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COMMUNITY NOTES

Since the last Chronicle there have been a number of important
events in the Community. On St Francis’ day Sr Patricia Thomas
was blessed as Sister in Charge of the Convent of St Mary and the
Angels, Boxmoor. Sr Susan, who led the group of Sisters who
returned there in 1990 after our year of absence, and has been
much appreciated as Sister in Charge, returmed to Fairacres. She
was blessed as the new Novice Guardian on St Teresa’s day, and
on 24 October welcomed a new member to the novitiate when
Jennifer Foster was admitted as a postulant.

In mid-November Sr Noel left for New Zealand joining the
Sisters already at St Isaac’s to make a community of three. Sr
Clare went to Bede House to become a member of the household
there, and Sr Avis Mary returned to Fairacres.

In the new year, on the Feast of the Conversion of St Paul, Sr
Tessa will be blessed as the new Prioress of Fairacres, and Sr
Christine will become Sub-prioress. Sr Edna Monica will be
laying down the office after nearly six years, in which we have all
come to rely on her a great deal (I, especially, in my first six
months in office). We give thanks for her and for all that she has
given generously and ably to the common life, and we will be
holding her in our prayers as, after some time for rest and refresh-
ment, she has the opportunity to test a calling to the solitary life.

On Sunday 29 September, after long preparation and a journey
of faith and prayer in which the Community has shared step by
step, Sr Barbara June, with fourteen others from the Oxford and
St Albans ministerial training course, was ordained deacon by the
Bishop of Oxford. Six nuns and a number of Oblate Sisters
represented SLG in the cathedral, and I had the privilege of
putting Sr Barbara June’s stole on her—for the occasion I was
deemed to be her ‘training incumbent’! Designed and made by Sr
Chnstine, the stole features a St Andrew’s cross made from three
gold nails (signifying the three vows), and a purple crown of
thorns on a white silk ground, lined with almost-black purple. The
crown of thomns is a reminder of our particular vocation and of the
crown of thorns on the altar at Fairacres, on which the stole was
laid during the ordination retreat. Sr Christine pointed out that a
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good design must look right from
every angle: true in this case, take
it at what level you will. After the
ordination we returned to Faircres
for a festive meal all together.

Since then Sr Barbara June has
been deacon at our Eucharist two
or three few times, and this will be
a regular monthly occurrence. She
has commented that, unlike most
of her fellow ordinands who are now having to adjust to major
changes, her daily life is much the same as before in all its
outward manifestations. Asked how she can fulfil the deacon’s
distinctive service within our community, she is likely to reply
that service is what is most familiar to us in our community life;
we do it, often literally with basin or towel in hand, in the laundry
(washing), in the kitchen (feeding) and in the infirmary, attending
to basic human needs. At the same time, we are aware that it is a
new thing in the church for a women’s contemplative community
to include those called to ordained ministry. We need to be open
to a new way in which to respond to what God is doing,
something as yet unknown and not contained within precedents
from clerical monastic life for men. We are fewer than fifty-seven
Sisters now, but it does not seem that there are any fewer varieties
of ways of being a Sister of the Love of God. In this particular
instance, if we can hold the tension and remain open, having no
clear models is a distinct advantage.

How important it is that Sr Barbara June has been ordained
deacon in the church as well as in this community; the context of
the changes and events in our personal lives may bring about
more than even our most inspired visions can accomplish, and
cause us to grapple with meanings which stretch our under-
standing. It has been reported that at the present time only twelve
per cent of the population of Great Britain go to church. With
monks and nuns making up a very small proportion of that twelve
per cent, it is hardly surprising that religious communities are
getting steadily smaller. It seems to be a contemporary asceticism
for us to have to learn how to work with limitation, and, if we can
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see it as such, find in it an opportunity. One which has been
evident to me in recent months is that as the religious life as a
whole grows smaller the links between our various communities
grow stronger, and when we meet we do so as friends who
already know each other.

One Sunday in October the chaplain of Keble College, Oxford,
made the theme of the Sunday evening eucharist, ‘Affirming
Anglican Religious Life’, and invited members of local religious
communities to attend and meet members of the college after-
wards. To some undergraduates it was news that we even existed.
I recalled that a week or so later when I was with the Association
of British Contemplatives (the common forum for the Roman
Catholic contemplative orders of women) and we discussed the
need for a presentation of contemplative life, written in accessible
contemporary language which does not presuppose either a
graduate education or churchiness in its readers.

On 16 November Sr Catherine attended a day consultation on
the religious life held at the Community of St Andrew in London.
Some of those who had met there, as well as some who had been
at Keble, met again two days later in the parish church at Burford
when Br Stuart Burns was blessed as Prior of Burford Priory.
Actions in which we participated spoke very directly and clearly,
and linked the past and the future. Sr Tessa and I rejoiced to be
there. Here is an extract from the notes we were given as back-
ground to the service of blessing:

By their very nature monastic communities are withdrawn
from the day-to-day activities of their local parish, yet they
remain very much part of the life of the church. When
dealing with the appointment of abbots St Benedict says that
the neighbouring abbots and local Christian community
should ensure that ‘a worthy steward is set over God’s
house.’ It is therefore appropriate that we meet today in our
Parish church, in the presence of representatives of many
other religious communities and local Christians, as well as
friends from far and wide, continuing a tradition going back
to before St Benedict’s time.



If the existence of Anglican religious is, as Archbishop George
Carey told the Religious Superiors in May, ‘one of the best kept
secrets of the Anglican Communion’, the life of those who live by
the same principles but ‘incognito’ and in the world must be even
more so. There is a hiddeness especially in the life of our own
Oblate Sisters, ordinarily identifiable by their brown habits only
when inside an SLG house. There were plenty of these visible
during the October Oblates’ Week; Jane Eastell was admitted as
an Oblate Postulant on 14 October; and Oblate Sister Carolyn was
received in annual promises on St Luke’s day. The number of
those who wish to be associated with communities is growing
rather than diminishing. Two new Priest Associates have been
received, Brian Richards on 1 October and Stuart Aitken on 8
December.

The Della Robbia plaque of Mary and the Infant Jesus, pictured
on our Christmas card this year, has a context: it is what we see
through the window when we are washing up at the kitchen sink!
It is in the most truly enclosed place in the Convent, a little court-
yard bounded by the laundry on one side, the kitchen on another,
and by a small hall and a corridor on the other two. It was a stroke
of inspiration to fix the plaque to an otherwise blank brick wall
during our building work two years ago. Lightly and with a
reminder of southern sunshine, it is an undemanding sign of the
Incarnation in the midst of ordinariness, Christ in the midst of
humdrum necessities. The cycle of the seasons and the liturgical
year can connect us with the sacred, but so can the more
unregarded repetitions of our daily life.

This Christmas, may we see and celebrate the mystery of God-
with-us and join in the adoration of the church and of the whole
of creation.

ROSEMARY, MOTHER SLG



AMBIVALENT PRAYER

MARTIN SMITH SSJE

Spiritual directors often have the experience of finding them-
selves spontaneously coining new sayings that have an odd ring,
yet seem to have been given to them from some inner place that is
different from our usual common sense. Not long ago I found my-
self saying, ‘but ambivalence is a sacred emotion!’ As I reflect on
this particular statement I think it is the soul’s response to a very
widespread need in contemporary spirituality to find ways of
praying and engaging with God, ourselves and one another that
have room for terrific simultaneous contradictions, the experience
of opposite emotions. We need to find the sacredness in living the
tensions and to admit how unsacred, how disconnecting and pro-
fane, are the attempts at praying and living while suppressing half
the stuff that fascinates or plagues us.

A vivid example of the tensions we are learning to bring into
full consciousness with Christ before God is our experience of
intense ambivalence about the church (more accurately, the
churches). How can we live with integrity both our love for the
community which is Christ’s body, and our rage and dismay in
the face of so much decay, confusion, blundering and sterlity in
what we call the ‘institutional churches’? We won’t find the
answer by just thinking and talking. Only a very engaged kind of
praying in which our inner gears are really meshing will help us
discover how to be and what to do.

Meditative practice can help us realise how many of our cease-
less preoccupations are the superficial manifestations of primitive
anxieties about survival, or the ego’s frantic constant adjustments
to keep things the same. Facing right into this, dis-identifying
ourselves from the flux of fretfulness, and experiencing our union
now at the centre of Life ‘hidden with Christ in God’, will help to
change the way we experience the church. For much of the
church’s disgracefulness, its resistance to grace, is the same
reality writ large. The anxieties that roil it are driven largely by
fear, its grip on survival, and its dread of reorienting itself on the
present and presence of God. Those who experience the break-
through to union in prayer can look both dispassionately and
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compassionately on the melodramas of ecclesiastical controversy,
the ghastly shadow-boxing of rival religiosities. Can we learn in
meditation to see through what is going on, just as we see through
what goes on within our own hearts as we reconnect with God at
the centre?

This is the source of the classic spiritual virtue of detachment.
Detachment is not a dissociation from the institutional church by
lofty souls who look down on the poor wretches who are making
a mess of things. It is not the luxury of proud egos who disdain to
soil their hands with the church’s business or be involved in its
struggles. Detachment is a very hard-won gift, the ability to
choose not to be hooked or sucked in by what is sterile and self-
defeating. In our p prayer we can begin to recognise the similarity
between the clinging on in the church to things and ways that the
Spirit has made obsolete, and our own personal clinging on to our
inner systems and idenmtities. We can identify the institution’s
refusal to retrieve deeply significant resources from our sacred
past that the Spirit is calling us to restore, with our own personal
stupidity in not recalling and using the gifts we already have
available. We can connect our own fear of death and the unknown
with the institution’s dread of the new.

Only when we are used to recognising this parallelism can we
begin to be free to see how we might be in the church. The issue
is our conscious alliance with life-life that is connected to and
flows from the centre, from God. When we unplug ourselves from
efforts in the church to shore up what is necessarily falling apart,
when we use our detachment to refuse to be recruited for the
shadow-boxing, or the institutional ‘dance of death’ of the famil-
1ar Christendom that is coming to an end, we are allies of life and
of the Spirit. When we use our spiritual discrimination to give our
passion and commitment instead to places, movements of creativ-
ity and pockets of vitality, we are allies of life and of the Spirit.
When we use our humility to recognise how complex and
demanding this work of discernment is, we can get on with it
without projecting too much hostility (stemming from our own
frustration) onto those who haven’t been shown how to do it.

We live in a time when everything that can be said or
suggested seems necessarily like an over-simplification. At the
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heart of our prayer there will always be genuine struggle. Just
where must I dis-identify myself, where must I co-operate with
the Spirit by pulling out? And where must I stay on and sign on,
giving my heart and work and imagination for the networking and
heart-searching and experimenting which is nurturing the seed-
lings of new life? How can my rage and sickening disappointment
in so many manifestations of ‘Christianity’ cease to be a poison
which depresses and paralyses me, and be traced back to its
source in my own longing to be fully alive in God, and therefore a
source of energy and commitment? Only prayer is a crucible
strong enough for this kind of transmutation.

Martin Smith SSJE is Superior of the North American Province of
the Society of St John the Evangelist. This article is reprinted
with his permission from Cowley, Summer 1996, Vol 22, No. 2.



NEW ZEALAND NOTES

14 July

There is more rain now and the ground is very wet, so all excur-
sions, even just to collect more logs, require gumboots. At the
same time, it’s not like English rain, but seems to fall very
heavily and fast, and then there will be sun and blue sky. In fact,
this week it was almost too hot to work in the garden in the sun.

When we go to Kaikoke we usually go to the Library. Last time
we got a novel by Maurice Shadbolt called, The Season of the
Jew. He is one of New Zealand’s great story-tellers and a prolific
writer. This is a historical novel, the first of a trilogy, set in the
Poverty Bay area (east coast, central North Island). We’ve found
how important it is in learning about a country to read stories as
well as histories, poetry as well as journalese. Perhaps there’s
also something about the shortness of Pakeha history here that
means that white people are still trying to tell their story. Much of
this novel is sad, conceming colonial attitudes during the
nineteenth century

We have recently returned from our holiday in Auckland,
where Sr Sarah spent the first week with the sisters of the Com-
munity of St Francis. From here 1t was easy to explore on foot,
and to visit the Art Gallery and Museum, St Patrick’s Roman
Catholic Cathedral, and a bookshop which provides armchairs for
its customers!

At the Museum, a building with wonderful views of the
harbour, there is a quite extensive Maori collection. There was
also a current exhibition entitled, Scars on the Heart, a moving
and detailed display of New Zealand involvement in war: the
Land Wars here, the Boer War and the First World War, showing
how they affected a young, growing nation. The difference
between the power of propaganda now and then was striking.
Then it was assumed to be the good and right thing to cross the
world to fight somebody else’s war. There were other moving
things: the fact that Maori soldiers received no war pension; the
comment of a First World War soldier: ‘Nobody asked me what it
was like; in seventy years nobody asked me’. Technology has
markedly altered this kind of display. There were all the usual
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exhibits, but also many video screens set into the wall, on which
you could call up information and pictures.

The Art Gallery has many portraits by Goldie, a nineteenth-
century artist who specialised in painting Maori scenes and
portraits. Earlier in the year there was this short report in the
newspaper of the sale of one of his portraits by Christie’s:

Goldie Portrait doubles sale estimate

LONDON—A Goldie portrait of a The painting of Ena Te Papatahi,
Ngapuhi rangatira fetched £60,900 wearing a moko and smoking a pipe,
($NZ141,726)-more than double the was bought by a London art dealer.

top presale estimate-when it sold at Ena Te Papatahi, from the Hoki-
Christie’s auction in London yester- anga, was the niece of chiefs Tamati
day. Waaka Nene and Eru Patuone.

Moko means tattoo. Whereras men wore full facial tattoos it was
customary for women to be tattooed only on the lips and chin.

The real interest for us is that Ngapubhi is ‘our’ tribe, the domi-
nant tribe in the north since early in the last century, and the
Hokianga is the cradle. Nene and Patuone trace their descent from
Rabhiri, as do all the people of consequence in the tribe; he was
born at Whiria pa in Pakanae, which we look out onto from St
Isaac’s. It has a commanding position on the coast and was
virtually impregnable in its heyday, since the high tide almost
completely encircled it. Built by Kupe, the first ancestor to land
here, it formed the centre of his gradually expanding activities
and made Pakanae the strongest settlement for miles. Now it
remains as a dramatic hill fort rising from the flat lands around it,
which Kupe used for his kumara, sweet potato, crops and which,
until only forty or so years ago were the site of the communal
(Maori) gardens. One of the local Methodist ministers now grazes
it. There is some kind of monument or flag-pole on top which we
would like to explore.

I have discovered, by reading James Baxter, New Zealand poet
and mystic of this century, that in the Maori language there were
no words for time or money. Both words in use now are trans-
literations: moni and taina. In Jerusalem Daybook, Baxter
meditates on the three Maori words for ‘poor’: nga pohora, nga
mokai, nga raukore. He explains that the word used in the Gospel
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for the phrase,‘blessed are the poor’, is the word used to describe
a tree when the leaves have fallen, meaning ‘stripped naked’.
Here most native trees do not lose their leaves in winter, so to see
nga raukore is an unusual thing, and perhaps this is saying
something too about the beatitude?

A woman whom we met when we first went to the marae, told
us that if you want to learn Maori the best thing to read is the
Maori Bible, since this is classic Maori. This is not said in the
same way as we might say it of the Authorised Version, but she
explained that the missionaries who translated the Scriptures
learned Maori from the chiefs and so learned the most fluent and
cultured form of the language.

There is also a big collection of Maon portraits by Lindauer, a
contemporary of Goldie’s. It is most impressive. These have been
housed in the Lindauer room and hung above eye-level, so one’s
immediate impression is of looking up to the ancestors. It’s very
well done and strikes just the right balance between an art gallery
and a Maori meeting-house which represents the ancestors in its
structure and decoration.

27 July

Work has started on the renovation of the Warden’s House. The
men arrived on Tuesday 23rd at 7.50 a.m. I think they were as
pleased to start as we were to see them. Three days later they
have the foundation posts cemented in and the main floorboard
structure in place in the garage, the doorway cut into the house
from the garage, the passage structure and the wall of the cell
opposite the bathroom in place. It is chaotic, but rapidly changing
under their expert hands.

28 July

We didn’t have a service at St Luke’s this week so went further
down the road to Kokohuia marae, between Opononi and
Omapere, where we had never yet been for a Sunday Eucharist.
We notice one or two Maori customs which are observed at
Church (social customs rather than protocol), one of which is that
on arrival you go round and greet everyone individually with a
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handshake and kiss or hongi. There are usually not more than a
dozen people there, so it isn’t too alarming. At Kokohuia, which
is the only place near us where the Church is on the marae, every-
one gathered on the porch and we all went in together, when
everyone had arrived. Services begin when the Church has
assembled—the stated time seems to be advisory only! As we
were talking a family arrived and the man, speaking with a very
strong French accent, asked whether the service was Catholic or
Protestant. He, his beautiful wife, and their three small children
were here on holiday from Tahiti. We explained that we were
Anglican and they decided to stay. It was a significant moment
when we were able to join in the welcome to the strangers in a
new way, as people belonging to the marae.

On Thursday we were visited by Sister Noel’s nephew,
Trevelyan, and his friend, Garonna, who were in the country for
ten days. As it was probably the wettest day we’ve had yet they
were drenched by the time they reached us on bikes from their
Youth Hostel, but were quite content to sit on the floor by the
stove and steam dry. They stayed for tea and for Office; it was
quite uncanny to see the striking resemblance between Trevelyan
and his aunt. I am writing this on September 6th after receiving
Mother Rosemary’s fax telling us that the ‘Third Sister’ is a real
person named Noel—so perhaps Trevelyan’s visit was an augury.
Now our refrain, ‘when the third Sister comes’, has changed to,
‘Sister Noel will love this’.

In the evening we suddenly found we had no water, so had to
don gumboots and macs to track down the problem. In the dark
that was impossible, but we narrowed down the possibilities and
James came through to repair it on Friday morning. A heifer had
trodden on the pipe and in the soft ground had bent it and broken
a fitting. We now know how to repair it and, after the event, how
to stop the huge tank emptying overnight into the garden. Every-
one is telling us that this wet weather isn’t really normal and we
are having more rain this year than usual. Certainly we shall be
pleased to be in the Warden’s House and not to have to squelch
our way to chapel, or through the garden to reach the wood pile.
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30 August

Last Saturday we went to Paihia, to the blessing of the new
Bishop’s House for the Bishop of Te Tai Tokerau, Waichau Rui
Te Haara. The day began with a Eucharist at St Paul’s Church in
Paihia. This is the ‘Williams Memorial Church’, a grey flint
nineteenth-century building on the site of the house once occu-
pied by Henry Williams. It is roughly in the centre of the bay
which has Waitangi on the northemn arm and Russell on the
southern. In the Williams’s day it was isolated—he began in a
reed hut he built himself, where his wife, Marianne, bore eleven
children—but now it is right in the middle of motel-land and very
touristy. Williams came out here around the time of Samuel
Marsden’s arrival, about 1815, and his importance for both races
lies in the fact that he learnt the Maori language and often acted
as interpreter for the Maori. He and Heta Te Haara travelled the
country together seeking signatures for the Treaty of Waitangi.
The siting of the new Bishop's House is seen as a kind of pledge,
and a deliberate return to the days when that partnership was real
and necessary.

The mass was lovely. The church was full, with ‘standing room
only’ by the time we arrived, and was a marvellous mix of Pakeha
and Maori. That in itself was heart-warming, because one does
hear comments about the three rikanga partnership being a kind
of apartheid. Saturday was proof to the contrary. As we arrived all
the bishops were assembling in the porch for the procession, and
greeting all who arrived. People seemed to have made a big effort
to be there and there were groups from all over, including the
Hokianga. It was clear that they were delighted that we had come:
despite the ‘doing’ emphasis in our letters we actually refuse
quite a lot and are becoming known as a community who ‘don’t
do anything’. For Pakeha to appear who have no agenda of
‘works’, but because they want to be here, is more of a gift than
we realise, I suspect. There is also something to do with mana in
this. This is a pretty untranslatable word, but it means prestige,
honour, integrity, and so on. A chief has mana; and you can
increase a person’s mana by showing respect or by honouring
them. Pre-eminently mana is connected with the land: take away
the land and you remove a person’s mana. That is why the land
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claims are still being pursued with such urgency.

It is impossible to describe the feel of a church filled to ever-
flowing (sic) with people who to a large extent not only know the
words of all the hymns but can sing them in four-part harmony
from memory, with only a hymn number to go on. In fact, perhaps
that is the best image with which to convey the day. There was a
lot of memory being celebrated in a culture where the oral tradi-
tion is very important. I see I have invented a new word—
‘everflowing’. And again that seems a good way of summing it all
up, because there seemed to be a fount of memory flowing on into
the future which may be very exciting and important for the
church here.

After the Eucharist there were mihi, formal speeches of
welcome by the hosts, and replies by those from afar. When the
speeches were over we all went up to the house for the blessings
and tree-planting, and some plaques were unveiled, after which
we all went right over the house to have a look. Upstairs is the
residence, with beautiful views over the bay. The ground floor is
divided into two areas which can be used for a self-contained flat
for visitors and a conference room/chapel, respectively. When all
was over there was a delicious meal at a nearby motel, and then
we came away, arriving home about 5.30.

19 September

We have moved! The men left on Friday 13th and we were in on
Sunday 15th for our first night. They have not quite finished and
will return next week to finish off some outside painting and do
the common room, which has hardly been started. It is really
lovely and will be better still when our curtains come and we are
a bit more organised. At the moment Sr Noel’s cell is a con-
venient store.

17 October

Sr Anne has come to stay for a few weeks in the course of her
sabbatical, and has been here a few days now. She is keeping a
constant bonfire going, feeding it with some of the dead wood
that’s lying around and the long grass she’s been clearing from
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the shrubbery. Meanwhile we have been finishing clearing and
straightening the House, so although there are still some pieces of
furniture to get and some more linen, we are fairly shipshape. We
are waiting to hear that Sr Noel’s police record is clear! [Anyone
in Britian applying for a New Zealand residence permit has to
have clearance from Scotland Yard, which takes about a month to
confirm—Ed.]

31 October

We have just heard the news about Sr Noel’s flight and are walk-
ing on air!

11 November

It 1s really good to think that Sr Noel will be in New Zealand by
the end of the week. Sr Sarah will meet her on the morning of
Friday 15th, and all being well they’ll travel to St Isaac’s on
Tuesday 19th.
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DAVID GWYN NICHOLLS
1936-1996

David Nicholls, who died on 13 June 1996, was a rare phenome-
non in today’s world of professional pigeon-holing: a writer of
important and influential academic works who never held a
mainstream academic post, and a theologian whom the church of
England found it difficult to accommodate. He was amused as
well as irritated by his lack of recognition and ecclesiastical
preferment. He knew, perhaps, that to be appointed to one of the
chairs for which he applied would, in fact, be to enter a bureau-
cratic trap. Faute de mieux, therefore, he came to live as an old-
style country parson of the best sort, working from 1978 in the
parish of SS Mary and Nicholas, Littlemore, near Oxford (and
thus near the Bodleian Library), and issuing a far more substantial
stream of books and articles—in qualitative as well as in quanti-
tative termns—than those who got the jobs for which he applied.
He made theology matter in the world of secular academia; and
he showed religious people that good intentions and kindly
thinking are not enough.

David, although bom in England, was of Welsh descent and
proud to regard himself as such. This was used to good effect in
Trinidad when there was anti-English feeling during the Grenada
crisis! Under his father’s influence he became a champion
swimmer, and his mother taught him to ‘love people and books’.
Graduating from the London School of Economics, he obtained
scholarships for post-graduate study with Alec Vidler at King’s
College, Cambridge, and at Yale Divinity School. He attended
Chichester Theological College under Cheslyn Jones, and as
deacon, then priest, worked in the London University chaplaincy
team at St George’s, Bloomsbury, under Gordon Phillips. These
were all formative experiences. Grey, rainy weather in London
prompted application for the post of Lecturer in Government at
the University of the West Indies, St Augustine campus, Trinidad,
from 1966 to 1973. It was during this time that his interest in
Haiti was kindled, and he pioneered interest in the non-English-
speaking Caribbean at UWI. Trinidad’s pluralist society, with its
rich heritage of language and customs—reflected in the
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dedication to his book, Three Varieties of Pluralism-—the
weather, the beautiful scenery, and the vibrancy, suited him (and
his motor bike). There David combined a mixture of teaching,
research, writing and pastoral work, both on the campus and
outside, which he continued in varying proportions throughout his
life. Returning to England as Chaplain and Fellow of Exeter
College, Oxford, he also jointly ran seminars on race relations
and contributed to the Latin American Centre of St Anthony’s
College, becoming a Senior Associate Member there. After five
years at Exeter he moved to the parish of Littlemore where he
continued to write, his theology being rooted in his pastoral
ministry and regular worship. His life was lived true to his
Christian faith, but his influence in personal and academic terms
was much wider than the church.

His work on the Carnbbean, particularly on Haiti, gained him
an international reputation, and he was much in demand as a
speaker, especially in the United States. His views were summa-
rised in three books examining . the politics of Haiti: From
Dessalines to Duvalier, race, colour and national independence
(1979, reprinted in paperback 1988), which has become a classic
in its field; Economic Dependence and Political Autonomy, the
Haitian experience (1974); and Haiti in Caribbean Context,
ethnicity, economy and revolt (1985). A comparative study of the
Levantine community in the islands is published in articles and
chapters. His theological work included editing a series of nine
volumes under the general title, Faith and the Future (1983). He
then turned to what he saw as his credo, a trilogy working from
the present backwards, examining the symbiotic relationship of
theology, philosophy and politics. The first two volumes were,
Deity and Domination; Images of God and the State in the 19th
and 20th Centuries (1989), given as the Hulsean Lectures in
Cambridge, and, God and Government in an Age of Reason
(1995). The third volume, Despotism and Doubt, he left
unfinished. These are among the most important British works in
political theology.

Quite apart from his reputation in theology and Caribbean
studies, political philosophers were beginning to recognise David
Nicholls as the pioneer in the revival and restatement of plural-
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ism. His Three Varieties of Pluralism appeared in 1974 when the
doctrine was highly unfashionable. Marxist-Leninist, Hobbesean
and democratic theories all began, and ended, with theories of the
State. How centralised power should be used was debated. What
was largely ignored, however, was that all concentration on and
of such power was an inadequate account of the essentially
pluralistic nature of actual political life and social formations.
David went back to John Neville Figgis CR and his secular
disciple, Harold Laski, to restate pluralism as a critique of the
theory of sovereignty. Twenty years ago it seemed only of some
academic interest. But by the time of the second revised and
extended edition of The Pluralist State in 1994 opinion had
swung to vindicate his judgement, not merely among academics
but in nearly all reforming political opinion. ‘He was right about
the spirit of our times, and some of us got there before others,
having read him and been persuaded,” writes the political thinker,
Bermard Crick. He will be seen as one of the few political
philosophers of our time who had an influence outside the
academy. Oxford University recognised his ability with a D. Litt.
in 1991.

David’s special gift, apart from his academic rigour, was to see
important connections between disciplines usually separated. This
was combined with a deep interest in and love of people. A friend
recently said, ‘David did not care about the world, yet he cared
deeply about the world.’

This tribute to David Nicholl’s has been edited from various
sources by his wife, Gill. His library, which reflects the crossing
of disciplines so central to his own life, is being preserved as a
unity by the David Nicholls Memorial Trust, to make it accessible
for study purposes. It is intended that the Trust should also
provide bursaries to help students from the developing world to
come to the UK and use the David Nicholls collection. Anyone
who wishes to contribute to this Trust should send a donation to
the Bursar, Regent’s Park College, Oxford OX1 2LB, payable to
‘The David Nicholls Memorial Trust’.



HENRI NOUWEN RETURNS TO GGD

MICHAEL O’LAUGHLIN

Henri Nouwen died early on 21 September 1996. He had gone
from Canada to Holland to meet a film crew, intending to go with
them to Russia to make a film about his favourite painting,
Rembrandt’s The Return of the Prodigal Son, which hangs in the
Hermitage Museum in St. Petersburg. He checked into a hotel for
a short rest, and while there asked for medical attention. He was
rushed to a hospital and it was found that he had had a heart
attack. For the next few days Henni was in isolation and in terrible
pain. Then he suddenly improved and was moved out of intensive
care. Nathan Ball from Daybreak, 1’ Arche’s Toronto community,
was able to see him, as was his family. Henri continued to gain
strength through the week and was even able to phone his office
twice on Friday. He was so well that evening that he walked with
his family down to the lobby. Everyone relaxed. Henri was out of
danger. That night he was left alone. Then came a second attack
the following morning and he was taken from us.

Henri’s passing is a devastating loss to his many friends, to
I’ Arche, to the church and to the world. In the United States only
Thomas Merton or C. §. Lewis had a comparable impact on con-
temporary Christian spirituality. Yet such giving was at a cost. He
was in Boston for several months last fall and Robert Jonas, his
host and confidant, clearly perceived how depleted Henri had
become, how much the stress of his many activities had drained
him. Henri was not able to admit this, perhaps not even to him-
self. As Jonas remarked to me, his boundless and exuberant
generosity would one day prove fatal! Henri could hardly resist
engaging with people and bringing them within the orbit of his
love. Certainly I can say that none of my teachers has ministered
to me or loved me the way Henri did, and I am only one of hun-
dreds that he touched in this way. The day Henri died it was Jonas
who called with the news that he had ‘gone on into God—God
bless him—Henri was a good man—God bless him.’

He had only recently returned to Toronto after a year’s sabbati-
cal from his position as chaplain to Daybreak. As he told another
close friend, Jutta Ayer, it felt funny going off so soon to Russia
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to make the film, but he was very excited about the project itself.
Before he left he sent to many friends a signed copy of the book
he wrote on sabbatical, Can You Drink the Cup?. Although I have
not read all the books Henri has sent me over the years, I imme-
diately read this one, which celebrates the simple act of drinking.
To ‘drink the cup’, especially as Eucharist, is a doorway leading
to real appreciation of life in our flesh, in our families, on our
piece of ground, in our time; it is also a reckoning with death.
While he was writing the book, we had talked especially about the
night of the writing on the wall (Daniel 5), when use of the sacred
cup had meant ‘death’ to transgressors. So I laughed to see how in
Henri’s skilled hands the Old Testament readings had been trans-
formed into a uniquely personal reflection on the life he has led,
the many cups he has held in his hands, and what it has meant to
raise these cups in the name of Jesus and in the name of life.
Everything from our conversation which had been abstract, or far
from our own flesh and experience, had gone. Like Jesus, Henri
had a great talent for speaking the simple truth. In the course of
thirty books his words had become ever more succinct and
penetrating. Leaving Harvard to live among the handicapped had
been a small sign of a larger movement in his life; he moved
steadfastly from ‘complicated’ to ‘plain,” and from ‘scattered’ to
‘focused’. Indeed, he had become in these last years almost
saintly in his growing calm, simplicity and insight into others.

My great joy is that after many years of knowing Henri my
heart’s defences had slowly been overcome and I had embraced
his example as the model for my own life. Long after I knew him
at Harvard he became my spiritual father and guide. Everything
that I was doing for God, and doing well, came from or connected
to Henri. He helped me to be myself. I rejoice now that I was able
to tell him this. I remember the day I told him that his greatest
teaching for me was freedom from fear, and he had looked down
and nodded in appreciation. It was in Henri’s exercise of the
priesthood that I saw him at his most fearless. Most Catholic
priests live under terrible constraints, holding themselves apart
from others, speaking cautiously, ever mindful of the dignity of
their calling. Henri was the polar opposite: in his books he re-
vealed the intimate struggles of his heart, and his friendships were

19



open-ended, without a trace of concern for clericalism. He lived
his priesthood, but by living side by side with all kinds of people.
He was alter Christus, another Christ. He taught me, through
actions as much as in words, that we can give ourselves, give our
very lives, to each other, and that this giving is an encounter with
God.

As I write I have just returned from Toronto, where he was
buried on September 28th., His body had been brought back to
Toronto by his family and several 1’Arche representatives and
been placed in a coffin made at Daybreak, decorated with the
colourful, naive drawings of the handicapped. He lay in the open
coffin in church, surrounded by clusters of people, by sunflowers,
and by images. I saw The Return of the Prodigal Son, the Virgin
of Guadalupe, and many photographs of Henri both with members
of Daybreak and with the trapeze artists who had inspired him by
their soaring and spinning in mid-air. Pictures and drawings were
also left within the coffin; I picked up a card at his feet which
read in French, ‘God has chosen the foolish things of this world to
confound the wise’.

It was a glorious funeral, showing forth all the disarming
simplicity and love that I’ Arche can display. On the outskirts of
the city near Daybreak, is a new Slavic cathedral with tall, gold
domes and rich, dark walls. Henri and I had once stopped the car
to gaze at this beautiful building, which still stands alone in wheat
fields. Now his body lay in its entrance. As I walked toward him a
special gift was given to me, for beside Henri stood another
Henry, Bishop Henry Hill, a saintly man who had offered me his
love and prayers many years before. I felt that God had not left
me alone. Indeed, the cathedral was full of old friends. Although
my heart was breaking, I rejoiced at the love and gratitude of all
who spoke or sang or danced their love for Henri. His family
spoke first, both in Dutch and in English. They generously offered
not only his body for burial in Canada, but his chalice, a family
heirloom and the subject of his last book. The eulogy was spoken
by Sue Mosteller, Henri’s close companion in 1’ Arche. She made
Henri’s crazy generosity, joy of living, and sense of divine and
personal urgency very present. She told some jokes at his
expense, then explained his death as a call for us to move out of
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adolescence to continue his work. It was warm, it was light, it was
fitting. The sermon by the Jesuit, Bill Clarke, was on the passage
in the Gospels most appropriatefor Henri, the Parable of the
Prodigal Son. The parable was not only read, it was also acted out
by members of I’ Arche. Then we had a long litany, with many
friends coming forward to offer prayers for Henri’s many
interests and concerns: ecumenism, AIDS, women’s and lay min-
istries, children, prisoners, the church, writing, and so on. We
sang, we celebrated the Eucharist, and we celebrated a life that
had uniquely revealed God’s love to us. The funeral card had
Rembrandt’s painting on one side and words Henri’s on the other
which voiced his fervent desire to return to God to meet his
neighbour there as his brother. He had become even more
conformed to the figure of the Prodigal in his last days: he had
gone on one last pilgrimage to Russia to see that painting and
then ended by dying in his native land near his father and
brothers. He had returned to the painting, to Holland, to God—
and in the end he had returned to Daybreak.

He was very much present. It was uncanny to have Laurent, the
brother who looks and acts so much like Henri, there with us,
attending to others and checking on things, just as Henri always
did. When I told him how much Henri had taught me and what a
friend he had been, he answered in a strong, happy voice so like
Henri’s: ‘Well, now his work with you is finished. So, just keep
doing like he taught you; and thanks so much for coming!’ Yes,
Laurent, and thank you for coming! Not only had this man
managed to echo Sue’s eulogy, he also managed to evoke for me
Henri’s own profound meditation on the Prodigal Son. If we
begin to see ourselves as that son or as his older brother, we are
then also called to become the father, to grow enough to be the
one who welcomes, who forgives, who reconciles and who heals.
Henri’s work is done, and we must go on now, ‘doing like he
taught us’.

Michael O’Laughlin, Th.D., studied theology at Oxford and Har-
vard Universities. He was trained in the teaching of spirituality
by Henri Nouwen, and now works as a spiritual director and
teacher in Arlington, Massachusetts.
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PACIFICISM...AND ALL OF US

SISTER EDMEE SLG

A recent chance encounter put a remarkable book into my hands,
Pacificism and the Jews,' which I warmly commend. It is rare to
read something which changes long-held attitudes, but I found
that my conventional prejudices about pacifists had undergone a
radical alteration by the end of the book, and I am glad of the
opportunity to draw it to the attention of our readers who other-
wise might not hear of it. Far more than its title suggests does its
central theme concern us all.

Pacificism and the Jews consists of studies of twentieth-
century Jewish pacifists, and by focusing on the legitimacy of a
pacific stand for the Jew (something to which Jews generally are
even less sympathetic than mainstream Christians-—~the publishers
of this book are Quakers), the enormous question of the indi-
vidual conscience, and its right to challenge the assumptions of its
community, is illuminated in profoundly searching ways. And this
searching quality of the book is made all the more effective
because its author, Evelyn Wilcock, a historian and sociologist,
and herself Jewish, speaks with a very quiet voice. One need not
listen. But the characters of the men whose.stories she tells are so
attractive, and the historical setting of each chapter so interesting
that, once started, one is drawn on from story to story. And while
being thus drawn, one finds one’s attitudes insensibly deepening
and changing.

The subjects of these studies range from the English minister
of a Liverpool synagogue, John Harris, who pioneered the rights
of Jewish conscientious objectors in the First World War, to the
mentor of Israeli pacificism, Natan Hofshi, in the later years of
this century. They all manifest similar qualities: a belief in the
futility of violence; a conviction about the equality of all peoples;
a selfless concern for the poor and helpless; and, most striking of
all, a complete absence of egoism in their practical application of
these virtues. The consequence for each of them was immense
suffering, most often at the hands of the Jewish community they

! For details about this book see the end of the article.
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sought to serve, that is to say, of their particular ‘establishment’.
Parallels with the lives of Christian saints who have been simi-
larly persecuted by the church for attempting to live the Gospel
abound. Again we see that the good is everywhere the enemy of
the better.

What to us decent Jewish citizens is particularly dishearten-
ing about this disloyal demonstration [a peace rally in the
States in 1917] is that it should be presided over by Judah
Magnes...Dr Magnes has not only offended against the pro-
prieties but done that which will tend to discredit his co-
religionists in the eyes of their fellow Americans. (p-34)

The subject of the chapter from which that quotation comes
was an American rabbi, described as ‘charismatic’, ‘sunny,
enthusiastic and decisive’, ‘beloved by all and the enemy of none’
(p-20), until, that is, his pacifist stand brought upon him the
obloquy of American Jewry and Government alike. The pacifi-
cism of Judah Magnes was rooted in his understanding of the
over-riding Jewish prohibition against the spilling of blood, but
equally, in those early days of Communism when Marxist ideol-
ogy promised deliverance to millions of the oppressed, in his
socialism. ‘War, as he saw it, was the work of governments, and
was an outrage against the people’ (p.35). Thus he laboured on
behalf of dissidents, whose ill-treatment was peculiarly savage in
America at this time. At one prison they were brought to order by
being confined in cages in which they could not sit, lie down or
turn. In another Magnes found them kept in solitary confinement,
shackled in standing position to the bars of the cell door, com-
pletely in the dark, without outer clothing and fed only on bread
and water. Magnes wrote to the Secretary of War and, as a result,
some months later the conditions were modified and the prisoners
no longer manacled (p.46). After the war Magnes was advised to
leave America and he settled in Palestine where he was to become
Chancellor of the new Hebrew University in Jerusalem. We meet
him again in chapter five, “The Land and the People’.

In ‘Theory and Practice: Hans Kohn and Enzo Sereni’, we are
introduced to the historical situation in Palestine after General
Allenby entered Jerusalem in 1917, and particularly to the aims
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and ideals of early Zionism. It is related that when Zev
Jabotinsky, a Revisionist Zionist, pressed for a Jewish Legion to
which, in 1918, Jewish agricultural workers in Palestine sent vol-
unteers, a ploughwoman voiced the doubts of many:

She questioned the alien military spirit which had been
introduced into  Zionist life...Jabotinsky emphasised the
need for unquestioning obedience to a superior officer. With
remarkable foresight she disagreed. ““Yes sir” is the dark-
ness out of which light will never be born.’ (p-5D

At this time Zionists stressed the ethical and spiritual mission
of the Jewish people: the land was to be reclaimed through settle-
ment and development, and Jews were not necessarily pictured as
the majority community, nor as having secular self-government,
let alone constituting a sovereign state. This was the Zionism of
Hans Kohn, a Czech who fought in the First World War on the
German side, an experience which led him to pacificism and to
that mistrust of nationalism which was to become the subject of
his life’s work. His critique of nationalism did not spare the Jews.
National aspirations are incompatible with peace (p.55). After he
settled in Palestine he could, we are told, ‘easily have slipped into
the local habit of regarding the Arabs as less equal than the Jews,
but he never did’ (p.57).

But the nature of Zionism would be influenced by the nature of
the settlers. In the early twenties the third wave of settlers were
mainly agricultural workers from Russia who were fleeing the
Revolution but bringing with them many of the socialist ideals
which had inspired it.

There were perhaps only 22,000 of these socialist settlers
but their influence was out of all proportion to their
numbers, and their belief in the brotherhood of man
coincided with that of Magnes. These people were the only
Jews who in a practical democratic sense attempted to put
mnto practice the Judaism he preached. (p.62)

But the fourth and fifth wave of settlers brought a Jewish urban
middle class, refugees from Hitler’s Germany, whose ‘interests
were material and pragmatic’, and although they laid the
economic foundation of the future Jewish state ‘there is no deny-
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ing that they brought with them the quasi-colonial attitudes of
their countries of origin’ (ibid.).

The second subject of this chapter is Enzo Sereni who was
borm in Rome in 1905, the son of a Professor of Medicine and
private doctor to King Victor Emanuel. Sereni is an enchanting
and moving figure. Golda Meir wrote of him: ‘You cannot say
about Enzo: he was one of those who...There was nobody like
him. He was different. There was a feeling that he did not tell
everything, that there were things on his mind which he could not
reveal yet, that he wanted first of all to struggle with them alone,
by himself’ (p.71). What Sereni chiefly struggled with was the
role of the individual conscience: ‘Question after question has to
be struggled with by each individual drawing on the depth of his
own conscience. The answer which can only be arrived at by liv-
ing must come to each man from within himself’ (p.64). At the
same time he was able to write:

This quality of being a Zionist essentially implies a duty,
that of living together, communal life. Becoming a Zionist
means realising that we are not unconnected men without
links with the past and the future but, to use an old image,
links in a chain, parts of a whole, members, St Paul would
have said, of the mystical body of the Jewish nation. (p.63)

Sereni left the cultured, assimilated world of Italian Judaism
for Palestine in 1927 and helped to establish the kibbutz of Givat
Brenner where he spent many years working the land and resist-
ing the constant tendency to relegate him to office work of one
kind or another. He made contact with Arabs, and during the Arab
attacks of 1938 was unique in refusing to carry firearms, even in
defence of the kibbutz he loved so much, from which experience
he learnt how hard it is to resist majority pressure: ‘everyone
needs to feel part of a group, even if that entails carrying a gun
with one’s friends’ (p.71).

In the first chapter on John Harris, Harris is quoted as writing
in 1916: ‘I believe intensely in the paramount duty of returning
good for evil, and in the final victory of love and love alone over
hatred and prejudice’ (p.18). But he was to live long enough to
write in a letter to Victor Gollancz (1943): ‘The cry of the
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tortured and persecuted victims of the Nazis has been too bitter to
deny to them what appears to be the only solution of their suffer-
ings and the only alternative to their extermination’ (pp.18f.). The
same conflict between the ideal and the call to fight evil by those
means of which mankind is actually capable would overtake most
of Evelyn Wilcock’s heroes, though at least three sustained their
position in the face of Nazism. Sereni did not:

The terrible days of May in France forced me to the long and
thoughtful sequence of reasoning which has made me ques-
tion many things which seemed sacred to me for years... I do
not deny anything in the past: the profound and sincere
hatred of war and of the stupid belief that violence can rule
the world and decide its fate, or bring peace and security to
anyone still seems valid to me. (p-70)

So, in 1940, he enlisted in the British Intelligence Service.
Four years later he was dropped by parachute into Italy to gather
intelligence and contact partisans. ‘The drop miscarried. Sereni
was arrested by the Germans. He was a prisoner in Dachau and
eventually died under torture on 18 November 1944 at the age of
thirty-nine’ (p.70).

Chapter Four, ‘The Holy Inheritance: Kabbalah, Hasidism and
the Guardians of the City’, propounds attitudes to peace which
have their roots in a mystical apprehension of Scripture. The most
recent of these ‘ways’ to emerge is Neturei Karta, Aramaic for
‘Guardians of the City’, namely, the teachers and scribes without
whom ‘a city is fated to destruction’ (p.82). Neturei Karta is not a
structured organisation. They have no plans, claim to have no
politics, and funds and buildings are not regarded as significant. It
represents ‘the pure ideal of the eternity of Israel’, and as such is
profoundly anti-Zionist:

...their anti-Zionism is not related to the success or failure of
the State of Israel. Zionism is itself a negation of Judaism,
the result of the intrusion of the Enlightenment or Haskalah
on the holiness and spiritual status of the Jews. For the
Portion of the Eternal is His people. The refusal to fight is
based yet again on the concept that the Jewish people are
unique. They are not in search of territory. They are not a
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people or state like any other. ‘Lo, it is a people that shall
dwell alone, and shall not be reckoned among the nations’
(Numbers 23:9). (pp-82-83)

The aims and ideals of Neturei Karta, it becomes clear, are in
striking contrast to the humanism of Magnes and Sereni, who saw
Israel as the only possible refuge for Jews:

For Neturei Karta, on the other hand, Israel ‘is the least
secure place in the world for Jews.’ It is a state that has been
established with the help of anti-Semites, particularly the
Germans, and has succeeded in secularising and assimilating
the Jewish people so that they are just like any other, with
political and social codes and procedures of their own...
Neturei Karta see Israel as a creator of problems rather than
as a solution. (p-87)

This is a difficult chapter for several reasons. It portrays sym-
pathetically the ultra-orthodoxy of modem Hasidism, and quotes
some profound teachings on peace of several remarkable figures.
The Guardians of the City—Neturei Karta—are only one
element, and on a first reading I missed their significance
altogether. The quiet voice sinks into inaudibility under the
problems of organising too great a weight of what is, for the
modem mind, problematic material.

In ‘The Land and the People: Magnes in Palestine’ we encoun-
ter the inner anguish of a man who outwardly ‘had an open and
personal charm which was irresistible’ (p.20). ‘The Arab-Jewish
conflict in Palestine ensured that Magnes spent the rest of his life
in a situation where he was forced to explore further and further
the dilemmas of pacificism in a “war” situation’ (p.115). As
Chancellor of the Hebrew University he said at the opening of the
academic year 1929/30 that ‘One of the greatest cultural duties of
the Jewish People is the attempt to enter the promised land, not
by means of the conquest of Joshua, but through peaceful and cul-
tural means, through hard work, sacrifices, love and with a deci-
sion not to do anything which cannot be justified before the world
conscience’ (p.101). About the same time he wrote in a letter that
he had tried to keep the University out of politics but ‘I see again
what I knew before and tried to forget, that politics means lives,
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safety and the determination of moral and religious attitudes’
(p-101). Some years later he wrote: ‘Politics is one of the most
profound of mankind’s spiritual concerns. How men are to live
together and be governed is a spiritual question with far-reaching
implications’ (p.106).

The main subject of ‘The Loss of Innocence: Abraham
Cronbach and Jewish Pacifism in the Second World War’ is
another American rabbi and Professor of Jewish Social Studies at
the Hebrew Union College, Cincinnati. Cronbach was a modest,
self-deprecating man, without magnetism, and so poor a speaker
that both his classes and his congregations dwindled. Yet his
colleagues recognised a special quality in him and called him a
saint. There seems to have been something of what Christians
would call a ‘fool for Christ’ about him. During the Second
World War he wore a yellow star out of sympathy with his fellow
Jews in Germany, and at the end of the war he begged for Jewish
magnanimity and forgiveness at the war crimes trial. Much
earlier, in his book, The Quest for Peace (1937), he had written:
‘Of all the outrages against the Jews committed by Hitler, none is
more calamitous than this: he has banished from the hearts of
many of us the will to peace’ (p.130). In the same work he wrote:
‘...preparation for war takes the lead among the causes of war. It
is a deadly link in a vicious circle’ (p.124).

The middle section of this chapter concems conscientious
objection in Britain during the Second World War from which we
learn that anti-Semitism was far stronger at this time than during
the First World War: ‘Hore-Belisha was forced to resign from the
War Office in January 1940 because he was a Jew, whereas in the
First War Lord Samuel and other eminent Jews remained in
government without question’ (p.132). In Cincinnati Cronbach
wrote: ‘The status of Jews in every part of the world has deterio-
rated. We Jews in supporting the [First] World War only helped
prepare the way for the Nazi horror which has engulfed us’
(ibid.).

Chapter Seven on non-violence and the Holocaust has been
hailed as a true addition to the literature. It is, moreover, a wel-
come corrective to criticism of the passivity of the Jews in the
face of the determination to liquidate them. ‘From a modemn
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Israeli viewpoint, the correct response to Hitler would have been
efficient armed resistance, and the Jews are to blame for not pro-
viding it" (p.146). But ‘the question, “Why didn’t they fight
back?” is asked either by non-Jews or Jews who have taken over
the values of the gentile world’ (p.147). But pacifists also com-
plained about Jewish reaction to the Holocaust in the belief that
‘pacifist non-co-operation and propaganda, if properly
undertaken, could have prevented the extermination of the Jews.’
Against this Wilcock writes: ‘Pacificism is not necessarily a
solution. It is a course of action which justifies itself from its own
inherent morality rather than in the end result’ (p.151). The whole
chapter is extremely fine with its emphasis on the religious
tradition of Judaism which enabled countless numbers of Jews to
meet death with dignity and courage. Whether their deaths were
inevitable or not is a matter no human being—Jew or non-Jew—
dare judge. The Holocaust is infinitely mysterious, and to draw
the wrong lessons from it can only prolong its evil indefinitely.

The first half of *A Crisis of Conscience’ describes the impor-
tant role played by Abraham Joshua Heschel in arousing public
opinion in America against the war in Vietnam. Heschel, who
died in 1972, was a rabbi, philosopher and theologian who wrote
marvellously about God and the Bible. He was indeed, ‘a jeweller
of words’ who, as Wilcock says, ‘wrote in a religious language of
his own creating’, and she quotes a characteristic thought from
his book, The Sabbath: Its meaning for modern man, from which
alone it may be understood why his writings resonate as much
with Christians as with Jews: ‘The higher goal of spiritual living
is not to amass a wealth of information but to face sacred
moments’ (p.166).

Heschel’s theology has no place for the act which harms
another: ‘The fear you must feel of offending or hurting a human
being must be as ultimate as your fear of God. An act of violence
is an act of desecration.” Wilcock goes on: ‘Heschel reasserts the
Jewish foundation of something found postulated more directly in
Christianity: God is seen in man and the Holy is expressed in
human existence’ (p.168).

Heschel wrote an essay called The Moral Outrage of Vietnam
and he also contributed to an inter-faith book called Viernam:
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Crisis of Conscience. In these he discussed the issues that are
problematic for pacifists: ‘Modern warfare is waged by modern
democracies. Heschel admits that most of us prefer to disregard
what governments do on our behalf ...’ [But, he wrote] *“We must
continue to remind ourselves that in a free society, all are
involved in what some are doing. Some are guilty, all are
responsible.” Wilcock continues:

Heschel reasserts the need for the individual to find his own
unique voice. The depersonalisation of war should not be an
alibi for individual helplessness. ‘Modern war is a mechani-
cal operation. But peace is a personal effort requiring deep
commitment, hard, honest vision, wisdom and patience...’
(p.169)

But the real crisis of conscience for Jews, Heschel among
them, suddenly struck at the peak of the Vietnam war: in June
1967 Israel was at war. Inevitably ‘many Jews who had refused to
fight in Vietnam or who had been active in the American peace
movement altered their position when the future of the state of
Israel was at stake’ (p.183), and ‘the religious arguments and
proof texts which had sustained Jews in peace movements were
now used to legitimise war instead’ (p.186). An exception was
Steven Schwarschild, a rabbi and Professor of Philosophy at
Washington University, Missouri, who remained firm.

Schwarschild, who escaped from Germany in 1939, was a
philosopher in the German mould, and the confidence his intellec-
tual inheritance gave him, combined with his strong sense of God,
enabled him to show extraordinary religious courage. At the
moment in 1967 when Jewish pacifists were meriting the accusa-
tion of being doves on Vietnam and hawks on Israel, Schwar-
schild protested about the way his fellow Jews were misusing
Jewish texts in order to justify a change of position:

I suggest that the relationship between religion and peace is
that, not only when it fits mto the political plans of our
government, nor only when it is socially safe to talk about it,
nor yet to the degree to which this seems practically prudent
and promising of results, but under the irresistible command
of God, always, everywhere, in every way and totally, relig-
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ion must insist on, explore and practise the ways of peace
toward the attainment of peace. (p.186)

He believed that the prevention of war is the business of relig-
ion but he saw that religions degenerate into instruments of politi-
cal interest. “‘We had to become aware of the danger of a national-
ised church with the establishment of the state of Israel,” he wrote
(p.187).

In an article called ‘The Necessity of the Lone Man’, Schwars-
child saw the Sabbath experience as ‘a-social, lone, [in which]
society, community and collectivity fade into the background.’
And whereas ‘labour socialises, leisure isolates and individuates.’
So he calls for the ‘ability to live by oneself’, and the section on
the Lone Man concludes: ‘Freedom and dignity are products of
man’s relationship to the transcendent personal God and no one
nor anything can take over this function from him’ (p.190). This
was exactly the view of Natan Hofshi, the subject of the final
chapter.

‘Natan Hofshi and Pacificism in Israel’ gives a vivid picture of
life in the State of Israel and of a man who stood unwaveringly
for peace in the midst of increasingly impossible odds. Of all the
remarkable men in this book, Hofshi is probably the most remark-
able. Born in Poland he prepared himself from an early age for his
move to Palestine—which he accomplished in 1909 at the age of
twenty—by learning to read and talk Hebrew. From his father he
had learned to read the Bible, and came to know most of it by
heart, drawing his inspiration for pacificism from the same
scriptures by which religious Zionists, who follow a literal/
historical interpretation, validate their policies of conquest and
appropriation.

Hofshi’s biblical outlook meant that, unlike Magnes and Sereni
who were influenced by Marxism, he did not believe that we are
victims of our situation. It is not governments which are
monstrous; it is the fighting of wars by individuals which creates
war: ‘What strength does a government have without tens of mil-
lions of people who do its works and guard it with weapons?’ he
asked. ‘Hitler and the other great dictators of history would be
nothing without the narrow-mindedness and stupidity of the
masses who go off to their Holy Wars, caught up in a compulsion
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against the bonds that they have actually fashioned for them-
selves’ (p.202).

In a piece called ‘Looking Inwards’, in which he surveyed fifty
years of living in Israel, Hofshi described the growth of violence
throughout every nation and land, including the land of Israel:
‘..you stand and see how people with fine minds, people with
feeling hearts, people of learning and culture, gather all their
strength to kindle the fire, to stimulate all the instincts that drive
brothers to fight between themselves’ (p.196). Finally, in a pas-
sage which is, perhaps, the most telling in the whole book, and
inspired my desire to write on it, conscious as I am-—as we all
must be—of what we are doing in this country, Hofshi wrote:

The main problem is that people are unable to see the truth
for what it is and that is why war is inevitable. You have to
look at what is going on and you will see war being created.
Every moming millions of brothers leave the shelter of their
families with affectionate looks towards their wives and
their children who are playing, and go off to their ‘holy
work’ of preparing murderous weapons of slaughter and
destruction, armaments of great sophistication. They have
done this and will do this for years. This is how they support
their families, by working in this terrible industry which
spells catastrophe and massacre for millions of much-loved
families, including those of the very men who do the work.
No one, Christians, socialists, Non-Jew or Jew, sees any-
thing wrong with this. It is called making a living.

(p-202)
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Evelyn Wilcock, Pacificism and the Jews, Hawthormn Press, 1994,
ISBN 1 869 890 48 5, is available from the publisher, Hawthorn
Press, Hawthorn House, 1 Lansdown Lane, Stroud, Glos. GL5 1BJ,
Telephone 01453 7575040. Price £9.99 (plus £2.00 p&p), or it can be
ordered from your local bookshop.
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BOOKS

CRY OF THE SPIRIT, Christian Testimonies From the Soviet
Union, edited by Tatiana Goricheva. Fount, 1989, ISBN 0 00
627420 X, £3.99. (Obtainable from Keston Institute, 4 Park
Town, Oxford OX2 6SH)

CHRISTIANITY FOR THE TWENTY-FIRST CENTURY, The Life
and Work of Alexander Men, Edited by E. Roberts and A.
Shukman. SCM Press, ISBN 0334 02613 X, £12.95.

These two books together provide a luminous bridge across the
chasm of tragedy and suffering that struck the Russian church and
society in the years between 1917 and 1988. In a carefully
distilled anthology, each book communicates some of the purest
Christian testimony available in a small compass from this church
during its era of martyrdom. Printed words do ill justice to the
particular depth and intensity of Russian Christianity , and to
what it means to meet, albeit briefly, some of its representatives.
But for anyone who has been privileged to have such encounters
in recent years as Communism has ended, these fragments have
more than a ring of truth.

Cry of the Spirit was edited by Tatiana Goricheva from the
samizdat journal, Nadezhda and translated into English in 1989. It
comprises a moving, simple and eloquent sample of the spiritual
experience of modern confessors and martyrs from 1917 until the
end of the 1940s. The last witness, Father Tavrion, died only in
1978, having exercised an extraordinary spiritual ministry at the
Convent of the Transfiguration near Riga in Latvia. So far, little
of his teaching has been translated into English, and what there is
in this volume is tantalising and brief. It is evangelical and
centred on the Eucharist: ‘It is because of this prayer that the
whole universe can live.’ ‘Our souls are revealed through the
Gospels, which are the inner sanctum of the soul.” Speaking of
the indwelling of the Holy Spirit he says, ‘When we have this
water in us we are saved, and can save those around us’. Tavrion
was a staretz very much in the tradition of St Seraphim of Sarov.

As is indicated in the preface to the book, these writings reveal
the bankruptcy of Communist society—-‘atheism is slavery’. They
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are equally adamant that ‘a church with neither martyrs nor
genuine monks is badly placed: it is condemned to death’. This is
the authentic voice of the heart of Russian Orthodoxy, which
since the end of Communism has re-created over three hundred
monasteries. The instruction of these diverse witnesses is well.
summed up in words of one of them, Bishop German: ‘Now that
entry to many shrines has become difficult, be this shrine and a
holy icon yourself.’

The first extract portrays a visit by some cautious pilgrims to
the site of the monastery of St Nil Sorsky: it had become a lunatic
asylum, one degree better than the ‘bare, ruined choirs where
once the sweet birds sang’ of our own land, perhaps. It is sensi-
tively told, evocative both of the beauty and solemnmity of the
northern forests, and the plaintive kindness of the Russian to-
wards visitors. In its ‘desolate muteness’ the place is still a wit-
ness, even if disturbed inmates have replaced monks , and a troika
from hell covers the wall of the church-turned-refectory, where
once the Last Judgement was portrayed. It is a caring, if banal,
place—a mirror and epitome of post-war society.

The second passage affords a most valuable glimpse into the
painful transition from pre-Revolutionary to Communist Russia.
Bishop Seraphim of Dimitrov was born in 1883 and shot in prison
in 1937. As a child he was cured by the intercession of St
Seraphim, and he recounts vividly the drama of becoming a monk
at the great lavra of Sergiev-Posad, north of Moscow. The ancient
liturgy, a second baptism, takes on a new dimension when it is
seen as prophetic preparation for a life of exile, suffering and
imprisonment. Out of this liturgical experience come several
valuable letters of direction.

The third set of extracts is from an unknown priest, voice of
the many who died in the camps ‘who have no memorial’. It is
heart-rending in its simplicity and directness, as he expresses his
loss of both parish and altar. His is the lament of a true pastor.
Yet it contains some remarkable reflections, both on the nature of
the Christian way and the vicissitudes of the Russian church.
Citing words of the great staretz Amvrosy of Optina, he asserts
that ‘each man has the kind of cross he needs’. To his mind,
‘mankind has renounced the power of piety’ and ‘the church is
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now climbing Golgotha’. His judgement is stern and telling: ‘The
flames of humble martyrdom are flickering about us, particularly
in the remoter areas. Starving, ragged, shivering with cold,
isolated from the world, on the naked earth, in the snow or in
simple huts’ Christians are dying. It is a grim picture from a
sensitive and self-effacing man. -

Bishop German, who died in 1937, also continues the tradition
of Optina in his descriptions of life in Siberia and in his pastoral
concern for those to whom he is writing. His humour and deep
love of the natural world sustain him, as well as the Divine
Liturgy which he is able to celebrate with his fellow-exiles. It is
interesting to compare his apparent imperturbability with the
more harrowed response of the last of these pre-war witnesses,
Father Anatoly Shurakovski who died of TB in 1939, and whose
fate was denied until 1955. His was an odyssey through the camps
of the north over many years. He too felt the deprivation of an
altar keenly, regarding it as a divine judgement: ‘at present a
return to the altar seems not only impossible but quite inconceiv-
able. “I am not worthy” is always in the forefront of the mind of a
priest. . . . If only for a single final time in my life, he might
accept the words of the elevation of the host from me as his
priest.” Instead, ‘he robs me of every pleasure, even the joy of
prayer’. But this inner trauma is more than balanced by a calm
and sensitive response to the glories of the natural world, and
there is a translucent description of the sea at the Solovki islands,
formerly a great monastery but now a camp. For him the words of
the liturgy have been etched deep: ‘Winter is harsh , but paradise
is sweet; the frost is agonising, but eternity is blessed.” In the
midst of the darkness of soul he presses on as he can, ‘building an
inner church’, a costly service of intercession for the world with
no end in sight.

Father Alexander Men had his roots in this tradition. He was
born in 1935 and grew up under the wing of one of the last living
contacts within the Optina tradition, Father Seraphim, who lived a
clandestine religious life with some nuns from Diveyevo at
Sergiev-Posad. After Father Seraphim’s death in 1942, the young
Alexander was nurtured for the priesthood by one of the nuns,
Mother Maria. But in 1956 he became a married ordinand, not a
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monk, and served in several parishes on the outskirts of Moscow
until his murder in 1990. Being of Jewish descent he was the
target of anti-Semitic and reactionary forces within the Orthodox
church, egged on perhaps by the KGB, who long feared his
authority as a teacher and advocate of freedom of thought. From
the Optina tradition he drew his deep belief in being open to
people, their problems, their longings, and to the world. ‘This
idea of dialogue with the world has stuck with me all my life.’
From his youth he was a man of great learning and a natural intel-
lectual, strongly influenced by the incarnational theology and
philosophy of Solovyev. Christianity for the Twenty-First
Century 15 a careful anthology of significant passages from his
extensive writings, introduced by a biographical sketch, and con-
cluding with a moving afterword by Cardinal Lustiger, who had a
brief meeting with Father Alexander in 1989,

He exercised an extraordinary teaching and preaching ministry
throughout the Brezhnev years and the decade of glasnost, As the
power of Communism waned so his energetic apologetics grew
more urgent, and the last piece in this book is the lecture he gave
on the eve of his death. He stands as a beacon for those in the
Orthodox church who wish for an open engagement with society
and traditions outside Russia. But the book is not typical in its
Western and global stance. These writings reveal a high level of
information about theological developments in the West since the
second World War, and a remarkable sweep of knowledge about
religious and philosophical beliefs and ideas throughout history.
They also contain searching critiques of various aspects of Soviet
society.

Of most value, perhaps, are the passages which subject Stalin-
ism to penetrating spiritual critique, describing the ‘ecstatic
worship of the dictator’ as a widespread twentieth-century
phenomenon, pandering as it does to the tendency of people to
avoid freedom and responsibility for their actions. This debility of
mankind is the particular cross of the Russians, reinforced by
their experience under Communism. Man needs ‘faith, mystery,
authority’ in order to live: the question is: in what proportions;
and to what end? Father Men is frank about the twin needs for
submission and meaning in life, and asserts the claim of Christ
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who ‘always respected human freedom: he sought children, not
slaves;’ to this might be added the word ‘friends’. Instead, the
church ran into implacable conflict with Stalin who was to be ‘the
only oracle and embodiment of truth’. It is a reminder that the
sheer scale and the psychological inroads of Stalinism are hardly
appreciated in the West, where for the last fifty years the focus of
attention has been upon Hitler and his regime.

No less perceptive is the way he proclaims the inheritance from
Optina, discussing the contrast in The Brothers Karamazov
between Zosima and Ferrapont: one monk open to the world, the
other harsh in his denial of it. How can the Johannine command
to ‘hate’ the world be reconciled with the declaration that ‘God so
loved the world’? He examines the marriage of the Gospel with
asceticism 1n the monastic tradition and, like Bonhoeffer before
him in a different cultural context , criticises the consequences of
Christian withdrawal from ‘secular’ affairs. For this view he
claims the authority of a line of Russian Orthodox thinkers from
Bukharev, who died persecuted in 1855, to Berdyaev, for whom
humility means openness to all.

Father Men’s last lecture is prophetic and moving, over-
shadowed naturally by his impending death as a confessor of a
Christian faith of freedom and love. His confidence that contact
with God is possible lies at the heart of it, built upon a basic
belief in the affinity between God and humanity. We belong to
two homelands; therein lies the meaning of all human life and
yearning. Christianity has only just begun its work in the world; if
some of the teaching of Jesus remains unclear it is because ‘the
arrow of the Gospel is aimed at eternity’. Christ is the living way
to God, the true mediator between God and mankind, the basis for
our union with him. We were made for God, for ‘communion
with the divine life. The thirst for this communion lives in us, in
everyone. It is a hidden, secret thirst’, and even the horror of a
dictatorship is witness to this ineluctable truth. His conclusion is
worth citing in full:

So if we once again ask ourselves the question, what is the
essence of Christianity, then we must answer: it is God-man-
hood, the joining of the finite and temporal human spirit with
the eternal Divinity, it is the sanctification of the flesh.For
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from that moment when the Son of Man took on our joys, our
sufferings, our love, our labours, from that moment, nature, the
world, everything in which he was, in which he rejoiced as a
man and as God-man, no longer is rejected, no longer
degraded, but is raised up to a new level, and is sanctified.
Christianity is the sanctification of the world, the victory over
evil, over darkness, over sin. But it is the victory of God. It
began on the night of the Resurrection, and it will continue as
long as the world exists.

This is the message at the heart of the Orthodox liturgy by which
these witnesses lived and for which they died: ‘Thine own of
thine own, for all and through all we offer thee, O Lord.” It is a
message of hope and of healing to a people and church deeply
traumatised by war and invasion, revolution, tyranny and poverty.
To the West it is a warning as to where the secularisation of
society in pursuit of consumer capitalism might end. To our
church it is actually a penetrating revelation of what we have but
also of what we lack.

DOUGLAS DALES

We would also recommend, Alexander Men, A Witness for
Contemporary Russia, by Yves Hamant, a biography fully
illustrated in black and white. It is obtainable from booksellers in
Britain, but if you have trouble finding it, contact Philip Tamoush
at Oakwood Publications, 3827 Bluff Street, Torrance, California,
905056359, USA. ISBN 1 879038 12 9.

THE BLUE FLOWER, by Penelope Fitzgerald. Flamingo 1995,
reprinted in paperback 1996, ISBN 0 00 655019 3, £5.99.
\

There was a time when meadow, grove and stream,
The earth and every common sight,
To me did seem
Apparelled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream.

It is reasonably certain that Wordsworth’s name would have
meant nothing to Friedrich von Hardenberg (or Novalis, as he
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later came to be known), who was bom in 1772, two years after
Wordsworth, but there is perhaps no one of whom these lines are
more profoundly true; and that in itself illustrates the underlying
coherence of the Romantic Movement which erupted throughout
Europe as the eighteenth century drew to its close. Of the fruits of
that Movement in German literature Novalis is the supreme expo-
nent. With his contemporaries he shared many of the characteris-
tic attitudes of the Romantics—love of Nature, zeal for freedom
and justice, impatience with the cold, mechanistic rationalism of
the Enlightenment, a passion for the Middle Ages—but he stood
head and shoulders above most of them by reason not only of
greater intellectual endowment, but of an altogether more vivid,
and intensely receptive, intuitive faculty. With both feet firmly on
the ground Novalis walked in another world, the world of his
inner vision; or more truly perhaps, he moved from one to the
other without ever leaving either. In him was no nostalgia, no
fanciful pining for what is not, but a glowing awareness of the
inner and outer reality of that which is, whether the tea-pot or the
sunrise. For this young man, from whom, as his friend Schlegel
wrote, ‘everything is to be expected’, two things were necessary
to bring his genius to fruition, and that in the nick of time: an
overwhelming relationship of human love and a desolating sor-
row. These experiences in the short life of Novalis are the theme
of The Blue Flower.

Penelope Fitzgerald’s latest novel has deservedly received such
glowing praise from novelists and critics alike that it would be
superfluous to add anything were it not for the possibility of
thereby pointing any Chronicle readers who have not yet found it
for themselves, in the direction of a pleasure of rare quality.

At twenty-two years of age Fritz von Hardenberg has com-
pleted his university education and is learning to be an inspector
of salt mines in the service of the Elector of Saxony. He and his
mentor, the magistrate Just, arrive in the course of their duties at
the hospitable house of Hauptmann von Rockenthien where,
without wamning, the decisive event of Fritz’s life takes place. In a
vague mélée of adults and children he sees a young girl standing
at the window, ‘willing’ the snow to come down so that, as she
says, they can throw it at passing soldiers. Simultaneously, and all
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unawares, she has taken possession of Fritz’s heart and unified his
aspirations in a single moment of recognition. ‘Something has
happened to me’ is all that, for the time being, the usually elo-
quent Fritz can say.

Sophie von Kiihn, whom he names his ‘true Philosophy’, is his
host’s younger step-daughter, not yet thirteen, artless and fun-
loving. Her education, after a shaky start, has apparently petered
out, leaving her in a state of limpid ignorance on any subject
which Fritz might be expected to introduce. Indeed a startling
choice for the brilliant student and friend of Fichte and Schiller.
Four months later they are unofficially betrothed, with the inten-
tion of marrying in four years’ time, when Sophie will be sixteen
and Hardenberg will be earning enough to support them. To have
been seriously fallen in love with by a grown-up person, let alone
one who is already spoken of as a genius, will hardly make a
twelve year-old talkative on the subject. Wisely, the novelist does
not attempt to convey Sophie’s feelings; instead she devotes a
short chapter to her diary, and lets the poignant vacuity of the
entries speak for itself. Within a few months of their betrothal
Sophie is taken ill with a tubercular tumour on the hip. After a
deceptive interval of reprieve the illness rapidly gains ground.
Fritz in his anguish applies himself ever more diligently to his
work and the study of mineralogy. A year after his betrothal he
finds the courage to tell his father what he has done, and gradu-
ally the two families settle into an uneasy acquiescence to which
compassion and dread are tacitly subdued. An official engage-
ment party is held in the great shabby Hardenberg house, at which
Sophie is present in bounding spirits, but a few months later,
exhausted between laughing and coughing, she is being taken by
her elder sister to Jena for treatment by a famous professor. A
grim operation, performed without anaesthetic and twice repeated
during the course of a boiling summer, achieves nothing and
Sophie, whose courage and simplicity have by now endeared her
to everyone, goes home to her noisy family where she dies two
days after her fifteenth birthday.

It would be misleading to use the worn phrase ‘meticulously
researched’ in praise of this novel. Clearly it is the fruit of
scholarship and deep immersion in the Hardenberg story, but it is
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neither a fragment of biography nor a historical fiction of the kind
which strives visibly for ‘authentic period flavour’. What is
unequivocally realised here is the actual imaginative presence of
the author at the scenes she describes. It is as if she had
personally inhaled the steam from the soup-tureens on the
Rockenthien table; or lined up with the black-coated ‘young
crows’, taking notes and darting glances at the terrifying,
measured preliminaries to Sophie’s operation. Time and again she
bridles her narrative, just when it is gathering a dramatic
momentum which is not to her purpose, with some dry but kindly
observation which has the force of aphorism; or allows one of her
characters to lighten the weight of feeling with an, indisputable,
mundane truth: ‘Come, we’re Saxons, we can make a good dinner
even when our hearts are breaking.” And for all the relish with
which she extracts the most diverting domestic details from the
rich compost of a vanished society, the seriousness of this amused
and amusing writer is never in question. Always masterly in her
delineation of children, Mrs Fitzgerald has excelled herself here
by managing to suggest with the minimum use of dialogue that,
given health and time, little Philosophy would in fact have been
able to grow up to the measure of the love she had inspired.
Anyone emerging from the spell of the story, still perhaps
wondering, Why Hardenberg? Why the Blue Flower? will be well
repaid for any further pains taken to find out.

Fritz had begun to write the story of the Blue Flower before his
meeting with Sophie, and one evening he reads its opening sen-
tences aloud to his friend Karoline Just. One can sympathise with
the heartsore Karoline as she struggles for an adequate response
to Fritz’s question, ‘What is the meaning of the Blue Flower?—
and fails to find one. In the four years of intense activity still
remaining to him after Sophie’s death, Novalis continued to work
at his novel and wrote, as well as several shorter works, the
sublime Hymns to the Night, and the Spiritual Songs, unsurpassed
in German mystical poetry. No one believed more strongly or
lived more securely in ‘the holiness of the heart’s affections’ but
Novalis far outstripped Keats, or Shelley, on the journey inward.
His vision did not end in an eternity peopled by moral abstrac-
tions or the figments of classical mythology, but with all the
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vigour of his soul he pressed on through inconsolable grief to a
grown man’s apprehension of the divinely revealed truths about
life, death, immortality and love first mediated to him as an insis-
tently enquiring child in his parents’ ramshackle, pietistic
household. These years, though, are outside the novel’s territory.
Shortly before Sophie’s death, the author has Fritz reading
aloud, again to Karoline Just, his description of a kind of waking
dream he has had. In the dream he arrives at night at his father’s
manor-house in the country. He knocks and the door is opened by
a girl with dark hair. ‘Is it worth going on with, Justen?’ Fritz
wants to know. Karoline reads it through again to herself and then
asks, “What did the young woman look like?” ‘That doesn’t
matter. What matters is that she opened the door.’
SISTER ISABEL MARY SLG

THE BOOK OF A THOUSAND PRAYERS, compiled by Angela
Ashwin. Marshall Pickering, 1996, ISBN 0 551 02865 3, £12.99.

A BOOK OF SHORT PRAYERS, Graham Smith. Veritas
Publications, 1996, ISBN 1 85390 365 5, £2.45.

There are many prayer anthologies available today, all of which
encourage us to apply other’s thoughts to our own lives. It is easy
to fall into the trap of stopping there, not allowing the prayers to
act as springboards for our own entry into silence before God. It
is refreshing to be able to recommend two quite different books
which encourage us to ‘go further on and further in’. Angela
Ashwin’s, The Book of a Thousand Prayers, is a rich compiliation
from myriad sources set alongside her own excellent composi-
tions. It is a particularly valuable resource for anyone searching
for material to use in worship services or prayer groups.

Anyone who knows the Fairacres Publication, Short Prayers
(No. 89), will recognise in Graham Smith’s A Book of Short
Prayers, his lapidary style, which encourages meditative repeti-
tion. We have here meditations of his own based on scripture and
other well-known sources, and designed for personal use. The
format, a pocket-sized booklet, makes it ideal to use at odd
moments in the day to keep the heart turmed towards God.
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The Divine Dance of Love, Christopher Collingwood, £7.95.

Meditations For Lent For Those of Middle Years and More, Norman W.
Goodacre, £4.95.

Hymns for Prayer and Praise, £14.99 (Published for the Panel of
Monastic Musicians).

From HarperCollins

A Little Book of Bible Promises, Richard A. Daly, £3.99.
A Little Book of Healing Prayer, Angela Ashwin, £3.99.
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A Wider Vision, A History of the World Congress of Faiths, 1936-1996,
Marcus Braybrooke, £10.99.

From the Fellowship of Meditation (Marian Dunlop House, 8 Prince of
Wales Road, Dorchester, Dorset, DT1 1PW)
Fourteen Meditations, £4.95 (£5.50 inc. p. & p.).

From Denha Services, Vidyanagar, Manganam, Kottayam 686018,
India.

Bless the Lord, the ‘Divine Praises’ According to the East Syriac or

Chaldeo-Indian Liturgical Heritage, edited by V. Pathikulangara, n.p.

Privately Printed

Christ the Companion, Father Andrew SDC, £4.25. Available through

SPCK Bookshops Mail Order Dept., 36 Steep Hill, Lincoln, LN2 1LU.
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