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COMMUNITY NOTES

For an introduction to some thoughts about Christmas as we
approach that festival, I should like to quote from the homily
preached by the Bishop of Ely at the Requiem Mass for Sister
Elizabeth of the Lamb of God who died on October 20th in the
ninety-eighth year of her life and the sixty-ninth year of her
religious profession:

Her favourite Gospel, which she kept fresh in the Greek she still
treasured—for she had a mind that was very delicately aware of its
sensitivities—was St John.

And next to St John, I suppose, she loved Four Quartets. T S. Eliot
she understood instinctively. I would not be surprised if she understood
him, in fact, as deeply as he has ever been understood; for she took his
poetry so deep into her prayer. She knew that he was reaching out to
convey that glimpse of all things gathered, not one day but already,
into Love:

The bint balf guessed, the gift balf understood, is Incarnation.*

What we remember, then, and give our devoted and joyful thanks for,
all of us, this morning, is the life of someone who did understand the
hint half guessed, the gift half understood.

One of the most poignant moments in the Community’s
observance of Christmas is the singing of Laurence Housman'’s
carol ‘“The Maker of the Sun and Moon’ (English Hymnal No. 16)
after the First Vespers of the feast on Christmas Eve. The newly
decorated tree, with its twinkling lights is in Chapel and the
bustle of preparation has hushed to quiet expectancy. So we
come to the last verse:

O perfect Love, outpassing sight,

O Light beyond our ken,

Come down through all the world tonight

And beal the bearts of men.
This urgent plea for help from and on behalf of God’s distracted
and torn humankind is surely also a triumphant affirmation of
what already s ‘that glimpse of all things gathered, not one
day but already, into Love’. We can be here to pray that prayer
only because our God is in fact the Love who has become

*“The Dry Salvages’ V, The Complete Poesus and Plays of 7.5. Eliot, Faber and
Faber, 1969.



incamnate in the utterly human man Jesus Christ, through whose
life, death and resurrection we are given an insight into God’s
essential nature. This is the nature of one who heals our hearts
by himself suffering to the uttermost the consequences of our
waywardness, and who sets such store on the possibility of our
being able to respond freely to his love that he is prepared
to risk the damage that we do to him and to each other by the
dreadful deviations into which we stray.
To return to Bishop Peter’s homily:
Quite simply, Sister Elizabeth knew herself held in God’s love. In
that, her life was one and all of one piece. And she reached out to hold

his world to him in the love in which she knew that she herself was
held.

So hervocationin prayer, as she once said to me, was to intercession.
Her prayer was intercession.

For those of us who live and try to pray in the way of the
religious life to which Sister Elizabeth was committed, as,
indeed, for many other Christians, intercession is consciously
the purpose of the whole of life. But no human being can escape
the fact that we are all inextricably involved with our fellows
(and the whole of Creation), so that we are not only affected by
each other’s actions but share the same basic human nature and
cannot avoid taking account of each other, simply because we
have to inhabit the same globe. Intercession is the basis of any
attempt to find a modus vivend: and to look beyond the con-
frontation of conflicting interests to convergence in a common
good. Because we cannot fail to impinge upon and to be
impinged upon by, each other, and to recognize that we cannot
escape the common lot of humanity, everyone’s life is, insofar
as it manifests care and concern at all, a kind of intercession;
though many who practise it in this way would disclaim any
intention of, or desire for, prayer in the generally accepted sense
of that word.

On the other hand, there are many who have such a desire
but who feel that prayer is the business and prerogative of
‘professional’ spiritual persons; something rather specialized and
esoteric beyond the reach of every man and woman. Here
again, Sister Elizabeth has a message of wisdom. She once said,
speaking of her vocation to SLG: ‘I came for prayer, and I
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found that prayer and love are one.” Following on from this we
can remember the famous saying of Baron von Hiigel that if
there is anything going out from a man ‘Even if it is but the love
of a pet canary’ it is something on which God can build. So, as
we look at God’s world at the end of 1986, and pray, in what-
ever way is proper to each of us, ‘Lord, have mercy’ we must
also be profoundly thankful that he 75 in it; that the doctrine of
the Incarnation which we celebrate at Christmas tells us that
there is no situation of chaos, anguish and horror from which
God is absent and that ‘all things [are] gathered, not one day
but already, into Love’.

Sister Elizabeth was professed in 1918 in the Community of
St Peter (now at Woking) from which, nearly thirty years later,
she came to SLG. She had known Bishop Peter Walker since,
as a curate, he visited her at Boxmoor. At the beginning of his
Requiem homily he alluded to her family, the many nieces and
nephews who, with their children and grandchildren, were
present in such a splendid and encouraging quantity on that
occasion, and the eldest of whom had never known her as
anything but a nun:

. . religion was her life, totally and completely. It was, so far as that
may be possible in human life, a life of complete simplicity in
although she never forgot, or left behind in that sense, or left outside,
her family; those nephews and nieces and, ‘greats’ whose joys and
successes, and whose ups and down and whose sorrows, she kept so
close a remembrance of . . ."~
We, her Community family, sadly miss her physical presence

among us but rejoice that she has at last come to the completion
of the offering of her life to God in the particular way in which
she was called to live it out.

The Community events since the last Chromicle appeared
have been the Profession in First Vows of Sister Raphael on
September 8th and Sister Rosemary Noel on December 3rd.
Oblate Sister Hilary made her Life Promises on Advent Sunday,
November 30th and Pam became a Novice Oblate on September
18th. The Clothing of Novice Doreen Emily was on October
16th; and the receiving of Sister Tessa (Community of the Holy
Name, Malvern) as a Novice SLG on October 17th. Sister Sheila
(Community of the Holy Name, Melbourne) joined our Novitiate
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on September 25th to explore whether she is meant to transfer
to SLG and will be received as a Novice SLG on January 17;
and Barbara was admitted as a Postulant on October 30th.

Sr Cynthia will be returning to Fairacres in January having
been Senior Sister at Burwash for five years. At Epiphany Sister
Edna Monica will be blessed into that office to succeed her.

We should like to express our gratitude to Bishop Robert
Hardy of Maidstone for the wonderful care he has taken of
Bede House and its inmates while he has been Chairman of the
Bede House Trust. When he leaves to become Bishop of Lincoln
at the beginning of next year Canon John de Sausmarez will
take over the Chairmanship of the Trust.

Another retirement which leaves a big gap is that of Mr Ron
Jones who has been gardener at Burwash since 1950. He, Joyce
and their family have become an integral part of SLG life in
that place, and the friendship between them and the Community
is something of great value which will undoubtedly continue in
years to come.

As I write these notes we are approaching Advent: perhaps
the most enigmatic—certainly to some the most beautiful—season
of the Church’s year. We look forward to what has already
happened;we hope for what we have been given. Truly a Mystery.

The bint balf guessed, the gift balf understood, is Incarnation.

MOTHER SLG

WANTED

The Commentary on the Song of Songs by R.F.Littledale, published
1869. If anyone has a copy of this book which we could borrow or buy
(preferably the latter) kindly contact Sister Edmée SLG at the Convent
of the Incarnation, Fairacres, Oxferd OX4 1TB.

* * *



THE COMING OF GOD

JOHN COLE

Jesus Christ . . . who for us men and for our salvation came
down from beaven and was incarnate by the Holy Ghost of the
Virgin Mary, and was made man.

This noble affirmation of the Incarnation is an affirmation that
Christmas is an act of God in history, not just one event among
many brought about by human endeavour. True, humanity in
the person of the Virgin Mary played a part, but the initiative
was with God; humanity’s part in the coming of God was the
acceptance of co-operation so perfectly expressed in Mary’s
words to Gabriel, ‘Behold the handmaid of the Lord, be it unto
me according to thy word.’

In our busy world of speed, greed, planning and ceaseless
mental activity, it is all too easy to overlook that what this
Christmas and every Christmas announces is the good news that
God acts and plays a part in human affairs. What is even more
difficult for our age, so dedicated to activity, to understand and
accept is that our function is to perceive God’s activity, and
then, like Mary, to welcome the coming of God and say as she
did, ‘be it unto me according to thy word.’

Some years ago a wise Orthodox Archimandrite said to me
that a discussion on the existence of God always went well in an
Oxford Common Room, but that whenever he suggested that it
was possible that God might do something today in Oxford, a
hush fell, and the port was passed round. The scholarly and
thought-provoking television series of lectures by Don Cupitt,
dealing with the history of man’s intellectual efforts to compre-
hend-or dismiss— the being of God, could well be supplemented
by another series in which the emphasis is on God’s activity in
revealing himself to man, and modern man’s difficulty in seeing
God as active in creation and human history. An Oxyrynchus
papyrus records: ‘Jesus saith, I stood in the midst of the world
and in the flesh .. . and my soul grieveth over the souls of men,
because they are blind in their heart.” This sad note also occurs
in the Gospel for Christmas Day where we hear read: ‘He came
unto his own and his own received him not.” But the same Gospel,
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so emphatic in its message of God’s coming among us, and the
Word’s continuous activity in creation, ends ‘we beheld his
glory . . ." the claim of those who opened their eyes to see the
Word made flesh. We too, even if some do not know what it is,
see something of this glory reflected in the joy, the giving and
the love of the Christmas spirit manifest in our homes. The
coming of God at Christmas has, in addition to its wider cosmic
significance, a much more personal and intimate one, and in
both the initative is with God: he it is who comes; we perceive
his presence and rejoice.

An analogy may be useful to help us appreciate this mystery
of the individual’s Christmas, the coming of God into each soul.
In the spring the increasing warmth of the sun penewates the
shell of my hibernating tortoise, she stirs in her sleep, moving so
that she gets more into the light until gradually warmthpermeates
her whole body and she wakes to full activity and life. So withus:
the sleeping soul becomes vaguely aware of a spiritual warmth
penetrating it from outside; we seek closer contact and gradually
allow the warmth of the Spirit to permeate our whole being
untilitisfully awake, active, living, willing and loving.

Always, as at Bethlehem, the initiative, the coming, the giving
1s seen to be God’s, man awaits God’s initiative, welcomes his
coming, accepts his gifts. So perhaps we would all do well to
pray this Christmas for ourselves and for each other the words of
the evangelical hymn, ‘Come to my heart Lord Jesus’. As the
Christian tradition has always been tolay greater emphasis on the
opening of the door of the soul so that God may enter, and on
opening our eyes to see whatis revealed, than on attempting to
confine God within the boundaries of human understanding our
proper prayer at Christmasno less than at Pentecost mayalso be:

Come, Holy Ghost, our souls inspire,
And lighten with celestial fire;
Thou the anointing Spirit art,
Who dost thy sevenfold gifts impart:

Anoint and cheer our soiled face
With the abundance of thy grace:
Keep far our foes give peace at home;
Where thou art guide no ill can come.
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MARGARETE ZIMMERER

Margarete Zimmerer first came to England in the 1960s in order
to find out something about Anglican religious communities
and the Church to which they belong. Born and brought up in
Germany, a very active and thoughtful member of the Catholic
Church, she had never heard that such things existed beyond
the bounds of the Roman obedience. She came, and was fasci-
nated and delighted by what she found. It was a whole new
world. She made friends in many of the communities, at St
Saviour’s Haggerston, at Wantage and at Fairacres, for instance,
and in particular at All Saints in Oxford where for a number of
years she lived in a small hut in the garden.

These contacts were only a beginning. Margarete had worked
as a religious journalist, and she now began to supply articles on
the religious scene in Britain and Ireland for Roman Catholic
periodicals in Germany. She gained a true passion for unity and
reconciliation, and worked hard to understand the intricacies of
inter-Church relations in these countries. She also became a
regular broadcaster on the German section of Vatican Radio.
Always in her writings and her broadcasts she sought to stress
the ecumenical and spiritual aspects of her subjects. Her own
interests led her particularly to spiritual theology, and she
translated into German not only Alexander Schmemann’s The
World as Sacrament, but also a number of the writings of
Michael Ramsey.

In the course of her travels she went to Belfast. In the tragedy
of the situation there she felt a personal challenge, a direct call
from God. It was no longer enough to write about the movement
towards unity. She decided she must settle there and work
directly for peace and reconciliation. So for a number of years
she lived in a small house in Ballymurphy, one of the most
troubled Roman Catholic areas of the city, tending her garden,
encouraging people to find a little hope in an apparently hope-
less situation, opening up contacts between Northern Ireland
and various relief agencies in the Roman Catholic Church in
Germany. There was something genuinely heroic in her resolve
to live in Belfast. She was no longer young, and by natural
temperament she was a somewhat diffident, sensitive person.
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Nevertheless she believed that God meant her to be there, and
there she went.

A few years ago it became clear that her health no longer
permitted her to stay in Belfast. She retired to Germany where
she died earlier this year. My last meeting with her was in Belfast
two years ago, after a service for the Week of Prayer for Christian
Unity. She was on a brief visit to Northern Ireland, and it was
good to see her there surrounded by friends, Presbyterian,
Roman Catholic and Anglican, and to hear directly from them
something of what her presence among them had meant. Prayer
was always at the heart of her life. May she remember us
still, as we remember her, in the presence of the Lord.

A.M. ALLCHIN

PRAYER FOR UNITY by Oliver Tomkins. SLG Press 1986
(Fairacres Publication 98) 50 pence.

Amidst the conflicts and concerns of modern life our zeal and
hope for Christian Unity has flagged. We need a fresh vision
and this requires growth in prayer.

‘It is the purpose of this essay to seek to root our prayer for
unity more deeply in the life of God himself, in the unceasing
intercession of the Praying Christ, in the Blessed Trinity who
zs life-in-communion,” writes Bishop Tomkins whose prayerful,
scholarly examination of the High Priestly Prayer in John 17
and the Rublev icon of the Trinity will surely enlarge our vision
of the circulating life of the eternal Godhead and the relevance
of this teaching to our life as members of the body of Christ.

OLIVER TOMKINS’ association with the ecumenical movement began
in the 1930s when his work for the Student Christian Movement brought
bim friends in many churches and countries. It bas been fostered and
developed through contacts made as Secretary of the Faith and Order
Department of the World Council of Churches (1940—45), Principal of
Lincoln Theological College (1953—59) and Bishop of Bristol (1959—75).
Retirement finds bim still working and praying for Christian unity.



THE CHURCH AND THE THEATRE

NEVILLE BOUNDY

ELEVEN YEARS AGO I was appointed Actors Church Union
Chaplain to the Bristol Old Vic Company;in June thisyear, John
David, Artistic Director for the past six years, retired. At his
Bucks Fizz farewell breakfast he thanked almost everyone in a
speech which contained a huge number of ‘finally’s; of the
Theatre Chaplain he said, ‘Finally—Nev, who treats his Church
as a Theatre and the Theatre as his Church!” Whether or not
that is a compliment, I hope it is true for the parallels between
the two vocations are many, and important.

The established Church and the established Theatre

Obviously members of both professions (and others—lawyers
and teachers) have to communicate, and the Church might learn
much about professional skills in presentation.

Both Church and Theatre are saddled with symbolic buildings
which, however attractive, full of status, or even suitable in the
past, no longer meet today’s needs—even if they were designed
to do so, as in the case of the National Theatre and the Royal
Shakespeare Company. They may also be in the wrong place,
are far too costly to run, and can be terribly off-putting. When I
took the sixth form (of five boys) from the comprehensive school
on a housing estate to the Theatre Royal for the very first time,
one of them burst through the glass doors, saw the purple carpet
and plate glass and chromium, and fled back outside again,
asking, ‘Are we allowed in there?’ When a father arrived in the
church, on the same estate, for a baptism and was handed a
baptism card, Book of Common Prayer, Hymns Ancient and
Modern, a service paper and a hymn card, he exclaimed, ‘I thought
I was coming to church, not the ——— library!’ Both Theatre in
Education (TIE) and house churches cause many to wonder if
either profession really needs purpose built edifices anyway.

The horrifically high rate of unemployment, endlessrejections
after the agony of auditions, the inevitable insecurity of the
theatrical profession, are things which Church employees do not
begin to share. But both professions make ludicrous demands
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upon their leaders, expecting them to be masters of too many
trades and jack of a lot of others—and neither profession should
be surprised at the epidemic of marriage breakdowns that they
create, or contain. Running a whole theatre complex is not the
same as directing plays, nor is a bishop merely a parish priest
‘writ large’. Too few vicars are aware of the need to appoint
curates who are not good at the things they fancy doing, and
theatre directors need to appoint colleagues who may be better
than they are themselves.

Actors long to be loved, to be applauded and appreciated,
and constantly expose themselves to criticism and audience
indifference in order to win or earn this approval, yet they
distrust the critics and are often prickly when friends are
insufficiently approving. Both looking in my mirror and listening
to my fellow-clergy, I donothear or see many signs of welcoming
vulnerable interchange or criticism, nor much anxiety to learn
from our ‘paying customers’. And I suspect (and this article
may itself be an example) that both of us take ourselves too
damn seriously—I have been involved in too many petty rows
about hymn tunes and who serves when; and on one first night,
in Bristol, I heard a designer give hell to a dresser because
a popper was undone: ‘Six weeks work wasted—the most
devastating moment in my entire life!’

Script/Scripture

Both Church and Theatre are concerned with words: with
making them our own, and so making ourselves able to share,
hand on, pass over, the words of someone else. I have learnt a
very great deal, and still have an enormous amount to learn,
from the actor’s and actress’s disciplined study of a text and in-
depth search of the sub-text, bringing themselves to the part. It
isn’t just that they make it their own, they add something of
their own experience and integrity, doubt and love, to a part
which was created with them (unknowingly) in mind. I did not
like ‘Observerammer-gawp’ because of its unincarnational
reverence, its unworldly unreality, except for the fidgetting kids
at the start and the angry crowd at the end. Similarly I find
devotional reading of some of the gospels are a hindrance to
understanding the earthiness of Jesus. But to sit with Richard
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Pasco and have to find the sub-text of a gospel narrative was
richness and a glorious privilege: what was really going on? Did
they behave like that? How has the story been altered because it
was told after the resurrection? One of the most illuminating
experiences of Bible study I have ever had was spending two
hours poring over the text of the Passion and the High Priestly
Prayer in St John’s Gospel with Cecily Berry (Head of Voice at
the RSC), preparatory to proclaiming the gospel on Good
Friday: ‘Not a text I'm familiar with . . . but how he uses the
idea of glory. .. don’t pushit, you don’t have to prove anything for
‘“Jesus knows everything that is going to happen to him”’—what
a very remarkable statement!’

Of course, it is possible to point to productions of the classics
which appear to show more directorial quirk than respect for the
text, but then the Bible was not designed to be read inaudibly,
in snippets wrenched out of context, by a man wearing a long
frock from behind a big brass duck . ... How often have we
suffered from lessons read in church with no preparation
whatsoever? And how much of our worship, especially at high
festivals, with a large number of visitors, shows the hallmarks of
creative pain in preparation, as opposed to a mere re-run of
what we did last year, and the year before that?

Audiences

I think that it is in looking at audiences/congregations, and at
purpose/prophecy, that the most significant parallels between
the established Church and the established Theatre emerge. And
in particular the established Churches may have something
special to learn from the very particular circumstances now at
the Bristol Old Vic.

When it re-opened after the War, the Bristol Old Vic was the
very first repertory theatre to establish season tickets, whereby
one bought seats for four or five plays, and got a worthwhile
reduction (no immediate parallel here with the reduction!). Over
the years this solid base has been a considerable source of
strength (providing an almost guaranteed audience and revenue
in advance), and a considerable handicap (as the Director has to
choose three winners out of four, and cater for a particular
conservative audience, who know what they like and expect).
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There is a real crisis at this moment, for many of the original
ticket holders are now reaching retirement age, and can come
instead to Thursday matinees for £1.50. As regular theatre-goers,
they do not appear to be being replaced. Most church congrega-
tions are ageing—the missing generations and vanishing teenagers
are a common problem/opportunity for us both.

On a wider view, we share a statistical problem/opportunity in
that we both ‘play’ to a tiny proportion of the total population.
Only five per cent of the population go to the live theatre, and
about four per cent go to church. We need to remember that
only five per cent of those who do go to the theatre go to some-
thing ‘serious’, and pantomime still accounts for most of the
remaining ninety-five per cent. For most people go to the theatre
to be taken out of themselves, to be entertained (but not in
Shakespeare’s sense of ‘that which enters into us, and alters us’).
During the Falklands crisis many regular season ticket holders
did not come to see Duet for One—a possibly harrowing play
about multiple sclerosis—presumably because it was bad enough
being harrowed by the news without being harrowed on a night
out too. Many people come to church for comfort and
reassurance, which is one possible reason behind the idea that
religion and politics should not mix. Songs of Praise on the BBC
is still the kind of religion that most people want.

Both Church and Theatre appeal to the conservative, largely
middle class, probably better-educated and certainly literate
part of our whole society. I do not intend that statement to
sound judgemental, for both audiences and congregations
provide the bread and butter (even if not much of it) for those
who earn their living in Theatre or Church. However, we do face
great difficulties as we wy to meet the expectations of the
respectable at the same time as being concerned about the ninety-
five per cent outside. We hope that we have something that is of
universal significance, and rightly gain some comfort from the
fact that our ‘influence’ spreads far beyond those who do
enlighten (not darken, surely) our doors; but the Church has no
way of measuring the effect of what worshippers do from the
Church, as opposed to what they do for or in the Church.
Obviously the skills learned in the live theatre do contribute
hugely to all forms of ‘entertainment’. John McGrath’s book,
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A Good Night Out, isa provocative account of his 7: 84 Company
(so called because seven per cent of our population own eighty-
four per cent of the country’s wealth); despite denials from the
cowardly Arts Council, I don’t see how anyone can believe thatit
wasn’t closed down simply because it was politically prophetic—
and, dammit, successful. He made me wonder if the ACU could
provide chaplains for the un-Established bits of the Theatre—
those companies who operate on a shoe-string and seem to
come, and go, but make brave attempts to reach the ninety-five
per cent where they are, on their own ground, on their own
terms. The 7:84 Company has much to teach us about the dangers,
problems, risks and opportunities of mission and outreach.

With outreach in mind, I must mention Theatre in Education.
On minimal budgets, and often working with a very few, or no,
props or scenery, at its best it is taking out to schools live, living
and lively theatre; how much they manage to convert into
theatre-goers pupils who, up to their visit, would not have
dreamt of going even once to their local theatre, I do not know.
But in its commitment, and risk (children are possibly the most
demanding, as well as the most appreciative, of audiences), and
entertainment. it is giving un-theatred audiences the chance to
see, to feel, to laugh, to cry, for themselves.

What is the real purpose?

I have deliberately left the most important parallels between
Church and Theatre until last.

It may be that it is all a waste of time: that we and they are
deluding ourselves that we have any effect upon anyone outside,
that safety and comfort is our only purpose—so let’s lower our
sights and admit to our self-centred and entirely escapist function.
Ninety-five per cent of life itself may pass us by, and the bit
that we hope is ‘relevant’ is, in truth, politically laughable or
ineffective. But there is another possibility, or possibilities.

What is the real purpose of the Theatre, and of the Church?
Well, there isn’t one. We do need to entertain (in its lighter
sense); some must produce the kind of activity that makes sure
people want to come back next week. In my youth, I used to
think that only the challenging, disrupting, off-beat, shocking
theatre was legitimate—the rest was so much opium for the
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cultural masses. In middle age, I feel differently, very differently.
At the last night of the recent triumphant production of The
Rivals, a theatre-goer of many years standing was heard to say,
leaving the packed house, ‘This is what the Theatre is all about!”
Well, yes, but not all. Of course the theatre mustentertain, butit
also has a vital, prophetic role. And a prophet is not someone
who can foretell the future so much as someone who shows
plainly what is bappening now. One of the things the Holy
Spirit is said to do is to ‘open the eyes another sixteenth of an
inch’—now. The Director, in choosing his or her programme for
the regular theatre-goers, will want to put in plays which do
disturb, which do raise and treat (I hate the word ‘seriously’ in
this context, but it will have to do) seriously issues which are
pertinent to the society in which we live, and in which we may
not survive for long. My own understanding of aspects of the
situation in Northern Ireland underwent a conversion experience
after seeing Brian Friel’s play, Translations. Plays like Destiny,
Plenty, Good, all of them prophetic, should be part of the
repertoire of an established theatre. And not only for the sake
of the audiences: John Woodnutt, who played Roche in Afore
Night Come, said that it was the play he most wanted todoina
whole season; it was the part that would stretch him, make him
work the most, that carried the most risk, and the most reward.
After that production of The Rivals, came Brecht’s The Life
of Galileo. For me, this was the best single performance I have
seen in all my years as Chaplain, with Barry Stanton constantly
surprising us with Galileo’s humanity, expediency, cowardice,
and gluttony—but, above all, his warmth. In the light of the US
bombing of Libya (which occurred during rehearsals), and of the
disaster at Chernobyl, it is a play that is desperately ‘relevant’
(another un-favourite word). Yet the theatre was only sixty-three
per cent full, and even that, compared with past records, may
be reckoned a good house. It is a case in point, for the Theatre,
and for the Church, for this is the sort of play that must be
done, involving the kind of risk that needs to be taken, if the
properly propbetic voice of the Theatre is to be heard.
Transposing that to home ground, an Anglican balance is not
enough. That is the wrong sort of cosiness. In our preaching,
our celebrating, our explorations, we have to run the risk that
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people will stay away, more shaken than they bargained for or
even faintly desired. We cannot go on churning out classical
material as though it was, of itself, ‘salvation’: we have to return
to the place where we first started and know it for the first time.
It is in risking losing all that we may yet find all—if, instead of
playing safe with confident assertions of ‘this is what it is all
about’, we explore, make awful mistakes of self-indulgence, talk
to ourselves, risk being incomprehensible and self-congratulatory.
Maybe we need, at times, to study the fringe with our own eyes
open, see what mistakes they are making, not in order to judge
them but to learn, ourselves, about ourselves. ‘The faults of
others are never so much a window into their souls as a mirror
in which we may see our own.’

Will we reach out, attempting to be prophetic to ourselves (a
kind of loving oneself that the second commandment demands)
and to our world? Or will we be happy with dwindling houses
for a few more years, producing the safe and the commendable?
(And die a natural, but really rather unexciting, death?) I do
hope not—for if the real art of acting is the art of re-acting, then
we've a lot to learn, and both Theatre and Church have so very
much to give.

Neville Boundy is a Priest Associate SLG and Vicar of Cotham
Parish Church, Bristol.
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A NEW BEGINNING
Our Lady’s Place in the Scheme of Redemption

GILBERT SHAW

THE RECOVERY of a simple, natural, unforced devotion to our
Lady is important as being both the clarification and protection
of the saving fact of the Incarnation of our blessed Lord.
Our salvation begins with the childbearing of the blessed Virgin
Mary, for she is prepared by God for his tremendous act of
redemption when the Eternal Word takes the flesh that she
provides.

The blessed Virgin Mary is brought into being in the natural
order ‘in the fullness of time’, to quote the opening words of
the Epistle to the Hebrews, to be under the providence of God
the means by which the act of God restores what man had lost
through sin. Man had lost the simple dependence needed to
fulfil the will of God, the purpose of his creation. We are so
saturated with our self-will that we are unable to recognize the
wonder of the simple ‘so be it’ of our Lady, for it is utterly
contrary to the response of sinful fallen humanity. She is greeted
by the angel as ‘Blessed above all women’—blessed because she
was full of grace, blessed in her perfect dependence upon the
divine will. There is a new fact in history: the coming into being
in the flow of the natural course of historic progress, of a
creature who will completely recognize her state of dependence
as the creature and give her free assent wholly (body, soul and
spirit) to God’s will for her and for humanity. Here is no
idealism or philosophic speculation but a material fact.

William Temple is recorded as saying that Christianity is the
most material of all religions. It is not a theory or a philosophy
whereby the soul can escape from the burden of the body. It is
the Christian revelation of God’s mercy to man that takes the
body and makes it whole. That is the uniqueness of Christianity:
not only our faith in Christ as Person, but in Christ as the Re-
deemer of the whole man; Christ not as an example but as Life.
He takes the manhood through the obedience of the human
mother to inaugurate and work out in time and in history the
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Chosen People. In her promise to Abraham is fulfilled. She
gathers into herself the wholeness of human history that she
might be the answer to God’s call, the answer that man ought
to give, that man was created to give, the answer of utter
obedience. Therefore we honour her as Second Eve.

As in the first creation the Holy Spirit overshadowed the
nothingness of chaos, so in the re-creation it is the Holy Spirit
that overshadows the obedience of the innocency of complete
dependence which allows him to do and to work the fulness of
his will—the re-creation whereby Christ is incarnate in the flesh
of man.

St Jerome in his commentary on the first verse of chapter
one of St Matthew’s Gospel draws a clear distinction, and one
which we must not forget, between the generation of the
Eternal Son in the mystery of the Trinity, and the humanity of
Christ, the physical child of Mary, yet one Person, Christ, God
and Man.

We read in Isaiah, “Who shall declare his generation?* We must not,
therefore, think that the Evangelist is contrary to the Prophet because
that which the one szid was impossible of statement, the other begins
to relate. One is speaking of the generation of the Godhead, the other
of the Incarnation. But he begins from mortal persons, that we may
learn to know God through man.

The difficulty for many today, as for many in the early
Church, is to hold two apparently illogical inconsistencies
together. How can God, absolutely perfect in himself, be man?
God has given the answer and we hold the two apparent incon-
sistencies together in the mystery of the Incarnation.

We must see that our Lady is a necessity of man’s salvation,
and also a necessity of history in the actual fact of the historic
birth of the Word. She is Mother of God in his humanity. This
again is a difficulty for man. Man is so caught up in the whole
question of evolution. It is quite true things do evolve; man is
becoming more proficient, is getting more control of his
environment and more power over other man. The natural
evolution of politics, economics, science and everything else
can go on, but the Way and the Truth of re-creation has come
imto time once and for all to sanctify all time. We must look
to the end, but the end is here. Mary has borne Jesus; he is the

17



result of the re-creation of humanity and of each individual,
body, soul and spirit, who is gathered into his body. Our blessed
Lady is brought into that mystery; the humanity of Christ
is flesh of Mary. The early Church clearly realized that in
generally giving her the title of Second Eve.

If there is to be a re-creation, there must be that which can
be re-created. The beginning of creation is a beginning of life
out of nothing, but re-creation must be of that which has already
been created. It is not an evolution of the condition of that
which had fallen away from its first purpose, but a new be-
ginning—~the re-creation of the first purpose.

The fallen is so sin-conditioned that it needs to be washed.
It needs to be restored through the giving of its will to be re-
stored. It is washed by the blood-shedding; it is restored in the
New Adam. What is necessary is the re-fashioning, the trans-
figuration of that which could be re-created: the wholeness of
man as God willed man to be. In the sinlessness of the new
creation Christ alone could satisfy the wholeness of the result of
the disobedience and falling short wherein all men should be
drawn, brought back to be sons of God through adoption, not
by any merit that lay in man, but solely by the mercy of God
who was made the new man. Christ was so completely man that
he could be tested as every fallen man is tested. As sinless, he
could bear all sin and so triumph over death, for death as we
know it, is the penalty for falling short of the Divine purpose.
Death could not hold the humanity of the Incarnate, yet in the
inconceivable mercy of taking the manhood from Mary, the
Incarnate Son could suffer every pain and degradation that is
possible to humanity. Only the Sinless could endure the reality
of being tested to the limit so that he made the satisfaction for
the sin of the world.

This is Love’s mystery; God so loved the world that he gave
the Eternal Son to be the propitiation for our sin. It is a free act
of God and it asks a freedom of response from man. It is
necessary that natural humanity should make the answer: the
answer of the ‘Be it unto me’ of our Lady, wherefore she is full
of grace. She is full of grace. She is born in the whole context
of the providential working out of history for that purpose,
gathering into herself by the grace of God the totality of the
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consummation of human purpose, for he is Way, Truth and
Life, Source, Guide and Goal, ‘for of him and through him and
to him are all things’ (Rom. 11:36).

The fact of the motherhood establishes the reality of bodily
redemption, it gives the objective standard for our faith. It is
not a case of speculation. We are not given Christ as an ideal of
a free man in whom to believe, nor as a demonstration of God’s
love whom we ought to copy. Faith is never fully faith unless
it is realized in love. God’s love and our Lady’s obedient love
give newness of life to those who believe that they may return
love, and in returning love be increased in faith. Faith requires
us to throw ourselves completely in utter trust on what God is
and on what God has done. We must have faith in the Person
who is and who was in time; who at a moment in time was
born, at a moment in time was crucified, at a moment in time
rose from the dead, at a moment in time ascended into the
heavens, and who will come again to bring time to an end. He is
so closely connected with our blessed Lady that she cannot be
separated from him, wherefore we cannot help but love her as
we love him.

We aim to follow Christ that we may stand with out Lady at
Calvary in the unity of dependence and of willing acceptance
of suffering:

That I may know him and the power of his resurrection, and the
fellowship of his sufferings, being made conformable unto his death;
if by any means I might attain unto the resurrection of the dead.

(Phil. 3:10-11)

The consummatum est of Calvary is wholly the work and the
suffering of Christ; the complete reconciliation of manhood
with God as Christ through death destroys death and overcomes
the evil that causes death, the evil which is the enemy of man’s
fulfilment of dependence on God. Death is the last enemy to be
overcome at the final end when the reign of Christ is gathered
up into the final offering of all things to the purposes of God.
Love holds the dependence of Mary ever blessed and the few
with her standing at the Cross as faithful witnesses of Christ’s
physical death. To stand at the Cross is the prelude to the ex-
perience of union with Christ’s resurrection body to receive the
knowledge and power to be his witnesses, to become, through
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the grace of union with his eternal life, living members of his
Body whereby his love can be mediated to all men. Mary suffers
the fulfilment of the prophecy of Simeon and she must know
the pain of temporal separation. Mary and those with her, the
faithful few, do not die with our blessed Lord at Calvary.
Mary goes on living in the Church; she knows the waiting for
Pentecost; she is the Mother of John by our Lord’s own decree;
she mothers the Early Church in the Upper Room.

Mary is the model of our life as members of the Church of
God. We must know with her the sword of pain because the sin
of the world pierces our very heart. We must know with her the
prayer of being in Christ’s drawing of all things tc unity through
his suffering of all the woes, sins and limitations of fallen
humanity. We must know that re-creation is only possible
through the total re-direction of self when self can echo Mary’s
‘Be it unto me’—Mary’s acceptance of her part in God’s merciful
re-creation.

Let us never forget the fact, the physical fact of the In-
carnation. We commemorate it in the last of the responses at
the Night Office of the Feast of our Lady’s Nativity: ‘I know not
how to praise thee, for thou hast borne in thy breast him whom
the heavens cannot contain.” ‘Thou has borne in thy breast’,
that is a physical fact, we might say, a biological fact. Herein is
the wonder of the human frame: God has had mercy on it; God
has clothed himself with the humanity which we share. We
should reverence our body because God who is beyond time,
beyond space, beyond everything, thought it possible to take
human flesh, the flesh that was the veil of the innocency and
purity of the complete dependence of our blessed Lady. That
innocency and purity of complete dependence we must learn
from her. We must reverence our body for however much our
physical may change, as it is always changing—passing away dust
to dust—it is the material in which our soul is being prepared to
be wholly obedient to know the vision of God.

We do not know what it will be when the wholeness of each
and the unity of all is gathered in the final harvest of life’s
purpose, when body, soul and spirit are united for ever into one
obedience, but our trust is that through the grace of Christ and
in the fellowship of the Spirit, we who believe are even now the
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sons of God, ‘and every man that hath this hope in him purifieth
himself, even as he is pure’ (1 John 3:2-3).

Love realized in obedience is the factual basis of re-creation
and of spiritual progress. All the Fathers, Justin, Tertullian and,
in particular, Irenaeus, to mention but a few, speak of our
Lady as the Second Eve, for in her the whole history of man is
gathered up. It is well to think of this in these days when we
compare the Christian revelation of the Word of Truth with the
speculations and search for God of the Hindu and Buddhist.

We have faith and life, sacramental life, because God has
acted in the natural. We are baptized into his Body whereby our
body is sanctified and the wholeness of man is re-created by
being drawn into Christ’s perfect re-creation. By the Incarnation
God redeems the material world from its isolation from spirit;
and to confirm the reconsecration of matter, he rises from the
dead and ascends into heaven in the bodily form. We affirm that
Christ’s Incarnation, once and for all, closes the gap that exists
between soul and body which had kept the latter in perpetual
subjection to death. Christ’s body, the flesh he took from Mary,
was not able to be subject to death because it was sinless.

It is that life which Christ gives to his members that through
death they may share his life—life eternal.

Changed we shall certainly be [through resurrection] but changed
because purged from sin, and therefore incorruptible, but not deprived
of our creaturely individual being which is God’s unique gift to us. For
entrance into the Christian heaven does not entail loss of personality,
but its infinite enrichment in communion and union not only with God
through Christ, but also with all our fellow men in what is called the
Communion of Saints. (R.C.Zaehner: At Sundry Times, p. 191)

We come to that blessedness of union as individuals. The
blessed Mary remains Mary, Mother of Jesus, Mother of God.
Blessed John remains John. Heaven is a sphere of perfect re-
lationship, the relationship which is looking to the end in Christ.
As Christ’s members, we must learn both to live that relation-
ship and to bring it into the life of man’s earthly pilgrimage.

Herein is the conflict. Herein also is the wonder of being a
Christian: death does not separate, for sin is separation; but in
Christ we are in union with all who are in Christ. St John of the
Cross tells us:
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Mine are the heavens and mine is the earth; mine are the people,
the righteous are mine and mine are the sinners. The Angels are mine,
and the Mother of God and all things are mine and God himself is mine
and for me, for Christ is mine and all for me. What then dost thou ask
for and seek, my soul? Thine is all this and it is all for thee.

(Spiritual Sentences 25)

These words express the mutuality of love to all that are in
Christ—our Lady, the saints, the living and each other—praying
that there should be perfect peace and unity amongst all, and
the perfection of the ‘Be it unto me according to thy will’.

As we commemorate the fact of our union with one another
in Christ, we ask the prayers of each other, and so quite simply
we ask our Lady, Mother of God, to pray for us, just as we
would ask any other friend. So too we ask the whole company
of heaven for their prayers. This is not slipping into some pagan
thought; we are all in Christ and are friends together in Christ.

It can be no detraction from the worship and praise of Almighty God
to realize that there is a great company that praises and worships him,
which has passed by the same way that we are traversing in this present
time. Earthly worship is not the only worship that ascends to God. Our
worship on earth can only be a very poor reflection of that perfect
adoration in the heavenly places where saint answers saint in ceaseless
praise. If that is so, and if we believe in ‘the communion of saints,” we
should not fear to recognize the fact and rob our prayers of the truth
we assert in the Creed. . . . To omit devotions wherein our Lady and the
saints find a fitting place would deny Christian tradition. Naturally and
properly a devotion to our Lady will take first place, but after that each
individual will find his own special friendships, attachments, and
devotion. It is natural to our loneliness and fitting to our humility to
ask the prayers and care of our friends. It would indeed be unneigh-
bourly if we restricted this operation to the limited circle of those
whom we could know in the flesh, and ignored the number of those
whom we might come to know by faith. ( From the Introduction
to the 1945 Edition of A Pilgrim’s Book of Prayers, not in the 1970
reprint published by the SLG Press with an Introduction by Mother
Mary Clare SLG.)

We thank God for being in the family of God wherein our
blessed Lady is truly our Mother and the saints are our friends.

Our Lady is the pattern of Christian life in her perfect
obedience to God’s grace to return in faith the fullness of love, a
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fullness of love which if we are in Christ we, as good children of
a good Mother, should learn from her. She is the Mother of all
Christians because she is the Mother of Christ in whom we are.
We must learn from her so that being recovered from our natural
deformation of self-will, we may respond to grace and so be
offered wholly to the Father in the Son’s obedience, being over-
shadowed by the Holy Spirit for renewing of life and increase of
grace. That is our place in the conflict of life: to fulfil the will
of God in Christ through the fellowship of the Holy Spirit.

Because of the entbusiastic response to the last issue of the Chronicle
devoted to the teaching of Fr Gilbert Shaw, we are offering this paper
given to the Community in 1966. We are indebted to the following for
permission to quote copyright material: Search Press for St Jobn of the
Cross, Allison Peers’ translation; Faber and Faber for At Sundry Times
by R.C. Zaebner; Oxford University Press forextracts from the Authorized
Version which is Crown copyright.



MOVING AMONG THE MASKS

PAUL BAYES

THE MAN WHO got on the tube train was very slightly mentally
handicapped; just enough to make him speak very loudly and
slowly, and to make him unusually friendly. He asked the way
to Notting Hill Gate, in a strong cockney accent. No one really
wanted to get involved, but eventually I spoke and we had a little
conversation. As I got off the train I realized that I too had been
speaking as a cockney, although my natural accent veers between
Yorkshire and BBC English. What had I been doing, or playing
at? Reflecting on that question led me to these thoughts.

Before entering theological college, I studied drama and theatre
arts. After I'd decided to become a priest, people who discovered
that I was a drama graduate would say something like, ‘Well, I'm
sure your training as an actor will come in useful in the church’.
I sunpose they meant that I would be able to make myself heard
while preaching, or that I could run the parish dramatic society.
But I was always a little disturbed by the implied suggestion that
ministry and acting were alike, because that went against some-
thing which I had come to believe—namely, that the Christian
life was a matter of ‘being yourself’, of refusing to hide behind
roles, of becoming authentic.

I still believe that discipleship is about being authentic, but I
have come to see that a disciple may also need to be an actor—
though this flies in the face of popular notions about how to
set about ‘being real’.

Spiritual writers, therapists, counsellors, rock musicians,
novelists, all urge us powerfully to ‘be honest’, to ‘be yourself’.
The implication seems to be that all masks are false: to ‘find
yourself’ means to find a bedrock personal identity underneath
a whole series of masks and poses which we adopt to shield our-
selves from pain. Those who have indeed ‘found themselves’ are
thought to be free from the necessity to adont roles or to ‘put
on an act’. They are the same people no matter where they go
or with whom they speak. They always exercise the same blend
of authority, humility, love, firmness, curiosity and helpfulness.
In any situation they remain who they really are.
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Popular wisdom, nourished by a version of Freudianand post-
Freudian psychology, has made this view of the true self common
currency, anditisassumed by much contemporary psychotherapy
and spirituality. But, adopted uncritically, it may seem to
carry with it certain implications: firstly, that a ‘false self’ may
be detected whenever peonle adapt their behaviour to fit in
with others; secondly, that there is a natural ‘true self” which
has been buried by all this play-acting and which waits, dormant
but alive, for the patient process of self-examination and asceti-
cism which will release and revive it.

I believe that this is a misunderstanding, and one which leads
people to suffer a lot of heartache in their quest to find ‘the real
me’ which will endure. Of course, it seems natural and right that
Christian discipleship should involve monolithic honesty of this
kind. The argument runs that since God is unchanging, and we
are made in God’s image and grow into God’slikeness, we should
assume and keep our wue nature. For an actor to take on
another character in the theatre has seemed deceitful and of the
Devil, the Father of Lies; the Church has always suspected the
element of hypocrisy in the theatre.

What I want to suggest is that moving in and out of roles, far
from being a flight from authenticity, is in fact a way of loving.
The priest, actor and sociologist Roger Grainger puts it clearly:

You may be an extremely mild and gentle person, but you're looking
for a nervous breakdown if you allow yourself to appear as such when
you're faced with the task of bringing a playground full of children to
order. On the other hand, if your job as a teacher involves counselling
you’re not going to get any clients if you present yourself as a Company
Sergeant-Major . . . the inability to recognise what you’re doing when
you change from one role to another is much more neurotic than the
simple acceptance that you are not one but a whole range of characters.!

Put like that it seems an obvious matter;and yet deep inside
we do not want to believe it. Some of the resistance is well-
founded: it is indeed possible to flee love by ‘acting a part’ in a
whole range of inappropriate and deceptive ways. Con artists are
rightly despised. But it is also possible to adapt our behaviour in
order to relax, help and care for the people we meet. In practice
we do it all the time, though perhaps with an uneasy sense that
we are somehow playing false.
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Was I, in the tube train, deceiving my new friend into thinking
that I was a Londoner? Or being patronizing because I thought
his accent quaint? Or was I presenting myself to him in the way
which I subconsciously thought would be most helpful and least
threatening? To meet and help people in a mature and appro-
priate way we need to be free of any lingering sense of bad
faith in such a situation. It is the person who locks into one
character, calling it ‘the true self’, who is refusing to grow,
refusing to take other people seriously enough to want to be for
them, and to change for them. We are well used to the need for
people to adopt roles on public occasions—the priest, the judge
or the diplomat. Why should the arena of our everyday experience
be any different?

But there is a difference between acting and living, and it is
that the actor has an off-stage life where she can ‘be herself’. If
all our lives are lived in roles, we must ask whether there is any
‘true self’ running through them all. Are we onion people with
layers of roles masking emptiness? If any one of our ‘selves’ is
just a character, then who are we?

To explore this I draw on the thinking of Thomas Merton
who was deeply concerned with the matter of truth and false-
hood in the self.> At one stage Merton seems to have seen the
whole purpose of monastic solitude and contemplation in terms
of escape from the falsities engendered by social interaction:
‘The creative and mysterious inner self must be delivered from
the wasteful, hedonistic and destructive ego that seeks only to
cover itself with disguises.” Here he seems close to the current
ideas about authenticity to which I have been referring. But his
perceptions were more subtle than that: ‘It is possible to speak
of the exterior self as a mask, but to do so is not necessarily to
reprove it. The mask that each man wears may well be a disguise
not only for that man’s inner self but for God, wandering as a
pilgrim and exile in His own creation.’

For Merton, the true self is not a commodity to be possessed
by those who work on themselves; and contemplation is not
another form of self-improvement, a spiritual mud-pack to lift
the dirt from the soul. Rather, in contemplation all that one can
hope to do is to offer an arena within which the wue self may
emerge. Because in our deepest being we are at one with the
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Spirit of God, the true self must be elusive, unpredictable, not
to be grasped. ‘The inner self is precisely that self which cannot
be tricked or manipulated by anyone, not even the devil. He
[the true self] is like a very shy wild animal that never appears
at all whenever an alien presence is at hand, and comes out only
when all is peaceful, in silence, when he is untroubled and alone.
He cannot be lured by anyone or anything, because he responds
to no lure other than that of the divine freedom.’

This notion of the elusive true self is found in all the world’s
mature spiritual traditions, and Merton himself explored Taoist
and Buddhist reflections on it. But in the context of my thinking
here, it is most clearly to be seen in the Jewish existentialist
Martin Buber, for whom, even more than for Merton, the
dimension of relationship is paramount. Buber describes a quality
of relatlonshlp with another the ‘I-Thou’ relationship, in which
there is no trace of manipulation or oppression. Thus it may
only be entered by the true self. But precisely because this
encounter is free from control, so also is its arrival free from
control. “The You encounters me by grace—it cannot be found
by seeking.’ ’¥ Then, as suddenly as it came, the moment is gone:
“This . . . is the sublime melancholy of our lot, that every You
must become an It in this world . .

Thus for Buber the true self, the deepest me, is not for me,
but for Another. And therefore I cannot find myself alone, and
I cannot hold on to myself, since by that act of grasping I
destroy the very air the true self breathes, the free relationship.
I am able to ‘respond to no lure other than that of the divine
freedom’.

So in silent prayer. When I enter the dark pool of contempla-
tion, when I reach out in blind love for God, I am reaching out
also for myself. Contemplation shows us that in a quite concrete
sense we do not know who we are. It has to be enough for us to
trust that God knows who we are, the God who is nearer to us
than we are to ourselves.

And what then about role-playing? There too we can be, not
for ourselves, but for others. We are like the Invisible Man in
Wells’ story, who was only to be seen by his bandages. To the
question, ‘How do we know that these bandages do not also
wrap distortions to the shape of ourselves?” we can only answer
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that they show the pattern of our true being to the extent that
they are worn for love’s sake; to the extent that we change the
bandages to help the people we meet.

This insight, if it is true, liberates us from the illusory quest
for a true self in the human realm, and thus we are free to be
flexible in our different human relationships. We never know
when by grace we may meet another truly; in the meantime we
are called to meet them in love. Surely St Paul grasped this
clearly; for the same man who said, “You have died, and your
life is hid with Christ in God’, and ‘it is no longer I who live, but
Christ who lives in me’, was also able to say, ‘I have become all
things to all people, that I might by all means save some’.* Was
he not talking about those two movements of authentic Christian
love, towards God and towards our neighbour?

NOTES

1. Roger Grainger, Presenting Drama in Church, Epworth Press 1985.

2. For Merton’s views on this, see the brilliant study by James Finley,
Merton’s Palace of Nowbere, Ave Maria Press (Indiana), 1978.
Quotations here are from Merton in New Seeds of Contemplation and
The Inner Experience.

3. Martin Buber, I and Thou, trans. Walter Kaufmann, T. & T. Clark, 1970.
4. Col. 3: 3;Gal. 2: 20; 1 Cor. 9: 22.

Paul Bayes is a Priest Associate SLG and works with the West
London University Chaplaincy.

28



THE RIVER BANK REVISITED

NIGEL SUSTINS

IN TODAY'S WORLD, when there are so many claims on our
time, and so many new books to be read, we can seldom afford
the luxury of re-reading an old favourite. At the back of our
mind there may also be the fear that the one-time favourite will
disappoint on fresh acquaintance; we may fail to see what was
its real attraction. But it has been my recent experience to
‘re-visit’ a childhood favourite, The Wind in the Willows, and 1
was certainly not disappointed. In fact, I made some interesting
discoveries about how far-reaching the influence of this book
had been on the formation of my attitudes and personal make-up.

As a child of ten or twelve, I had what can only be described
as a Wind in the Willows ‘craze’. I read and re-read the book
continuously; wrote four or five sequels in which I re-worked
the same themes and ideas, and did many drawings in the style
of E.H.Shepard. When the ‘craze’ subsided, the book was put
aside, virtually unopened for twenty-five years, and I was un-
aware how deeply the book had become embedded in me, how
important it was in shaping my outlook on life and my spiritual
awareness.

When C.S.Lewis first read George MacDonald’s ‘faery
romance’ Phantastes, he had what he described as a ‘baptism of
the imagination’. In later life, he realized that he had imbibed,
almost unconsciously, a sense of the Holy, which was to become
basic to his character and his understanding of the Christian faith.
I believe that many people will be able, with a little reflection,
to identify one particular book which was for them such a
formative influence, as The Wind in the Willows was for me.

Although I did not re-read the book in the intervening twenty-
five years, I would always readily confess to a fondness for it,
and this affection would occasionally be reinforced by seeing a
production of Toad of Toad Hall, though I always felt it to be
in some sense unsatisfactory, not really conveying the authentic
flavour of the original. Over the past two or three years, various
factors have combined to bring The Wind in the Willows into
much greater prominence again. When the book’s copyright
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lapsed in 1982, fifty years after the death of its author Kenneth
Grahame, immediately there appeared new editions of the book
with illustrations that departed from the ‘hallowed’ styles of
Shepard and Rackham; a superbly illustrated abridgement of
Peter Green’s biography of Grahame, was published under the
title Beyond the Wild Wood: the World of Kenneth Grabame
(Webb and Bower, £10.95); there were new stage adaptations,
even a television film using animated models. So I was prompted
to pick up the book again, and made my discoveries. As I
re-read it with an adult mentality, I recognized how basic
attitudes had been ‘planted’ in me, and I could also see new
dimensions in the book which would not have been appreciated
by my childhood self.

Some of these attitudes are as straightforward and mundane
as a love of the British countryside and its animals, and a distinct
weakness for tea-shops and wayside refreshment. (I can re-
member as a child being fascinated by the ‘mulled’ale which Rat
and Mole drink, and trying to experiment with beer and a red-
hot poker to ‘mull’ it!) Other attitudes have been more far-
reaching, including a sense of the holiness deep within nature.
Again I was fascinated by the numinous description of Pan in
‘Piper at the Gates of Dawn’, and this long before knowing what
Christianity was about, let alone professing faith in it.

Kenneth Grahame was not a religious person in a conventional
sense, he seems to have been diffident about Christian belief and
church-going; but in The Wind in the Willows he was making,
albeit obliquely, what amounted to a personal statement of his
philosophy of life. He, in his turn, was obviously influenced by
an experience in his own early childhood: something not
relating to a book, but to the countryside of Berkshire, perhaps
the village of Cookham Dene, where he lived for a few years
with his grandmother (and came back to live as an adult), and
the stretch of the Thames between Pangbourne and Marlow.
Here it may have been that Grahame had his own ‘vision of
Pan’, or it may be that in later life, reflecting on his childhood
days, he realized that he had been close to an intimation of
holiness and depth in Nature. He spent his adult life seeking to
recapture that elusive vision or to fully articulate it. Days and
weeks were spent apparently idling—walking by himself in the
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country, or going away on boating holidays with male friends to
Fowey in Cornwall (the estuary at Fowey is as much a model
for the River of Grahame’s imagination as is the Thames). But
idleness was in fact the attempt to escape to the world of his
vision, a world continually threatened by his humdrum job in
the Bank of England, and the increasing unhappiness of his
marriage. He never summoned up enough courage to make the
break, to fling himself into the ‘Beyond’, as Rat is tempted to
do in ‘Wayfarers All’. Instead, he attempted to evoke the dream
from the safe environment for which he had settled. A story
about a Toad told to his son Alisdair, developed into a visionary
idyll into which Grahame poured all his longing and dreams.

The ‘Toad story’ in The Wind in the Willows is often con-
sidered to be its heart, but although it has most of the excite-
ment and action, it is not the book’s true centre. As I re-read my
childhood favourite I began to appreciate that to an adult the
more static parts, particularly ‘The River Bank’ and ‘Piper at the
Gates’, were the most meaningful parts. If Toad’s story can be
said to represent the world of Action, then these more subtle
episodes relate to Being and Contemplation.

In the first chapter, “The River Bank’, there is the evocation
of Grahame’s rural ‘Arcadia’, the world of fields, woods and the
River itself. There is little action in this chapter, but what we do
have is a revelation of the essential being of all the main char-
acters, all aspects of Grahame himself as we contain in our own
being many contradictory facets. Mole is given a kind of new
birth as he struggles out of his underground home, disturbed by
‘divine discontent and longing’, to roll in the warm grass of a
great meadow. He comes upon the River, almost the embodi-
ment of Nature itself, and is caught up in its spell. This is the
prelude to the deeper vision which Mole and Rat experience on
Pan Island. Rat is a more staid and steady character, perfectly
happy on or by the River: it fulfills all his needs. Badger makes
a brief appearance—he is shown to be shy and solitary—and
Toad flashes by in a boat, il at ease in the element which is
fascination to Mole and bread and butter to Rat. Toad wants
constant change and ncw interests—he doesn’t let anything root
itself in him. Mole and Rat enter upon a relationship that can be
likened to that between Teacher and Disciple. Mole is initiated
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into the River life, and has his teething troubles when he tries to
progress too quickly; he thinks he can row but ends up falling
in the water. We as Christian disciples, perhaps in the first flush
of conversion or an awakened spiritual awareness, can want to
move too rapidly, and we can grow impatient with advice and
apparent passivity. But we need to establish our being, to
assimilate the newness and excitement of Christian experience
before we rush into action. There is a quiet wisdom in Rat’s
steady preoccupation with his River, and even a kind of ecstasy
about his undemonstrative devotion.

Mole, with his personality largely unformed (and here he is a
type of the child as much as of the new Christian disciple), is
susceptible to the apparent vigour and attractiveness of Toad’s
way of life: ‘The Life Adventurous’. We too can be attracted to
charismatic or lively Christian personalities who in fact have
little stability or inner strength. We need to become deep-rooted
in our faith: this can be a long process, but any movement into
the wider world before we have achieved this depth can be as
disastrous as Toad’s accident with the caravan in ‘The Open
Road’.

Badger is the most balanced and reliable character in the
book: a bulwark of morality and common sense. His home in
the middle of the Wild Wood is a symbol of security in the
shadowy and unpredictable domain into which sooner or later
we must venture, as Mole does, ill-prepared by Rat’s well-
meaning but dangerous over-protectiveness. Badger’s haven is a
place of ‘embracing light and warmth’. We all need such a home-
base, whether it be a church or community, our family home or
a circle of close friends. Only from such a place of security can
we venture into the ‘Wild Wood’, the country of threat and
danger through which all Christians must pass, in true Bunyan-
fashion, to achieve mastery of the shadow-self.

There appears to be little in the way of coming to terms with
real evil in The Wind in the Willows, apart from the terrors en-
gendered by the Wild Wooders. However, it is in Rat’s encounter
with the Seafarer in ‘Wayfarers All’ that we come closest to a
recognition of the danger to which we are all prone, which is
nothing less than the forsaking of our true self in pursuit of an
illusory dream. The Sea Rat conjures up in Mephistophelean
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style a false paradise towards which he lures the susceptible Rat,
who becomes virtually hypnotized by the magic of the Seafarer’s
words.

Grahame wrote the chapters ‘Wayfarers All’ and ‘Piper at the
Gates’ independently and inserted them into the story at a late
stage. They embody his philosophy of life, and convey what
could be termed his underlying religious preoccupation: dis-
covering the authentic vision of the inner nature of Reality. In
‘Piper at the Gates’ the sense of awe and mystery is built up as
Rat and Mole row towards their overwhelming encounter with
Pan, the rural deity. He is not the erotic, demonic being of
pagan mythology, but a gentle, graceful god, close in many ways
to the popular conception of Christ in Victorian iconography as
‘Friend and Helper’. In one of Grahame’s little known essays,
‘The Fellow that Walks Alone’, he comes close to capturing the
essence of this elusive vision. Edmund, Archbishop and Con-
fessor, whilst walking alone in a meadow saw a fair child in white
clothing (an epiphany of the Christ Child?). ‘We should envy
[Edmund],’ writes Grahame, ‘his white vision in the meadow;
for which he should be regarded as the patron saint of all those
who of set purpose choose to walk alone, who know the special
grace attaching to it, and ever feel that somewhere just ahead,
round the next bend perhaps, the White Child may be waiting
for them.’

Grahame never consciously ‘christianizes’ his religious vision:
it remains in the pre-Christian, numinous world of the ‘Other’
and the ‘Holy’ as described in the writings of Rudolf Otto. Yet
perhaps Christ is not far from his awareness. Certainly, in re-
reading this chapter I was able to make the clear transition from
Pan to Christ. Grahame apparently did not make the transition.
The vision remained elusive. Yet it obviously left for him—and
does, we may assume, for many adults—a kind of ‘after-taste’,
so that the person is forever seeking what it seems cannot be
experienced again. This is seen as painful but inevitable. The
devotee of Pan feels shut out from Paradise, but can stll hear
the ‘wind in the willows’, the piping on the threshold of hearing.
Hence the very title of the book reveals Grahame’s true theme:
a lost vision which is, however, the most real thing that exists.
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BOOKS

JULIAN, WOMAN OF OUR DAY, edited by Robert Llewelyn.
Darton, Longman and Todd, 1985. £4.95.

‘What Thomas Merton was to spirituality in the 1960s and 1970s,
Julian of Norwich will be to the 1980sand 1990s.” This quotation
prefaces a collection of lectures and essays in which contributors
from various Christian traditions consider aspects of the life,
character and theology of the Lady Julian. Collectively their
purpose is to show the relevance of Julian for Christians today
in a world which in some ways parallels that of the fourteenth
century in its instability, violence and pessimism.

Yet that fourteenth-century world was the apparently
unpromising background for the flowering of an English mystical
tradition in which Julian has an honoured place. Hers was a
spirituality based on prolonged study of the Bible, on Trinitarian
theology and on the tradition of the earlier ages of the Church
in which theology and prayer were seen as two sides of the same
coin. Canon Allchin points this out in his contribution, ‘Julian
and the Continuity of Tradition’: ‘Julian is a theologian as well
as a mystic. She is a theologian in the sense in which that term
is used by the Fathers of the Church, a theologian is one whose
prayer is true; one whose prayer is true is a theologian’ (p. 30).

Here we find the secret and strength of Julian’s optimism,
discussed by Sister Anna Maria Reynolds in her essay, ‘Woman
of Hope’. It was the source of her belief in the tenderness of
God, seen in Christ as the love of a mother, and of her near-
conviction that somehow, somewhere, all men would be saved.
In his contribution, ‘On the Brink of Universalism’, Richard
Harries reflects that ‘every aspect of Julian’s thought has the
seeds of universalism in it’ although ‘as a loyal daughter of the
Church she was unwilling to deny the reality of hell’.

In Sister Ritamary Bradley’s essay on ‘Julian on Prayer’ itis
recognized that she was a child of the High Middle Ages in her
affective piety and devotion to the incarnate Christ in his Passion.
But within and outside the Showings there is a growth and
development in which she is led into union with the life of the
whole Trinity. ‘Julian at prayer, then, is Julian moving ever
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more deeply into the goodness of God and all creation, drawing
closer by irregular growth cycles to union with Christ. This
growth is expressed in part in her transformation through a feeling
of compassion and pain for the physical thirst of Christ on the
cross to knowing interiorly that God’s thirstis to have all human-
kind, generally, within himself.” (p. 72.)

‘All humankind’ includes even the poor and ignorant. In the
fourteenth century the decimation of the population through
the Black Death contributed to a growing social unrest, for those
who survived its ravages had a new sense of the worth of their
lives and labours. In an imaginary conversation between Julian
and John Ball, one of the leaders of the Peasants’ Revolt, Kenneth
Leech seeks to find common ground between the mystic and
the militant in the incarnational materialistic spirituality which
they shared. This stood in sharp contrast to the gnostic move-
ments of the day with their mistrust of the flesh and of the
common people, and their attempt to escape from the pains and
complexities of life into mystical experience.

‘God alone Suffices’ is the title of the penultimate essay in
this collection. Sister Ruth Obbard places Julian of Norwich
side by side with Teresa of Avila, finding between the two mystics
a similarity of spirit and experience which crosses the centuries
and cultures which divide them. In the last essay, Robert Llewelyn
underlines for the fearful and doubting one main theme of
Julian’s teaching—that there is no wrath in God.

This leaves John Swanson’s ‘Guide for the Inexpert Mystic’, a
contribution which is central to the whole book, since its aim is
to show how Julian of Norwich can be called a woman for, as
well as of,our day. He regards her teaching as an antidote to
diseases of the present age, enumerating three in particular which
affect our way of thought and Church life at every level. First,
there is the triumph of existential philosophy and its pragmatic
implications which deny the reality of the unseen world of spirit.
Technological expertise has further reinforced the view that the
ultimate good must be productive and efficient and the ultimate
good person be a worker, a doer and a mover. Secondly, he points
to the privatisation of religion, a legacy of the sixteenth century,
which destroys the sense of the Church as the mystical body of
Christ. Thirdly, there is the heritage of Puritanism leading to a
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theological dualism whereby the physical world is separated from
that of the spirit ‘with the physical world consigned to the Devil
and the spiritual world the exclusive gamepark of the Elect’.

In his essay John Swanson demonstrates how powerfully
Julian’s insights address themselves to those three problems:

In the face of the repudiation of the spiritual, Julian flings us back
up against the spiritual, the abstract, the immeasurable. She gives it a
precedence over all other reality, and calls us back to a prime orienta-
tion to those things which are not behavioural or visible or measurable
or obvious on an external plane. She says, in effect, “Don’t just look at
whatyousee, butlook at what youknow and at what he has shown me’.

Her recognition of the one-ing experience at creation produces a
perfect ansdote to the privatism of our religious culture. The utter
unity of humankind, all commonly ‘one’d’ with their Creator at their
making, and all created precisely for that very universal one-ing
experience suggests the essential corporality of the entire Christian
experience. . . .

And most particularly in her understandings of the engagement of
the whole person in the salvation process, she flies clearly in the face of
the flesh-denying Puritan religionists. No body-hater she! (p.85.)

And Julian, he continues, speaks to the ‘inexpert mystic’, to
those who find the step-by-step methodology of some spiritual
teachers both artificial and confusing. She makes room for the
individual by sharing and not by directing. She writes out of her
own experience and thereby ‘legitimizes for the inexpert mystic
the validity of one’s own experience of God’. As a lover and
truster of God, she can be genuinely optimistic in her world
which was as dark as ours. She is a theological rather than an
ecstatic mystic and therefore less threatening to the neophyte
who ‘considers stigmata to be a little ““far out” fornow’. Julian’s
theology is pastoral rather than speculative; it can produce
immediately applicable responses from even the raw beginner.
She is loving and never judgemental; she leaves space round her
writings so that each individual can move out freely in the
direction in which he or she is lead. She opens the doors of the
inner world to those who are taking their first steps into an
unfamiliar country.

All this may be true for some, perhaps many beginners, for
all of us need to be assured of God’s love as Julian assures us,
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and all need space in which to grow. But given an experiential
knowledge of that love, some may need a tougher and more
directional teacher. Even though there may be no wrath in God,
there is sternness as well as tenderness in the eyes of the Saviour
who looks out on the world from the icons of the Pantocrator.
Those eyes see humankind as grown-up children capable of
being exposed to the shadow side of their nature and to a healing
which may be as painful as the disease. Robert Llewelyn
discusses this point in the final essay, perhaps because he
realizes that it is understated elsewhere.

Finally, we must ask whether this collection achieves its
purpose of bringing the depths of Julian’s spirituality to those
who want to know more about her. It should stimulate readers
to explore, or explore afresh, one of the modern translations of
her writings, as recommended in the Select Bibliography.*

Like myself, they may want to question some points made
by writers of these essays. For instance, would there really have
been such a close affinity between Julian and John Ball as
Kenneth Leech seems to suggest? Independent of mind though
she was in theological matters, there is nothing to indicate that
she would have supported the violence and rebellion of the
Peasants’ Revolt, while surely John Ball would have regarded an
anchorite, with a maid to wait upon her, as a privileged person,
not a fellow-revolutionary.

Neither-am I convinced by Sister Elizabeth Obbard that the
similarities between Teresa of Avila and Julian are not out-
weighed by the differences—even though, as contemplatives,
they would both believe that God alone suffices.

Nevertheless, the essays in this book should open up the
deeper levels of Julian’s thought to the reader, encouraging him
or her to stretch out across the centuries to one who is a warm
and human guide to the soul. It is a book which should be
helpful to many, especially to those previously unaware of all
that the English mystical tradition has to offer us today.

SISTER EILEENMARY SLG

*For instance, Julian of Norwich: Showings, edited and translated by
Colledge and Walsh (Western Classics of Spirituality series, London SPCK,
1979).Short and Long Text. Paperback, price £10.50
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THE LORD OF THE JOURNEY, edited and compiled by Roger
Pooley and Philip Seddon, Collins 1986. Price £8.95.

It is little more than a year since we recommended two new and
important anthologies in these pages, The Oxford Book of Prayer
and Seasons of the Spirit in the summer 1985 edition of the
Fairacres Chronicle. But such well-presented collections could
seduce us away from the effort necessary to follow an author’s
sustained thought and deprive us of meeting his insights in their
proper context. There is no short cut to the rewards of reading
a good book right through, so are we justified in reviewing yet
another anthology?

The compilers of The Lord of the Journey will not feel that
their book is misused if we raid it unsystematically. It consists
of some 400 pages which are no more designed to be read from
cover to cover than, say, The Methodist Hymn Book. (The
pattern of the two books is not dissimilar, with sections corres-
ponding to the various stages and phases of the Christian life.)
But a preliminary dip will soon reveal that the book has much

. to offer a reader who is prepared to give it more sustained

attention. It is sub-titled A Reader in Christian Spirituality,
though this, I think, does it less than justice. It has a value in
itself which goes beyond that of a reference book or an intro-
duction to Christian authors. It is not a school book, though
one could learn much from its index of authors (more than 250
names, each with dates and a few words of description) and 510
notes to the sources of all the extracts. Bound in hardback, it is
meant to last; its small format suggests a book to keep by you
and, I suspect, a book to keep beside your Bible—the authors
point out that an anthology having the same themes could be
compiled from scripture alone. The publishers put it in the
category of ‘liturgical publications’ and there, perhaps, is the
clue: it is meant to be read ‘in church’ and in the presence of
God. But it comes from the evangelical tradition and has the
expectation, striking in that context, that the word from the
Lord can come through Christian tradition.

Anyone who knows Philip Seddon’s Grove Booklet, Darkness,
will not be surprised to be quickly gripped by this book for it
too is concerned to illuminate areas of experience which could
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seem lonely and private yet also belong to us in common as
members of Christ. The book is a considerable achievement and
witnesses to the width of the compilers’ reading and sympathies.
Personal experience—our own as well as that of the authors
quoted—is constantly evoked and then deepened and enlarged
by being placed within a common experience. It is not thereby
made commonplace, for the style of the collection ensures that
not too much is said; and the same sensitivity restores to some
familiar passages something of their first freshness. The
compilers” avowed purpose is to insert their own reformed,
evangelical tradition of spirituality ‘into a wider sense of how
Christian discipleship has developed’ and to correct some
imbalances. Most of the extracts are modern (sixteenth to
twentieth centuries) but each section begins with voices from
patristic and catholic sources. For instance, the ‘short, largely
rhapsodic burst of praise spanning the centuries even more
swiftly than the previous sections’, with which the collection
marvellously ends, ranges from The Odes of Solomon, to Clement
of Alexandria, Augustine, Symeon the New Theologian, Joseph
Addison, Ann Griffiths, John Henry Newman, Dostoevsky and
Misuno Genzo, a paraplegic poet from Tokyo, writing in 1984.

In a book which includes so much, it may well be the reader’s
dispositions and preoccupations which most effectively give it
unity. The journey with which it is concerned is not one which
you must begin at the beginning and then systematically pass all
the milestones, ticking them off as you go past, never to return.
You begin where you are, read what speaks to you, and will
probably return many times to those passages which prove to be
well-springs of meaning--in the same way that one tends to
return to an ‘inner canon’ of scripture. For me, the unity does
not emerge from the structure of the book and the careful intro-
ductions to each section so much as from the recurring theme
of the cross. The heart of the book could approprlately be located
in one of the two extracts from Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, the
passage in which Christian comes to the cross and feels his
burden loosed and tumbling from his shoulders: ‘Then was
Christian glad and lightsome, and said with a merry heart, “‘He
hath given me rest, by his sorrow, and life, by his death.” Then
he stood still a while to look and wonder .
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The place given to such moments of recognition, and conse-
quent love of the crucified Saviour, is almost a hallmark of the
evangelical tradition. It is frequently the heart of personal
conversion, and can be suspect as leading to individualism, senti-
mentality, and perhaps self-righteous isolation. The compllers of
this book point out thankfully that now ‘conversion is again
being seen as a process as well as an experience’ with conse-
quences which are social and political as well as spiritual. One of
their most impressive extracts is from the Barmen Declaration
of 1934, in which the ‘Confessing Church’ of Germany pledged
itself to evangelical truth and repudiated false teachings in
Church and State.

Bunyan’s pilgrim at the cross looked and wondered; the gift
of the cross is definitive but never something the Christian can
take for granted or presume to have understood. We meet it
again and again and it does not lose its power to confound and
dumbfound us. Sound theology, as Roger Pooley and Philip
Seddon are well aware, obliges us to see the cross and
resurrection as a single act, as the triumph of that love which
God has manifested in the whole of the incarnation, and indeed
in creation. But that saving fact does not outlaw pain from our
human and Christian experience or prevent us from seeking and
finding the comfort of God’s companionship when pain comes
to us unrelieved. Such experiences may be what set us off on
the journey at all, or may give it new direction and new urgency.
Without being self-conscious about it, this book does seem to
draw on a tradition which turns upon the cross and plainly
invites us to seek God there.

There is, for instance, a striking extract in the section ‘Begin-
nings: In God’ which describes the heart of the gospel as the
pain of God: ‘Those who have seen the pain of God can live
without dying, because the “pain” is at once “‘love”. By this
“love”, man’s pain is purified and becomes like God’s “‘pain”.’
(Kazoh Kitamori, 1946.) One of the advantages of an anthology
is that such a passage may be allowed to stand without qualifi-
cation or apology for it is balanced by other voices no less
strong, and finds its place within the total vision of the book.

SISTER ROSEMARY SLG
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GOD AND HUMAN CHANCE, by Paul Burrough. Preface by
Eamonn Andrews. The Book Guild Limited, 1984. £4.95.

When one of the main characters in a modern novel now being
serialized on television—a clergyman, no less—says, ‘God put
such a lot of luck in the universe. Sometimes He seems to have
thought He was creating an immense casino’, he was only
summarizing what many have thought at one time or another
when fortune has dealt them either a good or a bad hand.

God and Human Chance is an attempt to think this puzzle
through. The writer of the Preface found it a captivating though
difficult book to read, and one which in content and pre-
sentation compelled a second study. I echo his assessment, and
can only add to it the hope that this book will stimulate further
study, further writing, on this most absorbing topic.

Bishop Paul Burrough begins his book with a vignette, semi-
autobiographical in origin, of Everyman watching Nature in the
form of swallows diving through the arches of a bridge. He
follows this with chapters on words that men have used for
Chance, on what men have tried to do to circumvent it, on the
role of dream and fantasy in the appearance of Chance, if not in
its manipulation, on that misty region of extra-sensory per-
ceptionand coincidence;and he finishes with a too-short chapter
on the Theology of Chance.

After the beautifully flowing opening, the style becomes
somewhat breathless—there is throughout a great economy of
word. The reader is sometimes reminded of being in the familiar
dream-world known to all of us where events, people, conver-
sations, all happen with casually insistent progression but at an
alarming rate. And behind the whole, less (quite rightly) a ‘how
does it all happen’ than an urgent ‘why’ and ‘when’.

If T had to select two topics of particular interest to me, of
the many covered in this book, I think I would name the
fascinating study of the words used in many languages indicating
Chance—I cannot begin to summarize this section, it must be
read entire. Secondly, I would choose in the chapter on the
Theology of Chance (though this implicitly underlies all other
chapters), the relationship between Providence, Determinism
and Predestination.
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This is a book that keeps God at the centre, and encourages
Creation to fly gaily, courageously and confidently in the light
and shadow of God’s love, to fly from this world and melt by
way of transfiguration into the eternal next. Perhaps the
doubtful inquisitive will be persuaded by reading what the
author says of the keystone question:

Either God created Chance by ushering in life at the end of the un-
imaginable aeons of mechanistic ‘unlife’, as Steinbeck calls it, or else
Chance and a chemical accident created God as the inevitable figure to
explain why unlife had ceased. (p. 73)

A.J.GARDINER

OPEN TO GOD, The Franciscan Life. Brother Bernard.
Foreword by John Austin Baker. Fount Paperbacks, 1986.
£2.50.

Francis of Assisi is surely among the most attractive of saints,
and Brother Bernard has written a very attractive book about
him. It makes full use of the authentic sources for his life, but
does not leave him a safely medieval figure: nor does it fall into
the error of seeing him as the first hippy or member of the
Ecology Party. Open to God is as much about discipleship as
about St Francis, and throughout the book quotations from
present day Franciscans, such as Leonardo Boff and Archbishop
Desmond Tutu, are placed side by side with references to early
Franciscan history and to the Gospel: a short step indeed, for
Francis was truly a ‘mirror of his Master’.

Brother Bernard draws on the experience of his own com-
munity, the Anglican Society of St Francis, and gives some very
engaging glimpses into his own story of dlsc1plesh1p, sharing
with his readers the difficulties and the joys of the day to day
living of the Franciscan ideal.

SISTER CATHERINE SLG
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THE JESUS PRAYER: The Power of the Name in Orthodox
Spirituality, Kallistos Ware, SLG Press 1974, new edition 1986,
Fairacres Publication 43. Price 75 pence.

‘Silence is very difficult for most of us to attain, and itis perhaps
odd that one of the best ways of letting go of language seems to
be through language: that is, through the prayer of repetition,
the shorter and simpler the better. I am thinking in particular of
the Jesus prayer, the best-loved prayer for constant use in the
Russian tradition, “Lord Jesus Christ, Son of God, have mercy
on me a sinner”’ (Anne Pennington, Theology, 1982).

Bishop Kallistos expresses living Orthodox tradition and
theology in this classic exposition of the Jesus Prayer. He allows
the Hesychasts, the masters of stillness, to speak directly to us
and shows that beginners in prayer, as well as those with more
experience, can profitably apply their teaching to themselves.
He also tackles related questions about breathing techniques,
the possiblerelation between ‘the way of the Name’in Orthodoxy
and similar disciplines in other religious traditions, and the
legitimacy of practising the prayer before coming to personal
belief in Christ. Consistently a best-seller, The Power of the
Name can be put confidently in the hands of all who wish to
learn to pray; it has proved its worth for people at every stage,
and been wanslated into many languages. The author’s revisions
in this new and longer edition are the fruitof continued teaching
and prayer.

KALLISTOS WARE, English by birth and up-bringing, was received into
the Orthodox Church in 1958, ordained priest in 1966 and in the same
year took monastic vows at the Monastery of St John the Theologian in
Patmos. In 1982 he was consecrated Bishop. He has charge of the Greek
Orthodox parish in Oxford and is Spalding Lecturer in the University. He
has contributed substantially to the translation into English of Orthodox
service books and the complete text of The Philokalia.
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