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GENERAL NOTES

By the time you get this number of the Chronicle, 1972 will have begun. A
new year lies ahead and as yet unknown and unexplored experiences. But in
the spirit of Christmas and in the mystery of God’s love for man into which
we have been drawn we can re-echo the words of Mother Julian of Norwich at
the conclusion of her Revelations of Divine Love :

And I saw full surely that ere God made us He loved us; which
love was never slacked, nor ever shall be. And in this love He hath
done all His works; and in this love He hath made all things
profitable to us; and in this love our life is everlasting. In our
making we had beginning; but the love wherein He made us was
in Him from without beginning: in which love we have our
beginning. And all this shall we see in God, without end.

In that context and with those words as the basis of our prayer we can and
indeed must wish each other ‘a happy new year'.

The subject of this Chronicle is unity, that unity for which our Lord
prayed and which year by year Christians have tried to make the centre of
their offering, especially in the Week of Prayer for Christian Unity in January.

In Fairacres Pamphlet number seventeen, Propbets of Unity, our Warden
writes of Abbé Couturier, ‘In all work for unity his message of the centrality
of prayer for unity needs to be heard now no less than it was then, now in this
time of greater hopes and greater anxieties, as all the Churches begin actually
to move towards one another. Unity will come, the Abbé reminds us, not
because of our scheming, but because of our repentance, our humility, our
openness, our readiness to listen to others and to God, so that God himself
may work in us his work of reconciliation.

In 1937 Father Cary, S.S.J.E. brought the Abbé Couturier to visit us at
Fairacres and the story goes that they both stopped in the middle of Iffley
Road, when mercifully the traffic was not what it is today! The Abbé asked,
‘What is the name of your Sisters?’ ‘Sisters of the Love of God,” answered
Father Cary. ‘Que c’est beau,’ said the Abbé. ‘Elles doivent aimer beaucoup’—
‘They must love much.’

Over the years that Love has led us into wider spheres of exploration in
the cause of unity. Perhaps the main articles of this Chronicle, written by two
of our Sisters, will show living examples of what Father Allchin means by
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humility, for in these exchanges we find how much we have to receive in
order to understand the others’ point of view with greater sensitivity. For this
we need, of course, ‘openness, readiness to listen to others and to God, so
that God himself may work in us his work of reconciliation’.

Never must we forget that for us in all aspects of the work for unity,
prayer is central. In effect it is in the act of prayer that we find the reality of
unity already there, waiting to be released and incarnated through lives given
in love and service.

Recently one of our Sisters living as a Solitary in Wales received a letter
from the present Archbishop of Wales who has allowed us to quote what he
said to her personally. It has a message of strength and encouragement for us
all to persevere in the costly work of prayer. He wrote:

One of the simple and radiant truths that are becoming
constantly more clear and that give the strongest possible en-
couragement to our faith is that all the doubts, difficulties and
distresses of our experience do not affect in any way the basic
and central reality of God himself. I find myself all the time
wanting to emphasise just the fact of God in his holiness and
righteousness. So many teaching ‘helps’ have become hindrances
to people’s faith because they mistake the explanations (even
though they may be the best possible) for the reality himself. So,
the question becomes, how can I, how can the people of God in
this day and age, realise this reality more vividly. In a way
impossible to explain, but in utter harmony with the sacra-
mental mystery by which we live (the very mystery who is God,
Christ, the Church) I believe that people who give themselves
utterly to contemplation are eyes and ears and sometimes tongues
for the whole body of committed Christians. It also seems clear
that there are special places (just why there are who can say?)
that act as focal points for the consecration of the world.

I find myself in all discussions about unity wanting to stress
more and more the fact that it is ours now by God’s gift—that it
has never been lost to the Church despite all the schisms, and
can’t be lost since otherwise God would not exist and the Church
would not be. It can be no coincidence that there is such
ecumenical understanding in so many of the religious orders,
whatever the Church tradition; and especially, I think, where
contemplation is the rule. I am sure that those of us who have
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responsibility for the structures of the Church have to take very
seriously all the issues of government and organisation as well as
those of definition of doctrine. But these are secondary; and we
need to have our thinking illuminated by the Spirit, who acts so
much through the insight and intuition given to those who hunger
and thirst for holiness.

This surely is the answer to those who ask, why go on keeping the Week of
Prayer for Christian Unity now that there are so many more opportunities
throughout the year for ecumenical meeting and praying together? Yes,
thank God there are, but we all know how much deeper we have yet to go
and how much more purified we need to become if we are to be the channels
through which the Holy Spirit can work his work according to the Divine Will.

God bless you all in your new year.

Mother, S.L.G.



MONASTICISM AND CHRISTIAN UNITY

A. M. Allchin, Warden S.L.G.

Things seldom turn out precisely in the way we thought they would. It is
typical of living things to follow the law of their own development, and we
ought to expect that movements which go forward under the hand of God
should constantly surprise us. His ways are not as our ways, nor his thoughts
as our thoughts.

One can see the truth of this in connection with the movement towards
Christian unity. No one could deny that many things have greatly changed in
the relations between separated Christians during the last ten years, but often
they have been the things which we least expected. To take one example, no
one expected so sudden and so complete a change in the Roman Catholic
attitude towards other Churches as in fact has come about since the Vatican
Council. But on the other side, many of the problems of unity, particularly
some of the practical ones, seem as hard to resolve as ever.

What is the special role of a contemplative community like S.L.G. in all
this? The articles in this number go some way towards explaining. Prayer for
the visible unity of Christ’s Church has always been at the heart of the
Community’s life and offering, and this prayer has been finding new ways of
expression in recent years. Sisters from many different Christian traditions,
Roman Catholic, Protestant, Coptic and Ethiopian, have stayed at the
Convent at Fairacres this year and shared in the life and prayer of the
Community. All this is being done with the encouragement of the highest
authorities of the Churches, who have said more than once that they believe
that members of religious communities have a special contribution to make to
the movement towards unity. (For Anglicans, see Resolution 5 of the
Lambeth Conference of 1968.)

Now, in the last two years, Sisters from S.L.G. have begun to make visits
to monasteries of other Churches in return. Some will be surprised that this
is so. But if Sisters go, as for instance Sister Eileen Mary went to Romania
and Yugoslavia, with the express purpose of staying with Orthodox nuns
and sharing their community life as far as possible, then such journeys are not
a departure from but, rather, a new and deeper entrance into the living of the
monastic life. If we look to the earlier history of monasticism, we find that
journeys between East and West, of a specifically monastic kind, were
remarkably frequent. To share in a common experience of life in Christ and
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of the gifts of the Spirit across the barriers of language and nationality, can
be an extremely enriching and strengthening thing.

In this particular case, S.L.G. has had a growing relationship with the
Romanian Church for some years. This had been greatly strengthened by the
visit of Father Dumitru Staniloae and by the long stay of Father Antonie
Plamadeala in England during which time he was a regular visitor to the
Convent. When I was in Romania in 1969, the Patriarch Justinian expressly
invited nuns to come from England to start a series of monastic exchanges,
and the Archbishop of Canterbury was more than willing to give such a
scheme his blessing and his support. Now Father Antonie is not only a
Bishop but Patriarchal Vicar with a special responsibility for the external
relations of the Romanian Church. We knew that we should be welcomed,
though the Sisters could not foresee quite how official that welcome was to
be. There are of course many reasons which make it sometimes difficult for
our fellow Christians of Eastern Europe to come to visit us, so that there is a
special obligation on us to take the initiative. Anyone who has been to these
countries as a representative of the Church will know with what deep
gratitude their presence is welcomed by fellow Christians who at times in the
last twenty-five years have felt very much cut off and isolated.

Others may be surprised to find the many possibilities of sharing in the
great movements of renewal now going on within Roman Catholic monasti-
cism which are now open to Anglican religious. Here again doors have been
opened to us which it would be faithless not to go through. Amongst the
Cistercian monasteries of North America, for instance, there is an effort of
renewal of a kind which must draw our deepest attention and admiration.
The publication of the two series of The Cistercian Fatbers and Cistercian
Studsies with which Sister Benedicta, S.L.G. has been connected, represent a
fine attempt to recover the authentic meaning of the twelfth century origins
of the Cistercian movement and to see how that particular way of monastic
life and prayer may be most fully lived and present in our own day. What we
have is a return to the sources, a recovery of tradition, which is in no way
antiquarian but full of an urgent sense of the relevance of monastic life to the
problems of today.

In both these cases the journeys of a particular member of the Community
has been a source of enrichment to the Community as a whole. It is as if,
from the centre at Fairacres, we had stretched out our hands both to East and
West and received from God some small part of the gifts which he wills to
give us through our brethren from whom we have been so long separated.

It may be asked whether all this doesn’t have a dispersing effect. What can



there be in common between the traditionalist communities of Eastern
Europe and the latest experiments of North America? Obviously there are
great differences, historical, social and political between the situations in
these two parts of the world. And yet there are other and more important
similarities. Everywhere, in every part of the world, men are today facing
new and unprecedented problems of human life, problems which have an
inescapable spiritual and theological dimension to them. How are we to learn
to live in this world without destroying its goodness through ruthless and
unthinking exploitation? How are we to learn to live together in human
society without destroying one another through blindness to our common
humanity, our brotherhood in God ? Has the monastic way with its experience
of poverty, chastity and obedience some special message to a world which is
devastated by greed, self seeking and perverse desire? As Christians we believe
that God has entrusted to his Church the good news of man’s restoration to
wholeness in Christ, a ministry which is one of reconciliation and forgiveness.
We believe that under the guidance of the Holy Spirit, as Christians are
brought together into a new and deeper realisation of their unity in Christ, so
they discover anew the healing power and meaning of the Gospel. Within the
tradition of the Christian family as a whole the monastic and contemplative
way has its own special gift. It is a gift which is specially needed at a time like
ours when so many are seeking for a new understanding of the reality of
prayer and silence and the inner life.

In that great traditon of Christian prayer and life and understanding
which Father Gilbert Shaw did so much to reveal to us here at Fairacres, East
and West meet and are necessary to one another. It would be possible to show
how this is so, even in detail, but this is not the place to do it. Suffice it to
say that it is the one mercy and loving kindness of God in Jesus Christ which
is lived and known in the ancient spiritual centres of the Christian East, no
less than in the newly founded centres of the far West. That mercy and that
loving kindness is not some abstract or imaginary thing. It is incarnate in the
prayer and life of loving and forgiving communities, groups of men and
women who live together in and for the love of God and who find in their
midst the unity which the Spirit gives. It is this one mercy and loving kindness
which the Community of the Sisters of the Love of God seeks to serve and
make present in the world, and the experiences which are recorded in this
number of the Fairacres Chronicle may help us to understand a little more of
its power and depth.



IMPRESSIONS OF ORTHODOX MONASTICISM
IN ROMANIA AND SERBIA

Sister Eileen Mary, S.L.G.

The impressions recorded here were gleaned from visits paid to monasteries
in Romania and Serbia by Sister Brigitta, C.S.M.V. and myself in September
and October 1971. The tour of Romania was an official one, part of an
exchange between nuns of the Romanian Orthodox Church and those of the
Church of England, whereas the visit to Serbia, although made with the
blessing of the authorities of both Churches, was less organised, thereby
allowing us to stay for a longer time at a few monasteries in order to learn
more about the life as it is lived there today.

In many ways during this journey, one felt drawn out of one’s own
century and culture into a tradition of life age-old and unchanged since the
earliest days of Eastern monasticism. Many of these monasteries were built by
kings, or used by kings as fortresses in their struggle to defend Europe from
the invasions of the Turks. In the remote valleys of Serbia the culture and
way of life of a people was kept alive during five hundred years of Turkish
oppression. So the monasteries in both these countries are rooted in the
nation’s history and are felt to belong to the people as a whole.

They are not always easy to find, or to reach when found. Once we had to
scramble up mountainous paths through the forest in the half-light of evening
to be rewarded at last by the sight of Sretenje sitting like a toy on a little lap
of earth in the Ovcar-Kablar gorge. In Bucovina we drove in a primitive type
of land-rover, known as a gazi, up a serpentine road over the uplands of the
Carpathians to find the unique painted monasteries of Sucevita, Moldavita
and Voronet. At Nikolje monastery it was necessary to call across the Moravu
River for a nun to ferry us across; there was no other approach.

Everywhere there was hospitality such as travellers must have received in
Western European monasteries in the Middle Ages: the beds ready, no one
turned away, the traditional offering of duiceata or slatko, the spoonful of
jam or honey and glass of water followed by Turkish coffee, with which every
visitor is received. One picture, typical of many, remains in the memory, an
occasion when we visited a monk’s cell situated just outside of the main gate
of the women’s monastery which he served. In the dim light of an oil lamp
shining on the frescoes on the wall, we sat on his bed and were served with the
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best that he had: twica, cake, Turkish delight and plums, with tea towels
for table napkins. When we had finished he blessed us, holding our heads and
pouring prayers and blessings upon them, confident in the knowledge that
he had something valuable to give and we to receive. We were confident of
it too and knew that henceforth we would be remembered and prayed for in
that remote hill-top monastery in Moldavia.

When we actually came to live in the monasteries we realised how familiar
the life would seem to a postulant entering from a nearby village, for the
conditions and things that she would be asked to do on a practical level
would be very similar to those found on the farm at home. This was brought
home to me when we visited the store-room of a monastery in Serbia with its
great barrels of sauerkraut and paprika, its cheeses and tomatoes which had
been prepared and preserved all through the summer ready for the winter
siege. Despite the washing machines and fridges which are creeping into Serbian
monasteries, the life goes on in the main as it has for centuries, simple and
hard, with little to distract it from the main purpose of life which is
preparation for the end and the Day of Judgement, something which is far
more important in a Serbian monastery than the daily news. On the whole, a
postulant entering a Community does not have to make the great adjustment
needed by a novice in the West. How long this will remain true now that
there is universal educaton in these countries, one does not know. At the
monastery of Zita the latest postulant came from Belgrade and had com-
pleted her schooling before entering, something which was by no means usual
a few years ago.

When we first arrived at this monastery Mariana was still wearing her
secular clothes, for it is customary for those applying for entrance to be
treated as visitors for a month. A nun had been appointed to look after her,
teach her the tradition and daily round of the life of the monastery, to show
her how to read the Office and the daily prayer of the cell. The Sister was her
staratelja or stareta who would continue to look after her all through the
Novitiate, sleeping in the same room and acting as her elder Sister, and it
would be her duty to tell the igumana when, in her opinion, the novice was
ready for Profession. There was no set length of time for the Novitiate,
although three years was usual. In one monastery, for example, we found
Sisters who had been novices for eight to ten years because the bishop had
not been able to come to receive their Profession. At 2iEa, when we returned
for the name-feast or slava or the igumana of the monastery, we saw Mariana
proudly wearing her black clothes and head-scarf for the first time. There was
no special ceremony, neither would she receive her new name until Profession,
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but she was from henceforth one of the monastic family in that place,
although as a novice she would be free to leave at any time if she wished.

In Romania we encountered the phenomenon, found elsewhere only on
Mount Athos, of the idiorhythmic monastery. At Pasarez, beside a great lake
in quiet countryside near Bucharest, at Agapia among the pine-covered foot-
hills of the Carpathians, we found monastic villages containing from one
hundred and fifty to three hundred nuns, living three or four together in
small bungalows with a central administrative block and chapel. These
villages were practically self-supporting, having their own farms and some-
times men to help with the outdoor work. Many of the monasteries in
Romania had been registered as cooperatives, with nuns receiving contracts
from the government for weaving, carpet-making and machine knitting. This
meant that they had to fulfil a ‘norm’, something which could produce
difficulties in a life of prayer, but it has to be remembered that in an
Orthodox monastery not all are obliged to attend the four or five hours of
Office in church and that those who do attend them fulfil the duty of
lirurgical prayer for those who are serving God in another way. It is the
monastery that prays rather than the individual.

This whole sense of the corporate, of a unity of tribe and family which
endures until eternity, was emphasised by the attitude of the monks and nuns
towards their dead. At the monasterv of Zica, which was founded early in the
thirteenth century, the priest prayed each day, and by name when it was
known, for all who had served God as religious in that place since the
monastery’s foundation, while four times a year a service was held for them
in the graveyard. Here each day a cup of boiled wheat, symbol of the
resurrection, was blessed at the end of the Liturgy, wine was poured on and a
candle left burning in the cup. At breakfast afterwards we each took a spoon-
ful of the wheat in memory of the dead. In a monastery in Romania we were
taken to a crypt below the cemetery church and shown the skulls and bones
of bygone nuns which had been disinterred after seven years and placed
there. The life-histories of some of these Sisters were recounted and although,
from our point of view, the experience was a somewhat gruesome one, yet we
recognised that in the eyes of the nuns their Sisters were still with them,
safely tucked away in the heart of the family, to be prayed for each
Saturday at the special celebration of the Liturgy held on that day.

Any picture of Orthodox monasticism would be incomplete without
mention of this sense of the continuity of the tradition, handed on from one
generation to the next. Nowhere is this more apparent than in the prayer life
of the monasteries, in the prayer of the church, the prayer of the cell and the
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prayer of the heart, about which every novice who comes to the monastery is
taught. The nuns told us that in essence this rule of prayer did not differ from
that recommended to lay people but that it was kept by religious with a
greater fidelity and intensity. It seemed that the arrangement of liturgical
prayer could vary from monastery to monastery, although the whole round
in its completeness consisted of midnight prayers, an akatist or Litany,
usually to the Mother of God, Utrenie (Lauds), the Little Hours, and Liturgy
or ante-Communion in the morning, and Vecernie (Vespers) and Pavecernie
(Compline) in the evening. We encountered permutations and combinations
of this arrangement, but in each case there was a long stretch of liturgicalb
prayer lasting for about three hours in the early morning and another block
of prayer in the evening, after the day’s work was done, when more nuns
would be free to attend. Although OIld Slavonic is still the language used for
church services in Serbia, Romania has used its native tongue since the
seventeenth century, although even there Office Books are often printed in
Cyrillic script as being more appropriate for ecclesiastical purposes—such is
the force of tradition.

Apart from liturgical prayer, each nun had her own pravila or prayer of the
cell arranged with her spiritual father. This was not what the West means by
mental prayer but something more objective, an ascetic work designed to re-
direct body, mind and will Godwards in order to pay him the debt of worship
and love owed to him by his creatures. There seemed, even for the young
Sisters, to be a good deal of it, and it increased in quantity as one became
spiritually more mature. It consisted of the repetition of a certain number of
rosaries, with greater or lesser prostrations or metanoias, based sometimes on
the Jesus prayer and sometimes on a prayer to the Mother of God or to one’s
guardian angel. There would also be the reading of canons (meditations
composed in the eighth or ninth centuries) and akatists, beside passages
from the Gospels and one kathisma of Psalms. (The Psalter is divided into
twenty portions or kathismata.) One’s daily pravila had to be completed no
matter what other demands there were upon one’s time or one was regarded
as having been slothful. The whole orientation was towards the conversion of
heart and will rather than to the cultivation and enlightening of the mind.
Perhaps this may be illustrated by a story told to us by a priest for the
purpose of bringing home this point.

‘There was a spiritual father in the desert who was visited by a disciple
who asked the monk to read him a passage from Scripture. The father read
the passage, “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart and with all
thy mind . . .” “That’s enough,” said the disciple and went away. After ten
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years he returned and the old monk asked him how he had got on. “Very
well,” he said. “Every day I have learnt a passage from Scripture and now I
know it all.” “You know nothing,” said the monk. “It is only in your head.
Now go away for another ten years and practise it!"”’

This practising would largely depend on the prayer of the heart, the
closing of the senses to outward irrelevent objects as one went about one’s
work, with continuous prayer throughout the day. The nuns all knew prayers
which they could repeat while working in the fields or at their looms, and
they carried books with them to read during breaks at work.

Since the vital importance of the body is never forgotten in Orthodox
theology and consciousness, fasting played an important part in the life of the
nuns, especially in Serbia. (Once we heard a monk exhorting his listeners for
an hour and a quarter to ‘Beware of the spoon’—i.e., to be strict about
‘fasting.) In the monasteries, Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays were kept as
fasts when no dairy food was taken, and before Communion this would
extend to the whole week. Fasting meant abstention from certain foods, not
necessarily a diminution of quantity, and always the principle of freedom of
choice was observed so that each nun could take just as much or as little as
she needed for her body’s health.

Life in the monastery would not vary very much from day to day. The
rising bell would ring at 3.30 or 4 a.m., giving the Sister time to read a part of
her pravila before going either to the Office in Church or to feed and milk the
animals or do other necessary work. If she had such work she would probably
still be able to attend part of the Office and Liturgy. After breakfast she
would begin work on the farm or in the kitchen or weaving room and this
would continue until midday. In the afternoon she would have two to three
hours of prayer and rest before beginning work again. In most monasteries
work would go on until the evening Office and meal, though if she had not
completed her ‘norm’ she would have to continue working until she had.
Sundays and Feast Days were treated as days of rest. The Liturgy began later
and was followed by a meal, the last, perhaps, for eight or nine hours. These
were hours of freedom for the nuns, who could rest, pray, read, talk or sing
together as they pleased. We heard no mention anywhere of formal recreation
on the Western pattern and felt that it was hardly necessary here where the
sense of the corporateness of the tribe and family was taken for granted.

The question was asked by somebody who knew the Religious Life in
England, whether these nuns had any part to play in a modern Socialist
State in which most social work was undertaken by the government. Surely
force of circumstances has kept them in the great tradition of monastic life
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and prayer, and this is eternally relevant. The best of the monks and nuns
that we met felt that one did little to convert people by talking to, or at them,
but much by prayer, fasting and love which God would direct where he knew
it was needed. At the village mill, often worked by the local monastery, in the
fields or the cooperatives, the Religious met the people, not as social
superiors but on an equality with them, and it was what they were that would
count, not what they said. Similarly, many lived in the perpetual limelight of
tourism on a scale rarely encountered in England, and although contacts
might be fleeting something would be transmitted for good or ill to those
thousands who came ostensibly for cultural purposes but perhaps wistfully
for something more.

We did not idealise what we saw in these monasteries of Eastern Europe.
There was much that was strange to us, and we were sometimes even shocked,
conditioned as we were to a history, theology and culture very different from
theirs. Yet beneath it all, even when the language of the lips failed, we
recognised in the language of the Spirit the one monastic life, stemming from
the Eastern desert, re-formed and transformed by the great Fathers of the
East and the West, and in the twentieth century still speaking within the
whole span of Christendom with a universal voice.

Now we are hoping to welcome two Romanian nuns to England next year
as the next step in an exchange which surely has its own small but vital part
to play in the bringing together of the divided Churches of Christendom. We
ask your prayers for this and for all that may follow from it.

12



NEW ENGLAND 1970-1971

Sister Benedicta, S.L.G.

It is hard to believe that a year ago I was not in Oxford, England but in
Cambridge, New England, though in both places I was working on medieval
translations of the monastic writers for a series which is being produced by
the Cistercian Order. This series is part of the movement to rediscover and
make available the riches of traditional monastic spirituality and, as a medi-
evalist, I was lent by SLG for a year to work more closely on the project with
the Editor, Father Basil Pennington, who is a monk at the Abbey of Saint
Joseph, Spencer, Massachusetts. Cistercian ‘liberation’ has gone a long way
but not so far as to admit women into the enclosure, so I worked in the
libraries around Harvard and lived in the Episcopal Theological School, the
most ‘liberal’ of the theological centres for training priests in the Episcopal
Church. I was therefore involved in many things besides medieval scholarship,
things as far apart, for instance, as Cardinal Cushing’s Ecumenical Commission
and sessions of Zen meditation.

The ‘brave new world’ I had expected was rather alarming at first with its
secular culture and blatant materialism, and even in the quiet places of Con-
cord and Lexington, dignified with their memories of Emerson, Dr. Alcott,
Nathaniel Hawthorne and.a War of Independence more civilized than any
modern holocaust, life seemed to be very foreign and to have developed very
differently from England and Europe. But, ‘O brave new world that hath such
creatures in it’, there was nothing alarming about the Americans. In any
country it is the people who matter most and the way to be ‘at home’ lies in
the friendship and understanding that is created with them. Only from that
basis is it proper to look at the country and see what these people have done
with it and why. I met and loved many Americans from many parts of the
country and gradually I learned to see things more as they do and, even more
devastating, to see the English as they do. Once I had realised that I was a
foreigner in a foreign country and also an Episcopalian, a member of one
sect among many and not a member of an established church, integration
became possible. I even learned the language, though I do not usually speak it.

It was a great year and so full in every way that even now it is hard to
know how to talk about it. For one thing, there was too much happening all
the time to tell it all, and for another, thereally important things in any great
-time are incommunicable. Perhaps if I write about some aspects of my
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contact with monastic life in America other things will also come through.

I want to begin at the end with the Cistercian Symp osium which was held
at Oka in French Canada early in September 1971. A dozen ‘experts’ wrote
papers before the meeting on various aspects of Christian and contemplative
community so that when we met we would have common ground for our
discussions. The choice of experts in itself had something to say about
Cistercian life as it is evolving today: two of the Cistercians chosen were from
Gethsemani, Kentucky, Father Thomas Merton’s Abbey, and all through the
conference we experienced the very great influence he has had and is now
having on the church as a whole. Another Cistercian was Armand Veilleux,
the young Abbot of Mistassini, ‘the abbey nearest to the North Pole’, a
Pachomian scholar representing the influence of the desert tradition. At the
end of the week we were joined by the Secretary of the Order, Father John
Eudes Bamberger, psychiatrist and patristics scholar, then growing a beard in
preparation for a visit to Mount Athos. The other Cistercian was from
Europe, Father Charles Dumont the international scholar and theologian
from Scourmont in Belgium. Then there was a Cistercian-trained biblical
theologian, Francis Martin, from a new experimental community in Canada.
There were four Benedictines: Cyprian David with his knowledge of the
desert fathers and patristics who, surprisingly, wrote his paper on the
Cistercians of the eighteenth century; Ghislain Lafont from the old-new
Abbey of La Pierre qui vire, in America for a year of study; Brother David
Steindl-Raast from Mount Saviour, New York, who made a profound contri-
bution with his understanding of Zen monasticism; and the inimitable Jean
Leclercq from Clervaux. With these, note, there were actually two women:
Sister Michael, a Trappestine who works on patristic and early Cistercian
sources, and myself, the only non-Roman Catholic, with the triple distincuon
of being a woman, an Anglican and English.

We began with the full solemnity of the High Mass for the dedication of a
church with the Oka Community in all the splendour of its French-Canadian
baroque church. There were thirty or more priests round the altar and the
great church was filled with white and black cowls. In some ways it was like
la Grande Trappe in its heyday, but there were significant differences: the
Mass was in the evening and it was in French (significant not only because it
was in the vernacular but as part of the strong French-Canadian nationalism
of that part of Canada); the back of the church was crowded with long-haired
young men sitting on the floor or standing, most of them part of the ‘Jesus
movement’; and when the Lord Abbot produced his guitar during Com-
munion, we knew it was really the twentieth century.
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This mingling of old and new was typical of the conference. There were
always the simple old monks silently going about their work in the enclosure,
habits hitched up, smiling under the broad brims of their straw hats at their
younger brothers and sisters in blue jeans and short skirts, glad that they
should be seeking God so ardently even if in a strange new way. To them it
would have seemed a totally unfamiliar world when we met each morning in
the conference room, while they were singing Lauds, for the informality of
‘morning prayer’ with Scripture readings, Gelineau Psalms, free prayer and
Methodist hymns followed by a simple Eucharist round the conference table.
As I found so often in American situations our prayer and deep relationship
made our sharing at the Lord’s table not so much ‘inter-communion’ as
‘communion’. As one of the old Oka monks whispered towards the end of
the week, beaming with joy, ‘You have deceived us; we thought we would
meet an Anglican and we find we have met our sister in Christ.’

We spent many hours beating out the meaning of words like ‘community’,
‘contemplative’ and ‘monastic’ to try to discover what it means for us to say
we are ‘in the great tradition of monasticism’. For the first half of the week
we worked from Father Dumont’s statement, ‘Among Christians we are
monks, but among monks we are Christians’, seeing our way of life as part of
a tradition older than Christianity and having much in common with non-
Christian monasticism today. The monastic life in non-Christian traditions
was something that occupied the last days of Thomas Merton and this was
underlined for us by a visit to the new Thomas Merton Centre nearby where
some Tibetan monks had just arrived to form a community alongside a
Christian contemplative order. By the end of the week the Protestant element
in the conference felt it was time to mention Christ and the Gospel more
specifically and we concluded by applying our insights to the Christian life
and its implications for monasticism.

It was hard work and the experts did not allow each other or anyone else
to get away with careless thinking and unsound assumptions. There were the
‘ordinary’ monks and nuns who came into their own in the small group
meetings where one or two experts were at their mercy and they could see
that we really grounded our fine theories in practical monastic living. ‘How,’
they asked, ‘is all that to help me live my monastic life?’ And, ‘What has this
to do with the daily life we live with our brothers back home?’ It was a
searching experience and on several days some of us were drawn to meet and
pray spontaneously together after lunch, holding all we were sharing quietly
to the light of the Holy Spirit.

There was a great deal of fun, too, as their always is when monastics are
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‘at home’ with one another. Father Jean Leclercq was delighted to find that
someone had published his obituary by mistake and read it aloud to us with
glee. There were afternoons with guitars under the sugar maples or walking on
the beach by the lake, and there was a vast amount of teasing and laughter,
especially at the informal, buffet-type meals, when it was plain to see ‘how
these Cistercians love one another.

At the end of ten days we found ourselves in some ways sobered and
chastened by our discussions but also tremendously encouraged to realise that
we did have a coherent understanding of our vocation, and we left with a
renewed sense of purpose in pursuing it. The discussions themselves had been
a clear illustration of how contemplation and community work by charity,
each of us coming with a definite experience of prayer and life, holding to it
firmly, at times arguing hotly over it, and yet able to come to a genuine
common mind ‘for the love of Christ constrains us’. It seemed ironic on the
surface when, at the end, we realised that of the experts who had talked so
passionately about community life, a large proportion were going to
hermitages for longer or shorter times, but in a deeper way it was another
illustration of that ‘unity in diversity’ which we had been discussing which
sees the hermit life as held within the life of community and as the ‘under-
pinning of the corporate community life.

We left the Monastery of Notre Dame du Lac very early in the morning
and were in Vermont before lunch. On the way we called at Weston Priory, a
small house of the Primitive Benedictine Observance to share their life and
welcome for a few hours. They have described themselves as ‘a company of
brothers who have chosen one another in Christ’, and this Gospel simplicity
marks their whole life. They are sixteen in number, live on the side of a
Vermont mountain, and earn their living mostly from their cider-press. They
receive anyone who comes to the Priory right into their life. They are
contemplative and try all the time to become more and more open to every-
thing God sends them. Like the Cistercians, they are ready not only to give
and receive but are strong enough and humble enough to enter into dialogue
with others and so to become vulnerable as well as available.

From Weston we drove down to the Trappist Abbey of Saint Joseph in
Spencer, Massachusetts where all the brothers were waiting and eager for an
account of Oka. (With characteristic American enthusiasm, four of the party
then drove across the state to Connecticut, to the Benedictine nuns at Regina
Laudis in Bethlehem. The less hardy of us still had a four hour drive to
Cambridge that night.)

Whenever [ visited Saint Joseph’s I had the sense of home-coming that any
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religious feels when in his home waters; after all, one of the oldest Christian
monastic sayings is Saint Antony’s, ‘A monk out of his cell is a fish out of
water’. I went to Saint Joseph’s about once a month, and I would like to say
more about it now, both because the monks there illustrate the new life in
monasticism in America and because their life touches on so many other
aspects of American life.

The Abbey of Saint Joseph is built on the top of a hill in a thousand acres
of woodland and it is, I suppose, the only twelfth-century monastery to be
built anywhere in the twentieth century. The monks earn their living from
‘Trappist Preserves’ and Cistercian Publications, the former being an efficient
commercial trade with nothing amateur about it. (This is true of the other
Cistercian houses in America: at Oka, for instance, it is cheese and with the
Trappestines in Massachusetts it is candy—modern versions of the original
Cistercian efficiency in the wool trade.)

The Trappists have taken very seriously their recent decision in General
Chapter to have ‘freedom of experiment’ throughout the Order, and at
Spencer this is very apparent. Offices, for instanceé, are no longer of
obligation; groups of brothers make themselves responsible for different parts
of the Office and this is done in a variety of ways. At Lauds there is
Anglican chant, for instance, and at Compline a twelve-string guitar. Some of
the monks have studied Yoga, and there are two members of the Community
who found their way to Spencer through Zen meditation. Once a week there
is a Pentecostal meeting. Orthodox Vespers is said every day and there is an
Orthodox Vigil kept every Saturday night. Sign language has been abandoned
and brothers talk when they need to, taking their own understanding of
silence as a guide. The habit is of obligation only in choir; food is still
vegetarian and austere, but meals are informal and there is freedom of choice
about quantity. Some brothers are hermits for shorter or longer periods. The
gift shop shows its emancipation by playing records of plainchant while you
select your purchases as in a supermarket.

When I was at Saint Joseph’s I stayed at the Mary House about a mile from
the Abbey. There I always found myself part of a different group of people
drawn from very varied backgrounds but all embraced by the Trappists’
concern and good will. I was there for some days during Holy Week and that
time gives, I think, some idea of the influence and interests of the brothers
and the way in which they try to make themselves supple to the touch of the
Spirit in the world of today.

There were crowds of visitors for all the ceremonies of Holy Week: on
Easter night there were literally miles of parked cars and the Abbey Church
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could hardly hold the people. The Mary House was packed to capacity,
though some came and went, always leaving just enough beds, mirabile dictu.
There was Joyce, who looks after the house, a friend of those saints and
heroes of rebellious young America, Daniel and Philip Berrigan, the Catholic
priests who have led the peace movement for so long and are now in jail
where Daniel is using the time in a study of Saint John of the Cross, another
prisoner for his ideals. There was a family from Puerto Rico with all the
humour and liveliness of their race and all the tragedy of a coloured minority.
There were two nuns, one in a mini skirt and one in a modern habit. There
were also an atheist school teacher interested in the Maharishi and ‘deep
meditaton’, some members of the Yoga group that meets there regularly, a
college drop-out who had been on drugs, a Buddhist monk, and the leader
(aged 19) of a group of young men, Catholic Pentecostals, who were
planning to live together on the estates of the Abbey that summer before
entering various contemplative novitiates, Cistercian or Carthusian. Together
we fasted and kept a happy kind of silence. At night we walked over the snow
to the Abbey for Vigils at 3.30 a.m., after which we stayed in the great
Abbey Church according to our different traditions until the birds started
their drowsy chirping and dawn came through the Lady window into the
stillness. It was a time of great unity in prayer, but the good Lord saw to it
that we were not just caught up in a romantic idealism or a ‘religious
feeling’. Two things mainly prevented that: one was the weather. There
was heavy snow and frost making the roads supremely dangerous between
the Mary House and the Abbey, and on our walks to and fro we had to
take very practical care of one another. The other was that the hard core
of the world’s need was brought sharply home to us on the night of Holy
Saturday when we were awakened by shouts under the windows where a
car-load of drunken young men from the town had stopped to beat up one of
their number.

I often wondered at Spencer what it was that drew such different people
there, what gave unity to this lively and intensely varied community, and how
monks from this most austere of monastic ways were able to adapt without
falling apart. I think I had an important clue to the answer from Brother
Vincent, an old lay brother who had been dying of cancer for three years. He
had a devastating wit, an inexhaustible fund of stories, knew everything that
was going on in the church or the world and had opinions about most of it.
He had lived on liquids for years and cheerfully tried to shock newcomers by
telling them, ‘I do nothing but drink’. One day I asked him what was the
most important thing about his whole life as a monk and he said at once,
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‘Getting to know Jesus’.

I have said much about the Cistercians because I knew them well, but I
also think itis true that they, more than any other religious order, hold a clue
to the future of monastic life in America. I met many religious who had left
or were leaving their communities, and I heard much of the fears and hesita-
tions of those who remained. Some communities were falling apart and
disappearing. Some had so disgarded externals that they were having an
identity crisis and wondering just what they were. Some, quite under-
standably, have closed their hearts and minds to any change, like the boy who
‘kept tight hold of nurse, for fear of finding something worse’. Some of these
monks and nuns, disturbed by change and looking for something that would
make sense of their world and themselves, came to the Dominican Priory at
Dover, Massachusetts where the brothers are forming a conference centre for
many kinds of people. There, as with the Cistercians, the most heartening
thing of all was the genuine charity and simple humility of the brothers
reaching out in love to everyone and trying to be open to be part of the new
world that is appearing.

And a new world is appearing, of that I am sure. I lived alongside
ordinands and students and learnt a lot about what it feels like to be a young
American today. Americans are not reserved about the faults and failures of
their country and they take their responsibility as a leading nation in the
world very seriously. I heard about the need and poverty of minority groups,
the discriminations of a society based on the dollar, the evils of the Vietnam
War and the equally great evil of pollution. Under it all there was a great
frustration at not being able, despite demonstrations and protests, to affect
the course of events in any way. These young people made it very clear that
society has failed them and that they want nothing to do with it. Their lives
are orientated toward the world of the future, not of the past, and they will
to re-make society after another pattern. When I heard them talking about
the value of human integrity; the real morality of never exploiting people,
things, or ideas; about peace, living together, sharing, and sitting light to
material things; about the need they saw for solitude and silence, I wondered
ir perhaps I had come very close to something Father David Knowles wrote
at the end of his study of Christian Monasticism: ‘If a particular generation
(even though it be our own) destroys and disfigures monasticism it will

“return again’—perhaps in very different forms. When I remember the eager
piercing questions, the clear expectant eyes, and the longing to know just
what it is like to have a centre and coherence in my life, I think I was warned
to set my own house in order. Christ still comes like a thief in the night and
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woe to that servant, especially that monk, whom he does not find watching.

There is a great need and hunger in America, and there are only too many
people ready with spurious or even entirely wicked answers. I do not think it
proper for me to suggest ‘answers’ after only a year there, but | would like to
make some tentative comments. One is that America is not England or
Europe. The whole culture is different, and this is as true of the church as
of society. Someone has said that there are three kinds of reaction to the
church nowadays: in Europe there is open hostility; in England there is
apathy; in America there is plain secularisation. Christianity is becoming ‘of
the world’ and not of the Kingdom. Perhaps the danger is best epitomised in
some words of Eisenhower when he was President: ‘What this nation needs is
religion, and it does not matter what kind it is’. In place of Christian living
there is an enthusiasm for religious experiences of all kinds. One example was
perhaps the ‘festival of New Life’ celebrated by Harvey Cox in a night club on
Easter night 1970; but not far removed from it in fact, though it looked so
different outwardly, was the request of the students at Harvard Divinity
School (with its liberal Protestant tradition) the next year for a High Mass
with vestments, incense, and Latin plain-chant in the college chapel. (I do not
mean here to criticise Dr. Cox who is one of the few theologians trying to
make sense of the secularisation of religion but to pin-point the problem.)
America, then, has problems which we do not share or understand. We must
neither, therefore, imitate them nor judge them.

My second conviction follows from this, that only Americans can ‘give
this nation whar it needs’: There has to be an American Christianity, an
American contemplation, an American monasticism, and it is no use
Europeans meddling. But, thirdly, | do believe that in some sense the old
world has to be brought in to redress the balance of the new. From a
monastic point of view there is an urgent need for a visible, concrete example
of Christianity as a life lived, not as an emotion-experience. It may well be
that this will have to be begun by people from outside that intensely self-
conscious culture before it can become indigenous.

I would like to end with a non-monastic incident that shows the Episcopal
Church at its best in this strange society. At the Episcopal Theological School
we celebrated the Easter Vigil and struck the new fire outside, almost within
sight of Harvard Square, the famous hippie centre of Cambridge. We used the
excellent new liturgy provided by the Episcopal Church and based on the
earliest of Christian liturgical practices, and just for once that crowd of new
theologians, peace demonstrators, rebels of all kinds, came out of their
sophisticated shells and forgot that they had doubts about the resurrection,
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doubts about themselves, their world and their future, and worshipped ‘in the
beauty of holiness’. It was a moment of many unities: the liturgy was con-
celebrated by Episcopalians and Jesuits and the congregation included
Catholics, Protestants and some Orthodox. There were two baptisms, a
white baby, wailing loudly and a black baby, very grave and quiet. Afterwards
we carried our rejoicing in Christ into a Paschal supper, breaking bread
together in the ancient way of friendship through a shared meal. For that
time, both our worship and our fellowship had the character of true celebra-
tion, a rejoicing in the privilege of our companionship at the supper of the
Lamb. It was a realisation of the brief homily the Dean had given at the
liturgy when he said: ‘We look for so many things and people to be the fulfil-
ment of our lives. But in my life and in yours only Christ can ever be the
Amen to our longing; it is only when we understand that that we can ever
hope to love one another.’

A new world, new problems, new opportunities, new hopes, griefs, joys
and fears, and the same ultimate answer: Jesus Christ ‘the same yesterday and
today and forever’.
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SENT TO BE SPENT
HOMILY PREACHED AT FAIRACRES ON THE FEAST OF SAINT ANDREW

John Saward

An apostle is ‘one who is sent’. That, I think, is about all the New Testa-
ment scholars, in their scrooge-like way, will allow us to say about apostles
these days. Everything else, 1 think they would say, is unclear. An apostle
might be one of the twelve or, again, he might not, like Paul and Barnabas. Of
course, they tell us, he might anyway be a semi-divine messenger from the
heavens, as the Gnostics believed and then, again, perhaps not. So it may well
be that all we can do is give the dictionary definition and say that the apostle
is ‘one who is sent’. But actually that is all we need to say!

The apostle is one who is sent. He is sent first of all to preach the good
news, so that men may confess ‘that Jesus is Lord and believe in their heart
that God raised him from the dead, and so be saved’ (Romans 10:9). Today’s
epistle teaches us that you can’t believe in Jesus by yourself. Faith involves
dialogue: talking and listening, preaching and believing. As Paul says, ‘they
will not believe in him unless they have heard of him, and they will not hear
of him unless they get a preacher, and they will never have a preacher unless
one is sent’ (Romans 10:14f. Jerusalem Bible). To have faith is to be part of
a two-way process of preaching and believing, speaking and hearing,
receiving and sending.

To be involved in this ‘two-way process’, this ‘dialogue’, means more than
saying ‘yes’ to a list of doctrines; it means sharing the divine life, entering into
the dialogue (the three-way process) of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. For,
according to the epistle to the Hebrews, Jesus Christ is himself the true, the
archetypal, apostle, just as he is the true, the archetypal, priest. He above all
is the one who is sent. And insofar as we are members of his body, insofar as
we are sons in the Son and share his life, so we also share his apostolate, his
sending and being sent.

In St. John’s Gospel Jesus is sent by the Father; this is the constant refrain,
for example, of the priestly prayer in chapter seventeen. ‘Eternal life is this:
to know you, the only true God, and Jesus Christ whom you have sent’
(John 17:3). The Father sends Jesus, and Jesus sends the disciples into the
world. Sending and being sent: this is just one aspect of what we might call
the ‘rthythm’ of St. John’s Gospel. The Son goes from and returns to the
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Father; he is sent by the Father and sends the disciples; he is loved by the
Father and loves his disciples and the disciples love one another; the Father
and the Son are one and the disciples, too, must be one. And the Spirit of
Truth, the Advocate, he too is sent. Jesus goes and the Spirit comes; Jesus
goes so that the Spirit may be sent. Father, Son, Spirit, and disciples are
caught up into a rhythm of going and coming, of sending and being sent. Now
this rhythm is the rhythm of sacrificial love. This is what ‘being sent’ means.

The New Testament’s idea of being an apostle can’t be adequately con-
veyed by our word ‘mission’ or ‘commission’ as the New English Bible in its
strange, militaristic way, translates it. The one who is sent is not sent to do a
job and then report back. He is sent to preach, yes, but above all he is sent to
give bimself, just as the Son is sent by the Father to give himself for the life
of the world. The apostle is the one who is sent to be spent. So when we talk
about apostles and the apostolic nature of the Church we’re not talking about
a pipeline or a relay-race but about a great cosmic dance in which mankind is
taken up into the sending and being sent, the sacrificial love which is the life
of the triune God. The apostles and those who are ordained to share their
ministry are, to coin a phrase of Austin Farrer, ‘walking sacraments’ of this
truth. They sacramentally represent and enact that divine receiving and
sending and being sent which all believers are called to share.

But how do we share this? How do we join in this universal apostolic
dance? Simply by conforming to its rhythm of sacrificial love. St. Paul says
that as an apostle he shares in the sufferings of Christ. ‘Now I rejoice in my
sufferings for your sake, and in my flesh I complete what is lacking in Christ’s
afflictions for the sake of his body, that is, the church’ {Colossians 1:24). The
apostolic ministry is but one expression of what Charles Williams called the
way of substitution and exchange, the ever-deepening way of sharing the
pain of the world in and with and through Christ.

This is what we see in the life and death of St. Andrew, Apostle and
Martyr, whose festival we celebrate today. For the liturgy of St. Andrew’s
Day, in both East and West, speaks of his great love of the Cross, of his
sharing of the sufferings of Christ. Andrew shows us the essential connection
between being an apostle and being a martyr. The apostle is the one who is
sent to be spent; he is called to be dispossessed of everything. As St. Gregory
the Great says in his homily on St. Andrew, ‘Andrew and Peter forsook a
great deal when they both abandoned even the desire to possess’. The apostle
gives up the desire to possess, acquire, or dominate; he just allows himself to
be sent and to be spent. He lets go of everything, even of life itself. Peter and
Andrew forsook all and followed Jesus, and their martyrdom began from that
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moment by the lakeside.

So often our talk about the apostolic nature of the Church, of the Church
‘built upon the foundation of the apostles and prophets’, degenerates into a
hollow triumphalism, which is why we need the festivals of the apostles to
remind us, as St. Paul says, that ‘God has made us apostles the most abject of
mankind. We are like men condemned to death in the arena, a spectacle to
the whole universe, angels as well as men. We are fools for Christ’s sake, while
you are such sensible Christians. We are weak; you are so powerful. . . . We
are treated as the scum of the earth, the dregs of humanity, to this very day’
(1 Corinthians 4:9-13). The mark of the apostolic ministry, and indeed of the
Christian life as a whole, is not its legal validity, its grandeur and authority,
but its capacity to share in the weakness, the sheer waste and madness, of
Christ crucified. The mark of the apostolic ministry is its capacity for
martyrdom. The apostolic Church is proved by the way of exchange, by
sharing in and with and through Christ the burden, the agony, of man. ‘Death
is at work in us, and life in you’ (2 Corinthians 4:12). This is the apostolic
mystery.

The apostle sacramentally represents something which is true of the whole
body of Christ: the rhythm of sending and being sent and spent, the rhythm
of sacrificial love. For this reason the apostle is the sacrament of the glory of
man, for sacrificial love is the very life of the Trinity and it is that life which
we are called to share. The apostle is a sign or sacrament of man’s trans-
formation by the divine energies, of his entering into the life of the Godhead.
In one of the accounts of the martyrdom of St. Andrew we are told that
when he was hanging on the cross in his agony he was transfigured by divine
light. This is referred to in the Orthodox Church in the Matins for St.
Andrew’s Day: ‘The first to obey our Lord with ardour, immediately uniting
yourself to him, you were set on fire by him and you appeared as a second
light, illuminating with your rays those who sat in darkness, thus imitating
the mercy of Jesus for men.” This is not triumphalism. The light and the glory
come only in weakness, folly and death, in being sent and being spent. This
is the apostolate of Christ, of St. Andrew, and of us all.
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LECTIO DIVINA

Sister Mary Dominica, S.L.G.

In the Scriptures, with faces unveiled, we shall bebold the
glory of the Lord. Origen.

As a background to prayer, the reading of the Scriptures, or Lectio Divina,
holds a place of primary importance. Indeed, it is at the heart of the spiritual
life because in reading the Scriptures we listen to the Word of God spoken to
us immediately.

We know that the desert fathers in their solitude and the earliest monks
under Pachomius made the reading of Scripture a basic exercise of their daily
life. In hearing the Word of God they were moved to respond in love and
obedience, to answer the Lord in prayer and praise and thanksgiving and in
obedient action. Their prayer was based on Scripture, moved by it and
wholly impregnated with its sacred words, long passages of which they
committed to memory. This reading of Scripture was carried out in great
simplicity, without the aid of commentaries which play such a part in
modern study and reading of the Bible.

The reader set himself to be ‘turned to the Lord’ with his whole being,
with his intellect, by his actions, with the whole attention and desire of his
heart. Being so ‘turned to the Lord’ he was open to receive the Word of God.
As Saint Paul says in 2 Corinthians 3:16: ‘If anyone shall have turned to the
Lord the veil will be taken away’ and, as Origen puts it, he will see in the
Scriptures ‘theglory of the Lord’.

The reading was done slowly and meditatively, a ruminating on the words
which were pronounced with the lips as well as read by the eyes. This
entrance of the meaning by both the ear-gate and the eye-gate meant that the
Scriptures were planted deeply in the very being of the person. This has been
described as the ‘conceiving of the Word in the heart’. How different from
our often hasty and ill-digested reading of Scripture!

It is a primary condition of hearing the Word that the mind should be free
and alert and the heart clean and open. In this condition the Holy Spirit can
work to bring home to the soul the message God wants it to receive, not
only the literal facts or thoughts recorded but their existential realisation in
the life of the reader, its fruit-bearing in word and action. By listening to the
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Word and allowing it full play in our hearts we will find ourselves moved to
respond and true prayer is born, the brooding prayer of one who converses
with the Lord, who answers the Lord’s call.

The effect of this brooding and communing with God is beautifully
expressed by Origen in his Homily on Psalm 36: ‘Then the word of God
shall have come into your souls and clinging to your hearts will form your
minds according to the image of the word itself, i.e. that you should desire
and do what the word of God wills, and thereby Christ himself will be
formed in you.’ In another place he says we should desire ‘to be as He wishes
you to be who makes you to be’.

Sometimes this meditative reading of the Scriptures is spoken of by the
fathers of the Church as being like the sower who went out to sow, to
‘plant’ the word of God in the ‘field of the heart’ and in time the fruits of the
Spirit sprang up, a harvest of charity, joy, peace, patience, goodness and
justice. The Word of God conceived within not only brings forth words and
feelings but actions and deeds.

For this radical transformation of our heart and life through brooding on
the Scriptures with a clean heart, it is essential that we read with heart
prepared by prayer to the Holy Spirit, with the mind free from the cares of
pressing duties, and with real desire to hear and receive, and conceive, the
Word within us. A small portion of Scripture is best for this, a few verses
which can take hold of our mind and attention and be stored in our memory
as we go about our work.

I think of that lovely passage from Exodus 33 where the writer speaks of
the Tent of Meeting ‘pitched without the camp’ and ‘afar off from it’, so
placed that solitude and silence are achieved, away from the noise and bustle
of the camp. As Moses enters into the Tent of Meeting the pillar of cloud
descends, the sign and symbol of the Presence found and adored. Then there
follows: ‘And the Lord spoke unto Moses face to face, as a man speaketh
unto his friend.’

So the secker after God finds that God gives himself to him abundantly.
This speaking and communing with God is a true conversation. There is
question and answer, command and obedient reply, a dialogue of mutual
giving and receiving. This gives us a clue as to how to use our prayer time if
it hangs heavy upon us, if we can’t concentrate, if we are sleepy or restless, if
we don’t know what to say. Do we approach the time as an opportunity for
dialogue? Do we give God a chance to speak? Remember that he is the
prevenient God who takes the initiative. Perhaps our dumbness and inability
to speak is the result of not having listened to what he had to say to us. How
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much easier it is to enter into a conversation when someone asks us a
question! We can at least reply. So with God, let us open our Bibles and read,
slowly, prayerfully, and wait; God will speak to us, and we shall want to
reply, to speak words of praise, of thanksgiving, of love, of willing obedience
to a command he may have given.

So often, as Saint Teresa said, ‘We set about like dolts, saying and doing
nothing’. We must be alert, listening, responsive, open to receive the Word
in our heart and then to let it conceive and bear fruit.

Some of the richest communings with God that we find in the Bible are in
the Psalms in dialogue form as, for example, in Psalm 15 :

Lord, who shall dwell in thy tabernacle?
Who shall rest upon thy holy hill?

Even he that leadeth an uncorrupt life:
and doeth the thing that is right,
and speaketh the truth from his heart.

In our prayerful brooding on Scripture we are not necessarily told by the
Lord something we did not know before, but the Holy Spirit takes the good
that is in our hearts and memories, all that we have learned of the ways of
God, and he causes these things to come to the surface of the mind, to shine,
as it were, in our hearts. It is an illumination of what we may already know
so that we feel moved to act upon it. In this way the person praying is turned
back to the actual living of his life, and in this the genuineness of his prayer
is tested.

Sometimes our prayers will be in the form of great affirmations, things we
know already but which become startlingly clear and dynamic for us:

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures.
(Psalm 23)

Thou also shalt light my candle;
the Lord my God shall make my darkness to be light.
(Psalm 18)

Saint John’s Gospel is full of great affirmations of our Lord that bring
him before us in his power and love and mercy. ‘I am the Good Shepherd,
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the good shepherd giveth his life for the sheep’ (John 10:11). To repeat such
words as these slowly and meditatively is truly to pray, and this will bear
a spiritual harvest in due time.

QOuter Circles of the Sisters of the Love of God

New Members of the Fellowship of the Love of God:
Miss Gillian Russell, Basement Flat, 158 Lambeth Road, London. S.E.1.
Mrs. D.C. Shields, S. Andrew’s Lodge, 53 Dedworth Road, Windsor,
Berks, SL4 5AZ.
Mrs. Isaac, 68 Stapletons Road, Christchurch 1, New Zealand.

The following members of F.L.G. were inadvertently omitted from the new
list of members sent out recently :
The Revd. Neville Boundy, The Vicarage, Wigton Crescent, Southmead,
Bristol. BS10 6 DR.
Mrs. Margaret Hutton, S. Peter’s Vicarage, 129 Whiteknights Road,
Reading, Berks.
Mrs. M. llott, S. Albans Presbytery, Gills Cliff Road, Ventnor. I. of W.
Mrs. Gladys Rogers, 18 Mayfield Terrace, Edinburgh. EH9 15A.

We also apologize for errors on the membership list:
We should have printed Miss Grace Webb, 180 Charlton Rd. S.E.7.
Mrs. Margaret Purdie is at 1/4 Teviot Bank House, Niddrie House Drive,
Edinburgh.
Mrs. Esmé Porter’s house at Beccles is Shangri-la.

New Companion :

Mrs. Catherine Courtney, The Vicarage, 90 Royal Navy Avenue, Keyham,
Plymouth. P12 2AJ.

Change of Address:
The Revd. J. Coutts, The Vicarage, Llanwrtyd Wells, Breconshire. Wales.

R.LP.:

Gabrielle Goss, F.L.G.
May Houle, Friend of Fairacres
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FAIRACRES PAMPHLETS

No. 1 Prayer and the Life o f Reconciliation, Gilbert Shaw
No. 2 Aloneness not Loneliness, Mother Mary Clare, S.L.G.
No. 5 The Witness of the Contemplative Life, Sister Eileen Mary, S.L.G.
No. 6 Enclosure, S.L.G.
No. 7 The Silence o f Love, S.L.G. (devotional)
No. 8 Prayer, S.L.G. (devotional—new format)
No. 9 Liturgy Today: 1. The Eucharist, Sister Benedicta, S.L.G.
No. 10  Liturgy Today: 2. The Divine Office, Sister Benedicta, S.L.G.
No. 11 TheWordofGod: An Approach to Bible Reading, Sister Mary Paul, S.L.G.
No. 12 Learning to Pray, Mother Mary Clare, S.L.G.
No. 13 Cbhristian Maturity through Prayer, Mother Mary Clare, S.L.G.
No. 14  Stationsof the Cross, Donald McChesney
No. 15  Death: The Gateway to Life, S.L.G.
No. 16 Tbhe Victory of the Cross, Dumitru Staniloae
No. 17  Prophets of Unity, A. M. Alichin
No. 18 Contemplation and Enclosure, Sister Eileen Mary, S.L.G.
No. 19  The Quest for Identity: Spirituality and the Integration o f Personality,
Mardn Israel
PUBLICATIONS BY GILBERT SHAW
A Pilgrim’s Book of Prayers 35p Possege and packing per copy:
The Face of Love (Mowbray) £1.05
Sitio: The Prayer o f Intercession 30p
Rbytbmic Prayers 15p
The Christian Solitary 10p

Christian Prayer: A Way of Progress 15p

Creation and Re-Creation:
An Approach to Prayer 15p

ip
2%p
2%p
5p
5p
5p
10p
10p

10p
10p

12%p

10p
13p
10p

5p

10p

7p
10p
6p
3p
3p
3p

3p

Postage and packing for Fairacres Pamphlets: up to 3, 4%p; each additional'pa.mphlct 1p

extra. 13-16 pamphlets, 20p; 17-32, 24p; 33-48, 28p. Over 4 dozen by arrangement.

Obtainable from: S. L. G.PRESS
Convent of the Incarnation
Fairacres, Oxford, 0X4 1TB

S.L.G. Press. Convent of the Incarnation. Fairacres. Oxford.



THE COMMUNITY OF THE SISTERS OF THE LOVE OF GOD

Convent of the Incarnation
Fairacres, Oxford, 0X4 1TB
Tel: Oxford 21508

Convent of St. Mary and the Angels
Woodland Avenue
Hemel Hempstead, Herts.
Tel: 0442 56 989

Dudwell St. Mary
Burwash, Etchingham, Sussex
Tel : Burwash 282

The Reverend Mother General is responsible for the whole Community
and is normally resident at Oxford.

Each of the three Convents has its own Prioress to assist her in the
administration of the corporate life of the Community.

Anyone wishing to test her vocation or to receive information about the
Community should apply to the Reverend Mother General at Oxford.

There is limited accommodation for private retreats and conferences for
Priests, Religious, and Lay People at all three Convents, application for which
should be made to the respective Prioress, S.L.G.

Bede House
Staplehurst, Tonbridge, Kent
Tel: Staplehurst891262

1. A centre for the increase of Christian spirituality—application for
information should be made to the Warden of Bede House.

2. A lavra for the recovery of the eremitical life—application for
information should be made to the Reverend Mother General at Oxford.





