





COMMUNITY NOTES

‘Even a misinterpretation of what he says can be seen as an
affirmation of the power of language’, wrote a newspaper com-
mentator of one parliamentary candidate during the election
campaign. It is true that the effect of words on their hearers and
readers is not always directly related to the meaning they contain;
and the deliberate or inadvertent misinterpretation of what is
spoken and written by other people is all part of political
procedure. The power of language consists in more than the
factual accuracy—or otherwise—of what it conveys, because it
affects the emotions as well as the intelligence, and commun-
ication operates at many levels, conscious and unconscious.

We can diminish a concept or an experience by trying to
articulate what words cannot capture: on the other hand, words
can be used in such a way as to evoke something beyond what is
actually ‘said’. Obviously literary skills can be misused and
orators, as we found all too often in the run-up to June 11th,
can wax eloquent in praise or blame of the same set of facts, so
that the victims of verbal bombardment are left wondering what
is the precise relationship of words and meaning. Alice had the
same problem when conversing with Humpty Dumpty. What is
highlighted at the time of a general election goes on to some
extent in most of our lives, most of the time.

As Christians we believe that the Word was made flesh, and
that that Word, Jesus, had some very searching things to say
about truth. Pilate asked him—in jest, according to Bacon’s
essay on the subject—what it was, ‘and did not stay for an
answer’. Jesus had previously told him that his task, the reason
he was born and had come into the world, was to bear witness
to the truth and that all who are not deaf to it listen to his voice
(John 18:37). Earlier in the same Gospel he had said ‘I am the
way, the truth and the life (John 14:6). It seems to us wholly
appropriate to think of truth in terms of personhood rather
than it being a matter of merely factual accuracy, or an abstract
quality; we can accept that it has a mysterious kind of being
which we can recognize and respond to but not define. ‘

So we receive the truth of God in such measure as we can,
relating to him directly and indirectly through all the ups and
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downs of daily life and prayer. He searches us out and knows us
(Psalm 139), and wants us to affirm him in all the really bad
bits of our selves and our experience as well as in those which
we deem not so bad and therefore more presentable. We need to
remember that only God can know the whole truth of any
person or any situation; what appear to us as contradictions are,
perhaps, contained and complementary in a dimension beyond
our imagining; and although we cannot stretch our finite minds
to understand this, we can try, in faith, to acknowledge it.

In his Readings in St Jobn's Gospel, William Temple says that
when Jesus exhorts anyone: ‘Believe in me’, the sense is ‘put
your whole trust in me’. Such readiness to take the risk of
handing ourselves over to God should surely be at the heart of
our Christian response to him. We have no reason to think that
this surrender will ensure that everything is ‘all right’ for us—
quite the reverse, as the lives and works of the saints testify—but
if we are trying with our wills to put ourselves in his hands, we
can know that in life and in death we are in the right place. This
sort of attitude to life comes from no easy optimism-Jesus tells
us that following him means taking up our cross and letting go
of everything and everyone we hold most dear—but it does
mean that in our world as we know it we proclaim by our com-
mitment that confrontation, discord, violence and misery do
not have the last word. All that can be apprehended, however
dimly and fleetingly, of truth and beauty is an indication of
what is the eternal reality of God’s love.

It can be quite a relief when we are really able to accept that,
as St Paul says, we see only ‘in a glass darkly’ and so stop trying
vainly to grasp things ‘in the round’ and so to exercise control
over them. How often it happens that our actual experience of
people or events is very different from what we have anticipated.
We can be agonizedly apprehensive or foolishly sanguine before-
hand, and then be surprised, pleasantly or unpleasantly, by
what happens. But there is more than this where other people
are concerned: however we think of them in absence, their
presence introduces an element we cannot bargain for; and we
find that, for instance, the fear or anger we have been harbouring
or our innate and reprehensible suspicion of strangers, melts
away if something of a smile come into the situation.
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We have a number of community events to look forward to.
The Oblates’ Chapter is July 28—29th, and on the 28th, Kathleen
will be made a Novice Oblate. Oblate Sister Kitty will make her
Life Promises at Mass on the Feast of the Transfiguration. On
August 27th, Sister Alison Kathleen will make her Profession in
Life Vows. This will be the occasion for SLG to welcome the
Bishop of Oxford, Richard Harries, as its new Visitor. The
previous day, August 26th, Novice Shirley csMV will be
Clothed as a Novice SLG. On November 22nd, Sister Isabel
Mary will be blessed as Sister in Charge of Bede House, and
Sister Helen Columba will return to Fairacres after holding that
office for over five years.

Sister Eileen Mary returned to Fairacres last February after
more than three years with the Columbanus Community of
Reconciliation in Belfast. In September Sister will be going back
to Ireland, this time to the Republic. She will be in the parish of
Garton in Donegal whose Church of Ireland priest is Fr Peter
Barrett. Sister will live a life of prayer in a cottage which could
offer accommodation to anyone in need of a few days’ retreat
and willing to make the pilgrimage to a remote and rural area.

A late Easter such as we have had means that the year is
quite far on before we leave behind the demands and excite-
ments of major feasts in the Church’s calendar and come to the
“blessed ordinariness’ of Trinitytide when we can take stock of
all that has gone before.

‘Things beyond our seeing, things beyond our hearing, things beyond
our imagining, all prepared by God for those who love him,’ these it is
that God has revealed to us through the Spirit. (1 Cor.2:9-10)

MOTHER SLG



A BIRD IN THE HAND
SISTER BARBARA JUNE SLG

BLACKBIRDS are notoriously foolish and improvident nest
builders. Their preferred sites are often exposed, precarious and
within eyeshot of the most casual passerby, not least the feline
predator. But there it is; no careful planning, no elaboration of
construction, nothing any self-respecting ornithological building
society would advance the least mortgage on, and if last year’s
shambly apology for a nest remains for re-occupation this year
without too much renovation and repair, so much the better.

Recently, however, I came across an account of one black-
bird’s unique enterprise in nest location, and the story has set
me thinking about prayer and the Holy Spirit from a quite new
vantage point. In arecently published little anthology of prayers
and praise from the Celtic tradition,* I read the following:

St Kevin and the blackbird
At one Lenten season, St Kevin, as was his way, fled from the company
of men to a certain solitude, and in a little hut that did but keep out
the sun and the rain, gave himself earnestly to reading and to prayer,
and his leisure to contemplation alone. And as he knelt in his accus-
tomed fashion, with his hand outstretched through the window and
lifted up to heaven, a blackbird settled on it, and busying herself as in
her nest, laid in it an egg. And so moved was the saint that in all patience
and gentleness he remained, neither closing nor withdrawing his hand:
but until the young ones were fully hatched he held it out unwearied,
shaping it for the purpose.
Giraldus Cambrensis, Topographica Hibernica, ii:28
Trans. Helen Waddell, Beasts and Saints (Constable 1934), p. 137

What a deal of authenticity this story holds, as a parable of
prayer and ministry, both as widely understood. Consider first
of all what St Kevin learnt, and what I can learn from him, about
prayer. He had not at all expected that his ‘certain solitude’
would find him branching out quite so literally in an unpre-
cedented new direction, prayer-wise. We can recognize the

* Thresbold of Light, edited by A.M. Allchin and Esther de Waal, DLT, 1986.
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peculiar sense of honour and tenderness he felt first of all when
the blackbird alighted and settled to rest. How gladdening it is
when any defenceless creature or small child finds us a place of
refuge and falls trustfully asleep in our lap. The blackbird, of
course, is totally free from self-conscious calculation. Her whole
brooding attention is on her eggs and spring’s mothering fulfil-
ment. St Kevin is hatching a new plot in the conspiracy of
creation as the eggs in this nest are warmed from below as well
as from above. Not such a foolish blackbird after all!

If the blackbird made a venture of trust in her choice of nest,
St Kevin did no less in his accustomed fashion of prayerful
contemplation, with his open hand outstretched, the gesture of
hopeful supplication. In our day and age how seldom in fact do
we experience being given something into our hands. Super-
market shopping is a parable of our common whole attitude to
prayer, to life and to creation. We reach out, and choose, and
grasp, and take, and calculate, and fumble for payment. When
do we stretch out empty hands to receive what another will give?
Eucharistically, at least, we do that quite simply to receive our
daily bread, a gift and bounty more astonishing and lightweight
than even St Kevin's blackbird, the Body of Christ.

~(Given you are into our empty hands
Which cannot grasp the mystery they hold.

—Sr Catherine 5LG

This ungraspingness St Kevin practised too: ‘~he remained,
neither closing nor withdrawing his hand’. Perhaps this remaining
open handed is the hardest part of all, the unending ministry of
a hand that is out of action, nailed. Somehow in prayer what
matters is to realize and think, ‘This is a blackbird’s nest, . . .
these eggs are bers’, not, “This is my hand; all I hold T'll have
and keep’. For to close the hand is to lose the bird and be left
with only an egg soon to grow cold and never hatch, or even a
fragmented shell. How difficult it is to be self disregarding
enough to be, in all simplicity, where the prayer is, as it were,
taking place~to be ‘hand’ only, and not possessive head and
heart. :

More than this; St Kevin’s hand is not just passively resigned
to being a platform or a shelf. He goes to the loving full extent
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of making and keeping it a rounded nest, as he holds it out
‘unweared, shaping it for the purpose’. How that simplifies his
priorities. There is never any question of being a nest and, at the
same time, anything else. That hand is out of action, and what a
work of love and discipline it is to keep it so. It could be a source
of constant frustration. For us too it may be that something that
from one aspect seems disabling and burdensome, some personal
everyday responsibility about which we are tempted to say
‘were it not for this, I could pray’ may be the very place we are
held to in prayer, our unwitting welcome to the blackbird.
St Kevin decided to be a handy nest without making a prior
choice. That choice had been made—by the blackbird. So prayer
too is about remaining ‘in all patience and gentleness’ with a
situation we could not have contrived or imagined, and a work
that puts an end to all our labour.

The blackbird, after all, has no doubt that the major work
is hers. I am told that it isa first principle of community develop-
ment work that when a task or enterprise is completed, those
for whom it was done must be able to say ‘We did it.” Once the
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brood was fully hatched and fledged no doubt the blackbird
flew away satisfied that she had successfully done her part. And
finding her gone, how did St Kevin respond? 1 cannot imagine
him closing his eyes and dreaming nostalgically about how-it-
feels-to-be-a-blackbird’s nest. Still less would 1 give credulity to
a continuation of the story which made him say to any one who
would listen, ‘D’you know what? A blackbird made her nestin
this hand!” — And yet there can be no doubt that prayer could
not be quite the same again. Any day may see a like break in
the tradition of prayer I have established. Am I going to be ready
to welcome a blackbird? Beyond that, to wait and remain ‘in all
patience and gentleness’ till the young ones so unexpectedly
and undeservedly entrusted into my hand are fully hatched?
And let them go? And be empty handed again? Time and grace
will tell. But next time I close my eyes and invoke the Holy
Spirit I shall dare to hope and believe that the overshadowing
wing may be not white but black. Veni Creator Spiritus.



THE SPIRIT OF THE CELTIC CHURCH

HARRY GALBRAITH MILLER

They lift up their voices, they sing for joy;

over the majesty of the Lord they shout from the west.
Therefore in the east give glory to the Lord;

in the coastlands of the sea, to the name of the Lord,

the God of Israel.
From the ends of the earth we hear songs of praise,

of glory to the Righteous One.

(Isaiah 24:14—16)

WHAT were the outstanding characteristics of the Celtic
Church? Much of its history is shrouded in obscurity and
ambiguity, and the evidence is often hard to interpret. This has,
of course, enabled the romantically minded to paint a picture of
a church shining with all the perfections that the primitive
Christians are often alleged to have had, but, regrettably, did
not have. The truth is that the Celtic Church had its fair share
of sin, but it also had great, indeed heroic, qualities.

The first quality I note is a simple matter of fact—whether
you regard it as a virtue or as one of its sins is for the reader to
decide according to his own outlook. The Celtic Church was
stubbornly old-fashioned. When the rest of Europe calculated
the date of Easter according to the method devised by Victorinus
of Aquitaine in AD 457, the Celtic Church stuck to the ancient
Jewish method that it had originally received from Rome in the
second or third centuries, and for long would have nothing to
do with the newfangled innovation. When the rest of Europe
had grown accustomed to see monks with the crown of their
heads shaven, the Irish monks still shaved the front half of the
head and let the hair on the back half grow long. To the eyes of
the European clergy who considered themselves civilized, the
Irish monks appeared barbarous beatniks. They were merely
stubbornly old-fashioned: they would tonsure their hair the
way everyone used to do in the good old days. The form of
their worship, so far as we can really judge, was equally old-
fashioned. They stuck to the liturgical patterns and language
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that they had originally received, and refused to change. This,
combined as it was with a love of colourful and emotive
language, was highly distressing to the restrained and dignified
Roman Church.

The Celtic Church was organized round the monastery rather
than round a parish church, and the basis of the monastic life
was worship, reading and work. No doubt in later centuries life
in many monasteries became easy, and even luxurious, but it
was not so in the period we are considering. Idleness was sin,
discipline was strict and life was hard. Of St Columba (¢. 521—
597) himself it was said that in the thirty-four years he spent on
Iona, he could not pass the space of one hour without study or
prayer or writing or other work; and he expected those around
him to work as hard. He would have agreed with the saying of
Elizabeth the Queen Mother, that ‘work is the rent you pay for
the room you occupy in the world’. And the rent that Columba
demanded was high.

It is difficult to generalize about the standard of learning in
the monasteries. It may well be that many monks did not have
much more than the ability to read and write. Yet many brilliant
scholars were trained in the monastic schools, and, oddly
enough, the curriculum of study was as old-fashioned as every-
thing else. When Greek was no longer understood on the
Continent, except in the Greek monasteries in Southern Italy, it
was still being read and studied in Ireland. Things often move in
circles, and there are times when to be old-fashioned is not to
be behind the times, but well in advance of them. So far behind
the times was the Celtic Church that in the Western world it was
only in the monasteries of Ireland that you could have found
in the seventh century, scholars who could read the New
Testament in the original Greek. Some centuries later, the
ability to read Greek was to become in Europe a new and
exciting discovery.

The Celtic Church was a missionary church, continually ex-
panding outward and founding new monasteries. It spread
through Scotland and much of England: it advanced across
France to the Rhine, and down through Switzerland to the
North of Italy. Consequently it was in continual need of new
service books and new copies of the Scriptures, particularly of
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the Gospels and the Psalms. So one of the most significant
activities of the monks was the endless copying of books, and
especially of the Scriptures. This work, before the invention of
printing, was as urgent and practical a task as the growing of
crops. At this point the most distinctive features of the Celtic
spiritual life begin to emerge, features only partly explained by
the isolation and remoteness of Ireland, out of touch as it was
with the up-to-date trends of the Continent.

The sheer beauty of the Celtic script still charms us today:
flowing and yet simple, it is a delight to the eye, and far more
legible than the angular, space-saving Gothic. But, of course, it
is the illuminated manuscripts that are the glory of the Celtic
Church. They are unique and inexplicable. ‘In the art of illum-
ination,’ it has been said, ‘it represents, perhaps, a climax never
again reached. It is the more remarkable in that it suddenly
appears before us, fully developed, without any preliminary
stages and with no source to which it can be traced.”* Without
here concerning curselves with such controversial and perhaps
insoluble matters, we can at least agree on the unearthly beauty
of the few manuscripts that have survived for us, and the
exulting joy in colour and form, and the riotous imagination
that they reveal. They are in themselves veritable outbursts of
praise to God. That, like Melchizedek, they are without father
or mother or genealogy is of little consequence except to the
scholar. What is important is that they convey to us over the
centuries, far more accurately than any written description,
something of the awareness and response of the Celtic Church
to the mystery of God, and of its joyful adoration of the divine
glory. These books, in the words of Isaiah, still lift up their
voices and sing for joy. They shout from the west over the glory
of the Lord, and from the ends of the earth we still hear their
songs of praise giving glory to the Righteous One.

It does not follow that when one art form is at a high level of
development all the others, or indeed any of them, must neces-
sarily be at a similar high level. We cannot therefore assume that
the music of the Celtic Church, about which we really know
very little, in any way rivalled the beauty of its illuminating.
Yet it is difficult to believe that a Church so sensitive to the
beauty of the books from which it sang could have been content

10



with barbarous music. Hints are not lacking to suggest that the
music of Ireland may well have been worthy of its art. Certainly
in the middle of the ninth century the Irish monk, John Scotus
Eriugena described certain methods of counterpoint that
musicians only began to employ more than a hundred years
later in Europe. Moreover, the Irish monks of St Gall in
Switzerland gradually spread musical knowledge through
Europe, and could boast of the illustrious names of Notker and
Tuathal. With some hesitation I give a personal impression.
Often, when I have been listening to some of the Songs of the
Hebrides collected by Marjory Kennedy-Fraser, I felt thatIwas
hearing what had originally been ecclesiastical music. I cannot
give any technical justification of this, but the impression
is to me irresistible. Yet when all our guessing is done, we have
to realize, sadly, that the music, however wonderful, has faded
into silence. It may, in certain instances, be true that heard
melodies are sweet, but those unheard are sweeter, but we should
give much to hear again the hymns and psalms as they were
once sung at Bangor and Iona.

Hand in hand with this intense love of, and sensitivity to, the
the beautiful in art went a deep sense of the beauty of nature
and of kinship with it. Here was a real divergence from the
developing religious consciousness of the Western Church.
Perhaps in the matter also the Celtic Church was simply old-
fashioned, and reflected an earlier way of thinking. On the Con-
tinent, however, the world with all its beauty and wonder was
gradually being renounced as civilization crumbled and violence
and cruelty seemed to conquer. The time was to come when a
man of God could ask himself seriously whether it was not sinful
in him to admire the beauty of a rose. The world and everything
in it was evil, and the Christian, setting his affections on the
world beyond, learned to regard this world as lying wholly in
the evil one. The Irish monk, however, had no such revulsion
from nature. He loved the beauty of God’s creation, and refused
to regard as evil what God had made so good. St Columba
rejoiced in the wildness of the sea and the thunder of the waves
upon the rocks. The song of the birds was a constant joy to him.
Manchan the hermit praised God for the glory of the woodlands
and the stream that flowed past his door. Another sings of the
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honeysuckle, the laden apple tree, the pure spring that rose
crystal clear from the rock, and round which the wild goats and
deer and red foxes gathered at sunset. A scholar wrote in the
margin of his copy of Paul’s Epistles a lighthearted little poem
about his white pussy, Pangur Ban. Illustrations could be
multiplied endlessly.? Not perhaps till we come to St Francis of
Assisi do we meet this love of, and kinship with, nature so
passionately expressed as it was by the Celtic Church.

The fundamental reason for this was the Celtic Church’s
unshakeable conviction that Christ had redeemed all creation.
To doubt the beauty and purity of the world would have been
to question the efficacy of redemption. The Irish monk knew
well the desolation that man had made on earth. The most
cursory reading of the Litany of Dunkeld shows that he was
deeply aware of living in a hostile and dangerous world. It was a
world in which there were caterans and robbers, wolves and all
kinds of evil beasts; where he had to pray to be delivered not
only from the Vikings—the enemies of the name of Christ—but
also from floods of water, horrible tempest and hunger and
nakedness. But he also know that Christ had redeemed the
world and that all things lay within His power, and so his eyes
were open to see the world’s beauty and he could accept life
without fear. In the words of the Acclamation of the Dunkeld
Litany:

Christ is Victor:
Christ is King-.
Christ is Lord of all.

Christ had ascended the Cross and made it the throne from
which He ruled the world, and to question the loveliness of the
earth was to question the Kingship of Christ. It was as simple as
that. The Maclean Cross stands at a bend in the road on Iona,
looking across a field to the study window of the manse, and
the figure of Christ on that Cross is no broken figure, hanging
lifeless between heaven and earth. He is a crowned King, reigning
supreme and reigning for ever.

Deeper far than its love of nature was the Celtic Church’s
love of Christ. If He was Lord of all creation, He was Lord and
Ruler of human life: Ruler not merely of a narrow fringe of
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existence, some cutlying province of living. He was Lord of all
life from the centre to the circumference. He was indeed both
centre and circumference.

Christ with me, Christ before me, Christ behind me,

Christ in me, Christ beneath me, Christ above me,

Christ on my right, Christ on my left,

Christ when I lie down, Christ when I sit down,
Christ when I arise.

This passage from the well-known Breastplate of St Patrick is,
no doubt, partly an incantation for the protection of Christ
against all evil, but it is more than that. It is a confession of the
besetting Presence that has authority over every moment of
life. The Celtic mind made no hard and fast cleavage between
the visible world and the invisible. Each shaded into the other,
and the authority of Christ extended over both. To that
authority the Celtic missionary submitted himself absolutely,
and called others to a like submission.

The Celtic Church, like the Bible, saw life in terms of black
and white. Either a man was for Christ or he was against Him.
Either he confessed the truth as it was in Christ or he denied it,
and to deny the truth was to deny Christ, for He was the truth.
Therefore there could never be any compromise. The Celtic
Church would hardly have understood what the modern Church
means by dialogue with the unbeliever. The only dialogue that
it knew was to confront the unbeliever with Christ, and force
him to the ultimate choice. The story runs that soon after
St Patrick was sent to Ireland he came to Tara where the high
king lived. As it was the occasion of a pagan festival, orders had
been given that no fire was to be kindled until the royal fire had
been lit. The answer of Patrick was to kindle the Paschal Fire on
the Hill of Slane on Easter Eve. The only argument that he
knew was the confrontation of the false fire by the true. When
Columba came to Scotland there was nothing conciliating about
his approach to the pagan druids. He met them, according to
his biographer Adamnan, in a head-on collision. When the gates
of Inverness were bolted against him, Columba blasted them
open with the Gospel.> Again, we read that

when Columba was chanting the evening hymns with a few of the
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brethren, as usual, outside the king's fortifications, some druids coming
near them, did all that they could to prevent God’s praises being sung in
the midst of a pagan nation. On seeing this the Saint began to sing the
forty-fourth Psalm; and at the same time so wonderfully loud, like
pealing thunder, did his voice become, that king and people were
struck with terror and amazement.*

The modern Church is so apologetic in its representation of
the faith that the world scarcely stops to listen. We have grown
so frightened of being accused of being intolerant that we often
seem to adopt the position that while there is truth in the
Christian faith no doubt, there is also a great deal of truth in
every faith, and in any case, truth is a very relative thing. Asa
result people feel (and they can scarcely be blamed for it) that
there is no urgent reason why they should take the Gospel
seriously. It is certainly not a matter of life or death. In the
view of the Celtic Church mankind stood in a valley of decision,
and so it always confronted men with the full challenge of
Christ. They were left in no doubt that between acknowledging
Christ and rejecting Him there lay the infinite distance between
life and death, and that between these two choices there was no
middle course.

One last comment may not be out of place. We have seen
reason to believe that the Celtic Church was stubbornly old-
fashioned. It liked its old ways, and resented every effort to
modernize it and bring it up-to-date. Its motto, not unfairly,
might have been, ‘As it was in the beginning, it is now, and ever
shall be: Amen.” This, we are told today is the sure recipe for
failure. The Church must move with the times and adapt itself
to the way people are thinking today. It must change, and
it must experiment. The Celtic Church had no intention of
changing. Yet it is a matter of history that it did not fail. It
evangelized Ireland. It evangelized Scotland. It evangelized
England. It evangelized Wales. It spread the Gospel to the Rhine
and as far as Lombardy. Yvan Christ, in a note on the Abbey of
Luxeuil-les-Bains, established ¢. 590 by St Columbanus, could
give as his opinion:

The spiritual and intellectual influence of St Columbanus [not to be

confused with St Columba] was immense . . . By his evangelizing and

civilizing activities he can be considered as one of the most outstanding

14



figures of the early Middle Ages . . . and as one of the founders of
European christianity.’

Truly, the missionary outreach of the Celtic Church was amazing.
I am not sure that it has any parallel in history except in the
first century. It came from a country that was economically
poor: it was out of the main stream of cultural advance: its
methods were old-fashioned. Yet it shouted the majesty of the
Lord from the west, and from the ends of the earth men heard
songs of praise. It succeeded, not because it was old-fashioned,
but in spite of the fact that it was old-fashioned, just as no
church will succeed simply by being modern and up-to-date, but
may succeed in spite of these doubtful advantages. It succeeded
because these early monks had a fire in their bones that burned
intensely. They were the gillies of Christ, and where He sent
them they went, and what He commanded them they did. They
took the faith with uncompromising seriousness, and they
demanded that their hearers did the same.

Fierce and resolute men, no doubt: but not hard men, nor
unfeeling. In the stories that have come down to us about the
monks they frequently act ruthlessly and even vindictively. Yet
in the fragments of their writings that still survive there is often
amost moving gentleness and understanding of the human heart.
Deeply characteristic, too, is their undying love for their native
land, a love that pulled continually at their hearts. Over the
centuries the homesickness in the heart of Colman the Irishman
(of whom no more is known than can be gathered from the one

poem) still moves us. I quote from the translation of Helen
Waddell:6

So, since your heart is set on those sweet fields
And you must leave me here,

Swift be your going . . .

Vangquished art thou by love of thine own land,
And who shall hinder love?

Since, if but Christ would give me back the past,
And that first strength of days,

And this white head of mine were dark again,
I too might go your ways . . .

Go to the land whose love gives thee no rest.
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The depth of their passion for the land where they were born
enables us to measure the fierceness of these old missionaries’
love for Christ. It drove them relentlessly so far from their own
dear country. They went out to the ends of the earth, but always
they were strangers and pilgrims, homesick for Ireland—and
homesick for Heaven. And because they journeyed ever on to a
greener land than Erin, they sang for joy, and so from the ends
of the earth men still hear their songs of praise.

NOTES
1. ‘Nluminated Manuscripts’, Encyclopaedia Britannica, 14th edition.
2. These illustrations are all raken from The Poem-Book of the Gael,
edited by Eleanor Hull.
3. Adamnan, Life of St Columba, Bk 11, Ch. 35.
4, Ibid., Bk. I, Ch. 37.
5. Yvan Christ, Abbayes de France, p. 46.
6. Helen Waddell, Mediaeval Latin Lyrics. Constable & Co. Ltd., 1929,

p.75.

The Revd Harry Galbraith Miller was sometime minister at Iona
and the Ross of Mull.
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THE CONTEMPLATIVE IN THE WORLD
MOTHER MARY CLARE SLG

The following is an excerpt from our most recent publication,
The Contemplative in the World, taken from addresses given
at the Convent to members of the Fellowsbip. It begins with a
discussion of the relation of the offered life of our divine
Saviour and the work of those called to the contemplative life in
the world.

If this offering is to enter into the whole of our life, that will
include our consecrated use of material things. All things are to
be sacramental; we must recognize the divine underneath and
use everything as a means of setting free the divine life within us.
Our blessed Lord had to use and to come in contact with created
things continually. He did not despise them. He used food and
clothing, occasions of social intercourse, and in the using he
consecrated them all. Those set apart for God, whether vowed
to God for ever in the community, or dedicated to him in the
Fellowship must in union with our Lord use all things sacra-
mentally. We must remember that in daily life all things that we
handle must be used reverently and quietly. All roughness is a
form of sacrilege, the misuse of something offered to God. By
our careful use of all that God gives us we can make reparation
for all the sins of misuse and carelessness among those who have
ignored or forgotten the claim of God on their lives. We must
not get narrow or scrupulous about the things God gives us to
use, but it is to be a disciplined use. As we grow in the spirit of
sacrificial love, we become more simple, scruples vanish and the
life and love of God himself pour into our hearts to be poured
out again on behalf of the world for which our Lord died.

PRAYER WITHIN THE VERTICAL

You have received the call from God to live the contemplative
life in the world, and part of that sense of vocation has been to
lead you to associate yourselves with the community. You may
recall the old analogy of the relation of the vertical, that is,

17



man’s relation to God, and that of the horizontal, that is, man’s
relation to creation. Father Cary used the transverse arms of the
Cross to illustrate these aspects of our life. First, let us think
about the offering of prayer within the vertical, through the
Mass, the Divine Office, and in our private prayer.

About the Mass, I think I need only say that I know that if it
is humanly possible you will find yourselves morning by morning
at the altar of God, where our great high priest through the
blessed sacrament of his body and blood unites his Church on
earth to his offering in heaven. In the Mass the members of his
body are united to himself, that they too may be strengthened
to offer themselves a sacrifice of love and reparation to the
heavenly Father for the needs of the whole world. The con-
templative should, I am sure, derive special strength and support
in the Mass through union with the Church Triumphant in the
mystical body.

The holy sacrifice of the Mass and communion is the supreme
act of worship, and flowing out from this is the offering of the
Divine Office, 2 work so important that we are bidden as a com-
munity to remember that its recitation is not only a funda-
mental duty but also a privilege of great value.

The perfect prayer of our Lord did not cease when he as-
cended into heaven. Through his indwelling in his mystical body
the Church, it has risen to God unceasingly through the ages.
Because of our incorporation in his risen life, our Divine Office
is part of the great work of the extension of the Incarnation.
When we come to the Divine Office with reverence and re-
collection it is taken up into the very life of the blessed Trinity.

It is called the Divine Office because it relates wholly to God.
The words of holy scripture make up the greater part of the
Office: there are the psalms; there are antiphons introducing the
psalms, most of which are drawn from some part of scripture;
and the hymns and lessons are based on scripture or scriptural
ideas. So it is divine in origin.

It is divine because it is taken from the lips of the Incarnate
Word himself. Our Lord prayed the same psalms and texts from
the Old Testament. The present arrangement of the psalms in
the Office datesfrom the Benedictine Office of the sixth century;
but the psalms were, of course, recited hundreds of years before
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by the Jewish people. This wonderful continuity linking our
worship through the ages emphasizes strongly its divine origin.

It is divine in its intention, because directed to God. The
foundation and background of all our recitation of the Office
must be the pure worship and homage paid to God.

It is divine in its enabling, that is, in the way in which the
Holy Spirit enables us to speak and to praise God. By the power
of the Holy Spirit we are lifted out of the narrowness of our
natural intentions, and the Word of God utters himself again to
the Father through the medium of our lips. That is why we say
at the beginning, ‘O Lord, make haste to help me.” It would be
utterly impossible for us to offer such praise worthily by our
natural power. Our worthiness must depend upon how we
respond to this enabling of the Holy Spirit. This is why our
whole life must be purified.

I know many of you in your own prayer rule have the
recitation of the Divine Office whole or in part as one of the
requirements, and that it is your delight as far as the conditions
of your life admit, to join in this corporate prayer of the
Church. But I am equally sure that the conditions of modern
life demand that you should look at this realistically. What I
have said with regard to the canonical Divine Office would
apply equally to those who say Mattins and Evensong instead.

Here at the Convent we sing Matins, the Night Office, at 2 a.m.
We are granted the privilege of enclosure so that nothing can
hinder our recitation of the Office, but some of you will have
obligations that conflict with your rule for the saying of Office.
You must not get over-burdened by this. I am not preaching
laziness, nor am I minimizing the importance of the obligation
to keep your rule, but I am saying that there are times when the
transmutation of this duty is areal necessity and then you should
have no scruples. There are several ways by which under these
circumstances you can rightly fulfil your duty:

1. You can unite your intention with the prayer of the

community, and by saying an Our Father, unite yourself in

spirit with us.

2. You can recite the opening versicles of the Office (‘O God

make speed to save me.”) with the Gloria and the Lesser

Litany (‘Lord have mercy. Christ have mercy. Lord have

19



mercy.’) and an Our Father, again with the intention with
which you would have said the whole Office had you been
able to do so.

3. You can unite yourself with that aspect of the Lord’s
Passion which the Office commemorates, using an aspiration
such as ‘O Saviour of the world, who by thy Cross and Passion
has redeemed us, save us and belp us we humbly beseech
thee.” This loving intention is a real act of glory and praise
to God and one which will sanctify and make fruitful the
duties which on this occasion have taken the place of the
Office.

Offering specific intentions is not compulsory, each Office

in the daily cycle of prayer is in itself an offering of worship for
all the intentions of the divine purpose. But for those for whom
more detailed intentions are a help, 1 will give a table to show
how the Office, the commemoration of the Passion, and the
intercessory activity may be united if so desired.

OFFICE MYSTERY OF THE PASSION INTENTION

Matins Gethsemane and Betrayal The sin of the night hours;
those in danger, the sick, the
dying, suicides.

Lauds Peter’s Denial, the Mocking The world at the beginning of

and Handing Over a new day; the Community,
the Fellowship,

Terce The Holy Spirit The Church and its needs; for
vocations to missionary work
and to the priesthood.

Sext The Nailing to the Cross Mid-day, the height of the
world’s needs and activities.

None The Piercing of the Side The sick and suffering; those
who live to relieve pain,
doctors, nurses; the reunion of
Christendom.

Vespers Deposition from the Cross Sanctification of family life;
broken homes, children’s work,
teachers, Christian education.

Compline The Holy Sepulchre The departed, especially those
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THE HIDDEN TEACHER OF THE HEART
A Sermon Given at Bede House

ERIC SIMMONS CR

THE STORY of the walk to Emmaus recounted for us in today’s
gospel (Luke 24: 13~35) is such a deeply satisfying and happy
one. Its various components have a universal and timeless
resonance for us, and it is not surprising that through the
centuries this particular episode has appealed strongly and
powerfully to the imagination of countless artists.

The story’s basic theme of first, an unrecognized and yet
wholly familiar Saviour, and second, a long-awaited truth being
under one’s nose—staring one in the face, and yet initially
unapprehended and unregistered—is the stuff of which down
the ages innumerable legends and myths and stories have been
woven. Itis the subject both of high comedy and of deep tragedy.

Furthermore, the symbol of the journey, particularly of the
journey in which a stranger appears. a figure who seems to be of
no special or immediate significance, but who, in fact, radically
affects, and indeed changes not only one’s outlook, but one’s
very life, speaks to us very powerfully. For we know from our
own experience how so often the most important and far-
reaching influences on us have come to us not always by our
own contriving, but almost by accident, and frequently, from
unlikely and surprising sources.

So then, here are these two, Cleopas and his companion. It is
the afternoon of the third day after the Crucifixion, and they
are on the road from Jerusalem to Emmaus, in deep conver-
sation, talking about the events of the last few days, talking
through their grief, their hurt, their bewilderment, trying to get
their thoughts and feelings together, trying to take stock of the
situation. They are so immersed in their talk, so intensely
preoccupied with their own concerns, that at first they fail to
notice that another has joined them and is walking with them.
And so the story unfolds; told with consummate and delicate
humour and irony, yet every detail, every nuance, is of pro-
found significance.
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On the face of it, it is just a chance encounter, as casual as a
conversation at a bus stop. Notice that in no way does the
Stranger force himself upon them; he does not cow them or
compel them into recognizing him by some overwhelming and
dazzling proof of his identity. He is prepared to wait—prepared
to allow them to take their time, to make their own discovery
of the truth. So they go on talking together, and he listens to
them, and when eventually he enters the conversation it is with
a question: ‘What are these things you are talking about?’ He
begins with them exactly where they are, with what is of
immediate concern to them.

They are surprised that he doesn’t know the things which
have been going on in Jerusalem during the last few days.
“Things?’, he asks in a tone of innocent incomprehension, ‘What
things?” He of all people asks that! And so they proceed to tell
him~about himself. He lets them talk, lets them get it all off
their chest--the hurt, the disgrace, the utter failure, the shattered
hopes, the bitter disappointment. He gives them space, gives
them freedom to unburden themselves of all the pain and grief
and bewilderment which is in them. He waits. For love is always
prepared to wait; love is humble.

Only when they have talked themselves out and have said all
that they need to say, does he himself begin to speak. And
notice how he does it. He still does not impose his identity on
them or produce the incontrovertible evidence that indeed he is
the fulfilment of all their hopes. It is not love’s way to enforce
submission.

He accepts them where they are and as they are, and begins
with them there. ‘Starting with Moses and going through all the
prophets, he explained to them the passages throughout the
scriptures that were about himself.” He begins with the scriptures,
that is, the Old Testament scriptures with which they, as devout
and practising Jews, would be totally familiar, bearing them
read sabbath after sabbath in the synagogue.

He does not expound some way-out, esoteric teaching, in
which only the specially privileged may be initiated. He does
not advance some abstruse philosophical speculation, which
only the learned and the clever might appreciate and under-
stand. No, he teaches them about himself from what they
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already kmow, but gives it a slant, puts it into a perspective,
which hitherto had never occurred to them. ‘Was it not
ordained that the Christ should suffer and so enter into his
glory?’ Drawing on scripture, he points out that the Jewish
experience of suffering, of rejection and humiliation, through
the centuries of their history—their bondage in Egypt, their
exile in Babylon, their smallness and vulnerability on the great
stage of history, together with their insight about the signif-
icance and centrality of sacrifice in the nature of things—were
all the foreshadowings, hints and clues and half-guesses, as to
what would be when in the fullness of time the Messiah would
come.

So he teaches them, teaches them along the road, while they
are journeying. He does not sit down with them and conduct a
quiet seminar, or give them a relaxed tutorial. It is while they
are trudging along, in the heat of the late afternoon sun, foot-
sore, dusty and weary—it is while they are getting on with the
business of living—that he explains to them in the scriptures the
things concerning himself. And so gradually, although as yet
they are not conscious of it, it all begins to come together for
them; piece by piece it falls into place, and the key begins to
turn in the lock.

By now ‘It is nearly evening and the day is almost over.” The
natural day wanes and ebbs, but in the hearts of Cleopas and his
companion a new light dawns, new fire bursts into flame. It is
understandable that they should want the Stranger to go on
talking to them, and they press him to stay with them. Notice,
he has to be persuaded, for he made as if to go on; it’s one of
those delightful touches which make this such a happy story.
Then comes the moment of disclosure, the moment when at last
the penny drops, the moment of blinding, ecstatic recognition.

Although he has been invited to be their guest, the Stranger
takes upon himself the nature and the function of the host:
‘while he was at table with them he took the bread and said the
blessing; then he broke it and handed it to them. And their eyes
were opened and they- recognized him; but he had vanished
from their sight.” No doubt it was that characteristic gesture of
his, that blessing and breaking and giving of the bread, which
stabbed them into recognition. Perhaps it was only now, as in
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the quiet lamp light of the supper table he reached out and took
the bread that they noticed his hands . . . and the wounds.

As you can see, the story follows an outline with which we
are familiar: the Risen One makes himself known to his friends
in scripture and in the breaking of the bread. That is exactly
what is happening here this morning; it is what happens at every
Eucharist. ‘Stay with us’, is our hearts’ cry, ‘for it is towards
evening and the day is far spent’. And this is how he answers us;
he gives us himself in the Eucharist; this is how he stays with us
in Word and Sacrament until he comes again.

So he journeys with us on the road of life, unrecognized for
the most part; but just occasionally there comes a clearing of
the eyes, a lifting of the heart, and we know that we do not
travel alone, but that he is with us. We know that he teaches us
of himself, if only we have ears to hear, from what we already
know, from what is already familiar to us, but which we have
not yet fully understood and assimilated. He is as St Augustine
said, ‘“The hidden Teacher of the heart’.

Christ is our companion. Our companion—someone who goes
with us—yes. But the word means something even more profound
and more gracious than that. Our English word comes from
two Latin words: cum panis, and panis is Latin for ‘bread’. A
companion is someone who shares bread with you, and bread is
what feeds, sustains and nourishes. So Christ, our companion,
feeds and nurtures us with the bread of his presence in the
Eucharist, in the fellowship of the Church, and in the ordinary
affairs of our everyday life. The bread which is his very Self is
given to us to be our substance and our strength, for as the
philosophers remind us, ‘A man is what he eats’.

Christ the Risen One accepts us; he enters our life, goes with
us along the road, sits with us at table. He affirms us, gives us
his “Yes’, his ‘Yes’ which enables us to be; his “Yes’ which is our
bread, our very life.
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WALKING
DAVID NORWOOD

I NEVER USED to like walking for the sake of it—but then, many
young people don’t umless it is for courting purposes. My
exercise came through sport, particularly rugby and tennis. It
surprises me that now, though I still enjoy sport, especially
playing tennis or watching rugby, I find I obtain physical and
spiritual satisfaction if I can go for a five or six mile walk in the
countryside. This is not purely because I have discovered anew
hobby, it has something to do with my developing spirituality.
Let me try and explain.

God is spirit and we cannot see God in an ordinary way, nor
can we experience him except in a spiritual way. Yet, because
of the Incarnation, Christians can see the human face of God, the
depth of care and suffering love in God, in the earthly life of
Jesus of Nazareth. We all have mental pictures of this earthly
life, and Jesus himself gives us pictures of God in the stories he
told using the scenes and experiences around him to convey
truths about the Kingdom of God. He uses images from nature
such as the mustard seed, and images from human relationships
such as fatherhood, to provide an analogy—a bridge from the
physical realm we know into the unseen eternal spiritual realm.

One of the ways we can become aware of and relate to our
Creator God is through the created order. A love of the created
order should not stop us loving people or loving God himself—
or prevent us from a disciplined life of confession, Eucharist,
prayer, study and good works, otherwise such a love is a form
of escapism. However here are dangers in everything and we
have also to remember that so many Christian mystics have
found inspiration when they have been alone in the created
order—Francis of Assisi in the thirteenth century, and Carlo
Carretto in this century to name but two. Most people in
Britain live in an urban situation and probably need to get out
to the countryside to experience natural things at first hand. We
need to use fully our senses of sight, smell and hearing in order
to be open to the spiritual encounter that awaits us.
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What a huge new dimension is opened up for someone who
has been blind and later receives his sight; and this may be
true for us when we go for a walk. We live in a very fast-moving
society and yet, because of that, many people do not have or do
not make time to stop and stare, and contemplation is all about
stopping and staring. Our gaze is ultimately to be directed upon
God alone, but his created order is to be used now to reveal
God to us. When Francis of Assisi talked of Brother Air and
Sister Water, he was describing a relationship he felt with all the
things that God had made. I enjoy walking in the spring and
summer most of all, but each season has its particular beauties.
Yet, we seek not only beautiful things, nor are we unaware of
the sickening, destructive and evil things that are very evident in
the world around us. We seek the source of beauty, and then
allow ourselves to be held by him as lovers are transfixed as
they look adoringly ateach other. I am reminded of that chorus,

Turn your eyes upon Jesus,

Look full in his wonderful face,

And the things of earth will grow strangely dim,
In the light of his glory and grace.

If we are blessed with good eyesight, it is good to look around
us on a walk in a more careful and reflective way than we might
do when we are intent on other business. Look, for instance, at
the intricacy inside a flower head, how perfectly it is made.
Marvel at the lovely variety of colours there are in nature’s
dress. St Thérése of Lisieux was so right when she saw in the
great number of flowers the idea that we are all different and
that we are all needed in God’s service, whether in more humble
or in spectacular roles. What about those trees? How tall they
are, they reach upwards towards the sun, and the light our spirits
reach out for is the one who said, ‘I am the light of the world".
But when we look down to the roots of the trees, we see how
strong the trunks are, because the roots are firmly embedded in
the earth. My wife, Rosemary, likes to hug trees, and I can see
this as a real identity with created things, and for her, with God
himself. We cannot hold or hug our creator, but we can express
our response in our touching or holding of his creation. I'm sure
St Francis would approve! If our spiritual roots are firmly
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embedded in the soil of faith, a soil which is regularly nourished
by prayer and sacrament, Bible study and Christian fellowship,
then we can have strong characters, our souls will withstand the
winds of destruction and the forces of evil. When you do look
down at the ground, notice the little plants that have managed
to grow in seemingly impossible places. Somethimes our lives
seem almost too impossible and difficult, but this is an oppor-
tunity or a gift, as Mother Teresa of Calcutta would put it, to
allow God to work wonders. All situations, good and bad, and
especially the more difficult ones, are opportunities for trust
and growth—don’t give up, don’t let them go by, you may never
have such a wonderful chance again of learning how strong,
miraculous and caring our God is. A Chrlstlan song has a refrain
which repeats the words, ‘Our God reigns’. Well, we must let
him do just that.

Let’s use our sense of smell too. Enjoy and savour the smell
of the flowers or the grass—or the bracken or the clover, or
whatever. There is something very appealing about the scent of
freshly dug up or ploughed earth. Rejoice, and thank God for it.

How about hearing the sounds around you, such as the
trickle of running water, the singing of birds, the rustle of living
creatures in the hedgerows or the buzzing of a bumble bee
around a flower. All these sounds may be background noises to
our everyday lives which may be dominated by our thoughts,
or people’s voices or the traffic. On our walk we can deliberately
and more intensely listen to these other sounds, not for the
sake of being able to say, ‘Oh how nice!’ or to identify that bird
sound as a thrush, or whatever, but to be aware of and adore
the creating God. Using our senses of sight, smell and hearing
can sharpen up our general awareness, as can a concentration
on the three basic elements of air, water and sun.

How often do we say such things as, ‘I'm going outside for
a breath of fresh air’. Yes, we need the oxygen to clear our
minds and to help our breathing, but here we are also coming
closer to understanding the meaning of the root for our word
‘spirit’, which comes from the Latin spsritus, and which in Latin
and in the Hebrew ruach means ‘breath’. When we talk of
people lacking spirit, we mean that they are fairly lifeless. To be
a Christian and not to be filled with the Holy Spirit is like being
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a dormant Christian. For human beings to live is to breathe; and
for human beings to live and grow spiritually, we need the Holy
Spirit. So on my walk I can take deep breaths of fresh air and
remind myself that as my body needs oxygen, my spirit needs
the Holy Spirit. Sometimes walking into a strong wind is a real
battle, and at other times, finding a light breeze blowing through
your hair is invigorating. Both experiences are appropriate to
the Holy Spirit who is gentle and refreshing, but is also forceful
when necessary. Thank you Lord for the air and the wind. Thank
you for the Holy Spirit. A contemplative is still and aware and
uses the tools of nature to be attentive to God. .

Now to turn to another element—water. In England people
say it rains too much. It’s not usually so pleasant to walk in the
rain, especially for a long time, and if there is a lot of rain we
get flooding and the tearing away of the banks of rivers. With-
out rain, however, we would be in grave difficulties, as witness
the terrible effects of droughts in so many hot countries. There
is a connection here between water and the Holy Spirit as Jesus
teaches Nicodemus, ‘I tell you the truth, unless a man is born of
water and the Holy Spirit, he cannot enter the kingdom of God’
(John 3:5). Most Christians have seen the practice of Baptism as
fulfilling this text, for Baptism is usually regarded as the entry
point or spiritual birth into the Christian family. The word
‘baptism’ means ‘washing’. The washing or making clean of our
spirits involves the throwing out of dirt, which we call ‘sin’. Sin
is that which is negative, evil, selfish, and it blocks our relation-
ship with God. So rain can remind me of my own spiritual
washing and the victory Jesus achieved on the Cross to make this
possible. But rain brings growth with it, and if my spirit is
cleansed continually by the blood of Jesus, I must then grow in
the Spirit. I must become more aware of my weakness and the
grace of God. I can do this by prayer, devotional study, the
disciplining of my spirit affecting my attitude and behaviour,
and by active work for God’s kingdom. For the contemplative it
is very much a question of focusing one’s desire upon the Lord.
If you can be single-minded about that, then other desires (some
good, some bad) will not be allowed to take over. Itis this desire
that needs to be cultivated—and thus, like the grass growing in
summer, so shall we grow as spiritual people.
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Yet rains can bring devastation, and any spiritual process
of cleansing can bring pain. In getting fit for various sports it is
said that it is only when your body hurts that you are getting
somewhere. Perhaps the same is true with your spiritual wrestling
{Genesis 32:14) and training. Those of us who have had or
have teenage children see at first hand the pain of growing up
emotionally and physically. Are we aware of our teenagers’
spiritual development? So many things crowd in upon them at
that age that it is difficult for them to see the picture clearly,
yet is is worth remembering that four women saints were only
teenage girls when they had significant spiritual breakthroughs—
St Clare of Assisi, St Teresa of Avila, St Thérése of Lisieux, St
Bernadette of Lourdes—and what about St Mary, the mother
of Jesus who was only about fifteen when she gave her YES to
God (Luke 1:38). Jesus said to Samaritan woman at the well,
‘Everyone who drinks this water will be thirsty again, but who-
ever drinks the water I give him will never thirst. Indeed, the
water I give him will become in him a spring of water welling up
to eternal life’ (John 4:13—14). This spring of water welling up
to eternal life is a spiritual spring, and it is given through uniting
ourselves with Jesus. This is the desire and objective of all
Christians, and the contemplative sees the still point at the centre
of an an ever active and moving universe. The still point is God,
and the highest engagement is to be still before him and adore,
and the greatest adventure is progress in your spiritual pilgrimage.
I think I should praise God for the rain!

I must admit Ilike the sun best. Our planet and others revolve
around the sun and we are dependent upon the sun for life. It is
no wonder that ancient religions worshipped the sun. Perhaps
three things come to mind for the contemplative walker as he
sees the sun—dependence, light and warmth. As we grow up we
go through the natural stages of being dependent upon others,
mainly parents, and then reaching the stage of being independent.
With the spiritual pilgrimage it is the reverse. We have to work
from being independent—doing things in our own strength, to
being dependent upon God so that we do things in his strength.
Some people think they are mature when they say that they
don’t need to depend on anyone, let alone God. For them God
is aworkable fantasy designed to cope with the deep-seated fears
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and anxieties of the weak. But even at best, our strength is
limited and vulnerable to changing circumstances, although
someone like Mother Teresa of Calcutta does incredible things
daily because she is rooted in prayer, a prayer-life which shows
her total dependence upon God. Spiritual maturity is growth in
dependence upon God—as a child depends upon his parents.
‘I tell you the truth, anyone who will not receive the kingdom
of God like a little child will never enter it’ (Luke 18:17).

The sun gives light so that we don’t trip as we walk or
flounder in the darkness. God gives light for he has sent his son
to be the ‘Light of the world’ as the Christingle Service so amply
emphasizes through the lighted candle representing Christ, the
light, which is stuck into the orange, representing the world.
Light in the spiritual sense can be a sense of direction, a greater
awareness of God, finding a way through suffering. We do not
know all the answers, by a long way, to the many problems
which confront us and our world, but we do receive enough
light to carry us on to the next stage. This is the evidence of so
many who have trusted the Lord of times of difficulty and have
found that these difficulties turned out to be doors into another
higher point in their spiritual journey. We have physical eyes to
see what is before us on our walk, but we need to acquire the
inner spiritual eye so that we can see the signs of God’s activity
and dare to risk putting our lives into his hands.

The sun gives warmth. I love it! When I worked as a missionary
in Zambia I enjoyed the hot climate of that African country.
On awalk I love to stop somewhere and enjoy the sunshine while
I have my picnic. Is there such a thing as spiritual warmth? I
can describe it in two ways: ‘comfort’ and ‘an inner glowing’.
Sometimes the world seems to be against us and we suffer the
pain of loneliness, failure, bereavement, and the warmth of God
can come to us through the comfort of Christ who, during his
life on earth, identified himself with the outcast and all who
suffered. Jesus says, ‘In this world you will have trouble. But
take heart! [ have overcome the world’ (John 16:33). Sometimes
the Lord will give us an inner glow so that our spirits experience
joy and exaltation. It may happen when we are aware of the
wonder and beauty of Christ’s presence, or when we see his
power at work, or when our hearts just overflow with God’s
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agape-love. No wonder saints used to be depicted with haloes
around their heads. 1 have met Christ-centred people who do
seem to have an aura surrounding them—a certain presence. It is
such people that fascinate me and make me want to learn from
them and their spiritual wealth. Most of the heroes of this world
have only limited appeal compared with these men and women
of God. In these people there is human warmth, but it bubbles
up from the inner glow where the Lord has touched their spirits.
A friend gave my wife and me a little clay symbol she had made
of a hand and a small person embedded and resting within that
hand. Perhaps that is one picture of the contemplative attitude.
We rest in the comfort of our Lord’s protection and love.

‘You chart the path ahead of me, and tell me where to stop
and rest’ (Psalm 139:3). Life is a pilgrimage, and whether we
follow footpaths or the directions of guidebooks for walkers,
I find that walking provides a good analogy for our journey
through life. We may go up and down hills, the weather may
vary, the rocks in our path may be difficult to climb over, but
there will be places of refreshment, there will be the shelter of
trees—and also wide open spaces. ‘The Lord is my shepherd’
(Psalm 23), and because of that, not only do I lack nothing,
but I am led through dark places and into new dimensions of
thought and new dimensions of life itself. The contemplative
walker is walking into an enrichment of his spirituality. May the
Lord hold you in the palm of his hand.

David Norwood is the Oxfordshire Appeals Organiser for the
Church of England Children’s Society and a Guardian of the
Magdalene Fellowship.
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BOOKS

THE ANALOGY OF BEAUTY, The Theology of Hans Urs von
Balthasar, John Riches, Ed. T. & T. Clark Ltd., 1986, £12.95.

Here is a collection of twelve essays that will help the reader to
explore the thought of one of our outstanding contemporary
theologians whose work is hardly known in this country. It is
particularly valuable because it contains two essays by Balthasar
himself in which he explains how his theology emerged from
the different encounters and decisions of his life and from his
favourite literary influences. For Balthasar has an astonishing
knowledge, not only of Biblical and Patristic studies, but of the
whole sweep of European literature, all of which are used to
illustrate his basic themes.

Balthasar asks us to understand Christian theology in terms
of beauty, a beauty that is firmly based in the inner and
‘missionary’ life of the Holy Trinity: ‘what is involved is not
beauty in the modein or philosophical sense, but the surpassing
of beauty in glory . . . in the splendour of the divinity of God
himself as manifested in the life, death and resurrection of Jesus
himself, and is reflected in Christians who look upon their
Lord.” ‘God does not come primarily as a teacher for us, or as a
useful redeemer for us, but for himself, to display and radiate
the splendour of his eternal wiune love, in that disinterestedness
which true love has in common with true beauty. For the glory
of God the world was created: through the glory of God and for
its sake, the world is also redeemed.” But God does not just
want to be contemplated by us, ‘like a solitary actor by his
public: God has provided a play in which we must all share.’
Amongst the many actors in this drama who are called as
formative witnesses, are Origen, Gregory of Nyssa, Maximus the
Confessor, John of the Cross, Thérése of Lisieux, Elisabeth
of Dijon, Hopkins, Claudel, Péguy, Rahner, Lubac, Barth,
Adrienne von Speyr.

Noel O’Donaghue’s essay serves as an introduction to Bal-
thasar’s The Glory of the Lord. The beauty of the Word of God
is to be discerned in Christ in the flesh, Christ in scripture,
Christ in the Church. By becoming our judgement, Christ
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becomes our salvation, which is to receive the form of Christ.
‘Allowing the Word its way in one, is not an action or an
accomplishment, but it is the contemplative obedience that
passes over into the Passion, in accordance with the law of the
image that leaves its impress on it.’” Quoting St John of the
Cross, the beauty of God becomes in man ‘another beauty,
which somehow measures up to the Divine Beauty.’
O’Donaghue points out that this redeeming exchange really has
something to contribute in response to the Father’s love. Christ
does not shatter our gift and concept of beauty (Kierkegaard
and Barth) but he fulfils it. Both truth and love are contained
in the concept of beauty. God’s beauty has to be known by
faith in order to be known by love. This knowledge then passes
over into praise.

Rowan Williams explores the differences between Rahner and
Balthasar. If every experience of beauty points to eternity, to
what extent does the fallen human being need grace and the
Cross to come to a knowledge of God? ‘Rahner thinks of
human frustration in terms of incompletion, Balthasar in terms
of tragedy. Freedom is not simply a smooth trajectory of finite
towards infinite, but includes the possibility of self-deceit,
self-destruction, refusal.” And the question to which God’s
incarnation is the answer is ‘How can God gather back into
himself the whole freedom of his creatures, including rebellion
and damnation, and still remain God?’ Explicit confession of
Christ is necessary.

John Riches then explores the nature of faith. What is the
process of making the faith decision? How far does man possess
a natural desire for the vision of God? If ‘the beholder is shaped
by what he sees’, Ulrich and Martin Simon discuss how the
vision may be seen through Goethe and Hoélderlin. For the
response and life of the believer cannot be seen in isolation.
Faith is not a relation between an alone and the Alone. It
occurs (as John Saward reminds us), in the community of the
faithful in the Church. Christ can only be seen in his relation-
ship to the Father in the unity of the Holy Spirit, and in
relation with the Church.

In the Church there is a particular constellation of
relationships which Christ entered with Mary, Peter, John, Paul.
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For Balthasar, these relationships form a permanent feature of
the Church, and are not simply symbols in ecclesiology, but are
integral to Christology. The historical relationships of the
Incarnate Word with his mother and with Peter, are ‘univer-
salised’ by the Spirit and extended to the life of the whole
Church. Each figure is a complementary answer to the question
‘Who is the Church?’ Thus with Mary; obedience is the way to
fulfilment: sin, not grace, enslaves. ‘Mary’s assent . . . was
bestowed on her in advance by God, not as something alien to
her but as the capability for deepest self-realisation. For God is
eternal freedom, and, in giving himself, he can only free the
creature to highest freedom.” Mary is all that woman is meant to
be, receptive, responsive, co-operative, the answer to the Word,
the countenance that looks back in love to the Word: by her
humble Fiat, she is the representative of all created flesh, of the
Church. The authority of the Church is bound permanently
with the story of Peter, whose strength is based in weakness,
who is set over the Church as its servant, but whose story of
rejection, denial, upside-down crucifixion reflects the special
nature of authority in the Church. All attempts to absorb the
Peter-figure back into an episcopal college, simply repeat the
temptation of the historical Peter to escape from Rome and the
Cross.

Brian McNeil continues the theme that Scripture is not
simply a source book for the Church, but is an icon of the
historical Jesus. Scripture includes the deepest significance of
the historical events and also by setting the incarnate Christ
within a supra-temporal context, mediates to the believer the
presence of the living Christ. The exegete is not a photographer
but an iconographer. ‘The Christ even only exists in correlation
with the event of the Church, it is only within this reciprocity
that theology can be done. Outside the circulation of love
between the Bridegroom and the bride, the Head and the body,
no one will ever know what theology signifies.” There is no
division between the Jesus of history and the Christ of faith: for
a figure reconstructed from history is empty of authority, for it
does not take into account Easter.

Andrew Louth describes the influence on Balthasar of
Adrienne von Speyr, arising from the terrifying reality and
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dimension of human sin. Balthasar shows the Cross as 2
Trinitarian event, how we are represented on the Cross in the
Son, and how henceforth the Father can only consider and deal
with the world through the Son. ‘And perhaps the going forth
from God is still more divine than the return home to God. And
the greatest thing is not for us to know God and reflect this
knowledge back to him as if we were gleaming mirrors’, but to
proclaim God by our obedience, not our ecstasy. Only the
doctrine of substitution (solidarity is too weak) will carry the
full weight of the doctrine of the atonement. ‘The triangle
of the Trinity is balanced by one tip upon a human Heart.’
As the Scn, the Heart, descends into suffering, death and hell,
the Trinity is manifested, distended in the God-forsakenness of
the Son, disfigured into the relationship of judge and sinner.
‘The Father has gone over to your enemies . . . he has loved your
murderers so much that he has betrayed you . . . let go of you.’
Balthasar’s ideas on substitution and resurrection are similar to
Barth’s. Resurrection is the revelation of what has been achieved
on the Cross. ‘Where did I triumph if not on the Cross? Do you
believe that it was only three days later that I recovered? Look:
this is my secret, and there is no other in heaven or earth. My
Cross is salvation, my Death is victory, my Darkness is light.”
Balthasar’s refusal ‘to turn away from the overwhelmingly
pervasive reality of evil’ especially as it was manifest in the Nazi
holocaust, is examined by MacKinnon: ‘The reconstitution of
the doctrine of the Trinity’ is of supreme importance for con-
temporary Christians, and it is precisely here that Balthasar
helps us. In pointing us back to the processions within the
Trinity, the obedience of the Son in the incarnation and on the
Cross, and in the receiving this salvation through contemplative
obedience and proclamation in the Church, Balthasar sets
before us the fundamentals of our faith. This collection of
essays act as an important introduction to the thought of this
giant of a theologian.
JAMES COUTTS

James Coutts is a Priest Associate SLG and Vicar of St Mary’s,
Monmouth.
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DOORS OF PERCEPTION—icons and their spiritual significance
by John Baggley. Mowbray, 1987. £9.95.

The author’s Preface to this book ends with these words:

. . . I believe it is important we should cherish those things that bring
silence and stillness into our lives. [ believe it is this need for a depth of
silence and stillness that has led many Western Christians to discover in
the icons of the Orthodox Churches a2 means of entering into the still-
ness of heart where God can be known and loved. I pray that this book
will help others to enter into that stillness, knowledge and love.

In just under a hundred pages John Baggley opens many
doors, not only into the meaning of the icon itself, but into the
world to which it belongs. The pages are packed, sometimes
almost breathlessly, with carefully researched information. Each
chapter opens onto a world which itself might occupy many
volumes and invites the reader to further enquiry.

To many Western Christians Eastern Orthodoxy is strange
and unfamiliar, and the icon particularly so. Here the three
great strands of this tradition are taken up and explored: the
dogmatic tradition expressed chiefly in the Bible, the Creeds,
the Councils and the liturgical texts, which provided the matter
and matrix of the icon; the liturgical tradition of which the icon
is an integral part; the tradition of prayer in which the icon
painter is nurtured and from which his art springs.

The icon painter as an Orthodox Christian is a servant of the Tradition
of that Church, whose art and craft is to bring the mysteries of the faith
before the eyes of the faithful for their devout contemplation. (p. 56)

. . . the great iconographers are servants of a sacred tradition of prayer
that lies at the heart of the life of the Orthodox Churches. It is this
tradition of spirituality that finds expression in the amazing sense of
inner stillness, attentiveness and recollection that is conveyed in many
icons; in responding to these elements of iconography we are, as it
were, touching the hem of the garment of a great tradition .. .. (p.57)
There are chapters on historical background, biblical language
and interpretation, the language and setting of the icon, and the
spirituality of the icon painters. This chapter is particularly
valuable as few books on the subject give such a detailed
exposition of the life of prayer and ascesis lived by those who
painted during the classical period of iconography. Richard
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Temple provides a fascinating appendix on the painting of icons,
and a map of places mentioned in the text and suggestions for
further reading contribute to the usefulness of the book. Finally,
besides being interwoven with illustrative quotations from many
sources, Doors of Perception contains eighteen beautifully
reproduced plates in colour of icons chiefly from the fifteenth
and sixteenth centuries. There is a detailed commentary on each
and the plates are frequently referred to in the text.

A book about doors—yes, but this is also a book about
meeting places. In colour and form, in the traditional symbols
and imagery (the cave, the mountain, the tree, the distorted
buildings) and in remarkable painting techniques which convey
the presence of divine light in the life of mankind, God and
man, earth and heaven, matter and spirit, fallen man and his
transformed humanity all meet.

In his appendix Richard Temple makes the statement that
‘icon painting today is a lost art’. But on the Feast of St
Benedict this year an exhibition of modern icon painting is
being held at L’Abbaye Notre-Dame du Bec in France to mark
the twelfth centenary of the Ecumenical Council which defined
the veneration of icons, and the icon painters who gather there,
chiefly monks and nuns, will be representative of the Orthodox,
Roman Catholic, Protestant and Anglican traditions. Perhaps in
the providence of God new shoots are springing from the roots
of silence and prayer which nourished the early painters.

SISTER ADRIAN SLG

SPIRITUALITY AND PASTORAL CARE by Kenneth Leech.
Sheldon Press, 1986. £4.95.

To make this book, Fr Kenneth Leech has brought together a
series of lectures on the foundations of spirituality, another
series on the nature of spiritual direction, and a delightful series
of portraits of individual priests who have influenced his own
spiritual growth. This last series was originally given as retreat
addresses to ordinands. Much of the book was originally
addressed to those training for the priesthood; although the
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first two sections have much to say to a wider public, the book
speaks particularly to priests, and has a powerful message to
those responsible for the style and priorities in the training of
ordinands.

The themes will already be familiar to readers of Fr Leech’s
earlier works, but it is good to have them concisely restated. At
a time when there is a revival of interest in spirituality, but
when this frequently tends towards a narcissistic self-cultivation,
and a search for inner peace combined with conformity to the
values of the world, true spirituality is presented as being about
transformation, an often difficult and painful process, the goal
of which is maturity in Christ. True spirituality will involve
brooding on and wrestling with the Word of God; it will involve
the often disturbing discovery of myself and of God through
learning to be silent, and it will involve struggle, both within
and without.

The bringing together of the social dimension of the kingdom
of God and the kingdom within is a constant theme of this
book. The first two sections both have a chapter on prophecy,
and the four priests whom Fr Leech holds up to us as examples
of spirituality and pastoral care are, we are told, ‘all men who
united the persenal and political in their life and ministry’. In
this, as in other areas, the book is fairly well supplied with the
kind of generalized prescriptions which make other practitioners
a little despondently aware of their own imbalance and short-
comings. It is therefore consoling to find that in practice,
among the splendid priests who inspired Fr Leech, was one, Fr
Stanley Evans, whose spiritual discernment was sufficiently
unbalanced to permit him to preach an eloquent sermon at a
memorial service for Joseph Stalin, and another, Fr Hugh
Maycock, who could only in a sense which embraced the whole
universe be said to be concerned with the political. It is a fact
that any one pastor is unlikely to keep these elements in perfect
balance, but it is certainly worth being as aware as possible of
one’s own imbalance, while not being paralysed by it, and
worth being part of a Church which as a body does maintain the
balance more truly.

But what sort of a Church? Fr Leech frequently criticizes the
‘church growth’ model which tends to count heads but to have
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relatively little depth or cutting edge. His own model is the
‘prophetic remnant’, which is able to challenge the assumptions
of the secular world in the name of Christ. He is aware of the
danger of a prophecy which lacks real spiritual depth. If the
prophet is not just to exhibit another form of secular resentment
and self-righteousness in religious guise, he must be deeply rooted
in God. Hence the importance of spiritual direction not just for
Christians with a special bent for contemplative prayer, but for
those who are active in the world. Contemplation and action
need to be brought together, and spiritual direction, while being
focused on the relationship with God, involves the whole of the
human person in all his or her relationships.

The part of the book concerned specifically with spiritual
direction gives the lie very concisely to current misconceptions
and fears about unfreedom and dependence. It also has a useful
discussion of the relationship of spiritual direction to counselling
and therapy. While spiritual direction also has learnt much from
psychology, and continues to do so, its primary focus is not a
problem or a crisis, but the whole person in the context of their
relationship to God. Fr Leech constantly emphasizes that
spiritual direction does not depend on a body of theoretical
knowledge, but that the director’s own openness to God is at
the heart of this ministry. This is undoubtedly true, but the
courses in spiritual direction at the National Retreat Centre in
London, and elsewhere, are largely concerned with learning
~ from experience and are extremely valuable. Most people seem
to find that they are simply called upon to give direction in one
form or another, rather than deciding to engage in this ministry.
Any director will often feel painfully vulnerable and extremely
inadequate, which is perhaps why more ‘managerial’ forms of
ministry tend to be more popular. But there is no doubt that
the Holy Spirit can use that vulnerability and inadequacy, and
also that greater understanding and skill can be gained through
training and supervision, both of which are now available. As Fr
Leech implies, this is a ministry for which there is a greatly
increased demand, and which is, and always has been, open not
only to priests and religious but to lay men and women, who
perhaps form the majority of those now in training for it.

"PAUL KING
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THE SHADOW OF THE GALILEAN, The Quest of the Historical
Jesus in Narrative Form, Gerd Theissen. SCM Press Ltd., £5.95,
GOD’S PARTNER, Amn Encounter with ]udmsm Willem
Zuidema. SCM Press Ltd., £8.50.

Of all the sorts of writing which take as their starting point the
text of the Bible, it is hard to imagine two more disparate than
fictional narrative and historical-critical exegesis or hermeneutics.
So the most striking feature of The Shadow of the Galilean is
that is is a fictional narrative which not only stays within the
narrow bounds of what is acceptable to form-criticism but is
actually intended to be a demonstration of the working of
biblical scholarship.

Is it possible? Only just, I think. The story is told by Andreas,
an imaginary contemporary of Jesus who comes from Sepphoris,
a town not mentioned in the Gospels, though it lies between
Nazareth and Cana. Andreas falls into the hands of the Romans
and is set by them to find out all he can about the potentially
troublesome itinerant preacher Jesus. Andreas never meets Jesus,
but obtains information from people who have heard him
preaching or who like Joanna, the wife of Chuza (Luke 8:3) are
his disciples. In order to assess Jesus, Andreas makes contact
with groups which resemble his followers—the Essenes and the
Zealots. In his reports to the Roman officer he compares the
teaching of Jesus with other strands in the Jewish tradition and
with what he knows of pagan philosophies.

Andreas is a too one-dimensional character to interest the
reader very much, and the narrative likewise is too obviously
subservient to the book’s purpose of illustrating the methods of
criticism. There are, for example, rather a lot of patches of
somewhat dull local colour which seem to be there only because
they are well documented and can appear in the notes. Notes,
of course, one would expect, but the none too sturdy narrative
is further burdened by letters of explanation to an imaginary
critic which follow each chapter.

I came to the book somewhat prejudiced against academic
criticism of the New Testament, but it was only quite near the
end that I realized that Professor Theissen had failed to win me
over. I can identify the very passage:
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I looked from afar at the cross on which Jesus hung. It was the one in the
middle . . . The sun was setting behind them . . . We were standing in
the shadow of the Galilean. We felt that these people were not criminals.
We had come to know the Zealots. We had heard of Jesus. Malchus said,
‘If the sun could see and feel as we do , it would go dark for grief. If the
earth could feel, it would quake with anger.’

But the sun did not go dark, and the earth remained at rest. It was a
normal day and the darkness was only in me. (p. 161)

Until this point I had experienced no difficulty with the author’s
strict avoidance of anything, excepting only the teaching of
Jesus, which cannot be verified from sources independent of the
Christian tradition. Here the notes offer no help to the innocent
reader—take it or leave it. The point is perhaps not of vital
importance. But neither is it without significance, and I left it.

Nevertheless, The Shadow of the Galilean is a book well worth
reading. Although its narrator is not able to stand back from the
evidence he collects as amodern historian would, his perspective
is quite different from that of the New Testament writers and
we are given a view of the time of Jesus in which he is by no
means the central figure he is in the Gospels. For all its short-
comings, the narrative offers a glimpse into the turbulent events
hinted at in the Gospels and into the complex interaction of
contemporary political and religious movements. And in spite of
being reduced to a mere shadow, Jesus nevertheless comes across
as a figure of remarkable power: itinerant philosopher, rebel
leader, poet, prophet—even, at the end, a hint of something more.

Willem Zuidema is a Dutch theologian whose interest in
Judaism dates from his wartime childhood. In God’s Partner, he
sets out to present to other Christians a view of Judaism un-
distorted by Christian prejudices and misconceptions. His love
and reverence for Judaism are as evident as his scholarship, and
clearly he owes much to the generous way in which numerous
Jews have welcomed him and his family into their daily life,
study, debate and worship—even to the extent of inviting his
daughter on one occasion to ask the Four Questions at the
Seder, the Passover meal and liturgy.

For all its attractive warmth and affection, it is not an easy
book. Inevitably a great many Hebrew words are used, trans-
literated with a translation following. This tends to put a brake
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on the flow of one’s reading, but acts as a constant reminder that
the translation is to be treated with caution as a possible source
of misunderstanding. The most obvious example is that ‘Law’,
the usual English translation of ‘Torah’, is not a very satisfactory
equivalent for that all-important word. Indeed, there is a whole
chapter devoted to the subject.

The most accessible sections deal with the synagogue, daily
life and the liturgical year. There is a fascinating section which
traces in detail the parallels between the liturgy of the Days
of Awe—Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur—with that of the
Quatertemper in September, the Ember days, in the pre-Vatican
II Catholic missal.

An attempt is made to face and answer some of the diffi-
culties we may experience in understanding Jewish life: the
seemingly arbitrary rules governing what foods may be eaten;
the prohibition of work, very strictly interpreted, on the
Sabbath and the convention which allows prohibited tasks to be
performed by a non-Jew; the notorious berakoth said daily by
male Jews of which the third is ‘Blessed art thou, O Lord our
God, King of the universe, who hast not made me a woman’.
Not all the explanations are instantly convincing: at any rate, I
wasn’t entirely convinced by the explanation that a male Jew is
thankful each morning not to be excused, as women are, from
many of the obligations concerning worship at particular times
so that they may be free to remain at home to prepare, for
example, for the meal and domestic liturgy which follows the
first synagogue service of the Sabbath. The testimony of a
Jewish woman might have been helpful at this point, and I was
sorry to be given instead a rather rose-tinted account whose
writer, one discovered from the notes, is the author’s wife.

However, this failure to explain some of the difficulties
presented by Jewish practice in fact confirms and underlines
one of Dr Zuidema’s basic theses: that Judaism is not a system
of ritual or ethics or philosophy, but an entire way of life, and
as such can only be known and understood by a degree of
experience and participation.

The final chapters look, as any book on modern Judaism
must, at the Holocaust, assessing the factors which made it
possible and recording a diversity of Jewish attempts to come to
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terms with it and give it meaning. In the long and unhappy
history of the relationship between Christians and Jews, each
side has had its own deeply prejudiced view of the other: of
Christianity as a debased and perverted outgrowth of Judaism; of
Judaism as an immature and outdated precursor of Christianity.
So in spite of all the many things which Christians and Jews have
in common, Dr Zuidema ends by suggesting that it is the recog-
nition and appreciation of our differences which is the sounder
basis for a fruitful relationship, for partnership with each other
and with our God.

CATHERINE SLG
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