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READINGS FROM JULIAN OF NORWICH, read by Sheila 
Upjohn. The Friends of Julian of Norwich, 1994, 2 audio 
cassettes, £7 .50. 

When Sheila Upjohn's translations of selections from Revelations 
of Divine Love were first published as the two little books, 
Enfolded in Love and In Love Enclosed, few people can have 
expected them to become so popular and so well loved. To have 
some of these selections in cassette form, read by the translator, 
will be welcome, especially as Julian's text is presented in a 
way which encourages prayerful use. For those who find it 
difficult to read, for whatever reason, these tapes will perform a 
valuable service. And those who find reading too easy may also 
be helped by this restrained but ardent "interpretation, which also 
succeeds in bringing out Julian's humour and homeliness. The 
readings are divided from one another by the chiming of the 
fifteenth century bell of St Julian's church. This brings the 
listener very close to Julian's time as well as to the place where 
she lived and wrote. 

Anyone who wishes to follow the text as it is read is advised 
to use All Shall Be Well, also by Sheila Upjohn (DLT, £7.95), 
which combines the two original booklets. 

The tapes are available from The Friends of Julian of Norwich, 
St Julian's Alley, Rouen Road, Norwich, NRl lQT, price 
£7.50, plus £1.00 for postage and packing. 
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COMMUNITY NOTES 

In the course of a recent sermon on the Cross as the life-giving 
Tree, Fr Donald quoted from a poem by Jeremy Hooker, found 
in a book of poems and illustrations, Their Silence a La.nguage 
by Jeremy Hooker and Lee Grandjean. 

'Hold the tree in your mind,' he said. 'the roots are the 
past, the trunk is the present, the branches and leaves are 
the future. Hold it all in together in your mind.' 
I thought of Traherne' s Jacob' s Ladder: the Cross which is 
a tree set on fire with the flame of love, and illuminates the 
world. 

These words returned to me when I read the booklet accom­
panying a series of icons painted by Sister Barbara Anne CSMV 
for St John's Church, Jedburgh. These are entitled 'Icons of the 
Journey' and expand the theme of the traditional Stations of the 
Cross to include the Entry into Jerusalem and the Emmaus 
Supper. A series of symbols runs through them, one being 
trees. The artist, commenting on this symbol, has said: 

The trees represent the tree of life; and they also are 
symbols of Christ's choice. They are first seen in the icon 
of Gethsemane, the place of his choosing the way of the 
Cross. They recall the other garden, the Garden of Eden, 
where Adam and Eve chose to reach out and take the fruit 
of the tree. In the later icons the tree is the green bough of 
the Cross, the tree on which Christ bore our sins. And it is 
also the tree of life, which grows bare and bleeds into the 
ground at Jesus' death, and which puts down roots and 
grows again when he is buried in the earth. 

If you are in the area a visit to Jedburgh would be very 
worthwhile. Fr Sandy Ryrie, one of our Priest Associates, is the 
Rector there, and we were glad to welcome him and twenty­
three other Priest Associates at Fairacres on June 28, for a day 
conference to meet the community and each other. The first part 
was held at St Stephen's House, where Fr Donald gave an intro­
ductory talk in the morning. In the afternoon three Sisters gave 
reflections on particular developments of the Community 



vocation: Sr Barbara June spoke about the Oblates and the 
current revision of their Rule; Sr Rosemary reflected upon her 
experience of Buddhist-Christian dialogue; and Sr Edmee gave 
an account of her study on the Song of Songs. There were 
fruitful discussions both morning and afternoon, ending with tea 
with the Community in the garden at the convent. 

This gathering renewed the already strong bonds between the 
Community and our Priest Associates, and we hope similar 
meetings will continue on a regular basis. Other links have been 
forged through the FLG retreats, which have often been 
conducted by one of the Priest Associates. This October one of 
the earliest Associates, Fr Bill Kirkpatrick, is the leader. 
However, there is a note of sadness, too, as we record the 
resignations of Bishop Richard Holloway due to the pressure of 
work, and of Charles Billington and Anthony de Vere, in 
response to the General Synod's decision to ordain women to 
the priesthood. 

It was a perfect summer day after a wet spring and we were 
able to enjoy our own trees, rejoicing in the well-established 
specimens planted under Fr Gilbert's supervision in the late 
'60s, as well as more recent plantings. As I write this we are 
looking forward to another gathering in the garden at Fairacres 
on July 23 when we open it to members of the horticultural 
society to which our gardener, Mark Brassington, belongs. He 
can be justly proud of the garden he maintains on our behalf 
with such care and devotion. 

But, as many of you know, all our gardens are beautiful, and 
much time and effort is expended to keep them so. Much could 
be written about them as places conducive to prayer and types 
of the Garden of Eden and the Garden of the Resurrection. We 
are indeed richly blessed, as the psalmist sings, with 'pleasant 
land' and 'a goodly heritage' . 

There are two noticeable landscaping changes in the offing at 
Boxmoor and Bede House; the big rose-bed outside the front of 
St Mary and the Angels has been grubbed up, so is at present 
lying fallow. In the autumn it will be replanted with roses 
purchased from a gift given for that purpose. And at Bede 
House the high cupressus hedge between the chalets and the 
main lawn has come to the end of its life, so will also be 
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OUR DUTY AND OUR JOY, The Sacrifice of Praise by Robert 
Llewelyn. Darton, Longman and Todd, 1993, £3.95. 

This small book of meditations commences with a prologue 
from William Law, the last paragraph of which runs as follows: 

If anyone would tell you the shortest, surest way to all 
happiness and all perfection, he must tell you to make it a 
rule to yourself to thank and praise God for everything that 
happens to you. For it is certain that whatever seeming 
calamity happens to you, if you thank and praise God for 
it, you tum it into a blessing. Could you therefore work 
miracles, you could not do more for yourself than by this 
thankful spirit, for it . . . turns all that it touches into 
happiness. 

Are these words true in this present age of anxiety and gloom 
about the state of the world and the church? The author thinks 
that they are very relevant indeed, and he gives us splendid 
quotations from other wise men and women to prove his point -
Saint Paul, Julian of Norwich, Father Benson SSJE and George 
Herbert among them. 

There are pages on mantric or repetitive prayer, which may 
be new to some readers and are well worth studying. The 
meditation headed 'Praising God in a suffering World' is 
extremely helpful, as we can so easily be trapped by the Devil 
and fall into hopelessness and despair about the present global 
situation, and give up both praise and prayer. 

Lord, I will mean and speak thy praise, 
Thy praise alone. 

My busie heart shall spin it all my dayes. 
And when it stops for want of store, 
Then will I wring it with a sigh or groan, 
That thou mayest have yet more. 

(George Herbert) 

This is a splendid little book. 
SISTER ELLINOR SLG 
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will always be personal, that before him, I will be me, as 
God knows me and loves me, I will be with my name and 
with the possibility of dialogue with Him, like Moses or 
Elijah on Mount Tabor. That is enough; perhaps it is more 
than enough. (p.66) 

SISTER EDNA MONICA SLG 

CLARE OF ASSISI by Marco Bartoli, translated by Sister 
Frances Teresa OSC. Darton, Longman and Todd, 1993, 
£14.95. 

This fascinating book, first published in Italian, has now 
been translated into English by Sister Frances Teresa, a member 
of the Community of Poor Clares at Arundel. The historian 
Marco Bertoli presents a detailed and lively biography of Saint 
Clare as herself, rather than as someone seen in the shadow of 
Saint Francis. She emerges as an important and challenging 
figure with great relevance to the Christian of today. 

After describing the sources for what we know of Clare, 
Bertoli outlines her life from girlhood, and looks at the birth of 
the cult of Saint Clare. He describes the society into which she 
was born, and gives particularly interesting sections on the two 
possible models which a young girl in her position might 
follow: the courtly culture, and the culture of sainthood. We are 
then shown how Clare followed her own alternative path in the 
footsteps of Saint Francis, choosing a life of radical poverty. 

It is the chapters on Clare's emphasis on poverty, her view of 
enclosure, her prayer, and her relationship to Francis, which 
make up the heart of the book and reveal Clare's message for us 
today. Saint Clare did not begin life as a pre-formed Franciscan 
saint. Like Francis himself she had to learn what God was 
asking of her, discovering through the restrictions of poverty 
and enclosure a fresh broadness of outloook towards the world 
as seen in God. 

SISTER CLARE SLG 
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grubbed up in the autumn and replanted with new trees, again a 
gift. 

Sister Nicola was clothed as a novice at Vespers on July 16. 
We were glad to welcome several of her family and friends, 
who, over tea after the ceremony, enjoyed the beauty of 
Fellowship House garden, which so many of you know and 
have rejoiced in during your stays with us. 

Pat Hawkes decided not go forward for clothing and left us in 
May. We look forward to receiving Carolyn Dunlop as a 
Postulant Oblate in August. 

The building renovations at Fairacres which we had expected 
would begin in July have been delayed. We now hope the work 
will start in August; once it has begun we shall no doubt all 
appreciate our garden even more as a place of retreat and 
silence. 

We send you our love and prayer and hope you each have 
had, or will have, some time to rest, reflect and rejoice during 
these summer months. 

ANNE, MOTHER SLG 

F.L.G RETREAT 
14 - 16 October 1994 

BISHOP WOODFORD HOUSE, ELY 
Conducted by the Reverend Bill Kirkpatrick 

Cost: £47 VAT inclusive 
(We regret that the full cost must be charged 

on cancellations made after October 3) 

Please book as soon as possible through 
the Secretary of the Fellowship: 

Miss Joan Spittal 
27 The Lanes 

Bampton 
Oxfordshire OX18 2JG 

Tel: 0993 851392 
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GERMAN NOTES 

SISTER ISABEL MARY SLG 

Since the 1970s the Sisters of the Love of God have had close 
ties with the German Lutheran community of Ordo Pacis. Sister 
Anke, then the Leading Sister of Ordo Pacis, was the first of 
them to visit Fairacres, and there have been many exchange 
visits by members of both communities over the years, including 
our visits to their house at Schloben in former East Germany. In 
mid-Lent Sister Isabel Mary joined Sisters Brigitte and Maria 
there for a sojourn of several months, staying at the Cella St 
Hildegard, the community house at Fleestedt, near Hamburg, en 
route. Sister Brigitte is the pastor of the area, so the community 
lives in the Pfarrhaus (manse). Sister Ursula, one of the 
founding members of the East German house, died in 1992. 
There follow extracts from the letters Sister Isabel Mary has 
written to us since her arrival there. 

Fleestedt, Wednesday, 15th March 

The flight was fine. We left a beautifully sun-drenched land­
scape and eastern coastline and sped over the cotton-wool roof 
of the sea into a deeply grey, streaming, wet and windy North 
Germany. The magnificent new airport at Hamburg was as still 
as a mouse and like an empty Assyrian palace, after the 
swarming ant-heaps of Heathrow. I had an hour to wait as 
Waltraut had got stuck in a traffic jam, and sat like an anoraked 
anachronism amidst the glittering shops smelling of perfume, 
leather and silk, coffee and wine, until she arrived. We got in 
just after 7:00 p.m., having missed Vespers, and had .a warm 
welcome. No daffodils here yet at all - it must be colder - and 
not the faintest green shimmer on the trees. 

On Saturday I leave Hamburg at midday and have only one 
change at Kassel. Earlier trains would have entailed four 
changes, not to be contemplated with three pieces of luggage. 
So I will get to Jena at 7:00 p.m. to be met by Maria. Brigitte 
returns the following evening, her Profession anniversary, from 
the Ordo Pacis retreat in Berlin. It may be possible for me to 
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the inability of westerners . . . to express themselves 
ecclesially, that is, to realize life and the expression of life 
as an event of communion. They have separated the Church 
from the triadic mode of existence; they have changed it 
into a "religion" which each one accepts individually and to 
whose dogmas, organization and rules he decides to submit 
himself as an individual. (p.58) 

This has further consequences in our whole understanding of 
how we live in the Church, how we experience eucharistic life 
and also how we perceive the ecclesiastical hierarchy and tend 
to see a separation between the body of the people and the 
'Celebrants' of the Church's Mysteries (Sacraments). 

The translator, Keith Schram, who has turned the Greek into 
most readable English, suggests that the book is worth reading 
partly because 'we are not accustomed to such strong language 
in an age of ecumenism'. Dr Yannaras seeks to penetrate 
beyond the surface manifestations of disunity to expose their 
root causes. In so doing he illustrates how the formulations of 
truth can only be harmonized at the level of life and 
experience, not at the level of logical thought. 

Therefore the criterion of ecclesial orthodoxy is the 
experience and faith of the catholic Church incarnate in the 
persons of the saints. And the saints of the Church are not 
distinguished on the basis of their moral superiority, but on 
the basis of the revelation and portrayal of the truth of their 
persons. The criterion of truth is ecclesial catholicity, and 
the measure of catholicity the integration of the spiritual 
gifts of life in the persons of the saints. (p.152) 

Elements of Faith is not a book of dry academic theology, but 
has a profound relevance to daily living, especially in the way 
we relate to other persons and to our understanding of weak­
ness, debility, senility and physical death. If we choose to go by 
the way of faith we cannot have ideological certainty, but we 
can learn from revelation, from the lives of the saints and from 
our own experience, and so come to believe that our relation 
ship with God, even beyond death, 
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He then considers different ways in which God has been known 
in the past and between which we must still choose. 

If we wish to know the abstract concept of God which 
logical necessity imposes, we must follow consistently and 
precisely the rules of logic. If we wish to know the God of 
the psychology of religion and of the emotions, we must 
cultivate within ourselves the psychological and religious 
motives for this knowledge. And if we wish to know the 
God of the Judaeo-Christian tradition, we must follow the 
way of personal relationship and experience, the way of 
faith. (p.10) 

The italics in the above quotation are mine, because the rest of 
the book is concerned with what it means in practice to choose 
to go by this way of faith. It is a way which can only be 
realized within the fellowship and liturgical worship of the 
Church and which has to be lived out personally in every 
moment of life. 

Dr Y annaras expounds with wonderful clarity the Greek 
patristic understanding of the human person as having the 
capacity to share and converse with other human persons, to 
realize life as love and as freedom, because we are created in 
the image of the tri-personal God. Indeed, the natural end of the 
human attraction to love is to find our fulfilment in loving God. 
Both marriage and monasticism serve this purpose; the monastic 
making a leap of faith to this end, the married persons working 
it out step by step in their relationship of mutually self-giving 
love. For both, asceticism is seen positively as the need to 
transcend self and our ego-centricity. 

By introducing the Western reader to some of the distinctive 
features of the Orthodox tradition, Dr Y annaras points us to our 
true heritage from the undivided Church before 'the great split 
between East and West' . He is forthright and critical of some of 
the deviations which the Western mind-set has imposed on the 
Christian faith, in particular the way in which our overemphasis 
on rationality, free will and dominion has led to what he 
discerns as an ethical failure, 
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visit Sister Anke in Berlin one day while I am here. I really 
have no idea what is going to happen in this time away. 'Your 
job is standing/listening' seems to be all I need to be told for 
the time being. 

Schloben, Palm Sunday, March 27th 

Last night, with the clocks forward one hour, and a brilliant full 
moon shining all night into cell and chapel, we could once more 
keep step with all of you. I have been here, incredibly, one 
week. Although we are about the same degree of latitude as 
Bede House, being about 500 miles east it is much colder. 
March hereabouts is like February at home, and so far I have 
seen only one daffodil timidly emerging from its green sheath. 
Rain, wind, snow, sleet and sunshine interchange capriciously. I 
have walked round two of the three villages. The road to 
Groben, which used to be almost empty, is now very dangerous, 
with traffic tearing down into our village and out again the other 
side. Two gigantic beech trees have fallen, immense creatures 
but with rotten roots, like a symbol of the fallen regime. The 
electricity was cut off for a while until the cable they broke was 
mended. 

We had visitors until yesterday and now we have a pause 
until about four people come for the Triduum. Our quiet little 
Palm Sunday mass would present quite a contrast to the proces­
sion and eucharist with you, but I am finding that I am able to 
enter into the richness of these Mysteries by other ways. Today 
our local builder brought along a beautiful oak cross, made by a 
friend in another village; with a plain steel plaque bearing Sister 
Ursula's name, dates of birth and death, which will stand by her 
grave, solid, dignified, four feet tall. I am hoping it will be 
brought into the Liturgy in some way this week. 

The Holy Week Liturgy here won't be quite strange to me, 
for I experienced it in 1987, but there are significant differences 
in everything. Outside, the village continues to remake itself 
every day. This house constitutes in itself the centre, which is 
otherwise lacking. Immediately in front of us a little square is 
forming, which will eventually have a fountain, a car-park, an 
administrative or leisure block with dwellings above, and a jolly 
little Rathaus refurbished and restored at great cost in the old 
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Thuringian style. In the house the physical work has been 
considerably lightened and the house is much cleaner and 
warmer with many new windows, new wash-basins and a 
shower. The cellar has been made usable by the removal of the 
old furnace and installation of a completely new oil heating 
system. To me the crowning joy is a lovely new sink in the 
kitchen. These enormous improvements have greatly alleviated 
the drudgery of former days and correspond, I think, to some­
thing spiritual. There is an atmosphere of lightness, gaiety and 
simplicity within a framework of prayer and order and worship 
and really profound silence which is quite unforced. 

I feel enormously honoured to be part of what is going on 
here, something which I know is important without being able 
to describe it fully. 'Wait without thought, for you are not ready 
for thought.' 

Schloben, April 17th 

This is the start of my fifth week in Schloben, but I feel as if I 
had been here much longer. We are still waiting for spring and 
everything is very bare apart from the geometric arrangements 
of pansies, mostly navy blue, purple or dark red, which adorn 
the graves, and the over-bright primulas purchased at the vast 
DIY-cum-Garden Superstore at Lobeda, which is one of the 
first-fruits of the free market economy. 

There has been a steady sprinkling of visitors all along, but I 
was glad we were not too crowded for Holy Week and Easter. 
We were seven in all, including two Roman Catholics, and were 
joined on Maundy Thursday by a young married couple with 
three baby daughters who live next door to Ursula's old house, 
and who took turns in minding them and joining in our 
services. The Maundy Mass is celebrated here round the supper 
table. It is festal and people wear their best clothes and enjoy 
their supper. This is followed by the Watch. 

On Good Friday we had a parish service in the house, to 
which four or five came. There has been no great increase in 
church attendance anywhere in East Germany since the Wende 
(the political events of 1989); rather, a considerable falling-off 
from the packed churches of 1988-89. In Schloben it is still the 
quiet, steady, old faithfuls who turn up here, as at Graben and 
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I cannot ignore the great split between East and West. We 
all have so much to receive still from the Orthodox 
Churches with their depth of spirituality, their strong 
aesthetic appeal and their profound sense of the Holy Spirit. 
Too much of the present debate in Britain goes on as 
though that great split did not exist, as though Western 
Christianity was the only form. 

'In the Same Boat', The Tablet, 12 March 1994 

Dr Christos Yannaras,one of those lay, married theologians who 
make a vital contribution to Orthodox theology, has given 
Westerners, whose minds he perceives as as having become cut 
off from 'the roots of faith', a crystal clear, sharp-edged 
introduction to Orthodox theology. He describes the book as a 
kind of 'primer or an elementary handbook'. Anyone who reads 
it carefully will be challenged by it, since he successfully 
distinguishes what the Christian faith is from what it is not, and 
clears much of the confusion which exists 'relative to the truth 
of the Christian church' and seeks 'to purify this truth from the 
blend of alien and foreign ingredients which tend to substitute 
themselves for it'. (Prologue p.xiii) 

He begins by looking at the way we generally approach life 
nowadays, with our demand for objectivity and a tendency to 
repress the 'metaphysical' dimension, the Greek meta ta physica 
meaning literally an area 'beyond physics'. (It is fascinating to 
notice the places where one becomes aware that it was first 
written in Greek by a Greek who is expounding Greek philo­
sophical and theological thought from within.) But when disaster 
strikes and there is some breakdown in our life the 'armour of 
self-sufficiency collapses' and Yannaras says (pp.3-4): 

In these unanticipated moments of "metaphysical awaken­
ing", one might say that all our questions are summarized 
automatically in one significant word, spontaneously known 
and immeasurably unknown: God. Who first spoke to us 
about him? What is he? . . . Does he exist or does he not 
exist? Is he the cause and goal of existence and of the 
world? Does man have within himself something from him, 
something which surpasses space, time, decay, and death? 
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seek God or self-fulfilment? or both? I do not think it is any 
longer possible to use the language of self-renunciation as 
Roberts wants to, without entering this area of debate, as 
Heather Ward has admirably attempted in her book The Gift of 
Self (DLT, 1990). 

Roberts genuinely wants to promote a dynamic of the monas­
tic life, but sometimes communicates the reverse. For example, 
he cannot quite reconcile himself to friendship in the com­
munity ; and he can only expound a theology of obedience within 
a strictly hierarchical model of the Church - which may explain, 
at least in part, why when he is talking about the formative role 
of the common life in the monastery, he is at his weakest. A 
monastic superior once said to me: ' In the monastic life, it ' s  not 
the vows that are the problem: it ' s  the brethren. '  In my own 
experience this is certainly a sizeable chunk of the crucible in 
which one 's  sanctificaton occurs , which is why at the end of the 
day I find Jean Vanier exciting and Augustine Roberts dis­
appointing. Nevertheless, for all my criticisms, Centred on 
Christ is a good book and a helpful study, each chapter con­
cluding with questions for reflection, and a helpful select 
bibliography for further study. 

ROBERT ATWELL OSB 

ELEMENTS OF FAITH: An Introduction to Orthodox Theology 
by Christos Yannaras. T & T Clark, 199 1 ,  £9.95. 

Elements of Faith is a presentation of Orthodox theology written 
especially for those whose minds have been influenced by 
Western culture. Although addressed initially to people coming 
into firsthand contact with the worship of Eastern Orthodox 
Christians it has a much wider ecumenical dimension since it 
wonderfully enlarges our understanding and appreciation of what 
it means to be a Christian and a member of the universal 
Church. In warmly commending the book to Anglicans , in 
particular, I should like to begin by quoting from an article 
written earlier this year by the Bishop of Oxford. 
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at Rabis , and always women greatly outnumbering men. So the 
young family is like one of the frail signs of springtime. There 
are many others, but one has to look for them. 

Those who know Easter at the Cella will remember that the 
Vigil starts at midnight, and reading the twelve lessons with due 
pauses for silence takes until about 3 :  15 a.m. Then there is time 
to wash and change before the Vigil Mass at 4:30, followed by 
a similar timetable to ours . With Brigitte's  duties as Pastor to 
this village, simplicity has to govern everything, as it has done 
for many years . To me it has always been remarkable that what­
ever else is put off or left undone or ignored, this never 
happens to prayertime or Divine Office. 

St George's Day, April 23rd 

The social problems here are all too familiar. Although I rarely 
hear the wireless and we have no TV, Bosnia is never far from 
our thoughts .  I read the paper, scanning the pages for news of 
Britain, but this seems to be restricted to boasts about the 
Tunnel , reports of Prince Charles ' s  lost dog , and the general 
shortage of rabbits for childrens ' pets . If there is nothing more 
than that to report, things must be fairly somnolent. 

You may have heard in Low Week of the severe flooding 
which has caused havoc in much of Thuringia and Saxony. Now 
it is the most lovely spring weather and the uglinesses of 
decayed workshops and abandoned farming gear is gradually 
being masked behind waving willow branches . Violets grow in 
masses , and now cowslips ; and in the gardens where there is a 
bit of space between the gnomes, exquisite pulsillata, for which 
this soil must be specially favourable. So now our afternoons 
are being spent in this huge garden. Carrots , onions, zucchinis ,  
and most of  the potatoes have been planted, together with a host 
of Bede House flower seeds which I hope will thrive. 

St Mark, April 25th 

Sr Brigitte, a Deaconess from Potsdam, is here for a month on 
holiday and retreat. So far she hasn't missed a single Office, 
despite long rambles every day into the country. We are reading 
Maria's translation of the SLG Rule at present. 

Time for prayer is well safeguarded morning and evening, and 
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up till now there has been time for more in the evening. But 
this time will soon be absorbed by the garden. A lot of my time 
is spent in silence, 'just getting on quietly', as Sr Jocelyn Mary 
would say, and taldng things in, but not yet able to pass them 
on. Night Office, four times a week, for which we provide our 
own readings - at the moment from Tobias, and selections from 
Bonhoeffer - is the time when the mental and spiritual digestion 
processes of the previous day are completed and the new 
material passes into the next day's thoughts, something I had 
not realized so clearly before. 

I am reading a good deal of stuff that would normally never 
come my way, but which I am finding very important for my 
time here, in particular a book in which most publishing houses 
have united to contribute pieces by their authors on the themes 
of violence and xenophobia. These pieces make deeply disturb­
ing reading and are of a high quality of writing, especially those 
that seem most simple. I do hope it will be very widely read; 
even in this backwater there is such a sense of dismay and 
apprehension about the way things are going in German society. 
Speaking only of the West, this is a very different Germany 
from the one I visited between '78 and '87. Not a day passes 
without some 'incident' of violence and racism whether great or 
small, in some part of the country. The ever-increasing 
unemployment, combined with the high-handed and insensitive 
treatment of East Germans by Wests, is helping to concoct a 
very disagreeable mixture. Reading the weekly church news­
paper, in which Maria marks articles for me, is another 
instructive pastime, and it has many good and heartening items. 
I don't usually have much time for information, and I have only 
the scantiest about South Africa and Bosnia, but what I. am able 
to absorb is more than ever reflected in the psalmody, especially 
those experiences of rejection and isolation which are so much a 
matter of course for hundreds of thousands of people here, and 
which are a constant theme of the intercessions. 

Meanwhile, spring is fully and superabundantly here, with 
misty mornings and hot afternoons. What looked like a spongy 
yellow field lined with heaps of dead undergrowth and rotting 
branches (burning is not allowed here), has turned into a magic 
orchard full of bugle and speedwell and dandelions, with such 
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mentioning the words 'sex' or 'sexuality' once. Mercifully, such 
intellectual gymnastics are a thing of the past. Roberts is en­
couraging and positive: 'Accept your sexuality with optimism, 
self-control and a sense of personal responsibility. God has 
given it to you as something beautiful and dynamic' (p.65). 
'Chastity means integrating your sexuality into the rest of your 
human, Christian and monastic life' (p.54). He acknowledges 
the importance of avoiding 'an artificial repression of the lower 
levels of human love' and the corresponding importance of 
'directing their sexual energy toward its true centre and destiny, 
the love of Christ' (p.56). I am sad that sexuality still needs to 
be relegated to the 'lower levels of human love'; and I am 
disappointed by Roberts' statement that 'by virginity we under­
stand not only material or natural virginity . . . but also virginity 
"recovered" in some way by penitence' (p.53, italics mine). I 
look forward to the day when Christians can write about 
sexuality without somehow demeaning this realm of human re­
lating as necessarily sinful. The ghost of Saint Augustine still 
stalks the cloister. 

Let me make one final observation about this chapter. 'The 
state of consecrated virginity is objectively ... a more Christ-like 
state than matrimony' (p.69). By the same token, Roberts could 
equally have said that being male is objectively a more Christ­
like state than being female, but I hardly think it is going to get 
us anywhere. In my own view, statements about the superiority 
of the celibate life over a vocation to marriage are misplaced 
and theologically incorrect. They are certainly not going to 
foster the dialogue about human sexuality which our society 
needs to engage in and in which I believe the monastic tradition 
has a potentially significant contribution to make. 

Roberts sees monastic obedience as 'a living communion with 
the authority of Christ' (p.96). 'The monk obeys in order to 
unite himself with Christ' (p.93). This section of the book reads 
well, though I was surprised he has so little to say about 
listening. His presentation of this subject is weakened by the 
absence of any critique of the current obsession of our society 
with self-fulfilment. This is prominent in the psychology of my 
own generation, and one needs to ask how a vow of obedience 
can relate to it. Do novices come to the monastery nowadays to 
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Roberts goes on to detail five specific expressions of the 
monastic life: withdrawal from society (enclosure and silence) , a 
life of prayer (lectio divina and liturgy), austerity (fasting, vigil 
and simplicity of lifestyle), common life, and monastic work 
(either intellectual or manual) . He sees the monastery as a 
'community of praise, free for God alone' (p.25) . This, he says, 
is its ' defining characteristic'. It is surprising, and disappointing, 
that he doesn 't give much attention to the opus dei, the Divine 
Office, in this context . He acknowledges that Benedict, in 
keeping with many other documents of ancient monasticism, 
does not appear to know of the custom of a daily eucharistic 
celebration ; but he does not explore the implications of this 
observation. Roberts would seem to be unaware of de Vogue' s 
research in this area. Instead he talks (without qualification) 
about the mass as ' the centre of the monastic day' and of ' the 
primacy of the eucharist ' in the monastic life. No one wishes to 
detract from the importance of the eucharist; the mass may 
indeed be literally at the centre of the monastic horarium as in 
my own community. But the fact is that a Benedictine 
monastery without a daily eucharist is still a Benedictine 
monastery;  whereas a Benedictine monastery without the Office 
has ceased to exist . I suspect that Abbot Roberts' perspective in 
this area continues to be formed, albeit unconsciously, by the 
clericalism that has dominated so much of male Benedictine life. 

As I have already acknowledged, one of Abbot Roberts' 
declared aims in this study is to get away from the juridical 
language that has dogged Roman Catholic writing on this 
subject. Statements like: 'The monastic vocation is a call to 
sound the depths of Christian conversion which is the primary 
requirement of the Gospel ' (p.44), are a welcome breath of 
fresh air . But their impact is somewhat vitiated when . only a 
couple of paragraphs later one is back in the world of 
' permissions ' ,  'obligations ' ,  ' privileges ' and 'dispensations ' . Is 
Roberts ' change in language merely cosmetic? One wonders . 

The chapter on consecrated chastity raises similar questions . It 
contrasts well with a thirty-page article on the charism of 
celibacy I was once given to read in preparation for testing my 
vocation. It was by a Jesuit who succeeded in talking about 
celibacy, chastity and virginity, all interchangeably, without 
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an array of apple and cherry blossom, and such an Albert Hall 
volume of birdsong. Generally my work is to help Brigitte in 
the kitchen, clean the house, help Maria according to need and 
share in the general bits and pieces . But gardening now absorbs 
about four or five hours of the day, and I serve two mistresses 
Brigitte behind wrestling with snails and couch grass , and Maria 
in front preparing the three big flowerbeds for planting. I have 
planted hundreds of seeds gathered last summer at Bede House 
and so far pricked out 275 annuals. There are already some 
lovely permanent residents in these beds as well as delicious 
things hanging out of the wall, but we are aiming at a solid 
carpet of colour to last into late autumn. There is something 
very deep about the need for colour and gaiety in the East; it 
has not entirely come out of its grey blankets. (The lack of 
colour was one of the worst privations that Bonhoeffer endured 
in his two years in prison .) Until the potatoes, French beans and 
carrots begin to come we shall live on zucchinis, rhubarb and 
chives. No brassicas here as they do not grow hearts or heads, 
only stalks . 

30th May 1994 

At Ascensiontide the visible world was at the height of its 
springtime glory. Apple and plum blossom above, midnight blue 
carpets of bugle underfoot. The few roads and lanes of this 
village have been transformed into dim fragrant tunnels of lilac, 
chestnut and beech covering everything that is unsightly and 
rotting and ugly. Four-inch luscious liquorice snails process 
doggedly towards my seedlings, which have to be protected 
every night with individual mini-flower-pots . Now the hay has 
been mowed in the meadow and stands in a row of little green 
stacks . The wonderful outlines of trees are all swimming in 
variegated greens . I have heard the cuckoo precisely twice in 
May, which is very curious, but we have plenty of other birds, 
in particular Gartenrotschwiinze (redstarts) which are new to me, 
and whose wings and tail feathers are an irridescent red in 
f light . There are tits in the letterbox of No . 17, Ursula's old 
house, swallows everywhere, jays and woodpeckers . 

Nearly five years after the Wende the landscape is recovering 
its beauty. Terrible deposits of rubbish have been cleared away 
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from valleys and woodlands, and everywhere one sees little 
wooden notices with owls on them, reminding people that this 
area is under special protection. A stinking swamp just outside 
the village is now a beautiful pond for wildfowl and frogs and 
others. Cows graze glossily in meadows instead of being herded 
into stalls by men on motor bikes. The crops are no longer 
being sprayed, everything is greener and there is an abundance 
of wildflowers. Within another three or four years, if the policy 
continues, the land will perhaps have fully recovered from the 
brutal exploitation of a system obsessed with Production. In all 
areas of life here there are gains and losses, but certainly in the 
countryside the gains seem to have greatly outweighed the losses 

Thuringia is a very beautiful land. Its traditions of music, 
woodcarving, husbandry, literature, porcelain, etc. are tremen­
dously rich. It has not yet been discovered by the tourists, but 
of course they will come in time. Until the Wende the country 
was completely without inns or hotels except in big towns. 
These are gradually being restored and developed. The wonder­
ful villages are recovering their beauty. People now cultivate 
their gardens with some enthusiasm and are beginning to 
discover a feeling of community. I could pursue this theme 
endlessly because every day, even in this obscure corner, there 
are fresh surprises and joys. 

But there is also evidence of civil regression in society. Ina, a 
little girl of nine, was kidnapped here on the Friday before 
Trinity Sunday, on her way home from school. The kidnap was 
announced by loud-speaker after Compline. The whole of Satur­
day the village roared with police cars, police mini-vans, often 
with children inside, police motor-bikes, and helicopters flying 
low over the surrounding country. If it had not been so agoniz­
ing, it would have been quite exciting. At 4:00 a.m. on Trinity 
Sunday the police brought the child back to her parents. Her 
kidnapper had pitched her out of the car after taking her to a 
place called Kronach about two and a half hours' drive away. 
She asked people to direct her to the police and she appeared to 
be all right. Although reports were on the national radio news, 
we don't know details of the child's ordeal. Her kidnapper, a 
serial child molester, was caught. 

The incident has now passed out of the news, but has left a 
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vows, but as three important aspects of the new life being 
embraced by the novice. On this view conversatio morum 
becomes the 'central core or axis of monastic profession' (p.6), 
because it embraces the basic methods by which the search for 
God is expressed in a monastery. Roberts draws attention to 
Benedict's preference for the term conversatio, in contrast to 
conversio used in The Rule of the Master. He sees a correlation 
between Benedict's understanding of conversatio and the use of 
the Greek word politeia in Desert Monasticism, as witnessed to 
by Cassian and the Desert Fathers. According to Roberts, the 
term designated a particular rule of life or observances followed 
by a monk or group of monks, not as an end in itself, but as a 
means of growing in the love of God. This is why, he contends, 
the commitment to personal poverty and celibacy have always 
been understood in the Benedictine tradition to be embraced by 
the vow of conversatio morum - not as ends in themselves but 
as necessary means for directing human energy to the love of 
Christ alone. 

Benedict, Roberts argues, is consistent in promoting a 
dynamic, objective view of monastic life, something corporate 
and personal, but never individualistic or pietistic - hence his 
dislike of the translation 'conversion of manners'. He challenges 
the modern suspicion of concrete observances as alienating, 
pointing out that in The Rule of Benedict monastic life is never 
abstract: it is always concrete and specific. He sees this exemp­
lified in the formulae of profession charters which declare 
profession as the self-gift of this person, born in this town, to 
this monastery, in this community, under this abbot, in this 
place. In other words, profession involves a commitment to live 
the monastic life not in an ideal form which never exists, but 
according to the concrete observances of a particular community 
which has been freely chosen by the monk. In all monasteries 
there are deficiencies and imperfections. But it is only when the 
monk has come face to face with these weaknesses, and has 
confronted his own, that he is ready to make profession, which 
then becomes a testimony of perseverance and fidelity. The vow 
of conversion is thus 'a commitment to embrace and live in 
depth those bodily and spiritual disciplines without which the 
life would not be truly monastic' (p.18). 
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contribution to that , and to a better understanding in the Church 
as a whole of a Society whose declared aim has always been 
obedience to God in the service of his Church. 

ALEX ADKINS 

CENTRED ON CHRIST: An Introduction to Monastic Profession 
(Second Edition) by Augustine Roberts . St Bede's Publications, 
Petersham, Massachusetts, 1993, £9.99. 

Since 1967, when Dom Augustine Roberts began his study of 
monastic profession, and the publication of the first edition of 
this book in Spanish and English in 1978, much in the world 
and in the Church has changed. Roberts has , therefore, 
thoroughly revised his work, and presents this second edition as 
a 'more coherent synthesis ' ,  declaring it to be 'definitive' .  It is 
intended as a 'handbook or companion for those preparing to 
make monastic profession. '  

H e  explores the objective commitment o f  monastic vows in 
the context of the baptismal life, and then relates the vows to 
the experience of daily monastic living. He is keen to promote a 
less juridical atmosphere, and to interpret the vows as 'points of 
departure' on our journey to God, signalling 'the adventure of 
living completely centred on Christ, in body, soul and spirit ' 
(p.4) . Thus vows are not to be interpreted as ' laws which 
restrict the liberty of spiritual growth' but as 'responsibilities of 
a special state of life' (p .5). On this basis Roberts deals in tum 
with fidelity to the monastic life, consecrated chastity, 
benedictine poverty, monastic obedience, cenobitic stability, and 
the spirituality and prophetic character of monastic profession. 
As abbot of the Cistercian abbey at Spencer, Massachusetts he 
draws upon a variety of sources typical of his tradition, in­
cluding the Desert Fathers and Mothers, Cassian, Benedict, 
Bernard and the Cistercian reformers, and the documents of 
Vatican II . 

The core of the book is the second chapter on 'fidelity to the 
monastic life ' .  Following the 1980 edition of The Rule of St 
Benedict, Roberts now prefers this translation of conversatio 
morum (cf. first edition) . In keeping with current scholarship he 
also sees the monastic promises not so much as three distinct 
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sense of shock. The school ,  just behind the Pfarrhaus, serves all 
the hamlets round about; since the Wende children who used to 
walk across the fields to school, even in winter, now have to be 
brought in cars and buses for their own safety. A child is like a 
car, there for the taking. An ugly and tragic incident l ike this 
could not have happened; I am told, before the Wende, because 
the State had such an iron grip on everyone, few people had 
cars and the borders were closed. This man came from Berlin 
and was easily identified by a handful of children whom he had 
stolen before. 

I 'm not so sure it couldn' t  have happened, only that it would 
have been easily covered up. The old newspapers contained no 
actual news, only, for example, that a certain shoe factory had 
exceeded its production target. But I suppose one has to realize 
that freedom to come and go, buy and sell, live and let live, 
includes also the freedom to be bad and get away with it. The 
old tyrannical authority has gone, and with it a great deal of the 
social security and freedom from anxiety; but without the 
counterbalancing authority of a willingly accepted and lawfully 
enjoined code of behaviour people are exposed to fresh and 
unfamiliar dangers up till now confined to TV screens. Religion, 
as I have mentioned, is a weak thing here, and the Churches are 
very preoccupied with sorting out their structures , etc. 

Schl6ben, June 27th 

Yesterday afternoon we got back from two days at Imshausen 
where, together with perhaps a hundred or so religious and lay­
people ,  Catholic and Reformed, from all over Germany, we 
were invited to celebrate a 'Johannisfest ' .  Some of you know 
that hidden, green-ringed wonderland in the Hessen hill country 
called the Tannenhof, where the Imshausen community have 
lived and worked and welcomed people from all over the world 
ever since the end of the War. After tea on the first afternoon 
we wandered to various sites where trees gave shade, and bales 
of straw and cans of apple juice had been provided, to reflect in 
groups on the life and calling of St John the Baptist . The same 
groups met on Saturday morning to devise (almost impromptu) 
expressions of thanksgiving for any number of unspecified 
blessings which had brought us together to celebrate this feast. 
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These unfolded in mime and singing and very simple symbolic 
movements which revealed many things: for instance, the 
courage and devotion in communities where there is dejection 
and uncertainty about the future; and the pains and travails 
involved in the still unfinished process of becoming once again 
one nation. 

This was all in the setting of the most generous hospitality, 
liturgical prayer, and many meetings with friends old and new. . 
With baffling ingenuity Sister Olga ~ to house not only tr;.1,d'r,v.:ce1 
us three from Schloben but also Waltraut and Gesine, very 
comfortably and in great stillness and peace in her hermitage 
(which must be bigger than a Bede House hut), just behind the 
manor house. Most people left after lunch on Saturday, but we 
had accepted an invitation to stay on for another day, which 
enabled us to have more walks and talks and take part in the 
very beautiful Sunday Eucharist. 

The highlight of the visit was most certainly on Friday itself. 
After a not-too-long vigil service, we all repaired to the hillside 
where a little amphitheatre of stones nestles under the great 
memorial cross, which is now undoubtedly one of the holy 
places of Europe. Until 1989 that cross stood very near the 
frontier, and Imshausen was for many people 'the last homely 
house' before crossing into the grey, incalculable land. Now it 
stands - suddenly - almost in the very middle of a reunited 
Germany. 

So we gathered there in the warm dusk for more singing, and 
to listen to a series of remarkable extracts from letters and 
notebooks of members of the German resistance, many of whom 
were executed almost fifty years ago. After that a great bonfire 
was lit, and we stood round it, each with our own thoughts. 
The cross towered, black against the furiously crackling blaze, 
while behind it another burning and shining light rose silently 
out of the hills, the full midsummer moon. 

I find I still have to remind myself that Adam von Trott and 
his friends have never ranked as patriots and heroes. Rather, it 
was their vocation to fail, and to bear witness specifically in 
failure, disgrace and death. While the witness has never ceased 
to bear fruit and to inspire, its full meaning is not yet within 
the grasp of our understanding. But these words from a letter of 
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There are chapters on HK' s theological method and the 
tradition he represented. His dogged assertion of the primacy of 
God's gracious action and his rejection of a religion centred on 
feelings is as needful now as eve,:, as this sentence, noted in a 
recent diocesan leaflet, bears witness: 'Liturgy .. .is designed to 
express our feelings about God, Jesus Christ and the world God 
created'. HK's emphasis on church history showed itself as a 
central focus in the Society's teaching syllabus. Mason implies 
that a growing interest in biblical studies from the late fifties 
was somehow a move away from this. But the historico-critical 
study of Old and New Testaments is an aspect of the study of 
the history of Israel and the Church, and not an alternative to it. 
From that point of view, it was a legitimate expression of SSM 
theology as it sought to be sensitive to developments in the 
Church at large. 

As the book rightly reminds us, SSM was, and is, much more 
than Kelham. There is a worthy tribute to the liturgist Gabriel 
Hebert, placing his achievement in the context of an illuminating 
sketch of the European ecumenical movement in the first half of 
the century. There is an engaging chapter on Africa, with some 
marvellous vignettes of missionary style (though there is not a 
little sadness, too, in the story as a whole). There are considera­
tions of the Society's work in Australia and Japan, and a final 
chapter which attempts the difficult task of writing its continuing 
history. As HK insisted, you cannot know God's will in the 
present, but at best in what has happened. There is in the 
Society today both courage and a readiness to 'give it a go' 
after so much anguish. However, one could be uneasy at the re­
appearance of young students in cassocks and scapulars and at a 
return, literally, to Vassall Road. It would have been good to 
hear more of Ralph Martin's draft 'SSM New Rule for a New 
Century'. Is this an authentic interpretation of the founder's 
charism and, if so, will the Society recognize it as such and 
choose to embrace it? 

'An angel that stands still ceases to be an angel' (from the 
New Rule, cf. p.284). Indeed, but even an angel has to stay still 
long enough for his message to gain an opportunity of being 
heard. One can hope that the Society will find a new kind of 
st~bility and that Alistair Mason's fine achievement will make a 
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are found the source of tensions which have characterized and 
sometimes bedevilled the life of SSM - missionaries or monks, 
for instance. But more fundamental is the tension caused by 
Herbert Kelly 's inability, in practice, to see the value of the 
religious life not, indeed, as an end, but as itself a means to 
glorifying God. Perhaps the root problem is that a Society 
which so thoroughly adopted the forms of the religious life has 
so frequently failed to sustain a corporate theology for 
interpreting them. Not that the reality has been absent, of 
course. Mason, for instance, observes that Kelham Hall was a 
pretentious place. Maybe so, but he does not appear to grasp 
that the making-do, camping-out style of the Society's  life 
within it (at least until the sixties) was a genuine, if circum­
stantial, expression of the vow of poverty . 

Mason's  treatment of Kelham in general, through its golden 
age to the years of its decline and death, is fair and generous . 
'Kelham in its glory was a very great theological college' 
(p. 160) . Fragments of that glory persisted to the end; but 
against its later reality one could set words of HK: 'A system 
involving some specific separation from the normal life of the 
Church is no use at all '  (cf. p .66). Perhaps, albeit from a 
position of only very partial understanding, that was something 
of the unease the CACTM inspectors were prone to express in 
later years . It could be said that, at its worst, Kelham as a total 
institution trained men not for the Church but for itself. Mason 
observes, 'A  theology is a matter of thinking; a tradition 
manages quite well when it is unthinking' (p.62) . 

In all this, both glorious and inglorious, the unity of 
community and students was central to the vision and it was the 
failure of this in a changing world, rather than any perceived 
deficit in the quality of the students (p.25 1), which led. some to 
believe that the venture was no longer possible. Alan Wilkinson 
misses the point when he says that the traumatic effect on the 
Society of the college ' s  closure was evidence of insufficient 
independence of community from students (cf. p .265). That is 
simply to read Kelham through Mirfield spectacles. It is like 
saying that marriage is , on the whole, bad because the partners 
get hurt when there is a separation. 
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Helmut von Moltke, written in 1942, which formed one of the 
readings, perhaps give a hint: 

For us, Europe after the war is not so much a question of 
frontiers and soldiers, of complex organisations or great 
plans. Europe after the war is the question: How can the 
human image be re-established· in the hearts of our fellow­
citizens? 
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A THEOLOGY OF CHILDHOOD 
Two Aspects of Childhood Shown in Accounts of Medieval Miracles 

SISTER BENEDICTA SLG 

Girls and boys, come out to play, 
The moon doth shine as bright as day, 
Leave your supper and leave your sleep, 
And come to your playfellows in the street. 

The temptation to play by moonlight, the bewitching, dangerous 
twilight, to leave normal life and duty in order to be irrespons­
ible and play, is a temptation that belongs to childhood. And to 
the Middle Ages all people were children, eating, sleeping and 
working their way through time before the great and true play­
time, the hilaritas of heaven, where 'we shall rest and we shall 
see, we shall see and we shall love, we shall love and we shall 
praise' .1 It is with this in mind that the accounts of children 
should be read when they appear in one kind of medieval litera­
ture in particular, that is, the accounts of miracles connected 
with saints dead and alive. There are, on the one hand, incidents 
from the childhood of the saints, either remembered by them­
selves or recounted by others; and on the other, there are stories 
of children who were brought to the saint, or had visions of the 
saint, alive or dead, which worked for their healing, in one way 
or another. 

I would like to look at some examples of such miraculous 
children, taken almost always from English miracle collections 
or saints' lives, from the eighth to the twelfth centuries. I would 
like to suggest that in each case the child is seen within a 
pattern of understanding about humankind in relation to God, in 
which they are regarded in two ways: either as infants, 
incapable of thought or articulation, but therefore at times a 
channel for the voice of God; or as children out of the stage of 
infancy but before the state of adulthood, about to assume 
responsibility, and whose play is evidence of the levity and 
carelessness of umedeemed human beings. 

These two stages corresponded to the two first ages of the 
world, and Bede, in his two treatises on time, De Temporibus, 
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and the environment. Sister Edna Monica offers a fresh insight 
into the monastic vow of chastity by drawing on the deep and 
subtle understanding of sexual love in the novels of 
Solzhenitsyn. A delightful personal interview with Dame Janet 
Baker relates the spiritual life to the experience of singing. The 
Buddhist experience of meditation is drawn on by Sister 
Rosemary to emich Christian contemplative practice, without 
taking away from its essential Christian nature. A description of 
the present-day monastery of St Macarius in Egypt shows how 
the most ancient tradition of Christian monasticism can be 
related to practical social and personal concerns of today. And 
other such links are made in other articles. 
By bringing together these articles, the editors have pointed to a 
spirituality of wholeness. We are reminded that the same Holy 
Spirit works to bring all things together in unity - surely a 
theme of great importance for today. I feel sure that readers of 
the Chronicle, even though they may already have some or all 
of the articles in back numbers, will appreciate having this 
selection in one book. And all will hope that the Fairacres 
Chronicle will go on helping us to pray and to understand the 
wideness and the depth of God's love, for many years to come. 

SANDY RYRIE 

SSM: History of the Society of the Sacred Mission by Alistair 
Mason. Canterbury Press, 1993, £ 11. 95. 

In face of Alan Wilkinson's weighty and very readable history 
of the Community of the Resurrection, it was natural to have 
awaited with some nervousness an equivalent history of SSM. 
This book, however, is not only readable but is shot through 
with a humour and a compassion which make it a delight to 
read. Dr Mason has a nice way with oblique observations set 
alongside facts and quotations which are often eloquent. This not 
only makes for a good read but also allows precise judgements 
to be offered without a heavy hand in sight. 

The origins of the Society are set within a general survey of 
the nineteenth-century revival of the religious life, within which 
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BOOKS 

WIDE AS GOD'S LOVE: Commemorative edition of the 
Fairacres Chronicle edited by Jane Osborn and Sister Christine 
SLG. New City, 1994, £7.75.  

This is a book which brings things together . It is an anthology 
of articles already published in the Fairacres Chronicle, re­
printed here in an edition produced in connection with its 
twenty-fifth anniversary. Readers of the Fairacres Chronicle will 
not be surprised by the selection; but anyone who expected the 
journal of a contemplative community to produce articles con­
cerned only with a narrow, individual spirituality would be in 
for an eye-opener . In keeping with the title of the book (taken 
from words of Mother Mary Clare) , there is an impressive 
breadth in the topics covered. The book starts, appropriately 
enough, with the Sisters of the Love of God; a history of the 
SLG Press is followed by pieces both about and by two of the 
outstanding figures who have shaped the life of the community, 
Father Gilbert Shaw and Mother Mary Clare. Thereafter we 
encounter the singing of Janet Baker, the novels of Solzhenitsyn, 
the early Celtic Church, modern Egyptian monasticism, the 
Buddhist way of meditation, spiritual reading and the Old 
Testament, St Francis paired with St Seraphim of Sarov, the 
issue of women in the priesthood seen from a new angle, and 
theological thought about time and about the Ascension. The 
editors have clearly been at pains to combine a wide variety of 
topics. 
But there is an additional kind of bringing together in the book. 
Many of the articles show how things which may seem to be 
different or separate can be united when seen at depth. 
Conversely, things of the spirit can be enriched by being linked 
to areas of life, or to other apects of spirituality, with which 
they are not usually associated. Thus we are reminded that 
Father Gilbert Shaw saw the deep unity behind the frequently 
separated spiritual traditions of the Christian East and West, and 
longed to have them united. In the same way, Father Donald 
Allchin relates St Francis and St Seraphim, and links the cosmic 
vision which they share with present day problems of pollution 
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and De Temporum Ratione, linked them specifically with the 
first two ages of human life: 

Six ages of the times of the world are to be distinguished. 
The first age [infancy - infantia] from Adam to Noah, 
containing ten generations , all of which perished at the 
universal flood, just as oblivion was wont to submerge the 
first age of everyone. For who is there from among no 
matter how many, who remembers his own infancy? 
The second age [childhood - pueritia] from Noah to 
Abraham. This was as it were the childhood of the race of 
the people of God and so that in which language was 
invented. For everyone begins to know how to speak after 
infancy, which is so called because it is incapable of 
talking.2 

lnfantia and pueritia are not the same: the baby is outside 
paradise but inarticulate, unformed, and therefore not culpable, 
being unknowing within the stream of time; its very passivity 
means that it can reflect flashes of the true childhood that lies 
ahead at the end of life on earth. The infant, however, soon 
degenerates into the child who is knowingly subject to time and 
decay; by seven, at least, the child must take responsibility for 
its faults and failures as a human being. 

The first stage of childhood, that of infancy, often has a role 
to play in the lives of the saint: this is dangerous literature 
because the saint' s  life is hagiography not biography, and there­
fore the writer will be drawing parallels deliberately with the 
life of Christ , but with that in mind it is an illuminating source. 
The signs before birth, the miraculous promise, are there in any 
saint' s  life, to show that the saint, like Christ, was foretold in 
the providence of God; but the infant saint, unlike the child 
Jesus, is not shown as a holy one there and then, but as some­
one, it is realized in retrospect, who will become holy in the 
future. One instance is Hilda of Northumbria, whose mother, 
Breguswith, had a dream during Hilda ' s  infancy of her as 

a most precious necklace under her garment . . . which 
seemed to spread such a blaze of light that it filled all 
Britain with its gracious splendour. 3 
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This is not a sign of goodness in the infant, but a vision of the 
future when the child would grow into true childhood in Christ. 
As Bede says: 

this dream was truly fulfilled in her daughter Hild; for her 
life was an example of the works of light, blessed not only 
for herself, but to many who desired to live uprightly. 4 

But there is another role for the infant in the accounts of 
saints and their miracles, and that is as the puer senex, the wise 
child, a concept based on a verse from the book of Wisdom: 
'For venerable old age is not that of a long time, nor counted 
by the number of years, but the understanding of a man is grey 
hairs and an unspotted life is old age' -(Wisd. 4:8-9). The saints 
were not born good and as children they very often needed a 
rebuke to bring them from the way of careless play to the hard 
work of salvation; such a rebuke could come from an infant. 
For instance, Cuthbert of Lindisfame was rebuked by such a 
puer senex; a three-year-old who with, as Bede says, 'the 
gravity of an old man', rebuked him while he was running and 
wrestling in a field with other boys: 'It is not fitting for you to 
play among children,' he said to Cuthbert, 'when the Lord has 
consecrated you to be a teacher of virtue even among your 
elders' . 5 The infant could also be a messenger of God, not for 
conversion but for death, like the child Aesica, who was cared 
for by the nuns of Aethelburgh's abbey of Barking, and was not 
quite three when he died of the plague. Bede says he entered 
straight into heaven, after such a martyrdom of suffering, calling 
for the nun Edith to come with him, which she did by dying on 
the following day. 6 

Moreover, the adult saint might show his understanding of the 
special status of infantia by attention to babies. St Hugh of 
Lincoln, who had himself been prevented from playing as a 
child ('Little Hugh, little Hugh, play is not for you'), was said­
to have played with infants, the saint-child with the earthly 
child, picking up infants of six months old, and 'caressing them 
lovingly', so that 'those present were amazed at the unusual 
spectacle of the bishop and the infant absolutely happy in each 
other's company' .7 Adam of Eynsham adds, however, that this 
appreciation of infantia did not extend to pueritia: 
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colourful birds. In the clear sky above eagles and kites hover. 
Attractive though it is to sit outside the church watching the 
birds and smelling the eucalyptus wood from the cooking fires, 
a broad stretch of tarmac outside the compound has been a place 
of violence. Here Mengistu' s forces used to line up youngsters 
they had collected from the kebelles and shoot them. The 
parents would come to ask for the bodies of their children and 
be told to pay the cost of the bullets which had killed them, 
before burial was permitted. The church is near the University 
where, the day before I arrived, students had been killed. 
Government sources gave the death toll as one, local 
information as twenty. These riots were a source of much 
anxiety and conversation, because people wondered whether the 
incident heralded a return to violence and civil war. 

On a Sunday about eighty people of assorted nationalities meet 
for the Eucharist - but no Ethiopians. An Ethiopian wishing to 
join the Anglican Church would be regarded with suspicion. 
There is, after all, a Church in Ethiopia which is deeply rooted 
in the local culture. This is the place where Ethiopians have 
found God since 300 AD, and is the right place for them to 
continue to do so. 

I enjoyed being Anglican in Addis, and enjoyed even more 
being entrusted with the care of the church for a couple of 
weeks. Sometimes there would be no congregation at the daily 
mass; while I would have hesitated to continue the celebration in 
England, feeling that the Eucharist is a communal act of wor­
ship, here I found much significance in these solitary times of 
communion. Intercessory prayer, eucharistic living, corporate 
solidarity - all these phrases gained a new significance for me in 
the solitary celebration of the Eucharist in Addis Ababa. But the 
sight of white-clad figures standing in the comers and along the 
walls of the the rock churches of Axum at dawn, as the sound 
of chanting comes from the interiors, is an experience of 
praying with Ethiopians themselves which makes you feel that 
you are beginning to understand something of the country. 

The Revd Dr John Binns is Chairman of the Fellowship of St 
Alban and St Sergius, and Vicar of St Mary the Great, 
Cambridge. 
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his life as he meditated heard mass, ate breakfast, then began 
the long day of caring 'for the physically and mentally handi­
capped. It is a job that not many people want . to do: The 
brothers and sisters, with little in the way of techmcal skills or 
medical training, offer their love. Some people criticize t�em 
because this seems unnecessarily little in a place where medical 
expertise is readily available through aid agencies. The broth�rs 
say that modern therapeutic technique� �ave � place al�ngside 
the simplicity of love offered by the Missionanes of Charity . 

Some of the best moments were spent at the orphanages . 
These are a huge long-term project which the Anglican Church 
in Addis ,  in cooperation with the Ethiopian Orthodox, has 
undertaken. It arose out of the sufferings of the people through 
war and famine, and especially the situation of children who had 
lost both parents . There are four orphanages which are home to 
seven hundred children. They are cared for, educated, and 
trained to earn a living, either in farming, fishing, furniture 
making, or hairdressing. 

Once we went round with a journalist keen to record some of 
the children telling their stories , in order to present the work of 
the orphanages to people in the West. There was � flat, 
predictable quality to what they had to sar no food !n the 
village; they left walking; on the way their parents died of 
starvation or disease; they were fed at the camps; they were 
taken to the orphanage. Sometimes an extra, harrowing _detail 
was added; a teenager bringing her younger brothers and sist�rs, 
for example, or a child with holes in his face from the pecking 
of a vulture. Usually, mercifully, they did not remember. 

The Anglican chaplaincy was founded in 1921 by a clergyman 
called J Ethelstan Cheese, who spent most of his working life 
tramping around the deserts of Somalia_ in �arge boots try�g to 
arrange for the printing of a Somali �1ble, and ga�mng a 
reputation for holiness among the tnbesmen. Durmg an 
uncharacteristic period of semi-stability he was persuaded to 
spend two years in Addis as the first chaplain. The chaplaincy is 
in a grey stone church which looks, as so many Anghcan 
churches abroad do, as though it was transported stone by stone 
from a village in Sussex or Kent. The church compound has 
neat lawns, shady trees, bright flowers, and numbers of 
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As soon as they reached the age of reason, he kept the 
children he had treated with such affection at a distance, in 
order that they should not become too forward. 8 

The scriptural basis for such conduct was Luke 18 : 15-16, ' and 
they brought unto him also infants, that he would touch them; 
but when his disciples saw it they rebuked them, But Jesus 
called them unto him and said, " Suffer little children to come 
unto me and forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of 
heaven" ' .  As the patristic commentators were quick to point out, 
in this Jesus was teaching the true way for all to receive him, 
by simplicity and receptiveness . 

It was not only living saints that were in contact with very 
young children; a large proportion of those brought to be healed 
at the shrines of the saints were infants .  Perhaps here it is idle 
to look for a theological framework with which to consider 
them; a more practical explanation would be that there were so 
many simply because there were lots of sick infants and des­
perate mothers .  The practice of placing sick infants on the grave 
of St Guinefort in the Breton village of Dombes persisted for 
just this reason well into the eighteenth century'. in spit� of 7ivil 
and ecclesiastical censure over the fact the Gumefort is umque 
among saints in having been in life a greyhound.9 But it may 
also be that the written accounts of the miraculous healing of 
infants at more reputable shrines were framed by those who 
recorded them in terms which would underline the fact that they 
were most open to receive and profit by heavenly blessing for 
the way:  

Richeldis, a woman of Oxford, had a small daughter about 
one and a half years old, crippled from birth . . .  Carried on 
her mother' s shoulders, the child was taken to the church of 
the virgin [Frideswide] and cured. The mother gave thanks 
and the child seemed also by her gestures to be praising 
God. 10 

The infants are humble, receptive and they respond to the touch 
of mercy with delight, in that stage of innocence and ignorance 
that comes before the age of reason. For there is a difference in 
the response of the infant and the child at the tombs of saints . 

17 



Children in this second stage were often cured at the shrine of a 
saint and so brought out of the injured state of childhood. For 
instance, Colobem, a poor man of Norwich, and his wife 
Ansfrida had a son of seven, the age of reason, who was dumb. 
When they lay asleep together, they dreamed separately the 
same dream: a reverend person told them to bring the boy to 
the tomb of St William of Norwich next day and he would be 
cured. Awake, they compared dreams, and obeyed. At the tomb, 
they prayed, put a candle in the boy's hand, he kissed the tomb 
and spoke at once, asking to go home. The candle, a typical 
offering to St William, was also a sign of illumination, of 
forgiveness and new light, and the fact that the boy's first words 
were a request to go home may perhaps be taken as a desire for 
a home which is more lasting than the back streets of 
Norwich. 11 Moreover, when a poor woman whose young 
daughter was blind and dumb, though of an age to speak and 
therefore not an infant, brought the child to the same tomb, the 
cure was both painful and protracted. 12 

The child who is beyond infancy is not a puer senex but a 
part of fallen humanity now knowingly in its second age after 
Eden. Children out of infancy are presented as disobedient and 
careless, within the degenerate false childhood of time. They are 
easily distracted from the quest for true childhood in Christ: 
they are not naturally good, they must learn how to live. A sign 
of their weakness is that they are absorbed in play. There was 
Bobby, a disobedient and cruel little boy in Canterbury, who 
threw stones at frogs and fell into the Medway; he was believed 
drowned until his mother's prayer to St Thomas caused him to 
be restored to life to have a second chance at more serious 
conduct.13 The contrast is highlighted in the story of Beatrice, a 
child, the small daughter of William of Ramsholt, and her 
younger brother Hugh, an infant. Their father, William was 
given a cheese one day and told his daughter to put it away. 

She went off to play (as befits her age) and some days later 
when she remembered the cheese she could not think where 
she put it. Afraid of punishment she went and found her 
younger brother Hugh, since they were specially friendly, 
and they whispered together to see if he could help her 
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a comfortably furnished room where Sister Lemlem presided 
over the activities which went on in the green building. She 
herself carried a radio telephone which bleeped every now and 
then as we went round the project. 

As we toured the various rooms, she told me how this 
modem centre had been founded. She had realized that although 
the women she taught were smartly dressed and well groomed, 
this was deceptive. Ethiopians have an ability to emerge 
spotlessly clean and pressed from small, overcrowded mud huts 
with no running water, drainage or other facilities. Some of 
these women had come from the country and moved from place 
to place, camping on floors, unable to find work, with little to 
eat. She issued questionnaires, did market research, established 

• relationships with other agencies, and eventually launched her 
programme in a corridor of somebody else's building. Here she 
worked with the women until an approach to a Church agency 
produced funding for a purpose-built centre. The project is now 
a three-year training programme in home economics, needle­
work, embroidery and other skills, with a number of workshops 
for carpet-making, weaving, knitting and similar crafts. But she 
is proudest of the modem auditorium which seats 150. As well 
as being used for a monthly Mass, sessions are held here on 
management training, marriage encounter and natural family 
planning. She says, with sadness, that the last is not very 
popular, since the women prefer more unnatural contraceptive 
techniques. As I left she gave me a gift of a hand-embroidered 
priest's stole. 'Even the poor can give gifts,' she said firmly, in 
response to my protests. 

Next day we visited the three Brothers of the Missionaries of 
Charity, Mother Teresa's foundation. In the north part of Addis, 
some distance from the centre, there is a small community of 
brothers and a larger one of sisters. We were greeted by 
Michael, an Ethiopian from the south. He had been taken from 
the country at the age of nine by a Catholic priest to receive an 
education. He had hesitated between teaching and serving the 
poor; the latter call prevailed. He took us to the chapel, a plain 
room with some benches, stools, a simple altar and a tabernacle. 
Above the altar was a crucifix next to which was written, in 
large letters, 'I thirst'. This thirsting of the Lord entered into 
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by chants. I arrived at the end of the Qidasse, about 8 :30 a.m. , 
and was invited to the front. This was an excellent position 
from which to see the Patriarch greeting the new bishops as he 
placed crosses round their necks and pastoral staffs in their 
hands , while the congregation shouted Axios. Earlier he had 
clothed them in their episcopal vestments and breathed on them 
in the ancient ceremony of consecration. Afterwards we all went 
outside to watch the slow, drawn-out dances of the priests and 
the Sunday School, and to listen to the qene recitations, the 
speech by the Archbishop of Tigray, and the Patriarch' s  sermon. 

In the following week I tried to call on the new bishop. On 
Monday I asked for Ahuna Aregawi but was told to come back 
tomorrow. The next day I was told he was at Debre Libanos, 
but would be back on Friday. On Wednesday I learned that 
although he had previously been Abba Aregawi he had been 
given a new name at the consecration and was now Ahuna 
Johannes . Using this name the next time I called, I was taken to 
him immediately. It had been an eventful visit for him; he had 
been asked to come to Addis a few weeks previously but was 
not informed of his forthcoming elevation to the episcopate until 
his arrival . It was his first visit to Ethiopia for eighteen years , 
and even on that occasion he had only made a brief visit on his 
way to London after a period of study at St Petersburg. 

ANGLICANS AND OTHERS 

The maJonty of Ethiopians are Orthodox; of the remainder, 
most are Muslims , some are pagans or animists and the rest 
Christians of other churches .  There are Roman Catholics, 
Lutherans , Pentecostalists , and even some Anglicans . In spite of 
their small numbers, Roman Catholics are remarkably active. A 
couple of days after arriving in Addis I found myself sitting 
next to Sister Lemlem after the profession of six Franciscan 
brothers at the Priory Church. Sister Lemlem is a small, 
smiling, hospitable Eritrean, who runs the Catholic 
Archdiocesan Women' s  Development Project, housed in the 
compound of the Catholic cathedral . When I visited a couple of 
days later, I was directed to a smart new green building, 
through a gleaming glass door, along a polished corridor, past 
offices with photocopiers , duplicators and other equipment, into 
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remember. On the Friday of the next week when their 
father would return, Beatrice suggested going and getting 
another cheese from the giver; but her brother suggested 
prayer to St Thomas , since [he said] he shines with miracles 
and will not refuse to show where the cheese is . They said 
the Lord's  Prayer before going to sleep. Beatrice dreamt 
that St Thomas came and asked why she was sad; she 
explained; he told her she had hidden the cheese in an old 
container. A wake she found it and took it to her brother in 
the night; he said he had a similar dream. They went and 
told their mother who told the parish priest, Edric, who 
examined both separately then went to Canterbury and told 
the monks about it, laughing. 14 

The play of Beatrice is not the hilaritas of heaven but an 
absorption in unreality which led her to forgetfulness and fear 
and almost to deceit. It was her smaller brother Hugh who was 
a puer senex, and advised appeal to the saint. The whole story 
was told as a joca, that is not as a joke, but as an illustration of 
the care St Thomas had even for the smallest matters. Such 
children's  play could end disastrously but it could also offer an 
opportunity for being converted and brought back from the 
moonlight world of play into the serious way of the adult. 

A possible exception to this might seem to be those who were 
venerated as saints , not in infancy but in their childish form; 
this ,  on the contrary, reinforces the argument. St Faith and St 
William of Norwich, for instance, were child-saints , but both 
died as martyrs in their childhood and so entered into the true 
childhood of heaven. With all his exaggerated praise of the 
simplicity of the boy William, when William's biographer wants 
to assert, against criticism, the holiness of his subject, he lists 
other child-saints each of whom was a martyr. 15 It was for this 
that they were canonized, not for any earthly goodness as chil­
dren. Like the Holy Innocents, the oldest group of infant saints 
in the kalendar, they put on a redeemed childhood through a 
death which identified them with Christ . 

In these accounts, there is no romantic view of children, 
naturally trailing clouds of glory just because they are children 
whose play was charming and to be indulged . For Christ, 
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nativity in human form was the reverse of a privilege, but rather 
a kenosis as costly as the cross, and for anyone else to be born 
into this world life was a matter of tears and pain. Childhood 
was an image of the next life which made its true beginning in 
death. While there was a sense in which the infant, like the 
woman, the lay-brother, or the mentally defective, could be seen 
as specially open to divine revelation, since its mind had not 
been set in any frame, it was, nevertheless, a part of fallen 
humanity and in its next, articulate, stage, it needed not 
indulgence but discipline. It does not seem that this view was at 
all modified in the twelfth century when the changes in venera­
tion for Mary increasingly caused her to be depicted in art as a 
young mother with a real child playing in her arms. Relics of 
the crib, the curls, the milk teeth and the umbilical cord of 
Jesus, as well as the milk, the undershirt, and the slippers of his 
Mother, were the visible side of a proliferation of stories about 
the miracles of the Virgin Mary, with a new emphasis on the 
human mother and child. The place of infants and of young 
children in these collections of miracles needs detailed discus­
sion, as indeed do the apocryphal stories of the child Mary, 
whose liturgical focus was the feast of her presentation as a girl 
in the Temple. To form a true picture from this kind of material 
it would also be necessary to explore the concept of the Christ 
Child and the eucharist. But I would tentatively suggest that the 
same principles would hold good, that the unreasoning simplici­
ty of the infant is in all these texts differentiated from the 
responsibility of the child. And however much devotion might 
be affected by the young Mary and the baby Jesus, for actual 
children the underlying pattern remained unchanged. Outside 
Eden, no one was a child except Christ, the child of God, and 
childhood had to be received, put on, with Christ, until-at death 
the soul as a child could enter into the kingdom and begin to 
grow. Infancy and childhood might be different stages in the 
pattern of the whole of human life, but both were seen as only 
the first stage of the long journey of return to the true begin­
ning. The action of God towards all could be seen as mirrored 
in human love of children at both stages, and Julian of Norwich 
in the fourteenth century provides a picture of the tenderness of 
a mother nursing her baby, but then adds: 
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the Church had been a wealthy landowner of 30 % of the 
country. It urgently needed to find new sources of income to 
survive. Therefore, it set up parish councils to raise money; 
these were so successful that not only did the Church maintain 
its work, but also built 6,000 new churches in the seventeen 
years of Communist rule. DICAD has moved on from this task 
to include aid projects, working with donor agencies in a 
number of development schemes. 

Aid is a huge and important industry. You do not have to be 
long in Ethiopia to find statistics reverberating through your 
brain: 20 % infant mortality under the age of five; the worst 
ratio of doctors to population in the world, with one doctor to 
78,000; a population of 55 million with a 2½ % growth rate; 
20 % of the population handicapped in some way; per capita 
income of $120. Behind these figures is a grim and precarious 
life for the millions of proud, dignified, hard-working, 
authoritarian, generous Ethiopians. It is a situation which has 
attracted to Addis aid agencies of many kinds with many strange 
names from many countries. Through DICAD the Church 
supports afforestation, Food for Work schemes, water projects, 
and more besides. Abuna Timotheos proudly told me that they 
work in all parts of the country and that they seek to benefit 
Muslims and pagans as well as Christians. 

I met other bishops, but the meeting which gave me the great­
est pleasure was with Abuna Johannes. Father Iyasu, secretary 
to the Patriarchal Foreign Relations Department, had invited me 
to a special service at the Cathedral at twelve o'clock, a 
consecration. I calculated that this would be on Sunday, at 
twelve o'clock Ethiopian time, which is six a.m. English time. 
The Ethiopian day starts, logically, at dawn. There were to be 
four new bishops, one of them from London. Jurisdiction over 
churches abroad rests with the Patriarch, who had decided to 
delegate this task to others. Abba Aregawi is a familiar name to 
those concerned with the Orthodox Churches in England, where 
he has lived for eighteen years, looking after the church in 
Down Street, Mayfair. I had met him while preparing for my 
visit and found him very kind. 

The consecration was to start at 6:30 a.m., but the bells of 
Selassie cathedral were rung from before midnight, accompanied 
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law, liturgy and English. This training in theology equips the 
student for office in the church. However, even though the 
methods seem more familiar, the purpose of the seminary is to 
help the students apply the traditional learning more effectively, 
and not to acquire familiarity with biblical criticism or philo­
sophical theology. Such disciplines seem not only irrelevant, but 
also introduce dangerous and heretical ideas into the tradition of 
the church. 

AT THE PATRIARCHATE: THREE BISHOPS 
The fortunes of the Ethiopian Church are enmeshed with those 

of the government, which has not, since the fall of Haile 
Selassie, provided a stable foundation for church life. The 
present Patriarch, after a series of disputed elections lasting 
fifteen years , is Paulos , a Tigrayan, the son of a priest in 
Adowa, who studied in the USA and was imprisoned for seven 
years by Mengistu. I heard complaints of his authoritarian 
management style from some, but praise for his contributions to 
the search for peace and stability from others . To one western 
delegation he said, 

If we want to live in peace and achieve democracy, we have 
to be very very careful; we must not distinguish faith or 
race or region, but respond to all as human beings . When 
we silence all the cries and wipe out all the tears and listen 
to all the agonizing cries we will build democracy. Demo­
cracy is listening to everyone and we need a reconciling 
spirit to reach everyone. First we have to give people life, 
then spiritual life. We will not see democracy unless we 
achieve this . We are the church here and we want you to 
come and talk to us . We want people who will walk 
through the mud with us . 
An important ally of the Patriarch is his fellow Tigrayan, 

Abuna Timotheos .  He is the Executive Secretary of DICAD, the 
Department of Inter-Church Aid and Development. In an inter­
view with me he described its work, which started in 1974. Its 
aims included clergy training, education, and parish councils , an 
agenda which seems to have been dictated by the Communist 
revolution when all land was nationalized overnight . Until then 
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The kind, loving mother who knows and sees the need of 
her child, guards it very tenderly as the nature and 
condition of motherhood will do. And always as the child 
grows in age and stature, she acts differently but she does 
not change her love . . . She allows it to be chastised to 
destroy its faults so as to make the child receive virtues and 
grace. This work our Lord performs in all those in whom it 
is done. 16 
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of singing to go on to another branch of study, perhaps the 
Haddis Bet, or New Testament School, which was at Raguel, or 
he might move to another monastery where other disciplines 
were taught. He would follow this wandering student life for 
perhaps twenty years and would then, he hoped, become a 
teacher himself. Mulugeta, by his own choice, went down the 
mountain at the end of his studies each day to learn English in 
the city, a subject which does not form part of the traditional 
curriculum. 

After his explanation of the educational system Mulugeta took 
me to the hut in the compound where he lived with three other 
young men. They had a kerosene stove and made the sweet 
spicy tea of the country, then came injara and kayot wot. We 
ate together sitting around a chair on which the large plate of 
food was placed, sharing the pile of injara. After that I set off 
back down the mountain. I still had not seen the pictures in the 
churches. 

Later I visited other traditional schools. In one I watched the 
Old Testament master sitting under a tree, his head covered with 
a blanket, reciting from memory not only the text of scripture 
but also theological commentaries, the students in their tum 
learning by heart. By the end of his education the graduate will 
have memorized huge chunks of the Bible and the works of the 
theologians. If he has also acquired a book or two he will be 
one of a fortunate minority. 

In the town of Harar, in the east of the country, I met a 
group about of ten deacons, aged around seventeen, who were 
not only learning but also teaching. With grace, confidence and 
conviction these men stood in front of large classes. One was 
teaching a room of eighty or so children to sing, another was 
leading a prayer meeting for two hundred adults. These teen­
agers were eager to hand on the riches of the Christian culture 
of Ethiopia to as many people as they could. 

A more formal system of education is offered at the Seminary 
of St Paul in Addis. The students enrol for a four-year course, 
in an environment which seems more familiar to the western 
visitor. The lectures are given in rooms with desks and 
blackboards; there is a library and an office. On the morning I 
visited the subjects being taught were Old Testament, canon 
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for another hour , so I sat down under a tree to wait . Then a 
group of half-a-dozen young men arrived , talking, laughing, in 
high spirits . A foreigner was an unexpected sight, so they 
headed towards me . One of them, Mulugeta, or the Chief, spoke 
English . He told me that they were the Zema Bet, or Music 
School ,  breaking for lunch , and that, unwittingly, I was s itting 
in the middle of a school which was in session all around me . 
Mulugeta spent the next hour showing me round and explaining. 

The row of five small boys sitting in the shade of a monk' s 
hut with the monk and an older boy were the Nebab Bet, or 
House of Reading. They held the reading card over which they 
leaned . On its sides were the more than two hundred letters of 
the Ge 'ez alphabet, and in the middle a picture of Haile Selassie 
and a section of the First Epistle of St John, the Fidele 
Hawaria. The older boy pointed at each letter in tum with a 
stick and pronounced it, then the l ittle boys repeated it . Once 
the alphabet was memorized they would move on to the passage 
from 1 John, learning first the letters , then the words , then the 
sentences . After a year or so these boys would complete the 
card , know the Epistle by heart and move on to memorize other 
texts such as the evening prayers or the psal111S. On completing 
the Nebab Bet there will be a celebration as they will have 
acquired a basic education. They might now be asked to read or 
write on behalf of other villagers ; the girls , of nine or ten, 
might get married . There is a Nebab Bet in most villages , 
probably 15 ,000 in the country as a whole . 

In another part of the compound were five young men, the 
Qene Bet, or Poetry School .  Qene, the composition and recita­
tion of verse in set forms in both Ge ' ez and Amharic, is a skill 
which is highly valued . A ceremony of any kind would be 
incomplete without a master of qene demonstrating his skill. 
People listen with rapt attention, seeking to grasp the allusions 
and meaning hidden behind the actual words chosen, laughing at 
the amusing sections . I listened as the students recited qene in 
honour of the saint of the day and the master commented on 
their compositions . After receiving his criticism the student 
withdrew to improve and polish the verse . 

Mulugeta was in the Zema Bet learning the music of the 
church . After two years he will have gained sufficient mastery 
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GONDAR: THE FESTIVAL OF TIMKAT 

The desert monasteries were the attractions of Egypt, but the 
feast of Timkat , or Epiphany ,  determined the timing of my visit 
to Ethiopia . I decided to spend it at Gondar , where King 
Fasilidas established his capital in the seventeenth century. There 
is a famous compound with a collection of castles , a new one 
built by each succeeding emperor . It is a city of forty-two 
churches , including the glorious Debre Brehan Selassie with its 
famous angel roof. 

By chance I found myself at the Kessegn Hotel .  It cost a 
pound per night , the somewhat constricted drainage facilities 
wafting their scent gently through my room. The national foods 
injara and wot were available in the bar below , and nearby was 
a room for the Ethiopian version of billiards , in which the balls 
are thrown by hand . The friendly English-speaking proprietor 
had a younger brother who was a deacon at Mehdane Alem, or 
the Church of the Saviour of the World. Originally Falasha 
Jews , the father of this family, now deceased , had become a 
Christian. They had had an uncomfortable time under Mengistu, 
but the son had succeeded in getting to Germany where he 
found safety and work. Now returned, he managed the hotel. 

After lunch there was a flurry of activity as a boy was called 
in to clean everybody 's shoes . To oblige the deacon and to 
maintain the honour of the Church of England I put ·on my 
cassock. This proved to be a mistake, because the garment was 
so unfamiliar that I found myself quickly surrounded by a 
medium-sized crowd of curious onlookers . This gathered around 
me within minutes whenever I stood still . When the police 
arrived to break up this unlawful assembly I made a swift 
retreat and return to the lay state , less prestigious but more 
peaceful. 
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We began at Mehande Alem, up on the hill. Girma, the 
deacon, showed me round. I met his fellow deacons, boys of 
about twelve or thirteen years, and his spiritual director, a 
young monk in a blue cassock. There are many clergy in 
Ethiopia; in Axum, a town of 40,000 inhabitants, there are over 
a thousand. Mehdane Alem is not on that scale, but it is a 
prominent church with about twenty deacons and the same 
number of priests. They are formed into groups to serve the 
liturgy on a rota system. 

At the heart of the Timkat celebrations is the tabot, a kind of 
plate, usually of wood, which lies on top of the altar and on 
which the Qidasse or Eucharist, is celebrated. It is a representa­
tion of the Ark of the Covenant, or maybe the Tablets· of the 
Ten Commandments; I never quite discovered which. It is the 
tabot which makes the church holy; if it is removed the church 
is no longer a church but merely an empty building. However, 
at Timkat the tabots of the churches are removed and carried in 
procession to a stretch of water. Here they spend the night and 
in the morning the water is blessed, after which they are carried 
back to the churches. 

This simple process takes many hours and much celebration to 
achieve. The tabot, covered with rich cloths, is carried from the 
church on the head of a priest. Priests similarly bedecked 
assemble together and are escorted to the water by a large band 
of clergy accompanied by thousands of local people. The pro­
cession to the Bath of Fasilidas at Gondar, where the tabots 
remained for the night, took four hours. There tents were 
erected, fires lit, sermons preached, songs sung, and dances 
performed. Through all of this many people slept soundly. At 
dawn lengthy prayers were said at the pool and a cross-shaped 
boat decked with candles was floated on the water. As the 
prayers finished a great shout erupted from the crowds who 
either leapt into the pool or grasped eagerly for handfuls of 
water which they splashed over themselves and each other. 
Eventually the return procession began; this took even longer 
than the procession down since there were regular stops for 
prayer and slow, protracted liturgical dance. As we walked we 
heard the continuous thud of the slow, compelling drums. 
Every thirty yards or so along the length of the great procession 
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there were dances, either the wild war dances of the young men 
waving their staves in the air, or the rhythmical movements of 
the women, clapping and singing as they danced. Many of the 
women had surprised babies strapped to their backs. The atmos­
phere was wild, exuberant and happy. Even the fights which 
broke out among the male dancers evaporated quickly. 

Timkat at Gondar showed how inappropriate is any division 
between sacred and secular. Religion is to do with life. Worship 
is done with the whole body. Everybody takes part, since 
everybody is part of the community. It is inconceivable that 
anyone in Gondar should not be Christian; that is the faith of 
the place. They sleep near the tabot so that its holiness can 
slowly embrace them. Afterwards they will eat, killing a sheep 
if possible. The simple diet of the farmer explodes into a 
succession of rich meat dishes for the feast, following on a 
rigorous fast. This rhythm of fast and feast integrates the 
Ethiopian into the life of the Church. The most pious observe 
256 fast days in the year, avoiding all animal products and 
eating only once a day after the Qidasse, which finishes about 
three in the afternoon. The climax of the fasting season is the 
forty-eight hour total abstention from food before Easter. 

ENT'OTO RAGUEL: CULTURE AND EDUCATION 

I knew that Ethiopian education is based on the churches and 
monasteries; and I knew that there are centres of advanced 
learning in different parts of the countryside where famous 
teachers lived. But I wanted to see the process in action. My 
opportunity came in an unexpected way. One Monday during the 
Easter Fast I climbed the ridge of Entoto above Addis Ababa 
where the two oldest churches of the capital, Mariam and 
Raguel, are situated. They have famous wall paintings, and I 
calculated that if I arrived at about 11:30 a.m. I could quickly 
view the paintings in the moments before the Qidasse began, 
when it would be irreverent to move about. 

Raguel is another world from Addis, even though it is only a 
forty-minute walk from the edge of the city. It is quiet. The 
church is built of stone and is surrounded by pine trees which 
sway in the breeze and spread a sweet, resinous scent over the 
compound. The unbarring of the door for the Qidasse was not 
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We began at Mehande Alem, up on the hill. Girma, the 
deacon, showed me round . I met his fellow deacons, boys of 
about twelve or thirteen years , and his spiritual director, a 
young monk in a blue cassock. There are many clergy in 
Ethiopia; in Axum, a town of 40,000 inhabitants , there are over 
a thousand. Mehdane Alem is not on that scale, but it is a 
prominent church with about twenty deacons and the same 
number of priests. They are formed into groups to serve the 
liturgy on a rota system. 

At the heart of the Timkat celebrations is the tabot, a kind of 
plate, usually of wood, which lies on top of the altar and on 
which the Qidasse or Eucharist, is celebrated. It is a representa­
tion of the Ark of the Covenant, or maybe the Tablets of the 
Ten Commandments ; I never quite discovered which. It is the 
tabot which makes the church holy; if it is removed the church 
is no longer a church but merely an empty building. However, 
at Timkat the tabots of the churches are removed and carried in 
procession to a stretch of water. Here they spend the night and 
in the morning the water is blessed, after which they are carried 
back to the churches .  

This simple process takes many hours and much celebration to 
achieve. The tabot, covered with rich cloths, is carried from the 
church on the head of a priest. Priests similarly bedecked 
assemble together and are escorted to the water by a large band 
of clergy accompanied by thousands of local people. The pro­
cession to the Bath of Fasilidas at Gondar, where the tabots 
remained for the night, took four hours . There tents were 
erected, fires lit, sermons preached, songs sung, and dances 
performed . Through all of this many people slept soundly. At 
dawn lengthy prayers were said at the pool and a cross-shaped 
boat decked with candles was floated on the water . As the 
prayers finished a great shout erupted from the crowds who 
either leapt into the pool or grasped eagerly for handfuls of 
water which they splashed over themselves and each other. 
Eventually the return procession began; this took even longer 
than the procession down since there were regular stops for 
prayer and slow, protracted liturgical dance. As we walked we 
heard the continuous thud of the slow, compelling drums. 
Every thirty yards or so along the length of the great procession 
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there were dances, either the wild war dances of the young men 
waving their staves in the air, or the rhythmical movements of 
the women, clapping and singing as they danced. Many of the 
women had surprised babies strapped to their backs. The atmos­
phere was wild, exuberant and happy. Even the fights which 
broke out among the male dancers evaporated quickly. 

Timkat at Gondar showed how inappropriate is any division 
between sacred and secular. Religion is to do with life. Worship 
is done with the whole body. Everybody takes part, since 
everybody is part of the community. It is inconceivable that 
anyone in Gondar should not be Christian; that is the faith of 
the place. They sleep near the tabot so that its holiness can 
slowly embrace them. Afterwards they will eat, killing a sheep 
if possible. The simple diet of the farmer explodes into a 
succession of rich meat dishes for the feast, following on a 
rigorous fast. This rhythm of fast and feast integrates the 
Ethiopian into the life of the Church. The most pious observe 
256 fast days in the year, avoiding all animal products and 
eating only once a day after the Qidasse, which finishes about 
three in the afternoon. The climax of the fasting season is the 
forty-eight hour total abstention from food before Easter. 

ENI'OTO RAGUEL: CULTURE AND EDUCATION 

I knew that Ethiopian education is based on the churches and 
monasteries; and I knew that there are centres of advanced 
learning in different parts of the countryside where famous 
teachers lived. But I wanted to see the process in action. My 
opportunity came in an unexpected way. One Monday during the 
Easter Fast I climbed the ridge of Entoto above Addis Ababa 
where the two oldest churches of the capital , Mariam and 
Raguel, are situated. They have famous wall paintings, and I 
calculated that if I arrived at about 1 1  :30 a.m. I could quickly 
view the paintings in the moments before the Qidasse began, 
when it would be irreverent to move about. 

Raguel is another world from Addis, even though it is only a 
forty-minute walk from the edge of the city. It is quiet. The 
church is built of stone and is surrounded by pine trees which 
sway in the breeze and spread a sweet, resinous scent over the 
compound. The unbarring of the door for the Qidasse was not 
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for another hour, so I sat down under a tree to wait. Then a 
group of half-a-dozen young men arrived, talking, laughing, in 
high spirits. A foreigner was an unexpected sight, so they 
headed towards me. One of them, Mulugeta, or the Chief, spoke 
English. He told me that they were the Zema Bet, or Music 
School, breaking for lunch, and that, unwittingly, I was sitting 
in the middle of a school which was in session all around me. 
Mulugeta spent the next hour showing me round and explaining. 

The row of five small boys sitting in the shade of a monk's 
hut with the monk and an older boy were the Nebab Bet, or 
House of Reading. They held the reading card over which they 
leaned. On its sides were the more than two hundred letters of 
the Ge'ez alphabet, and in the middle a picture of Haile Selassie 
and a section of the First Epistle of St John, the Fide le 
Hawaria. The older boy pointed at each letter in turn with a 
stick and pronounced it, then the little boys repeated it. Once 
the alphabet was memorized they would move on to the passage 
from 1 John, learning first the letters, then the words, then the 
sentences. After a year or so these boys would complete the 
card, know the Epistle by heart and move on to memorize other 
texts such as the evening prayers or the psalms. On completing 
the Nebab Bet there will be a celebration as they will have 
acquired a basic education. They might now be asked to read or 
write on behalf of other villagers; the girls, of nine or ten, 
might get married. There is a Nebab Bet in most villages, 
probably 15,000 in the country as a whole. 

In another part of the compound were five young men, the 
Qene Bet, or Poetry School. Qene, the composition and recita­
tion of verse in set forms in both Ge'ez and Amharic, is a skill 
which is highly valued. A ceremony of any kind would be 
incomplete without a master of qene demonstrating his skill. 
People listen with rapt attention, seeking to grasp the allusions 
and meaning hidden behind the actual words chosen, laughing at 
the amusing sections. I listened as the students recited qene in 
honour of the saint of the day and the master commented on 
their compositions. After receiving his criticism the student 
withdrew to improve and polish the verse. 

Mulugeta was in the Zema Bet learning the music of the 
church. After two years he will have gained sufficient mastery 
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GONDAR: THE FESTIVAL OF TIMKAT 

The desert monasteries were the attractions of Egypt, but the 
feast of Timkat, or Epiphany, determined the timing of my visit 
to Ethiopia. I decided to spend it at Gondar, where King 
Fasilidas established his capital in the seventeenth century. There 
is a famous compound with a collection of castles, a new one 
built by each succeeding emperor. It is a city of forty-two 
churches, including the glorious Debre Brehan Selassie with its 
famous angel roof. 

By chance I found myself at the Kessegn Hotel. It cost a 
pound per night, the somewhat constricted drainage facilities 
wafting their scent gently through my room. The national foods 
injara and wot were available in the bar below, and nearby was 
a room for the Ethiopian version of billiards, in which the balls 
are thrown by hand. The friendly English-speaking proprietor 
had a younger brother who was a deacon at Mehdane Alem, or 
the Church of the Saviour of the World. Originally Falasha 
Jews, the father of this family, now deceased, had become a 
Christian. They had had an uncomfortable time under Mengistu, 
but the son had succeeded in getting to Germany where he 
found safety and work. Now returned, he managed the hotel. 

After lunch there was a flurry of activity as a boy was called 
in to clean everybody's shoes. To oblige the deacon and to 
maintain the honour of the Church of England I put ·on my 
cassock. This proved to be a mistake, because the garment was 
so unfamiliar that I found myself quickly surrounded by a 
medium-sized crowd of curious onlookers. This gathered around 
me within minutes whenever I stood still. When the police 
arrived to break up this unlawful assembly I made a swift 
retreat and return to the lay state, less prestigious but more 
peaceful. 
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of singing to go on to another branch of study, perhaps the 
Haddis Bet, or New Testament School, which was at Raguel , or 
he might move to another monastery where other disciplines 
were taught. He would follow this wandering student life for 
perhaps twenty years and would then, he hoped, become a 
teacher himself. Mulugeta, by his own choice, went down the 
mountain at the end of his studies each day to learn English in 
the city, a subject which does not form part of the traditional 
curriculum. 

After his explanation of the educational system Mulugeta took 
me to the hut in the compound where he lived with three other 
young men. They had a kerosene stove and made the sweet 
spicy tea of the country, then came injara and kayot wot. We 
ate together sitting around a chair on which the large plate of 
food was placed, sharing the pile of injara. After that I set off 
back down the mountain. I still had not seen the pictures in the 
churches . 

Later I visited other traditional schools . In one I watched the 
Old Testament master sitting under a tree, his head covered with 
a blanket, reciting from memory not only the text of scripture 
but also theological commentaries , the students in their tum 
learning by heart. By the end of his education the graduate will 
have memorized huge chunks of the Bible and the works of the 
theologians. If he has also acquired a book or two he will be 
one of a fortunate minority. 

In the town of Harar, in the east of the country, I met a 
group about of ten deacons , aged around seventeen, who were 
not only learning but also teaching . With grace, confidence and 
conviction these men stood in front of large classes . One was 
teaching a room of eighty or so children to sing, another was 
leading a prayer meeting for two hundred adults . These teen­
agers were eager to hand on the riches of the Christian culture 
of Ethiopia to as many people as they could. 

A more formal system of education is offered at the Seminary 
of St Paul in Addis. The students enrol for a four-year course, 
in an environment which seems more familiar to the western 
visitor. The lectures are given in rooms with desks and 
blackboards; there is a library and an office. On the morning I 
visited the subjects being taught were Old Testament, canon 
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law, liturgy and English. This trammg in theology equips the 
student for office in the church. However, even though the 
methods seem more familiar, the purpose of the seminary is to 
help the students apply the traditional learning more effectively, 
and not to acquire familiarity with biblical criticism or philo­
sophical theology. Such disciplines seem not only irrelevant, but 
also introduce dangerous and heretical ideas into the tradition of 
the church. 

AT THE PATRIARCHATE: THREE BISHOPS 

The fortunes of the Ethiopian Church are enmeshed with those 
of the government, which has not, since the fall of Haile 
Selassie, provided a stable foundation for church life. The 
present Patriarch, after a series of disputed elections lasting 
fifteen years, is Paulos, a Tigrayan, the son of a priest in 
Adowa, who studied in the USA and was imprisoned for seven 
years by Mengistu. I heard complaints of his authoritarian 
management style from some, but praise for his contributions to 
the search for peace and stability from others. To one western 
delegation he said, 

If we want to live in peace and achieve democracy, we have 
to be very very careful; we must not distinguish faith or 
race or region, but respond to all as human beings. When 
we silence all the cries and wipe out all the tears and listen 
to all the agonizing cries we will build democracy. Demo­
cracy is listening to everyone and we need a reconciling 
spirit to reach everyone. First we have to give people life, 
then spiritual life. We will not see democracy unless we 
achieve this. We are the church here and we want you to 
come and talk to us. We want people who will walk 
through the mud with us. 

An important ally of the Patriarch is his fellow Tigrayan, 
Abuna Timotheos. He is the Executive Secretary of DICAD, the 
Department of Inter-Church Aid and Development. In an inter­
view with me he described its work, which started in 1974. Its 
aims included clergy training, education, and parish councils, an 
agenda which seems to have been dictated by the Communist 
revolution when all land was nationalized overnight. Until then 
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The kind, loving mother who knows and sees the need of 
her child, guards it very tenderly as the nature and 
condition of motherhood will do. And always as the child 
grows in age and stature, she acts differently but she does 
not change her love . . . She allows it to be chastised to 
destroy its faults so as to make the child receive virtues and 
grace. This work our Lord performs in all those in whom it 
is done.16 
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nativity in human form was the reverse of a privilege, but rather 
a kenosis as costly as the cross, and for anyone else to be born 
into this world life was a matter of tears and pain. Childhood 
was an image of the next life which made its true beginning in 
death. While there was a sense in which the infant, like the 
woman, the lay-brother , or the mentally defective, could be seen 
as specially open to divine revelation, since its mind had not 
been set in any frame, it was , nevertheless , a part of fallen 
humanity and in its next, articulate, stage, it needed not 
indulgence but discipline. It does not seem that this view was at 
all modified in the twelfth century when the changes in venera­
tion for Mary increasingly caused her to be depicted in art as a 
young mother with a real child playing in her arms. Relics of 
the crib, the curls, the milk teeth and the umbilical cord of 
Jesus, as well as the milk, the undershirt, and the slippers of his 
Mother, were the visible side of a proliferation of stories about 
the miracles of the Virgin Mary, with a new emphasis on the 
human mother and child. The place of infants and of young 
children in these collections of miracles needs detailed discus­
sion, as indeed do the apocryphal stories of the child Mary, 
whose liturgical focus was the feast of her presentation as a girl 
in the Temple. To form a true picture from this kind of material 
it would also be necessary to explore the concept of the Christ 
Child and the eucharist. But I would tentatively suggest that the 
same principles would hold good, that the unreasoning simplici­
ty of the infant is in all these texts differentiated from the 
responsibility of the child. And however much devotion might 
be affected by the young Mary and the baby Jesus, for actual 
children the underlying pattern remained unchanged. Outside 
Eden, no one was a child except Christ, the child of God, and 
childhood had to be received, put on, with Christ, until - at death 
the soul as a child could enter into the kingdom and begin to 
grow. Infancy and childhood might be different stages in the 
pattern of the whole of human life, but both were seen as only 
the first stage of the long journey of return to the true begin­
ning. The action of God towards all could be seen as mirrored 
in human love of children at both stages, and Julian of Norwich 
in the fourteenth century provides a picture of the tenderness of 
a mother nursing her baby, but then adds : 
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the Church had been a wealthy landowner of 30 % of the 
country. It urgently needed to find new sources of income to 
survive. Therefore, it set up parish councils to raise money; 
these were so successful that not only did the Church maintain 
its work, but also built 6,000 new churches in the seventeen 
years of Communist rule. DICAD has moved on from this task 
to include aid projects, working with donor agencies in a 
number of development schemes. 

Aid is a huge and important industry. You do not have to be 
long in Ethiopia to find statistics reverberating through your 
brain: 20 % infant mortality under the age of five; the worst 
ratio of doctors to population in the world, with one doctor to 
78,000; a population of 55 million with a 2½ % growth rate; 
20 % of the population handicapped in some way; per capita 
income of $120. Behind these figures is a grim and precarious 
life for the millions of proud, dignified, hard-working, 
authoritarian, generous Ethiopians. It is a s ituation which has 
attracted to Addis aid agencies of many kinds with many strange 
names from many countries . Through DICAD the Church 
supports afforestation, Food for Work schemes, water projects , 
and more besides . Abuna Timotheos proudly told me that they 
work in all parts of the country and that they seek to benefit 
Muslims and pagans as well as Christians. 

I met other bishops, but the meeting which gave me the great­
est pleasure was with Abuna Johannes. Father Iyasu, secretary 
to the Patriarchal Foreign Relations Department, had invited me 
to a special service at the Cathedral at twelve o 'clock, a 
consecration. I calculated that this would be on Sunday, at 
twelve o 'clock Ethiopian time, which is six a.m. English time. 
The Ethiopian day starts , logically, at dawn. There were to be 
four new bishops, one of them from London. Jurisdiction over 
churches abroad rests with the Patriarch, who had decided to 
delegate this task to others .  Abba Aregawi is a familiar name to 
those concerned with the Orthodox Churches in England, where 
he has lived for eighteen years ,  looking after the church in 
Down Street, Mayfair . I had met him while preparing for my 
visit and found him very kind. 

The consecration was to start at 6 :30 a.m. , but the bells of 
Selassie cathedral were rung from before midnight, accompanied 
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by chants. I arrived at the end of the Qidasse, about 8:30 a.m., 
and was invited to the front. This was an excellent position 
from which to see the Patriarch greeting the new bishops as he 
placed crosses round their necks and pastoral staffs in their 
hands, while the congregation shouted Axios. Earlier he had 
clothed them in their episcopal vestments and breathed on them 
in the ancient ceremony of consecration. Afterwards we all went 
outside to watch the slow, drawn-out dances of the priests and 
the Sunday School, and to listen to the qene recitations, the 
speech by the Archbishop of Tigray, and the Patriarch's sermon. 

In the following week I tried to call on the new bishop. On 
Monday I asked for Abuna Aregawi but was told to come back 
tomorrow. The next day I was told he was at Debre Libanos, 
but would be back on Friday. On Wednesday I learned that 
although he had previously been Abba Aregawi he had been 
given a new name at the consecration and was now Abuna 
Johannes. Using this name the next time I called, I was taken to 
him immediately. It had been an eventful visit for him; he had 
been asked to come to Addis a few weeks previously but was 
not informed of his forthcoming elevation to the episcopate until 
his arrival. It was his first visit to Ethiopia for eighteen years, 
and even on that occasion he had only made a brief visit on his 
way to London after a period of study at St Petersburg. 

ANGLICANS AND OTHERS 

The maJonty of Ethiopians are Orthodox; of the remainder, 
most are Muslims, some are pagans or animists and the rest 
Christians of other churches. There are Roman Catholics, 
Lutherans, Pentecostalists, and even some Anglicans. In spite of 
their small numbers, Roman Catholics are remarkably active. A 
couple of days after arriving in Addis I found myself sitting 
next to Sister Lemlem after the profession of six Franciscan 
brothers at the Priory Church. Sister Lemlem is a small, 
smiling, hospitable Eritrean, who runs the Catholic 
Archdiocesan Women's Development Project, housed in the 
compound of the Catholic cathedral. When I visited a couple of 
days later, I was directed to a smart new green building, 
through a gleaming glass door, along a polished corridor, past 
offices with photocopiers, duplicators and other equipment, into 
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remember. On the Friday of the next week when their 
father would return, Beatrice suggested going and getting 
another cheese from the giver; but her brother suggested 
prayer to St Thomas, since [he said] he shines with miracles 
and will not refuse to show where the cheese is. They said 
the Lord's Prayer before going to sleep. Beatrice dreamt 
that St Thomas came and asked why she was sad; she 
explained; he told her she had hidden the cheese in an old 
container. A wake she found it and took it to her brother in 
the night; he said he had a similar dream. They went and 
told their mother who told the parish priest, Edric, who 
examined both separately then went to Canterbury and told 
the monks about it, laughing.14 

The play of Beatrice is not the hilaritas of heaven but an 
absorption in unreality which led her to forgetfulness and fear 
and almost to deceit. It was her smaller brother Hugh who was 
a puer senex, and advised appeal to the saint. The whole story 
was told as a joca, that is not as a joke, but as an illustration of 
the care St Thomas had even for the smallest matters. Such 
children's play could end disastrously but it could also offer an 
opportunity for being converted and brought back from the 
moonlight world of play into the serious way of the adult. 

A possible exception to this might seem to be those who were 
venerated as saints, not in infancy but in their childish form; 
this, on the contrary, reinforces the argument. St Faith and St 
William of Norwich, for instance, were child-saints, but both 
died as martyrs in their childhood and so entered into the true 
childhood of heaven. With all his exaggerated praise of the 
simplicity of the boy William, when William's biographer wants 
to assert, against criticism, the holiness of his subject, he lists 
other child-saints each of whom was a martyr. 15 It was for this 
that they were canonized, not for any earthly goodness as chil­
dren. Like the Holy Innocents, the oldest group of infant saints 
in the kalendar, they put on a redeemed childhood through a 
death which identified them with Christ. 

In these accounts, there is no romantic view of children, 
naturally trailing clouds of glory just because they are children 
whose play was charming and to be indulged. For Christ, 
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Children in this second stage were often cured at the shrine of a 
saint and so brought out of the injured state of childhood . For 
instance, Colobem, a poor man of Norwich, and his wife 
Ansfrida had a son of seven, the age of reason, who was dumb. 
When they lay asleep together, they dreamed separately the 
same dream: a reverend person told them to bring the boy to 
the tomb of St William of Norwich next day and he would be 
cured . Awake, they compared dreams, and obeyed . At the tomb, 
they prayed, put a candle in the boy's  hand, he kissed the tomb 
and spoke at once, asking to go home. The candle, a typical 
offering to St William, was also a sign of illumination, of 
forgiveness and new light, and the fact that the boy's  first words 
were a request to go home may perhaps be taken as a desire for 
a home which is more lasting than the back streets of 
Norwich. 1 1 Moreover, when a poor woman whose young 
daughter was blind and dumb, though of an age to speak and 
therefore not an infant, brought the child to the same tomb, the 
cure was both painful and protracted. 12 

The child who is beyond infancy is not a puer senex but a 
part of fallen humanity now knowingly in its second age after 
Eden. Children out of infancy are presented as disobedient and 
careless, within the degenerate false childhood of time. They are 
easily distracted from the quest for true childhood in Christ: 
they are not naturally good, they must learn how to live. A sign 
of their weakness is that they are absorbed in play. There was 
Bobby, a disobedient and cruel little boy in Canterbury, who 
threw stones at frogs and fell into the Medway; he was believed 
drowned until his mother' s  prayer to St Thomas caused him to 
be restored to life to have a second chance at more serious 
conduct. 13 The contrast is highlighted in the story of Beatrice, a 
child, the small daughter of William of Ramsholt, and her 
younger brother Hugh, an infant. Their father, William was 
given a cheese one day and told his daughter to put it away. 

She went off to play (as befits her age) and some days later 
when she remembered the cheese she could not think where 
she put it . Afraid of punishment she went and found her 
younger brother Hugh, since they were specially friendly, 
and they whispered together to see if he could help · her 

18  

a comfortably furnished room where Sister Lemlem presided 
over the activities which went on in the green building. She 
herself carried a radio telephone which bleeped every now and 
then as we went round the project. 

As we toured the various rooms, she told me how this 
modem centre had been founded. She had realized that although 
the women she taught were smartly dressed and well groomed, 
this was deceptive. Ethiopians have an ability to emerge 
spotlessly clean and pressed from small, overcrowded mud huts 
with no running water, drainage or other facilities. Some of 
these women had come from the country and moved from place 
to place, camping on floors, unable to find work, with little to 
eat . She issued questionnaires, did market research, established 

• relationships with other agencies , and eventually launched her 
programme in a corridor of somebody else' s  building. Here she 
worked with the women until an approach to a Church agency 
produced funding for a purpose-built centre. The project is now 
a three-year training programme in home economics, needle­
work, embroidery and other skills, with a number of workshops 
for carpet-making, weaving, knitting and s imilar crafts. But she 
is proudest of the modem auditorium which seats 150. As well 
as being used for a monthly Mass, sessions are held here on 
management training, marriage encounter and natural family 
planning. She says, with sadness ,  that the last is not very 
popular, s ince the women prefer more unnatural contraceptive 
techniques . As I left she gave me a gift of a hand-embroidered 
priest ' s  stole. 'Even the poor can give gifts , '  she said firmly, in 
response to my protests . 

Next day we visited the three Brothers of the Missionaries of 
Charity, Mother Teresa' s  foundation. In the north part of Addis , 
some distance from the centre, there is a small community of 
brothers and a larger one of sisters. We were greeted by 
Michael, an Ethiopian from the south. He had been taken from 
the country at the age of nine by a Catholic priest to receive an 
education. He had hesitated between teaching and serving the 
poor; the latter call prevailed. He took us to the chapel, a plain 
room with some benches, stools, a simple altar and a tabernacle. 
Above the altar was a crucifix next to which was written, in 
large letters, 'I thirst' .  This thirsting of the Lord entered into 
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his life as he meditated, heard mass, ate breakfast, then began 
the long day of caring for the physically and mentally handi­
capped. It is a job that not many people want to do. The 
brothers and sisters, with little in the way of technical skills or 
medical training, offer their love. Some people criticize them 
because this seems unnecessarily little in a place where medical 
expertise is readily available through aid agencies. The brothers 
say that modern therapeutic techniques have a place alongside 
the simplicity of love offered by the Missionaries of Charity. 

Some of the best moments were spent at the orphanages. 
These are a huge long-term project which the Anglican Church 
in Addis, in cooperation with the Ethiopian Orthodox, has 
undertaken. It arose out of the sufferings of the people through 
war and famine, and especially the situation of children who had 
lost both parents. There are four orphanages which are home to 
seven hundred children. They are cared for, educated, and 
trained to earn a living, either in farming, fishing, furniture 
making, or hairdressing. 

Once we went round with a journalist keen to record some of 
the children telling their stories, in order to present the work of 
the orphanages to people in the West. There was a flat, 
predictable quality to what they had to say: no food in the 
village; they left walking; on the way their parents died of 
starvation or disease; they were fed at the camps; they were 
taken to the orphanage. Sometimes an extra, harrowing detail 
was added; a teenager bringing her younger brothers and sisters, 
for example, or a child with holes in his face from the pecking 
of a vulture. Usually, mercifully, they did not remember. 

The Anglican chaplaincy was founded in 1921 by a clergyman 
called J Ethelstan Cheese, who spent most of his working life 
tramping around the deserts of Somalia in large boots trying to 
arrange for the printing of a Somali Bible, and ·gaining a 
reputation for holiness among the tribesmen. During an 
uncharacteristic period of semi-stability he was persuaded to 
spend two years in Addis as the first chaplain. The chaplaincy is 
in a grey stone church which looks, as so many Anglican 
churches abroad do, as though it was transported stone by stone 
from a village in Sussex or Kent. The church compound has 
neat lawns, shady trees, bright flowers, and numbers of 
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As soon as they reached the age of reason, he kept the 
children he had treated with such affection at a distance, in 
order that they should not become too forward. 8 

The scriptural basis for such conduct was Luke 18:15-16, 'and 
they brought unto him also infants, that he would touch them; 
but when his disciples saw it they rebuked them, But Jesus 
called them unto him and said, "Suffer little children to come 
unto me and forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of 
heaven"'. As the patristic commentators were quick to point out, 
in this Jesus was teaching the true way for all to receive him, 
by simplicity and receptiveness. 

It was not only living saints that were in contact with very 
young children; a large proportion of those brought to be healed 
at the shrines of the saints were infants. Perhaps here it is idle 
to look for a theological framework with which to consider 
them; a more practical explanation would be that there were so 
many simply because there were lots of sick infants and des­
perate mothers. The practice of placing sick infants on the grave 
of St Guinefort in the Breton village of Dombes persisted for 
just this reason well into the eighteenth century, in spite of civil 
and ecclesiastical censure over the fact the Guinefort is unique 
among saints in having been in life a greyhound. 9 But it may 
also be that the written accounts of the miraculous healing of 
infants . at more reputable shrines were framed by those who 
recorded them in terms which would underline the fact that they 
were most open to receive and profit by heavenly blessing for 
the way: 

Richeldis, a woman of Oxford, had a small daughter about 
one and a half years old, crippled from birth . . . Carried on 
her mother's shoulders, the child was taken to the church of 
the virgin [Frideswide] and cured. The mother gave thanks 
and the child seemed also by her gestures to be praising 
God.10 

The infants are humble, receptive and they respond to the touch 
of mercy with delight, in that stage of innocence and ignorance 
that comes before the age of reason. For there is a difference in 
the response of the infant and the child at the tombs of saints. 
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This is not a sign of goodness in the infant, but a vision of the 
future when the child would grow into true childhood in Christ. 
As Bede says: 

this dream was truly fulfilled in her daughter Hild; for her 
life was an example of the works of light, blessed not only 
for herself, but to many who desired to live uprightly. 4 

But there is another role for the infant in the accounts of 
saints and their miracles, and that is as the puer senex, the wise 
child, a concept based on a verse from the book of Wisdom: 
'For venerable old age is not that of a long time, nor counted 
by the number of years, but the understanding of a man is grey 
hairs and an unspotted life is old age' · (Wisd. 4: 8-9). The saints 
were not born good and as children they very often needed a 
rebuke to bring them from the way of careless play to the hard 
work of salvation; such a rebuke could come from an infant. 
For instance, Cuthbert of Lindisfame was rebuked by such a 
puer senex; a three-year-old who with, as Bede says, ' the 
gravity of an old man' , rebuked him while he was running and 
wrestling in a field with other boys: ' It is not fitting for you to 
play among children, ' he said to Cuthbert, 'when the Lord has 
consecrated you to be a teacher of virtue even among your 
elders ' . 5 The infant could also be a messenger of God, not for 
conversion but for death, like the child Aesica, who was cared 
for by the nuns of Aethelburgh's abbey of Barking, and was not 
quite three when he died of the plague . Bede says he entered 
straight into heaven, after such a martyrdom of suffering, calling 
for the nun Edith to come with him, which she did by dying on 
the following day.6 

Moreover, the adult saint might show his understanding of the 
special status of infantia by attention to babies. St Hugh of 
Lincoln, who had himself been prevented from playing as a 
child ( 'Little Hugh, little Hugh, play is not for you') ,  was said· 
to have played with infants , the saint-child with the earthly 
child, picking up infants of six months old, and 'caressing them 
lovingly ' ,  so that ' those present were amazed at the unusual 
spectacle of the bishop and the infant absolutely happy in each 
other' s  company ' .7 Adam of Eynsham adds, however, that this 
appreciation of infantia did not extend to pueritia: 
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colourful birds . In the clear sky above eagles and kites hover. 
Attractive though it is to sit outside the church watching the 
birds and smelling the eucalyptus wood from the cooking fires , 
a broad stretch of tarmac outside the compound has been a place 
of violence. Here Mengistu' s forces used to line up youngsters 
they had collected from the kebelles and shoot them. The 
parents would come to ask for the bodies of their children and 
be told to pay the cost of the bullets which had killed them, 
before burial was permitted. The church is near the University 
where, the day before I arrived, students had been killed. 
Government sources gave the death toll as one, local 
information as twenty. These riots were a source of much 
anxiety and conversation, because people wondered whether the 
incident heralded a return to violence and civil war. 

On a Sunday about eighty people of assorted nationalities meet 
for the Eucharist - but no Ethiopians . An Ethiopian wishing to 
join the Anglican Church would be regarded with suspicion. 
There is , after all ,  a Church in Ethiopia which is deeply rooted 
in the local culture. This is the place where Ethiopians have 
found God since 300 AD, and is the right place for them to 
continue to do so. 

I enjoyed being Anglican in Addis, and enjoyed even more 
being entrusted with the care of the church for a couple of 
weeks. Sometimes there would be no congregation at the daily 
mass; while I would have hesitated to continue the celebration in 
England , feeling that the Eucharist is a communal act of wor­
ship, here I found much significance in these solitary times of 
communion. Intercessory prayer, eucharistic living, corporate 
solidarity - all these phrases gained a new significance for me in 
the solitary celebration of the Euchari�t in Addis Ababa. But the 
sight of white-clad figures standing in the comers and along the 
walls of the the rock churches of Axum at dawn, as the sound 
of chanting comes from the interiors, is an experience of 
praying with Ethiopians themselves which makes you feel that 
you are beginning to understand something of the country. 

The Revd Dr John Binns is Chairman of the Fellowship of St 
Alban and St Sergius, and Vicar of St Mary the Great, 
Cambridge. 
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BOOKS 

WIDE AS GOD'S LOVE: Commemorative edition of the 
Fairacres Chronicle edited by Jane Osborn and Sister Christine 
SLG. New City, 1994, £7.75. 

This is a book which brings things together. It is an anthology 
of articles already published in the Fairacres Chronicle, re­
printed here in an edition produced in connection with its 
twenty-fifth anniversary. Readers of the Fairacres Chronicle will 
not be surprised by the selection; but anyone who expected the 
journal of a contemplative community to produce articles con­
cerned only with a narrow, individual spirituality would be in 
for an eye-opener. In keeping with the title of the book (taken 
from words of Mother Mary Clare), there is an impressive 
breadth in the topics covered. The book starts, appropriately 
enough, with the Sisters of the Love of God; a history of the 
SLG Press is followed by pieces both about and by two of the 
outstanding figures who have shaped the life of the community, 
Father Gilbert Shaw and Mother Mary Clare. Thereafter we 
encounter the singing of Janet Baker, the novels of Solzhenitsyn, 
the early Celtic Church, modern Egyptian monasticism, the 
Buddhist way of meditation, spiritual reading and the Old 
Testament, St Francis paired with St Seraphim of Sarov, the 
issue of women in the priesthood seen from a new angle, and 
theological thought about time and about the Ascension. The 
editors have clearly been at pains to combine a wide variety of 
topics. 
But there is an additional kind of bringing together in the book. 
Many of the articles show how things which may seem to be 
different or separate can be united when seen at depth. 
Conversely, things of the spirit can be enriched by being linked 
to areas of life, or to other apects of spirituality, with which 
they are not usually associated. Thus we are reminded that 
Father Gilbert Shaw saw the deep unity behind the frequently 
separated spiritual traditions of the Christian East and West, and 
longed to have them united. In the same way, Father Donald 
Allchin relates St Francis and St Seraphim, and links the cosmic 
vision which they share with present day problems of pollution 
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and De Temporum Ratione, linked them specifically with the 
first two ages of human life: 

Six ages of the times of the world are to be distinguished. 
The first age [infancy - infantia] from Adam to Noah, 
containing ten generations, all of which perished at the 
universal flood, just as oblivion was wont to submerge the 
first age of everyone. For who is there from among no 
matter how many, who remembers his own infancy? 
The second age [childhood - pueritia] from Noah to 
Abraham. This was as it were the childhood of the race of 
the people of God and so that in which language was 
invented. For everyone begins to know how to speak after 
infancy, which is so called because it is incapable of 
talking.2 

lnfantia and pueritia are not the same: the baby is outside 
paradise but inarticulate, unformed, and therefore not culpable, 
being unknowing within the stream of time; its very passivity 
means that it can reflect flashes of the true childhood that lies 
ahead at the end of life on earth. The infant, however, soon 
degenerates into the child who is knowingly subject to time and 
decay; by seven, at least, the child must take responsibility for 
its faults and failures as a human being. 

The first stage of childhood, that of infancy, often has a role 
to play in the lives of the saint: this is dangerous literature 
because the saint's life is hagiography not biography, and there­
fore the writer will be drawing parallels deliberately with the 
life of Christ, but with that in mind it is an illuminating source. 
The signs before birth, the miraculous promise, are there in any 
saint's life, to show that the saint, like Christ, was foretold in 
the providence of God; but the infant saint, unlike the child 
Jesus, is not shown as a holy one there and then, but as some­
one, it is realized in retrospect, who will become holy in the 
future. One instance is Hilda of Northumbria, whose mother, 
Breguswith, had a dream during Hilda's infancy of her as 

a most precious necklace under her garment . . . which 
seemed to spread such a blaze of light that it filled all 
Britain with its gracious splendour. 3 
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A THEOLOGY OF CHILDHOOD 
Two Aspects of Childhood Shown in Accounts of Medieval Miracles 

SISTER BENEDICTA SLG 

Girls and boys, come out to play, 
The moon doth shine as bright as day , 
Leave your supper and leave your sleep, 
And come to your playfellows in the street. 

The temptation to play by moonlight, the bewitching, dangerous 
twilight, to leave normal life and duty in order to be irrespons­
ible and play , is a temptation that belongs to childhood. And to 
the Middle Ages all people were children, eating, sleeping and 
working their way through time before the great and true play­
time, the hilaritas of heaven, where 'we shall rest and we shall 
see, we shall see and we shall love, we shall love and we shall 
praise'. 1 It is with this in mind that the accounts of children 
should be read when they appear in one kind of medieval litera­
ture in particular , that is, the accounts of miracles connected 
with saints dead and alive. There are, on the one hand, incidents 
from the childhood of the saints, either remembered by them­
selves or recounted by others; and on the other, there are stories 
of children who were brought to the saint, or had visions of the 
saint, alive or dead, which worked for their healing, in one way 
or another. 

I would like to look at some examples of such miraculous 
children, taken almost always from English miracle collections 
or saints' lives, from the eighth to the twelfth centuries. I would 
like to suggest that in each case the child is seen within a 
pattern of understanding about humankind in relation to God,  in 
which they are regarded in two ways:  either as infants, 
incapable of thought or articulation, but therefore at times a 
channel for the voice of God; or as children out of the stage of 
infancy but before the state of adulthood, about to assume 
responsibility, and whose play is evidence of the levity and 
carelessness of unredeemed human beings. 

These two stages corresponded to the two first ages of the 
world, and Bede, in his two treatises on time, De Temporibus , 
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and the environment. Sister Edna Monica offers a fresh insight 
into the monastic vow of chastity by drawing on the deep and 
subtle understanding of sexual love in the novels of 
Solzhenitsyn. A delightful personal interview with Dame Janet 
Baker relates the spiritual life to the experience of singing. The 
Buddhist experience of meditation is drawn on by Sister 
Rosemary to enrich Christian contemplative practice, without 
taking away from its essential Christian nature. A description of 
the present-day monastery of St Macarius in Egypt shows how 
the most ancient tradition of Christian monasticism can be 
related to practical social and personal concerns of today . And 
other such links are made in other articles. 
By bringing together these articles , the editors have pointed to a 
spirituality of wholeness. We are reminded that the same Holy 
Spirit works to bring all things together in unity - surely a 
theme of great importance for today . I feel sure that readers of 
the Chronicle, even though they may already have some or all 
of the articles in back numbers, will appreciate having this 
selection in one book. And all will hope that the Fairacres 
Chronicle will go on helping us to pray and to understand the 
wideness and the depth of God 's  love, for many years to come. 

SANDY RYRIE 

SSM: History of the Society of the Sacred Missio n by Alistair 
Mason. Canterbury Press, 1993, £ 1 1.95. 

In face of Alan Wilkinson 's  weighty and very readable history 
of the Community of the Resurrection, it was natural to have 
awaited with some nervousness an equivalent history of SSM. 
This book, however, is not only readable but is shot through 
with a humour and a compassion which make it a delight to 
read. Dr Mason has a nice way with oblique observations set 
alongside facts and quotations which are often eloquent. This not 
only makes for a good read but also allows precise judgements 
to be offered without a heavy hand in sight. 

The origins of the Society are set within a general survey of 
the nineteenth-century revival of the religious life, within which 
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are found the source of tensions which have characterized and 
sometimes bedevilled the life of SSM - missionaries or monks, 
for instance. But more fundamental is the tension caused by 
Herbert Kelly's inability, in practice, to see the value of the 
religious life not, indeed, as an end, but as itself a means to 
glorifying God. Perhaps the root problem is that a Society 
which so thoroughly adopted the forms of the religious life has 
so frequently failed to sustain a corporate theology for 
interpreting them. Not that the reality has been absent, of 
course. Mason, for instance, observes that Kelham Hall was a 
pretentious place. Maybe so, but he does not appear to grasp 
that the making-do, camping-out style of the Society's life 
within it (at least until the sixties) was a genuine, if circum­
stantial, expression of the vow of poverty .. 

Mason's treatment of Kelham in general, through its golden 
age to the years of its decline and death, is fair and generous. 
'Kelham in its glory was a very great theological college' 
(p.160). Fragments of that glory persisted to the end; but 
against its later reality one could set words of HK: 'A system 
involving some specific separation from the normal life of the 
Church is no use at all' (cf. p.66). Perhaps, albeit from a 
position of only very partial understanding, that was something 
of the unease the CACTM inspectors were prone to express in 
later years. It could be said that, at its worst, Kelham as a total 
institution trained men not for the Church but for itself. Mason 
observes, 'A theology is a matter of thinking; a tradition 
manages quite well when it is unthinking' (p.62). 

In all this, both glorious and inglorious, the unity of 
community and students was central to the vision and it was the 
failure of this in a changing world, rather than any perceived 
deficit in the quality of the students (p.251), which led. some to 
believe that the venture was no longer possible. Alan Wilkinson 
misses the point when he says that the traumatic effect on the 
Society of the college's closure was evidence of insufficient 
independence of community from students (cf. p.265). That is 
simply to read Kelham through Mirfield spectacles. It is like 
saying that marriage is, on the whole, bad because the partners 
get hurt when there is a separation. 
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Helmut von Moltke, written in 1942, which formed one of the 
readings, perhaps give a hint: 

For us, Europe after the war is not so much a question of 
frontiers and soldiers, of complex organisations or great 
plans. Europe after the war is the question: How can the 
human image be re-established· in the hearts of our fellow­
citizens? 
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These unfolded in mime and singing and very simple symbolic 
movements which revealed many things : for instance, the 
courage and devotion in communities where there is dejection 
and uncertainty about the future; and the pains and travails 
involved in the still unfinished process of becoming once again 
one nation. 

This was all in the setting of the most generous hospitality, 
li11:1rgical l?ray�r, an� m�y meetings wi�h friends old and new . , ..,. . 
With baffhng mgenmty Sister Olga � to house not only k1,u ri v.::"1 
us three from Schloben but also Wal traut and Gesine, very 
comfortably and in great stillness and peace in her hermitage 
(which must be bigger than a Bede House hut) , just behind the 
manor house. Most people left after lunch on Saturday, but we 
had accepted an invitation to stay on for another day, which 
enabled us to have more walks and talks and take part in the 
very beautiful Sunday Eucharist. 

The highlight of the visit was most certainly on Friday itself. 
After a not-too-long vigil service, we all repaired to the hillside 
where a little amphitheatre of stones nestles under the great 
memorial cross, which is now undoubtedly one of the holy 
places of Europe. Until 1989 that cross stood very near the 
frontier, and Imshausen was for many people 'the last homely 
house' before crossing into the grey, incalculable land. Now it 
stands - suddenly almost in the very middle of a reunited 
Germany. 

So we gathered there in the warm dusk for more singing, and 
to listen to a series of remarkable extracts from letters and 
notebooks of members of the German resistance, many of whom 
were executed almost fifty years ago. After that a great bonfire 
was lit, and we stood round it, each with our own thoughts. 
The cross towered , black against the furiously crackling blaze, 
while behind it another burning and shining light rose silently 
out of the hills , the full midsummer moon. 

I fmd I still have to remind myself that Adam von Trott and 
his friends have never ranked as patriots and heroes . Rather, it 
was their vocation to fail , and to bear witness specifically in 
failure, disgrace and death . While the witness has never ceased 
to bear fruit and to inspire, its full meaning is not yet within 
the grasp of our understanding . But these words from a letter of 
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There are chapters on HK's theological method and the 
tradition he represented. His dogged assertion of the primacy of 
God 's gracious action and his rejection of a religion centred on 
feelings is as needful now as eve,-, as this sentence, noted in a 
recent diocesan leaflet, bears witness : 'Liturgy . . .is designed to 
express our feelings about God, Jesus Christ and the world God 
created ' .  HK's emphasis on church history showed itself as a 
central focus in the Society 's teaching syllabus. Mason implies 
that a growing interest in biblical studies from the late fifties 
was somehow a move away from this . But the historico-critical 
study of Old and New Testaments is an aspect of the study of 
the history of Israel and the Church, and not an alternative to it. 
From that point of view, it was a legitimate expression of SSM 
theology as it sought to be sensitive to developments in the 
Church at large. 

As the book rightly reminds us, SSM was, and is, much more 
than Kelham. There is a worthy tribute to the liturgist Gabriel 
Hebert, placing his achievement in the context of an illuminating 
sketch of the European ecumenical movement in the first half of 
the century. There is an engaging chapter on Africa, with some 
marvellous vignettes of missionary style (though there is not a 
little sadness, too, in the story as a whole). There are considera­
tions of the Society 's work in Australia and Japan, and a fmal 
chapter which attempts the difficult task of writing its continuing 
history. As HK insisted, you cannot know God 's will in the 
present, but at best in what has happened . There is in the 
Society today both courage and a readiness to 'give it a go ' 
after so much anguish . However, one could be uneasy at the re­
appearance of young students in cassocks and scapulars and at a 
return, literally, to Vassall Road . It would have been good to 
hear more of Ralph Martin's draft 'SSM New Rule for a New 
Century ' .  Is this an authentic interpretation of the founder's 
charism and, if so, will the Society recognize it as such and 
choose to embrace it? 

'An angel that stands stil l  ceases to be an angel' (from the 
New Rule, cf. p .284). Indeed, but even an angel has to stay still 
long enough for his message to gain an opportunity of being 
heard . One can hope that the Society will find a new kind of 
st�bility and that Alistair Mason' s fine achievement will make a 
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contribution to that, and to a better understanding in the Church 
as a whole of a Society whose declared aim has always been 
obedience to God in the service of his Church. 

ALEX ADKINS 

CENTRED ON CHRIST: An Introduction to Monastic Profession 
(Second Edition) by Augustine Roberts. St Bede's Publications, 
Petersham, Massachusetts, 1993, £9. 99. 

Since 1967, when Dom Augustine Roberts began his study of 
monastic profession, and the publication of the first edition of 
this book in Spanish and English in 1978, much in the world 
and in the Church has changed. Roberts has, therefore, 
thoroughly revised his work, and presents this second edition as 
a 'more coherent synthesis' , declaring it to be 'definitive' . It is 
intended as a 'handbook or companion for those preparing to 
make monastic profession. ' 

He explores the objective commitment of monastic vows in 
the context of the baptismal life, and then relates the vows to 
the experience of daily monastic living. He is keen to promote a 
less juridical atmosphere, and to interpret the vows as 'points of 
departure' on our journey to God, signalling 'the adventure of 
living completely centred on Christ, in body, soul and spirit' 
(p .4). Thus vows are not to be interpreted as 'laws which 
restrict the liberty of spiritual growth' but as 'responsibilities of 
a special state of life' (p.5). On this basis Roberts deals in turn 
with fidelity to the monastic life, consecrated chastity, 
benedictine poverty, monastic obedience, cenobitic stability, and 
the spirituality and prophetic character of monastic profession. 
As abbot of the Cistercian abbey at Spencer, Massachusetts he 
draws upon a variety of sources typical of his tradition, in­
cluding the Desert Fathers and Mothers, Cassian, Benedict, 
Bernard and the Cistercian reformers, and the documents of 
Vatican II. 

The core of the book is the second chapter on 'fidelity to the 
monastic life'. Following the 1980 edition of The Rule of St 
Benedict, Roberts now prefers this translation of conversatio 
morum (cf. first edition). In keeping with current scholarship he 
also sees the monastic promises not so much as three distinct 
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sense of shock. The school, just behind the Pjarrhaus, serves all 
the hamlets round about; since the Wende children who used to 
walk across the fields to school, even in winter, now have to be 
brought in cars and buses for their own safety. A child is like a 
car, there for the taking. An ugly and tragic incident like this 
could not have happened; I am told, before the Wende, because 
the State had such an iron grip on everyone, few people had 
cars and the borders were closed. This man came from Berlin 
and was easily identified by a handful of children whom he had 
stolen before. 

I'm not so sure it couldn't have happened, only that it would 
have been easily covered up. The old newspapers contained no 
actual news, only, for example, that a certain shoe factory had 
exceeded its production target. But I suppose one has to realize 
that freedom to come and go, buy and sell, live and let live, 
includes also the freedom to be bad and get away with it. The 
old tyrannical authority has gone, and with it a great deal of the 
social security and freedom from anxiety; but without the 
counterbalancing authority of a willingly accepted and lawfully 
enjoined code of behaviour people are exposed to fresh and 
unfamiliar dangers up till now confined to TV screens. Religion, 
as I have mentioned, is a weak thing here, and the Churches are 
very preoccupied with sorting out their structures, etc. 

Schloben, June 27th 

Yesterday afternoon we got back from two days at lmshausen 
where, together with perhaps a hundred or so religious and lay­
people, Catholic and Reformed, from all over Germany, we 
were invited to celebrate a 'Johannisfest'. Some of you know 
that hidden, green-ringed wonderland in the Hessen hill country 
called the Tannenhof, where the Imshausen community have 
lived and worked and welcomed people from all over the world 
ever since the end of the War. After tea on the first afternoon 
we wandered to various sites where trees gave shade, and bales 
of straw and cans of apple juice had been provided, to reflect in 
groups on the life and calling of St John the Baptist. The same 
groups met on Saturday morning to devise (almost impromptu) 
expressions of thanksgiving for any number of unspecified 
blessings which had brought us together to celebrate this feast. 
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from valleys and woodlands, and everywhere one sees little 
wooden notices with owls on them , reminding people that this 
area is under special protection. A stinking swamp just outside 
the village is now a beautiful pond for wildfowl and frogs and 
others. Cows graze glossily in meadows instead of being herded 
into stalls by men on motor bikes. The crops are no longer 
being sprayed, everything is greener and there is an abundance 
of wildflowers. Within another three or four years, if the policy 
continues, the land will perhaps have fully recovered from the 
brutal exploitation of a system obsessed with Production. In all 
areas of life here there are gains and losses, but certainly in the 
countryside the gains seem to have greatly outweighed the losses 

Thuringia is a very beautiful land. Its traditions of music, 
woodcarving , husbandry, literature, porcelain, etc. are tremen­
dously rich. It has not yet been discovered by the tourists, but 
of course they will come in time. Until the Wende the country 
was completely without inns or hotels except in big towns. 
These are gradually being restored and developed. The wonder­
ful villages are recovering their beauty. People now cultivate 
their gardens with some enthusiasm and are beginning to 
discover a feeling of community. I could pursue this theme 
endlessly because every day , even in this obscure corner, there 
are fresh surprises and joys. 

But there is also evidence of civil regression in society. Ina, a 
little girl of nine, was kidnapped here on the Friday before 
Trinity Sunday , on her way home from school. The kidnap was 
announced by loud-speaker after Compline. The whole of Satur­
day the village roared with police cars, police mini-vans, often 
with children inside, police motor-bikes, and helicopters flying 
low over the surrounding country. If it had not been so agoniz­
ing, it would have been quite exciting. At 4: 00 a.m. on Trinity 
Sunday the police brought the child back to her parents. Her 
kidnapper had pitched her out of the car after taking her to a 
place called Kronach about two and a half hours' drive away. 
She asked people to direct her to the police and she appeared to 
be all right. Although reports were on the national radio news, 
we don ' t  know details of the child's ordeal. Her kidnapper, a 
serial child molester, was caught . 

The incident has now passed out of the news, but has left a 
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vows, but as three important aspects of the new life being 
embraced by the novice. On this view conversatio morum 
becomes the 'central core or axis of monastic profession' (p.6) , 
because it embraces the basic methods by which the search for 
God is expressed in a monastery. Roberts draws attention to 
Benedict's preference for the term conversatio , in contrast to 
conversio used in The Rule of the Master. He sees a correlation 
between Benedict 's understanding of conversatio and the use of 
the Greek word politeia in Desert Monasticism, as witnessed to 
by Cassian and the Desert Fathers. According to Roberts, the 
term designated a particular rule of life or observances followed 
by a monk or group of monks, not as an end in itself, but as a 
means of growing in the love of God. This is why, he contends, 
the commitment to personal poverty and celibacy have always 
been understood in the Benedictine tradition to be embraced by 
the vow of conversatio morum - not as ends in themselves but 
as necessary means for directing human energy to the love of 
Christ alone. 

Benedict, Roberts argues, is consistent in promoting a 
dynamic, objective view of monastic life, something corporate 
and personal, but never individualistic or pietistic - hence his 
dislike of the translation ' conversion of manners' . He challenges 
the modern suspicion of concrete observances as alienating, 
pointing out that in The Rule of Benedict monastic life is never 
abstract: it is always concrete and specific. He sees this exemp­
lified in the formulae of profession charters which declare 
profession as the self-gift of this person, born in this town, to 
this monastery , in this community, under this abbot, in this 
place. In other words, profession involves a commitment to live 
the monastic life not in an ideal form which never exists, but 
according to the concrete observances of a particular community 
which has been freely chosen by the monk. In all monasteries 
there are deficiencies and imperfections. But it is only when the 
monk has come face to face with these weaknesses, and has 
confronted his own, that he is ready to make profession, which 
then becomes a testimony of perseverance and fidelity. The vow 
of conversion is thus ' a  commitment to embrace and live in 
depth those bodily and spiritual disciplines without which the 
life would not be truly monastic' (p.18). 
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Roberts goes on to detail five specific expressions of the 
monastic life: withdrawal from society (enclosure and silence), a 
life of prayer (lectio divina and liturgy), austerity (fasting, vigil 
and simplicity of lifestyle), common life, and monastic work 
(either intellectual or manual). He sees the monastery as a 
'community of praise, free for God alone' (p.25). This, he says, 
is its 'defining characteristic'. It is surprising, and disappointing, 
that he doesn't give much attention to the opus dei, the Divine 
Office, in this context. He acknowledges that Benedict, in 
keeping with many other documents of ancient monasticism, 
does not appear to know of the custom of a daily eucharistic 
celebration; but he does not explore the implications of this 
observation. Roberts would seem to be unaware of de Vogue's 
research in this area. Instead he talks (without qualification) 
about the mass as 'the centre of the monastic day' and of 'the 
primacy of the eucharist' in the monastic life. No one wishes to 
detract from the importance of the eucharist; the mass may 
indeed be literally at the centre of the monastic horarium as in 
my own community. But the fact is that a Benedictine 
monastery without a daily eucharist is still a Benedictine 
monastery; whereas a Benedictine monastery without the Office 
has ceased to exist. I suspect that Abbot Roberts' perspective in 
this area continues to be formed, albeit unconsciously, by the 
clericalism that has dominated so much of male Benedictine life. 

As I have already acknowledged, one of Abbot Roberts' 
declared aims in this study is to get away from the juridical 
language that has dogged Roman Catholic writing on this 
subject. Statements like: 'The monastic vocation is a call to 
sound the depths of Christian conversion which is the primary 
requirement of the Gospel' (p.44), are a welcome breath of 
fresh air. But their impact is somewhat vitiated when . only a 
couple of paragraphs later one is back in the world of 
'permissions', 'obligations', 'privileges' and 'dispensations'. Is 
Roberts' change in language merely cosmetic? One wonders. 

The chapter on consecrated chastity raises similar questions. It 
contrasts well with a thirty-page article on the charism of 
celibacy I was once given to read in preparation for testing my 
vocation. It was by a Jesuit who succeeded in talking about 
celibacy, chastity and virginity, all interchangeably, without 
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an array of apple and cherry blossom, and such an Albert Hall 
volume of birdsong. Generally my work is to help Brigitte in 
the kitchen, clean the house, help Maria according to need and 
share in the general bits and pieces. But gardening now absorbs 
about four or five hours of the day, and I serve two mistresses -
Brigitte behind wrestling with snails and couch grass, and Maria 
in front preparing the three big flowerbeds for planting. I have 
planted hundreds of seeds gathered last summer at Bede House 
and so far pricked out 275 annuals. There are already some 
lovely permanent residents in these beds as well as delicious 
things hanging out of the wall, but we are aiming at a solid 
carpet of colour to last into late autumn. There is something 
very deep about the need for colour and gaiety in the East; it 
has not entirely come out of its grey blankets. (The lack of 
colour was one of the worst privations that Bonhoeffer endured 
in his two years in prison.) Until the potatoes, French beans and 
carrots begin to come we shall live on zucchinis, rhubarb and 
chives. No brassicas here as they do not grow hearts or heads, 
only stalks. 

30th May 1994 

At Ascensiontide the visible world was at the height of its 
springtime glory. Apple and plum blossom above, midnight blue 
carpets of bugle underfoot. The few roads and lanes of this 
village have been transformed into dim fragrant tunnels of lilac, 
chestnut and beech covering everything that is unsightly and 
rotting and ugly. Four-inch luscious liquorice snails process 
doggedly towards my seedlings, which have to be protected 
every night with individual mini-flower-pots. Now the hay has 
been mowed in the meadow and stands in a row of little green 
stacks. The wonderful outlines of trees are all swimming in 
variegated greens. I have heard the cuckoo precisely twice in 
May, which is very curious, but we have plenty of other birds, 
in particular Gartenrotschwanze (redstarts) which are new to me, 
and whose wings and tail feathers are an irridescent red in 
flight. There are tits in the letterbox of No. 17, Ursula's old 
house, swallows everywhere, jays and woodpeckers. 

Nearly five years after the Wende the landscape is recovering 
its beauty. Terrible deposits of rubbish have been cleared away 
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up till now there has been time for more in the evening. But 
this time will soon be absorbed by the garden. A lot of my time 
is spent in silence, 'just getting on quietly' ,  as Sr Jocelyn Mary 
would say, and taking things in, but not yet able to pass them 
on. Night Office, four times a week, for which we provide our 
own readings - at the moment from Tobias , and selections from 
Bonhoeffer - is the time when the mental and spiritual digestion 
processes of the previous day are completed and the new 
material passes into the next day ' s  thoughts, something I had 
not realized so clearly before. 

I am reading a good deal of stuff that would normally never 
come my way, but which I am finding very important for my 
time here, in particular a book in which most publishing houses 
have united to contribute pieces by their authors on the themes 
of violence and xenophobia. These pieces make deeply disturb­
ing reading and are of a high quality of writing, especially those 
that seem most simple. I do hope it will be very widely read; 
even in this backwater there is such a sense of dismay and 
apprehension about the way things are going in German society. 
Speaking only of the West, this is a very different Germany 
from the one I visited between '78 and ' 87. Not a day passes 
without some ' incident ' of violence and racism whether great or 
small, in some part of the country . The ever-increasing 
unemployment, combined with the high-handed and insensitive 
treatment of East Germans by Wests, is helping to concoct a 
very disagreeable mixture. Reading the weekly church news­
paper, in which Maria marks articles for me, is another 
instructive pastime, and it has many good and heartening items . 
I don't usually have much time for information, and I have only 
the scantiest about South Africa and Bosnia, but what I . am able 
to absorb is more than ever reflected in the psalmody, especially 
those experiences of rejection and isolation which are so much a 
matter of course for hundreds of thousands of people here, and 
which are a constant theme of the intercessions. 

Meanwhile, spring is fully and superabundantly here, with 
misty mornings and hot afternoons. What looked like a spongy 
yellow field lined with heaps of dead undergrowth and rotting 
branches (burning is not allowed here) , has turned into a magic 
orchard full of bugle and speedwell and dandelions, with such 
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mentioning the words ' sex ' or ' sexuality ' once. Mercifully, such 
intellectual gymnastics are a thing of the past. Roberts is en­
couraging and positive : 'Accept your sexuality with optimism, 
self-control and a sense of personal responsibility. God has 
given it to you as something beautiful and dynamic' (p.65). 
'Chastity means integrating your sexuality into the rest of your 
human, Christian and monastic life' (p.54). He acknowledges 
the importance of avoiding ' an artificial repression of the lower 
levels of human love' and the corresponding importance of 
' directing their sexual energy toward its true centre and destiny, 
the love of Christ '  (p.56). I am sad that sexuality still needs to 
be relegated to the ' lower levels of human love ' ;  and I am 
disappointed by Roberts' statement that 'by virginity we under­
stand not only material or natural virginity . . . but also virginity 
"recovered" in some way by penitence' (p.53 , italics mine) . I 
look forward to the day when Christians can write about 
sexuality without somehow demeaning this realm of human re­
lating as necessarily sinful . The ghost of Saint Augustine still 
stalks the cloister. 

Let me make one final observation about this chapter. 'The 
state of consecrated virginity is objectively . . .  a more Christ-like 
state than matrimony' (p.69) . By the same token, Roberts could 
equally have said that being male is objectively a more Christ­
like state than being female, but I hardly think it is going to get 
us anywhere. In my own view, statements about the superiority 
of the celibate life over a vocation to marriage are misplaced 
and theologically incorrect. They are certainly not going to 
foster the dialogue about human sexuality which our society 
needs to engage in and in which I believe the monastic tradition 
has a potentially significant contribution to make. 

Roberts sees monastic obedience as 'a living communion with 
the authority of Christ ' (p.96) . 'The monk obeys in order to 
unite himself with Christ' (p .93) .  This section of the book reads 
well, though I was surprised he has so little to say about 
listening. His presentation of this subject is weakened by the 
absence of any critique of the current obsession of our society 
with self-fulfilment . This is prominent in the psychology of my 
own generation, and one needs to ask how a vow of obedience 
can relate to it. Do novices come to the monastery nowadays to 
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seek God or self-fulfilment? or both? I do not think it is any 
longer possible to use the language of self-renunciation as 
Roberts wants to, without entering this area of debate, as 
Heather Ward has admirably attempted in her book The Gift of 
Self (DLT, 1990). 

Roberts genuinely wants to promote a dynamic of the monas­
tic life, but sometimes communicates the reverse. For example, 
he cannot quite reconcile himself to friendship in the com­
munity; and he can only expound a theology of obedience within 
a strictly hierarchical model of the Church - which may explain, 
at least in part, why when he is talking about the formative role 
of the common life in the monastery, he is at his weakest. A 
monastic superior once said to me: 'In the monastic life, it's not 
the vows that are the problem: it's the brethren.' In my own 
experience this is certainly a sizeable chunk of the crucible in 
which one's sanctificaton occurs, which is why at the end of the 
day I find Jean Vanier exciting and Augustine Roberts dis­
appointing. Nevertheless, for all my criticisms, Centred on 
Christ is a good book and a helpful study, each chapter con­
cluding with questions for reflection, and a helpful select 
bibliography for further study. 

ROBERT ATWELL OSB 

ELEMENTS OF FAITH: An Introduction to Orthodox Theology 
by Christos Yannaras. T & T Clark, 1991, £9.95. 

Elements of Faith is a presentation of Orthodox theology written 
especially for those whose minds have been influenced by 
Western culture. Although addressed initially to people coming 
into firsthand contact with the worship of Eastern Orthodox 
Christians it has a much wider ecumenical dimension since it 
wonderfully enlarges our understanding and appreciation of what 
it means to be a Christian and a member of the universal 
Church. In warmly commending the book to Anglicans, in 
particular, I should like to begin by quoting from an article 
written earlier this year by the Bishop of Oxford. 
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at Rabis, and always women greatly outnumbering men. So the 
young family is like one of the frail signs of springtime. There 
are many others, but one has to look for them. 

Those who know Easter at the Cella will remember that the 
Vigil starts at midnight, and reading the twelve lessons with due 
pauses for silence takes until about 3: 15 a.m. Then there is time 
to wash and change before the Vigil Mass at 4:30, followed by 
a similar timetable to ours. With Brigitte's duties as Pastor to 
this village, simplicity has to govern everything, as it has done 
for many years. To me it has always been remarkable that what­
ever else is put off or left undone or ignored, this never 
happens to prayertime or Divine Office. 

St George's Day, April 23rd 

The social problems here are all too familiar. Although I rarely 
hear the wireless and we have no TV, Bosnia is never far from 
our thoughts. I read the paper, scanning the pages for news of 
Britain, but this seems to be restricted to boasts about the 
Tunnel, reports of Prince Charles's lost dog, and the general 
shortage of rabbits for childrens' pets. If there is nothing more 
than that to report, things must be fairly somnolent. 

You may have heard in Low Week of the severe flooding 
which has caused havoc in much of Thuringia and Saxony. Now 
it is the most lovely spring weather and the uglinesses of 
decayed workshops and abandoned farming gear is gradually 
being masked behind waving willow branches. Violets grow in 
masses, and now cowslips; and in the gardens where there is a 
bit of space between the gnomes, exquisite pulsillata, for which 
this soil must be specially favourable. So now our afternoons 
are being spent in this huge garden. Carrots, onions, zucchinis, 
and most of the potatoes have been planted, together with a host 
of Bede House flower seeds which I hope will thrive. 

St Mark, April 25th 

Sr Brigitte, a Deaconess from Potsdam, is here for a month on 
holiday and retreat. So far she hasn't missed a single Office, 
despite long rambles every day into the country. We are reading 
Maria's translation of the SLG Rule at present. 

Time for prayer is well safeguarded morning and evening, and 
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Thuringian style. In the house the physical work has been 
considerably lightened and the house is much cleaner and 
warmer with many new windows, new wash-basins and a 
shower. The cellar has been made usable by the removal of the 
old furnace and installation of a completely new oil heating 
system. To me the crowning joy is a lovely new sink in the 
kitchen. These enormous improvements have greatly alleviated 
the drudgery of former days and correspond, I think, to some­
thing spiritual. There is an atmosphere of lightness, gaiety and 
simplicity within a framework of prayer and order and worship 
and really profound silence which is quite unforced. 

I feel enormously honoured to be part of what is going on 
here, something which I know is important without being able 
to describe it fully. 'Wait without thought, for you are not ready 
for thought.' 

Schloben, April 17th 

This is the start of my fifth week in Schloben, but I feel as if I 
had been here much longer. We are still waiting for spring and 
everything is very bare apart from the geometric arrangements 
of pansies, mostly navy blue, purple or dark red, which adorn 
the graves, and the over-bright primulas purchased at the vast 
DIY-cum-Garden Superstore at Lobeda, which is one of the 
first-fruits of the free market economy. 

There has been a steady sprinkling of visitors all along, but I 
was glad we were not too crowded for Holy Week and Easter. 
We were seven in all, including two Roman Catholics, and were 
joined on Maundy Thursday by a young married couple with 
three baby daughters who live next door to Ursula's old house, 
and who took turns in minding them and joining in our 
services. The Maundy Mass is celebrated here round the supper 
table. It is festal and people wear their best clothes and enjoy 
their supper. This is followed by the Watch. 

On Good Friday we had a parish service in the house, to 
which four or five came. There has been no great increase in 
church attendance anywhere in East Germany since the Wende 
(the political events of 1989); rather, a considerable falling-off 
from the packed churches of 1988-89. In Schloben it is still the 
quiet, steady, old faithfuls who tum up here, as at Graben and 
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I cannot ignore the great split between East and West. We 
all have so much to receive still from the Orthodox 
Churches with their depth of spirituality, their strong 
aesthetic appeal and their profound sense of the Holy Spirit. 
Too much of the present debate in Britain goes on as 
though that great split did not exist, as though Western 
Christianity was the only form. 

'In the Same Boat', The Tablet, 12 March 1994 

Dr Christos Yannaras,one of those lay, married theologians who 
make a vital contribution to Orthodox theology, has given 
Westerners, whose minds he perceives as as having become cut 
off from 'the roots of faith', a crystal clear, sharp-edged 
introduction to Orthodox theology. He describes the book as a 
kind of 'primer or an elementary handbook'. Anyone who reads 
it carefully will be challenged by it, since he successfully 
distinguishes what the Christian faith is from what it is not, and 
clears much of the confusion which exists 'relative to the truth 
of the Christian church' and seeks 'to purify this truth from the 
blend of alien and foreign ingredients which tend to substitute 
themselves for it'. (Prologue p.xiii) 

He begins by looking at the way we generally approach life 
nowadays, with our demand for objectivity and a tendency to 
repress the 'metaphysical' dimension, the Greek meta ta physica 
meaning literally an area 'beyond physics' . (It is fascinating to 
notice the places where one becomes aware that it was first 
written in Greek by a Greek who is expounding Greek philo­
sophical and theological thought from within.) But when disaster 
strikes and there is some breakdown in our life the 'armour of 
self-sufficiency collapses' and Y annaras says (pp.3-4): 

In these unanticipated moments of "metaphysical awaken­
ing", one might say that all our questions are summarized 
automatically in one significant word, spontaneously known 
and immeasurably unknown: God. Who first spoke to us 
about him? What is he? . . . Does he exist or does he not 
exist? Is he the cause and goal of existence and of the 
world? Does man have within himself something from him, 
something which surpasses space, time, decay, and death? 
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He then considers different ways in which God has been known 
in the past and between which we must still choose. 

If we wish to know the abstract concept of God which 
logical necessity imposes, we must follow consistently and 
precisely the rules of logic. If we wish to know the God of 
the psychology of religion and of the emotions, we must 
cultivate within ourselves the psychological and religious 
motives for this knowledge. And if we wish to know the 
God of the Judaeo-Christian tradition, we must follow the 
way of personal relationship and experience, the way of 
faith. (p.10) 

The italics in the above quotation are mine, because the rest of 
the book is concerned with what it means in practice to choose 
to go by this way of faith. It is a way which can only be 
realized within the fellowship and liturgical worship of the 
Church and which has to be lived out personally in every 
moment of life. 

Dr Y annaras expounds with wonderful clarity the Greek 
patristic understanding of the human person as having the 
capacity to share and converse with other human persons, to 
realize life as love and as freedom, because we are created in 
the image of the tri-personal God. Indeed, the natural end of the 
human attraction to love is to find our fulfilment in loving God. 
Both marriage and monasticism serve this purpose; the monastic 
making a leap of faith to this end, the married persons working 
it out step by step in their relationship of mutually self-giving 
love. For both, asceticism is seen positively as the need to 
transcend self and our ego-centricity. 

By introducing the Western reader to some of the distinctive 
features of the Orthodox tradition, Dr Y annaras points us to our 
true heritage from the undivided Church before 'the great split 
between East and West'. He is forthright and critical of some of 
the deviations which the Western mind-set has imposed on the 
Christian faith, in particular the way in which our overemphasis 
on rationality, free will and dominion has led to what he 
discerns as an ethical failure, 
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visit Sister Anke in Berlin one day while I am here. I really 
have no idea what is going to happen in this time away. 'Your 
job is standing/listening' seems to be all I need to be told for 
the time being. 

Schloben, Palm Sunday, March 27th 

Last night, with the clocks forward one hour, and a brilliant full 
moon shining all night into cell and chapel, we could once more 
keep step with all of you. I have been here, incredibly, one 
week. Although we are about the same degree of latitude as 
Bede House, being about 500 miles east it is much colder. 
March hereabouts is like February at home, and so far I have 
seen only one daffodil timidly emerging from its green sheath. 
Rain, wind, snow, sleet and sunshine interchange capriciously. I 
have walked round two of the three villages. The road to 
Groben, which used to be almost empty, is now very dangerous, 
with traffic tearing down into our village and out again the other 
side. Two gigantic beech trees have fallen, immense creatures 
but with rotten roots, like a symbol of the fallen regime. The 
electricity was cut off for a while until the cable they broke was 
mended. 

We had visitors until yesterday and now we have a pause 
until about four people come for the Triduum. Our quiet little 
Palm Sunday mass would present quite a contrast to the proces­
sion and eucharist with you, but I am finding that I am able to 
enter into the richness of these Mysteries by other ways. Today 
our local builder brought along a beautiful oak cross, made by a 
friend in another village, with a plain steel plaque bearing Sister 
Ursula's name, dates of birth and death, which will stand by her 
grave, solid, dignified, four feet tall. I am hoping it will be 
brought into the Liturgy in some way this week. 

The Holy Week Liturgy here won't be quite strange to me, 
for I experienced it in 1987, but there are significant differences 
in everything. Outside, the village continues to remake itself 
every day. This house constitutes in itself the centre, which is 
otherwise lacking. Immediately in front of us a little square is 
forming, which will eventually have a fountain, a car-park, an 
administrative or leisure block with dwellings above, and a jolly 
little Rathaus refurbished and restored at great cost in the old 
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GERMAN NOTES 

SISTER ISABEL MARY SLG 

Since the 1970s the Sisters of the Love of God have had close 
ties with the German Lutheran community of Ordo Pacis. Sister 
Anke, then the Leading Sister of Ordo Pacis, was the first of 
them to visit Fairacres, and there have been many exchange 
visits by members of both communities over the years, including 
our visits to their house at Schloben in former East Germany. In 
mid-Lent Sister Isabel Mary joined Sisters Brigitte and Maria 
there for a sojourn of several months, staying at the Cella St 
Hildegard, the community house at Fleestedt, near Hamburg, en 
route. Sister Brigitte is the pastor of the area, so the community 
lives in the Pfarrhaus (manse). Sister Ursula, one of the 
founding members of the East German house, died in 1992. 
There follow extracts from the letters Sister Isabel Mary has 
written to us since her arrival there. 

Fleestedt, Wednesday, 15th March 

The flight was fine. We left a beautifully sun-drenched land­
scape and eastern coastline and sped over the cotton-wool roof 
of the sea into a deeply grey, streaming, wet and windy North 
Germany. The magnificent new airport at Hamburg was as still 
as a mouse and like an empty Assyrian palace, after the 
swarming ant-heaps of Heathrow. I had an hour to wait as 
W altraut had got stuck in a traffic jam, and sat like an anoraked 
anachronism amidst the glittering shops smelling of perfume, 
leather and silk, coffee and wine, until she arrived. We got in 
just after 7:00 p.m. , having missed Vespers, and had _a warm 
welcome. No daffodils here yet at all - it must be colder - and 
not the faintest green shimmer on the trees. 

On Saturday I leave Hamburg at midday and have only one 
change at Kassel. Earlier trains would have entailed four 
changes, not to be contemplated with three pieces of luggage. 
So I will get to Jena at 7:00 p.m. to be met by Maria. Brigitte 
returns the following evening, her Profession anniversary, from 
the Ordo Pacis retreat in Berlin. It may be possible for me to 
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the inability of westerners . . . to express themselves 
ecclesially, that is, to realize life and the expression of life 
as an event of communion. They have separated the Church 
from the triadic mode of existence; they have changed it 
into a "religion" which each one accepts individually and to 
whose dogmas, organization and rules he decides to submit 
himself as an individual. (p. 58) 

This has further consequences in our whole understanding of 
how we live in the Church, how we experience eucharistic life 
and also how we perceive the ecclesiastical hierarchy and tend 
to see a separation between the body of the people and the 
'Celebrants' of the Church's Mysteries (Sacraments). 

The translator, Keith Schram, who has mrned the Greek into 
most readable English, suggests that the book is worth reading 
partly because 'we are not accustomed to such strong language 
in an age of ecumenism'. Dr Y annaras seeks to penetrate 
beyond the surface manifestations of disunity to expose their 
root causes. In so doing he illustrates how the formulations of 
truth can only be harmonized at the level of life and 
experience, not at the level of logical thought. 

Therefore the criterion of ecclesial orthodoxy is the 
experience and faith of the catholic Church incarnate in the 
persons of the saints. And the saints of the Church are not 
distinguished on the basis of their moral superiority, but on 
the basis of the revelation and portrayal of the truth of their 
persons. The criterion of truth is ecclesial catholicity, and 
the measure of catholicity the integration of the spiritual 
gifts of life in the persons of the saints. (p.152) 

Elements of Faith is not a book of dry academic theology, but 
has a profound relevance to daily living, especially in the way 
we relate to other persons and to our understanding of weak­
ness, debility, senility and physical death. If we choose to go by 
the way of faith we cannot have ideological certainty, but we 
can learn from revelation, from the lives of the saints and from 
our own experience, and so come to believe that our relation 
ship with God, even beyond death, 
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will always be personal, that before him, I will be me, as 
God knows me and loves me, I will be with my name and 
with the possibility of dialogue with Him, like Moses or 
Elijah on Mount Tabor. That is enough; perhaps it is more 
than enough. (p.66) 

SISTER EDNA MONICA SLG 

CURE OF ASSISI by Marco Bartoli, translated by Sister 
Frances Teresa OSC. Darton, Longman and Todd, 1993, 
£14.95. 

This fascinating book, first published in Italian, has now 
been translated into English by Sister Frances Teresa, a member 
of the Community of Poor Clares at Arundel. The historian 
Marco Bertoli presents a detailed and lively biography of Saint 
Clare as herself, rather than as someone seen in the shadow of 
Saint Francis. She emerges as an important and challenging 
figure with great relevance to the Christian of today. 

After describing the sources for what we know of Clare, 
Bertoli outlines her life from girlhood, and looks at the birth of 
the cult of Saint Clare. He describes the society into which she 
was born, and gives particularly interesting sections on the two 
possible models which a young girl in her position might 
follow: the courtly culture, and the culture of sainthood. We are 
then shown how Clare followed her own alternative path in the 
footsteps of Saint Francis, choosing a life of radical poverty. 

It is the chapters on Clare's emphasis on poverty, her view of 
enclosure, her prayer, and her relationship to Francis, which 
make up the heart of the book and reveal Clare's message for us 
today. Saint Clare did not begin life as a pre-formed Franciscan 
saint. Like Francis himself she had to learn what God was 
asking of her, discovering through the restrictions of poverty 
and enclosure a fresh broadness of outloook towards the world 
as seen in God. 

SISTER CLARE SLG 
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grubbed up in the autumn and replanted with new trees, again a 
gift. 

Sister Nicola was clothed as a novice at Vespers on July 16. 
We were glad to welcome several of her family and friends, 
who, over tea after the ceremony, enjoyed the beauty of 
Fellowship House garden, which so many of you know and 
have rejoiced in during your stays with us. 

Pat Hawkes decided not go forward for clothing and left us in 
May. We look forward to receiving Carolyn Dunlop as a 
Postulant Oblate in August. 

The building renovations at Fairacres which we had expected 
would begin in July have been delayed. We now hope the work 
will start in August; once it has begun we shall no doubt all 
appreciate our garden even more as a place of retreat and 
silence. 

We send you our love and prayer and hope you each have 
had, or will have, some time to rest, reflect and rejoice during 
these summer months. 

ANNE, MOTHER SLG 

F.L.G RETREAT 
14 - 16 October 1994 

BISHOP WOODFORD HOUSE, ELY 
Conducted by the Reverend Bill Kirkpatrick 

Cost: £47 VAT inclusive 
(We regret that the full cost must be charged 

on cancellations made after October 3) 

Please book as soon as possible through 
the Secretary of the Fellowship: 

Miss Joan Spittal 
27 The Lanes 

Bampton 
Oxfordshire OX18 2JG 

Tel: 0993 851392 
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vocation: Sr Barbara June spoke about the Oblates and the 
current revision of their Rule; Sr Rosemary reflected upon her 
experience of Buddhist-Christian dialogue; and Sr Edmee gave 
an account of her study on the Song of Songs. There were 
fruitful discussions both morning and afternoon, ending with tea 
with the Community in the garden at the convent. 

This gathering renewed the already strong bonds between the 
Community and our Priest Associates, and we hope similar 
meetings will continue on a regular basis. Other links have been 
forged through the FLG retreats, which have often been 
conducted by one of the Priest Associates. This October one of 
the earliest Associates, Fr Bill Kirkpatrick, is the leader. 
However, there is a note of sadness, too, as we record the 
resignations of Bishop Richard Holloway due to the pressure of 
work, and of Charles Billington and Anthony de Vere, in 
response to the General Synod's decision to ordain women to 
the priesthood. 

It was a perfect summer day after a wet spring and we were 
able to enjoy our own trees, rejoicing in the well-established 
specimens planted under Fr Gilbert's supervision in the late 
'60s, as well as more recent plantings. As I write this we are 
looking forward to another gathering in the garden at Fairacres 
on July 23 when we open it to members of the horticultural 
society to which our gardener, Mark Brassington, belongs. He 
can be justly proud of the garden he maintains on our behalf 
with such care and devotion. 

But, as many of you know, all our gardens are beautiful, and 
much time and effort is expended to keep them so. Much could 
be written about them as places conducive to prayer and types 
of the Garden of Eden and the Garden of the Resurrection. We 
are indeed richly blessed, as the psalmist sings, with 'pleasant 
land' and 'a goodly heritage'. 

There are two noticeable landscaping changes in the offing at 
Boxmoor and Bede House; the big rose-bed outside the front of 
St Mary and the Angels has been grubbed up, so is at present 
lying fallow. In the autumn it will be replanted with roses 
purchased from a gift given for that purpose. And at Bede 
House the high cupressus hedge between the chalets and the 
main lawn has come to the end of its life, so will also be 
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OUR DUTY AND OUR JOY, The Sacrifice of Praise by Robert 
Llewelyn. Darton, Longman and Todd, 1993, £3.95. 

This small book of meditations commences with a prologue 
from William Law, the last paragraph of which runs as follows: 

If anyone would tell you the shortest, surest way to all 
happiness and all perfection, he must tell you to make it a 
rule to yourself to thank and praise God for everything that 
happens to you. For it is certain that whatever seeming 
calamity happens to you, if you thank and praise God for 
it, you turn it into a blessing. Could you therefore work 
miracles, you could not do more for yourself than by this 
thankful spirit, for it . . . turns all that it touches into 
happiness. 

Are these words true in this present age of anxiety and gloom 
about the state of the world and the church? The author thinks 
that they are very relevant indeed, and he gives us splendid 
quotations from other wise men and women to prove his point -
Saint Paul, Julian of Norwich, Father Benson SSJE and George 
Herbert among them. 

There are pages on mantric or repetitive prayer, which may 
be new to some readers and are well worth studying. The 
meditation headed 'Praising God in a suffering World' is 
extremely helpful, as we can so easily be trapped by the Devil 
and fall into hopelessness and despair about the present global 
situation, and give up both praise and prayer. 

Lord, I will mean and speak thy praise, 
Thy praise alone. 

My busie heart shall spin it all my dayes. 
And when it stops for want of store, 
Then will I wring it with a sigh or groan, 
That thou mayest have yet more. 

(George Herbert) 

This is a splendid little book. 
SISTER ELLINOR SLG 
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READINGS FROM JULIAN OF NORWICH, read by Sheila 
Upjohn. The Friends of Julian of Norwich, 1994, 2 audio 
cassettes, £7. 50. 

When Sheila Upjohn's translations of selections from Revelations 
of Divine Love were first published as the two little books, 
Enfolded in Love and In Love Enclosed, few people can have 
expected them to become so popular and so well loved. To have 
some of these selections in cassette form, read by the translator, 
will be welcome, especially as Julian's text is presented in a 
way which encourages prayerful use. For those who find it 
difficult to read, for whatever reason, these tapes will perform a 
valuable service. And those who find reading too easy may also 
be helped by this restrained but ardent •interpretation, which also 
succeeds in bringing out Julian's humour and homeliness. The 
readings are divided from one another by the chiming of the 
fifteenth century bell of St Julian's church. This brings the 
listener very close to Julian's time as well as to the place where 
she lived and wrote. 

Anyone who wishes to follow the text as it is read is advised 
to use All Shall Be Well, also by Sheila Upjohn (DLT, £7.95), 
which combines the two original booklets. 

The tapes are available from The Friends of Julian of Norwich, 
St Julian's Alley, Rouen Road, Norwich, NRl lQT, price 
£7.50, plus £1.00 for postage and packing. 
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COMMUNITY NOTES 

In the course of a recent sermon on the Cross as the life-giving 
Tree, Fr Donald quoted from a poem by Jeremy Hooker, found 
in a book of poems and illustrations, Their Silence a Language 
by Jeremy Hooker and Lee Grandjean. 

'Hold the tree in your mind,' he said. 'the roots are the 
past, the trunk is the present, the branches and leaves are 
the future. Hold it all in together in your mind.' 
I thought of Traherne's Jacob's Ladder: the Cross which is 
a tree set on fire with the flame of love, and illuminates the 
world. 

These words returned to me when I read the booklet accom­
panying a series of icons painted by Sister Barbara Anne CSMV 
for St John's Church, J edburgh. These are entitled 'Icons of the 
Journey' and expand the theme of the traditional Stations of the 
Cross to include the Entry into Jerusalem and the Emmaus 
Supper. A series of symbols runs through them, one being 
trees. The artist, commenting on this symbol, has said: 

The trees represent the tree of life; and they also are 
symbols of Christ's choice. They are first seen in the icon 
of Gethsemane, the place of his choosing the way of the 
Cross. They recall the other garden, the Garden of Eden, 
where Adam and Eve chose to reach out and take the fruit 
of the tree. In the later icons the tree is the green bough of 
the Cross, the tree on which Christ bore our sins. And it is 
also the tree of life, which grows bare and bleeds into the 
ground at Jesus' death, and which puts down roots and 
grows again when he is buried in the earth. 

If you are in the area a visit to J edburgh would be very 
worthwhile. Fr Sandy Ryrie, one of our Priest Associates, is the 
Rector there, and we were glad to welcome him and twenty­
three other Priest Associates at Fairacres on June 28, for a day 
conference to meet the community and each other. The first part 
was held at St Stephen's House, where Fr Donald gave an intro­
ductory talk in the morning. In the afternoon three Sisters gave 
reflections on particular developments of the Community 
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Mrs Maisie Orr, 60 Eyre Place, Edinburgh, EH3 5EJ. 

COMPANION 

Mrs Joan Cooper, 37 Alexandra Court, Skipton, N. Yorks. 

R.I.P 
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Miss Esme Dalby, Beresford Lodge, 88 Beresford Rd., Seaton Sluice, 
Whitley Bay, Tyne and Wear, NE26 4RJ (FLG). 
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