up this 
little book, the heart of which is in its title. The author shares 
with us the results of her own struggle to find stillness in her 
busy life. Although she says that she is a beginner in all that she 
has written, those who feel that they too are at the beginning of 
their spiritual journey will find much that is helpful. 

There are some very practical guidelines in finding time for 
prayer. It is appropriate that I read the book on my daily train 
journey to London. My children are now young adults, but I 
remember clearly the demands on me when they were young, 
and also the feeling of chaos at times. You wonder if you will 
ever get to church, not to mention finding time for prayer. The 
author reminds us that we can love God wherever we are, and in 
whatever situation we find ourselves. God does not set us in 
families and then expect us to live contemplatively in the 
traditional sense of that word. Our effort to live prayerfully is 
in simply trying not to be overcome by the busyness of our 
lives. God gives us space to be with him, and we must pray to 
recognize that space when it comes. 

The illustrations throughout the book are apt and delightful, 
particularly those concerning children. The little boy enjoying 
the snow, and accepting the consequences of getting his trousers 
wet, seems to have his priorities right. Children do have a 'clear 
and uncluttered vision of life', and teach us a lot. 

I found it a helpful book in many ways, particularly the idea 
of a word friend, which I think could become a very personal 
way of reaching out to God in a busy day. It was reassuring 
to read such wise advice as 'we have to be patient with our­
selves ... if we keep trying, we are not failing', and 'it is a relief 
when we discover that God wants us first of all to be ourselves'. 

On the other hand, my criticism would be that there does 
seem to be too little about many aspects of a prayerful life. I 
would have liked the author to develop her guidelines more 
fully, and in greater depth, so that I could be led to my own 
reflections on her thoughts. As it was, I was sometimes left 
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Burwash to Boston Spa, and the Brethren of CSWG, Crawley 
Down, are looking after the Chaplaincy at Burwash in con­
junction with their new venture at St Patrick's parish, Hove. We 
are very grateful for the friendship and ministry of those who 
have been with us, and for those who are now at Bede House 
and Burwash. 

Fr Arthur Wood has been Chaplain of St Mary and the 
Angels, Boxmoor, since he came to be Priest-in-Charge of 
St Francis, Hammerfield in the nineteen sixties. He died suddenly 
after a fall on May 31st, and is sadly missed by the many friends 
he made locally before and after his retirement as well as by the 
Community. Sister Edmee and I were glad to be able to attend 
the beautiful and moving Requiem and funeral service held for 
him at St Mary's,Boume Street on June 10th. That very day we 
heard the news of the death of Fr Christopher Bryant SSJE and 
would wish to record SLG 's close connection with and affection 
for him over a period of many years. 

The Community has celebrated three important events 
recently: on June 12th the Convent of St Mary of Nazareth at 
Burwash was fifty years old, and the next issue of the Chronicle 
will do justice to that memorable occasion. On June 21st Sister 
Jane Antony of the Descent into Hell made her Profession in 
Life Vows, and on July 2nd Novice Esme Thomas was Clothed. 
It has been a special joy to have two of our American Oblate 
Sisters, Jean and Dorothy, with us for long visits; and we ask 
your prayers for Ernestine who hopes to come in October. 

A very happy day spent at Fairacres on July 12th with a 
number of our Priest friends and their families was an out­
ward and visible sign of the close bonds between SLG and all its 
associates which are a continuing source of great joy and support 
to the Community. 

MOTHERSLG 
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A TRIBUTE TO ARTHUR WOOD, PRIEST 

IN HIS BOOK The Belief of Christendom, John Burnaby writes 
of a Roman Catholic theologian 'who said that a certain Anglican 
held all the same doctrines as he did himself, but for the irre­
levantreason that he believed them to be true'. Such an Anglican 
was Arthur Wood. The homilies he delivered to us Sunday by 
Sunday at the Convent of St Mary and the Angels, Boxmoor, 
were deeply pondered and carefully prepared expositions of 
Catholic doctrines, objective, yet imbued with his freely fought­
for belief in them. In the Boxmoor House Report, which was 
read at the Community's Annual Chapter three days before his 
death, we had written:'Fr Wood's homilies get better and better, 
and if they do not tickle the ears, it is hard to estimate our good 
fortune in having such sound doctrine presented to us week by 
week.' 

Arthur Edward Wood was born in Belgravia on 16 February 
1902, the only child of parents for whose sake he refrained 
from answering a call to the priesthood until after their death. 
For many years he worked in the antique jewellery department 
of Asprey's in Bond Street and became an authority on antique 
silver. During these years he was a server and finally Master of 
Ceremonies at St Stephen's, Gloucester Road, in its heyday 
under Eric Cheetham, with whom his natural reserve enabled 
him to remain on some sort of terms. When he was at last able 
to take steps towards the priesthood he went not to Fr Cheetham 
but to one of the churchwardens, T.S. Eliot, who, understanding 
the difficulty of approaching Fr Cheetham, readily agreed to 
sponsor him. 

Thus, in 1951, when he was nearly fifty, he went to St Ste­
phen's House, Oxford, where he came under the influence of 
Arthur Couratin, one of the most notable liturgists of the time. 
The two Arthurs, both born in the same year, and sharing the 
same absorbing interest in liturgy, remained lifelong friends. 
Fr Wood's first curacy was at St Paul's, Oxford, another church 
famous in the annals of Anglo-Catholicism, and in 1959 he re­
turned as incumbent-the last ever. What that meant to him was 
revealed when we saw that he had had engraved on the family 
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JERUSALEM COMMUNITY RULE OF LIFE. Forward by 
Carlo Carretta. Darton Longman and Todd, 1985. £3.95. 
ISBN 232 51582 4. 

There are many who, like myself, live, move and have their 
being amidst the bustle of the city, yet find in the monastic 
tradition well-springs of refreshment and inspiration. This book 
is the Rule of Life of the Jerusalem Fraternities, communities 
of women and men who follow their monastic vocation in the 
city. Solitaries, family members and lay fraternities also seek to 
live by the spirit of the Rule. 

In these pages, you will find a rich spirituality for our con­
temporary world quarried from ancient traditions of monastic 
life. The Rule draws on a wide range of sources, scriptural as 
well as spiritual writers down the ages. The Rules of St Benedict 
and St Basil are particularly influential. 

The three sections of the Rule address general themes such as 
love, prayer, work etc., as well as a second section which deals 
more specifically with the evangelical counsels of the monastic 
life. In the third section, 'Of Jerusalem', I found much wisdom 
and practical good sense which spoke to my condition: 

Like most city-dwellers who take the weekend off, do not be afraid 
to spend one day a week in the desert. Just as they have their holidays, 
take your retreat times ... Do not go to bed too late or get up too 
early. The city is tiring, but you have to endure. Find your own rhythm. 

(Section 13 3) 

In its form and style, the book has many resonances with 
the ancient monastic rules of Christian tradition, but it is also 
refreshingly realistic about modern urban life. The casualties of 
city life, the loneliness and the materialism which it generates 
are referred to. But despite the dehumanizing forces of the city, 
the Rule offers a positive view of its opportunities: 

It represents one of the privileged meeting-places between God and 
man ... God himself chose, built, saved and sanctified it. The best of 
man's intelligence, labour and faith has been put into it. Hence you can 
live in God's heart at the heart of the city because it is his dwelling 
place (p. 85). 

NICHOLAS DARBY 
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and tasks of a singer with those of a priest, both articulating 
truths dormant in their listeners' hearts. Then Father Alexander 
Elchaninov declares of his vocation: 'Before I became a priest 
there was so much I had to be silent about, holding myself back. 
Priesthood, for me, means the possibility of speaking with a full 
voice.' The first part of the July chapter ends with a sombre 
passage from Rose Macaulay's Towers of Trebizond: 'I live now 
in two hells, for I have lost God and live also without love, or 
without the love I want, and I cannot get used to that either.' 

The many July saints honoured in the book include not only 
the well-known ones such as St Mary Magdalene, the subject of 
a poem by a Welsh poet, Saunders Lewis, and St Thomas the 
Apostle, but also less familiar ones, such as St Athanasius of 
Athos. It is the passage devoted to him that is my favourite in 
the whole book. A visit to Mount Athos is described: 

/\fl was still. 
This stillness, this silence, is everywhere, pervades all, is the very essence 
of the Holy Mountain. The distant sound of a motor boat serves only to 
punctuate the intensity of the quietness; a lizard's sudden rustling among 
dry leaves, a frog plopping into a fountain, are loud and startling sounds, 
but merely emphasize the immense stillness. Often as one walks over 
the great stretches of wild country which form much of this sacred 
ground, following paths where every stone breathes prayers, it is impos­
sible to hear a sound of any kind (p. 210). 

With so many riches in July alone, the cumulative effect of a 
whole year of readings can be imagined. 

Not all the extracts in Seasons of the Spirit are equally acces­
sible. Some of the more involved passages leave me behind, some 
of the liturgical fragments awaken no response. But nothing 
could detract from the immense encouragement offered by this 
book. I found myself in a wider space and among a larger 
company of saints than I could have imagined. 

CHRISTINE SELFE 
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tomb, in which he was interred at Brampton Cemetery, 'Last 
Vicar of St Paul's, Oxford, 1959-64'. Peter Harrington des­
scribed, in the funeral panegyric he gave at St Mary's, Bourne 
Street on 10 June, how they went together, at the time of the 
Oxford Movement celebrations two years ago, to visit the 
empty shell of St Paul's: 'We stood in the nave with dust and 
debris all around us on the hottest day of the decade, and 
Arthur stood a little apart- crying silently.' 

Such an anecdote is all the more moving because he was a very 
stiff person, both in manner and body, a fact from which he 
evidently suffered all his life as we gathered from a homily on 
the Missal theme that 'we may make good use of the gifts that 
God has given us'. In a merry mood he told us there had been in 
his school hymnal a hymn which began: 'God who created me/ 
Nimble and light of limb,/ In three elements free,/ To run, to 
ride, and to swim .. .' 'Whenever it was sung', he went on, 'I 
never joined in, for I was far from being "nimble and light of 
limb" and could do none of the things for which the hymn 
taught boys to thank God! Indeed, the whole hymn had a de­
pressing effect on me. But I think now that it might at least have 
made me ask myself what there was that I could do .. .' 

He asked himself to good effect and, until the end of his life, 
he always made himself do whatever he could do. That was, per­
haps, his secret, and the reason why he improved with age so 
that his last years were full and fruitful and filled with blessings. 

In 1966 he became Priest in Charge of St Francis's, Hammer­
field in Boxmoor, now part of the Hemel Hempstead complex, 
and it was then that he also became Chaplain to our Convent, a 
role he partially continued to fulfil after his retirement from 
St Francis's in 1975. That he retired in the parish was fortunate 
for us but might not have been for his successor. 'He could have 
made things extremely difficult for me,' Fr Harrington said in 
his panegyric, 'but he never once did. He was at all times dis­
creet and the complete professional.' 

But reserve, stiffness and discretion were all modified in him 
by_ a strong sense of humour and by his great kindliness as well 
as by an agility of mind which, contrary to the impression he 
gave, made of him a surprisingly modern man. He never looked 
back to 'the good old days' but was always in the present, and 
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this was especially evident in his approach to liturgy. Once, when 
I was fulminating about keeping the Paschal candle lit until 
Pentecost instead of extinguishing it at the Ascension, as had 
been done in times when people understood the mysteries of 
the faith better, he silenced me by expounding with firmness 
and eloquence the thinking behind the change, presenting a 
different but equally satisfactory symbolism. 

Fr Wood died on 1 June 1985, aged 83, in University College 
Hospital at 9 .00 a.m. within a few minutes of having received 
the last sacraments from the Father Superior of the Society of 
Saint John the Evangelist, of which he was an Oblate. He had 
been taken into hospital the evening before following a fall at 
Euston Station when he was returning from the Patronal Festival 
at St Mary's, Bourne Street. It was the end of a perfect day 
which had begun with his celebrating, in the chapel here, a Mass 
of Our Lady (The Visitation), followed by hearing confessions­
for which he had a special gift. One of his penitents happened 
to observe him depart, a distinguished figure, immaculate as 
always in clerical black, seeming on this occasion so transfigured 
that she wondered, 'Why have I never though Fr Wood handsome 
before?' Others who met him during the day were surprised by 
a sense of his being unusually happy. It was as though he knew 
that Someone was about to say to him, 'Good and faithful 
servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.' 
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SISTER EDMEE SLG 

Convent of St Mary and the Angels 

ation of March with Lent and November with Death and the 
Communion of Saints is obvious, but the links between Sep­
tember and the Creation, and October and the Human Person 
come as more of a surprise. The saints of each month are the 
subject of the readings in the second half of each chapter. One 
chapter will serve as an example of how the book works. 

July, centred on the Gifts of the Spirit, opens with three short 
extracts on the God-given nobility of the Church as a royal 
priesthood and a holy nation, taken from St Macarius, Alcuin 
and St Paulinus Nola. 'Let us hang upon the lips of the faithful', 
says the latter, 'for the Spirit of God breathes upon every one 
of them.' (Incidentally, there is a reference section at the back 
of the book that gives just enough information about the 
various writers.) Next in July comes a passage by Cardinal 
Suenens about the necessity of reflections on being a Christian 
and a lawyer. Agatha Christie, of all people, provides one of the 
most memorable extracts in the book. She describes how one of 
her teachers suddenly in the middle of a maths lesson spoke 
about being a Christian: 

'All of you, she said, 'every one of you-will pass through a time 
when you will face despair. If you never face despair, you will never 
have faced, or become, a Christian, or known a Christian life. To be a 
Christian you must face and accept the life that Christ faced and lived; 
you must enjoy things as he enjoyed things; be as happy as he was at 
the marriage at Cana, know the peace and happiness that it means to be 
in harmony with God and with God's will. But you must also know, as 
he did, what it means to be alone in the Garden of Gethsemane, to feel 
that all your friends have forsaken you, that those you love and trust 
have turned away from you, and that God himself has forsaken you. 
Hold on then to the belief that that is not the end. If you love, you will 
suffer, and if you do not love, you do not know the meaning of a 
Christian life.' She then returned to the problems of compound interest 
with her usual vigour, but it is odd that those few words, more than any 
sermon I have ever heard, remained with me, and years later they were 
to come back to me and give me hope at a time when despair had me in 
its grip (p. 201). 

There is something about the very clumsiness of this incident 
and description that rings unmistakably true. 

Still in July, a sermon by Samuel Johnson links courtesy with 
humility, and a passage by G.R. Dunstan parallels the gifts 
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together with the last section, 'Prayers towards the unity of 
mankind' (section seven, pp. 359-375) could well be a book on 
its own called 'Prayers of Mankind'. And in addition, there are 
the selections of prayers from Scripture (section two, pp. 19-45) 
and the two brief sections of prayers in themes of prayer, 
i.e. Adoration (section one, pp. 1-19) and Listening (section five, 
pp. 257-267), both of which present different aspects of prayer. 
My criticisms of this book are largely occasioned by its very 
richness, and I want there to conclude my recommendation of 
it by quoting another section of AS ong to David, by Christopher 
Smart, 1722-1771, which appears on p. 8-9: 

Praise above all-for praise prevails; 
Heap up the measure, load the scales, 

And good to goodness add; 
The Gen'rous soul her saviour aids. 
But peevish obloquy degrades; 

The Lord is great and glad. 

(The Religious Poetry of Christopher Smart. 
selected with an introduction by Marcus Walsh, 
Fyfield Books, Oxford, 1972, p. 63.) 

SISTER BENEDICTA SLG 

SEASONS OF THE SPIRIT, Readings through the Christian 
Year, selected by George Every, Richard Harries and Kallistos 
Ware. SPCK, 1984. £7.50. ISBN O 281 04111 3. 

The declared purpose of George Every, Richard Harries and 
Kallistos Ware in compiling this anthology is 'to show how time­
the sequence of days, months and seasons-can be taken up into 
Christ and so be sanctified and transfigured'. Readings drawn 
from all the centuries and every corner of the Church find their 
place not according to historical sequence, but according to the 
rhythm of the Church's year. 

The book divides into twelve chapters, one for each month, 
beginning with September. The first half of each chapter consists 
of texts which develop the month's particular theme. The associ-
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WHAT SHALL BE 

A homily given at Fairacres on Low Sunday 

FATHER BEAN SSJE 

As we have borne the image of the earthy, we shall also bear 
the image of the heavenly. (1 Cor. 15:49 AV) 

I look with delight at the silken pad and girdle of silk which 
fixes a tiny sample of 'what shall be' to the smooth dark green 
of last year's ivy leaf. I am looking at the pupa, the sleeping 
stage, of a Holly Blue butterfly. At present it's a dumpy brown 
object, less than half an inch long, in appearance much like 
some casual knob or swelling of the plant, or perhaps one of its 
fallen fruits. But looking closely we can see promise of what 
shall be, if all goes well. She-for this pupa is already of one or 
other sex-she has a head, of sorts; a chest and body not yet 
distinguished by the elegant gray fur and the slim waist that shall 
be. The head has eyes-two blind swellings; and a mouth­
scar-like rudiments. Between the future lips is an indication of a 
delicate coiled tongue, and on either side are marks for the 
sensitive feelers and the six neat legs. She is still far from perfect, 
though already vast internal changes occurred last autumn when 
she fell asleep. Other changes must occur, too, before she can 
rise in glory. Among these late changes will be those in her 
wings. She has them in outline, encased like the rest of her 
in a shell-like material, and pressed tightly to her sides. But 
soon, in less than a month from now, she will fly, with wings 
of radiant blue bordered with smoky grey. Her change will have 
come. 

This is not how I usually meditate on my butterflies. Their 
marvellous development from the egg, the evolutionary story 
which we are able to read so little of, their myriad variations of 
pattern on a few themes-all this tells of the supreme Artist 
delighting in his works down to the least detail. But the butterfly 
has always been seen as the fitting image of the soul and its 
heavenly destiny; and it is good to pause just here at this bright 
season. 
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As everybody knows, the pupa was once a grub. The Holly 
Blue larva is of woodlouse shape, sap-green, slow. It clasps the 
flower buds of holly or ivy with dogged persistence, aided by its 
six short hooks of legs and its claspers farther back. It can see 
just a very little way, smell rather well within limits, that is to 
say, to distingush what is food for its jaws from anything else. 
It chumbles away at the soggy green stuff until it simply has to 
take a rest. When it gets too tight for its skin, it sheds it, four 
times, until it can eat no more and is ready to pupate. 

An earthbound creature indeed! But yet, before it was pupa 
or grub, it was an egg. The mother fixed each egg near a flower 
bud as she laid it, and just before she laid it, it was fertilized by 
a beautiful mechanism within her body. The egg is turban­
shaped, adorned with a sculptured pattern making a maze-like 
path to lead the male element unerringly to the minute central 
aperture in the egg where it will fuse with the waiting female 
element. In that completed egg is all the glory that shall be, all 
the glory proper to this one little sample of the myriad works of 
the Creator. 

The images and their application are obvious. Our baptism is 
the energy which bestows an eternal possibility upon the human 
soul. It is the one baptism for the remission of sins; and only by 
virtue of that can we dare to look for the resurrection of the 
dead and the life of the world to come. And the fact that our 
lives are so earthbound-they can be very caterpillar-like!­
makes for all the more glory as they are redeemed. Perhaps the 
spiritually minded need to remember that the most lowly aspects 
of humanity are material for that which shall be. 

And then for us all comes the sleeping stage, sooner or later. 
We are urged to try and anticipate that, at least to clear the 
ground and prepare for what God shall give through the prayer 
life. This could be compared to the grub laying down its pad of 
silk and girding itself, afterwards shedding its last skin to reveal 
the pupal form with those indications and rudiments of the 
future powers in eyes and wings. The medievals, anyway, might 
have seen all this as symbolic of corporate prayer and sacrament 
and the free prayer through which we aspire to God. The 
moderns may see in the rudimentary organs of the pupa our 
weakness, especially in free prayer afflicted by drowsiness, torpor 
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sources; and also a list of acknowledgements. It is worth noting 
here that the list of acknowledgements is not a comprehensive 
list by which one can locate the source and content of any 
prayer in particular. In fact, it could be misleading to try to do 
so. For instance, there is an acknowledgement on p. 383 to 
Anselm of Canterbury in the Penguin translation of his prayers, 
but the 'prayer of St Anselm' on p. 113 is a summary of certain 
themes in Anselm's 'Prayer for Friends', not a quotation. And 
while the second 'Anselm' prayer on p. 68 is, except for the first 
phrase, a direct quotation from the Proslogion, the short prayer 
which precedes it and which is equally attributed here to 
Anselm is a summary again of certain ideas loosely connected 
with Anselm, while the last phrase has no connection at all with 
his work or thought. Also, on pp. 147, a prayer is said to be 
from The Cloud of Unknowing (not, however to be found at all 
in the list of acknowledgements) but is, in fact, a 'prayer of 
Saint Denis' placed by the Cloud author at the beginning of his 
Deonise Hid Divinite; while another prayer attributed to The 
Cloud of Unknowing (pp. 65-66) is not to be found there and 
belongs rather to the tradition of Richard Rolle. Such instances 
are of importance not from pedantic considerations only, but 
because one of the uses of such a book as this could be to intro­
duce those who use it to the prayers quoted in their richer and 
fuller context. 

It is not often that such a rich collection of material for use 
in prayer is presented so attractively and also so inexpensively. 
Here are tried, authentic gateways into prayer, through which 
all who will can pass and 'go in and out and find pasture'. We 
need ways into prayer and the words of other men provide this; 
most of all, the great gateway for Christians is the Bible, but the 
words of those who have prayed before us can also provide this 
language of the heart for others, a process which still goes on, as 
can be seen here in the beautiful prayers from contemporaries 
which are included (e.g. pp. 8, 140, 148). Here then is a 'book' 
of prayers based on the Our Father (section three, pp. 49-175) 
and a 'book' of prayers from the liturgy based on the Creed 
(section four, pp. 175-257) with its appendix (pp. 375-381), 
both of which could stand as books in their own right. The 
'Prayers from other Traditions of Faith (section six, pp. 267-3 59) 
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reaction of other people to the words of God, heard in the 
stillness of true listening. But the title 'prayer' leads us to expect 
something more like prayers and meditations that lead us 
towards silence and listening. 

In the sixth extensive 'book' there is again another question 
about how these prayers are meant to be used as 'prayer'. This 
is accentuated for me at any rate, by the suggestion put forward 
in the small introductory paragraph, that we all pray to the 
'Supreme Absolute' and experience 'Transcendent Reality' 
(p. 269). While there is clearly a great deal to be said for under­
standing (standing under, sub-stare) the non-Christian religions, 
I feel for myself that this is not best achieved by thinking that 
there is no distinctive prayer either for Christians or for other 
great and equally exclusive faiths, such as Islam. I am reminded 
of a passage by C.S. Lewis in That Hideous Strength when the 
heroine is beginning to understand the group of men and women 
who surround Ransome: 'they never talked about religion ... 
they talked about God. They had no picture in their minds of 
some mist streaming upwards, rather of strong, skilful hands 
thrust down to make and mend, perhaps even to destroy.' 

If I suggest that in this section, which could well be sub-titled 
'The prayers of mankind', the feeling of undifferentiated mist is 
more pervasive than the image of the 'strong, skilful hands', I 
would wish to underline that this is only a personal reaction and 
not an objective judgement. Many will find this collection of 
prayers from other religious traditions both helpful and illum­
inating. It is, I think, supposed by the compilers that those using 
the book (or 'books') will usually be Christians, and in this 
section it seems to me that certain of the prayers have been 
laundered for Christian use. Whether they would be of use to 
those belonging to other faiths remains a question. 

The final short 'book', 'Prayers towards the unity of mankind' 
is a continuation of the sixth 'book' and returns to a 'theme', as 
in the first and fifth books, so that we have adoration-listening­
unity. The prayers are taken from various faiths and the book 
closes with the praises of Psalm 150. There is an appendix for 
those interested in the development of the Eucharistic prayer in 
section four. There is a subject index, by which themes can be 
located from the whole collection; an index of authors and 
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and distractions. These are all part of the human situation, of 
which no part is to be despised. We can stand, or kneel, or move 
around, or complain to our God-somehow, while the time lasts, 
we can try and bring Brother Ass back to the path. That text, 
perhaps with its chant, which we thought was going to sing 
throughout our prayer will come in useful somewhere else. The 
'pupa stage' is essentially humbling and wingless. We must bear 
the image of the earthy until eventually we may wear that of 
the heavenly. 

For, with all our efforts and discipline, that is the gift of him 
who died and rose in a body like ours-one with the body our 
parents gave us, and their parents-back and back to the un­
recordable moment when man became a living soul. So in man­
kind the whole creation is summed. The first protozoans, the 
first macromolecules, the first crystals, the first inconceivable 
production of matter, space and duration-all that went to our 
making. And in us, and along with us, a new heaven and a new 
earth are to be raised-in Christ. 'It is I', he says, 'Be not afraid. 
All power is given unto me, in heaven and in earth. Handle me 
and see; a spirit has not flesh and bones as you see me have.' 

The first witnesses were afraid, and no wonder, for they'd 
placed the body in the grave, a pupa-like form swathed in linen 
bands and sticky spices. The guardian stone was very great, 

, three men would be needed to move it-and now the body was 
not there! Peter looking in, saw the collapsed grave clothes and 
failed to grasp their significance; but John, seeing as it were an 
empty pupa-case, saw what shall be and believed. 
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Eternal Lord of night and day, 
Retaining all tbings in thy sway; 
Our times are varied by thy plan, 
To weary not the mind of man. 

Now crows the herald of the light 
Who kept his vigil through the night; 
Each passing hour his cry doth mark 
For tbose who journey through the dark. 

At this the early morning sun 
Earth's shroud of darkness has undone; 
At this the vagrant demon bands 
No longer rove in darkened lands. 

At this the sailor's fears are past, 
The ocean sinks to calm at last; 
He who was called the Church's Rock 
Weeps at the crowing of the cock. 

Come let us with fresh vigour rise, 
Awaking when our herald cries; 
Our drowsiness the cock will chide, 
His summons may not be denied. 

Now crows the cock and hope revives, 
While he who lay in sickness thrives, 
The robber's blade is sheathed again; 
Apostates now their faith regain. 

When weakness would our faith betray, 
Look thou on us and be our stay; 
Thy gaze gives strength when witness fails 
And for our penitence prevails. 

Shine thou as light within our heart, 
Bid torpor from our mind depart; 
With daybreak let us bring again, 
The praises that to thee pertain. 
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and form which is in itself a theology. The choice of quotation 
with which this section begins is an indication of the quality 
of the whole: 'For what is a prayer but (like life for Henry 
Vaughan "a quickness that my God hath kiss'd?" '(p.51). 

The fourth 'book' continues this same high quality of choice 
with another structure of equal value, this time the liturgical 
prayers of the Christian Church have been mined and their spoils 
arranged under the headings of the Apostles' Creed. This 
selection of prayers, taken from the corporate worship of 
Christians from many traditions, is presented for private 
meditation so that it may increase the devotion with which the 
corporate prayers are offered in their liturgical context. The 
headings, the choice, the translations used, and the structure of 
the whole form an excellent 'book' for this purpose. Perhaps 
two minor criticisms might be made. First, the inclusion of six 
versions of the Eucharistic prayer of the Church is excessive and 
tempts the person using these texts to indulge in comparative 
liturgics rather than prayer-a tendency increased by an appendix 
on the development of these texts. Secondly, in the section of 
the Creed 'I believe in the Communion of Saints, the Forgiveness 
of sins, the Resurrection of the body, and the Life everlasting' 
(pp. 248-256) there are only prayers for the dead and prayers in 
praise of the saints. These are a beautiful and moving selection; 
but what has been omitted is 'the forgiveness of sins', a theme 
of penitence and of mercy which, while central in Christian life 
and prayer, is underplayed throughout the whole book and here, 
alas, is entirely omitted. 

The fifth small 'book' is a collection of prayers called 'prayer 
as listening'. This is not, in fact, a section about silence, but a 
collection of 'words of God' spoken to those who have listened. 
It contains many gems, whether from Ann Griffiths or from 
Simone Weil, Kierkegaard or Julian of Norwich. 

The fifth 'book' presents a problem which is accentuated and 
taken into a different dimension by the sixth 'book', 'Prayers 
from other traditions of faith'. It is perhaps the fault of the title 
of the whole, which emphasizes 'prayer' rather than 'prayers' 
that one is always expecting teaching about prayer, either 
explicit or subliminal. The section of prayers for 'listening' is 
unambiguous in its own right,-these are words recording the 
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BOOKS 

THE OXFORD BOOK OF PRAYER, General Editor, George 
Appleton. Oxford University Press, 1985. £10.00 
ISBN 0-19-213222-9. 

There is no doubt that the Oxford Book of Prayer, the latest 
volume in the 'Oxford Books' series, will arouse widespread 
interest. Edited by Bishop Appleton and prepared by a 
committee, the book contains hundreds of prayers taken from 
various Christian and non-Christian sources. In his Introduction, 
Bishop Appleton explains the priori~ies by '-".'~ich the i:rayers 
were chosen as 'first ... the recognit10n of spmtual quality ... 
next, the recognition of literary quality ... and thirdly, ... does 
the prayer ring true?' (pp. ix-x). With such aims in min_d, it is n_o 
surprise that the book should be of the excellent quality that 1t 

is. It is a book which is in its physical appearance worthy of the 
discreet and authentic tradition which has produced its content. 

It is in fact not one book but several. There is first a short 
'book'' of 'pra~ers of adoration' taken from many traditions,­
Christian, Hindu, ancient Egyptian, Zoroastrian, etc. It is 
perhaps simpler to see the next section as a separate 'book' 
rather than a continuation of the first; it contains passages from 
the Scriptures. This time instead of a theme, the prayers are 
arranged according to the person saying them, i.e. 'Pat:iarchs, 
Kings, Prophets, Psalmists', and covers as wide a variety_ of 
themes as the Bible. This change of focus could be confusmg; 
the themes presented in this section would, if they were to 
follow on from 'adoration', need to be sought out deliberately. 
The Revised Standard Version of the Bible has been used, and 
the selections from the Psalter are in the translation of Coverdale 
used in the 1662 Prayer Book, a choice which underlines the 
compilers' concern with literary excellence. 

The third 'book' is the central section of the whole and com­
bines wonderfully a fine judgement of style with a humble and 
sensitive understanding of content. It has been given a firm 
framework by placing these 'personal and occasional' prayers 
of Christians within the headings of the Lord's Prayer, the 
paradigm prayer for Christians, so that this 'book' has a cohesion 
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AND HOPE REVIVES 

A.M.ALLCHIN 

When our Warden came to Fairacres in November last year to conduct the 
Community Retreat, from which this article is taken, he was delighted to 
find that we signal the seasonal change of hymns in the Office, by h~nging 
a banner in the cloister outside chapel. It shows the cock announcing the 
dawn stitched elegantly by Sister Christine in gold, silver, jet and scarlet 
on a dark green ground, and words from the traditional Sunday Lauds 
hymn 'Now crows the cock and hope revives'. 

I want to explore with you the meaning of the line shown with 
that magnificent image of the cock, 'Now crows the cock and 
hope revives', to explore the meaning of ~ome of the hymns we 
sing during the week at Lauds-hymns attributed to St Ambrose, 
some of which were actually written by him. They are very 
ancient. They reflect the understanding of Christian fa~th and 
prayer of the early centuries, an? thef are unquest10nably 
very fine. The Vespers hymns dealmg with the seve~ days of 
creation say significantly that the whole created order 1s part of 
God's plan, and that is an important thing to say. But the L_auds 
hymns go much further than that. They lead us to the heights 
of praise. . . . 

When you look at the original Latin, the style 1s very plam _and 
very simple. It reminds me of some of the modern translat101_1s 
of the psalms which we tend to dislike because the>": a~e so plam 
and simple. These little hymns must have had a s1m1lar effect 
upon the cultivated Romans who preferred the beauty and 
elaboration of classical Latin metres and suddenly here were 
these little songs in a style that corresponded to vari~us secular 
songs. For example, in our hymn for Monday, the Latin says: 

May faith be our drink, 
May we gladly [or joyfully] drink 
The sober exuberance of the Spirit. 

There is an extraordinary economy of words in the Latin 
although this is sometimes masked by various translations. Even 
so, the power and the meaning shine through. 
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LIGHT AFTER DARKNESS 

There are three great themes that come in these hymns. The 
first, and obviously the simplest theme is that of the cock crow 
announcing the coming of light, the coming of day. Light 
returns after darkness, and this in itself is extremely good. The 
Sunday hymn tells of all the good consequences of the coming 
of the light: sailors find their way home, burglars put their guns 
away. (It actually says 'the robber sheathes his sword'-I am 
particularly fascinated about that. It seems to say that it is 
better that people involved in conflict and armed robbery at 
least stop it for the time being, as it's a dangerous thing to do. 
Apparently St Ambrose, or whoever wrote the hymn, did not 
despise even very small improvements in human conduct.) Talk 
of God's providence touches everybody, good and bad. He 
makes the sun to rise on the just and unjust, which seems to me 
very important. In most of the Christian world there is a strong 
feeling that God is a Christian and, amongst ourselves, an 
Anglican, a good moderate Catholic Anglican. Our kind. Ten or 
fifteen years ago, in his book True Resurrection, Harry Williams 
suggested that the Resurrection of Christ touches everybody, 
not just good people, or religious people, but everybody. People 
thought that this idea was astonishing and shocking, but it is 
exactly what the Bible says, exactly what the Church's tradition 
says. Somehow we have made religion very religious. God isn't 
religious, thank heavens, he is concerned about everybody. 

'Colour comes back to things' is a literal translation of a line 
from the Wednesday hymn, a wonderful, very simple statement 
of the way in which, when light comes, what was black and 
white returns to its true colour, and a statement of the way in 
which a landscape changes when the sun rises. When the sun 
comes, it really illuminates each object, whatever it may be, 
even the washing hanging on the line. It illuminates everything 
at every level because the sun really is the way in which God's 
grace shines upon us. All these very diverse things are happening, 
light is coming back, colour is coming back, sailors are finding 
their way home, the burglars are stopping burgling, and even the 
Church's rock melts into tears. We will come back to that. 

One of the most sinister facts of our civilization is that most 
people organize their lives, or better, have their lives organized 
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to terms with that. It's not very enjoyable on days when the 
voice is not working as perfectly as I think it should. So the fact 
that my instrument is working well is a source of joy to me. 

As I said at the start, I've so wanted other people to enjoy 
my God-given gift that I've not been sharing in it myself. It was 
a revelation when a friend pointed out that the gift is given to 
me to enjoy first of all. And as I use it, I feel it is a grace, and a 
healing, and a whaling process. The marvellous thing about life 
now is that I am sharing the enjoyment. I'm no longer afraid to 
be myself out there; and this is so world-shattering to me, 
compared to the way I felt before that it affects every area of 
my life. So my enjoyment, my joy is in this absence of fear. 
I love it when people enjoy what I'm doing but that's not really 
my concern. The real joy is in the absence of things which stop 
the music from flowing through me. 

This interview, given at the Canterbury Diocesan Conference 'Firm in 
Faith' at the University of Sussex in September 1984, was brought to the 
notice of our Sisters at Bede House through reports from several local 
clergy and visitors who had heard it with joy. We are most grateful to 
Dame Janet and the Bishop of Maidstone, on behalf of the Diocese of 
Canterbury, for permission to print this edited version. 
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You strongly believe in God's providence guiding you each 
moment. Have you also got a strong doctrine of rewards and 
punishments-that you get out of life what you put into it? 

It's probably one of my difficulties, to think that if I am 'good', 
I shall be a good singer, or if I do 'this' I shall give a good per­
formance. It doesn't work out that way. I've really been up a 
gum tree there! I'm not so concerned now with rewards and 
punishments. I am much more ready to think of myself both as 
a _fa!lible h1:1man being and as a fallible musician. This is a very 
difficult thmg to accept because one wants so badly to give the 
composer one's all. Well, my all includes the fear and the 
nerves-everything. I have to accept that and I'm beginning to 
do so. 

What is emerging and is so marvellous is the feeling of being 
wholly loved. I suppose when I lost my mother I lost that 
feeling. I have marvellous other loves-my husband, my father, 
very special friends-so I'm not short of love by any means. My 
mother's love was always very important to me and it was 
removed, so I suppose I was searching for a substitute. Now I'm 
beginning to realize there is no love in the outside world which 
can _provide you wi_th the sense of being totally loved except the 
Chnst love. There is no other base on which you can walk for­
w~rd ~n~o the dar~. :8ut it's a relatively new thing to discover 
this divme love withm, love which sees you at every moment, 
every second of the day, and which accepts you as you are. I 
now have so much more confidence in myself as a person and as 
a performer because I feel totally loved within. And because I 
am beginning to learn to love myself as I am, I hope very much 
I am beginning to love my neighbour. I think, for me, it has to 
work in that direction. 

Question from audience: It's quite clear that your main aim 
when singing, is to give your audience enjoyment. Could you 
define enjoyment in singing terms? 

Enjoy~ent for me means the absence of the agony, the absence 
of self-Judgement beyond a certain point. I know when I sing 
well and when I don't. I know when my voice is behaving right 
as a mechanical box. As I grow older, I have less control over 
that. My body is asserting it's own authority and I have to come 

28 

for them so that they never, or scarcely ever, see the dawn. 
Living in a town, getting up at the time people conventionally 
get up, one never sees the dawn at all. Dawns are not always 
beautiful, but even when they are grey and gradual, there is 
something astonishing about them. Some people get up to see 
the dawn. As I am sure many of you know, Fr Hugh Maycock 
in his Canterbury days, and sometimes when he was chaplain at 
Burwash too, used to get up and drive as far as the seaside at 
about four o'clock on a summer morning just to see the dawn. 

To wait for the dawn and to rejoice in the coming of light is 
one of the most ancient things that we can do. It goes back 
thousands and millions of years. The whole created world shares 
this experience. The birds wake up and start to sing-the dawn 
chorus, an extraordinary phenomenon-and those who know 
a_bout animals will tell you about how they too, wake up in 
time for the dawn. Jung in his autobiography,Memories, Dreams, 
Reflections, describes such a dawn when he was in East Africa 
in the 1920's: 

I formed the habit of taking my camp stool and sitting under an 
umbrella acacia just before dawn. Before me, at the bottom of the little 
valley, lay a dark, almost black-green strip of jungle, with the rim of the 
plateau on the opposite side of the valley towering above it. At first, 
the contrasts between light and darkness would be extremely sharp. 
Then objects would assume contour and emerge into the light which 
seemed to fill the valley with a compact brightness. The horizon above 
became radiantly white. Gradually the swelling light seemed to 
penetrate into the very structure of objects, which became illuminated 
from within until at last they shone translucently, like bits of coloured 
glass. Everything turned to flaming crystal. The cry of the bell bird rang 
round the horizon. At such moments I felt as if I were inside a temple. 
It was the most sacred hour of the day. I drank in this glory with 
insatiable delight, or rather, in a timeless ecstasy. 

Near my observation point was a high cliff inhabited by big baboons. 
Every morning they sat quietly, almost motionless, on the ridge of the 
cliff facing the sun, whereas throughout the rest of the day they ranged 
noisily through the forest, screeching and chattering. Like me, they 
seemed to be waiting for the sunrise. They reminded me of the great 
baboons of the temple of Abu Simbel in Egypt, which perform the 
gesture of adoration. They tell the same story: for untold ages men have 
worshipped the great god who redeems the world by rising out of the 
darkness as a radiant light in the heavens. 
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To make an anthology of dawn pieces would be a wonderful 
thing to do, taking from different places and traditions ways of 
greeting the dawn. In Danish, for instance, there is a wonderful 
succession of hymns for the dawn from before the Reformation, 
from Thomas Kingo in the seventeenth century right down to 
our own time. There is an extraordinary hymn in the beginning 
of this century by a hymn writer called Jacob Knudsen where 
he is standing on the shore or coast on the far side of Jutland, 
looking east towards the sun rise over the sea. He breathes in 
the air, and praises God and says, 'I will embrace you now, day 
that is coming, I will call you every beloved name.' I sometimes 
think of this hymn on those days when I can't get myself out of 
bed because it expresses the other end of the spectrum, the joy 
of getting up! There is Jacob Knudsen standing on the seashore, 
looking out and seeing the sun coming up and seeing so much 
more:'in thy light, we see light'. This is not just a metaphor, 
the actual physical light is God-given and God-made, and it is 
the material created image, the symbol and sacrament of the 
uncreated light of God himself. 

God is light, he shines out through the light of day, he brings 
us back to life, he brings the whole creation back to life, by the 
rising of the sun. 'New every morning is the love/ Our waking 
and uprising prove.' There is a lot about the light from light, the 
uncreated light which is the Word of God, shining out into the 
created light in these Lauds hymns. As you ponder the actual 
phrases of these hymns, I think you will see how much we are 
given in them: we have the theology of redemption shining 
through a theology of creation. 

PETER'S TEARS 

The second great theme that runs through these hymns which 
announce the dawn, is the theme of the repentance of Peter. 
The cock crows and Peter remembers the words of Jesus, 
'before the cock crows you will deny me', and he goes out and 
weeps bitterly. In these hymns we see another characteristic of 
Christian faith and prayer and life, indeed we can say of human 
faith and prayer and life, that it is at once universal and specific. 
Just as our coming together day by day, hour by hour in the 
Divine Office unites us in ourselves, with each other and with 
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expressed not only in my professional commitment but in the 
whole of my life. I am beginning to discover that religion, 
one's Christian life, is a moment by moment experience: the 
meditation aspect of it I would describe as having a relationship 
with Christ within, in silence and in listening. Then when that 
moment of contemplation is over, you go out into the world 
again which is also a meditative and religious experience. Like 
night and day these moments belong together: one is like an in­
drawn breath, and the other is like an exhalation. Different areas 
of my life are beginning to join up and make a whole, which a 
again is a remarkable moment by moment discovery. Miraculous! 

How much has Jung influenced you? 

I read Jung many years ago and still do in an attempt to find an 
answer to what to do about the ten feet that separate the outside 
world from the centre of the platform. How to walk those ten 
steps from the green-room, how to survive that, and how to 
stand on the stage and function. We're all nervous, but my fear 
was something much more than that. Standing in the green­
room, all dressed up like a dog's breakfast, I'd ask myself in 
agony, 'What am I doing here, suffering like this, surely life isn't 
meant to be like this?' I read Jung in an attempt to find an 
answer to this terrible, terrible struggle that was going on in me. 
Maybe it's not possible to be without it if you have something 
to give. I don't have the answer. Jung didn't have it either! 

I mentioned Jung because I thought he might be your great 
apostle of human internal integration. But clearly for you it's 
been more a matter of meditation and relationship with God 
through Christ. 

Yes. Everything seems to lead me back there, perhaps because I 
was brought up as a Christian. I suppose a committed Buddhist 
would say the same for his faith. With all my reading, with all 
my exploration, I am brought back to the figure of Christ. He is 
the solid basis on which I was reared and I cannot tum my back 
on that. And I don't need to. Whenever I have discovered some­
thing outside our own particular square box, I find that what is 
in the box is somehow illumined; it's there in a different way, 
perhaps, but the truth is still there. 
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of what other people are believing and thinking: what makes 
their faith and their belief work for them, and how I can share in 
that, or how I can explore those avenues in order to strengthen 
my own belief. 

Question from audience: Your interest in comparative religion 
has taken you into a meditation group. Can you tell us about 
that? 

Yes, I can. I think this is probably the most important and fas­
cinating aspect of my life at this moment. My mother died seven 
years ago and that was a very deeply traumatic and painful 
event. I don't believe that a life lived with any grain of faith is 
accidental. I believe every step of my own way has been in some 
sense guided, and seven years ago I met, I was introduced to, a 
number of people. Everything that I'd read on my own, on 
journeys all those years, had been a discovery of my own. I 
would sit in a church alone, say, at Easter in Chicago, and my 
whole experience of discovery in the faith was alone. Then 
suddenly at this moment in my life another door opened for me. 
I began to discover people with whom I could talk about the 
most deeply important things which I'd always kept inside. This 
was a tremendous moment in my life-that I could actually share 
with strangers a depth of communication which up till then had 
not been possible. The group I was introduced to (I suppose it 
would be labelled 'Sufi', although there are no labels for this 
sort of exploration) is a group of people who meet once or 
twice a week for what might be described as silent prayer. 

We meet in a house in North London, and we 'sit'. I suppose 
we all think about different things. I don't know what anybody 
else thinks about in meditation, it's a very special area, we all 
have our own ways of meditating. Mine is a Christian 
meditation. My dialogue is with the Christ symbol, the Christ 
figure which, through meditation, has become not just an 
outside figure but an inner one. I am beginning to join things up 
in a way that hadn't been possible before, and the very exciting 
thing is that I'm finding for the first time in my life that I can 
communicate with people not only as a musician, which is the 
only avenue I had ever thought I would be able to share, but in 
every aspect of ordinary everyday life as well. My religion is 
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the whole Church and the world, so also these Lauds hymns 
bring us together in something that is universal and specific: 
dawn comes every day, it comes to every living being on this 
planet earth, and yet, at the same moment, this universal 
experience becomes personal and specific. This is the moment 
in which Peter repents, a particular moment in the courtyard 
of the high priest's house in Jerusalem, on that spring morning 
in AD 31 or 3 2: Jesus turns and looks at Peter. And Peter weeps 
bitterly. 

In the Lauds hymns, sorrow and joy are linked repeatedly. 
The cock crows and hope revives because Peter's tears, which 
are tears of grief and pain and anguish are, at the same time, 
becoming tears of life and joy. This is charopoion penthos, 
sorrow which leads to joy. The gift of tears is a gift of life, not 
a sorrow or a remorse which shuts itself up in itself, but a 
sorrow, a repentance, which is drawn out of us by the fact 
that something, someone, has touched us from outside. Jesus 
has turned and looked and we have seen that he has looked. 
This is a sorrow which opens the way to hope. 

The cock crow reveals to us the ways in which we have 
betrayed the Lord, many times, in so many ways. We see our 
sin, we see our betrayal. But that vision is followed by a far 
greater vision of the Passion of the Love of God. So we live each 
day under the glance, under the eye, of Jesus who looks at us. 
His look does accuse us, but still more it pardons and forgives 
and brings life. This theme runs through all the hymns: the 
praise of God for the new light is linked with tears which, by 
the grace of God, liberate the heart and the mind from the 
paralysis of the human situation lived apart from God. The gift 
of tears is the breaking out of the springs of living water from 
the frozen ground of the heart. Now we are able to look at the 
sin of the world and our own sins with hope. The beginning of 
God's call is the call to repent, because the Kingdom of God is 
at hand. Repentance means knowledge of sin, sorrow for sin, 
turning from sin, but more than that, both before and after, it 
means accepting the Kingdom, entering the Kingdom, rejoicing 
in the Kingdom. When I was an undergraduate, I knew a very 
fine priest who said that in Confession there ought to be 
thanksgiving at the beginning, and a note of thanksgiving 
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running underneath all the time. Thanksgiving because repen­
tance is a response to the light in the eyes of Jesus when he 
looks on Peter, when he looks on us. 

'Now crows the cock, and hope revives.' This is not a hope 
based on illusion, but quite the reverse. It is hope that grows 
out of our acknowledgement of the reality of sin, of the deeper 
and greater reality of God as love, and of his creative power of 
forgiveness. 

GOD WITH US 

We have already hinted at the third theme which runs through 
the Lauds hymns. The new light and the new hope which come 
every morning from God, day by day, affect the whole person, 
our 'body-mind', to use the Zen phrase. The light 'illuminates 
the heart' and it 'clarifies our minds'. It enables us to see things 
clearly, to understand things which we did not understand 
before, to have an objective view of things so that our vision is 
no longer clouded by our own longings and desires and 
affections, and we can see what is actually there. 

This light also shines out into our senses. Christ shines into 
our life in many ways, and through the senses reaches the inner 
faculties of thought and feeling and intuition. God himself no 
one can see either with the eye or with the mind, because in his 
greatness God is totally beyond not only the physical vision of 
our eyes but the mental vision of our minds as well. But God 
can and does condescend to us, he does make himself appre­
hensible, knowable by the heart, and even by the mind, and 
even by the senses. He comes to us in all the sacraments of his 
love. And the whole world, if we understand it aright, is precisely 
a sacrament of his love so that we can see his glory, his energy, 
shining out in all things. All this is very much stressed in the 
Lauds hymns: on Sunday we recognize that Christ is the light 
which enlightens our senses; on Wednesday that he is present to 
our senses; on Thursday we pray that our tongue may not lie, 
that our hands may not fall into the ways of sin, that our bodies 
may be kept pure in the light, that we may walk in the light; on 
Friday we pray that he may dwell within our senses. 

I am emphasizing this because it strikingly counterbalances 
any temptation to let our life and our Christianity become 
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create a standard of something. We are all working towards the 
same point .... Also the fact that others in my profession know 
what I am and what I believe, what I take into my work 
situation, is important. As a senior member of the profession, 
my behaviour, my ideas, the way I react to other people, every­
thing about me is closely observed. I feel it is terribly important, 
especially when young people are about, to show them (if I can) 
that a soloist has responsibilities of a very particular kind not 
only towards the music, but towards a group of people. If I 
don't behave in what I consider to be the proper way, then 
people will think, 'Well, that's licence to kill! This is how prima 
donnas behave.' 

The general idea of a prima donna is most extraordinary! 
Most prima donnas are not at all like what one reads in 
magazines and the press. Once you enter the arena, you have to 
be responsible in every possible way, and I've always felt that to 
be a particular joy, actually. Of course, I can be as temper­
amental as the next, I hope for the right reasons, particularly 
when people are not doing their jobs!! I get very angry and it's 
not a pretty thing to see. I admit it, I'm not ashamed of it. But I 
do hope my colleagues know that I try to behave responsibly 
towards them. 

Music has been your life; books have been a passion. Which 
books? What do you read? 

I read ideas. The world of ideas to me has been my saving grace. 
First of all, the tradition, the church tradition in which I've 
been brought up. I can't begin to thank my parents enough for 
giving me, as a child, the particular structure on which to build 
my life. When I left home at the age of twenty that was the only 
thing I had to lean on, and by golly I leant on it! I'll never forget 
those years when my faith was really tested to a tremendous 
extent. The commitment I made to my profession was a direct 
result of that, and the hardships and poverty as a student would 
not have been bearable had there not been a more important 
reason than a career. Therefore, I have all these years been 
reading things that develop my faith. I am a Christian. I am 
trying to be a Christian with all that that involves. What that 
involves to me at this moment, and has all my life, is a discovery 
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piece. I had learnt things; I had discovered things; I had lived a 
bit more. In a way it was as if I had never sung the work before. 
The building, of course, is also a tremendous factor. Singing 
religious music in a church, or any music in a church, is very 
special for me because the building, like the people, speaks 
to me and adds something indefinable but very real. I try 
to keep myself open to this feeling as well as to what I have 
learnt between performances. Something always comes to me, 
something I understand that I hadn't understood before-and 
it certainly did that night. The act of communication itself 
teaches me. 

In a performance I am totally concentrated but there is an 
area which is also standing aside and watching. I am deeply in­
volved emotionally, of course. When I am studying a work at 
home I often get completely overcome by the emotions of, say, 
a Schubert song, or something I am reworking at the piano, and 
I start to cry. Then I think, well that's fine; I have to feel deeply 
about it. Good! I'm not blase about this piece yet. I can still 
perform it in public because I can still feel very deeply about it. 
Now, if I were to stand up to perform at a moment like that 
and begin to cry, I would not be able to sing because the crying 
uses the equipment I need to be able to speak or sing. I am 
useless as a communicator if my equipment is faulty because of 
emotional upheaval. My own private emotional upheaval has to 
be there at some point, but then it sinks to a deeper level, 
somehow. And when I'm serving the score, this quality of 
balance or poise or equilibrium must have the upper hand so 
that you, the audience, will share in what I feel at this deep 
level without me being a shield because I am overcome by 
emotion. 

In your book [Full Circle, Penguin Books, 1984] you said that 
public adulation or the critics do not mean very much to you, 
but that the concern and appreciation of fellow artists matters 
enormously . ... I wonder if the special relationship with those 
you work with is something akin to what in the church we 
would call communion with others, or fellowship? 

I think that is absolutely true. One's colleagues are a group of 
people with the same ideal, we are fellow servants trying to 
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disembodied. When we look back into Scripture or into the real 
sources of the Christian tradition, it becomes clear that the light 
of God touches all our bodily senses. In the various rites of 
anointing, the Holy Spirit touches our feet, our hands, our ears, 
our smelling, our taste. All these senses are to be touched and 
opened and healed by God so that his true light may shine into 
our being at every level. God's universal grace touches us at 
every point and informs, indwells, our heart, our mind and our 
senses. His universal grace and glory open the way to repentance, 
which is not only a turning away from the past but an 
embracing of the future. 'Yes, I will greet you, day that is 
coming. I will embrace you and call you every beloved name.' 

'Hope revives'-hope which leads us forth into the Kingdom 
which is already here. In English hymnody we have many 
hymns about the coming of the morning. There is scarcely a 
better one than Charles Wesley's 'Christ, whose glory fills the 
skies' (EH 258), one of the hymns which the community has 
begun using, also at Lauds, on alternate weeks. It seems to me 
to come from a man who clearly knew the Latin Lauds hymns 
very well and must have meditated on them a good bit. Here we 
see our hope leading us forth into the Kingdom: 

Visit then this soul of mine, 
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 

Fill me, Radiancy Divine, ... 

God does this in ways which meet us exactly where we are, just 
as Jesus turned and looked towards Peter, at cock crow. 
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AFFIRMING THE FAITH-IN SINGING 

Dame Janet Baker Interviewed by 
The Revd. John Barton 

DAME JANET BAKER 

john Barton: Let us imagine a performance at Co/fvent Garden. 
The house lights have dimmed, the conductor raises his baton, 
the audience is silent, the overture begins, and we, the audience, 
wait for the spectacle to begin. We, the audience, have paid for 
our tickets. What is the price, Dame Janet, that you have paid for 
being there? 

Dame Janet: I think that's about the most interesting opening 
question I've ever been presented with. A very heavy price in 
terms of human qualities. People say, 'You can do it, you can 
get up there, you've been given the equipmene Yes, absolutely 
true. The raw material, the voice, has been handed to me on a 
plate. So it is assumed automatically that because you can do 
something then everything should be straightforward and easy. I 
suppose the parish vicar is also in the same position. He has his 
tools of the trade, he can speak, he has his score, the most 
marvellous score, perhaps, of all time. But the problems start 
there, don't they? The problem of communication-and we're 
all in the business of communication-then begins. 

The first price I have to pay is to remove myself from the 
scene of action, remove myself as a personality. Any com­
munication, of course, must go through personalities. One is a 
human being talking or singing to other human beings, therefore 
the total removal of the human element is never possible. But 
the attempt of the communicator to be a medium is of para­
mount importance. One is communicating the composer's 
message to the audience, to the other side of the stage, but in 
doing so the communicator must get out of the way himself so 
that the music or the message can get through. 

But the cost of the discipline you've had to use to develop your 
gift, the cost of being a public figure and having to be at your 
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vulnerable, and their path through life has been a very hard one. 
So, I suppose the greater you are, the greater your capacity for 
creativeness and sensitivity, so too is your capacity to suffer, 
really. 

Question from audience: You've given many of us great joy for 
many years; what work, to sing, has given you the greatest joy, 
and why? 

Again it's a question of association. Church music. I was brought 
up with church music; my first music was singing in the choir. 
Fischer-Dieskau was telling me that his experience was exactly 
the same. His first memories of music are of church music. 
For me, the great moments in music are in religious music, and 
my whole being responds then in a way that is different. It has 
an extra dimension. So I would say that the work that means 
the most to me as a total person is the St Matthew Passion. For 
me it expresses the total value of what I mean by being a 
musician. But I must also say that any piece of music I have to 
sing also has a feeling of sacredness about it, because I am ex­
pressing very deep human emotions and there is something 
sacred about those emotions too. Even in a completely secular 
work, you are still a human being, expressing human emotions 
to others, and you can't divide that from the holy either. But I 
couldn't live without the St Matthew Passion. 

Question from audience: It's been marvellous to associate you 
with the Elgar Anniversary celebrations. Some of us will have 
seen your television performance of Gerontius at the Three 
Choirs Festival. I wonder how much singing that particular 
work is a spiritual experience, how much you are caught up in 
the experience of performing-or is it a case of while all around 
are losing their heads, you've got to keep yours? 

Gerontius is a particularly dear work to me because, like the 
St Matthew Passion, it is a total expression of what I believe 
music and life is about. I've sung it so much, yet when I get up 
there, it is as though I haven't performed the work before. The 
Worcester performance recently was a tremendous case in point. 
I stood up in Worcester Cathedral that night and suddenly 
realized that I had changed since the last time I had sung the 
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world-and books. We couldn't do without any of these things. 
But the whole point of what I call communication is the 
moment. When that moment is coloured by former impressions 
or judgements, these things can be a screen and they can stop 
what is happening now from doing it's work on the person now. 
And that, I feel, is very sad. We want open minds and a clear 
passageway between the communicator and those communicated 
with. It must be at the moment. 

So the artist has done her preparation, the audience some home­
work. Is it just a matter of keeping those rules or is this moment 
of 'now' something mysterious as well? 

Very much so. All this is only groundwork. There is no such 
thing as a perfect performance or a perfect performer, and the 
moments that transcend all the basic work and preparation are 
indescribable. They are magic moments that we all hope for, 
but they are entirely out of everybody's control. 

Question from audience: Would you say that composers have to 
suffer in order to produce great music? 

This brings up the question of human suffering, doesn't it? What 
is suffering for one person is not for another. We're talking about 
a basic human condition. We all have our own sufferings, but 
mine may not be yours. We each have to tackle our own area. 
Of course great people suffer. I think composers, creative 
people, are in a particularly vulnerable position because they 
have to be more open to, more sensitive, more aware of the 
emotional area in any kind of creative work than the rest of us. 
I would think that what makes a creative person suffer would 
be almost any moment of life, which might not affect the rest 
of us in quite the same way. Because they are vulnerable, their 
lives must be full of suffering in ways that are painful to them. 
All our lives are like this. We all have to suffer in our own way: 
unfortunately, in my case, the things I learned seemed to come 
from the kick in the pants, not from the glorious moments­
they seemed always to be from the hard bits! And the really 
creative people, those who produce something out of nothing, 
as opposed to the re-creative, which is my field, perhaps suffer 
especially. Those I've been privileged to know have been terribly 
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best night after night, what does this do to you as a person, 
physically, emotionally, mentally? 

It has been a sort of agony for most of my working life; a pain, 
a torture, and a torment. I look back over the years and I 
wonder why I could not have come to where I am now, sooner. 
Why didn't I know, say, as a young performer i1: the choru~ at 
Glyndebourne, the things I know now? But that 1s the quest10n 
of everybody's life, one grows up too late. You become adult 
too late, but in a way it's not too late. I don't regret the years 
that I have suffered. Performing, for me at least, has been great 
suffering because I had not learned early enough what to do 
about it. All my life I have had the sense of having a vocation. 
I think and hope and believe that I have entered the profession 
for the fight reasons, and the right reasons are, for me to use 
what I've been given in God's service for the pleasure of other 
human beings. That has always been my guiding principle. 
But until very recently I have not connected that sense of 
vocation with what I now believe is a source of joy and pleasure 
and life enhancement for myself. I have felt music as a duty and 
the giving of my gift as a duty, and that's right. But in the 
process I'd forgotten that God gave this gift to me, first and 
foremost. He gave it to me. To discover a gift to oneself is like 
opening an unexpected Christmas present: 'How marvellous 
that this should be given to me!' -God's gift to me, to make me 
a whole and happy human being. To share that joy with other 
people is right and good, but I think I have been mistaken to 
think only of giving that joy to others. If I had grown up or 
grown into this feeling of the joy for myself first of all, then 
overflowing in that joy to other people, I might have spared 
myself some of the agony of forcing myself, all those years, to 
get up in a public place and perform. Performing might have 
been more of a joy for myself. 

You have said that you loathe baring your soul in public. Is 
that because every role has to be played out with your own 
emotion or is there a kind of professionalism that enables you 
to just walk off the stage and say, 'Well, another job done'? 

Not in my case. Being a professional singer doesn't give one leave 
to do that. I hope I am truly professional in the sense that when 
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I am ill or I don't really want to go on I can still do so and 
maintain a certain standard. That is what one's training and 
one's intellectual disciplines provide. I believe I've always been 
able to do that. But for me, communication begins when one 
takes this step in faith and says to the audience in spirit, here 
am I as a performer. You're going to hear the composer's ideas 
through this human fallible machine. And in order to do that, I 
have to be as open and as honest as I possibly can. I have to try 
and get out of the way and be a transparency. But at the same 
time there has to be some extraordinary sort of soul-searching 
so that what I am giving people is basically honest, basically 
sincere, and is, in fact, using the raw material of my own 
emotional scene in order to float the composer's wishes on 
that. That is where the whole agony is. You stand in front of 
three thousand total strangers and say to them, well this is what 
you've got tonight. The music is coming through me. This is 
what I am and with all its faults and failings, this is the vehicle 
through whom you are going to get the music. 

My struggle has been not to be able to allow myself to be a 
fallible human being. I've always wanted to be a perfect one. 
Where one falls in this terrible struggle to be a good vehicle, is in 
the knowledge that the preparation can never be good enough; 
you are always going to be fallible. As you get older, I think the 
ability to forgive yourself for being fallible becomes more pos­
sible. This is, I suppose, the fact and grace of growing into an 
adult human being-that you don't expect yourself to be perfect! 
But I wish that had happened in my life a little bit sooner. 

But had you learned this earlier, without the long agony, would 
you have grown in the same way, achieved such greatness? 

That's a very interesting question and I ask it of myself­
would I? Perhaps the growing years have to be like this. One 
must not regret anything that happens to one as a human being, 
but use it and build upon it. Those years probably were neces­
sary in my case because my attitude towards music and life in 
general has changed so much in the past two years since I 
stopped opera and that tremendous pressure has been removed. 
There are now wider gaps between the things that I do and my 
life is much more peaceful. I've begun to discover 'ordinary' life 
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in a way that's never before been possible. One has always just 
gone from one thing to the next, always picking up a new score, 
always learning the new recital programme, going to a new place. 
The ordinary life-which to me is so extraordinary and so mar­
vellous-is a new discovery. Had I been so interested earlier on 
in the wider interests I now have, perhaps I would not have 
been so concerned in serving the world musically. So I must not 
regret any of those years. 

I remarked earlier that the audience had paid for their tickets. 
Do you feel that they have another responsibility, that they 
have an obligation beyond just sitting there? What to be an 
audience do we have to do? 

First of all, I think an audience must want to be there. They 
must come to listen because they feel a need for music, for what 
music does to the heart and soul. You'd be surprised how many 
audiences feel quite differently. A lot of audiences come because 
it's the thing do do. [We understand that, Dame Janet!] So the 
first thing is to want to be there. Then, from the purely intel­
lectual aspect of their own enjoyment, to have done a certain 
amount of homework beforehand. If you go to an opera that 
you don't know, for instance, you can't sit in front of a stage all 
night and expect to get quite a lot from a performance if you 
have done absolutely no advance work to prepare yourself for it. 
There are all kinds of things you can do. You can buy a score, 
you can play it through yourself, you can buy a record and 
listen to it. Some sort of background is necessary in order to 
make the experience of listening tremendously joyful and bene­
ficial. Most of all, I think it is essential to forget any performance 
of the same work that you have perhaps heard before. One is so 
influenced by 'firsts'-the first time you see a Rembrandt, or 
the first time you see a Shakespeare play, or the first time you 
hear a Verdi opera. It's marvellous to remember and treasure 
such good moments, of course. They are going to colour your 
whole life. But if they colour your judgement so that each time 
you see the same Verdi opera or you listen to the Matthew 
Passion you think, well, it's not what it was ten years ago, then 
you are not seeing and hearing what is happening now. 

Music for me is now. Records have a marvellous place in the 
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I am ill or I don't really want to go on I can still do so and 
maintain a certain standard. That is what one's training and 
one's intellectual disciplines provide. I believe I've always been 
able to do that. But for me, communication begins when one 
takes this step in faith and says to the audience in spirit, here 
am I as a performer. You're going to hear the composer's ideas 
through this human fallible machine. And in order to do that, I 
have to be as open and as honest as I possibly can. I have to try 
and get out of the way and be a transparency. But at the same 
time there has to be some extraordinary sort of soul-searching 
so that what I am giving people is basically honest, basically 
sincere, and is, in fact, using the raw material of my own 
emotional scene in order to float the composer's wishes on 
that. That is where the whole agony is. You stand in front of 
three thousand total strangers and say to them, well this is what 
you've got tonight. The music is coming through me. This is 
what I am and with all its faults and failings, this is the vehicle 
through whom you are going to get the music. 

My struggle has been not to be able to allow myself to be a 
fallible human being. I've always wanted to be a perfect one. 
Where one falls in this terrible struggle to be a good vehicle, is in 
the knowledge that the preparation can never be good enough; 
you are always going to be fallible. As you get older, I think the 
ability to forgive yourself for being fallible becomes more pos­
sible. This is, I suppose, the fact and grace of growing into an 
adult human being-that you don't expect yourself to be perfect! 
But I wish that had happened in my life a little bit sooner. 

But had you learned this earlier, without the long agony, would 
you have grown in the same way, achieved such greatness? 

That's a very interesting question and I ask it of myself­
would I? Perhaps the growing years have to be like this. One 
must not regret anything that happens to one as a human being, 
but use it and build upon it. Those years probably were neces­
sary in my case because my attitude towards music and life in 
general has changed so much in the past two years since I 
stopped opera and that tremendous pressure has been removed. 
There are now wider gaps between the things that I do and my 
life is much more peaceful. I've begun to discover 'ordinary' life 
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in a way that's never before been possible. One has always just 
gone from one thing to the next, always picking up a new score, 
always learning the new recital programme, going to a new place. 
The ordinary life-which to me is so extraordinary and so mar­
vellous-is a new discovery. Had I been so interested earlier on 
in the wider interests I now have, perhaps I would not have 
been so concerned in serving the world musically. So I must not 
regret any of those years. 

I remarked earlier that the audience had paid for their tickets. 
Do you feel that they have another responsibility, that they 
have an obligation beyond just sitting there? What to be an 
audience do we have to do? 

First of all, I think an audience must want to be there. They 
must come to listen because they feel a need for music, for what 
music does to the heart and soul. You'd be surprised how many 
audiences feel quite differently. A lot of audiences come because 
it's the thing do do. [We understand that, Dame Janet!] So the 
first thing is to want to be there. Then, from the purely intel­
lectual aspect of their own enjoyment, to have done a certain 
amount of homework beforehand. If you go to an opera that 
you don't know, for instance, you can't sit in front of a stage all 
night and expect to get quite a lot from a performance if you 
have done absolutely no advance work to prepare yourself for it. 
There are all kinds of things you can do. You can buy a score, 
you can play it through yourself, you can buy a record and 
listen to it. Some sort of background is necessary in order to 
make the experience of listening tremendously joyful and bene­
ficial. Most of all, I think it is essential to forget any performance 
of the same work that you have perhaps heard before. One is so 
influenced by 'firsts'-the first time you see a Rembrandt, or 
the first time you see a Shakespeare play, or the first time you 
hear a Verdi opera. It's marvellous to remember and treasure 
such good moments, of course. They are going to colour your 
whole life. But if they colour your judgement so that each time 
you see the same Verdi opera or you listen to the Matthew 
Passion you think, well, it's not what it was ten years ago, then 
you are not seeing and hearing what is happening now. 

Music for me is now. Records have a marvellous place in the 
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world-and books. We couldn't do without any of these things. 
But the whole point of what I call communication is the 
moment. When that moment is coloured by former impressions 
or judgements, these things can be a screen and they can stop 
what is happening now from doing it's work on the person now. 
And that, I feel, is very sad. We want open minds and a clear 
passageway between the communicator and those communicated 
with. It must be at the moment. 

So the artist has done her preparation, the audience some home­
work. Is it just a matter of keeping those rules or is this moment 
of 'now' something mysterious as well? 

Very much so. All this is only groundwork. There is no such 
thing as a perfect performance or a perfect performer, and the 
moments that transcend all the basic work and preparation are 
indescribable. They are magic moments that we all hope for, 
but they are entirely out of everybody's control. 

Question from audience: Would you say that composers have to 
suffer in order to produce great music? 

This brings up the question of human suffering, doesn't it? What 
is suffering for one person is not for another. We're talking about 
a basic human condition. We all have our own sufferings, but 
mine may not be yours. We each have to tackle our own area. 
Of course great people suffer. I think composers, creative 
people, are in a particularly vulnerable position because they 
have to be more open to, more sensitive, more aware of the 
emotional area in any kind of creative work than the rest of us. 
I would think that what makes a creative person suffer would 
be almost any moment of life, which might not affect the rest 
of us in quite the same way. Because they are vulnerable, their 
lives must be full of suffering in ways that are painful to them. 
All our lives are like this. We all have to suffer in our own way: 
unfortunately, in my case, the things I learned seemed to come 
from the kick in the pants, not from the glorious moments­
they seemed always to be from the hard bits! And the really 
creative people, those who produce something out of nothing, 
as opposed to the re-creative, which is my field, perhaps suffer 
especially. Those I've been privileged to know have been terribly 
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best night after night, what does this do to you as a person, 
physically, emotionally, mentally? 

It has been a sort of agony for most of my working life; a pain, 
a torture, and a torment. I look back over the years and I 
wonder why I could not have come to where I am now, sooner. 
Why didn't I know, say, as a young performer i1: the choru~ at 
Glyndebourne, the things I know now? But that 1s the quest10n 
of everybody's life, one grows up too late. You become adult 
too late, but in a way it's not too late. I don't regret the years 
that I have suffered. Performing, for me at least, has been great 
suffering because I had not learned early enough what to do 
about it. All my life I have had the sense of having a vocation. 
I think and hope and believe that I have entered the profession 
for the fight reasons, and the right reasons are, for me to use 
what I've been given in God's service for the pleasure of other 
human beings. That has always been my guiding principle. 
But until very recently I have not connected that sense of 
vocation with what I now believe is a source of joy and pleasure 
and life enhancement for myself. I have felt music as a duty and 
the giving of my gift as a duty, and that's right. But in the 
process I'd forgotten that God gave this gift to me, first and 
foremost. He gave it to me. To discover a gift to oneself is like 
opening an unexpected Christmas present: 'How marvellous 
that this should be given to me!' -God's gift to me, to make me 
a whole and happy human being. To share that joy with other 
people is right and good, but I think I have been mistaken to 
think only of giving that joy to others. If I had grown up or 
grown into this feeling of the joy for myself first of all, then 
overflowing in that joy to other people, I might have spared 
myself some of the agony of forcing myself, all those years, to 
get up in a public place and perform. Performing might have 
been more of a joy for myself. 

You have said that you loathe baring your soul in public. Is 
that because every role has to be played out with your own 
emotion or is there a kind of professionalism that enables you 
to just walk off the stage and say, 'Well, another job done'? 

Not in my case. Being a professional singer doesn't give one leave 
to do that. I hope I am truly professional in the sense that when 
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AFFIRMING THE FAITH-IN SINGING 

Dame Janet Baker Interviewed by 
The Revd. John Barton 

DAME JANET BAKER 

john Barton: Let us imagine a performance at Co/fvent Garden. 
The house lights have dimmed, the conductor raises his baton, 
the audience is silent, the overture begins, and we, the audience, 
wait for the spectacle to begin. We, the audience, have paid for 
our tickets. What is the price, Dame Janet, that you have paid for 
being there? 

Dame Janet: I think that's about the most interesting opening 
question I've ever been presented with. A very heavy price in 
terms of human qualities. People say, 'You can do it, you can 
get up there, you've been given the equipmene Yes, absolutely 
true. The raw material, the voice, has been handed to me on a 
plate. So it is assumed automatically that because you can do 
something then everything should be straightforward and easy. I 
suppose the parish vicar is also in the same position. He has his 
tools of the trade, he can speak, he has his score, the most 
marvellous score, perhaps, of all time. But the problems start 
there, don't they? The problem of communication-and we're 
all in the business of communication-then begins. 

The first price I have to pay is to remove myself from the 
scene of action, remove myself as a personality. Any com­
munication, of course, must go through personalities. One is a 
human being talking or singing to other human beings, therefore 
the total removal of the human element is never possible. But 
the attempt of the communicator to be a medium is of para­
mount importance. One is communicating the composer's 
message to the audience, to the other side of the stage, but in 
doing so the communicator must get out of the way himself so 
that the music or the message can get through. 

But the cost of the discipline you've had to use to develop your 
gift, the cost of being a public figure and having to be at your 
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vulnerable, and their path through life has been a very hard one. 
So, I suppose the greater you are, the greater your capacity for 
creativeness and sensitivity, so too is your capacity to suffer, 
really. 

Question from audience: You've given many of us great joy for 
many years; what work, to sing, has given you the greatest joy, 
and why? 

Again it's a question of association. Church music. I was brought 
up with church music; my first music was singing in the choir. 
Fischer-Dieskau was telling me that his experience was exactly 
the same. His first memories of music are of church music. 
For me, the great moments in music are in religious music, and 
my whole being responds then in a way that is different. It has 
an extra dimension. So I would say that the work that means 
the most to me as a total person is the St Matthew Passion. For 
me it expresses the total value of what I mean by being a 
musician. But I must also say that any piece of music I have to 
sing also has a feeling of sacredness about it, because I am ex­
pressing very deep human emotions and there is something 
sacred about those emotions too. Even in a completely secular 
work, you are still a human being, expressing human emotions 
to others, and you can't divide that from the holy either. But I 
couldn't live without the St Matthew Passion. 

Question from audience: It's been marvellous to associate you 
with the Elgar Anniversary celebrations. Some of us will have 
seen your television performance of Gerontius at the Three 
Choirs Festival. I wonder how much singing that particular 
work is a spiritual experience, how much you are caught up in 
the experience of performing-or is it a case of while all around 
are losing their heads, you've got to keep yours? 

Gerontius is a particularly dear work to me because, like the 
St Matthew Passion, it is a total expression of what I believe 
music and life is about. I've sung it so much, yet when I get up 
there, it is as though I haven't performed the work before. The 
Worcester performance recently was a tremendous case in point. 
I stood up in Worcester Cathedral that night and suddenly 
realized that I had changed since the last time I had sung the 
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piece. I had learnt things; I had discovered things; I had lived a 
bit more. In a way it was as if I had never sung the work before. 
The building, of course, is also a tremendous factor. Singing 
religious music in a church, or any music in a church, is very 
special for me because the building, like the people, speaks 
to me and adds something indefinable but very real. I try 
to keep myself open to this feeling as well as to what I have 
learnt between performances. Something always comes to me, 
something I understand that I hadn't understood before-and 
it certainly did that night. The act of communication itself 
teaches me. 

In a performance I am totally concentrated but there is an 
area which is also standing aside and watching. I am deeply in­
volved emotionally, of course. When I am studying a work at 
home I often get completely overcome by the emotions of, say, 
a Schubert song, or something I am reworking at the piano, and 
I start to cry. Then I think, well that's fine; I have to feel deeply 
about it. Good! I'm not blase about this piece yet. I can still 
perform it in public because I can still feel very deeply about it. 
Now, if I were to stand up to perform at a moment like that 
and begin to cry, I would not be able to sing because the crying 
uses the equipment I need to be able to speak or sing. I am 
useless as a communicator if my equipment is faulty because of 
emotional upheaval. My own private emotional upheaval has to 
be there at some point, but then it sinks to a deeper level, 
somehow. And when I'm serving the score, this quality of 
balance or poise or equilibrium must have the upper hand so 
that you, the audience, will share in what I feel at this deep 
level without me being a shield because I am overcome by 
emotion. 

In your book [Full Circle, Penguin Books, 1984] you said that 
public adulation or the critics do not mean very much to you, 
but that the concern and appreciation of fellow artists matters 
enormously . ... I wonder if the special relationship with those 
you work with is something akin to what in the church we 
would call communion with others, or fellowship? 

I think that is absolutely true. One's colleagues are a group of 
people with the same ideal, we are fellow servants trying to 
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disembodied. When we look back into Scripture or into the real 
sources of the Christian tradition, it becomes clear that the light 
of God touches all our bodily senses. In the various rites of 
anointing, the Holy Spirit touches our feet, our hands, our ears, 
our smelling, our taste. All these senses are to be touched and 
opened and healed by God so that his true light may shine into 
our being at every level. God's universal grace touches us at 
every point and informs, indwells, our heart, our mind and our 
senses. His universal grace and glory open the way to repentance, 
which is not only a turning away from the past but an 
embracing of the future. 'Yes, I will greet you, day that is 
coming. I will embrace you and call you every beloved name.' 

'Hope revives'-hope which leads us forth into the Kingdom 
which is already here. In English hymnody we have many 
hymns about the coming of the morning. There is scarcely a 
better one than Charles Wesley's 'Christ, whose glory fills the 
skies' (EH 258), one of the hymns which the community has 
begun using, also at Lauds, on alternate weeks. It seems to me 
to come from a man who clearly knew the Latin Lauds hymns 
very well and must have meditated on them a good bit. Here we 
see our hope leading us forth into the Kingdom: 

Visit then this soul of mine, 
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 

Fill me, Radiancy Divine, ... 

God does this in ways which meet us exactly where we are, just 
as Jesus turned and looked towards Peter, at cock crow. 
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running underneath all the time. Thanksgiving because repen­
tance is a response to the light in the eyes of Jesus when he 
looks on Peter, when he looks on us. 

'Now crows the cock, and hope revives.' This is not a hope 
based on illusion, but quite the reverse. It is hope that grows 
out of our acknowledgement of the reality of sin, of the deeper 
and greater reality of God as love, and of his creative power of 
forgiveness. 

GOD WITH US 

We have already hinted at the third theme which runs through 
the Lauds hymns. The new light and the new hope which come 
every morning from God, day by day, affect the whole person, 
our 'body-mind', to use the Zen phrase. The light 'illuminates 
the heart' and it 'clarifies our minds'. It enables us to see things 
clearly, to understand things which we did not understand 
before, to have an objective view of things so that our vision is 
no longer clouded by our own longings and desires and 
affections, and we can see what is actually there. 

This light also shines out into our senses. Christ shines into 
our life in many ways, and through the senses reaches the inner 
faculties of thought and feeling and intuition. God himself no 
one can see either with the eye or with the mind, because in his 
greatness God is totally beyond not only the physical vision of 
our eyes but the mental vision of our minds as well. But God 
can and does condescend to us, he does make himself appre­
hensible, knowable by the heart, and even by the mind, and 
even by the senses. He comes to us in all the sacraments of his 
love. And the whole world, if we understand it aright, is precisely 
a sacrament of his love so that we can see his glory, his energy, 
shining out in all things. All this is very much stressed in the 
Lauds hymns: on Sunday we recognize that Christ is the light 
which enlightens our senses; on Wednesday that he is present to 
our senses; on Thursday we pray that our tongue may not lie, 
that our hands may not fall into the ways of sin, that our bodies 
may be kept pure in the light, that we may walk in the light; on 
Friday we pray that he may dwell within our senses. 

I am emphasizing this because it strikingly counterbalances 
any temptation to let our life and our Christianity become 
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create a standard of something. We are all working towards the 
same point .... Also the fact that others in my profession know 
what I am and what I believe, what I take into my work 
situation, is important. As a senior member of the profession, 
my behaviour, my ideas, the way I react to other people, every­
thing about me is closely observed. I feel it is terribly important, 
especially when young people are about, to show them (if I can) 
that a soloist has responsibilities of a very particular kind not 
only towards the music, but towards a group of people. If I 
don't behave in what I consider to be the proper way, then 
people will think, 'Well, that's licence to kill! This is how prima 
donnas behave.' 

The general idea of a prima donna is most extraordinary! 
Most prima donnas are not at all like what one reads in 
magazines and the press. Once you enter the arena, you have to 
be responsible in every possible way, and I've always felt that to 
be a particular joy, actually. Of course, I can be as temper­
amental as the next, I hope for the right reasons, particularly 
when people are not doing their jobs!! I get very angry and it's 
not a pretty thing to see. I admit it, I'm not ashamed of it. But I 
do hope my colleagues know that I try to behave responsibly 
towards them. 

Music has been your life; books have been a passion. Which 
books? What do you read? 

I read ideas. The world of ideas to me has been my saving grace. 
First of all, the tradition, the church tradition in which I've 
been brought up. I can't begin to thank my parents enough for 
giving me, as a child, the particular structure on which to build 
my life. When I left home at the age of twenty that was the only 
thing I had to lean on, and by golly I leant on it! I'll never forget 
those years when my faith was really tested to a tremendous 
extent. The commitment I made to my profession was a direct 
result of that, and the hardships and poverty as a student would 
not have been bearable had there not been a more important 
reason than a career. Therefore, I have all these years been 
reading things that develop my faith. I am a Christian. I am 
trying to be a Christian with all that that involves. What that 
involves to me at this moment, and has all my life, is a discovery 
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of what other people are believing and thinking: what makes 
their faith and their belief work for them, and how I can share in 
that, or how I can explore those avenues in order to strengthen 
my own belief. 

Question from audience: Your interest in comparative religion 
has taken you into a meditation group. Can you tell us about 
that? 

Yes, I can. I think this is probably the most important and fas­
cinating aspect of my life at this moment. My mother died seven 
years ago and that was a very deeply traumatic and painful 
event. I don't believe that a life lived with any grain of faith is 
accidental. I believe every step of my own way has been in some 
sense guided, and seven years ago I met, I was introduced to, a 
number of people. Everything that I'd read on my own, on 
journeys all those years, had been a discovery of my own. I 
would sit in a church alone, say, at Easter in Chicago, and my 
whole experience of discovery in the faith was alone. Then 
suddenly at this moment in my life another door opened for me. 
I began to discover people with whom I could talk about the 
most deeply important things which I'd always kept inside. This 
was a tremendous moment in my life-that I could actually share 
with strangers a depth of communication which up till then had 
not been possible. The group I was introduced to (I suppose it 
would be labelled 'Sufi', although there are no labels for this 
sort of exploration) is a group of people who meet once or 
twice a week for what might be described as silent prayer. 

We meet in a house in North London, and we 'sit'. I suppose 
we all think about different things. I don't know what anybody 
else thinks about in meditation, it's a very special area, we all 
have our own ways of meditating. Mine is a Christian 
meditation. My dialogue is with the Christ symbol, the Christ 
figure which, through meditation, has become not just an 
outside figure but an inner one. I am beginning to join things up 
in a way that hadn't been possible before, and the very exciting 
thing is that I'm finding for the first time in my life that I can 
communicate with people not only as a musician, which is the 
only avenue I had ever thought I would be able to share, but in 
every aspect of ordinary everyday life as well. My religion is 
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the whole Church and the world, so also these Lauds hymns 
bring us together in something that is universal and specific: 
dawn comes every day, it comes to every living being on this 
planet earth, and yet, at the same moment, this universal 
experience becomes personal and specific. This is the moment 
in which Peter repents, a particular moment in the courtyard 
of the high priest's house in Jerusalem, on that spring morning 
in AD 31 or 3 2: Jesus turns and looks at Peter. And Peter weeps 
bitterly. 

In the Lauds hymns, sorrow and joy are linked repeatedly. 
The cock crows and hope revives because Peter's tears, which 
are tears of grief and pain and anguish are, at the same time, 
becoming tears of life and joy. This is charopoion penthos, 
sorrow which leads to joy. The gift of tears is a gift of life, not 
a sorrow or a remorse which shuts itself up in itself, but a 
sorrow, a repentance, which is drawn out of us by the fact 
that something, someone, has touched us from outside. Jesus 
has turned and looked and we have seen that he has looked. 
This is a sorrow which opens the way to hope. 

The cock crow reveals to us the ways in which we have 
betrayed the Lord, many times, in so many ways. We see our 
sin, we see our betrayal. But that vision is followed by a far 
greater vision of the Passion of the Love of God. So we live each 
day under the glance, under the eye, of Jesus who looks at us. 
His look does accuse us, but still more it pardons and forgives 
and brings life. This theme runs through all the hymns: the 
praise of God for the new light is linked with tears which, by 
the grace of God, liberate the heart and the mind from the 
paralysis of the human situation lived apart from God. The gift 
of tears is the breaking out of the springs of living water from 
the frozen ground of the heart. Now we are able to look at the 
sin of the world and our own sins with hope. The beginning of 
God's call is the call to repent, because the Kingdom of God is 
at hand. Repentance means knowledge of sin, sorrow for sin, 
turning from sin, but more than that, both before and after, it 
means accepting the Kingdom, entering the Kingdom, rejoicing 
in the Kingdom. When I was an undergraduate, I knew a very 
fine priest who said that in Confession there ought to be 
thanksgiving at the beginning, and a note of thanksgiving 
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To make an anthology of dawn pieces would be a wonderful 
thing to do, taking from different places and traditions ways of 
greeting the dawn. In Danish, for instance, there is a wonderful 
succession of hymns for the dawn from before the Reformation, 
from Thomas Kingo in the seventeenth century right down to 
our own time. There is an extraordinary hymn in the beginning 
of this century by a hymn writer called Jacob Knudsen where 
he is standing on the shore or coast on the far side of Jutland, 
looking east towards the sun rise over the sea. He breathes in 
the air, and praises God and says, 'I will embrace you now, day 
that is coming, I will call you every beloved name.' I sometimes 
think of this hymn on those days when I can't get myself out of 
bed because it expresses the other end of the spectrum, the joy 
of getting up! There is Jacob Knudsen standing on the seashore, 
looking out and seeing the sun coming up and seeing so much 
more:'in thy light, we see light'. This is not just a metaphor, 
the actual physical light is God-given and God-made, and it is 
the material created image, the symbol and sacrament of the 
uncreated light of God himself. 

God is light, he shines out through the light of day, he brings 
us back to life, he brings the whole creation back to life, by the 
rising of the sun. 'New every morning is the love/ Our waking 
and uprising prove.' There is a lot about the light from light, the 
uncreated light which is the Word of God, shining out into the 
created light in these Lauds hymns. As you ponder the actual 
phrases of these hymns, I think you will see how much we are 
given in them: we have the theology of redemption shining 
through a theology of creation. 

PETER'S TEARS 

The second great theme that runs through these hymns which 
announce the dawn, is the theme of the repentance of Peter. 
The cock crows and Peter remembers the words of Jesus, 
'before the cock crows you will deny me', and he goes out and 
weeps bitterly. In these hymns we see another characteristic of 
Christian faith and prayer and life, indeed we can say of human 
faith and prayer and life, that it is at once universal and specific. 
Just as our coming together day by day, hour by hour in the 
Divine Office unites us in ourselves, with each other and with 
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expressed not only in my professional commitment but in the 
whole of my life. I am beginning to discover that religion, 
one's Christian life, is a moment by moment experience: the 
meditation aspect of it I would describe as having a relationship 
with Christ within, in silence and in listening. Then when that 
moment of contemplation is over, you go out into the world 
again which is also a meditative and religious experience. Like 
night and day these moments belong together: one is like an in­
drawn breath, and the other is like an exhalation. Different areas 
of my life are beginning to join up and make a whole, which a 
again is a remarkable moment by moment discovery. Miraculous! 

How much has Jung influenced you? 

I read Jung many years ago and still do in an attempt to find an 
answer to what to do about the ten feet that separate the outside 
world from the centre of the platform. How to walk those ten 
steps from the green-room, how to survive that, and how to 
stand on the stage and function. We're all nervous, but my fear 
was something much more than that. Standing in the green­
room, all dressed up like a dog's breakfast, I'd ask myself in 
agony, 'What am I doing here, suffering like this, surely life isn't 
meant to be like this?' I read Jung in an attempt to find an 
answer to this terrible, terrible struggle that was going on in me. 
Maybe it's not possible to be without it if you have something 
to give. I don't have the answer. Jung didn't have it either! 

I mentioned Jung because I thought he might be your great 
apostle of human internal integration. But clearly for you it's 
been more a matter of meditation and relationship with God 
through Christ. 

Yes. Everything seems to lead me back there, perhaps because I 
was brought up as a Christian. I suppose a committed Buddhist 
would say the same for his faith. With all my reading, with all 
my exploration, I am brought back to the figure of Christ. He is 
the solid basis on which I was reared and I cannot tum my back 
on that. And I don't need to. Whenever I have discovered some­
thing outside our own particular square box, I find that what is 
in the box is somehow illumined; it's there in a different way, 
perhaps, but the truth is still there. 
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You strongly believe in God's providence guiding you each 
moment. Have you also got a strong doctrine of rewards and 
punishments-that you get out of life what you put into it? 

It's probably one of my difficulties, to think that if I am 'good', 
I shall be a good singer, or if I do 'this' I shall give a good per­
formance. It doesn't work out that way. I've really been up a 
gum tree there! I'm not so concerned now with rewards and 
punishments. I am much more ready to think of myself both as 
a _fa!lible h1:1man being and as a fallible musician. This is a very 
difficult thmg to accept because one wants so badly to give the 
composer one's all. Well, my all includes the fear and the 
nerves-everything. I have to accept that and I'm beginning to 
do so. 

What is emerging and is so marvellous is the feeling of being 
wholly loved. I suppose when I lost my mother I lost that 
feeling. I have marvellous other loves-my husband, my father, 
very special friends-so I'm not short of love by any means. My 
mother's love was always very important to me and it was 
removed, so I suppose I was searching for a substitute. Now I'm 
beginning to realize there is no love in the outside world which 
can _provide you wi_th the sense of being totally loved except the 
Chnst love. There is no other base on which you can walk for­
w~rd ~n~o the dar~. :8ut it's a relatively new thing to discover 
this divme love withm, love which sees you at every moment, 
every second of the day, and which accepts you as you are. I 
now have so much more confidence in myself as a person and as 
a performer because I feel totally loved within. And because I 
am beginning to learn to love myself as I am, I hope very much 
I am beginning to love my neighbour. I think, for me, it has to 
work in that direction. 

Question from audience: It's quite clear that your main aim 
when singing, is to give your audience enjoyment. Could you 
define enjoyment in singing terms? 

Enjoy~ent for me means the absence of the agony, the absence 
of self-Judgement beyond a certain point. I know when I sing 
well and when I don't. I know when my voice is behaving right 
as a mechanical box. As I grow older, I have less control over 
that. My body is asserting it's own authority and I have to come 
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for them so that they never, or scarcely ever, see the dawn. 
Living in a town, getting up at the time people conventionally 
get up, one never sees the dawn at all. Dawns are not always 
beautiful, but even when they are grey and gradual, there is 
something astonishing about them. Some people get up to see 
the dawn. As I am sure many of you know, Fr Hugh Maycock 
in his Canterbury days, and sometimes when he was chaplain at 
Burwash too, used to get up and drive as far as the seaside at 
about four o'clock on a summer morning just to see the dawn. 

To wait for the dawn and to rejoice in the coming of light is 
one of the most ancient things that we can do. It goes back 
thousands and millions of years. The whole created world shares 
this experience. The birds wake up and start to sing-the dawn 
chorus, an extraordinary phenomenon-and those who know 
a_bout animals will tell you about how they too, wake up in 
time for the dawn. Jung in his autobiography,Memories, Dreams, 
Reflections, describes such a dawn when he was in East Africa 
in the 1920's: 

I formed the habit of taking my camp stool and sitting under an 
umbrella acacia just before dawn. Before me, at the bottom of the little 
valley, lay a dark, almost black-green strip of jungle, with the rim of the 
plateau on the opposite side of the valley towering above it. At first, 
the contrasts between light and darkness would be extremely sharp. 
Then objects would assume contour and emerge into the light which 
seemed to fill the valley with a compact brightness. The horizon above 
became radiantly white. Gradually the swelling light seemed to 
penetrate into the very structure of objects, which became illuminated 
from within until at last they shone translucently, like bits of coloured 
glass. Everything turned to flaming crystal. The cry of the bell bird rang 
round the horizon. At such moments I felt as if I were inside a temple. 
It was the most sacred hour of the day. I drank in this glory with 
insatiable delight, or rather, in a timeless ecstasy. 

Near my observation point was a high cliff inhabited by big baboons. 
Every morning they sat quietly, almost motionless, on the ridge of the 
cliff facing the sun, whereas throughout the rest of the day they ranged 
noisily through the forest, screeching and chattering. Like me, they 
seemed to be waiting for the sunrise. They reminded me of the great 
baboons of the temple of Abu Simbel in Egypt, which perform the 
gesture of adoration. They tell the same story: for untold ages men have 
worshipped the great god who redeems the world by rising out of the 
darkness as a radiant light in the heavens. 
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LIGHT AFTER DARKNESS 

There are three great themes that come in these hymns. The 
first, and obviously the simplest theme is that of the cock crow 
announcing the coming of light, the coming of day. Light 
returns after darkness, and this in itself is extremely good. The 
Sunday hymn tells of all the good consequences of the coming 
of the light: sailors find their way home, burglars put their guns 
away. (It actually says 'the robber sheathes his sword'-I am 
particularly fascinated about that. It seems to say that it is 
better that people involved in conflict and armed robbery at 
least stop it for the time being, as it's a dangerous thing to do. 
Apparently St Ambrose, or whoever wrote the hymn, did not 
despise even very small improvements in human conduct.) Talk 
of God's providence touches everybody, good and bad. He 
makes the sun to rise on the just and unjust, which seems to me 
very important. In most of the Christian world there is a strong 
feeling that God is a Christian and, amongst ourselves, an 
Anglican, a good moderate Catholic Anglican. Our kind. Ten or 
fifteen years ago, in his book True Resurrection, Harry Williams 
suggested that the Resurrection of Christ touches everybody, 
not just good people, or religious people, but everybody. People 
thought that this idea was astonishing and shocking, but it is 
exactly what the Bible says, exactly what the Church's tradition 
says. Somehow we have made religion very religious. God isn't 
religious, thank heavens, he is concerned about everybody. 

'Colour comes back to things' is a literal translation of a line 
from the Wednesday hymn, a wonderful, very simple statement 
of the way in which, when light comes, what was black and 
white returns to its true colour, and a statement of the way in 
which a landscape changes when the sun rises. When the sun 
comes, it really illuminates each object, whatever it may be, 
even the washing hanging on the line. It illuminates everything 
at every level because the sun really is the way in which God's 
grace shines upon us. All these very diverse things are happening, 
light is coming back, colour is coming back, sailors are finding 
their way home, the burglars are stopping burgling, and even the 
Church's rock melts into tears. We will come back to that. 

One of the most sinister facts of our civilization is that most 
people organize their lives, or better, have their lives organized 
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to terms with that. It's not very enjoyable on days when the 
voice is not working as perfectly as I think it should. So the fact 
that my instrument is working well is a source of joy to me. 

As I said at the start, I've so wanted other people to enjoy 
my God-given gift that I've not been sharing in it myself. It was 
a revelation when a friend pointed out that the gift is given to 
me to enjoy first of all. And as I use it, I feel it is a grace, and a 
healing, and a whaling process. The marvellous thing about life 
now is that I am sharing the enjoyment. I'm no longer afraid to 
be myself out there; and this is so world-shattering to me, 
compared to the way I felt before that it affects every area of 
my life. So my enjoyment, my joy is in this absence of fear. 
I love it when people enjoy what I'm doing but that's not really 
my concern. The real joy is in the absence of things which stop 
the music from flowing through me. 

This interview, given at the Canterbury Diocesan Conference 'Firm in 
Faith' at the University of Sussex in September 1984, was brought to the 
notice of our Sisters at Bede House through reports from several local 
clergy and visitors who had heard it with joy. We are most grateful to 
Dame Janet and the Bishop of Maidstone, on behalf of the Diocese of 
Canterbury, for permission to print this edited version. 
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BOOKS 

THE OXFORD BOOK OF PRAYER, General Editor, George 
Appleton. Oxford University Press, 1985. £10.00 
ISBN 0-19-213222-9. 

There is no doubt that the Oxford Book of Prayer, the latest 
volume in the 'Oxford Books' series, will arouse widespread 
interest. Edited by Bishop Appleton and prepared by a 
committee, the book contains hundreds of prayers taken from 
various Christian and non-Christian sources. In his Introduction, 
Bishop Appleton explains the priori~ies by '-".'~ich the i:rayers 
were chosen as 'first ... the recognit10n of spmtual quality ... 
next, the recognition of literary quality ... and thirdly, ... does 
the prayer ring true?' (pp. ix-x). With such aims in min_d, it is n_o 
surprise that the book should be of the excellent quality that 1t 

is. It is a book which is in its physical appearance worthy of the 
discreet and authentic tradition which has produced its content. 

It is in fact not one book but several. There is first a short 
'book'' of 'pra~ers of adoration' taken from many traditions,­
Christian, Hindu, ancient Egyptian, Zoroastrian, etc. It is 
perhaps simpler to see the next section as a separate 'book' 
rather than a continuation of the first; it contains passages from 
the Scriptures. This time instead of a theme, the prayers are 
arranged according to the person saying them, i.e. 'Pat:iarchs, 
Kings, Prophets, Psalmists', and covers as wide a variety_ of 
themes as the Bible. This change of focus could be confusmg; 
the themes presented in this section would, if they were to 
follow on from 'adoration', need to be sought out deliberately. 
The Revised Standard Version of the Bible has been used, and 
the selections from the Psalter are in the translation of Coverdale 
used in the 1662 Prayer Book, a choice which underlines the 
compilers' concern with literary excellence. 

The third 'book' is the central section of the whole and com­
bines wonderfully a fine judgement of style with a humble and 
sensitive understanding of content. It has been given a firm 
framework by placing these 'personal and occasional' prayers 
of Christians within the headings of the Lord's Prayer, the 
paradigm prayer for Christians, so that this 'book' has a cohesion 
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AND HOPE REVIVES 

A.M.ALLCHIN 

When our Warden came to Fairacres in November last year to conduct the 
Community Retreat, from which this article is taken, he was delighted to 
find that we signal the seasonal change of hymns in the Office, by h~nging 
a banner in the cloister outside chapel. It shows the cock announcing the 
dawn stitched elegantly by Sister Christine in gold, silver, jet and scarlet 
on a dark green ground, and words from the traditional Sunday Lauds 
hymn 'Now crows the cock and hope revives'. 

I want to explore with you the meaning of the line shown with 
that magnificent image of the cock, 'Now crows the cock and 
hope revives', to explore the meaning of ~ome of the hymns we 
sing during the week at Lauds-hymns attributed to St Ambrose, 
some of which were actually written by him. They are very 
ancient. They reflect the understanding of Christian fa~th and 
prayer of the early centuries, an? thef are unquest10nably 
very fine. The Vespers hymns dealmg with the seve~ days of 
creation say significantly that the whole created order 1s part of 
God's plan, and that is an important thing to say. But the L_auds 
hymns go much further than that. They lead us to the heights 
of praise. . . . 

When you look at the original Latin, the style 1s very plam _and 
very simple. It reminds me of some of the modern translat101_1s 
of the psalms which we tend to dislike because the>": a~e so plam 
and simple. These little hymns must have had a s1m1lar effect 
upon the cultivated Romans who preferred the beauty and 
elaboration of classical Latin metres and suddenly here were 
these little songs in a style that corresponded to vari~us secular 
songs. For example, in our hymn for Monday, the Latin says: 

May faith be our drink, 
May we gladly [or joyfully] drink 
The sober exuberance of the Spirit. 

There is an extraordinary economy of words in the Latin 
although this is sometimes masked by various translations. Even 
so, the power and the meaning shine through. 
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Eternal Lord of night and day, 
Retaining all tbings in thy sway; 
Our times are varied by thy plan, 
To weary not the mind of man. 

Now crows the herald of the light 
Who kept his vigil through the night; 
Each passing hour his cry doth mark 
For tbose who journey through the dark. 

At this the early morning sun 
Earth's shroud of darkness has undone; 
At this the vagrant demon bands 
No longer rove in darkened lands. 

At this the sailor's fears are past, 
The ocean sinks to calm at last; 
He who was called the Church's Rock 
Weeps at the crowing of the cock. 

Come let us with fresh vigour rise, 
Awaking when our herald cries; 
Our drowsiness the cock will chide, 
His summons may not be denied. 

Now crows the cock and hope revives, 
While he who lay in sickness thrives, 
The robber's blade is sheathed again; 
Apostates now their faith regain. 

When weakness would our faith betray, 
Look thou on us and be our stay; 
Thy gaze gives strength when witness fails 
And for our penitence prevails. 

Shine thou as light within our heart, 
Bid torpor from our mind depart; 
With daybreak let us bring again, 
The praises that to thee pertain. 
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and form which is in itself a theology. The choice of quotation 
with which this section begins is an indication of the quality 
of the whole: 'For what is a prayer but (like life for Henry 
Vaughan "a quickness that my God hath kiss'd?" '(p.51). 

The fourth 'book' continues this same high quality of choice 
with another structure of equal value, this time the liturgical 
prayers of the Christian Church have been mined and their spoils 
arranged under the headings of the Apostles' Creed. This 
selection of prayers, taken from the corporate worship of 
Christians from many traditions, is presented for private 
meditation so that it may increase the devotion with which the 
corporate prayers are offered in their liturgical context. The 
headings, the choice, the translations used, and the structure of 
the whole form an excellent 'book' for this purpose. Perhaps 
two minor criticisms might be made. First, the inclusion of six 
versions of the Eucharistic prayer of the Church is excessive and 
tempts the person using these texts to indulge in comparative 
liturgics rather than prayer-a tendency increased by an appendix 
on the development of these texts. Secondly, in the section of 
the Creed 'I believe in the Communion of Saints, the Forgiveness 
of sins, the Resurrection of the body, and the Life everlasting' 
(pp. 248-256) there are only prayers for the dead and prayers in 
praise of the saints. These are a beautiful and moving selection; 
but what has been omitted is 'the forgiveness of sins', a theme 
of penitence and of mercy which, while central in Christian life 
and prayer, is underplayed throughout the whole book and here, 
alas, is entirely omitted. 

The fifth small 'book' is a collection of prayers called 'prayer 
as listening'. This is not, in fact, a section about silence, but a 
collection of 'words of God' spoken to those who have listened. 
It contains many gems, whether from Ann Griffiths or from 
Simone Weil, Kierkegaard or Julian of Norwich. 

The fifth 'book' presents a problem which is accentuated and 
taken into a different dimension by the sixth 'book', 'Prayers 
from other traditions of faith'. It is perhaps the fault of the title 
of the whole, which emphasizes 'prayer' rather than 'prayers' 
that one is always expecting teaching about prayer, either 
explicit or subliminal. The section of prayers for 'listening' is 
unambiguous in its own right,-these are words recording the 
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reaction of other people to the words of God, heard in the 
stillness of true listening. But the title 'prayer' leads us to expect 
something more like prayers and meditations that lead us 
towards silence and listening. 

In the sixth extensive 'book' there is again another question 
about how these prayers are meant to be used as 'prayer'. This 
is accentuated for me at any rate, by the suggestion put forward 
in the small introductory paragraph, that we all pray to the 
'Supreme Absolute' and experience 'Transcendent Reality' 
(p. 269). While there is clearly a great deal to be said for under­
standing (standing under, sub-stare) the non-Christian religions, 
I feel for myself that this is not best achieved by thinking that 
there is no distinctive prayer either for Christians or for other 
great and equally exclusive faiths, such as Islam. I am reminded 
of a passage by C.S. Lewis in That Hideous Strength when the 
heroine is beginning to understand the group of men and women 
who surround Ransome: 'they never talked about religion ... 
they talked about God. They had no picture in their minds of 
some mist streaming upwards, rather of strong, skilful hands 
thrust down to make and mend, perhaps even to destroy.' 

If I suggest that in this section, which could well be sub-titled 
'The prayers of mankind', the feeling of undifferentiated mist is 
more pervasive than the image of the 'strong, skilful hands', I 
would wish to underline that this is only a personal reaction and 
not an objective judgement. Many will find this collection of 
prayers from other religious traditions both helpful and illum­
inating. It is, I think, supposed by the compilers that those using 
the book (or 'books') will usually be Christians, and in this 
section it seems to me that certain of the prayers have been 
laundered for Christian use. Whether they would be of use to 
those belonging to other faiths remains a question. 

The final short 'book', 'Prayers towards the unity of mankind' 
is a continuation of the sixth 'book' and returns to a 'theme', as 
in the first and fifth books, so that we have adoration-listening­
unity. The prayers are taken from various faiths and the book 
closes with the praises of Psalm 150. There is an appendix for 
those interested in the development of the Eucharistic prayer in 
section four. There is a subject index, by which themes can be 
located from the whole collection; an index of authors and 
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and distractions. These are all part of the human situation, of 
which no part is to be despised. We can stand, or kneel, or move 
around, or complain to our God-somehow, while the time lasts, 
we can try and bring Brother Ass back to the path. That text, 
perhaps with its chant, which we thought was going to sing 
throughout our prayer will come in useful somewhere else. The 
'pupa stage' is essentially humbling and wingless. We must bear 
the image of the earthy until eventually we may wear that of 
the heavenly. 

For, with all our efforts and discipline, that is the gift of him 
who died and rose in a body like ours-one with the body our 
parents gave us, and their parents-back and back to the un­
recordable moment when man became a living soul. So in man­
kind the whole creation is summed. The first protozoans, the 
first macromolecules, the first crystals, the first inconceivable 
production of matter, space and duration-all that went to our 
making. And in us, and along with us, a new heaven and a new 
earth are to be raised-in Christ. 'It is I', he says, 'Be not afraid. 
All power is given unto me, in heaven and in earth. Handle me 
and see; a spirit has not flesh and bones as you see me have.' 

The first witnesses were afraid, and no wonder, for they'd 
placed the body in the grave, a pupa-like form swathed in linen 
bands and sticky spices. The guardian stone was very great, 

, three men would be needed to move it-and now the body was 
not there! Peter looking in, saw the collapsed grave clothes and 
failed to grasp their significance; but John, seeing as it were an 
empty pupa-case, saw what shall be and believed. 
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As everybody knows, the pupa was once a grub. The Holly 
Blue larva is of woodlouse shape, sap-green, slow. It clasps the 
flower buds of holly or ivy with dogged persistence, aided by its 
six short hooks of legs and its claspers farther back. It can see 
just a very little way, smell rather well within limits, that is to 
say, to distingush what is food for its jaws from anything else. 
It chumbles away at the soggy green stuff until it simply has to 
take a rest. When it gets too tight for its skin, it sheds it, four 
times, until it can eat no more and is ready to pupate. 

An earthbound creature indeed! But yet, before it was pupa 
or grub, it was an egg. The mother fixed each egg near a flower 
bud as she laid it, and just before she laid it, it was fertilized by 
a beautiful mechanism within her body. The egg is turban­
shaped, adorned with a sculptured pattern making a maze-like 
path to lead the male element unerringly to the minute central 
aperture in the egg where it will fuse with the waiting female 
element. In that completed egg is all the glory that shall be, all 
the glory proper to this one little sample of the myriad works of 
the Creator. 

The images and their application are obvious. Our baptism is 
the energy which bestows an eternal possibility upon the human 
soul. It is the one baptism for the remission of sins; and only by 
virtue of that can we dare to look for the resurrection of the 
dead and the life of the world to come. And the fact that our 
lives are so earthbound-they can be very caterpillar-like!­
makes for all the more glory as they are redeemed. Perhaps the 
spiritually minded need to remember that the most lowly aspects 
of humanity are material for that which shall be. 

And then for us all comes the sleeping stage, sooner or later. 
We are urged to try and anticipate that, at least to clear the 
ground and prepare for what God shall give through the prayer 
life. This could be compared to the grub laying down its pad of 
silk and girding itself, afterwards shedding its last skin to reveal 
the pupal form with those indications and rudiments of the 
future powers in eyes and wings. The medievals, anyway, might 
have seen all this as symbolic of corporate prayer and sacrament 
and the free prayer through which we aspire to God. The 
moderns may see in the rudimentary organs of the pupa our 
weakness, especially in free prayer afflicted by drowsiness, torpor 
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sources; and also a list of acknowledgements. It is worth noting 
here that the list of acknowledgements is not a comprehensive 
list by which one can locate the source and content of any 
prayer in particular. In fact, it could be misleading to try to do 
so. For instance, there is an acknowledgement on p. 383 to 
Anselm of Canterbury in the Penguin translation of his prayers, 
but the 'prayer of St Anselm' on p. 113 is a summary of certain 
themes in Anselm's 'Prayer for Friends', not a quotation. And 
while the second 'Anselm' prayer on p. 68 is, except for the first 
phrase, a direct quotation from the Proslogion, the short prayer 
which precedes it and which is equally attributed here to 
Anselm is a summary again of certain ideas loosely connected 
with Anselm, while the last phrase has no connection at all with 
his work or thought. Also, on pp. 147, a prayer is said to be 
from The Cloud of Unknowing (not, however to be found at all 
in the list of acknowledgements) but is, in fact, a 'prayer of 
Saint Denis' placed by the Cloud author at the beginning of his 
Deonise Hid Divinite; while another prayer attributed to The 
Cloud of Unknowing (pp. 65-66) is not to be found there and 
belongs rather to the tradition of Richard Rolle. Such instances 
are of importance not from pedantic considerations only, but 
because one of the uses of such a book as this could be to intro­
duce those who use it to the prayers quoted in their richer and 
fuller context. 

It is not often that such a rich collection of material for use 
in prayer is presented so attractively and also so inexpensively. 
Here are tried, authentic gateways into prayer, through which 
all who will can pass and 'go in and out and find pasture'. We 
need ways into prayer and the words of other men provide this; 
most of all, the great gateway for Christians is the Bible, but the 
words of those who have prayed before us can also provide this 
language of the heart for others, a process which still goes on, as 
can be seen here in the beautiful prayers from contemporaries 
which are included (e.g. pp. 8, 140, 148). Here then is a 'book' 
of prayers based on the Our Father (section three, pp. 49-175) 
and a 'book' of prayers from the liturgy based on the Creed 
(section four, pp. 175-257) with its appendix (pp. 375-381), 
both of which could stand as books in their own right. The 
'Prayers from other Traditions of Faith (section six, pp. 267-3 59) 
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together with the last section, 'Prayers towards the unity of 
mankind' (section seven, pp. 359-375) could well be a book on 
its own called 'Prayers of Mankind'. And in addition, there are 
the selections of prayers from Scripture (section two, pp. 19-45) 
and the two brief sections of prayers in themes of prayer, 
i.e. Adoration (section one, pp. 1-19) and Listening (section five, 
pp. 257-267), both of which present different aspects of prayer. 
My criticisms of this book are largely occasioned by its very 
richness, and I want there to conclude my recommendation of 
it by quoting another section of AS ong to David, by Christopher 
Smart, 1722-1771, which appears on p. 8-9: 

Praise above all-for praise prevails; 
Heap up the measure, load the scales, 

And good to goodness add; 
The Gen'rous soul her saviour aids. 
But peevish obloquy degrades; 

The Lord is great and glad. 

(The Religious Poetry of Christopher Smart. 
selected with an introduction by Marcus Walsh, 
Fyfield Books, Oxford, 1972, p. 63.) 

SISTER BENEDICTA SLG 

SEASONS OF THE SPIRIT, Readings through the Christian 
Year, selected by George Every, Richard Harries and Kallistos 
Ware. SPCK, 1984. £7.50. ISBN O 281 04111 3. 

The declared purpose of George Every, Richard Harries and 
Kallistos Ware in compiling this anthology is 'to show how time­
the sequence of days, months and seasons-can be taken up into 
Christ and so be sanctified and transfigured'. Readings drawn 
from all the centuries and every corner of the Church find their 
place not according to historical sequence, but according to the 
rhythm of the Church's year. 

The book divides into twelve chapters, one for each month, 
beginning with September. The first half of each chapter consists 
of texts which develop the month's particular theme. The associ-
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WHAT SHALL BE 

A homily given at Fairacres on Low Sunday 

FATHER BEAN SSJE 

As we have borne the image of the earthy, we shall also bear 
the image of the heavenly. (1 Cor. 15:49 AV) 

I look with delight at the silken pad and girdle of silk which 
fixes a tiny sample of 'what shall be' to the smooth dark green 
of last year's ivy leaf. I am looking at the pupa, the sleeping 
stage, of a Holly Blue butterfly. At present it's a dumpy brown 
object, less than half an inch long, in appearance much like 
some casual knob or swelling of the plant, or perhaps one of its 
fallen fruits. But looking closely we can see promise of what 
shall be, if all goes well. She-for this pupa is already of one or 
other sex-she has a head, of sorts; a chest and body not yet 
distinguished by the elegant gray fur and the slim waist that shall 
be. The head has eyes-two blind swellings; and a mouth­
scar-like rudiments. Between the future lips is an indication of a 
delicate coiled tongue, and on either side are marks for the 
sensitive feelers and the six neat legs. She is still far from perfect, 
though already vast internal changes occurred last autumn when 
she fell asleep. Other changes must occur, too, before she can 
rise in glory. Among these late changes will be those in her 
wings. She has them in outline, encased like the rest of her 
in a shell-like material, and pressed tightly to her sides. But 
soon, in less than a month from now, she will fly, with wings 
of radiant blue bordered with smoky grey. Her change will have 
come. 

This is not how I usually meditate on my butterflies. Their 
marvellous development from the egg, the evolutionary story 
which we are able to read so little of, their myriad variations of 
pattern on a few themes-all this tells of the supreme Artist 
delighting in his works down to the least detail. But the butterfly 
has always been seen as the fitting image of the soul and its 
heavenly destiny; and it is good to pause just here at this bright 
season. 
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this was especially evident in his approach to liturgy. Once, when 
I was fulminating about keeping the Paschal candle lit until 
Pentecost instead of extinguishing it at the Ascension, as had 
been done in times when people understood the mysteries of 
the faith better, he silenced me by expounding with firmness 
and eloquence the thinking behind the change, presenting a 
different but equally satisfactory symbolism. 

Fr Wood died on 1 June 1985, aged 83, in University College 
Hospital at 9 .00 a.m. within a few minutes of having received 
the last sacraments from the Father Superior of the Society of 
Saint John the Evangelist, of which he was an Oblate. He had 
been taken into hospital the evening before following a fall at 
Euston Station when he was returning from the Patronal Festival 
at St Mary's, Bourne Street. It was the end of a perfect day 
which had begun with his celebrating, in the chapel here, a Mass 
of Our Lady (The Visitation), followed by hearing confessions­
for which he had a special gift. One of his penitents happened 
to observe him depart, a distinguished figure, immaculate as 
always in clerical black, seeming on this occasion so transfigured 
that she wondered, 'Why have I never though Fr Wood handsome 
before?' Others who met him during the day were surprised by 
a sense of his being unusually happy. It was as though he knew 
that Someone was about to say to him, 'Good and faithful 
servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.' 
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SISTER EDMEE SLG 

Convent of St Mary and the Angels 

ation of March with Lent and November with Death and the 
Communion of Saints is obvious, but the links between Sep­
tember and the Creation, and October and the Human Person 
come as more of a surprise. The saints of each month are the 
subject of the readings in the second half of each chapter. One 
chapter will serve as an example of how the book works. 

July, centred on the Gifts of the Spirit, opens with three short 
extracts on the God-given nobility of the Church as a royal 
priesthood and a holy nation, taken from St Macarius, Alcuin 
and St Paulinus Nola. 'Let us hang upon the lips of the faithful', 
says the latter, 'for the Spirit of God breathes upon every one 
of them.' (Incidentally, there is a reference section at the back 
of the book that gives just enough information about the 
various writers.) Next in July comes a passage by Cardinal 
Suenens about the necessity of reflections on being a Christian 
and a lawyer. Agatha Christie, of all people, provides one of the 
most memorable extracts in the book. She describes how one of 
her teachers suddenly in the middle of a maths lesson spoke 
about being a Christian: 

'All of you, she said, 'every one of you-will pass through a time 
when you will face despair. If you never face despair, you will never 
have faced, or become, a Christian, or known a Christian life. To be a 
Christian you must face and accept the life that Christ faced and lived; 
you must enjoy things as he enjoyed things; be as happy as he was at 
the marriage at Cana, know the peace and happiness that it means to be 
in harmony with God and with God's will. But you must also know, as 
he did, what it means to be alone in the Garden of Gethsemane, to feel 
that all your friends have forsaken you, that those you love and trust 
have turned away from you, and that God himself has forsaken you. 
Hold on then to the belief that that is not the end. If you love, you will 
suffer, and if you do not love, you do not know the meaning of a 
Christian life.' She then returned to the problems of compound interest 
with her usual vigour, but it is odd that those few words, more than any 
sermon I have ever heard, remained with me, and years later they were 
to come back to me and give me hope at a time when despair had me in 
its grip (p. 201). 

There is something about the very clumsiness of this incident 
and description that rings unmistakably true. 

Still in July, a sermon by Samuel Johnson links courtesy with 
humility, and a passage by G.R. Dunstan parallels the gifts 
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and tasks of a singer with those of a priest, both articulating 
truths dormant in their listeners' hearts. Then Father Alexander 
Elchaninov declares of his vocation: 'Before I became a priest 
there was so much I had to be silent about, holding myself back. 
Priesthood, for me, means the possibility of speaking with a full 
voice.' The first part of the July chapter ends with a sombre 
passage from Rose Macaulay's Towers of Trebizond: 'I live now 
in two hells, for I have lost God and live also without love, or 
without the love I want, and I cannot get used to that either.' 

The many July saints honoured in the book include not only 
the well-known ones such as St Mary Magdalene, the subject of 
a poem by a Welsh poet, Saunders Lewis, and St Thomas the 
Apostle, but also less familiar ones, such as St Athanasius of 
Athos. It is the passage devoted to him that is my favourite in 
the whole book. A visit to Mount Athos is described: 

/\fl was still. 
This stillness, this silence, is everywhere, pervades all, is the very essence 
of the Holy Mountain. The distant sound of a motor boat serves only to 
punctuate the intensity of the quietness; a lizard's sudden rustling among 
dry leaves, a frog plopping into a fountain, are loud and startling sounds, 
but merely emphasize the immense stillness. Often as one walks over 
the great stretches of wild country which form much of this sacred 
ground, following paths where every stone breathes prayers, it is impos­
sible to hear a sound of any kind (p. 210). 

With so many riches in July alone, the cumulative effect of a 
whole year of readings can be imagined. 

Not all the extracts in Seasons of the Spirit are equally acces­
sible. Some of the more involved passages leave me behind, some 
of the liturgical fragments awaken no response. But nothing 
could detract from the immense encouragement offered by this 
book. I found myself in a wider space and among a larger 
company of saints than I could have imagined. 

CHRISTINE SELFE 
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tomb, in which he was interred at Brampton Cemetery, 'Last 
Vicar of St Paul's, Oxford, 1959-64'. Peter Harrington des­
scribed, in the funeral panegyric he gave at St Mary's, Bourne 
Street on 10 June, how they went together, at the time of the 
Oxford Movement celebrations two years ago, to visit the 
empty shell of St Paul's: 'We stood in the nave with dust and 
debris all around us on the hottest day of the decade, and 
Arthur stood a little apart- crying silently.' 

Such an anecdote is all the more moving because he was a very 
stiff person, both in manner and body, a fact from which he 
evidently suffered all his life as we gathered from a homily on 
the Missal theme that 'we may make good use of the gifts that 
God has given us'. In a merry mood he told us there had been in 
his school hymnal a hymn which began: 'God who created me/ 
Nimble and light of limb,/ In three elements free,/ To run, to 
ride, and to swim .. .' 'Whenever it was sung', he went on, 'I 
never joined in, for I was far from being "nimble and light of 
limb" and could do none of the things for which the hymn 
taught boys to thank God! Indeed, the whole hymn had a de­
pressing effect on me. But I think now that it might at least have 
made me ask myself what there was that I could do .. .' 

He asked himself to good effect and, until the end of his life, 
he always made himself do whatever he could do. That was, per­
haps, his secret, and the reason why he improved with age so 
that his last years were full and fruitful and filled with blessings. 

In 1966 he became Priest in Charge of St Francis's, Hammer­
field in Boxmoor, now part of the Hemel Hempstead complex, 
and it was then that he also became Chaplain to our Convent, a 
role he partially continued to fulfil after his retirement from 
St Francis's in 1975. That he retired in the parish was fortunate 
for us but might not have been for his successor. 'He could have 
made things extremely difficult for me,' Fr Harrington said in 
his panegyric, 'but he never once did. He was at all times dis­
creet and the complete professional.' 

But reserve, stiffness and discretion were all modified in him 
by_ a strong sense of humour and by his great kindliness as well 
as by an agility of mind which, contrary to the impression he 
gave, made of him a surprisingly modern man. He never looked 
back to 'the good old days' but was always in the present, and 
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A TRIBUTE TO ARTHUR WOOD, PRIEST 

IN HIS BOOK The Belief of Christendom, John Burnaby writes 
of a Roman Catholic theologian 'who said that a certain Anglican 
held all the same doctrines as he did himself, but for the irre­
levantreason that he believed them to be true'. Such an Anglican 
was Arthur Wood. The homilies he delivered to us Sunday by 
Sunday at the Convent of St Mary and the Angels, Boxmoor, 
were deeply pondered and carefully prepared expositions of 
Catholic doctrines, objective, yet imbued with his freely fought­
for belief in them. In the Boxmoor House Report, which was 
read at the Community's Annual Chapter three days before his 
death, we had written:'Fr Wood's homilies get better and better, 
and if they do not tickle the ears, it is hard to estimate our good 
fortune in having such sound doctrine presented to us week by 
week.' 

Arthur Edward Wood was born in Belgravia on 16 February 
1902, the only child of parents for whose sake he refrained 
from answering a call to the priesthood until after their death. 
For many years he worked in the antique jewellery department 
of Asprey's in Bond Street and became an authority on antique 
silver. During these years he was a server and finally Master of 
Ceremonies at St Stephen's, Gloucester Road, in its heyday 
under Eric Cheetham, with whom his natural reserve enabled 
him to remain on some sort of terms. When he was at last able 
to take steps towards the priesthood he went not to Fr Cheetham 
but to one of the churchwardens, T.S. Eliot, who, understanding 
the difficulty of approaching Fr Cheetham, readily agreed to 
sponsor him. 

Thus, in 1951, when he was nearly fifty, he went to St Ste­
phen's House, Oxford, where he came under the influence of 
Arthur Couratin, one of the most notable liturgists of the time. 
The two Arthurs, both born in the same year, and sharing the 
same absorbing interest in liturgy, remained lifelong friends. 
Fr Wood's first curacy was at St Paul's, Oxford, another church 
famous in the annals of Anglo-Catholicism, and in 1959 he re­
turned as incumbent-the last ever. What that meant to him was 
revealed when we saw that he had had engraved on the family 
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JERUSALEM COMMUNITY RULE OF LIFE. Forward by 
Carlo Carretta. Darton Longman and Todd, 1985. £3.95. 
ISBN 232 51582 4. 

There are many who, like myself, live, move and have their 
being amidst the bustle of the city, yet find in the monastic 
tradition well-springs of refreshment and inspiration. This book 
is the Rule of Life of the Jerusalem Fraternities, communities 
of women and men who follow their monastic vocation in the 
city. Solitaries, family members and lay fraternities also seek to 
live by the spirit of the Rule. 

In these pages, you will find a rich spirituality for our con­
temporary world quarried from ancient traditions of monastic 
life. The Rule draws on a wide range of sources, scriptural as 
well as spiritual writers down the ages. The Rules of St Benedict 
and St Basil are particularly influential. 

The three sections of the Rule address general themes such as 
love, prayer, work etc., as well as a second section which deals 
more specifically with the evangelical counsels of the monastic 
life. In the third section, 'Of Jerusalem', I found much wisdom 
and practical good sense which spoke to my condition: 

Like most city-dwellers who take the weekend off, do not be afraid 
to spend one day a week in the desert. Just as they have their holidays, 
take your retreat times ... Do not go to bed too late or get up too 
early. The city is tiring, but you have to endure. Find your own rhythm. 

(Section 13 3) 

In its form and style, the book has many resonances with 
the ancient monastic rules of Christian tradition, but it is also 
refreshingly realistic about modern urban life. The casualties of 
city life, the loneliness and the materialism which it generates 
are referred to. But despite the dehumanizing forces of the city, 
the Rule offers a positive view of its opportunities: 

It represents one of the privileged meeting-places between God and 
man ... God himself chose, built, saved and sanctified it. The best of 
man's intelligence, labour and faith has been put into it. Hence you can 
live in God's heart at the heart of the city because it is his dwelling 
place (p. 85). 

NICHOLAS DARBY 
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HEA VAN IN ORDINARY, Contemplative Prayer in Ordinary 
Life. Angela Ashwin. Mayhew McCrimmon, 1985. £1.95. 

'Religious experience is normal experience at full depth', a 
quotation found at the beginning of Chapter 3 5, sums up this 
little book, the heart of which is in its title. The author shares 
with us the results of her own struggle to find stillness in her 
busy life. Although she says that she is a beginner in all that she 
has written, those who feel that they too are at the beginning of 
their spiritual journey will find much that is helpful. 

There are some very practical guidelines in finding time for 
prayer. It is appropriate that I read the book on my daily train 
journey to London. My children are now young adults, but I 
remember clearly the demands on me when they were young, 
and also the feeling of chaos at times. You wonder if you will 
ever get to church, not to mention finding time for prayer. The 
author reminds us that we can love God wherever we are, and in 
whatever situation we find ourselves. God does not set us in 
families and then expect us to live contemplatively in the 
traditional sense of that word. Our effort to live prayerfully is 
in simply trying not to be overcome by the busyness of our 
lives. God gives us space to be with him, and we must pray to 
recognize that space when it comes. 

The illustrations throughout the book are apt and delightful, 
particularly those concerning children. The little boy enjoying 
the snow, and accepting the consequences of getting his trousers 
wet, seems to have his priorities right. Children do have a 'clear 
and uncluttered vision of life', and teach us a lot. 

I found it a helpful book in many ways, particularly the idea 
of a word friend, which I think could become a very personal 
way of reaching out to God in a busy day. It was reassuring 
to read such wise advice as 'we have to be patient with our­
selves ... if we keep trying, we are not failing', and 'it is a relief 
when we discover that God wants us first of all to be ourselves'. 

On the other hand, my criticism would be that there does 
seem to be too little about many aspects of a prayerful life. I 
would have liked the author to develop her guidelines more 
fully, and in greater depth, so that I could be led to my own 
reflections on her thoughts. As it was, I was sometimes left 
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Burwash to Boston Spa, and the Brethren of CSWG, Crawley 
Down, are looking after the Chaplaincy at Burwash in con­
junction with their new venture at St Patrick's parish, Hove. We 
are very grateful for the friendship and ministry of those who 
have been with us, and for those who are now at Bede House 
and Burwash. 

Fr Arthur Wood has been Chaplain of St Mary and the 
Angels, Boxmoor, since he came to be Priest-in-Charge of 
St Francis, Hammerfield in the nineteen sixties. He died suddenly 
after a fall on May 31st, and is sadly missed by the many friends 
he made locally before and after his retirement as well as by the 
Community. Sister Edmee and I were glad to be able to attend 
the beautiful and moving Requiem and funeral service held for 
him at St Mary's,Boume Street on June 10th. That very day we 
heard the news of the death of Fr Christopher Bryant SSJE and 
would wish to record SLG 's close connection with and affection 
for him over a period of many years. 

The Community has celebrated three important events 
recently: on June 12th the Convent of St Mary of Nazareth at 
Burwash was fifty years old, and the next issue of the Chronicle 
will do justice to that memorable occasion. On June 21st Sister 
Jane Antony of the Descent into Hell made her Profession in 
Life Vows, and on July 2nd Novice Esme Thomas was Clothed. 
It has been a special joy to have two of our American Oblate 
Sisters, Jean and Dorothy, with us for long visits; and we ask 
your prayers for Ernestine who hopes to come in October. 

A very happy day spent at Fairacres on July 12th with a 
number of our Priest friends and their families was an out­
ward and visible sign of the close bonds between SLG and all its 
associates which are a continuing source of great joy and support 
to the Community. 

MOTHERSLG 
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confrontation, we can glimpse the possibility of an expanded 
vision of truth where what we know now as negative, opposing 
tensions can be held together constructively. 

We inch towards this if we are aware of and positively affirm 
all that is good in life as we know it and refuse to be downed by 
what we read in the papers or see and hear on news bulletins. 
There is so much to be thankful for in creation and in all that is 
being done by so many to try to preserve and protect it, and to 
work for social and political justice. But the real slog for each 
one of us is the turning of our own hard heart towards the 
dangers of being possessed by God, away from the seeming safety 
of self-made security. 

Practically, this means being open to the unexpected. Auto­
matically we tend to assume that we cannot tolerate or be toler­
ated until we conform to each others' expectations; but if we 
risk the consequences ofliving together at close quarters because 
of a common commitment to an ideal (or a Person) beyond all 
concerned, we find the possibility of accepting and being 
accepted by each other as we are. 

I learned something of this during the sabbatical month I 
spent with the Columbanus Community of Reconciliation in 
Belfast. There I was made welcome and thoroughly at home 
among friends who gave me the opportunity to discover how 
much is lovely and pleasant in the city and its society. I had also 
a unique firsthand experience of ecumenism lived at a level of 
cost and courage which must surely be doing much for the 
coming of God's kingdom. Because the disciplines of the de­
nominations concerned are strictly adhered to, there can be no 
glossing over differences: but the freedom and affinity in which 
the members of the community live together mean that inherited 
assumptions and attitudes of mind are shown up, often painfully. 
It requires humour and a sense of proportion to hold to the 
vision of seeing light in the light of Christ, 'that the world may 
believe' which is the object of the Community. I am extremely 
grateful for the very happy time which I had there. 

Both Bede House and Burwash have changed chaplains since 
the last Chronicle appeared: Fr Brian McMurray has gone to be 
parish priest of Borden in Kent, and Fr Gerard SSM is Acting 
Chaplain at Bede House. Fr John Hampden has moved from 
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wanting more. 'What do we do about the infuriating jangle in 
our chatter-box brains?' This must be a continuing difficulty for 
many people in whatever way they pray. 

We do not choose the contemplative life of prayer; that is 
something God does with us when he draws us to himself. We 
can only prepare ourselves for it in the way we order our lives, 
and Heaven in Ordinary helps us to do this. The quotation 
by Mother Mary Clare the beginning of Chapter 2 makes clear 
where we must begin: 'The first lesson we have to learn about 
prayer ... is that it is God's activity in us and not a self-activated 
process of our own.' 

NEW FAIRACRES PUBLICATION 

GENTLENESS IN JOHN OF THE CROSS by Thomas Kane. 
SLG Press 1985 (Fairacres Publication 92). Price 75 pence. 

HAZEL EYLES 

St John of the Cross tells us how God leads us from violence to gentleness­
'until we are gentle enough to experience the awesome gentleness of the 
inner life of God'. If we read Tbe Ascent of Mount Carmel and Tbe Dark 
Nigbt of tbe Soul straight through we will find the spiritual journey this 
entails described in a logical order. 'But', continues Father Thomas Kane, 
'most people do not develop according to a logical order; let me sketch 
briefly what often does happen and describe what some of this looks like'. 

The teaching of John of the Cross has a reputation of being forbiddingly 
austere and, indeed, the transformation of a false self into a self that knows 
it is loved and can love may often be wrenching. But as we become familiar 
with his works we come to see that a movement towards gentleness is 
central to his vision of how God draws us to himself. 

Through this surprising and revealing insight into the character of the 
teaching of the great mystical doctor we see how God uses our everyday 
routines, obligations and choices to transform both our prayer and our lives. 
This existential approach to the major works of St John of the Cross will 
offer encouragement and support for all who hear the invitation of Jesus 
to come to him. 

THOMAS KANE is a Roman Catholic diocesan priest currently at Corpus 
Christi Cburcb, Mineola, New York. He bas written several articles on tbe 
spiritual life, and bis books include Journey of the Heart. 
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FAIRACRES CHRONICLH 

We have received about fifty comments on the Chronicle in 
response to my request at the end of 1984, from only a small 
proportion of the 1,200 subscribers. Even here there was room 
for diversity of opinion, but the overall message was clear 
enough: 'Please continue [-especially with Mother's Community 
Notes and the book reviews.' One enthusiast even said that she 
would like to receive twelve issues a year instead of three. 
Nevertheless, as was pointed out, it is not possible to please 
everyone all the time; but there really are readers who go for 
the homilies first because they find them the best bit, and many 
who find the long articles stimulating and refreshing, or are 
prepared to endure their being a bit above their heads because 
they are glad to be stretched. 

What people want more of, and what we find the most 
difficult to provide, is articles which describe the life of the 
Community. To us who are immersed in it our every day life is 
humdrum and unremarkable, its chief content and significance 
consisting not in outer events but precisely in the inner meaning 
which, we hope, comes through in the distinctive spirituality 
expressed in the Chronicle. But we value all your interest and 
support and will introduce whatever detail about the life of the 
Community we can. We continue to be open to your comments 
and hope that anyone who has anything to say about the 
Chronicle will write to us. 

EDITOR 

BOOKS RECEIVED 

From Darton Longman and Todd 

Man and Woman He Made Them, Jean Vanier, £3.50. 
Praying the Kingdom, Towards a Political Spirituality, Charles Elliott, £3 .50. 
Let This Mind Be In You, The Quest for Identity tbrough Oedipus to 

Christ, Sebastian Moore, £5 .95. 
A Life of Promise: Poverty, Chastity, Obedience. Francis J. Moloney SDB, 

£4.95. 
Till God Will, Mary Ward Through Her Writings, Edited by M. Emmanuel 

Orchard IBVM, £5.95. 
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COMMUNITY NOTES 

And Pilate said to them, 'Why, what evil has he done?' But 
they shouted all the more, 'Crucify him.' So Pilate, wishing 
to satisfy the crowd, released for them Barabbas; and having 
scourged Jesus, he delivered him to be crucified. 

(Mark 15 .14-15) 

All the elements of international events which have become so 
horribly familiar are there: the irrationality; victimization of the 
innocent; fruitless attempt at appeasement and the sinister, sub­
human blood-lust of a manipulated crowd. 

Because we know immediately and in great detail the worst 
that is happening everywhere in the world, it is natural that we 
should be tempted to despair of the present and the future. The 
Christian hope, however, is something more than that God 
will intervene to 'put things right' in a way recognizable to us. 
God in Jesus has plumbed the worst that human beings can 
experience, even to the ultimate sense of alienation from God 
himself. But God raised Jesus from that worst and by so doing 
manifested the victory of love that he had been winning all his 
life. Here, surely, is something for us to grasp and affirm. God, 
partaking of human nature and subjected to its badness and 
goodness which is still basically what it always has been, has 
made a statement about the ultimate defeat of hatred and evil. 
He was and is willing to suffer and absorb the consequences of 
sin and has permitted us the freedom to follow him if we choose: 
a choice that sometimes takes the form of whether we accept or 
resist circumstances and events which we cannot avoid. But we 
mistake and diminish the richness of the possibilities he offers if 
we think in terms of recovering some supposed harmony 
humanity once had and has lost. 

We have arrived where we are, how we are; and from there we 
go on. We cannot 'unknow' what we do know, or drop the 
many and varied convictions to which we are committed. Unity 
is something much more exciting than a bland submission or 
absence of disagreement. If, in personal and private as well as 
public and international situations, we can, as it were, 'look 
over the head' of any particular impasse, head-on collision or 
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