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COMMUNITY NOTES

This Lent two of our Oblate Sisters have made their Life
Promises; Fiona on 3 March and Natalie on 17 March, Laetare
Sunday. Oblate Sister Lilian died on 2 March, having been lov-
ingly cared for during the last month of her life in the North
Devon Hospital at Barnstaple. Our oldest Oblate Sister in age, she
was born in 1901, and so her lifetime spanned almost the whole of
the twentieth century—quite an awesome thought. She had been
an Oblate Sister for over thirty years. After a career as a music
teacher she retired to the bungalow in Devon where she com-
mitted herself to God in a life of faithful prayer. For many years
she was Secretary of the Friends of Fairacres, until the Friends
were amalgamated with the Fellowship of the Love of God.
Resolutely independent, but taking great delight in visits from her
nieces and their families, down to great-great-nephews, her inner
strength shone through the increasing frailty of her last years. We
remember her creative gifts with pen, needle or gardener’s trowel,
and especially her delight in music and her love of angels, and
more than all of these we give thanks to God for her faith, hope
and love. ;

In Bob Himpson we have lost another faithful friend to the
Community. He died suddenly on 1 March, after serving us as our
respected and much-loved builder and handyman for forty years.
Each of us has a fund of memories about someone whose life and
family became. closely linked to ours. His cheerful, ‘Mormin’,
Sister’, early in the day, as he began to work through yet another
long list of jobs; his endless patience as we passed to and fro,
around and under scaffolding when the larger works were in pro-
gress; his generosity in always being on call for emergencies—
these give some indication of the sort of man he was. We shall
miss him greatly.

At Pentecost this year my term of office as Reverend Mother
ends, and shortly after the Community will have an election for a
new Reverend Mother. I ask your prayer for us as we seek to
discern God’s will. I would also like to take this opportunity of
thanking all of you, known and unknown, for your prayer and
support. The Community is indeed blessed in its many friends and
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associates. The knowledge that we are bound together in prayer
strengthens wus, just as I trust our prayer strengthens and
encourages each of you. So, along with my sincere thanks I also
say, please continue to pray for us.

In June I shall begin a period of sabbatical. I shall spend some
time visiting communities in Australia, as well as being with my
family in New Zealand. I am also looking forward to staying with
our Sisters in the Hokianga. You will get a first glimpse of their
life at St Isaac’s from the article in this Chronicle.

With Fairacres so near the centre of Oxford we are fortunate in
being able to welcome a wide range of visitors and speakers. The
early part of this year seems to have been richly blessed with
them. In January and February Bishop Kallistos of Diokleia gave
us a series of lectures on Dionysius, Maximus the Confessor, and
St Isaac the Syrian. These were more than intellectual exercises,
each lecture being followed by a helpful discussion on spiritual
life and prayer. In early February we heard from Dr David Cook,
a theologian in the field of medical ethics at Regent College,
about the pros and cons of medical transplants and organ dona-
tion. This is a area requiring much prayerful consideration, and
his talk has given us much to discuss and think upon. In March we
had a visit from Dr Alexander Bodrov, the Director and Secretary
to the Board of Trustees of the Open Orthodox University in
Moscow, which was one of the projects the martyred Orthodox
priest, Alexander Men, had hoped to establish. And most recently
the Reverend Marcus Braybrooke talked about his work as Chair
of the World Congress of Faiths. He enlarged our understanding
of the on-going dialogue with other faiths, and the place of prayer
in the ‘cave of the heart’ where all religions meet.

It would be easy for the intellectual stimulation from speakers
such as these to override the need for prayer on the many and
varied issues that they raise. Our prayer must be informed in order
to redirect our minds to the things of God, and towards some per-
ception of the agony, anguish and delight in creation which led to
the Incarnation and Resurrection. Sr Avis Mary addresses the
conflict inherent in this meeting of truth with suffering in her
thoughtful article about her visit to Buchenwald. As I read it I was



reminded of Metropolitan Antony of Sourozh’s words in his book
Creative Prayer. He writes:

We must never confuse forgiving with forgetting, or imagine
that these two things go together. Not only do they not be-
long together, but they are mutually exclusive. To wipe out
the past has little to do with constructive imaginative fruitful
forgiveness; the only thing that must go, be erased from the
past, is its venom; the bitterness, the resentment, the
estrangement, but not the memory.

To look back on our life experiences with resentment and in
judgement keeps us locked into the bondage. The only one who
has defeated all that bondage is Christ. An Orthodox icon of the
Resurrection shows Christ trampling down death, bearing the
Cross in his left hand while his right hand grasps the wrist of
Adam and raises him up. In the Orthodox Liturgy hell is made to
speak:

Today doth Hades, groaning, cry, ‘My might is sacrificed.
The Shepherd is crucified and Adam raised. Those I
devoured in my power, I have disgorged them all. The
Crucified has opened the graves and the power of death has
no avail’

Christ is risen from the dead, trampling down death by
death, and upon those in the tomb bestowing life.

So the Liturgy proclaims in joyous tones over and over again,
‘Christ is risen. He is risen indeed.’

The Sisters join me in wishing you all a joyous Eastertide.
ANNE, MOTHER SLG



NEW ZEALAND NOTES

These diary notes are taken from the letters Sisters Sarah and
Alison Kathleen have written to the Community since their arrival
in Aotearoa New Zealand on 28 November.

30 November 1995

Yesterday, around mid-mormming, our Companion, Mary Ann
Ferrier dropped us off in Parnell High Street so that we could go
to the bank and get stamps, etc. On the way back we called in to
look round the cathedral. St Mary’s, the nineteenth-century
wooden one, was open so we were able to go in and spend some
time looking around. It is very lovely, and the wood gives a very
peaceful feel to it. Then we went into the new cathedral. We were
just getting our bearings when the woman on duty came and
greeted us. We chatted for a while and, of course, she wanted to
know where we were from, but we were puzzled when her ques-
tions became quite detailed—where in Oxford, etc. You won’t
believe it, but not only is she our Priest Associate Father John
Cullen’s sister, but she had been to mass at Fairacres with him in
1981, to Sr Sarah’s Profession. She wanted to show us round; this
meant that we got taken into the nave which is still largely a
building site. It is quite lovely and almost finished, sufficiently so
to be used now, which explains why they could have a service
there with the Queen present.

On Thursday we had an early start with 7:30 mass at the Francis-
cans. They use the Bishop’s chapel which is plain and not very
large and has a sense of peace. Their house is opposite, but the
road is very busy, and it’s no good leaving at the last minute to
get to mass. They invited us to breakfast afterwards, and were
very welcoming. At 9:30 we had an appointment with the Bishop
of Auckland, John Paterson. We have his full support and if he
can be of help in any way we are to get in touch. St Andrew’s day
was the twenty-fifth anniversary of his ordination to priesthood.
He had an enlarged photo of the group ordained at that time, in-
cluding John Cullen and a young Bishop Paul Reeves, who had
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been their retreat conductor. He told us there is to be an ordina-
tion on Saturday in the nave of the new cathedral, and invited us
to go.

In the afternoon we visited the Carmelite Sisters whom Sr
Susan and Sr Sarah met last January. We were quite overwhelmed
when they gave us a huge tin of biscuits, a little card each and a
gift of money. But the kinship we feel with them is the important
thing.

4 December

The Ordination on Saturday lasted two and a half hours. There
were two priests and one deacon ordained, and it was good to be
there. The new cathedral is spacious and light, and so designed
that you can see from any point, as there are no pillars to obscure
the view. There were many more there than they had anticipated.
It was difficult to slip away quietly at the end without being
involved in refreshments, but Mary Ann had arranged for people
to come for lunch. Amongst the guests at lunch were Mother
Anne’s friend, Maire Cole, Maire’s sister Puna, and Nina LaHood
FLG. We were so pleased to meet them, and felt that there will be
much prayer support from them.

In the evening we went to the Franciscans again for the
Profession of Br Peter Christian. This was a real mixture of old
and new, and we were mentioned in the general welcome. We
were expected to be with the other religious, so processed in with
themn and sat in the choir stalls. Some youngsters did a liturgical
dance at the end, and we found that we could sing in Maori with
the rest. Don Cowan SSM came down from his Priory near
Kaikohe, for the occasion, then to drive us the first leg of the
journey north to St Isaac’s.

On Sunday after church, Don drove us to the Priory. It is a very
peaceful place and one can feel at home straight away. Today we
shall collect the car, open a bank account, do more shopping, then
drive on to St Isaac’s, about forty-five minutes away. The land
around Kaikohe is generally higher, drier and more rolling, while
the Hokianga has huge hills rising to 2,000 feet, deep valleys, and
more sense of majesty. When the sun is low the ripples and ridges
on the tall hills catch the light in a wonderful way.
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19 December

On Advent II we were blessed as The Warden of St Isaac’s. It was
a bit daunting in prospect, but in the event a very good day, and
very affirming. Twenty people gathered in the chapel for a
Service of Advent Readings compiled by Don. This led into an
appreciation of the vision and faithfulness of the Reverend
Clementina Gordon, the founder of St Isaac’s and its Warden for
the past eighteen years, and the welcome and commissioning of
SLG as Warden by Joseph Land, the Chairman of the Trustees
and Roman Catholic appointee to the Trust. The commissioning
mirrored the Itinerary that we had had on the morning we left
Fairacres, and both of us found it very meaningful and moving,
especially the closing Blessing in Maori and English by Bishop
Waiohau, Bishop of Taitokerau. It is difficult to remember
everything he said. First he spoke from where he was standing
and said, ‘Walk in the way of Christ, walk in the land our
ancestors walked,” and more. Then, one by one, he took our hands
and said, ‘Bring peace and love.” He then blessed Clem in her
retirement, using the blessing from Numbers, ‘“The Lord bless you
and keep you: the Lord make his face to shine upon you, and be
gracious to you: the Lord lift up his countenance upon you, and
give you peace.” This is embedded in the St Isaac’s Office, and
comes round every day.

We feel we are welcome here on all sorts of levels, and one is
aware of the fupuna, the Maori ancestors, buried in the hill behind
St Isaac’s, watching over us benevolently. Opononi means ‘place
of hospitality’, so possibly Bishop Bruce Gilberd knew that when
he spoke to us in terms of St Isaac’s being a place where people
might be welcomed.

Clem is in hospital with a chest infection for a few days until they
make sure she isn’t going to get worse. [In the event, it was nearly
a month before she returned to St Isaac’s.] We took her to
Rawene on Wednesday—it’s only twenty minutes’ drive away—
after ringing to say we were coming. It may sound high-handed to
phone the hospital and tell them you are on the way, but that is
the system round here. There are two local clinics each week at
different locations. Our nearest is Omapere a few minutes drive
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away, but if you miss the clinic you can make an appointment to
see the doctor at the hospital, and anyone needing admission is
taken there direct, unless, of course, they are ill enough to call out
the ambulance or helicopter.

28 December

Christmas here was lovely, very peaceful, with elements of a
traditional SLG Christmas. We have the crib in front of the altar
as a focal point, and the three kings are on the credence table, still
journeying. We went to church at St Luke’s, Pakanae, our nearest
church, at 9 a.m. There were lots of people there with three
priests. We sang ‘O Come All Ye Faithful’, and ‘Silent Night’,
and two hymns in Maori, one of which had the tune of ‘Lead,
Kindly Light’, though we don’t think the words said that. We
visited Clem in the afternoon. Intercessions before the Evening
Office on Christmas Day were in our usual SLG form (including
candle wax dripping on scapulars, in spite of sconces). It was
good to span the earth with prayer as, one by one, family friends
and Community were prayed for by name. Don came over for the
evening to worship with us and share supper.

On Boxing Day we went to the old signal station site, where we
looked at the Tasman Sea on one side and Hokianga Harbour on
the other. We were on the south headland where signals were
given to ships about currents, tides, and so on. We felt very close
to the history of the area.

13 January 1996

On Monday the Reverend Chris Honoré, whose parish is near
Kaikohe, came with some bedding plants for us. We think that
there was a small bed by the porch of the Guest House, which
would be an ideal spot. Chris is coming to Omapere fairly regular-
ly at present and has offered to celebrate the Eucharist for us
whenever he comes. His wife Margaret who is co-vicar at
Waimate North, may also come. It seems strange to us having
priests drive 52 kilometres for a service, but it is more normal for
them, and they realise what a difference this will make for us.
Don has celebrated three times, and we go to St Luke’s on Sunday.
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Last Sunday was a special day. There was a memorial service at
St Luke’s for John Stevens, one of the parishioners, and all the
family were there from miles around. The service included the
baptism of the youngest, Héloise, who is just over a year old.
After the service we went to the cemetery where they had a
special unveiling of the headstone, although in this case there was
no headstone as Dinah, his widow, will also be buried there when
she dies. There are certain ‘regulations’ concerning a cemetery:
one doesn’t take any money or food, and one washes one’s hands
and sprinkles water over one’s head on leaving. We were
instructed about this as we were waiting to go in. The local folk
are very good about telling us customs.

After the service we were honoured to be invited to the marae,
the Maori meeting place. Again, there are all sorts of customs
attached to it, and everyone waits outside until one of the older
women, the kuia, sings a welcome to everyone to enter. We
wanted to take a back seat, but were moved to the front by the
side of the family. The Meeting House of this marae is one of the
few carved ones in the area and beautifully done. There was a
buffet meal afterwards, during which we were able to chat to
quite a few people. John Klaricich, one of the priests at St Luke’s,
said that there wouldn’t be a formal welcome and ceremony for us
the next time; we were now part of this marae, and the marae part
of us.

Clem has returned from hospital and is glad to be back and living
in her new cottage. We have been living in the Guest House, but
now have made a start on preparing the Warden’s House for our
occupation. This won’t be for some months yet, as the St Isaac’s
Trust is planning to convert part of the garage to make a third cell
for another Sister.

Our veg garden is coming on. The dwarf French beans we planted
soon after we arrived are a thriving forest, all in flower—too tall,
really, to be called dwarves, but on the other hand sending out no
tendrils which we could twine round poles. The tomatoes are
coming into flower, and we’ve planted two rows of parsley. The
rest of it, however, is a wilderness with waist-high grass through
which Sr Alison Kathleen has begun to cut a track in order to at
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least make a path to the hose and our little plot in the middle. It
will be lovely, but like most things here will take time. We notice
already that the pace of life is quite different here, and we find
that the practical aspects of living, with washing done by hand,
chapel 200 yards away up a steep hill, and mail and shopping to
be collected, all occupy more time than in England.

31 January 1996

Time seems to be flying past, and most things have settled into a
daily pattern of work and prayer which is recognisably SLG.
Sometimes we deliberately break the rhythm. One thing we’ve
decided is that we’ll make visits from time to time in order to
learn about the history or culture of this area. Accordingly, this
week we embarked on an expedition to a monument north of us.
We invited Judith Land, our neighbour, to come with us to the
north side of the harbour, to visit Totara Point where Bishop
Pompallier said the first Roman Catholic mass in 1838, and then
go on to the Josephite Sisters at Panguru.

So on Tuesday moming we drove to Rawene to catch the 10:30
ferry. It’s a small car ferry which does a twenty-minute run each
hour between Rawene and ‘the narrows’ at Rangiora. From there
we drove north for about fifteen minutes, and then took an un-
marked track heading back towards the coast. About a kilometre
and a half off the road we left the car to climb a grassy mound at
the top of which is a monument to Bishop Pompallier, a very
isolated spot with views for miles across the harbour and hills of
the North Hokianga, without a dwelling in sight.

The monument was put up in 1938, and is a simple white pillar
with a small bronze plaque on each face. One side has a dedica-
tion to Bishop Pompallier, and a second commemorates the
blessing of the pillar by the Apostolic Delegate in 1938, then the
two plaques are duplicated in Maori. I don’t think there has ever
been much here; even the RC mission moved a few kilometres
south very quickly. Its isolation and lowliness is more telling than
any vast institutional building or even a chapel. It was a real
pilgrimage, for we prayed and exchanged the Peace, and this was
very strong. But the people themselves, the Church, are the proper
memorial to Bishop Pompallier, and rightly and symbolically they
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have moved on. However, each year on the Sunday nearest to 13
January, the date of the first mass, there is an open-air mass there,
followed by a picnic lunch. People from all around go to that, the
North Hokianga being predominantly RC.

After our picnic we headed towards Panguru to see the Sisters.
The roads on the north side aren’t as good as ours, generally nar-
rower and not sealed. We met several groups of men working on
the road, bulldozing the accumulation of earth and weeds off the
edges. At first we thought they were just tidying up, then we be-
gan to think the work was a preparation for sealing. In fact, we
have heard mention of a bridge being put over the harbour further
inland to make it more accessible. It is very isolated still, with
small settlements separated by large areas of forest and bush, and
the road must be very greasy, and in some cases impassable, in
wet weather, what with slips and floods. A bridge would bring a
possibility of greater employment to local people, with the
development of tourism and forestry. It depends who you talk to,
whether you hear that as a good or bad thing. Some would want
the area left ‘wild’ and protected from such devastation, but it
needs to be balanced by the great poverty and loss of hope here.

There are two Josephite Sisters in Panguru. The Order used to
run the school, but handed it over to the state some time ago, and
they now do parish work and RE teaching in the area. They have a
small three-bedroomed house with a tiny oratory, a separate large
meeting-room, and a room from which they run a second-hand
clothes service.

We left them in time to catch the 5 p.m. ferry—well, we should
have done, but there had to be a photograph and goodbyes, so at
4:55 p.m. we were still some way from the jetty at Rangiora.

Sarah: ‘I don’t think we’re going catch this ferry.’

Judith: ‘I think we will. You know, when you get in sight of it
you are allowed to hoot and they’ll wait. There it is now.’

Sarah: ‘Poop.’
Judith: ‘Maybe not so politely!’
Sarah: ‘Poooooooooop!!t’
And we caught it! It was like something out of a film: little
white car racing along the waterfront, hedgerows whizzing past.
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We’re not sure if they waited or not, but they certainly left as
soon as we were aboard.

The return harbour crossing was wonderful, with the sun get-
ting lower and etching the details on the surrounding hills and
making the water sparkle. It was a day full of prayer, but then,
this is a holy area, as we discover more and more.

6 February

Last Sunday we had our first dwarf beans from the garden and
have had a lot since and given some to Clem. We’ve also put in
the two lavender and two rosemary plants which Christ Honoré
gave us. These are outside the Guest House, between the veranda
and the electric fence. The ground is rock-hard, solid clay, and we
don’t think it’s ever been dug before. We kept them in their own
soil and put compost under them, so hopefully they’ll be all right.
The geranium he gave us is flourishing the veranda box. He says
it’s the sort that will take over the living-room too, if given a
chance.

Yesterday Alan Quin, the estate manager, showed us plans for the
cell at the Warden’s House: he is an architect as well as many
other things. He has a long-term view and has made it possible for
things to be done in stages. He has ‘caught’ our life and made the
best possible use of the space, keeping the simplicity of the cells,
with a prayer area. He has also enlarged the kitchen, giving
storage space, and widened a window to give extra light in the
living area.

11—17 February

On Tuesday this week we had a lovely visit from the Bishop of
Waikato (Hamilton), David Moxon and his wife, Tureite, and the
Assistant Bishop of Waiapu, George Connor, and his wife, Nonie.
All the northern bishops were spending a weekend nearby with
their spouses, which made it possible for them to return via St
Isaac’s.

Their departure was hilarious. Bishop George said he would go
down and open the gate, but reappeared thirty seconds later to say
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that the cow had jumped over it. We didn’t believe him at first
because it is a proper five-barred gate. However, it was true. So
then they followed her in the car to try and herd her back while
Nonie and Sr Sarah stood in the lane to prevent her going past, the
gate meanwhile left open to let her in. All was well in the end, the
Bishops delighted at their heroic exploits, and we relieved to have
got the heifer back safe.

[On 9 February Maire Cole died of cancer, after a long illness.
She was a Maori whose marae is in the north of the Hokianga]

The next thing to tell you about is Maire Cole’s funeral, which
was a very good and deep experience. Her rangi [funeral celebra-
tion] began in Auckland at St Paul’s Church, where she wor-
shipped for so long, and then the family drove up to Kareponia
marae, just out of Awanui, where she was to be buried, arriving
there in the afternoon of Monday the 12th. This is their tribal
marae, not the family’s alone.

The only day we could go to the three-day tangi was Wednes-
day, the day of the funeral. We left here at 7:45 a.m. in order to
catch the 8:15 a.m. ferry at Rawene. The day begins to get light at
6:30 a.m. at the moment, but because of the hills the sun only
breaks through at about 8§ a.m. As we drove to Rawene the early
sun was slanting very low through light mist, making everything
exquisitely beautiful. The ferry crossing was magical, with the
harbour very calm and the shores almost hidden in the mist.

Our drive took us along the north side of the harbour to
Mangamuka Bridge, then north through the Raetea Forest, a
twisting road rising is S-bends through dense bush and forest with
punga and kauri and other native trees. Then down again and into
Kaitaia. Awanui is just north of Kaitaia with Kareponia lying to
the east on the State Highway, so very easy to find.

We arrived at 10 a.m. to be welcomed onto the marae almost at
once, the voice of the kuia very strong. She walked backwards,
leading us into the Meeting House, we discarded our shoes at the
door. and went on up the centre to the raised platform at the far
end. During the karanga, the welcome, all talking stops and
everyone stands. One approaches with downcast eyes as a sign of
grief and respect. It is a very solemn thing, and so rather moving.
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As we slowly paced the length of the Meeting House we be-
came aware of a man walking with us. It was Father Denis, the
priest who serves the Maori pastorate in that area. When the
karanga died away he began to say the Lord’s Prayer, and we
joined in, then stepped onto the platform and greeted Maire and
then, one by one, her eight daughters and Puna. Joseph Land had
explained to us that the reason one greets the dead person first is
that it is the death that has called you to the marae. Also, for the
duration of the tangi, the deceased person becomes the chief and
thus the most important person there.

Maire was lying in an open coffin, covered in a feather cloak,
the sign of a chief. She looked lovely, very peaceful and content,
with a slight smile. Time seems to be no problem at these events,
so we were able to kneel and pray with her for a few moments
before greeting her with a hongi, the traditional pressing of noses.
This is done here as a sign that there is life after death.

After greeting the family and sitting with them for a while we
went round the meeting house greeting everyone present. This
took a long time, partly because it was full and also because we
had to stop from time to time while someone made a speech. It is
customary for each party that arrives to speak to the dead person
and all assembled, each speech being followed by a waiata or
song, which brings to an end the rapu, the sacred set-apartness,
created by the speech. Throughout the three days of the rangi
many speeches and tributes will be made, there will be stories told
and laughter and tears shared. By Wednesday moming most of
this was over, but even so one could feel what a cathartic experi-
ence it is, creating a space in which grief can be acknowledged
and openly shared, binding the participants together so that no
one is alone. There is much singing, prayers, and not much sleep,
certainly not on the last night when everyone stays awake. It’s
also very informal, with people coming and going, children run-
ning about, and so on.

About 11 a.m. we began to gather together for the funeral.
There were hymns and songs in English and Maori, and a reading
from John 1. Then Maire was anointed and the lid put on the
coffin and we processed out with her, chanting the Nunc Dimittis.
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The cemetery is on a hill just above the marae, a beautiful spot
looking out over flat, open country. There is a small modern
chapel in the cemetery, and we crowded in there for mass, after
which Maire was buried in a grave dug that morning by the men
of the family and lined with sweet-smelling ferns. After the
prayers of commendation there seems to be a tradition that people
‘go past’ the grave, throwing in a flower from a pile left at the
graveside.

Then we all returned to the marae, and this time we were wel-
comed together as a group for the final prayers, including a
simple form of Compline, and speeches.

A tangi can be a life-changing experience for many Maori, a
time when resolutions are made, or perhaps the whole course of
life is changed, because of what people are confronted with and
the depth of what is experienced.

After the speeches the whole family came round and greeted all
the people, then we went into the Eating House where there was a
splendid buffet meal. We finally came away about 3 p.m., and had
a peaceful drive back. It was something that will take us ages to
digest and which we are still turning over in our minds. It has
lodged us more deeply in the culture, too, we realise. We belong
in a new and different way now.

Please note the change of phone/fax number for St Isaac’s on the
back cover. We apologise for printing the wrong one in the
Winter issue of the Chronicle, and for any inconvenience this has
caused.
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BUCHENWALD:
SYMBOL OF THE PAST AND SIGN FOR THE FUTURE

SISTER AVIS MARY SLG

However this war may end, we have won the war against
you; none of you will be left to bear witness, but even if
someone were to survive, the world would not believe him.
There will perhaps be suspicions, discussions, research by
historians, but there will be no certainties, because we will
destroy the evidence together with you. And even if some
proof should remain and some of you survive, people will
say that the events you describe are too monstrous to be be-
lieved: they will say that they are the exaggerations of Allied
propaganda and will believe us, who will deny everything,
and not you. We will be the ones to dictate the history of the
Lagers.

The Murderers Are Among Us, Simon Wiesenthal

These and similar words were used by the SS to taunt the prison-
ers in the concentration camps during the period of the Nazi dicta-
torship, and such thoughts and doubts also surfaced in the
prisoners’ dreams. As things turned out, despite the attempts of
the Nazis in the last weeks of the Third Reich to cover the traces
of their policy of mass extermination and torture, much evidence
remained, including the testimony of the prisoners themselves.
We may think of Primo Levi, an Italian Jew who survived
Auschwitz and went on to tell his story to the world in his auto-
biographical writings and novels. For many years, writing gave
meaning to his life and to the fact that he had survived, but ulti-
mately he committed suicide. We may think too of Bruno Bettel-
heim, who was at Dachau and Buchenwald before the war, but
was able to leave Germany for the United States, at that time a
possibility still open to Jews. He worked for many years with
disturbed children in the USA, before committing suicide himself
in old age and sickness. Viktor Frankl, a psychiatrist, survived
Auschwitz and developed a revolutionary approach to psycho-
therapy, known as logotherapy. From his experiences he deduced
that human beings can survive unimaginable misery and hardship
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if they can find that life continues to hold some meaning, that
there is some reason for staying alive, however insignificant that
might seem to be to someone else. He often quoted Friedrich
Nietzsche: ‘He who has a why to live can bear almost any how.’
Elie Wiesel, still a boy when Buchenwald Concentration Camp
was liberated by the Americans, and before that a prisoner at
Auschwitz, also became a famous writer and speaker. Of the ex-
perience of being imprisoned in the camps he said, ‘It cannot be
told, but must not be withheld ... Meir Lau was eight years old at
the liberation of Buchenwald, and he returned, as Chief Rabbi of
the State of Israel, on the fiftieth anniversary of the liberation to
give his testimony:

I have come here to tell you how Rabbi Herschel Schechter
came to Buchenwald on the 11th April 1945, the day of lib-
eration. I do not know if he is here today. He was a chaplain
in the American army and arrived in the first jeep. He forced
the gate and found a child, scarcely eight years old. I was the
child. He took the child in his arms, embraced it and, in
tears, tried to smile and laugh. He held me in his arms and
asked, ‘How old are you, my child?’ “That doesn’t matter. I
am older than you,” I said. And, thinking that this was not
quite an appropriate answer from a child, he asked, ‘Why do
you believe that you are older than me? And I said,
‘Because you are laughing and crying like a child. I am not
crying, and naturally I am not laughing either. I have not
laughed for a long time. So tell me, who is older, you or 1?7’

Apart from the living memorials, enough remained of the Nazi
concentration camps to provide ample evidence of what took
place there. Although in the autumn of 1944 the Nazis blew up
the gas chambers and crematoria at Auschwitz, and in the last
days of the war the records kept at the camps were burmed and
many, many prisoners were evacuated from the camps and forced
into death marches, yet the cynical threats of the SS did not be-
come a reality. The camps have been preserved as memorial sites
and museums by the governments of the various countries in
which they were set up. This responsibility to preserve and re-
member is taken very seriously by the German government and
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people, and the ground where so many suffered is set aside in
memory of the victims and to serve as a warning that such atroci-
ties must never happen again. The Auschwitzliige, the denial that
the Holocaust ever happened, is a crime in German law, and also
in Austrian law.

In 1992 I was able to visit Dachau Concentration Camp, and
also the Plotzensee Prison in Berlin; in the latter some 2,500
resistance fighters and others were executed. Last year, on 21
August, I went briefly to Buchenwald Concentration Camp. I was
in Germany primarily to attend an international, interdenomina-
tional conference of religious, hosted by the Christusbruderschaft
Community at Selbitz, and I also spent two weeks’ holiday with
the Ordo Pacis Sisters in their houses at Schloben and Fleestedt.
During my stay at Schlében I travelled into Weimar, and then to
Buchenwald, which is eight kilometres to the north-east of
Weimar. It was one of those many days during a long, hot summer
when temperatures reached thirty degrees Celsius. Because I was
travelling by bus to and from Buchenwald, I discovered I could
spend only two hours there. One could so easily spend a whole
day or more at the camp, as it covers a large area and has many
facets. I decided, therefore, that I would have not only to be se-
lective, but also to be in some ways a mere tourist, moving around
quickly, observing and collecting information and interior pic-
tures, leaving it until much later to try to put all this into some
sort of order.

I have since discovered that my own impressions are shared by
others who have visited Buchenwald. The camp is situated on a
densely wooded hill called the Ettersberg. The bus I was on had
the camp as its destination and terminus, so once we had left be-
hind the housing and factory estates of northern Weimar, we went
much faster and sped up the woody slopes to the camp. From the
time of Goethe, the Ettersberg had been a popular spot for excur-
sions. To begin with the camp, founded in July 1937 as the third
large concentration camp in Germany after Dachau (north of
Munich) and Sachsenhausen (north of Berlin), was known as
Ettersberg Concentration Camp. As the Nazis did not wish to give
the camp a name associated with Goethe, the name was soon
changed to Buchenwald, which means ‘beech wood’.
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As the bus bounced along through the wood, I was struck by
the sheer beauty of the place. This impression was reinforced a
little later as I stood on the parade ground of the former camp,
looking down the slope of the hill towards the remains of the bar-
racks and buildings which still stood. It was the middle of the day,
very hot; the camp was bounded on every side by woodland, the
sky was blue and there was a gentle breeze blowing. A place of
horror and terror, and yet of so much beauty. How different it
would have been for the poorly-clad, starving, exhausted prison-
ers on these north-facing slopes in the middle of a harsh
Thuringian winter. Yet on that August day, a little over fifty years
after the liberation of the camp, it seemed possible at least to at-
tempt, however quickly and uncomprehendingly, to hold together
both the terror and the beauty in the reconciling Love of God.

Since my return from Germany I have been able to read a great
deal about the camp and its history. I discovered that in the east-
emmost row of barracks there stood an oak tree which was known
as ‘Goethe’s Oak’. This is because Goethe was said to have sat
under it with Frau von Stein. For the prisoners, the oak was a
symbol of a positive world which could still exist outside the
camp. It was felled soon after the Allied air raids on parts of the
camp in August 1944, when it had been hit by a fire bomb. Even
at the beginning of the camp’s existence the first news which
penetrated to the outside world contained mention of ‘Goethe’s
Oak’. This caused Joseph Roth to devote his last, rather enigmatic
poem to the subject in May 1939:

Goethe’s Oak at Buchenwald

This oak;

every day the inmates of the concentration camps
move by and round it.

That is, they are brought past it.

Now true: misleading reports are being spread
about the camp at Buchenwald;

one could say, reports of atrocities.

It is time, it seems to me, to reduce these

to their proper size;
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the oak
under which Goethe sat with Frau von Stein
and which, thanks to the nature conservation law,
is still growing,
has had thus far, to my knowledge,
not a single one of the inmates of the camp
‘tied’ to it;
much more, to the other oaks
of which there is no shortage in this wood
Joseph Roth (extract)

The Ettersberg was chosen as the site for this third large con-
centration camp for three main reasons. It is close to Weimar;
there were clay and stone deposits there which could be quarried
by the prisoners; and Gauleiter Fritz Sauckel wished to station a
strong SS unit near Weimar. A base was set up at the camp for the
training of SS Death’s Head Units, and indeed SS troops were
later sent from Buchenwald to take up their grim duties at
Auschwitz.

The character of Buchenwald changed over the years. In all,
people from fifty-one nations were imprisoned there, and one of
the memorials names all these nations. Built by prisoners re-
garded as opponents of the Nazi regime, it became in 1938 a camp
to which many Jews were sent. At the beginning of the war there
were frequent transports from Poland, Austria, central Germany
and Dachau. In 1941—2 prisoners began to be transported from
Buchenwald to the extermination camps. Around this time, how-
ever, more and more labour was needed for munitions production,
and the camps became sources of forced labour hired out by the
SS to the large concerns. A factory and a railway station were
built by the prisoners at Buchenwald. Now the transports started
to come the other way, as thousands of prisoners were brought
from the east, especially from Auschwitz and other extermination
camps, to work in the factories. Buchenwald had at one time more
than eighty external camps, stretching from Braunschweig in the
north to Neustadt in the south, from the Rhine in the west to the
Elbe in the east. Of these, Dora was particularly notorious. It was
situated in the tunnels of the Hartz mountains and was used for
rocket production. In October 1944 Dora became an independent
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concentration camp. A new policy of Vernichtung durch Arbeit,
extermination by labour, had been given official sanction in
September 1942 by the Minister of Justice, Otto Thierack, at the
suggestion of Goebbels, Minister for Propaganda. Documents
were drawn up which estimated the average net profit to be ex-
pected from each prisoner hired out for labour, based on a pro-
jected life expectancy of nine months.

Towards the end of the war, the twenty thousand from the
women’s camp at Ravensbriick and its external camps also came
under the control of Buchenwald, but nevertheless the vast
majority of prisoners were men. At this point I might mention the
words to be found in the gate at the entrance, words which make
one shudder just as much as the cynical Arbeit macht frei, Work
makes one free, at the entrances to Auschwitz and Dachau. The
words used at Buchenwald have the same cruel irony. They are
Jedem das Seine, which can be translated as, ‘To each as he de-
serves’, or ‘To each his own’. Few, if any, of the prisoners at
Buchenwald could have been said to have deserved the fate
awaiting them there. Furthermore, Jedem das Seine can have the
same connotations as in English, something.like, ‘Well, if that’s
what you prefer. To each his own!” These words were intended to

be read from the parade ground inside the camp, and the sugges-

tion to the prisoners that they might in any way have chosen their

lot is an example of mocking Nazi cynicism. It is also a mockery
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of the classical Roman ideal of justice expressed in the words of
Cicero, suum cuique, “to each his own’. As Dr Bernhard Vogel,
Prime Minister of Thuringia, said of these words at the memorial
celebrations in 1995, ‘“What greater insult could be found for
those incarcerated there? Ideology had overcome human dignity.’
The entrance door forms part of the gatehouse, which still
stands, and through here the various work commandos went out to
their labour and returned in the evening, often then to stand for
hours on the parade ground for roll-calls. At the top of the gate-
house tower is the camp’s only public clock. The hands of the
clock now point permanently to 3:15 p.m., the exact time of the
liberation of the camp. As the camps were used more and more as
a source of labour,
the SS set up a
functioning chain
of command among
the prisoners to
keep order. Since it
was the German
political prisoners,
= with their previous
. experience of resis-
tance, who knew
how to  survive
longest in  the
camps, it was they
who tended to exer-
. Cise power among
the prisoners, sanc-
tioned by the SS. It
became - possible
for an effective
international camp
resistance organisation to be set up, in which the German
‘politicals’ played a major role. As the day of liberation drew near
the resistance organmisation did all it could to save lives, and
particularly to save the young boys in the camp, hiding them so
that they were not taken on the various transports as the 5SS
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evacuated Buchenwald. It is estimated that over nine hundred
boys were saved in this way, of whom the youngest was a four-
year-old Polish Jew, Stefan Jerzy Zweig, known as Juschu. The
tradition is that as the SS fled on the day of liberation, the
resistance organisation occupied the gatehouse at the first oppor-
tunity, hoisted the white flag (regarding it as a sign of victory, not
of defeat), and with the weapons they had obtained kept order in
the camp. Towards 6 p.m. the first tanks of the US Third Army
entered the camp and found that 21,000 prisoners had managed to
avoid evacuation by the SS, although of these 3,000 died in the
weeks immediately after the liberation. Twenty-seven thousand
had been forced to leave in the preceding weeks on transports and
death marches, heading for the concentration camps at Flossen-
biirg, Theresienstadt and Dachau. I saw several memorials along
the roads of Thuringia to the victims of the Buchenwald death
marches. On the Heinrichsberg, a hill leading out of Jena, I saw a
‘monument to the victims of Fascism’, which reads:

Unseren Toten To our dead

zum Gedenken in remembrance;
thren Mordern To their murderers
zur Schande to their shaming;
den Lebenden To the living

zur Mahnung as a warning.

Here we touch upon some of the mystery of Buchenwald. Dur-
ing the Nazi regime many of the prisoners at Buchenwald were
Communists who fought against Fascism. They were active in the
camp resistance and saved many lives. In July 1945 the US army
left Buchenwald and handed it over to Soviet troops. The camp
became a memorial site, and the 56,000 or more who died were
commemorated. The Communists (‘anti-Fascists’) of the camp
were regarded as heroes. The camp was kept as a warmning of the
evils of Fascism. I did not have time to see the vast monuments
which were erected on the Ettersberg in the 1950s, about a kilo-
metre from the camp itself. There is, though, more to the story of
Buchenwald than all this. Barely four weeks after the last survi-
vors had left, once again prisoners were moved into the barracks.
For another four and a half years Buchenwald was a place of im-
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has a particular part to play. ‘The dark shadow of Buchenwald
will be linked forever to Weimar, Thuringia and Germany. There
can be no silence.” So stated Dr Vogel in his commemorative
speech at the German National Theatre in Weimar in 1995. He
went on to say:

We in Thuringia must live with the fact that Weimar, linked
throughout the world with the lofty traditions of humanism,
lies next door to Buchenwald for the rest of etemnity. No-
where else can the Janus head showing contempt for man-
kind as well as culture, horror as well as hope, be seen so
clearly as on Ettersberg Hill.

And this is why Buchenwald is a historical symbol. Virtu-
ally nowhere else have ‘the crossroads of recent German
history’ (Konrad Adam) intertwined so intimately as in
Buchenwald Concentration Camp. No taboo forbids a his-
torical re-evaluation beyond the official anti-Fascist myth of
the Buchenwald conception propagated by the GDR. The
goal cannot be to verify a firmly established picture of his-
tory; we ourselves must grasp the historical reality. And
truth destroys myths. Only this can help us to understand the
past, to grasp what it was really like. Without this historical
knowledge and insight, without the recognition of the undis-
torted truth, we can have little hope for the future. ‘Because
nothing but the truth can make us free,” wrote Eugen Kogon.

For other concentration camps the end came in 1945. But
not for Buchenwald ... The fact that people were victims of
inhuman treatment and fresh injustices were committed on
Ettersberg Hill even after 1945 is also among our memories
of Buchenwald ... Our history did not end in April or May
1945. Nor does it begin in April or May 1945. We bear
responsibility for the whole of our history. Nobody can
relieve us of this particular burden from our recent history.
We must be aware of the past to draw lessons for the future.
United Germany and the united German nation will do this.
We want the younger generation to .understand that
memories of the terrible past are not being kept alive and
history is not being preserved to bequeath blame, but to
prevent repetition ... Only awareness of the past can prevent
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mistakes. Only memories can prevent the recurrence of
dreadful crimes. Wounds heal, but scars remain, and the
scars must remain to remind us of the wounds.

Those terrible years and the atrocities committed in the
German name must be remembered, and the memory of them
must never die. Only those who realise the infinite grief that
mankind can inflict upon mankind will do all they can to
prevent such things from happening again. Only those who
are watchful will be able to recognise and repulse the first
origins, can identify approaching barbarity and prevent the
worst. Only those who can remember the horror and imagine
the cruelty will find the strength needed to create a better
world. Only a glimpse of the past allows us to look clearly
into the future.

The democratic constitutional state is dependent upon the
participation of its people. It thrives on scrutiny, not on
looking away. A strong, staunch democracy needs a well-
developed democratic awareness ... We must all make sure
that our social and political identity, our self-confidence and
our democratic convictions are so strongly developed that
they can staunchly withstand all that might jeopardise our
democratic and law-based order. The fact that, despite their
goodwill, the fathers who drew up the Weimar Constitution
in this very building failed to achieve this is among the
factors that enabled the National Socialists to seize power.

In Frankfurt not long ago, Jorge Semprin, a Spaniard impris-
oned at Buchenwald as a young Communist, was awarded the
Peace Prize of the German Book Trade. From his unique perspec-
tive he has been able to suggest that Buchenwald can be a sign for
the future, not only of Germany, but of Germany in a democratic
Europe:

Since their reunification, Germans are the only people in
Europe that can and must come to terms as a nation with the
two totalitarian experiences of the present century: Nazism
and Stalinism. They have experienced them in their heads
and bodies and can overcome them only by critically accept-
ing and revoking them in order to enrich the democratic
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future of Germany. The future of a democratically growing
Europe depends to a great extent on this .. Weimar-
Buchenwald is the historical place that best symbolises this
dual task: that of mourning to overcome the past critically;
that of elaborating principles for a European future in which
past errors can be avoided.

On 19 January 1996 Roman Herzog, the President of the
Federal Republic of Germany, spoke in the Bundestag at an hour
of remembrance. The occasion anticipated the first official Day of
Remembrance of the Victims of National Socialism on 27 Janu-
ary, the anniversary of the liberation of Auschwitz. He quoted
Article 1 of the Grundgesetz, the basic constitutional law, Die
Wiirde des Menschen ist unantastbar, ‘The dignity of the human
person is inviolable.” There were to be no more Untermenschen,
no more ‘subhumans’, as in the Hitler regime. This new national
day, he said, was not to be a holiday, but a day of reflection in the
midst of daily life. Its purpose was to remember, to draw lessons
for the future, to recognise how things began, as well as how
things ended, so that any possible repetition could be prevented in
the early stages.

I am profoundly impressed by the constant attempts of the
German people to remember and to learn from the past, and by the
openness with which the Gedenkstdtten, memorial sites, are made
available to all. The news of neo-Nazi attacks on foreigners and
weaker members of society and on homes for people claiming
asylum is far from being the whole of the story. I realise that I
have not written about the most horrific sights which met my eyes
at Buchenwald. Even though Buchenwald was not set up to be an
extermination camp, many atrocities were committed there, in-
cluding mass executions. These things, however, have been amply
documented elsewhere. Neither have I made a sustained attempt
to put the experience into a theological perspective. Others have
worked to do that, notably, for English readers, Ulrich Simon, and
will continue to do so. The contrast between the Weimar of
Goethe, Schiller, Liszt and others and the Weimar near which a
Buchenwald Camp could be built is great. I am glad that I was
also able to see a little of Weimar itself and of its cultural inheri-
tance. There is, too, a huge contrast between all that is great and
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noble and lovable in the German national character and the dark
Teutonic mythological forces with could sweep a Hitler to power.
As he once said, ‘I go the way fate has appointed me like a man
walking in his sleep.” We may think of the Faust legend; or of the
Teutonic myths of the Gotterdimmerung, where the forces of evil
are finally triumphant and the great gods slain; or of Nietzsche’s
Thus Spake Zarathustra, where it is pronounced that God is dead
and that the Superman—a concept seized upon by the Nazis—
shall live. Heinrich Heine’s poem of the Lorelei and the doomed
boat on the Rhine contains another intuitive intimation of disaster.
How something like Buchenwald could have happened is a
question which has been asked many times. There are no easy
answers. But in my visits to Dachau and the Plotzensee and
Buchenwald, I have experienced something of the truth that un-
speakable evil has to be held together with infinite goodness.
There in the midst of the tension is the Cross, whether perceived
in specifically Christian terms or not. It is a tension which the
German people are suffering and will continue to suffer for the
foreseeable future, and a tension which some may feel called in
compassionate solidarity mitzutragen, to bear with them.
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PRAYER IS WAITING

Address at a Taizé Service
ROBERT LLEWELYN

I have been asked to speak to you briefly on the subject of silent
prayer. I have been to Taizé only once, about twenty-five years
ago. Péere Schultz spoke to us on several occasions. I can remem-
ber just five words of what he said, and they have come back to
me again and again. ‘For me,’ he said, ‘prayer is waiting.’

There is much in Scripture to support those words. “The Lord is
good to those who wait for him,” says Jeremiah. ‘They that wait
for the Lord shall renew their strength,” writes Isaiah. ‘I waited
patiently for the Lord, and he heard my cry,” from the Psalms.
And more than two thousand years later, and moving beyond the
Bible to St John of the Cross, we read that in prayer we are to
learn to rest with attention in loving waiting upon God.

And so, when the time for silence comes, I ask you to take up
your position for prayer (and sitting is usually best for most of
us), and then, having asked the help of the Holy Spirit, to be con-
tent to wait, patiently, expectantly, lovingly, longingly. Try to
realise this is all that you can do for yourself. God must do the
rest. See yourself as the parched earth looking upwards, waiting
patiently for the rain to fall. You can neither hasten the shower
nor determine its intensity when it comes. You can only wait.

We all need healing. We are all wounded souls. We are like
Humpty Dumpty: we have had a great fall, but mercifully, unlike
him, there is one who can put us together again. And that one, at
this time of waiting, stands at your side. ‘Rest in me,” he says,
‘and I in you.” See yourself as resting in Jesus as a child rests in
its mother’s arms. Allow him to bear you and enfold you in his
love. See him standing there and calling your name. ‘John,
Margaret, I love you, and I have loved you always as if you were
the only person in the whole world to love. And now I want to
heal you. Let me do the work. Give all the strains and stresses
over to me.” And then just wait. All you need is to desire God, to
desire to pray, and then to wait. Have in your mind, if it helps, a
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short centring word or prayer which you can repeat silently as
often as you need. Just the word ‘Jesus’, or the familiar, ‘Be still
and know that I am God’, would do well. You may find it best to
look mentally to the level of the heart.

It may not be long before distracting thoughts intrude. The rule
here is that you may acknowledge them or recognise them, but
you are not to develop them or encourage them, or in any way to
get involved with them. Let them drop from your consciousness
as a stone may drop into the sea. And if they won’t drop away but
insist on floating on the periphery of consciousness, then be
content to let them float. But do not attempt to draw them in to
yourself. These distractions may be due to extemnal circumtances,
such as a neighbour’s radio, to which one may respond with for-
bearance or annoyance. If we choose the latter then an opportu-
nity for growth in patience has been missed. Or they may have an
interior cause. Anxieties, resentments, jealousies and the like may
surface from the unconscious at such times that God’s healing
light may play upon them. This process is not without pain. In
either case, if we respond with patience and perseverance, a dying
to self and a rising to new life in Christ is taking place. Here is a
part of the Holy Spirit’s work of growth and sanctification.

This period of waiting is sure to be demanding. And you will
find yourself asking, ‘Is it any use? Am I really praying?’ And
here are words of comfort from St Augustine: “Your very desire is
itself your prayer; if your desire is continued so is your prayer
also. Whatever you are doing, if you are desiring to pray, your are
praying. If you do not wish to cease from prayer, do not cease
from desire.” And these words are true, the intention or the desire
is prayer, whether we are speaking of vocal prayer, eucharistic
prayer, office prayer, Jesus prayer, rosary prayer or, as now, the
prayer of the silence of the heart before God.

If, then, you are tempted to ask whether you are really praying,
all you have to do is to ask yourself one question. Do I desire to
pray? Am I desiring God? And if the answer is yes, then you are
truly at prayer. Even if all you can do is to desire to desire to pray
that is enough.

Now this is very important. Sometimes people may speak as if
correct posture is prayer. Sitting with a straight back assists
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prayer partly because it helps you to be attentive and alert, and
partly because it assists abdominal breathing. But correct posture
in itself is not prayer. And correct breathing is not prayer. What
then is prayer? It is the intention or desire to pray.

Or you may hear that relaxation is prayer. Relaxation assists
prayer because it helps us to be receptive. But relaxation in itself
is not prayer. Prayer is the intention or desire to pray.

Or some may speak as if bodily stillness is prayer. Bodily still-
ness assists prayer because it helps towards the stilling of the
mind. But bodily stillness in itself is not prayer. Again, then, what
is prayer? It is the intention or desire to pray.

Or, not uncommonly today, people may speak as if a change of
consciousness is prayer. It may happen that in the silence we are
taken from the ordinary workaday state of ‘beta consciousness’ to
that of ‘alpha’. This is a restful experience, and where it is of the
Holy Spirit it will be welcomed. But in itself an altered con-
sciousness is not prayer. It can, for example, be induced by drugs
or demonic forces, or simply by deep relaxation. What then is
prayer? At the risk of being wearisome, let it be said once more
that it is the intention to pray, or the desire for God, which
determines whether we are praying.

Undoubtedly, in this period of waiting, waiting, we are some-
times taken hold of. The parched earth is rewarded with a shower
of rain. St Antony the Great says that he prays best who does not
lsmow he is praying. Watch a group of children at play. They are
so engrossed in their game that they do not know they are playing.
There is no corner in a child’s mind which can allow him to say,
‘Now I am playing.’ If, perchance, he does say that, then the game
for him has at once lost some of its perfection. It is the same at
prayer: Periods may pass when there is no comer of the mind
which can say, ‘Now I am praying.” Just as you cannot say in bed
at night, ‘Now I am sleeping’, but can only say in the moming, ‘I
slept’, so you cannot now say at prayer, ‘Now I am praying,” but
can only say later, ‘I prayed’. I am not speaking of any exalted
state. If the phone rings you will hear it at once. These showers of
rain, as it were, come and go, and the parched earth cannot deter-
ine their time or intensity. So, too, these periods of which I have
spoken depend on God and not on us. They may be waited for but
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not sought, least of all striven after. Striving would, in any case,
be in vain.

Prayer is waiting, intending, desiring God. Prayer, we might
say, is a holding on to God, until waiting, waiting, waiting, we
move into the knowledge that we are being held.

This meditation was given in the Roman Catholic Cathedral in
Norwich on 24 November 1995. Father Llewelyn has waived
copyright and it may be copied and distributed as desired.
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LIGHTFOOT THE PREACHER

JOHN TURNER

As a preacher Bishop J. B. Lightfoot has been forgotten; he is
remembered best for his work on the New Testament and the
Apostolic Fathers. But having recently obtained a collection of his
Cambridge Sermons, reprinted in 1890 after his death, I was
struck when I read them by their impressive contribution to the
Anglican heritage of theology and spirituality.

The earliest sermon is dated 1861 and the latest 1883; eight of
them were preached in Trinity College chapel, while the rest were
University sermons. The congregations included both senior
members of the College and University and also undergraduates,
and the needs of the latter were often much in Lightfoot’s mind.
For instance, in a sermon preached near the beginning of one aca-
demic year he was at pains to warn his hearers against shocking
the freshman who

comes up here with certain religious views. He has been
brought up, as we think, in a narrow school of theology ... Is
it right, is it generous, is it kind, to laugh at his weakness, to
pour scorn upon his scrupulousness? ... Is there no danger,
lest while plucking up a prejudice, we may not root out a
principle also? (p. 261)

Lightfoot was greatly concemned to encourage in students a confi-
dent Christian approach to all branches of learning and to new
scientific knowledge. Thus, preaching on Psalm 8:4, ‘What is man
that Thou art mindful of him: and the son of man that Thou
visitest him?’, he said:
As we contemplate some new revelation of science, our
amazement grows. At each step we are more and more be-
wildered with this strange paradox of humanity, this contrast
between the two elements in our nature ...

The materialist will be content to say, “What is man? An
insignificant atom in time and space. And the son of man?
An organism like other organisms?’ But the believer is con-
strained to add, ‘Lord, that Thou art mindful of him! Lord,
that Thou visitest him!” ... And the believer may boldly
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claim science herself as his teacher ... Each successive
trinmph of science makes the distance between man and the
brute wider ... If experience discovers the littleness of man
to be more little, yet at the same time it shews his greatness
to be more great. (pp. 238-40)

In this sermon, as often, Lightfoot’s train of thought led him to
Christ. Having quoted from the same psalm the words, “Thou hast
crowned him with glory and honour; Thou has put all things un-
der his feet’, he continued:

Apostles and Evangelists saw the true fulfilment of the

Psalmist’s prophetic saying in the ultimate and supreme

destiny of mankind, as realised in the Person and work of the

one Representative Man. ... Here at length was the exalta-
tion, the glory, the absolute sovereignty, the final apotheosis

of man. (p. 242)

Later we must say more about the vision of Christ manifested
in these sermons, but there are other matters to be looked at first.
We should note, for instance, that the practical importance of a
true theology was a theme of his preaching:

It is not a matter of indifference, it is a matter of the utmost

moment, what are the theological beliefs of the individual,

of the nation, of the age. By their ideas men are most power-
fully swayed, and their idea of God is the first and most po-

tent of all. (p .93)

Although he was aware of the damage that might be done by
shocking those brought up ‘in a narrow school of theology,” he
was conscious of the evil results of false theologies in the lives of
individuals. In the sermon from which we have just quoted he
continued:

But you are a Christian ... You have remained faithful in

your allegiance to the God of Revelation. This is well. But

have you obscured His glory, have you distorted His image

with unworthy conceptions of your own? ... Have you im-

posed some narrow restrictions of your own on His Father-

hood? Have you limited His merciful design to an elect few,

a small circle to which you yourself belong, and compla-

cently condemned all mankind besides to His eternal wrath?
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At times Lightfoot seems to be speaking as though he were a
man belonging to our own day. If, for instance, we are liable to
forget that Victorian Christianity saw itself as battling with
scepticism, his words can remind us that then, as now, belief in
the resurrection was under attack.

Now, after the experience of eighteen centuries, we are
asked (as though it were a small thing) to throw aside the
miraculous element of revelation, to abandon our belief in
the fact of the resurrection, that is, to abandon the Christ of
the Gospels, the Christ as we have known Him; ... What is
this but to stultify the experience of History? What is this
but to throw mankind back into second childhood? (p. 78)

Again, the idea of seeking God in the depths of our being came
to many living in the 1960s as a new insight from John Robinson,
but in 1873 Lightfoot could advise his hearers:

Only go down deep enough into yourself, and you will find a
Teacher, Whose lessons no printed page and no wise com-
panionship can replace—for you have found God Himself,
God speaking through your individuality, God evoking your
special gift, God ordering your special task. (p. 210)

The comparative study of religions has, of course, made great
strides since Lightfoot preached on Advent Sunday 1868, when he
gave utterance to thoughts which have not lost their relevance
today. Referring in the course of his sermon to ‘Christian apolo-
gists and Christian divines’, he said:

If, instead of accentuating the contrasts and dwelling only on
the follies and wickednesses, they would investigate more
diligently and recognise more gladly the elements of Divine
teaching in all, even the most degraded forms of heathen
worship; if they would track out the footprints of the Word
of God impressed now faintly, and now more vividly, on the
sands of universal history, they would find not only that
numberless objections to Christianity founded on the partial
resemblances, the imperfect graspings after truth in other
religious systems, would melt away in the process, but that a
flood of new light would at the same time be shed upon the
significance and the power of the Gospel. (p. 134f)
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And as for the New Age movement, those familiar with it may
well find an anticipation of its protest against the tyranny of con-
temporary scientific culture in Lightfoot’s belief that science, if
enthroned by itself, is bound to impoverish us:

Can we afford to look down from the serene heights of mod-
ern science and culture on the untutored Indian, who saw
God’s face in the shifting clouds, and heard God’s voice in
the whistling winds? ... Was it altogether a baseless dream in
those Stoic Pantheists, who endowed each several planet
with an animating spirit of its own? Was it altogether a wild
fancy in those Christian fathers which assigned to each its
particular angel, who should whirl it through space and hold
it in its course? Was it not rather a Divine instinct feeling
after a higher truth? Human life cannot rest satisfied with the
science of phenomena alone, It needs to supplement science
with poetry. (p. 311f)

Lightfoot in his preaching displayed a truly catholic under-
standing of the Church, and of the way in which it is enriched
through the varied gifts brought to it both by races and by
individuals. Having stated that ‘each great subdivision of the
human race in turn has contributed its special work to the building
of the Church,” he went on to specify the fruits of ‘the intellectual
subtlety of the Greek,” ‘the instinct of organisation and the
respect for order in the Latin,” * the self-devoting enthusiasm of
the Celt,” and ‘the truthfulness and steadfastness of the Teuton’.
Then he continued:

We might turn from Churches to individuals; and we might
point out, how an Origen, an Athanasius, a Benedict of
Nursia, a Francis of Assisi, a Luther, each in his generation
by his special gift, his special energy, introduced a distinct
element, did a distinct work in the Church. Nay, we might
even appeal to sects, and shew that however one-sided,
however erroneous, each has nevertheless contributed
something, has brought into prominence some neglected or
half-forgotten aspect of truth. (p. 187)

Yet he would not allow his hearers to be complacent church-
men. In another sermon he insisted that “those who have studied
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Church history with care will see for themselves, that the barbari-
ties of half-savage nations would have been still more barbarous,
and the passions of lawless men still more passionate, if its influ-
ence had been withdrawn.’” But he went on to say that ‘the atroci-
ties of Islam have copied only too faithfully the atrocities of
Christendom.” Then coming to his own age, he castigated

the Christian apologist, who wields the weapons of disin-
genuousness and fraud in the defence of the truth; ... the
Christian preacher, whose words are words of lofty self-
denial and devotion, and whose life is the worldliest of the
worldly; ... the Christian colonist, whose rapacity or whose
lawlessness or whose tyranny makes the Sacred Name,
which he bears, a byword and an abomination to the heathen
among whom he dwells. (p. 258f)

As a remedy against that kind of hypocrisy Lightfoot, on an-
other occasion, commended Bible study of the kind which leads
into contemplation.

We are constantly warned against the divorce of religion and
morality; and we need the waming. No divorce could be
more soul-destroying than this ... But from any such danger
the study of which I speak will save us ... The true study is
nothing less than the appropriation of the Divine image; the
constant recalling, realising, copying, growing into it; till the
Divine fascination of its glory possesses us wholly.

So gazing in this mirror, so studying this image, we our-
selves shall be changed ... not glorified now, with the in-
comparable glory which shall be revealed hereafter—but
changed nevertheless into the similitude of Christ who is the
image of God. (p. 106f)

This extract brings us back to Lightfoot’s presentation of Our
Lord. It is clear from these sermons that while he felt bound to
combat false views of the atonement, his real wish was to pro-
claim the Cosmic as well as the Incamate Christ. To be sure, he
could be scathing about substitutionary theories which were
expressed in theologically unsound language.
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The Cross is the central revelation of God. The Cross has
not infrequently been preached as a narrow technicality,
which shocks the conscience and freezes the heart. It thus
becomes a mere forensic subtlety. (p. 326)

Christ’s revelation meant something very different to him, as he

expressed it in a sermon entitled, “The Mirror of God’s Glory,’

To look upon the face of Christ—Christ the image of God,
Christ the effulgence of His glory, Christ, Whom having
seen we have seen the Father also—this is the priceless
blessing, as it is also the terrible responsibility, which falls
to us Christians. (p. 102)

And when he said this, the Cosmic Christ was not far from
Lightfoot’s mind, for a few sentences further on he said:

Ask yourself what S. Paul means, when he speaks of Christ
as the image of God. His own language in the Colossian
Epistle supplies the answer. He means not only the Incarnate
Christ ... but he means also the pre-incarnate Son, the
Eternal Word, Who was with the Father before all time, by
Whom He created the universe, through Whom He sustains
all nature and directs all history, in Whom alone He is
known and can be known to men. (p. 103)

Alternatively, he could reverse the procedure but maintain the
same emphasis, as when, in a sermon on ‘The Wrath of the

Lamb,’ he stated:

Our ideal is a Person—a Person Who sums up in Himself all
things in heaven and earth, all the magnificent teachings of
science and all the inspiring lessons of history; but a Person
also, Who has entered into human relations with us, Whom
we have been permitted to know with our human knowledge,
and to love with our human love. (p. 206)

The importance to Lightfoot of such a concept of Christ is illus-

trated by the way he brought it in, so to speak incidentally, when,
while speaking of the Head and the Body, he referred to

[the control] which the ... Word exerts, as the Incarnate
Christ, not as the Head only of Universal Nature, but as the
Head of the Church specially. (p. 182)
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And as we come back to his concern that Christian students
should not divorce their religion from their work, we again find
Lightfoot proclaiming that Christ is to be found and recognised
everywhere. In his magnificent sermon preached on Advent Sun-
day 1868, he addressed one after another those engaged in differ-
ent areas of study, bidding them ask themselves whether Christ,
the Word, had not been showing himself to them in mathematics,
the sciences, languages, literature, and history. For example:

Has your time been spent on the investigation of external
nature? Have you ... followed the many divergent phenom-
ena to the one grand, comprehensive, all-pervading law, but
have you stopped here? Has this law veiled, or has it re-
vealed to you, the Eternal Word, of Whom it is the very
sign-manual? (p. 142f)

Have you pored over the long roll of human history ...
marked the lines of progress running through the ages,
floated on the stream of knowledge and civilisation broaden-
ing slowly down? And has all this opened out no revelation
of the Word, though the scroll is written over with His Name
within and without? (p. 144)

In these passages we can surely hear distant echoes of Tennyson’s
In Memoriam.

It is an unfortunate habit of contemporary Anglicans to neglect
through ignorance their spiritual and theological heritage. Be-
cause of this defect it is not astonishing that it was an Orthodox,
writing originally in French, who produced one of the best books
to appear in the twentieth century about Lancelot Andrewes as a
preacher (Lancelot Andrewes the Preacher by Nicholas Lossky,
Oxford, 1991). For the same reason it is also not astonishing that
much of the wealth of teaching produced by nineteenth-century
Anglicans has been consigned to oblivion, perhaps having been
judged superficially and condemned as out-dated. It is indeed true
that sermons such as Lightfoot’s rightly and inevitably reflect
conditions which are now in many respects greatly altered. And
however they sounded to his hearers, the long sentences which he
often used do not make for easy reading. I hope, nevertheless, that
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the extracts which I have given, illustrating his thought in a vari-
ety of areas, show how regrettable it is that his sermons have
largely been forgotten—regrettable because they contain so much
that is of permanent value both to Anglicans and to others.

The Reverend Dr John Turner is honorary assistant priest at St
Botolphs-without-Bishopsgate, London.

BOOKS

ORTHODOX LENT, HOLY WEEK AND EASTER, Liturgical
Texts With Commentary by Hugh Wybrew, SPCK, 1995. £5.99,
AWAKE TO LIFE! The Easter Cycle by Father Alexander Men,
Bowerdean Press Ltd., London, 1992. £4.99.

It sometimes seems that people have lost their first enthusiasm for
dialogue and meeting with Christians from other traditions than
their own. Nevertheless, a deep form of ecumenism still lies open
to each one of us: that of familiarising ourselves with the way
others worship and to study and begin to use for ourselves some
of their forms of prayer. Since it is profoundly true that lex orandi
lex credendi, our own belief and understanding of God’s mighty
acts can be expanded as we discover the ‘one heart and soul’
which underlies all our different traditions of worship.

In our own Anglican tradition many people have come to
appreciate and use in their parish churches the forms of worship
given in Lent, Holy Week and Easter, produced by the Liturgical
Commission in 1984. These have greatly enhanced both corporate
and personal participation in the Paschal Mystery. I would
recommend in passing The Sacrament of Easter by Roger
Greenacre and Jeremy Haselock (Gracewing 1989), as being an
excellent introduction to the liturgical celebration of Holy Week
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and Easter as it is experienced in the common tradition of the
Roman Catholic and Anglican churches. There is need for such
books ‘which may help to a more intelligent participation in the
Liturgy ... in order that [we] may learn to pray with understand-
ing’, as the SLG Rule on Spiritual Reading states.

I do not doubt that Hugh Wybrew had something of this in
mind when he entitled a book of liturgical texts with commentary
Orthodox Lent, Holy Week and Easter. Fr Hugh has a wide first-
hand experience of Orthodox worship from his work in Eastern
Europe and in Jerusalem. The back cover of the book does not
mention his years on the staff of St Stephen’s House, Oxford, but
many of us recall the lectures he gave at Fairacres on liturgical
theology. This background and experience have enabled Fr Hugh
to make a valuable selection of texts from the Lenten Triodion
and the Pentecostarian, which he says in his Introduction:

are intended to do two things: first, to give Western Chris-
tians some idea of the way in which Orthodox Christians try
year by year to appropriate the Paschal Mystery, the saving
events of Christ’s suffering, death and resurrection; and
second, to provide material which can be used chiefly in
personal prayer, but perhaps also in public worship, to
enlarge and enrich our observance of this central celebration
of the liturgical year. (p. 3)

The first two chapters of the book give a concise and readable
account of the historical development of services to celebrate this
high point of the Church’s year and explain the particular struc-
ture of the Orthodox services. Then, for each Sunday and for
certain days of special celebration, there is a brief introduction
before translations into modern English of some of the texts used
in worship, and a reflection on them to aid prayer. The contempo-
rary idiom in which the texts are presented probably makes them
more congenial for assimilation by people meeting them for the
first time and using them for personal prayer, but there is some
loss for those already familiar with the Lenten Triodion translated
by Bishop Kallistos and Mother Maria. However, it may be that
the extracts used could well draw people on to the Triodion in its
fullness.
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Byzantine liturgical compositions have a strong doxological
element and a rich and wonderful way of combining passages of
Scripture and using biblical imagery, allegory and allusion. They
also have a powerful doctrinal content, as may be seen in this
extract, used at Matins on Monday in Holy Week:

Look! the bridegroom comes at midnight.
Blessed the servant he finds watching;
but worthless the one he finds idling.
Take care, then, my soul:

let not sleep overcome you,

lest you be handed over to death

and shut out of the kingdom.

But be sober again and cry out:

Holy, holy, holy are you, O God:

at the prayers of the Mother of God
have mercy on us.

I who in divinity am rich

have come to serve Adam

who has become poor.

I who made him have willed

to put on his form.

I who as God cannot suffer

have come to give my life

as a ransom for him. (pp- 93-4)

Ever since the Easter homily of St John Chrysostom appeared
in English in Vladimir Lossky’s The Mystical Theology of the
Eastern Church, it has, more often than not, taken its place in our
Easter Vigil here at Fairacres. Hugh Wybrew’s book would have
done a service if it only made that unsurpassable treasure of the
Orthodox tradition known to a wider Christian audience: but it
does far more than that, and we should be grateful to him.
However, he cannot help being a commentator from outside the
Orthodox tradition and I would like to suggest that alongside his
admirable book, people might at the same time read and take into
their prayer Awake to Life! The Easter Cycle by Father Alexander
Men. This is a book of sermons preached on the liturgical texts
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from the time leading into Lent right through to Pentecost and the
Day of the Holy Trinity.

Father Alexander Men was a Russian of Jewish extraction
whose preaching had an enormous influence. In the 1960s he used
to hold open house on certain days in his village, and many young
people would travel from Moscow to attend. The whole day be-
came a kind of ‘Christian seminar’. He had a large library of
religious and philosophical books from which he lent generously.
With the advent of perestroika he was able to lecture openly in
schools and factories, and many people flocked to his church. He
was murdered—martyred—at 6:30 a.m. on the moming of
Sunday, 9 September 1990, while on his way to church, and anti-
Semites, possibly in the KGB, still remain the greatest suspects
for this terrible act, which deprived the Russian Church of the
kind of priest they so greatly need at this time.

Fr Alexander’s sermons help us to take the liturgical texts deep
into our hearts for repentance and faith. Some of them are decep-
tively simple; but do not rush your reading of them! Read prayer-
fully they have an astringent power which exposes our spiritual
wounds for God to act upon. I will give just one extract from an
Easter sermon on the healing of the crippled man at the Pool of
Bethesda (John 5:1-18). First, Fr Alexander retells the story with
great vividness, and then he says:

It is this incident that the Evangelist describes to us today.
Immediately we imagine ourselves lying there, in our sick-
ness and our sins. Everyone knows there is only one who is
able to heal us—and if He stretches out His hand to us, we
shall not be ungrateful to Him. [Previously the fact was
noted that the crippled man ‘began to pick up his bed,
without saying, “thank you”, without thanking God’.] He has
become a living source of healing water for us. Think of that
pool, where the water acquired healing properties only now
and then, but still desperate people threw themselves into it.
We have another pool—the Word of God, the undying
fountain of life, the Holy Gospels and the Holy Bible, which
contain all that is necessary for the life of man. Our fountain
is the sacred Cup to which we come, along with our prayers
and our life in the Church. This source is renewed not once a
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year, but eternally—anyone can come to it at any time. Just
touch it, desire it and come close—and you will feel its
healing power.

When the years bow our backs, when all that darkens our
lives—partings, afflictions, insults, injuries and disappoint-
ments—lies on our souls like a stone; when grief, depression
and the empty greyness of our lives eat away at us; when we
truly resemble the dying, the paralysed and the incurably ill,
let us remember that we have one Name, the dearest name—
that of Jesus, which raises, heals and revives us. (p. 74)

Fr Alexander Men was described by a member of his congrega-
tion as ‘the kind of person who with one word could change your
soul.” As we read his words may we also be changed, and may we
know the power of the Cross which Fr Hugh describes as ‘nothing
less than cosmic in the scope of its healing and renewing power’
(p- 63).

SISTER EDNA MONICA SLG

FACING CHANGES, CHANGING FACES by Alvin Marcetti and
Shirley Lunn, Darton, Longman and Todd, 1995. £8.95.

The cover of this book, which is subtitled ‘Positive Spiritual and
Emotional Growth in Mid-Life’, is bright blue with sunny images,
setting the tone of the text. The authors reject at the outset the
term ‘mid-life crisis’, presenting the mid-life years instead as an
adventure, an opportunity for review and change; hence, the title.

The authors are both people in the middle years of life, sharing
a close personal and professional relationship. They are active in
the caring professions of chaplaincy and counselling, and have an
active spiritual commitment. Their concern for people’s emo-
tional and spiritual welfare, as well as their physical health, shows
in the various topics covered in nine chapters, ranging from
Physical Losses, through Sexuality, to Work and Worth. The
themes are illustrated with appropriate personal stories from
people who have negotiated change successfully, and sometimes
unsuccessfully, in mid-life. These are spoken in the individual’s
own words, which gives an attractive variety to the writing.

44



One of the best chapters is on Relationships. It describes what
may be found to be healing in relating to others, and what may be
destructive, and encourages reflection on what can be changed.
‘Mid-life men and women need the courage to examine the past,
make bold plans for the future, and to seek out emotional and
spiritual assistance in doing so’ (p. 45). Typically, the authors are
inclusive and accepting in the variety of relationships they con-
sider, including same-sex couples, families with children, and
single people. If I have a criticism here it is that childless couples
are not given space. For those of us who have not realised our
wish to have children, mid-life can be a painful time. Enjoying
friends’ children growing into attractive adults brings home a
particular loss of companionship we face in older age. Whereas
couples with children may feel their own relationship is
encroached on by the demands of their offspring, childless
couples have no such distractions from anxieties they may be
experiencing in adjusting to middle age.

However, this aside, the inclusive and supportive language and
themes of this chapter are typical of the whole book, in which the
authors bring us back in various ways to the importance of relat-
ing well—to our inner selves, to our partners, to our families, to
our surrounding communities—and ultimately to God, if that is
how we express the source of life within us. The chapter on
Sexuality benefits from honesty and openness in the relationships
shared, and offers a broad range of attitudes for consideration.

The authors regard Spirituality as an important part of the proc-
ess of change. ‘“The challenge for us is to integrate the wisdom of
Scripture, the tradition of the Church and the world in which we
live and move. The mistake of the secular humanist is to confine
human growth and potential to the life of the mind and the
emotions and to ignore the life of the Spirit’ (p. 124). However, I
was slightly disappointed that the role of the spiritual director was
not more sympathetically treated. In the chapter , The Changing
Self, with reference to spiritual friendship, we read, ‘It is
important to understand that when looking for companions on our
mid-life journeys we should be looking for relationships of
reciprocity.” This seems to me to ignore the helpful role a genuine
spiritual director can offer in focusing us on our mid-life spiritual
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development, which sometimes friends or colleagues engaged in
similar processes cannot. Further on in the discussion about gurus
or priests who take advantage of their position to offer spiritual
counselling, we find the surprising statement that ‘the mid-life
man or woman ... will learn ... their guru is only human, whose
only true gift is to be a companion along the mid-life journey.’
While not defending bogus spiritual direction disguised as power
games, I think that finding a companion along the journey is a gift
to be valued. Given the good sense of the rest of the book, and the
tribute that Alvin Marcetti pays to his own spiritual director, I can
only think that this surprising point of view owes more to poor
expression than to conviction that mid-lifers (sic) gain more from
reciprocity than spiritual accompaniment.

I enjoyed reading this book which is written in direct and un-
complicated language, but reflected that there was nothing par-
ticularly new here for someone who has been interested in
personal development and spiritual growth for a number of years.
The exception to this was the helpful insight into why it may be
more difficult for men than women to express their spirituality in
a church context. ‘The language of the Church is often one which
stresses feelings and working together, but at the same time suc-
cess is valued highly. Successful business men are usually
expected to take leadership roles in their congregation, and they
are often asked to lead membership or fund-raising drives which
call on their skills at winning. Their church lives become an
extension of their secular lives, rather than a place to test and
explore their sensitivity and the emotional side of their nature’ (p.
66). When I read this I could instantly see this happening in
congregations I know, and had a moment of personal repentance
for the men I have persuaded into these roles.

As a means of confronting the blocks which prevent us
changing and adapting to mid-life, the authors encourage us to
listen to our inner voice, which may speak to us of unfulfilled
longing, fear of ridicule, regret and loss, as well as of the positive
desires of the heart. ‘The goal in mid-life is not to cast off or to
reject the past as this is the very content of who we have become’
(p. 143). By accepting what has gone before and being optimistic
about what is possible, we are enable to rise to the challenges of

46



mid-life change. In my opinion, the authors achieve their task of
conveying the idea that ‘mid-life is both a spiritual and emotional
journey’ (p. 156), and they further succeed in being helpful
companions to mid-life adventurers.

ELIZABETH W SOUTH
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