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COMMUNITY NOTES

As I began to draft these notes in November, the amazing events
taking place in Eastern Europe were much in the news. I was
reminded of the words of Cardinal Suenens in The Future of
the Christian Church (SCM, 1971), and of his quotation from
an article by Archimandrite Armand J. Jacopin:

St Gregory Nazianzen, in a famous Christmas sermon, described the
nativity of Christ as a ‘festival of recreation’. The birth of Christ,
although a historical event, is not an end, but a means to the renewal,
sanctification, and recreation of the whole universe. We commemorate
not so much the birth of a child as the ultimate transfiguration of man
and the whole created world.

Christ redeemed humanity, and by taking humanity to Himself, He
redeemed the world. When the Word of God was made flesh, He not
only became the head of a new race, He became the Lord of a new
creation. Christ in His flesh took the whole of creation into Himself,
that it might share anew in divinity. In Chrisr the universe was radically
transformed. In His person the world was consecrated and sacramental-
ized. Earth was redeemed, recreated. And while it is true to say that
Christ in the past redeemed humanity, and by (redeeming) humanity he
redeemed the world, it is equally true to say, in the present, that Christ
redeems humanity and by humanity redeems the world. Objectively
men were redeemed, but in another sense that was only the beginning
of a new world, even until now the whole world is one great yearning
cry, Creation’s unceasing call for Redemption. (p. 66)

To have the Berlin Wall broken down in the week when we
particularly remember all who have died in the cause of free-
dom seemed to be a gift of the kind which only God in his mercy
could bestow. What a trust and responsibility that lays on each
one of us called to be Christians, to be constantly aware of the
walls of division in our own hearts, community, parish and
nation, and ask for God’s grace to adventure in love and forgive-
ness beyond the walls which we so easily erect.

Now as we go to press our attention is focused on the extra-
ordinary events in Czechoslovakia. I should like to share part of
a conference Mother Mary Clare gave us in 1968, following the
Russian invasion of that country, and the suppression of the
uprising:



All the human conflicts and changes taking place in this present world
are not out of God’s control. But because we are creatures with free will
God does not force, he does not break our will; Divine Love only draws.
We are presumably here in this Convent today because God has drawn
us with first of all a very dim understanding that it is his love alone that
can heal the disorders of the world.

One thinks of the agony of decision which the overstrained leaders
of Czechoslovakia are having to make at this moment. . . . We are not
called into their agony in that dimension, but we are called into the
very heart of the conflict in an equal degree of participation by prayer
and intercessory offering.

In stillness nailed
to hold all time,
all change, all circumstance
to and in Love’s embrace.

(Fr Gilbert, ‘Our Lady at the Cross’)

Let us not forget that our brothers and sisters in the places of tension
in the world are suffering in far more crucifying ways than we are; but
we are not just looking on as spectators. In the cosmic unity we really
can in our life enter into the world’s sufferings through the power of
the Cross. Let us give ourselves to this work to which we are called
joyfully, simply and care-freely .

I'm so glad that in this issue of the Chronicle we have a
stimulating article about Time by Bishop Kallistos, and one
about the prayer of that remarkable man, Edmund Wilson. Scott
and his companions were very much heroes of my childhood,
and one recalls with this article the prayer which undergirded
that expedition of human endeavour. I wonder if there is the
equivalent of the ‘crow’s nest’ in modern ships? As these explor-
ers stumbled across the snow they wouldn’t have been able to
dream of the changes which have taken place in the Antarctic or
in many other parts of the world in the past century. Wilson was
a scientist and very aware of human exploitation of the creation.
His concern has become ours in the last decade, so perhaps
Christmas is a time when we can really ponder on our responsib-
ility to be stewards of all creation.

On the morning of October 31st we celebrated the farewell
Eucharist at the Convent of St Mary and the Angels. By midday
we had welcomed two of the Cistercian Sisters from Stapehill
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who will be leasing the property for the next year. They took
up residence in the Convent on November 6th, and from all
accounts they are happily settled. Jerome, the cat, has accepted
his new household with resignation and aloof serenity.

The last month was a very busy one for all the Sisters at
Boxmoor and they managed magnificently to get everything
packed, in between saying farewell to the many friends and
neighbours who called in. It was a particular delight to them to
have a visit from Bishop John of St Albans, who stayed to
Vespers and gave them his blessing. We have all appreciated the
care and concern which has supported us during the sixty-two
years which we have spent at Boxmoor.

It is not without precedent that we have let the house to
another community for a period. During the Second World War,
when the Home for Mothers and Babies in London run by the
Wantage Sisters was bombed, we moved out of St Mary and the
Angels so that the CSMV Sisters with those in their care were
able to move in.

On the Feast of All Saints we were glad to have Bishop
Richard with us to receive the Life Vows of Sister Margaret
Theresa of Jesus and Sister Raphael; Sister Raine of God renewed
her Annual Vows at the same Mass. It was a very happy occasion
for us and for the friends and relatives who were able to join us.
Bishop Richard had flown back from Russia on the previous
evening and asked us if we were yetlinked with a community in
Russia. We already have links in Romania and East Berlin, so a
contact with a Russian monastery may be under way.

Sister Jean of the Holy Will of God died very suddenly at
Burwash on July 28th. Sr jean was a Canadian who joined the
Community on 30th July, 1931, and she often recalled her
work as a nurse on the Canadian Prairies. She particularly loved
Burwash and the surrounding countryside. As we laid her to rest
in the quiet little churchyard at Burwash the herd of cattle in
the adjoining field came to the fence and to the amusement of
all, joined in perfect chorus with each ‘Amen’. I’'m sure she
enjoyed that. On October 9th Sister Merwenna of the Will of
God died very peacefully here at Fairacres. Life for her for the
last couple of years had been rather confused, but she was usually
to be heard singing, and one of her favourites was:
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Never mind the weather, boys,
It isn’t going to rain.
Pull yourselves together, boys,
And don’t complain!

Often a timely reminder for the rest of us! We give thanks for
the faithful life and witness of these two Sisters.

Oblate Sister Dorothy of the Good Shepherd made Life
Promises on October 15th (a Sunday this year, not the Feast of
St Teresa), when it was a particular joy to have our other two
American Oblate Sisters here to support her.

‘Do’, I ask myself, ‘the shops produce Christmas goods earlier
and earlier each year?’ I always find myself incensed by cards
and tinsel in September, but then I looked at the Post Office
guide to postings before Christmas, and discovered that if one
wants to post to Malawi or Uganda in time for December 25th
the last day for surface post is September 1 1th. Perhaps it does
make sense to do all one’s Christmas shopping in the January
sales! I always envy people who can be so well organized, but
however well prepared and ready we may be, God is likely to
intervene in unexpected ways, and time and place and our own
plans are exposed to his mercy and design. Blessed be He.

The Sisters all join me in sending you our love, prayer and all
good wishes for Christmas and throughout the coming year.

MOTHER SLG



TIME: PRISON OR PATH TO FREEDOM?

University Sermon, Preached in St Mary the Virgin, Oxford,
on Sunday 11 June 1989

BISHOP KALLISTOS OF BIOKLEIA

See then that you walk circumspectly, not as fools but as wise,
redeeming the time. (Eph.5:15-16)

Circle, Line, Spiral

It is a striking fact, easily overlooked, that in the New Testament
Jesus Christ begins his public ministry by speaking of time, and
that he likewise refers to time in the last conversation that
he has with his disciples at the very end of his earthly life.
‘The time is fulfilled” (Mark 1: 15): so Christ commences his
preaching, while immediately before his Ascension he says to
the eleven: ‘It is not for you to know the times or seasons
which the Father has fixed by his own authority’ (Acts 1: 7).
Both at the outset and at the conclusion of the story, the
question of time confronts us: time as fulfilled in Christ, tire as
a mystery still hidden in God. What, then, do we mean by time?

Since the theme of time is in this way deeply embedded in
the Gospel narrative, we cannot dismiss the question as no more
than a speculative issue, of interest merely to the professional
philosopher. It is a matter that concerns each one of us person-
ally. Philip Larkin’s query is posed to us all:

What are days for?

Days are where we live.

They come, they wake us
Time and time over. . . .
Where can we live but days?!

‘What are days for?” The question is not simply ‘What is time?’
but ‘What is time for?” We are concerned not just with the
abstract essence of time but with its practical effect on our lives.
What are we to do about time, what are we to make of it?

Oscar Cullmann, in his classic work Christ and Time, offers
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two basic images of time. It may be seen as cyclical, as a circle,
ring or wheel; or else it may be seen as linear, as a straight path,
a river or an arrow. Without asserting too sharp a dichotomy
between Hellenism and Judaism, it may be said that the first
manner of envisaging time is characteristically Greek—in
Aristotle’s words, ‘For indeed time itself seems to be a sort of
circle’ —while the second approach predominates in Hebraic
and Iranian thought. Not that the two symbols need be mutually
exclusive, for they both embody an aspect of the truth. The
image of the circle reflects the recurrent rhythms in the world
of nature, the line expresses our sense of time as direction,
progress and evolution. What strikes us at once is that these
symbols are both alike double-edged. The circle of time may be
felt as redemptive, as the means of our return to the golden age,
to the lost paradise; orit may be viewed as meaninglessrepetition,
as boredom and futility. It may serve as an image of celestial
eternity—Henry Vaughan’s ‘great ring of pure and endless light’—
or it may be a sign of hell, a closed and vicious circle. So it is
also with linear time. It is true that the line may be strictly
horizontal, and therefore neutral. But equally it may be seen as
oblique or sloping, and in that case inclined either upward or
downward. Interpreted positively, the line of time becomes a
path of ascent to the summit of the holy mountain; understood
negatively, it signifies deterioration and decline, ‘downhill all
the way’: Facilis descensus Averni. . . . Once more the image is
equivocal.

A better symbol of time than either the circle or the line is
surely the spiral, combining elements from both the other
figures, yet avoiding their more blatant defects. The spiral, more
truly than the circle or the line, reflects the basic patterns in the
physical universe, from the movement of the galaxies to the
folds in the human cerebral cortex. It includes the cyclic rhythms
of nature, yet in the case of the spiral the circle is not closed
but suggests continuous advance towards a goal. Above all, the
spiral has the advantage of being—at any rate in some instances—
three-dimensional, thus expressing our post-Einsteinian sense of
living in a space-time continuum. St Dionysius the Areopagite
regarded the spiral as the highest type of movement, the form
most befitting the angelic powers,® and that strange prophetic
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figure of twelfth-century Italy, Joachim of Fiore, thought the
same; and [ am inclined to agree with them. Once more, however,
the question confronts us: what kind of spiral? For spirals can
be either descending or ascending, or rather they may be both
these things at once, as the sailor discovered in Poe’s story,
A Descent into the Maelstrom. What, then, is to be our per-
ception of time’s spiral: a descending vortex, sucking us down
into annihilation, or the never-ending dance of love, drawing us
‘farther up and farther in’?

Enemy or Friend?

Our experience of time, as these three symbols indicate, is
deeply ambivalent. How are we to regard time: as enemy or
friend, as our prison or our path to freedom? Which aspect do
we find predominant in its double-edged impact upon us:
anguish or healing, terror or hope, decay or growth, separation
or relationship? If the second edition of The Oxford Dictionary
of Quotations can be trusted as a guide, time has commonly
been seen more as a threat than as an enrichment. We find
Shakespeare castigating ‘envious and calumniating time. . . . that
bald sexton, Time’; in Ben Jonson’s eyes time is ‘that old baid
cheater’; ‘Time with a gift of tears’, writes Swinbumne, while
Tennyson calls time ‘a maniac scattering dust’. Others, it is true,
refer to time in more constructive terms as a ‘gardener’ or a
‘physician’, but they are minority voices. For Isaac Watts, time
with its irreversible flow brings about a sense of loss and
unreality:

Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away:

They fly forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

An equally sombre view is to be found in the main Biblical
work devoted to the theme of time, Ecclesiastes. In the opening
chapter the Preacher sees time as vain repetition, as the cause of
‘weariness’ and disillusion (Eccles. 1: 2-9):

Allis vanity. . ..
One generation passes away,
and another generation comes. . . .
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The wind blows to the south,
and goes round to the north:
round and round goes the wind,
and on its circuits the wind returns.
All streams run to the sea,
but the sea is not full;
to the place where the streams flow,
there they flow again.
All things are full of weariness. . . .
and there is nothing new under the sun.

Taken as a whole, however, the Scriptural attitude towards
time is markedly less hostile than this. The Preacher himself in a
later section links time with beauty and with eternity: ‘For
everything there is a time, and an appointed moment for every
matter underheaven. . . . He has made everything beautiful in its
time ; also he hasputeternityintoman’smind’ (Eccles. 3: 1, 11).
In the New Testament this positive approach is reaffirmed. ‘The
time is fulfilled’ (Mark 1: 15): time is not pointless but pur-
posive; Christ comes in the fullness of time. So far from being
meaningless and arbitrary, time is something which ‘the Father
has fixed by his own authority’(Acts 1: 7). St Paul speaks of ‘the
acccepted time’ or ‘time of God’s favour’ (2 Cor. 6: 2); time can
be ‘redeemed’ (Eph. 5: 16). God has made the ‘ages’ or ‘aeons’
of time (Heb. 1: 2),and heis ‘the king of the ages’ (1 Tim. 1: 17).
There is no doubt about the Biblical view: time is part of
God’s creation, and as such it is ‘altogether good and beautiful’
(Gen. 1: 31. LXX).

Bisecting the World of Time

If we are to appreciate the beauty of time at its full value,
then there are two basic truths that need to be kept in view.
First, time and eternity are not opposed but interdependent,
not mutually exclusive but complementary. Second, the meaning
of time is to be found in relationship, in personal communion,
in response and openness to others. Time is not to be interpre-
ted merely in privative terms as a reflection of human finitude
and a restriction on our liberty, but it is a positive expression of
what it signifies to be a person, an indispensable precondition of
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human freedom and love. As regards both of these truths, the
key to the right understanding of time is provided by Christ’s
Incarnation.

Time and eternity are not opposed. When Spinoza maintains,
‘Eternity cannot be defined by time or have any relation to
it’,* the second part of this statement, at any rate, is definitely
open to question. Indeed, the Incarnation involves precisely an
‘intersection of the timeless withtime’, to use T. S. Eliot’s phrase
in The Four Quartets.® As he puts it in The Rock, Christ’s birth
is an event within time and yet transforming time:

Then came, at a predetermined moment, a moment in time and of time,

A moment not out of time, but in time, in what we call history: tran-
secting, bisecting the world of time, a moment in time but not like a
moment of time,

A moment in time but time was made through that moment: for with-
out the meaning there is no time, and that moment of time gave the
meaning.®

‘Transecting, bisecting the world of time’: Eliot’s point is
brought out vividly in the Protevangelion or Book of James,
when Joseph speaks of time as standing still at the moment of
the Nativity:

Now I Joseph was walking, and I walked not. And I looked up into the
air and saw the air inamazement. And I looked up to the pole of heaven
and saw it standing still, and the birds of the heaven without motion.
And I looked upon the earth and saw a dish set,and workmen reclining
beside it, and their hands were in the dish: and they that were chewing
did not chew, and they that were lifting the food did not lift it, and
they that were putting it into their mouth did not put it in, but the
faces of them all were looking upward. And behold there were sheep
being driven, and they did not move forward but stood still; and the
shepherd lifted his hand to strike them with his staff, and his hand
remained in the air. And I looked at the stream of the river and saw the
mouths of the kids upon the water, and they did not drink. Then
suddenly all things moved onward on their course.”

What can be affirmed to a supreme degree concerning the
time of the Incarnation is likewise true, at least potentially, of
every moment of time. At the Incarnation eternity transects
time in a unique manner. Yet each moment of time is also open
to eternity; at each moment it is possible for eternity to break
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into the temporal sequence, assuming time into itself and so
transforming it. Eternity is not simply outside the moments of
time but at the heart of each moment; and this eternity, present
within time, gives to time its true value. ‘Eternity is as much in
time as it is above time’, writes the contemporary Romanian
Orthodox theologian, Archpriest Dumitru Staniloae, who has
devoted particular attention to the Christian significance of
time.®

Plato was not far from the truth when he spoke of time as a
moving image of eternity.® Time and eternity—and, by the same
token, space and infinity—do not contradict but complete one
another. Time and space, while modalities of the created order,
are rooted in God’s eternal, uncreated life and find their fulfil-
ment there. Between time and eternity there exists, to use the
phrase of the French Orthodox author Olivier Clément, ‘a
marriage bond’, un rapport proprement nuptial.*°® In the words
of St Maximos the Confessor, ‘The inner principles [logoi,
‘reasons’] of time abide in God.”!! ‘The divine eternity’, writes
Fr Staniloae, ‘ . . . carries within itself the possibility of time,
while time carries within itself the possibility of participating in
eternity.” Eternity is turned towards time and goes out to meet
it; and time, when taken up into eternity, is not annihilated but
transfigured.

Time as Freedom to Love

Let us turn now to our second point. Time from a Christian
perspective is one of the means whereby God evokes and
guarantees our created human freedom, our freedom to love.
The notion of freedom—both divine freedom and human
freedom—is fundamental to the Christian doctrine of creation.
‘God is truly present and operative only in freedom’, claims
Berdyaev. ‘Freedom alone should be recognized as possessing
a sacred quality.”?2 As Kierkegaard has rightly insisted, ‘The
most tremendous thing granted to humans is choice, free-
dom.’*® God created the world in freedom, and he willed that
the beings whom he formed in his image should likewise be free.
As a Trinitarian God, a God of shared interpersonal love, he
desired that we humans in our turn should be joined to him in a
relationship of mutual love. Mutual love, however, presupposes
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freedom, for where there is no voluntary choice there can be
no love. Love cannot be constrained, but can only be tendered
willingly ; God is able to do anything except compel us to love
him. Love comes always as an offer to which the beloved is
invited to respond in freedom.

By creating in this way a world of persons capable of freely
responding to him in love, God accepted to restrict, in some
measure, the exercise of his omnipotence. He ‘withdrew’ as it
were from his creation, ‘distancing’ himself so that his creatures
might have room to love. Creation involves a divine self-
limitation, what the sixteenth-century Jewish Kabbalist, Isaac
Luria, termed zimsum, ‘contraction’ or ‘concentration’.* In
thus bringing into existence free persons with the power of
rejecting him, God inevitably took a risk. But had he not taken
a risk, there would have been a universe without love. As
Vladimir Lossky observes, ‘This divine risk, inherent in the
decision to create beings in the image and likeness of God, is the
summit of almighty power, orrather a surpassing of that summit
in voluntarily undertaken powerlessness. . . . He who takes no
risks does not love.”*3

This risk-taking or kenosis on God’s part, inaugurated at the
creation, came to its full expression at the Incarnation. In
choosing to become a creature, the divine Creator embraced a
situation of complete vulnerability, an entire and unreserved
solidarity with us humansin our pain and brokenness. He willed
to effect our salvation, not through any exercise of transcendent
power, but through the utter powerlessness of his incarnate
state: ‘My strength is made perfect in weakness’ (2 Cor. 12: 9).
Such exactly is the supreme paradox of Christology: God is
never so strong as when he is most weak, never so truly divine as
when he empties himself. St Gregory of Nyssa saw this clearly:
‘The fact that the omnipotent nature should have been capable
of descending to the humiliated condition of humanity provides
a clearer proof of power than great and supernatural miracles. . . .
His descent to our lowliness is the supreme expression of his
power.”'® Nestorius made the same point: ‘All greatness grows
great by self-abasement, and not by exalting itself.”” And the
reason why God chose to save us not by force but with our
voluntary consent is specifically that he loves us and therefore
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desires us to be free.

It is in this context of freedom and love that the meaning of
time can best be appreciated. Time is part of the ‘distancing’ or
‘contraction’ on God’s side which makes it possible for us
humans freely to love. It is, as it were, the interspace which
enables us to move towards God unconstrained and by our vol-
untary choice. ‘Behold I stand at the door and knock’, says
Christ; ‘if anyone hears my voice and opens the door, I will
come in to him and eat with him and he with me’ (Rev. 3: 20).
God knocks, but does not break down the door; he waits for us
to open. This waiting on God’s part is exactly the essence of
time: in Fr Staniloae’s words, ‘For God, time means the duration
of the expectant waiting between his knocking on the door and
our act of opening it.” God issues his appeal to human freedom:
‘Whom shall I send, and who will go for us?’ After that he awaits
the voluntary response from our side: ‘Then I said, “‘Here am I!
Send me” ’ (Isa. 6: 8). Timeis the interval between God’s appeal
and our answer. We humans need this interval of time so as
freely to love God and one another; without the interval we
cannot engage in the dialogue of love. On the level of uncreated
divine freedom, the mutual love of the Trinity is an expression
of the totum simul, of eternal simultaneity, and so it is without
any interval of time. But on the level of created human freedom
love has to be learnt; and learning takes time, as we in this
university are only too well aware. Blake has well described our
human condition in his Songs of Innocence:

And we are put on earth a little space,
That we may learn to bear the beams of love.*®

Time is thus an all-important dimension of our created
personhood, the setting that makes it possible for us to choose
love. It is time that allows us to respond to God by our own
free consent, that enables our love to mature, that permits us to
grow in love. Space is to be understood in similar terms, as an
expression of God’s self-distancing so that we may be free to
respond to him in love. It affords us, says Fr Staniloae, the
possibility of ‘free movement. . . . the freedom to draw near or
to move away’. Without time and space we cannot experience
the ‘between’ that unitesin love the ‘I’ and the “Thou’. If in our
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daily life we commonly apprehend time very differently—not as
relationship but as separation, not asfreedom but as fetters upon
our liberty—then that is because we are part of a fallen world in
which time has become linked with mortality and death. Yet,
although fallen, time is not totally so; even in our present con-
dition we still glimpse its primal significance as a ‘time of gifts’
and a continual miracle. And, because it is God’s creation and as
such is ‘altogether good and beautiful’, time isnot to be repudi-
ated or ignored, but redeemed. Our goal is not timelessness but
time transfigured. It is true that in the Apocalypse the angel
proclaims, ‘There shall be time no longer’ (Rev. 10: 6)—some
would render it ‘There shall be no more delay’—but the time that
is to be abolished is the fallen time of death (cf. Rev. 21: 4). For
the Apocalypse also states that within the heavenly Jerusalem
there will be ‘the tree of life with its twelve kinds of fruit, yield-
ing its fruit eackh month’ (Rev. 22: 2). This can only mean that,
in theeternal Kingdom of the age to come, the rhythms of cyclic
time are not abolished but transformed.*®

If the significance of time is to be found in relationship and
love, it follows that true time isnot simply that which is assessed
mechanically by the clock or the calendar. True time is living,
personal, existential, measured not by mere succession but by
intention. True time is kairos rather than chronos, characterized
not by the predetermined swing of the pendulum but by unpre-
dictable yet decisive moments of opportunity, moments of
disclosure filled with meaning when clock time stands still, as
Joseph found in the Protevangelion, and when eternity breaks
in. Time is not just a fixed, unvarying pattern imposed upon us
from outside, but it can be recreated from within and used as an
expression of our inner selves. We are in time, but time is also in
us. We speak of ‘wasting time’ and °killing time’, but let us also
give full value to the habitual phrases ‘make time’, ‘give time’
and ‘save time’.

Without the Meaning there is no Time

In my reflections on time, as perhaps you will have noticed, a
transition has taken place. Seeking to answer the question ‘What
is time?’, I have been led to speak not just about time itself but
about personhood, freedom and love. If time is discussed in the
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abstract and treated as a ‘thing’ that exists by itself, it proves
ever more baffling and more elusive. St Augustine voices a diffi-
culty familiar to us all: ‘What is time? If no one asks me, I know;
if I try to explain to an inquirer, I do not know.”?® We can only
begin to understand the nature of time when we take into
account a whole series of other matters as well, such as our
experiences of growth and decay, of being in relation, of learning
to respond. ‘Without the meaning there is no time’: and there is
no such thing as absolute time, for all time is related to persons
and their inner experience. Time becomes intelligible only when
set in the total context of life (and death)—indeed, the two
terms ‘time’ and °‘life’ are in many respects virtually inter-
changeable.

Alike in terms of clock time and of personal time, it is
time for me to end. It is the Incarnation, we have found, that
provides us with a clue to the meaning of time. As ‘the moment
in and out of time’, to use Eliot’s words,?* it shows us the inter-
dependence of time and eternity; only sub specie aeternitatis
does time acquire its authentic resonance and depth. And the
Incarnation, as an act of love addressed to our human freedom,
also indicates how time is to be understood in terms of personal
relationship, of reciprocity and dialogue. Time, whether we
choose to picture it as circle, line or spiral, is not a sexton or
jailer, but the safeguard of our human personhood, the pro-
tector of liberty and love.

There are two moments in the Divine Liturgy which sum
up these two aspects of time. The first is when the celebrant,
immediately prior to the opening blessing, uses the words of the
angels at the Incarnation, ‘Glory be to God in the highest, and
on earth peace . . .” (Luke 2: 14); and then the deacon says to
him, ‘It is time for the Lord to act’ (Ps. 118 [119]: 126). Itis
the vocation of time to be open to eternity; time is fulfilled when
God’s eternity, God’s action, breaks into the temporal sequence,
as happened supremely at Christ’s birth in Bethlehem, as
happens also at every Eucharist. The second moment comes just
before the Creed, when the deacon says to the people, ‘Let us
love one another . . ., and the people reply affirming their faith
in the Father, Son and Holy Spirit. Such exactly is the true
rationale of time: mutual love after the image of the Trinity.
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EDWARD WILSON AND THE ART OF PRAYER
A Talk given to Painswick Council of Churches, 2 July 1989

MICHAEL PATERNOSTER

I

PRAYER IS for each of us a voyage of discovery, but not into
totally uncharted waters, for others have been there before us,
and there is plenty of information to be found if we know where
to look. We don’t have to persevere long before we begin to feel
we are getting out of our depth, and then it is reassuring to
discuss our experience with others, or to read about their prayer-
life and so have our sense of direction confirmed or corrected.

The particular voyage I want to retrace begins for me with a
picce of music and two places of pilgrimage. The piece of music
is the Sinfonia Antartica of Vaughan Williams, that agnostic son
of a West-country vicarage. It began life as incidental music to
the film Scott of the Antarctic. When I saw it as a school-boy
I never even noticed the music, though I don’t doubt it contri-
buted to a moving and unforgettable experience. The score has
survived and transcended its origin, and stands in its own right
as a memorial to a heroic failure that touches the imagination
and lifts the spirits more than most successes. On a titanic scale
the music brings out the harsh, unyielding, impersonal environ-
ment of the polar regions, and the resources of the human spirit
that can rise above even such appalling conditions.

The two places of pilgrimage are the Scott Polar Research
Institute in Cambridge, which I discovered by chance as an
undergraduate, and the ship Discovery, which I made a point of
visiting when she was moored off the Embankment in London.
She has recently been returned to where she was built, to the
city of Dundee, where her masts dominate the dock area not
more than a few hundred yards from the cathedral where I was
once chaplain and am now a canon.

This music and these places, all memorials to and celebrations
of a voyage to an unknown region which ended in a tragedy
which was a kind of triumph, may seem odd starting-points for
a talk about prayer. I choose them, partly because they illustrate
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something I have found increasingly true: if God exists at all, he
is God of the whole world, not just of those areas we label as
‘religious’, and if he is to get through to us at all he is as likely
to do so through what we think of as secular occasions.

It is, however, only indirectly that I encounter God by hearing
this music or visiting these places; directly, I encounter one of
his saints, as yet uncanonized, and from him I learn more of
the practice of prayer, which will bring me, if I persist, to my
encounter with God. Though I certainly would not want to join
the denigrators of Captain Scott, it is not the leader of that ill-
fated expedition to whom I feel drawn, but his chief scientist,
Edward Adrian Wilson. A doctor’s son from Cheltenham, he
himself qualified as a doctor, lived and worked in the slums of
South London, contracted tuberculosis and yet made such a
good recovery that on Scott’s two expeditions he showed greater
powers of endurance than younger and apparently fitter men.
He led a mid-winter journey once described as ‘the worst journey
in the world’, and he died with Scott, returning from the South
Pole. All accounts of Scott’s expeditions underline how much
Wilson meant to his companions. One of them wrote afterwards
to Mrs Wilson, ‘I never thought the Christ-life possible as an ideal
till I saw it in your husband.’

If that soundsextravagant, everyone, from Scott down, spoke
of him with admiration and affection, though not many guessed,
till his letters and diaries were published after his death, the
source of his strength and gentleness. He was reserved, yet avail-
able; tolerant of others, he set himself the highest standards. ‘He
was,” as one of them said, ‘deeply religious, yet had the rare
ability to keep his religion out of sight.” Perhaps that is a quality
we might all cultivate: the time for speaking comes seldom, the
time for being never departs. Certainly, he was deeply religious;
and certainly, hisreligion was the mainspring of his character and
achievements. He once did a pencil sketch of St Francis, of which
I have a copy. What he said of St Francis, I would say of him:

I don’t know if you have ever been bitten by that man’s character as I
have been. I always seem to be harking back to his example, and indeed
I'think it is the best after Christ’s. I admire the man more than anyone I
ever heard of, and that’s a thing no-one can do without trying to
follow him.
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Wilson, it seems to me, is a particularly helpful guide to the art
of prayer because heisalayman, a man of scientific training who
fully accepted all that modern knowledge can teach us of the
world, and almost our contemporary ; whereas many of the great
masters of prayerlived lives very different from ours and accept-
ed a world-view which is now in part obsolete. If Wilson could
have a deep and genuine inner life and be governed by it, while
working in a London hospital and living in the slums of Battersea,
and later taking part in two of the most strenuous and testing of
expeditions one canimagine, under conditions that allowed little
rest and less privacy, none of us has any real excuse if we fail to
make time for prayer. He once reflected on the way we look
after our bodies, washing, clothing and feeding them assiduously
while by contrast we let our souls starve on a few short prayers
when we get up and go to bed.

How, then, did Edward Wilson pray? If we read the books
where we can come closest to his spirit, we will find, I think,
three elements that made up his life of prayer—three elements
that can be, and should be, part of everyone’s experience of
prayer, albeit in different proportions according to temperament
and age and circumstance. His inner life was fed by three things—
common prayer, meditation on the gospels, and loving attention
to God’s world. To put it another way, the three elements are
prayer of the lips, prayer of the mind and prayer of the heart.
Though some devotional books appear to arrange these in
ascending order of merit, they are not three stages, and we do
not grow out of any of them; they can continue to nourish us
until the day we die. However, we usually meet them, and try
them, in that order. It is a misfortune if we never get beyond
the first to the second, or beyond the second to the third,
because there are riches we will fail to discover, and we may be
tempted to give up, without discovering the way of prayer that
suits us best.

I

I was deeply moved when I saw on display in the museum of
the Scott Polar Research Institute the prayer-book Edward
Wilson always carried with him. Shabby and dog-eared, it bears
all the signs of constant use, and nearly every page is marked by
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frequent underlinings. Evidently he read it assiduously and
prayerfully, and marked any phrase that particularly struck him.
In time, with constant repetition, he extracted meaning from
nearly everything. He was not the kind of pious layman who
haunts churches; he might more easily have become a nature-
mystic like Wordsworth or Richard Jefferies. His childhood
wanderings in the Cotswold hills not only laid the foundations
of hisapproach to science by giving him immense enthusiasm for
and knowledge of natural history;they were a major spur to his
religious development. Christ to him was nearer on his solitary
walks than in the formal setting of a ‘dark and stuffy church’.
To his wife he once wrote:
Here in the heart and love and life of Nature, and with Christ by my
side, I cannot bring myself to go to Church, when the whole creation
calls me to worship God in such infinitely more beautiful and inspiring
light and colour and sound.
And yet, thinking those thoughts, he went as regularly as he could
to communion and when, in the Antarctic, that opportunity was
denied him, heread over the communion service to himself every
Sunday. There was little privacy in the cramped and crowded
cabins of the Discovery or its successor the Terra Nova, but as
converted Dundee whalers they had at the masthead a ‘crow’s
nest’, a barrel big enough for a man to stand in. On a whaling
expedition someone was posted there to keep a look-out for any
sign of a whale; on a ship that ventured into the ice, in those
days before sonar and radar, a look-out was equally useful to
guide the ship through the most pomising leads of open water.
To this lofty, cold and uncomfortable perch Edward Wilson
retired whenever he could to read the Prayer Book services to
himself. He must have valued that particular tradition of vocal
prayer very highly, and found it of genuine and abiding value in
his daily life, to take such trouble to maintain contact with it,
even when separated by thousand of miles from the nearest
church. The Book of Common Prayer has in recent years lost
much of its hold over people’s minds and habits, and no text is
as familiar to the present generation as the collects and psalms of
the Prayer Book were to that generation; but that kind of liturg-
ical piety, fed on the prayers that sustained our predecessors, is
still possible—and, I would add,—still necessary. Intended, of
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course, as corporate prayer, it can still nourish us in private, as it
often has to in our busy lives. It works partly because the use of
set forms of common prayer brings us even in our solitude near
to the whole company of faithful people, living and departed,
and reminds us that prayer is a symphony, not a concerto.
St Peter Damian, in the Book of the Dominus Vobiscum, taught
that even when you pray alone you pray with the Church.
Edward Wilson valued his times of spiritual communion because
they linked him in the only way possible to his ‘loved ones far
away.’ Bonhoefferin prison found the same. In those days a long
voyage meant vanishing for perhaps years on end with no possi-
bility of contact with home; that is no longer true, but for all of
us there are many from whom we are separated by space and
time whom we can only meet before the throne of grace.

III

I shall say no more now about vocal prayer, but ask what we
do next, or instead, when it goes dead on us, as it certainly will
at times. What did Edward Wilson do?

Every morning when I wake I make some tea and then sit down with a
New Testament and a note-book and just write down whatever comes
into my head from reading a verse or two. Something always comes,
and the things one is led to worry the truth out of often surprise me.The
habit began last August . . .I had spent some weeks or months without
saying any prayers because I had come to consider them a useless waste
of time. But everything else seemed to be becoming also a useless waste
of time . . .

Realizing how he was drifting, he made a real effort to find a
meaning in life by finding out what Jesus was really like and
what following him seriously would mean. To his sister he wrote:

I believe my early morning readings are the secret of my own happiness
in life.—Read chiefly the N. T, and in it chiefly the Gospels, and of
them chiefly St. John’s, and write out what you think each verse means
in your own words as you read it, and in between each morning’s reading
put down shortly what has happened to you—I mean a sort of diary,
only make it a mixture of self-examination and your prayers.
Again,

I suppose others feel the same intense delight which one cannot describe
any more than one can explain how it comes, when some verse in the
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Gospels which one has read for years and years without a second

thought suddenly expands in some new direction of thought . . .

This happens, of course, just as readily during vocal prayer, in
church or on one’s own; but unless one marks the passage and
follows it up and perhaps writes down the thought, it is likely
to vanish without doing us any real good.

Wilson’s methodis mental prayer at its simplest. Great spiritual
directors have worked out elaborate and detailed schemes of
meditation—the Ignatian method, the Salesian method, and so
on—but these are merely different ways of giving a formal pattern
and structure to an exercise which ought at some stage to be a
part of every Christian’s discipleship. It does one no good to read
the Bible asa set task, so many verses a day, as quickly as possible
and then forget it. But attentive reading is a form of prayer. The
great danger of the more complicated methods is that they are
so daunting and time-consuming that they discourage the average
lay Christian or busy clergyman from even attempting them. But
prayer of the mind is vital, for two reasons. First, God gave us
minds and intended us to use them, to the best of our ability.
He did not intend us to exercise them solely on acquiring
professional skills or forming our judgement on worldly con-
cerns, while keeping our piety in a special compartment where
reasoning is not encouraged. A faith which we have not reasoned
out will always be at risk. This is why I would not distinguish
sharply between a devotional and a critical reading of Scripture
—or anything else. Use all the helps you can to get at the real
meaning. But don’t stop at ‘What did it mean then?’ Go on to,
‘What does it mean for me now?’ Secondly, although we can
encounter God in many ways, it is in the Gospels that we can
form the clearest image of the God we encounter. A man of
similar outlook and interests to Edward Wilson, Canon Charles
Raven, once wrote in What Think Ye Of Christ?:

Angels or Martiansmay know God otherwise, that is no concern of ours:

we can know Him only through our own natures and best as incarnate:

that is all and that is enough. For us Jesus is God. (p. 194)

God can be known through Jesus; Jesus can be known through
the Gospels. It was by patient, thorough, regular Bible study
(not just Bible reading) that Wilson found the person of Christ
came alive for him and made demands on him. He said, ‘We want
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to realise very definitely what Christ is to us.” What Christ was
to him was a supreme example and a living presence. He will
hardly become that for any of us unless we make a definite and
sustained effort to get to know him. Like Wilson, we can meet
him in the Sacrament of the Altar and through the pages of the
Bible: the two ways are complementary, and both are essential
if prayer is to serve its purpose, which is of course not an easy
way of getting God to do what we want, but a tough way of
learning from God what he wants us to do, and then being
given the strength to do it. Prayer is transforming; its serious
practitioners do become more Christlike. It was not, after all,
such a wild exaggeration to say to Mrs Wilson, ‘I never thought
the Christ-life possible as an ideal till I saw it in your husband.’

Iv

As well as his Prayer Book, worn with much use, the Scott
Polar Institute has many examples of Wilson’s paintings and
sketches, meticulously accurate and beautifully finished,
although done under the most appalling conditions. His studies
of birds and of the polar landscape have considerable scientific
value, but the original impulse to draw and paint was a religious
one: ‘My little bird pictures are just visible proofs of my love
for them, and attempts to praise God and bring others to love
Him through His works.” Painting, then, for him was a form of
prayer, a form he practised constantly throughout his life. For
those who have no such talent it may seem unrealistic to suggest
that this could be for them an approach to prayer or a kind of
praying. However, Canon Raven, himself a gifted artist, once
wrote, ‘It is perhaps true that one never really sees a thing
until one has sketched it,” adding, T must register my impressions
in pictures if they are to become a true part of my being’
In other words, the attempt to draw what one sees, however
badly one does it, teaches one to see more clearly. What one is
developing is the faculty of attention. In an interesting essay
Simone Weil suggests that all school subjects are different ways
of training the mind to concentrate and to pay attention, and
are thus a preparation for prayer, which is paying attention to
God. Anyone who could work quietly and steadily in the crowded
bediam of the Discovery wardroom had certainly developed the
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ability to concentrate and ignore distractions. Wavell, too, had
developed this ability to a remarkable degree and could work
anywhere. Conversely, most of us find that when occasionally
we have the chance to be quiet and talk to God in our hearts we
manifestly have not learned to concentrate: still the external
distractions, and the internal chatter rises to the surface and
threatens to engulf us. We all know what Michael Ramsey meant
when he said, ‘I can sometimes pray for a minute or two, but it
takes me half an hour to do it.” It is perfectly true, then, that if
we are ever to learn to pay attention to God, we need to learn
to pay attention to anything. Once we have mastered the art—if
we ever do—we can ‘enter into our inner chamber’ (Matt. 6: 6)
even on a bus in the rush hour orin aliving-room with the tele-
vision on; but to learn it we need solitude. If you can’t bear to
be alone with your thoughts, you are unlikely to find God.

I mentioned earlier the crow’s nest of the Discovery as
Wilson’s secret oratory. Laurens van der Post was about six
when Wilson died; as a young man he learnt to use the crow’s
nest for its original purpose when he sailed on a series of whaling
expeditions from South Africa. The first time he was sent up to
keep a look-out, he had no experience of what he was looking
for, but he remembered what he had learnt on the veldt from
native trackers, which he recounts in Yet Being Someone Other:

I did not impose any wilful expectations during my watch over those
immense, heaving but vacant waters. I remembered above all one of the
basic tenets of their teaching: one kept one’s eyes, as well as one’s heart,
free of any preconceived notions, so that whatever was to happen
would find neither heart nor vision shut against it, and consequently
the event could fall unimpeded into one’s senses. (p. 82)
That teaching can be applied directly, as I am sure Sir Laurens
is aware, to the art of contemplative prayer. The moments of
vision come unbidden, but not unprepared-for, and all too often
our estranged faces miss ‘the many-splendoured thing’. In his
book, The Faith of Edward Wilson, George Seaver says that
Wilson ‘developed a habit of alert and constant recollectedness,
so that what was at first difficult became, when inwardly
digested, second-nature’ (p. 23). Another distinguished bird
artist, John Busby, who is also a practising Christian, wrote
recently in Birds in Mallorca:
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To sit and wait brings one into harmony with the pulse of the day, and
one begins to see and hear more like an animal or a bird, noticing any-
thing out of place in an instant, responding to movement on the edge of
one’s vision,and to the signal and call of one species to another. Drawing
is my response to all this, like a secretary taking minutes of the day’s
meeting, often in shorthand scribble in my sketchbooks, but ‘word for
word’ as it happened. Many times I have sat still in one place until I
almost became part of the landscape, all my concentration focused in
my eyes and drawing hand. (pp. 2-3)

His approach seems to me to have something in common with
that of Zen which, as I understand it, offers a technique—not an
easy one to master—for stilling the heart and mind so as to be
ready for the moment of illumination. No technique can guar-
antee results, for the God whom we seek is free, personal and
sovereign and what we are looking for is not a self-regarding
‘religious experience’ but a personal encounter with the Other
which will not leave us unchanged; but unless we are prepared
to work at it, we can hardly expect to be rewarded.

I cannot leave the subject of contemplation, however briefly
and inadequately treated, without referring to a great dichot-
omy. There are, it seems, two ways to the heart of the mystery,
the way of the affirmation of images and way of the rejection
of images, or via negativa. Both are valid, because both work,
and the difference is one of temperament which is sometimes
illegitimately elevated into a difference of dogma. I myself am
basically an affirmer, but I suspect Simone Weil was a denier.
For her, the point of learning to concentrate was so that one
could transfer one’s concentration from school subjects, or
whatever one had learnt it on, to God. I remember how St Paul
described the law as a ‘schoolmaster’ to bring us to Christ
(Gal. 3: 24). Our picture of a schoolmasteris of one who actually
introduces us to a subject and facilitates our personal encounter
with it, so he needs to be present to help make the connections.
That is, as I see it, the role of images in the affirmative way. But
the word Paul used actually meant the slave who took children
to school and left them there. When he had done his job he could
be dismissed: he was more a lollipop-man to see us safely across
the road than an integral part of the process of learning. I don’t
think I am being unfair to Mlle Weil—and certainly not to many
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other mystics—if I read her as implying that the images supplied
by the world around us are a ladder we can climb to reach God,
and then kick away when we no longer need it. Edward Wilson
had read a great deal of what was then available of the medieval
mystics, but he firmly rejected the way of negation. He found
introspection uncongenial; instead, he looked out, and found
God in the world around him:

Love everything into which God has put life, and God made nothing
dead. There is only less life in a stone than in a bud, and both have a
life of their own, and both took their life from God.

Charles Raven reacted similarly, claiming that ‘orthodox
methods of meditation do not appeal to me: they produce bore-
dom and coma—and platitudes’, and suggested ‘to spend a night
alone in a summer woodland or a stretch of unspoiled fen is to
experience an initiation into the life of the contemplative’
(Charles Raven by F.W. Dillistone, p. 54). Elsewhere he writes:

Hitherto I had exploited nature, collecting pictures and observations,
using its resources for the satisfaction of my own curiosity and possess-
iveness. Now I knew that there was more in it than a playground for the
children of men or a training-school for artist or scientist. Here was a
world alive, transparent, sacramental; the work of God, the object of
His love, the body of His indwelling. (Charles Raven, p. 300)

Neither Raven nor Wilson saw anything that anyone else would
have failed to see—providing they had trained themselves to see
what is there.They did not see their environment p/us something
or look through it to something else. They saw it as it really was,
but in a new light. There is a book by Alexander Schmemann
called The World as Sacrament, a splendid book in its way, but
to me a disappointment because it does not live up to the
promise of its title. I want always to try to see the world as
sacrament. That great and underrated theologian, Oliver Quick,
said that there are two unique means of God’s revelation, two
unique sacraments, the Universe itself and the person of Christ.
If this approach to prayer of the heart appeals to you, might
I suggest that, on the analogy of the Scout’s daily good deed, you
train yourself to notice something beautiful every day? You will
always find something if you look, and usually something you
would not have noticed if you had not thought of looking. This
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is not just a rural pursuit: if you want urban examples to follow,
read Dom Helder Camara’s 4 Thousand Reasons for Living. Some
people notice nothing; some see things, but see them as ends in
themselves. You, if you also pray with the Church and meditate
on Scripture, will, in seeing what there is to see, also see God.

Quotations from Edward Wilson’s letters and diaries are taken from
The Faith of Edward Wilson by George Seaver, John Murray, 1948.

Crow’s Nest: sketch by Edward Wilson

(We are grateful to the Archivist of the Scott Polar Research Institure, Cambridge.
for permission to reproduce this sketch.)
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THE ROCKET THAT STREAKS HOME
A homily given at Fairacres, 29 October, 1989

MARTIN LINSKILL

I dedicate this sermon to my niece Rachel who later today is to
be confirmed. I have incurred a certain amount of clan regret at
my inability to be present for the sacrament itself, and the least
I could do was to promise to mobilize a whole chapel of nuns to
prayer on her behalf beforehand, and to hope with that news to
make my peace in person over lunch. She is a winning child, with
lots of sparkle and bounce and laughter, who loves pretty things
and enjoys approval, as any girl of her years will: but with such
readings as we have heard today I fear it is of graver things that
I must speak. It may seem, indeed, that the only confirming
the Gospel of the Publican (Luke 18: 9—14) can move us to is
that of the Orthodox prayer:

Confirm me, O Christ our God, in these his cries of sorrow, for Thou

lovest mankind.

Without being required to quench our natural spirits in favour
of a virtuous Christian dismalness, instead we are being invited
to embrace—and to take comfort in—a relationship where there
can be no trifling: the Christian demeanour, and prayer, of
humility before God.

There is a paradox in the very notion of humility which Christ
himself does nothing to dispel. If we commend it as a human
virtue to be cultivated, it may become a subtle ploy for getting
what we want at one level, by systematic denial of our wants
at another: an instrumental, self-interested virtue, still a pur-
posive push for success though by the very renunciation of what
passes for a push for success. Leaving aside intention and motives,
our Lord is quite happy with the paradox as a matter of life
being only gained by its being lost. He presents it simply as a
fact that unencumbered love for and cleaving to God, an honest
owning of our condition before him, will open the way for the
real blessings we all want, as a reliance on our own supposed
assets will not. Humility is not listlessness, far from it: it is a
brisk and bold alacrity of entreaty, but without amassing and
urging of merit. Three particularly vivid images for it are offered
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from our readings, but so as not to dispirit poor Rachel at the
very beginning of her communicant life, the good news is that
all of them are compatible with gladness: ‘Let the heart of
them rejoice that seek the Lord.” We will rejoice in the salvation
which attends the poor man’s cry. This isn’t insincere self-
abasement which pays off—there’s no cloaking of a wicked heart
from the Almighty—rather it’s the profound joy of release and
reconciliation which the penitent sinner knows and the self-
reliant don’t know they need.

So first, the humble prayer pierces the clouds. Humility is
not droopiness but well-targeted importunity, the flaming
arrow, the rocket that streaks home, Herbert’s ‘Engine against
th’Almightie, Reverséd thunder’. For ben Sira, what pierces the
baffling and unsmiling heavens is sheer neediness, the heart’s
pleas poured out (cf. Ecclus.35: 12—14, 16—19). A particularly
arresting phrase is the one about the poor man’s being by no
means comforted till his prayer finds its mark. No attitude that
we strike in relation to God is our bright idea and whole achieve-
ment—that is what saves humility from being a cynical paradox
rather than as it truly is, a gracious one: all is in relation to,
inaugurated by, patterned upon, indwelt and enabled by, Christ
and the Spirit he promised. We are consoled when our prayer is
heard: the bestowal of the Spirit the Comforter, the Paraclete,
spells, is proof of, the lodgement and registering, the thudding
home, of a clamorous and deeply-fetched prayer. The blessings
of the Spirit have been won by groanings—and whose prayer
and groanings but Christ’s going before?—who would pray the
Father that he give you another Counsellor, to be with you for
ever, even the Spirit of truth who abidingly and refiningly shews
us our neediness and teaches us how to clamour, then soothes us
with his lozenges to keep on clamouring. Our lively, lusty
humility is a divine work in us; the cloud-piercing dart is pro-
pelled not by knowledge —we’ll never have the technology— but
by love, a nurtured gift of God returning to its source. There’s a
famous passage of Boethius which on the face of it sounds as if
he hasn’t heard of the new armour-piercing humility-engine, but
theologically, as we ought to expect, he’s right. In Boethius’
prayer it is God who from his side is to ‘break through the mists
of earth, the weight of the clod, and shine forth in splendour’:
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O Father, give the spirit power to climb

To the fountain of all light, and be purified.

Break through the mists of earth, the weight of the clod,

Shine forth in splendour, Thou that art calm weather,

And quiet resting place for faithful souls.

To see Thee is the end and the beginning,

Thou carriest us, and Thou dost go before,

Thou art the journey,and the journey’s end.

(Translation by Helen Waddell)

That is the pioneering on which all our space-probes subsequently
and responsively rely.

My other two images come from the liturgy of the Orthodox,
for whom this Gospel of the Pharisee and the Publican has a
special eminence not accorded it in the West. Not only do the
words of the Publican form most of the universally used Jesus
Prayer, but the whole story of the Publican with all its details is
one of the key models for the ascetical endeavour of the Great
Fast, and the Gospel is accordingly read by way of Advance
Notice on a Sunday that would be, as it were, Octogesima, the
Fourth before Lent. On that day the devotional implications of
the theme are explored at length in the propers of the Office
and the Liturgy. In one of these anthems, as for the Publican
himself, the effort of even raising our eyes to take aim with our
humility-engine is beyond us: they are

weighed down by my transgressions and I cannot see the height of

heaven. But receive me, Saviour, in repentance as the Publican and have

mercy on me.
And again,

Open unto me, O Giver of Life, the gates of repentance.

Too diffident to deploy the high-penetration dart, here we do
no more than ring the doorbell for the tears of sorrow to spring
at the sight that will open to us and the welcome we will find.
Christ will do the unbolting, has unbolted; we, though never so
faint, need but lean on the jamb and without craning of neck or
raising of eyes, without words , but with all our weight keep our
finger on the button. Sometimes, when the structure of our
community’s prayer seems to carry us and we to put nothing
into it, we can do no more.

The third and final image is markedly more DIY, more down
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to earth than the sky-bolt, more ambitious than the pavement
plaintiff. “The Publican was lifted,” sings the Seventh Ode, ‘on
the light wing of humility’, but he also ‘used humility as a ladder
and was raised’. Heaven is to be directly scaled, or at least, upon
the ladder or staircase we shall be drawn up by the helping hand
of him who first came down it. Christian spirituality, both
Eastern and Western, has plenty of ladders, both in literature,
with steps in the devout life, and in art, with hapless monks
falling off. The Greeks have their John Climacus; the Latins find
grades of humility in the Rule of Benedict, though his heart
doesn’t seem to be in the scheme.

His are markedly moral rungs, relating to outward conduct in
the community, notably obedience, restraint of giggling, and no
ad-libbing beyond what is prescribed. Step Twelve does cite our
publican with his downcast eyes, but one misses the vast grief
and existential sorrow—as also the deep and transfiguring joy—
that is expressed even liturgically in the Eastern tradition.
Neither of these, neither the compunction nor the elation, is
recommendable technique, but both are part of a fully human
response to the Christian mystery as we celebrate it here and
always; part of our essential humility, which would claim as our
own only our sins and can rejoice in everything else, which is all
God’s gift and God’s work.

The piercing dart of need, the bellpush for sorrow, or the
ladder of moral discipline and spiritual endeavour: all are urgent
and earnest, all look to God and are powered by him, all are
forms of our humility before the Lord and Righteous Judge. In
whatever form, rejoicing in the Lord’s mercy, penitent and joy-
ful with Rachel and for her,

Let us pray that we may see the true peace of the Age to Come,

through him to whom with the Father and the Holy, Divine and
Life-giving Spirit be all love, all glory, for ever.

Martin Linskill is on the staff of St Stephen’s House, Oxford.
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BOOKS

THE BODY AND SOCIETY: Men, Women, and Sexual Renun-
ciation in Early Christianity by Peter Brown, Faber and Faber,
1989, £32.50.

Professor Brown’s The Body and Society exposes the poverty of
modern monochrome portrayals of the commitment to celibacy
by evoking for his readers the many understandings of the role
of the body and sexuality in the first five centuries of Christian
life. Furthermore, he warns that these understandings relate so
intimately to certain times and places that they are difficult to
transpose either temporally or geographically. The freedom this
offers to the church of this era to develop ways of communi-
cating the place of celibacy in the developing tradition and
continuing experience of the Church is welcome. That celibacy
in the early Church was generally esteemed, variously justified,
sometimes widespread, but rarely normative can help to resist
the persistent tendency in parts of the Church to maintain a
distinction between married life and celibate life in a manner
that perpetuates a profoundly defective ecclesiology.

Brown traces the major shifts in social and ecclesial under-
standings of sexual renunciation and its partner-in-dialogue,
marriage, from the emergence of ascetical strands within Christ-
ianity in the New Testament period down to the classic and
influential thought of Saint Augustine. Variety and development
characterize the New Testament itself, reflecting the diverse
authors, audiences, and conditions of the early Christian mission.
As Christianity faced contemporary society through the word
of the Apologists, and was shaped by the radical demands of
persecution and the persistence of charismatic gifts of prophecy,
the stage was set not only for the beginnings of a theology of
sexuality, but also for the alternative approaches of Montanists,
Encratites, and Gnostics. Such marginal but compelling move-
ments found the body and sexual drives to be powerful positive
or negative signs of progress towards perfection. The Alexandrian
theologians, Clement and Origen, took distinctive and different
approaches to virginity and celibacy when the topic of sexual
renunciation emerged as a major theological concern. As the
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ascetical life became more prominent, it required treatment from
an ecclesiological perspective, as Brown notes in a chapter on
Cyprian, Mani, and Eusebius of Caesarea. Part Two of the book
describes the institutionalization of asceticism in various mon-
astic movements and the appearance in the fourth and fifth
centuries of theologians for whom virginity was a central theme.
Brown’s discussion of the desert fathers is outstanding, recasting
traditional understandings of their asceticism in a sensitive and
gently nuanced manner. Part Three of the book is devoted to
the great Western legacy of Ambrose, Jerome, and Augustine,
whose work produced the synthesis foundational to the Middle
Ages and prevalent into this century.

As one reads through the material collected and discussed in
this book, one immediately realizes that the symbolic value of
the use of one’s body, and the weight of social expectations of
sexual behaviour, are not constant across time and cultures. The
body is an obvious, powerful, but polyvalent symbol. Among
the array of understandings described by Brown, one might
select the following symbolic roles of the body as a sign of:
discipline; protest; mystical aspiration; Christian transformation;
alienation from God; the angelic life; fragile mortality; ecclesial
integrity; freedom; precious humanity; twisted self-will; final
integration; the whole ascetic labour; the workings of the soul;
mortal danger; time and timelessness; vulnerability to shame;
independence from society and convention; common cause with
the poor; democratic nobility; ecclesiastical control; immutable
boundaries between men and women; compulsive desires;
congenital disaster. A theologian’s or preacher’s or saint’s
experience determined the valence of the sign, culture deter-
mined its shape, contemporary experience determined the
impact of the symbolic function of the body in each case.

How then are we to understand the significance of sexual
renunciation in Christianity? Is it a universal human sign which
could be used by Christian publicists and fanatics for their
purposes, or is it a quality inherent in the Christian life which
demands again and again that the Church explore its mysterious
imperative? Brown’s reminder that ‘understanding is no substi-
tute for compassion’ hints at an answer and points the reader to
a major reason why this book is worth taking the time to read:
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as difficult as it is for most people today to sympathize with a
choice for celibacy, it is even more difficult for modern people,
including vowed celibates, to relate to the experiences of early
Christian ascetics whose forms of language and styles of celibate
living strike us as bizarre, unhealthy, or perhaps arrogant. It is
valuable to achieve some sense of what they thought they were
doing, and also to realize that in many cases, such as those of
Clement and Augustine, the use of theological language can stray
far from its inspiration. For example, those today who readily
blame Augustine for Western obsessions with original sin, sexual
danger, and virginal intactness would do well to read this book.
It enlarges one’s breadth of view to understand the source of
his dominant themes, and to realize that it is largely the use of
Augustine’s analysis of sexual drives by subsequent less gifted
theologians that deserves the censure.

The categories of metaphor Brown delineates, and the
varieties of grounding principles he describes, indicate that the
vocation to celibacy, like other areas in which the Church must
connect theology and experience for the sake of the Good News,
is fundamental enough to the Christian life to require incultur-
ation while remaining a central theme across cultures. Even more
than the Christology and the pneumatology to which it is so
closely linked, the theology of celibacy responds to the
commanding themes of a time and place, taking the form of
affirmation of prevailing values or critique of them. He closes
the book with the remark that it is left to the reader to deter-
mine whether the experience of early Christians can provide
either help or comfort to us in our attempts to express the
significance of celibacy in our own times. The reader of Brown’s
book cannot avoid the realization that the types of apologiae
for celibacy so commonly found in modern discussions of the
religious life have become unsatisfactory for explaining the inner
reality of a precious but almost universally incomprehensible
form of life. The two extremes, of sheer functionalism (celibacy
as a practical necessity for life in vowed community or for total
dedication to an apostolate), or a facile eschatology (celibacy as
witness to a kingdom yet to come, whose imperative for such a
profound renunciation is not readily apparent to those outside
of religious life), are often the sole resources to hand in modern
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discussions of the place of celibacy in the Church. Those who
live celibately by choice and often by vow as well, know that
there is far more to their vocation, and far more to their celibacy
than conventional explanations communicate: but how are we
to find a voice? The origin of early Christian discussions of
sexual renunciation, in culture and in personal experience, may
point the way out of abstraction, reductionism and reliance on
theological dry bones.
COLUMBA STEWART OSB
St John’s Abbey
Collegeville

THE SPARKIN THE SOUL by Terry Tastard. Darton, Longman
and Todd, 1989, £5.95.

Here is a grandlittle book designed to challenge Catholic-minded
Christians to develop their prayer life and at the same time to
face up to and stand up for the social implications of the Gospel
of the Kingdom of God. The youngish Anglican Franciscan
author shows how St Francis himself, Meister Eckhart, Thomas
Merton and Evelyn Underhill were all led by a ‘spark in the soul’
(Eckhart’s words) from deep personal spirituality towards
involvement in social action in defence of justice. The love of
God, maintained in them by contemplation, induced them to
grow in love of the world, especially into concern for those
suffering from injustice. St Francis, drawn by the Passion of
Christ, absorbed the stigmata while working day and night for
the deprived. Meister Eckhart practised and taught a ‘Rhineland
mysticism’, showing that there is a depth of being in ordinary
Christians into which God can and does enter through contem-
plation. From this state of contemplation, the Christian emerges
‘concerned with God’s attributes such as goodness and justice’.
Merton echoes Eckhart, claiming that from ‘our direct relation-
ship with God’ come ‘our desires to work for justice and peace’.
When he comes to Evelyn Underhill, the author describes a side
of her teaching which some of us may never have realized existed.
Her spirituality included the claim that ‘the real Christian is
always a revolutionary, belongs to a new race, and has been
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given a new name and a new song’.

All this makes a person like myself think furiously and want
to re-read those of whom the author has written. I personally
had never associated three of the four with the struggle for
justice. I hope he will help to drive many of us forward towards
that Christian struggle. He challenges us to seek for justice
throughout the world, to develop a new spirituality ‘where there
is less talk about humility, obedience and piety, and more about
courage, risk and involvement in transforming the world’,
‘a spirituality of commitment to action’. He goes on to plead for
‘a life of non-violence’, even for the making of vows of non-
violence. I disagree. I believe that gross and enduring injustice,
diminishing the lives of many, must sooner or later be fought,
not prayerfully stared at. Fiat justitia, ruat coelum. At any rate,
this splendid book encourages us all to think hard, to contem-
plate, then to come out of contemplation determined to
promote justice for the children of God. Let him give us some
more of this kind of thing.

PETER MAYHEW

IN SEARCH OF JULIAN OF NORWICH by Sheila Upjohn.
Darton, Longman and Todd, 1989, £4.95.

The twentieth century has seen the rediscovery of Julian of
Norwich, and her message of God’s love that ‘all shall be well’
has given hope to many as they struggle to understand the
tensions and tragedies surrounding them. Yet this message can
seem facile and sentimental—after all, what can a fourteenth
century mystic have to say to those who have seen the horrors
of Auschwitz and Hiroshima, not to mention the more recent
events of famine, racial hatred, and the disasters which confront
us daily in our newspapers and on our TV screens? For any of
us who pray at all the way to deal with these shattering events

seems to be to make a list of things that need attention—wars and
famines, illness and death, treachery and violence, people we know are
ill or in trouble—plus all the contents of the television news and news-
paper headlines, so that at least God is aware of what is going on and
that we are concerned that he should be doing something about it.
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This book sets out to give us some of the background to
Julian’s life, as far as it is known, and explain her meaning
for today’s world. Sheila Upjohn shows us that Julian’s Norwich

was not the idyllic place that our imagination would like to
fashion:

Norwich in the fourteenth century was a city of consequence—no
provincial backwater but the second city in England. It was the centre
of a rich agricultural district; a producer, a manufacturer and an ex-
porter. Norfolk wool was famous, and so was Norfolk weaving. Its fine
worsted cloth was to become the envy of Europe.

Early in the century, England blundered into war with France—a
plan by the Pope to unite the rivals in a joint Crusade having come to
grief. The war was to drain the country’s resources, but in the early
stages there were gains, particularly for Norwich. (p. 10)

So Julian lived in an important city, subject to the vicissitudes
of war with France, as well as the effects of the Black Death and
all manner of human suffering. Far from being cut off from the
troubles of everyday life, she was sought out as a counsellor. Her
book, The Revelations of Divine Love, was the result of many
years of pondering and praying over the ‘Showings’ which she
had experienced as she lay gravely ill, not expected to survive.
Out of her solitary reflections had come a wisdom which can
still reach out to us all, encouraging us to return to the silence
from which they sprang. We have to seek it, for:

There sometimes seems in these days to be, not a conspiracy of silence,
but a conspiracy against it. Mindless music babbles at us in offices, in
factories, in restaurants,in pubs. It even seeps from the walls of super-
markets. It is as if we dare not be alone in silence for fear of what we
may find there.

And indeed silence, where we hear the breathing of our own fears,
our inadequacies, our emptiness, can be horrifying. But it is in the
silence that we shall find ourselves and in that silence, too, that we shall
find God.

Julian wrote: ‘The best prayer is to rest in the goodness of God,
knowing that that goodness can reach right down to the lowest depths
of our needs.” (p. 88)

I greatly enjoyed reading this book, and learned a lot from it.
Although I had read Julian’s Revelations through a couple of
times before reading Sheila Upjohn’s book, I had not probed
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very deeply into her thought and knew little about her back-
ground. This book certainly filled in many gaps in my knowledge
and enabled me to fit together what I already knew with greater
understanding. It is easy to read as the style is lively and inter-
esting, and the author communicates her own enthusiasm for
Julian and for Norwich itself. Her explanation of Julian’s mes-
sage is lucid and full of insight. Often she lets Julian speak for
herself, but her comments and analysis, when given, are always
helpful and illuminating. This book would be ideal for anyone
who is looking for an introduction to Julian, and together with
Enfolded in Love: Daily Readings with Julian of Norwich
(DLT 1980) would help any beginner. Others, who already
know Julian, would enjoy reading this and profit from it, as
they would find, as I did, that it makes them want to reread
Julian herself. They might not discover anything that they did
not know before, but would be encouraged by the enthusiasm
of someone who knows what she is talking about and is able to
communicate it.

OBLATE JEAN IRENE SLG

LET THERE BE LIGHT: Praying with Genesis by Angela Tilby.
Darton, Longman and Todd, 1989, £4.95.

This book originates from seven retreat addresses given to
Anglican clergy in the Spring of 1987, using the Creation nar-
rative of the seven days in Genesis 1—2:3 as a basis. This key
text in understanding God’s ways in the Universe, spoke to
Angela Tilby very powerfully after a stressful period in her life.
She says about herself:

I'live and work in an agnostic world. I am a televsion producer and film-
maker, and [ cannot insulate my faith from the effects of that pressured,
exciting and sometimes terrifying environment. At the same time I live
alone as a divorced woman. I am a person who needs thinking time,
space, silence and company. I also need the discipline of regular times
of prayer. Without prayer I dry up at the roots. (p. 5)
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In the addresses which are now the seven chapters of the book
she stresses the need of praying with Scripture, and suggests
three ways of looking at it:

First, we need to know, as far as we can, what the text meant to those
who originally composed it. Second, we need to think out what it can
mean now, in the light of our knowledge and common experience. And
third, I need to discern what it means to me and to the relationships
which are forming me. (p. 4)

One of the basic assumptions of this book is that God meets
us as persons, thus making the individual the best authority on
the way each needs to pray. God meets each of us as we are, on
our own ground and within the pattern of our personal history.
So the author’s aim has been to hint how each of us may get
in touch with our own situation and discover in it the work of
the Creator God of Genesis. Each chapter, therefore, concludes
with seven suggested ways for prayer to suit the individual
needs and temperaments of the readers. In her introduction
Angela Tilby points out the all-inclusive nature of prayer:

The mystical and the sensible need each other, if we are to come to
truth. So the prayer that I am working towards is both personal and
universal, rational and emotional, detached and intimate. To pray with
Genesis means that I cannot afford to leave anything out. In the long
run it is the whole of created reality that we meet in this text: time,
space, history,the unconscious, the future of the planet and the cosmos,
sex, love, sleep, birth and death. (p. 5)

It is a stimulating book and needs unhurried reading if one is
to be able to ponder over the many references and quotations
put forward in each chapter. It is good to have a summary at
the end of each ‘day’ as well as an Epilogue to emphasize the
main points, and return one to base. It is a book that one can
return to again and again. It is suggested that it can be used as
a Lent study as well, taking a chapter each week, thus giving
space for reflection, and certainly the text would well repay this
kind of use. But it must also be underlined that this is a book
for all seasons; the concluding words of the Epilogue make a
Christmas meditation on their own:

On the seventh day God rested. That rest is also open to us. It is the
Sabbath-rest of the people of God, which we are to strive to enter. The
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way in is by the narrow gate, the low door. This is Bethlehem, the
house of the homeless God, the house of bread, the house of healing,
where Mary brings Jesus Christ into our helpless world. To Bethlehem
the rich and gifted come. Their journey is long and dangerous. Poor
shepherds come, and their journey is short and easy, from just over the
other side of the hill. So we will search for Bethlehem all our lives. And
yet in another sense it is never as far away as we think:

How far is it to Bethlehem?
Not very far. . .

SISTER ALISON KATHLEEN SLG

SLG PRESS NOTES

This year has seen one or two interesting new developments in
the work of the Press. Some of our readers may have noticed
that four of our publications are now on the market in a new
guise. This is because we have entered into a co-publishing
agreement with Marshall Pickering by which the following are
now included in their new Christian Spirituality series:-

Learning To Pray by Mother Mary Clare,

The Power o f the Name by Bishop Kallistos Ware,
Prayer and Contemplation by Robert Llewelyn,
God Under My Roof by Esther de Waal.

The books are attractively produced in a pocket sized format
and with a stiffer cover than ours. They cost more than our
edition because of this, although the contents are identical. We
intend to continue to keep these well tried popular favourites
on our list as well in their accustomed SLG Press format, but we
are glad to think that they will reach a wider readership via
Marshall Pickering too.

From time to time we get requests for permission to produce
one of our titles in translation, and we are always glad to agree
to this. One particular request of this kind has lead to four of
our publications now being available in Japanese in the diocese
of Yokohama.
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Details of our two most recent publications follow these notes.
Chronicle readers will already have met Sr Anke’s talk on The
Creativity of Diminishment. We received so many requests for
extra copies of the issue in which it appeared that we felt it
would be worthwhile reprinting it separately. Readers who are
looking for something suitable for personal or corporate study
in Lent 1990 may want to consider Royal Progress, the Passion
of Christ in the Four Evangelists, by Sister Stephanie CSD
published earlier this year, which is a group of meditations
related to Holy Week. We have also recently received an enquiry
as to whether This is the Word of the Lord by Sister Brenda
Michael CSCI is still in print. It is, and it gives a lively intro-
duction to the Bible, together with practical suggestion to aid
Bible reading.

In October we acquired a computer that we can use in harness
with our IBM Composer by a system called Composer Link. The
advantage of this in future will be that we shall be able to have
the text of our publications accessible to us in their entirety. At
present we are working with a composer memory of about three
to four pages, which can be a problem when wanting to make
revisions or editorial changes to the whole text. The new system
allows us to go on using the very good typeface we are able to
get at present, and so the look of our publications should stay
the same. Needless to say it will take us a little while to adapt
to this new technology.

One thing we would particularly like to bring to your attention
is that we do hope in the future to get our Chronicle subscribers
addresses on to the computer so that we can print them out
rather more legibly on the envelopes than we do at present.
Please would any subscriber who would prefer not to be thus
recorded kindly let the Sister in Charge of the Press know so
that we may comply with the terms of the Data Protection Act.
We are also always grateful to know promptly about any errors
or changes of address.

SISTER BARBARA JUNE SLG
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New Fairacres Publications

THE CREATIVITY OF DIMINISHMENT by Sister Anke.
SLG Press 1989 (Fairacres Publication 109). Price 40 pence.

We all like to think of ourselves as creative people. But how are
we to accept retirement, ageing, illness, and ultimately death?
Sister Anke, speaking to a group of SLG Oblate Sisters, says
that these experiences of diminishment also have their own
potential for creativity.

Thisisno sentimental evasion of the hard facts but a personal
testimony that our ‘lessness’, willingly accepted, can bring us to
a renewal of life where ‘in the depths there is Resurrection.’

SISTER ANKE is a member of Ordo Pacis, a Lutheran Community
with sisters in East and West Germany.

CALLED TO BE PRIESTS by Hugh Wybrew.
SLG Press 1989 (Fairacres Publication 110). Price £1.25

Gathered for the Eucharist, the whole community of the people
of God affirm their priestly vocation and recognize the particular
vocation of a person called to be a priest. How is this vocation
tested? How is it nurtured? How is it related to the ministry of
the diaconate and the laity?

The authenticity of this objective yet deeply personal des-
cription of the training and demands of the presbyterate will be
appreciated not only by ordinands but also by all examining
their own Christian vocation. Canon Derek Allen welcomes this
publication in his Foreword, with these words, ‘Priesthood and
diaconate have recently been the subject of considerable theo-
logical reflection. . . . There has been room for a monograph
which brings together the theological, the pastoral and the
spiritual dimensions of the subject, and it is this which Fr Hugh
has attempted and, in my opinion has done very well.’

HUGH WYBREW, Vicar of St Mary Magdalen’s, Oxford, is the former
Dean of St George’s Anglican Cathedral in Jerusalem.
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F.L.G. RETREATS

In 1990 we have arranged two retreats for members of the
Fellowship and other friends of the Community. The first is in
Chester.

The Retreat House, 11 Abbey Square, Chester,
Friday 2nd March to Sunday 4th March
Conductor: Revd Kitty Platt, Oblate Sister SLG
The cost is £30

This retreat has been arranged in response to many requests
from FLG members living in the North, so it is hoped that there
will be a good attendance. Please send bookings for the March
retreat as soon as possible, and by the end of January at the
latest.

The second is in Ely.

Bishop Woodford House, Ely, Cambs.,
Friday 12th October to Sunday 14th October
Conductors: Revd Ian and Mrs Cathy Paton
The cost is £32 plus VAT = £36.80

Bookings for both retreats can be sent to:

Miss Joan Spittal,
27 The Lanes,
Bampton,
Oxfordshire OX8 2JG
Tel: 0993 851392
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SLG AND ASSOCIATES
NEW MEMBERS

FLG

Revd Terence King, Woodkirk Vicarage, Dewsbury Road, N. Dewsbury,
W. Yorks. WF12 7JL
Revd Leon Carberry, 36 High Petergate, York YO1 2EH
Margo Milne, Pantresgair, Llanfair, Lampeter, Dyfed SA48 8LJ
Mrs Janet Taylor, Barn Garth, Litton, Skipton, N. Yorks. BD23 5QJ
Nicholas Martin, 7 Tollpit End, Gadebridge, Hemel Hempstead, Herts.
HP1 3NT
Mrs Elizabeth Ewbank, 3 Matching Lane, Bishops Stortford, Herts.
CM23 2PP
Mrs Kathleen Pannell, 293 Hemdean Road, Caversham, Reading, Berks.
RG4 7QT
Julie J. Grissom, 24401 N. May Avenue, Edmond, OK 73034, US.A.
Revd Stephen Brown, The Vicarage, Church Hill, Thorner, Leeds, Yorks.

LS14 3EG
COMPANION
Miss Nancy Wickes, Rivendell, 8 Waynflete Avenue, Brackley, Northants.
NN13 6AF
OBLATE

Mrs Ann Jones, 14 Bury Lane, Codicote,Hitchin, Herts. SG4 8XT

R.LP.

Mavis, Countess of Wemyss, Gosford House, Longniddry, Aberlady,
E. Lothian, Scotland (FLG)
Mrs Margaret Rodger, 12 Warrender Park Terrace, Edinburgh EH9 1EG
. (FLG)
Miss K. M. Fell,Rowlands Nursing Home,, Rowlands Hill, Wimborne, Dorset
BH21 1AW
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BOOKS RECEIVED

From Darton, Longman and Todd

In the Name of Jesus: Reflections on Christian Leadership, Henri Nouwen,
£4.50.

Seeds of Hope, Henri Nouwen, £7.95.

Out of the Deep: Prayer as Protest, Gordon Mursell, £7.95.

Frank Lake: The Man and his Work, John Peters, £12.95.

The Unity We Seek, Robert Runcie, £7.95.

An Aspect of Fear, Grace Sheppard, £5. 95.

Community and Growth, Revised Edition, Jean Vanier, £7.95. (A review
article of the First Edition appeared in the Spring 1980 Chronicle).

Treasures of the Heart: Daily Readings with Jean Vanier, Edited by Sister
Benedict Gaughan 0SB, £2.50.

Landscapes of Glory: Daily Readings with Thomas Traherne, Edited by
A.M. Allchin, £2.50.

From Triangle Books

Praying With the Orthodox Tradition, Preface by Bishop Kallistos Ware,
£2.75.

From the Amate Press (14A Magdalen Road, Oxford OX4 1RW).

A Christmas Sequence and Other Poems, John V. Taylor, £4.50. This
beautifully produced selection is taken from poems sent out to
friends. They were so muchvalued that theauthor hasnow consented
to make them available to a wider readership.

A Turmoil of Fragile Hearts, Bill Allchin, £1.50. Reflective poems by
a psychiatrist on the suffering inherent in the human condition.
Available from 66 Old Kennels Lane, Olivers Battery, Winchester,
Hants.,SO22 4JT.

Celebrate Christmas Again, Anne Shells, £1.50. A miscellany of Christmas
thoughts and customs. Profits from the sale of this book will be used
in aid of the BBC Children in Need Appeal. Available from 13 Dod
Lane, Glastonbury, Somerset, BA6 8BZ.
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