content
Vol 23 No 296

3

regulars

December 2020/
January 2021

LEAD STORy
The chairman’s Report
e Bishop of Wakefield eaks
to the National Assembly

20 Views, reviews & previews
ART:
BOOkS:

4

The Life of the church
THE BISHOP Of fuLHAm
oﬀers a reflection for the National
Assembly

6

university ministry in the
time of Pandemic
JAck NIcHOLSON

8

Let them eat cake?
PETER DuTTON

9

A sign of garce
WILLIAm ALLEN

considers parochial ministry

14 colin Niblett
STEPHEN PARkINSON
remembers a colleague and friend

15 Heaven in ordinary and the
beauty of holiness
SImON WALSH

Jack Allen on e Dynaﬆy
John Twisleton on
Making Space for God
Jane Willis on rough a
Glass Darkly
Nicolas Stebbing CR on
How do I Look?

16 SOmERSET TOWERS - 4

urifer entertains

EDITORIAL
BISHOPS Of THE SOcIETy

18
35

19 THE WAy WE LIVE NOW
cHRISTOPHER SmITH
has a cat

34 TOucHING PLAcE
S Martin’s Breckland, Norfolk

Recipes from Mary
Berry

on theology and F Sco Fitzgerald

10 The malediction and
benediction of coronatide
PAuL THOmAS

12 cHRISTmAS DIARy

Simon Walsh introduces
books for Christmas and
the Kitchen

defends Marie Antoinee

on Seeking Gis

Owen Higgs on
Kai Althoﬀ

Book of the Month
Andy Hawes on Faithful
Witness

writes from Pusey House

11 GHOSTLy cOuNSEL
ANDy HAWES

31 Divine Speech III
STEPHEN WILSON
on Miracles, Parables, and
Sacraments

33 1662 and All That
Fergus Butler-Gallie’s Christmas
Quiz

35 Tread we the path to
Bethlehem

on the faith and talent of Sylvia
Hearn

17 Poor fred…Really?
ANN GEORGE

COVER
IMAGE

reflects on the life of her brother

Our Lady of Walsingham by
Graham Howard.

Articles are published in New Directions because they are thought likely to be of interest to
readers. They do not necessarily reflect the views of the Editor or those of Forward in Faith.

2 ■ newdirections ■ December 2020/January 2021

Waterfall of Poppies at St Saviour’s Eastbourne designed and created by Yvonne Dyer and comprising
1327 poppies.

Lead
Story

The chairman’s Report
The Bishop of Wakefield looks back at the year

W

e had been hoping to gather at Saint Alban’s in
Holborn at this time to celebrate our National
Assembly but unfortunately that has not proved
to be possible. We expect to be able to gather at some point in
2021 but it is too early to say exactly when that might be.
As a replacement for gathering in person, I am presenting
a series of videos to you which – taken together – form an annual review for Forward in Faith. I hope you find them informative and please do contact the Forward in Faith office if
you have any questions.
As with every other part of society, the Covid pandemic
has had a huge impact on our work this year. It has prevented
us gathering in person and has presented us challenges in how
we communicate our messages.
I am particularly pleased that The Society, which is supported and funded by Forward in Faith, has worked closely
with the Church Union in releasing a set of ten high quality
devotional videos on-line and in publishing a set of thirty devotional booklets, some which have been sent out as supplements to the New Directions magazine.
There are separate videos on each of these activities which
are presented as part of this package of videos. I am sure you
will find them informative. In fact I would go further that – I
think we can all be very proud what has been achieved across
our constituency through the devotional resources which we
have made available for those times at which we have been unable to gather.

As with every other part of society, the covid
pandemic has had a huge impact on our
work this year.
However, at the same, we also know that there is no replacement for gathering in person to celebrate the sacraments
together and particularly the Eucharist. Forward in Faith and
The Society have been clear throughout the first national lockdown, and also as we approach the second national lockdown,
that every effort should be made to allow public worship to
continue in as safe a manner as possible.
If public worship has not been allowed on health grounds,
we have been clear that the parish priest should be able to
stream liturgies from his church for the faithful to follow at
home.
Between the two national lockdowns there was, thankfully,
an opportunity for ordinations to take place across the Church
of England, including Society ordinations. This included Will
Hazlewood’s consecration as a bishop in mid-July and diaconal
and priestly ordinations around the feast of Michaelmas.
While numbers attending the ordinations had to be severely
limited, I was pleased that you were able to pray for our can-

didates from your homes and that the prayer booklet for ordinands sent out with the September edition of New Directions helped you to do that. These ordinations are the subject
of a separate video.
On a sadder note, we lost two giants of our movement this
year. Dr Geoffrey Kirk died in April of this year. Geoffrey had
been at the heart of Forward in Faith for almost twenty years,
including acting as its National Secretary. The June edition of
New Directions included a supplement entitled The Way We
Live Now which represented a selection of Geoffrey’s
renowned writing.
In May of this year Fr Beau Brandie died. Fr Beau had
served on the Forward in Faith Council for many years, most
recently acting as the Area Dean for Scotland. Fr Beau was a
loyal and kind priest who was a source of encouragement in
the Faith for many. May Geoffrey and Beau rest in peace.
Fully bearing in mind the selfless witness to the Catholic
faith of those who have gone before us, including Geoffrey and
Beau, we continue to make the case in favour of the retention
of the Seal of the Confessional.
It remains under attack from those who do not seem to
understand its purpose or the nature of the Church’s sacraments. We have already achieved one part of a retraction
which we have been seeking from a diocesan document which
conflicts with the Church of England’s canons and are looking
at other, similar examples of misleading literature which has
been issued by dioceses on this topic.
We all fully support more robust safeguarding measures
but it is a serious misunderstanding to think that breaching
the Seal of the Confessional will in any way help with safeguarding. This is very likely to come up again in 2021 with the
publication of further IICSA reports and we shall continue to
make our case. We should not underestimate the strength of
the attack which we face on the inviolability of the Seal of the
Confessional.
In February of this year, Dr Colin Podmore retired from
his role at Director of Forward in Faith. Colin served our cause
with great distinction and we were delighted to hear in October this year that Colin had been awarded an MBE. This was
fitting recognition of his many years of loyal service to the
Church of England and particularly its Catholic cause.
Tom Middleton has taken over from Colin as Director
and I know that Tom is very grateful for all the support he has
received as he settles into the role, particularly in the challenging circumstances which he has faced. Tom presents a separate
video as part of this package on the work of the Forward in
Faith office, including worship at the English Chapel, over the
course of this year.
I am grateful for your continued support for Forward in
Faith over the course of this testing year. May God bless you
in the months ahead and I very much look forward to meeting
in person once more in 2021. ND
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The life of the church
The Bishop of Fulham offers a devotion at this difficult time

N

ormally at this time of year we would be gathering
for the National Assembly of Forward in Faith. We
would be celebrating the Mass together and then
having our usual time of discussion and fellowship with one
another. For reasons we know all too well, that sadly is not possible this year.
It has been the most extraordinary year, has it not, and we
have all been learning a lot, I
think, about ourselves and what
it really important to us as followers of Christ and members
of the Church.
One thing we have learnt is
what it means to be dependent
creatures. We have learnt a lot,
again, about what it means to
live fragile lives and we have
learnt much about the power of
nature.

What are we going to do with that time of
deprivation, that time of lament and
longing?
Large populations across the world do, of course, live with
that contingency and fragility every day of their lives. It is
something which, perhaps, only strikes most of us at times of
real emergency or serious illness or at the point of death. So,
we have learnt to have a new respect for God’s creation and
therefore for the power and beauty of the Creator who stands
behind it.
In the life of the Church we have recovered a great sense
of the gift of personal prayer. I know that, for me, saying the
daily office of morning and evening prayer, and particularly
saying the psalms, has really come alive and meant so much
more than perhaps it has done for quite some
time. It has involved resting in that rhythm of
prayer, scripture and the readings from the fathers. It has been a great refreshment and anchor in our spiritual lives.
We have been so lucky that clergy from our
movement, from our tradition, and Catholic
societies have poured forth a great stream of
helpful devotional material, including booklets
that we might have been receiving with our
monthly copy of New Directions or accessing
on-line. There has been a wealth of material
from the tradition, freshly presented to help us
to pray and to renew us in our discipleship
through these difficult times.
There has been a great explosion of activity
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on-line; not just live streaming of services but also teaching
and devotional material. If you had said back at the beginning
of the year that so many Catholic priests and parishes would
be able to put out this high quality material in so short a period, then no one would have believed you. It has been a gift
and a blessing and a wonderful way for those who have been
shielding, those who have been confined to their homes, to remain connected with our worshipping communities and with
the parishes which we serve.
But – there is of course a but – we have been deprived for
too much of this year of the gift of being able to come together
to celebrate the sacraments and especially to gather physically
together to share in the offering of the Mass.
What are we going to do
with that time of deprivation,
that time of lament and longing? Well, I hope two things.
I hope, firstly, that it is
going to renew in us our sense
of thanksgiving for the sacramental life of the Church.
There has been an astonishing hunger on the part of our
people up and down the
country to be able to return to
the altar, to be able to receive
the sacrament and to kneel
and pray physically one with
another.
That is something for which we should be very grateful –
that refreshing and renewing in us of something which should
always be received with thanksgiving but which perhaps we
grow used to as we live out our Christian lives in the normal
course of events, month-by-month and year-by-year.
So, let thanksgiving for the sacramental life of the Church
and a real passion and longing to participate in it, let those be
some of the fruits of this time of deprivation.

It was really wonderful to go around churches in the period
when we were able to be back in church and to see the gratitude and the sheer joy that people were expressing as they were
able to come to Mass and as Baptisms, Confirmations and the
other sacraments of the Church could be celebrated again.

We do all that of course not for ourselves,
not because these are treasures that we love
and want to keep for ourselves, but because
we believe they are life-giving for the sake of
the world.
Thanksgiving and gratitude, yes, but also a renewed confidence in the essentials of the Faith. One of the things that a
lot of people have noticed through this difficult year is that
many issues that we thought were settled in the life of our
Church have been opened up again as people with very different views about the sacramental life, very different views
about the importance of coming together in our church building to worship physically together, have allowed those views
to be promoted and circulated.
So we have to be confident
about expressing why it is that
our sacred spaces are important; why it is that the sacraments, properly celebrated, lie
at the heart of our lives as disciples of Jesus Christ; why it is
that, whatever the creativity
and whatever the new opportunities of moving the worshipping life of the Church
on-line, that cannot and will
not be a substitute for the real
thing.
So let us use this time to become more confident as
Catholic Christians, able to give a joyful account of ourselves
and of the life of our Church to our nation and within the life
of the Christian Church as a whole.

We do all that of course not for ourselves, not
because these are treasures that we love and want
to keep for ourselves, but because we believe they
are life-giving for the sake of the world. The
sacraments bring Jesus Christ; they bring His
truth and His life to those who participate in
them. We believe, as brothers and sisters who belong to Forward in Faith, that the sacraments are
there to be stewarded and are there to be honoured as God’s life-giving resources for all humanity.
So, brothers and sisters, we look forward to
times when we can be together again for our next
National Assembly but thank you to all of you
who, through your personal membership, your
subscriptions and above all your prayers, resource
and enable the
work of Forward in Faith.
Forward in Faith is there to
resource, to enable and to
lead the work of the
Catholic movement for the
sake of the Church and for
the sake of the world.
So, give thanks for all the
gifts that your life in Christ
brings to you and use this
strange year to be more
thankful and more confident in your faith. God bless
you all. ND
This devotional address was given by the Bishop of Fulham
at the online National Assembly.

From the Director
We did of course miss not being able to gather
for our National Assembly this year as a result
of the restrictions placed on us by the pandemic. I am delighted, however, that we managed to issue just over an hour's worth of videos
on the forward in faith website in place of the
Assembly and the contributions from the Bishops of Wakefield and of fulham are reproduced
elsewhere in this edition. Please get in touch
with me via director@forwardinfaith.com or
07368 124811 if you would like to raise any issues with me directly. I remain very grateful for
your continued support for the work of forward
in faith and look forward to a return to physical
gatherings in 2021.
Tom middleton
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university ministry in a time of
Pandemic
Jack Nicholson reflects on his experiences of lockdown at the House. All views expressed are his own

T

he contrast between High Mass on All Saints’ Day,
Sunday 1 November, and on the following Remembrance Sunday at Pusey House could not have been
starker. On All Saints’ Day, 57 congregants turned up, which
would be exceptional at the best of times, and approached the
Chapel of the Resurrection’s maximum ‘COVID-capacity’. On
the 22nd Sunday after Trinity, I was in a much-reduced serving
party in a chapel devoid of a congregation. This was a blow.
However, I for one have reasons to be proud of the way in
which Pusey House has responded to the onset of a second
lockdown to manage coronavirus, and to be profoundly grateful for the way in which this is shaping me as a Chapel Intern
in the Church of England, like clay in the hands of the potter.
Whatever our views on the lockdown decision, I think we can
all find reason to ‘rejoice in the Lord always’ (Phil. 4:4). Rejoice.
Pusey House is a chaplaincy, library, and social space in
Oxford. When it was founded in 1884, H. P. Liddon hoped the
House would be a place of ‘sacred learning’ and ‘a rallying point
of the Christian faith’. We have always had close ties with the
University of Oxford through the many students who walk
through our door. Today, we are grateful that they are still able
to come in by prior arrangement; the theological library is still
open for business. Oxford’s Scriptorium, in which students
gather to work in community, continues to function. The
Chapel is, however, closed for public worship, and our social
space has been off limits to the public now for many months.
It has been an interesting time in which to commence a chapel
internship here, because so much of what we do normally do,
especially around engagement with the congregation, has not
been possible this year.

To be a member of that community, which
now meets to pray for our brothers and sisters who are unable to be present in the
flesh, and to carry them up to the throne of
grace, is a formative experience for which I
shall always be grateful.
Pusey’s internship programme is a first-rate one-year ministry experience scheme because of its formational pattern of
spiritual disciplines and the emphasis here upon community,
which provide the bedrock on which I go about my work. Interns have always been able to shape their year here, but, as in
all manner of things, I have found that I am being shaped and
fashioned too. The daily round of worship, which on some
days amounts to five services, provides the perfect opportunity
in which to hold questions about my vocation before God. My
fellow residents remain a great support to me. As my capacity
to gain practical ministry experience has been disrupted, I
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have found myself to be ever grateful for the life of prayer and
the community living afforded to me in the House.
During this period of lockdown, I have taken comfort in
the fact that the House has been stripped down and made
bare, because it is through this that we renew our foundational
mission to be a ‘rallying point of the Christian faith’. Our Lord
‘emptied himself, by taking the form of a servant, being born
in the likeness of men’ (Phil. 2:7). The House feels empty, but
in that emptiness, we have found greater opportunity to come
before God in prayer and to cry out. Lockdown hurts.
Nonetheless, we do have cause to rejoice because like our Lord
we too are emptied, and in that process, we are being tested
and reminded that above all things we must place our trust in
Him.
I have also taken comfort at this time in a sermon preached
by Dr E. B. Pusey, to whom this House stands as a memorial,
at the University Church, in 1864. ‘Suffering,’ Pusey said, ‘is in
the order of salvation’. ‘[T]ender’ and ‘blessed’, ‘[it] is our Redeemer’s own medicinal hand’. This is not often said! Our trials
are an opportunity for repentance, that we would be granted
newness of life. ‘He gives to each of us just our own trial, what,
by His grace, will most amend us, what will bring us most to
Himself, what will most draw out the good which he has implanted in us, or turn out the evil which would most estrange
or ruin us.’ Pusey lost his wife and two daughters before the
age of 45. If we are uncomfortable with the emphasis he placed
on God as the author of our suffering, I agree with our Principal Father George Westhaver that Pusey’s language here is
one way of drawing near the love and wisdom of God, and of
apprehending the face of Christ.
What makes the ongoing trial of coronavirus so difficult,
however, is the fact that we are physically apart from our
brothers and sisters in Christ. As an intern here at Pusey
House, I can rejoice in the fact that I live with a small number
of brethren, with whom I continue to come before God in the
Chapel; it is an untold privilege to be allowed to continue to
worship in this way. This is also difficult for me, especially after
my experience at All Saints’ of sub-deaconing for the very first
time, when it was equally a privilege to intercede on behalf of
the congregation who were bodily present. When I began my
internship, I said that my hope would be ‘treasure the company
of everyone who walks through our door’. However, it breaks
my heart to say that unless one enters for private prayer or for
study, our door today is closed.
Still, I have reason to rejoice and be proud of how the team
at Pusey House has chosen to respond to lockdown. For one
thing, we have adopted a maximal approach of identifying
things that we can do as a private chapel and quasi-religious
community which is affiliated with the University. To be a
member of that community, which now meets to pray for our
brothers and sisters who are unable to be present in the flesh,

and to carry them up to the throne of grace, is a formative experience for which I shall always be grateful. Our Chaplain Father Mark Stafford has articulated why this should be so. In a
statement on the eve of lockdown, he reminded us all that we
have faith that ‘We will be bodily resurrected, and bodily
united in the Spirt, as the very Body of Christ, and our meeting
together is a sacrament of that reality’. I pray that our actions
would serve as a rallying point of the Christian faith and as a
reminder that we all have reason to rejoice.
From its early days, Pusey House has emphasised community as an important part of its witness. It was here that the
Community of the Resurrection was founded on St James’ Day
in 1892, of which Charles Gore was the first elected superior.
Gore was also the first principal of Pusey House, and, in forming the initial Society of the Resurrection in 1887, he articulated his view of how the Church ought to respond to
dislocating tendencies of late nineteenth-century Britain. He
wrote, ‘The necessities of our time seem […] to demand of the
English Church […] a new development of the disciplined
Christian life’ and, specifically, ‘of association in community
for purposes of worship, study, and work’. His prayer was that
the Society, which involved the clergy of the House who
wanted to be linked by a common rule and a life of prayer,
would ‘afford help and encouragement’ to the Church in
adapting to an uncertain period in our national life. If he saw
us today, I think Gore would have good cause to rejoice.

However, I was struck by his words on Remembrance Sunday at Pusey House, when
he suggested that if there is a lack of understanding of the positive contribution of the
church to our society, this is all the more
reason for repentance.
Today, the brethren at the Community of the Resurrection
have clearly articulated for us why the life of prayer in community matters to us all. Father George Guiver C. R. has described intentional religious communities as ‘like pools of
water in a dried-up river bed’. By this, he means that they stand
out in a world in which the horizontal, civic, or associational
bonds holding our society together have fractured; the vertical
bond of our relationship with the State has tended to increase.
I have been reminded of this today, following the State’s decision to plunge us into a second national lockdown, and when
one response has been to go online which risks atomising us
further if our present practices are sustained. If you are moved
to watch our live-stream on Facebook, however, I pray that
even as you feel apart, you would find a reminder of what genuine community is and prepare to be re-enveloped in it with
joy when the time comes. For it is in so doing that we might
find in this period of suffering the medicinal hand of God.
In the foreword to the edited collection Oneness: The dynamics of monasticism (Norwich: SCM, 2017), Archbishop of
Canterbury Justin Welby writes of his gratitude to religious
communities, the likes of which Dr Pusey and Pusey House
helped to spearhead in the nineteenth-century. Coming from

a different theological upbringing to my own, he is nonetheless
passionate like me that ‘prayer is the source and prayer changes
everything’, and that religious communities are a profound
witness to the fact; they energise the whole Church. This is
not least because they remind us that true community is
rooted in God and that no prayer is ever just a private affair.
It is, therefore, an exciting time to be a chapel intern at Pusey
House, which has revivified its role as a quasi-religious community in adapting to the current lockdown. For I too am reminded that in ministry, as in all things, God is our bedrock,
castle, and our rescuing knight.
Our Principal Father George is not the only one to have
cast this second lockdown as an opportunity for repentance.
However, I was struck by his words on Remembrance Sunday
at Pusey House, when he suggested that if there is a lack of understanding of the positive contribution of the Church to our
society, this is all the more reason for repentance. To those who
tuned in to our service on YouTube, he posed this question:
‘Do we show the world, as we should, both the love and the
wisdom of God?’ If we did, perhaps our response to the Coronavirus pandemic would have been different. It is incumbent
on us to ask could it be that the Church has failed, and why.
If the Church has failed during the Coronavirus pandemic,
this Chapel Intern is nonetheless immensely proud that he is
being shaped and formed by the liturgy of the Church of England and by the community here at Pusey House. Together
with the whole House, I feel stripped down and made bare,
but I have faith that through this process I am being renewed
in the spirit of my mind and prepared for ministry through
the simple task of putting my trust in Him. Aptly, my fellow
intern reminds me of the collect for the Public Baptism of Infants in the Book of Common Prayer, when we pray that all
who have been received into ‘the ark of Christ’s Church’ would
be ‘joyful in hope’, that they would thus ‘pass the waves’ of this
troublesome world. I hope that the House, through testifying
to the power of community and prayer, would rally us to come
back together, united in the knowledge and the love of Christ,
at the close of the tempest which currently afflicts us. Together
we can indeed rejoice. ND
Jack Nicholson is one of three Chapel Interns at Pusey House in
Oxford this academic year. During lockdown, Pusey House has
adopted a policy of live-streaming services via its Facebook page, attended and led by members of the Greater Chapter who are essential to the House’s functions.
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Let them eat cake?
Peter Dutton writes in defence of Marie-Antoinette

I

normally avoid American politics, especially during Presidential elections. Their conservatives never seem especially conservative, and their liberals anything but liberal.
Everything seems upside down, as is best summed up by the
fact that the former party of slave owners is now the party of
Black Lives Matter. However, when I read that conservatives
in the States are comparing Nancy Pelosi to Marie-Antoinette,
Queen of France, I feel that some comment is necessary.
For those who missed the story amongst the concatenation of events which has made up 2020 thus far, here it is in
brief. Ms Pelosi, the octogenarian Speaker of the House of
Representatives, was reported for visiting a hair salon in California, which, being an indoors appointment, was illegal at
that time. She also failed to wear a mask, something she had
repeatedly lambasted Donald Trump for doing. Her non-apology for this (in which she both blamed the salon and pleaded
ignorance as to the laws of California, where she lives) was
quickly translated by her opponents into ‘Let the peasants cut
their own hair’, and Donald Trump Jr tweeted ‘Nancy Pelosi is
the Marie-Antoinette of the 21st Century’. The fact that she
also has an extensive wardrobe of designer clothes and a
freezer full of gourmet ices seemed to confirm the image: let
them eat ice cream!
I have always felt somewhat protective over historical figures who, in my opinion, get an unfairly bad press. In particular this has drawn me to Richard III, Mary Tudor and Charles
I. However, in those cases there is a germ of truth behind the
image, before it was then exaggerated into the Ladybird history
book caricature. Richard III probably was something of an ambitious political schemer (hardly unusual in late 15th Century
England!); Mary Tudor did order the persecution of religious
dissidents and signed the death warrant of a 16-year-old girl;
Charles I was an ineffective administrator who declared war
on Parliament. Marie-Antoinette emphatically did not say
‘Qu’ills mangent de la brioche’.
The first recorded instance of this famous phrase is in
Rousseau’s Confessions, where he writes: ‘At length I remembered the last resort of a great princess who, when told that
peasants had no bread, remarked “Then let them eat brioche”’.
Given that this book was written in 1765 when Marie-Antoinette was nine and had not yet come to France (although
not published until 1782), there can be no
possible connection between the two
royal females. According to Lady Antonia
Fraser, the remark was made by MarieThérèse (Louis XIV’s Queen) over a century earlier. It would certainly have made
more sense, given that she was renowned
justly for her arrogance and thoughtlessness, but there is no direct evidence for
this and, in the opinion of many historians, Rousseau simply made it up to illustrate a point. With the increasing
unpopularity of the Royal Family
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throughout the 1780s, the phrase became a neat shorthand
amongst radical journalists to depict how out of touch the
House of Bourbon was with needs and concerns of ordinary
people.
The real historical Marie-Antoinette was a far more complex, intelligent, and, above all, likeable figure than the caricature would suggest. Devoutly religious, she devoted much of
her time to charitable works, organising soup kitchens, clothing donations and supporting orphans and single mothers.
Whilst she never said ‘Let them eat cake’, we know she did
write: ‘It is quite certain that in seeing the people who treat us
so well despite their own misfortunes, we are more obliged
than ever to work for their happiness’. Contrary to the popular
myth, her spending on clothes was relatively moderate compared with the royal family as a whole, and the financial crisis
that engulfed France in the 1780s (at which point she was

I have always felt somewhat protective over
historical figures who, in my opinion, get an
unfairly bad press.
dubbed Madame Deficit) was not of her making, stemming
largely from French involvement in the American Revolution.
Away from her public duties, she tended to dress simply, igniting a fashion among aristocrat women for wearing plain white
dresses. At the end of her life, whilst enduring the humiliation
of a show trial (at which she faced many bizarre accusations,
including arranging orgies at Versailles, and incest with her
son), she behaved with great dignity: even at the last, when
being transported to her execution in a cart (her husband had
least gone to his own execution in a carriage), hands tied behind her back and with a leash around her neck, she never lost
her composure. A faithful Catholic to the last, she pointedly
ignored the constitutional priest who had been appointed to
hear her final confession and to give last rites: Pope Pius VI
had condemned the 1790 Civil Constitution of the Clergy,
which had subordinated the Church to the State and led to the
end of monasticism and the confiscation of church land.
Of course, she was not perfect. She schemed for the dismissal of reforming ministers like Turgot and Jacques Necker,
men whose relatively progressive ideas
might well have alleviated the nation’s fiscal problems, and hence probably prevented the Revolution of 1789. Whilst she
had demonstrated political skill in negotiating with the aristocrat Mirabeau, after
his death she refused to cooperate with
other moderate revolutionary leaders.
However, nothing in her life warrants her
name being used as an insult, especially by
conservatives, and, nearly 230 years after
her death, her honour is still worth defending. ND

A sign of grace
William Allen considers the witness of the spiritually disorganised in Fitzgerald’s Benediction

W

e are often too used to apologising and catechising to remember the adage that books cannot be
judged by their covers—and neither can authors.
As such, we defy well-trained reflexes to observe that F Scott
Fitzgerald, that otherwise master seer of modern day corruption, should have chosen one hundred years ago to write on
the subject of the Catholic Faith, as indeed he did in 1920, to
the writers of New York monthly, The Smart Set. The published story, “Benediction”, concerns the spiritual vision of a
sister who visits her brother at seminary; it creates the kind of
synergy between the catholic identity, and the worldly materialism which has become synonymous with the American author’s lyrical paean upon ‘the American Dream’. In a few
thousand words, he reminds of the Christly cornerstone with
which we are forever armed – no, not Benediction per se, and
less still the peal of the Divine Praises—but rather our spiritual
experience as an inescapable power over us, manifesting itself
amid the strain and stress of earthly living.

That phrase— “spiritual experience”—is
more discomforting, I might suggest, than
those within the catholic fold shall typically
confess
That phrase— “spiritual experience”—is more discomforting, I might suggest, than those within the catholic fold shall
typically confess. Of course, there is very often a familiar hope
and confidence in our hearts whilst yearning towards the revealed mysteries of our religion: – the mystery of the Eucharist, the real presence of Christ most of all. But the
spirituality of all this sacramentality seems to remain always
in its own, narrow confine. It is lucid, for sure; established, unchanging in a way which demands our worship—and indeed
rightly so. Yet confronted with the vagaries of a personal spiritual encounter with God, do we not feel we have somehow
weighed anchor, and thrown ourselves into troubled water,
when it comes to authenticating and believing how God is
working, and why? For no sooner have we entertained this category of personal, unwritten ‘spiritual experience’ than we
have, in well-known words, risked being carried away by all
kinds of strange doctrines.
Fitzgerald’s ‘Benediction’ is going be obfuscating for this
very reason—that it tackles a religious problem, in a distinctly
catholic domain, yet it cannot help but to be shot through with
personal idiosyncrasy and conflict—the dilemma of a woman
encountering Christ and retaining her weakness all the while.
Holy and wonderful!, we exclaim, interiorly—but perilously
problematic in the daily, rote practice of credo, practice and
preaching.
The story in outline is already telling—a sister, Lois, makes
her sojourn to her brother, Keith’s, seminary, not as an enthusiastic neophyte but as a past-time before she meets a man

with whom she has engaged in an adulterous tryst. The hope,
which Fitzgerald conveys in the calm, cool example of the
Christian brother, intersects frenetically with the reality of a
human soul led astray. The siblings meet, and there is an unexpected revelation between them: that he has grown out of
the teenagerhood in the mind’s eye of his sister, and become
that sure, solid rock which is the founding mantra of the apostolic life. It is a life that has not secluded him from the world
but immunised him against its trickery. After all, Keith says,
“You can’t shock a monk. He’s a professional shock-absorber.”
Lois is enamoured by her brother and captivated by the
“sweetness” of his seminarian life.
There is then the matter of Lois’ spiritual encounter at
Benediction, where things “suddenly went very wrong”—the
heat, and toxicity of her disorganised passion are conveyed
imaginatively by Fitzgerald’s prose, mingled among the incense
and candlelight of the ritual. It is only finally, after disputing
her senses, hot, cold, light and dark that the words of the divine
praises sing into her heart. And then, overwhelmed, she faints.
What do we make of a story such as this, which takes a familiar axis of the devotional life, and throws it, seemingly,
through the void of chaotic thought and feeling? Fitzgerald’s
story is foremost a discomfort because it is lacking the clear
sense of Christian journey which we hope to place assuredly
in the background of our lives. Lois’ experience does not lead
her to conversion, but only to consideration, and a new kind
of self-awareness. At the end of the tale, she ponders for the
first time a telegram written to call off her adulterous affair
for ever—though in the end, the letter is destroyed; the tryst
goes on. Her personal experience of God is so frustrating for
us, because it is not out in the open, in that revealed, materialised way that rationalises our clairvoyance. It is hidden. It is
all out of proportion—and it doesn’t meet our expectations.
‘Expectation’, ‘proportion’; these are deeply tempting
words. They assist in rationalising our Faith, and promote that
well-heard Cistercian vision of the Cross ‘standing still while
the world is turning…’ Indeed, a creed of hope amid the current, cold, and pandemical climate. But in being so calculatingly expectant, do not we rob ourselves, at least a little, of that
uncertainty which typifies the human condition? That broken
condition which is at the heart of the Christian Gospel, and
Christ its apothecary?
The sure signs of grace which we receive as fruits of God’s
Kingdom are mercies wide enough, we might pray, to accept
the spiritually disorganised. While Fitzgerald, forever
grandiose in his cynicism, shall ever seek to enlarge his portrait
of human weakness, we are more than matched to the challenge, making wider still and wider the hands of priest and
people to witness to lives touched, blessed by, though not all
at once converted to, God. ND
William Allen is Pastoral Assistant in the parish of Parish of
S Stephen with All Hallows’, Gospel Oak.
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The malediction and benediction of
coronatide
Paul Thomas reflects on the catholic life of the parish

E

very crisis brings forth the worst and the best in us; suffering heightens the good and magnifies the ill, which
is why the season of the coronavirus has visited upon
the Church malediction and benediction in equal measure.
By what malediction have we been afflicted? What has
been made unhappily apparent to all in her response to coronavirus is that the institutional Church is suffering from a
form of auto-immune disease, a disease in which the body assaults itself not recognising its true identity and what is proper
to it. The Church’s response to Lockdown 1.0 is painfully familiar to readers of New Directions - what was said and the
strategy adopted have received their commentary - but the
deep unhappiness (even trauma) suffered as a result by the
clergy and many of the laity has a deeper source, a theological
source. The assumptions and convictions of the institutional
Church which drove the calamitous strategic direction of our
response to the national emergency stem from a deeply confused self-understanding, an errant ecclesiology.

for those who sought to advance a disembodied, desacralised self-understanding of
the church, the pandemic provided ample
opportunity, alas.
Astonishingly, at the very moment when the Church could
have so convertingly inhabited her vocation, called upon her
deep history, spoken prophetically to the nation, and exploited
her thorough-goingly embedded nature, we focussed instead
our energies on eagerly denying our historic role, retreating
from the Forum, missing the moment (a once-in-a-generation
moment) for renewal, and repudiated our very belief in the
Church as a thing embodied, corporeal, concretely present in
priest, place, and people. Instead of seeing the blessing of this
inheritance and exploiting the unique and kairos moment of
coronavirus, we stepped back denyingly. O timorous Church!
For those who sought to advance a disembodied, desacralised self-understanding of the Church, the pandemic
provided ample opportunity, alas. The Church of Christ, being
sui generis, cannot be likened to any other organisation or
body corporate; her vocation is unique, the source of her life
supernatural, and the manifestation of that life incarnate. Yet,
regrettably, against the Church’s true self her institutions acted
to give force and authority to the error by negating the
Church’s historic belief in her own incarnate identity. For a
time we appeared harmfully to indulge in a renunciation of
our true self, we embraced the Apostatic Way, we ‘stood away’
from who we are.
10 ■ newdirections ■ December 2020/January 2021

Might it be that over the last generation the Church of England (in her institutions at least) has lost her muscle memory?
Has she forgotten herself by failing too often to repeat the essential tasks which, when oft repeated, allow those tasks to be
performed with little or no conscious effort? Has the institutional Church forgotten that what marks her out as Christ’s is
her essentially and inescapably SACRAMENTAL character?
- her life is always bodied forth, always practised, always sustained by grace concretely given under sacramental signs. Has
the institutional Church forgotten that the ministry she exercises is indispensably and unavoidably PRIESTLY in character? – the dynamism of the Sacred Priesthood is the very gift
that in turn awakens and animates the ministries of the
priestly People of God. Has the institutional Church forgotten
that the proclamation she is compelled to make is PASCHAL
in character? - the explicit, liturgical, ever-new, and unenfeebled proclamation of Christ’s death and resurrection.
Yet at each turn these three dimensions – the sacramental,
the priestly, and the paschal - appeared diminished to the extent of being denied, and a great harm has been done thereby.
Instead, what took its place was an inversion of these things
whereby the virtue of the re-imagined was lauded over-andabove the inherited, the disembodied over the sacramental,
the temporal prioritised above the spiritual, the traditional was
subordinated to the novel, the parochial was displaced by the
bureaucratic, the prophetic overshadowed by the therapeutic,
the relational given over to the procedural, and the corporate
atomised to the individual. The Apostatic Way embraced by
the institutional Church was a rejection not of the first or second clauses of the Apostles’ Creed but rather of the third
clause, i.e. of the consequences of what God has done in Christ
by sending upon us in sanctifying grace the Holy Spirit in the
life of the Church, by incorporating us into the communion
of saints who have triumphed in the great tribulation and who
beckon us follow on valiantly, by quickening us with a resurrection hope for the Body, by exciting us to repentance for the
remission of sins, and by awakening us to our heavenly citizenship above, our true and longed-for home. Rather than summoning us to be renewed in these things we were bidden to
conform to secular priorities, being told to get out of the way
of the essential work and being called to be little more than
‘good citizens.’
But amidst all this there has been abundant benediction;
our youth has been renewed like an eagle’s. The coming of
coronavirus has brought out in us a great deal that is good, and
we should behold it with a fresh and sharpened appreciation,
an appreciation that leads to catholic renewal. The sons and
daughters of the Church of England who belong to the
Catholic Tradition have been offered ample opportunity to re-

cover afresh, rejoice anew, and grasp with reinvigorated purpose what we have always known to be the strength and life of
the Church. The gifts and fruits of recovery abound if we will
but see them. Thank God, we catholics have not lost our muscle memory! For example, of the many signs of catholic renewal the deep and nourishing rhythm of the Office has been
re-appreciated throughout Lockdown with inventive new
ways being discovered of praying corporately each day. Our
love of the Mass and our hunger for the Eucharistic Gifts of
Christ has only further intensified by the Fast imposed upon

But amidst all this there has been abundant
benediction; our youth has been renewed
like an eagle’s.
us – has our Eucharistic vision ever been clearer than it is
now? Our belief in the communion of saints, upon whose intercession we have called with renewed zeal has been sweetened and heightened during the pandemic; prayer for the dead
has re-awakened in us and encouraged among us the urgent
need for such fervent intercession for the souls at rest. The list
goes on. Priests have grown in their priesthood and discovered
during Lockdown new dimensions to their sacerdotal calling,
its character of prayer. In addition, our bitter exile from God’s
House and Temple has only served to strength in Priest and
People alike the conviction that far from being incidental to
our life in Christ God’s dwelling place is of the essence, its
When our children were little the family
made an annual pilgrimage to the Sisters of the Precious Blood to visit their
crib. After suitable refreshments the sisters invited grown ups and children to
pick up a card from two baskets that
were placed at the foot of the crib. Written on these cards were the name of a
saint and the particular charism or gift
with which they were associated. One
year I picked out a card that read ‘maximillian kolbe – courage’. This was an
invitation to pray for this gift throughout the coming year. I have ever been
grateful for that direction in my prayer.
christmas and Epiphany have at
their hearts the giving and receiving of
gifts, drawing us into the mystery of the
Gospel ‘to those who receive, who believe in his name he gave power to become children of God.’(John 1)
Receiving enables faithful living and
serving.
It seems counter intuitive to pray
for gifts, but the seeking of gifts is at the
heart of the economy of God’s love. The
christian life is an exchange of gifts:
‘give and gifts will be given to you
pressed down, running over poured in
to your lap.’(Luke 6: 38) This is enacted

stones a parable of God’s love and a sacrament of his abiding.
Sacramental treasure, all of it! Confirmed in us through our
sufferings, each of these aspects of the sacramental life we love
and know as Christ’s gift to us - and his continuing work
among us – can be renewed and recovered as a source of fresh
strength in the present and new purpose for our future.
And it is to that future we should now turn, stirred and
steeled, as a second Lockdown looms. What has been exposed
in recent months is the impotence of our institutions: the centre of the Church’s life is not, as fashionably thought by reimaginers and strategists, the diocesan structures of late
constructed (which rely to a high degree on a command-andcontrol approach) but rather the Parish. The newly discovered
virtue of ‘the local’ is nearly correct, but the word that is being
grasped for it is not ‘local’ but ‘parochial’; ‘local’ is an abstraction, ‘parochial’ is the embodied experience of God’s grace,
presence, healing, and hope in time and place by Priest and
People. As our dependence on the sacramental life has been
renewed, and our catholic witness emboldened, let us re-commit ourselves to raising up that vision in the Parish where the
Church is at her most immediate and most real, the blessed
point of convergence where the sacramental, priestly, and
paschal dimensions of the Church joyfully collide in all their
redeeming power. With alacrity, then, let us enter this future
of opportunity trusting only in Christ whose presence casteth
out fear. ND
Fr Paul Thomas is the Vicar of St James Susses Gardens.

Ghostly
Counsel
Seeking Gifts
Andy Hawes
most powerfully at every Eucharist. God
is a God of Grace, a God of gift, and one
of the gifts we are given is the discernment to seek and plead for the gifts of
grace we need. St Paul writing to the
corinthians urges them ‘earnestly desire the higher gifts’ and ‘pursue and
earnestly desire the spiritual gifts.’ The
Sisters’ prayer cards were an unexpected way of opening up this ‘earnest
desiring.’
The Spiritual Exercises of St Ignatius
Loyola are founded on the seeking of
different ‘Graces’: the grace to know
our place in creation, to know ourselves
as a loved and redeemed sinner, to
know Jesus intimately and to know the
joy of the resurrection. Sometimes spir-

itual direction is centred on discerning
the particular gift a person needs for
the Lord in their present circumstances.
The question ‘what gift do I need?’ is
crucial to opening up an awareness of
the ‘one thing that is needful’, the heart
of our need for mercy and grace. This
in turn exposes the spiritual poverty
that is at the first the beatitudes.
Our children now have children of
their own and are ambivalent about
christmas gifts – ‘I don’t really need
anything’ said one son the other day.
That can’t be true. He made not need a
coat or a book, but there are myriad
spiritual gifts he needs. God knows our
needs before ever we ask or think of
them, it is in opening up or hearts to
God that we discover the gifts we
should ask for. The Sisters’ prayer card
was providential for me for I never realised that I need to ask for courage,
but I did and still do. God urgently
wishes to share his gifts with us and will
use many ways and many people to
open up a ‘gift list’ for each of us. Let
us never be timid to ask: ‘Ask and it will
be given to you,’ (matthew 7:7) that is
the Lord’s christmas promise.
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christmas Diary
Thurifer amuses himself during Lockdown

A

tip of the Oxford cap (mortarboard) to Dr Serenhedd James for pointing me to a recording from 1950
of the 400th Anniversary of the Foundation of Sherborne School. The voices, enunciation, crisp articulation, sentiments of a different world an age long passed. A glorious
rebuke to the feeble values of the present age,
the language and ethos of no-platforming,
strident sloganising, the woeful, slovenly articulation of glottal-stopped gibberish and
cliché that passes for public discourse nowadays. It was also a revelation. I never thought
to find anything in Dr Geoffrey Fisher’s oeuvre worth quoting yet in his address to the
School, he said: “We can trust history, not as
a fortuitous dance of leaves in the air, nor yet
a predetermined mechanism but as the scene
of a moral purpose, of a moral conflict in
which man is engaged and in which each succeeding age takes its place in the unfolding of
the purposes of God for man.” We might rediscover that there is a difference between
erasing history and learning from history.

*
During parliamentary debates in the mid 19th century on social legislation, not least sewers and drainage, the Prime Minister, Benjamin Disraeli commented that the Vulgate “vanitas,
vanitatum, omnia vanitas “could now be read as, “sanitas, sanitatum, omnia sanitas.” The “lockdown” (another unpleasant
addition to the lexicon) threatens to be permanent, but I shall
not miss those locutions that caused me moments, well, hours,
days of dyspepsia. Phrases I wish never to hear again: ramping
up … wrapping our arms around (the economy) … doing the
right thing … push back (i.e. disagree) … gaslighting (I am still
not sure what that means) … world-beating, for some for some
clapped-out-back-of-a fag-packet idea from some mountebank wide-boy/girl satrap who over-promised and under-de-

much of the growth of Anglo-catholicism in
the 19th century could be attributed to the
tireless pastoral work of many slum priests
during outbreaks of cholera and other diseases.
livered. I am a great admirer of Dr Jenny Harries (Deputy
Chief Medical Officer) one of stars of the press conferences
but, like all scientists, it seems, she began most answers with
the word “So.” Why so? If anyone tries “to reach out” to me,
they will have a slapped wrist. Why has a tick become an
“uptick”? Is the opposite of “uptick” “downtick”? What happened to the trusty cross in red ink? What was wrong with
rise and fall? I do not object to people “taking the knee” in a
good cause but it is an awkward locution. Bend the knee I un12 ■ newdirections ■ December 2020/January 2021

derstand. Catholics are well used to genuflection. For the past
year problems with my right foot meant this was denied me, I
miss, more than I expected, this simple act of respect and adoration.
*
Covid-19 was not the first and will not be the last pandemic.
Much of the growth of Anglo-Catholicism in the 19th century
could be attributed to the tireless pastoral work of many slum
priests during outbreaks of cholera and other diseases. From
this year’s lockdown one image captures something of that
spirit. A priest of moderate Anglo-Catholic
persuasion continued to celebrate Mass alone
despite the advice not instructions from episcopal palaces. On Sundays, he said the Parish
Mass and for an hour or so thereafter he sat
in the church porch. There was constructed a
modest altar on which reposed the Blessed
Sacrament. Should parishioners pass through
the cul-de-sac, after a whispered confession,
the Sacrament would be administered. One
Sunday this act of piety was accomplished
against the background of a blazing row between residents of a nearby block of flats hurling oath-strewn insults from one balcony to
another, a drug deal being successfully transacted on the corner and a devout parishioner
arriving in collar and tie, black jacket, spongebag trousers, carrying a Boater. Not even Barbara Pym could have made it up. She would, I suspect, have
approved.
*
2020 bore the hallmarks of a lost year; the year that never was.
The familiar signposts of life, all that we take for granted, and
to which we gave scarcely a second thought, stopped. With
what were we armed in our nothingness? I was consoled by
reading this brief extract from a pastoral letter from Cardinal
Robert Sarah, “[Each] time a priest celebrates the Mass or the
Liturgy of the Hours, even if he is alone, he offers public and
official worship of the Church in union with its Head, Christ,
and on behalf of the whole Body.”
*
The Bishop Fulham had issues with his mobile ‘phone earlier
in the year. Fortunately help was at hand. The Church of England plc has a Help Line, accessible only by mobile ‘phone for
“mobile ‘phone issue-related issues.” Once accessed a reedy,
nasal announcement provides advice: “Close your mobile
‘phone. Do not enter your mobile ‘phone. Go the extra mile
and smash your mobile ‘phone to smithereens. Once you have
destroyed your mobile ‘phone and your credibility no-one will
wish to contact you anyway. If further help is required send a
messenger with a cleft stick to the House of Lords.”
*
Social distancing is not easy if you lack spatial awareness. Seeing the Vicar and one of his Assistant Priests occupying each
end of a short pew, I pointed out that they were not two metres apart. To help them visualise the required distance I asked
them to imagine the Bishop of Fulham prostrate between
them. Some bishops have their uses.

*
My leafy suburb is now complete. At the beginning of autumn
the latest must-have amenity opened: a dog café. I presume it
is a restaurant for canines and not a description of the plat de
jour. Bookings are taken for your dog’s “pawsome birthday.” I
have not yet been in as I am still scouring the Battersea Dogs’
Home website for a suitable pooch.
*
Edgar Lustgarten is a name from my youth brought back to
mind by my discovery of an addition to my television menu
of Talking Pictures (Freeview 81: Virgin 445: Sky 343). If you
have happy memories of Saturday morning cinema, or the
“pictures”, westerns, and tales of daring-do this is the channel
for you. My particular favourites are Scales of Justice and Scotland Yard, two crime series narrated with delicious lugubrious
eloquence by Mr Lustgarten. Murder figures highly and the
dénouement invariably is that the perpetrators are “sentenced
according to law.” In the earlier episodes when capital punishment was the outcome the final formulation is less squeamish.
One of the joys is to identify actors who were once familiar
figures, or those at the beginning (sometimes at the end) of
their careers. Another is to see England in the 1950s in black
and white. Police cars speed after criminals in virtually empty
streets; social habits look decidedly quaint; landladies live up
to every stereotype; police are beyond reproach. The pace of
the films, the formality of the dialogue, the, frankly, wooden
acting are a constant pleasure. If you like to wallow in nostalgia, here it is in spades.
*
During lockdown I was particularly gratified to find this most
admirable of channels repeating three significant formative
cultural influences of my young life. William Tell - Sir
Lancelot - Robin Hood. Yet, oddly, it
was not those brave and selfless heroes, “loved by the good, feared by the
bad” to which in childhood that I was
drawn. Rather it was to the villains.
The Sheriff of Nottingham, played by
a lisping, silken smooth, gimlet eyed
Alan Wheatley and above all to the
enormous Landburger Gessler of
Willoughby Goddard. His persistently futile attempts to capture
William Tell were a staple of my
childhood. He was frequently to be
seen in those early days of television
but had an even greater career on the
stage. He was the first Cardinal Wolsey in Robert Bolt’s play
A Man for All Seasons, a rôle I essayed myself as an adolescent.
Then I was not quite as large as he was. In later years when I
was shopping for a new pair of trousers a friend suggested that
I better try the “Willoughby Goddard range.” Cruel but true.
Born in 1926 Willoughby Wittenham Rees Goddard died in
2008. Thanks to Talking Pictures TV I have seen something
of an unlikely childhood hero.
*
There was also the opportunity to revisit House of Cards and
wallow in the superb acting of Ian Richardson as the scheming

politician Francis Urquhart. It held up well after so many
years. Made in 1990, it was followed by To Play the King (1993)
and The Final Cut (1995). I dipped my toe into the American
version starring Kevin Spacey but he did not have Ian
Richardson’s lethal charm. In comparison the BBC served up
a poor, paltry, feeble offering in Roadkill which cluttered-up
four Sundays in autumn. No doubt BBC panjandrums and the
gods of Luvviedom know better than an ordinary punter like

Lockdown reading meant catching-up with
books long on the shelves waiting for their
turn.
me but I have never quite seen the point of Sir David Hare as
a playwright. This was played out at funereal pace, gloomy and
predictable. Tin-eared dialogue, interspersed with screeds of
lumpen explication which would just about pass muster for
GCSE Politics, with no cliché knowingly overlooked. One
character said she was cleverer than those in power yet was in
prison passed by without authorial irony. I pitied the actors
who could easily have been replaced by cardboard cut-outs.
Not least poor Hugh Laurie, usually good value, who delivered
lack-lustre prose with bored indifference. Come back from the
dead Francis Urquhart, all is forgiven.
*
Lockdown reading meant catching-up with books long on the
shelves waiting for their turn. Mainly history and biography,
with the occasional excursion into art and architecture. Crime
novels for diversion and re-reading Barbara Pym after thirty
years. One no-go area: I stopped reading Theology years ago.
It never changes, and if it does, never for the better. My
favourite line of the year was “a hacking cough developed from ten years
of gasping disappointment.” (Rupert
Everett) A close runner-up: “The
Brethren [a local evangelical sect]
had been hot on the sin of gambling,
a vice on a par with adultery, sodomy.
And not wearing hats to meetings.”
(Ann Cleeves, The Long Call)
*
There have been many deaths this
year, too many, but among those
many let these few whose paths
crossed mine bear witness: Msgr
John Klyberg: Canon Beaumont
Brandie: Fr Geoffrey Kirk: Fr David Johnson: Fr Brian Findlay: Fr Colin Tolworthy: Fr Bill Scott: Fr Hugh Broad: Colin
Niblett. Requiem æternam dona eis, Domine : Et lux perpetua
luceat eis.
*
Our consolation can be found in the celebration of the Holy
Child lying in a manger. Shepherds adoring, Kings bowing
down, Blessed Mother and Saintly Father embracing him
means that salvation has come into the world, death shall have
no dominion. A Happy and Blessed Christmas and New Year.

ND
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colin Niblett
Stephen Parkinson remembers a colleague and friend

I

n order to amuse myself during lockdown, I’ve been posting a photograph on Facebook each morning. A subject
matter would last for a week, and then a new topic would
appear: pubs, basilicas, rivers, statues . . . you get the picture
(!). Most days, some Facebook friends were kind enough to
‘like’ that day’s offering. And one who was very regular in
clicking that button was Colin Niblett.
I first became aware of Colin towards the end of the last
century. Forward in Faith was occupying rooms on the top
floor of Faith House, Westminster. The Church Union had
its bookshop and offices below us. Suddenly (it seemed to me,
looking down the stairs), the Union had a new member of staff
working in the bookshop.

Each year, colin made the backstage of the
Assembly more and more his baby, gathering
around him a loyal group of volunteers to
run so much of what happened – with the
result that the Director knew he might get in
the way if he arrived too early!
Time passed, and it appeared that Colin (for it was he) was
not fulfilled in his work. Word was that he might be leaving.
By this time, I had got to know him a little so, when I needed
a new Assistant, I wondered if he might be interested. We
arranged to meet one evening in a branch of Pizza Express near
Trafalgar Square. I explained my motive for giving him supper
and he made it clear that he had no interest in staying at Faith
House. I persisted, and told him how much we might pay him,
how good our pension scheme was, and what fun it might be.
He was still not interested. I ordered a second bottle of wine.
He agreed to start the following Wednesday.
He arrived at Forward in Faith on 1st March, 2000, just in
time to throw himself into the arrangements for Christ our Future - our great celebration of the new millennium, fixed for
the Eve of Pentecost. As the event drew ever closer, clergy
would telephone, claiming they’d only just heard about it, and
were there any seats left? Colin treated each of these enquirers
with an extraordinary degree of calm, patience and good humour. If the Director answered the phone, he tried to emulate
his Assistant, and usually failed.
In the meantime, I inducted him into the mysteries of our
databases. Colin re-organised many of these to make them
more user-friendly, and he devised cunning ways to make the
them work for us, generating invoices, letters and the like.
Once Christ our Future was done, his organisational skills
turned to the Seventh Forward in Faith National Assembly, at
the Emmanuel Centre in Marsham Street, just around the corner from Faith House. Each year, Colin made the backstage
of the Assembly more and more his baby, gathering around
him a loyal group of volunteers to run so much of what hap14 ■ newdirections ■ December 2020/January 2021

pened – with the result that the Director knew he might get
in the way if he arrived too early!
The year 2003 saw us leave Faith House, to move to Gordon Square, into a flat considered by Camden Council unsuitable for human habitation, whilst ideal for office
accommodation. Colin’s mastery of the detail of the move
made that most stressful of endeavours – moving – a walk in
the park! We had the use of a marvellous Meeting Room and
Kitchen in the Crypt of Christ the King, where the Forward
in Faith Council would meet – along with other Catholic Societies. All these meetings meant mouths to feed and Colin
took charge. On his way to work, he would call at a local M &
S, in order to relieve them of thirty or sometimes forty rounds
of sandwiches, which were them cut up and laid out on flats,
to accompany the gallons of coffee he would brew. His early
working days in the hotel and catering trade stood him in good
stead in this unexpected element of his job!
His fingers were on the pulse of Forward in Hope in 2006
and, indeed, of everything FiF did in those years. I could not
have achieved all I did without his help and support. But after
I retired in 2012, he began to tire, and intermittent ill health
took its toll. In the Spring of 2014, FiF enabled him to take
early retirement.
Towards the end of 2019, he was referred to Guy’s Hospital, where he had to undergo a number of disagreeable procedures. Side-effects followed, cancer appeared, the procedures
multiplied and in September this year, he was told that there
was no more to be done. He bore this news with the most extraordinary courage and fortitude. In the last ‘conversation’
we had – by text, for he could no longer easily speak – he was
altogether more interested in how my children were getting
on in life than in discussing his predicament.
On Saturday, 17th October, he ‘liked’ my daily photograph.
He died, quite suddenly, that evening, fortified by the Rites of
the Church. And when my Facebook photograph the next day
didn’t receive his approval, I suppose I instinctively knew why.

ND
Colin Peter Niblett - 14th March 1958 – 17th October 2020
Jesu mercy, Our Lady of Walsingham pray.
Stephen Parkinson was Director of Forward in Faith from 1993
until 2012.

Heaven in ordinary and the beauty of
holiness
Simon Walsh remembers Sylvia Hearn : 23 December 1933-20 August 2020

“Y

ou can see her vocation, I’m wearing it now,” said
Fr James Elston SSC at the requiem mass of Sylvia
Hearn in September as he held out his arms to
display a fine purple chasuble and stole. A dedicated member
of Old St Pancras, held to be London’s oldest parish church,
Sylvia was one of the most talented ecclesiastical seamstresses
of her generation and worked for Watts & Co for over half a
century. She was still going in twice a week until the national
lockdown was imposed in March and after a brief spell in University College Hospital, she died peacefully at home in August, aged 86. Fortified by the sacraments at the end which had
sustained her throughout a long and faithful life, Sylvia’s witness was especially strong in her work.
Remarkably, Sylvia spent almost her entire life in two London postcodes. The first was where she was born and remained: NW1 – the Regents Park and Somers Town area, just
north of the Euston Road. The youngest of nine children, she
attended the parish school of St Mary Magdalene Munster
Square, the local Anglo-Catholic church in which her family
worshipped. After a brief wartime evacuation in Bedford, it
was to where she returned and would remain until her final
days.
Her working life began in a nearby clothes factory but she
soon moved to Faith Craft in Westminster, SW1 (the second
postcode), which had been founded during WWI to make affordable vestments and in 1951 organized the Festival of
Britain Exhibition of Church Art at Lambeth Palace. By the
time the Society of the Faith closed Faith Craft in 1969, due
to rising costs and changing tastes, Sylvia had joined the iconic
Watts & Co, a few floors down in Faith House. Established in
1874, this venerable firm with noble lineage had been boosted
in the 1950s by the arrival of Elizabeth ‘Betty’ Hoare, greatgranddaughter of Sir George Gilbert Scott. Running the firm
solo from 1965, the redoubtable Mrs Hoare had declined to
take part in the post-Vatican II polyester wars, knowing that
long-lasting, classic designs were best. She was aided in this by
a reliable and skilled team of fabric and embroidery experts
with a feel for the beauty of holiness. Sylvia settled naturally
into this environment, valuing people who would be guided
by experience. (Many clergy appreciated her pointer that cotton makes a better lining for vestments than satin with its tendency to slide.)
The Tufton St shop with workroom behind was a whirl of
sumptuous fabrics, high-quality vestments, and revived furnishings. Discerning clergy of refinement would often appear
for sherry and a chat, gathering around the regal Mrs Hoare
as she held court. Mindful of history, many archive patterns
were reproduced and a constant stream of quality garments
and frontals from the previous century were painstakingly restored; new lines complemented this seemly stable. Many

items were saved from oblivion or the moth, benefitting from
the Watts watchwords of continuity and quality with no truck
for the latest passing fad. Its reputation continues to this day
and is receiving a new lease of life, particularly in Italy where
English Gothic Revival is proving a popular option.
Sylvia was dedicated and had practical church experience
in addition to her professional career. She was the Sacristan at
Munster Square, itself a Tractarian parish with fine Victoriana; its founder had been friends with Dr Pusey and Keble
preached at its inauguration in the 1840s. It was in the 1970s
that Sylvia moved across from her childhood church to Old St
Pancras, seamlessly picking up the Sacristan role which she
maintained until the church was closed for the first national
lockdown this year. A regular attender at mass, be it Sunday
or weekdays, and never pious, she took her responsibilities seriously and was still setting up at the beginning of this year.
She was a regular pilgrim, including the Holy Land, Turkey,
Bruges, Oberammergau, and annually to Walsingham. Parish
trips were rarely missed, especially to the seaside with their
promise of tea and an ice cream. She had lifelong friends in
these parishes too and most of them were fellow worshippers,
becoming servers, sacristans and churchwardens. She was
often to be found with her neighbour and pal, Sylvia Brantingham, who worked at Church House and they would travel
into Westminster together on the 24 bus. (The other Sylvia
died this year at Pentecost; obituary, ND Jul-Aug.) They were
part of a no-nonsense generation with firm catholic principles
which were upheld with pride.
Sylvia never truly retired; she was still going into Watts
twice a week until lockdown restrictions prevented her.
Robert Hoare, the current managing director and Betty’s
grandson, believes her to be the firm’s longest-serving employee in its history: “Sylvia was a real hard worker and totally
dedicated. Though not a fan of working with velvet, she had a
good eye and a loyal following. One priest recently called by,
not having seen her for 40 years; she had made all his vestments throughout his whole vocation. We all miss her greatly.”
As a tribute, her former colleagues at Watts made a pall to
adorn her coffin, and the parish clergy wore vestments for her
requiem which she had created.
She was constantly in demand among north London clergy
and churches for commissions; she knew what ‘made up well’
and worked ad hoc with ex-Watts director and old friend Donald Denham who ran a small retirement service in Somerset
until his death in March this year. The loss of such friends,
routine, and contact in both work and church were hard for
Sylvia. She never married but was cherished by her family, and
loved being among people – particularly in church where she
was devout and the aspects of her life came together like the
best combination of faith, fathers, fabric, and friends. ND
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SOmERSET TOWERS - 4
1

2

3

C

hurch building in Somerset was not showing much sign
of slowing down as the 1530s dawned. Several towers
were being built then.
At Chewton Mendip (1), one of the highest in the county at
126 feet tall, money was still being left for its building in 1541.
Its west face bears a statue of the Resurrected Christ surrounded
by angels, rather like Batcombe (ND April 2010)
The tower at Chedzoy (2) was being built as late as 1539, and
again shows how parishioners of even a small village took a pride
in their church.
A bequest was made towards building the tower at Ruishton
(3) in 1533; like Chedzoy, it is built of blue lias with Ham Hill
dressings. Unfinished, it still lacks battlements, a metaphor for
what was to come. ND
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Poor fred…..Really?
Ann George remembers her brother Father Fred George, Archdeacon Emeritus of St Helena

O

ur mother always spoke of her
second son as “Poor Fred”, so
much so that Fred took it for
the name of his first volume of memoirs.
I can only assume that Mum was referring
to his slow progress as a child in reading
and writing, which Fred only realized
much later (when he was in his 40s) was
actually a symptom of dyslexia. Fred was,
all his life, a very slow reader, but the upside was that he remembered everything
he read; his retention, not only of facts but
also of arguments, was indeed phenomenal.
I was about 12 years old when Fred
went to Australia. In the early 60s it was
a long voyage out by ship, calling at many
exotic places, and so started the necessary
intermittent contact by post from far-flung corners of the
world, which was a feature of both our lives for nearly 60 years,
until Fred was unable to write anything at length and phone
calls became the norm: firstly at Christmas, Easter and his
birthday, then monthly, finally weekly and, in the last few
weeks of his life on earth, twice a week.
Fred returned to England intermittently during his working life, and in the 70s we started what became “routine” for
us: when Fred and I were both in England at the same time,
we would plan a trip to Italy. The first one was to Siena. Fred
would usually travel without booking in advance, but as his
little sister (in her 20s) was travelling with him, we were
booked through Cook’s, travelled by train and stayed in a modern hotel just inside the walls of Siena. To achieve the general
tone expected of Cook’s at this period there were other English

fred was at the airport to greet me along
with what seemed to be the entire population of Brunei, all staring down at me from
a circular viewing gallery.
and American visitors in the lounge, a hushed atmosphere and
the sound of rustling newspapers in the mornings. However,
Fred and I were out every day, all day, chasing down this
church or that gallery, feasting on a visual diet of glorious art,
then indulging in the cheapest menus and carafes of the local
wine for “pranzo”.
After a long stint in Australia as a member of the Brotherhood of St Barnabas, working mainly in Queensland, then
for a few years in Victoria, Fred returned to England but was
soon asked by SPG (now USPG) to become headmaster of a
church-run school in Brunei; this was in Kuala Belait, a town
about the furthest you could travel in this tiny country, on the
border with Sarawak. I visited him there in 1976, travelling by

the weekly plane en route to Australia via
Brunei and Hong Kong; we had to stop
twice to refuel, once in the Gulf and then
again in Sri Lanka; it was my first flight –
I never seem to do things by halves. Fred
was at the airport to greet me along with
what seemed to be the entire population
of Brunei, all staring down at me from a
circular viewing gallery.
Letters during the early 80s were
particularly sparse: I was working in the
Himalayas on the top of a mountain in a
school which had no telephone at all and
Fred was working in the Gambia: not the
two best places to be reliant on the postal
system. At one point Fred managed to
send me a telegram saying, “Don’t worry;
I am safe,” after serious unrest in the capital, Banjul; as it happened there had been no report of this in
Pakistan, at least not in the English language media, so I was a
bit confused about his reassuring message.
Fred’s first post in the Gambia was headteacher of a small
private primary school in Banjul, but then, after being encouraged strongly by the Bishop of the Gambia to be ordained
priest (Fred had been ordained deacon when in Australia) he
returned to England for the necessary training at Chichester
Theological College. On his return to the Gambia Fred became headteacher of a church-run vocational school up-country in Farafeni near the border with Sierra Leone. Bill (our
older brother) and I visited him there during my final furlough
after the Pakistan placement. We travelled from our posh hotel
in Banjul in the cab of Fred’s flat-bed truck on the road that
hugged the river all the way; local people waved frantically and
we waved happily back; it took Bill and me a while to realize
that we had a bus-load of cheerful local people all riding on
the back of the truck. Things became more surreal after a dinner cooked by two of the students at the centre. They had left
long before we wanted to clear away; Fred scraped the plates
of the odd bone or so, and said, nonchalantly, opening the
kitchen door: “I’ll just give this to the vultures.” On the step
were two hump-backed, bare-necked vultures, waiting for
their supper!
Fred was renowned for his eclectic taste in motor vehicles.
The flat-bed truck was only one of a line of unlikely vehicles
which he wore into the ground or smashed into an inconvenient hedge or wall. Having learnt how to drive in Queensland
in a Land Rover (driving test: once round the block) he was at
his best on an absolutely open road with no vehicles on it at
all. Next stop in his career involved a group of English rural
parishes and another life-style choice of car, but this venture
will have to be revealed in the next instalment. ND
Ann George worships at St Magnus the Martyr, London Bridge.
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provokes loneliness. The emphasis should
then be on palliative care, properly understood as caring for someone at the end of
their life and making them as comfortable as
s Christians we have a duty to work is possible. Protecting the dignity of death
for the preservation of all human means excluding aggressive medical treatlife. This quite rightly means that ments. Therefore, when death is imminent
Christians take an interest in matters of jus- and inevitable, “it is lawful…to renounce
tice and freedom, and that they seek to work treatments that provide only a precarious or
for the promotion of a culture of life in all painful extension of life”, without, however,
parts of society. This will naturally mean interrupting necessary ordinary treatments
reaching to those who are marginalised and the patient requires, such as food and hydraon the edge of society. As those seeking to tion “as long as the body can benefit from
promote a culture of life we are often called them”. Palliative care is a “precious and crunot to use the ‘slippery slope’ argument in our cial instrument” with which to accompany
opposition to euthanasia and abortion. In the the patient. Palliative care must never inNetherlands euthanasia is now permitted in clude the possibility of euthanasia; but
many different circumstances and the coun- should include the spiritual assistance of
try’s ‘right to die’ medical code has allowed both the person who is sick and the members
practices to develop that simply show no care of their families. It is very important that
for human life. Dutch doctors are now per- families feel supported as they in their turn
mitted to sedate euthanasia patients and this
It is important to remember
has led in one case to the overturning over a
that just because a disease
murder charge against a nursing home doctor who put a sedative in a patient’s drink in is incurable that does not mean
order to be able to administer euthanasia.
the person is not to
One haunting report recalls a patient for eube cared for.
thanasia sitting up in bed to avoid being given
the injection and being pushed back down by support those coming to the end of their
a relative so that the injection might be ad- lives, it is important that no one is made to
ministered. There will be those in this coun- feel that they are in any way a burden or
try who argue for more permissive ‘right to causing problems or issues. As Christians we
die’ legislation and the introduction of eu- have a duty to work for the protection of
thanasia. Even if one was to accept assur- human life and to further the promotion of
ances of safeguards and regulations the a culture of life in which each human life is
reports from the Netherlands would suggest celebrated and cared for. We can do this by
that once euthanasia has been legalised the campaigning in issues of life and being aware
boundaries continue to pushed back to allow of political moves to challenge the sanctity of
for more and more instances of assisted human life. We can also support our local
dying where such a course of action is not the hospice and places where end of life care is
desire of the patient. It is important to re- offered. These issues can be difficult to talk
member that just because a disease is incur- about but it is important that we do talk and
able that does not mean the person is not to pray about them. It is easy to allow small
be cared for. Pope St John Paul II reiterated steps to be taken in the name of compassion
that as much as possible a patient should be and for these to lead to much more drastic
accompanied through suffering with love outcomes as has happened in the Netherand care, and that it is the loneliness of illness lands.
that can be the most difficult to cope with.
*
In a more recent document published this April next year marks the 300th edition of
year Pope Francis makes it clear that eu- New Directions. It is hard to believe that a
thanasia is part of what he sees as a ‘throw- publication that began as a pull out suppleaway society’ and that euthanasia is an ment in the Church of England Newspaper
example of false ‘compassion’. True compas- (‘Directions’) should as a magazine have run
sion “consists not in causing death”, but in af- for so long. The 300th edition of the magazine
fectionately welcoming and supporting the will also be Fr Philip Corbett’s last in his role
person who is sick; and providing the means as editor. We look forward to bringing you
to alleviate his or her suffering. Another ob- news of his successor in the editor’s chair and
stacle it lists is a growing individualism that to many more years of New Directions. ND

Editorial
A
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the way we live now
Christopher Smith and Bella are relaxing in front of the TV

C

reature of habit that I am, and
having little to rush out for in
the evenings nowadays, I tend
to do an hour or so’s work at my desk
after vespers, and land on the sofa with
a glass of wine at about half past seven.
And flicking the telly on, I have come
across an American programme, just
half an hour each weekday, called The
Joy of Painting, presented by an artist
called Bob Ross. He started the series in
1983 and recorded the last one in 1994
before his death the following year.
Some bright spark at the BBC must have
been looking for something cheap to fill
time, and bought the lot. The UK
screening began in April. They made
403 episodes, and Bob Ross completes a
painting in each one. They are all landscapes—very clearly American landscapes—and the style isn’t quite me, but
if he’d presented me with one, I’d certainly have made space for it on my wall.
The joy of The Joy of Painting is its
gentle, relaxing quality. You can do
something else at the same time, like put
dinner on, or check the news, and keep
looking up to see the picture taking
shape. Mr Ross has a voice like honey
which somehow gives one confidence
that things are better than they seem.
And my cat, Bella, likes it, and stretches
out on the arm of the sofa, perhaps wondering whether the rapid strokes of the
brush are in fact the scurrying movements of mice.
Bella, it must be said, has had a good
lockdown. I hate that word with a
vengeance, but we’re stuck with it now,
even though it is an American term for
placing prisoners in solitary confinement. For Bella, these months have
meant more attention, regular meal
times, and more Dreamies. The latter,
by the way, are a great delicacy if you are
a cat; I worry that they are addictive,
given the speed at which she hurtles
through the house when she hears the
tin rattle. And these ‘interesting’ times
have introduced online meetings to the
house, offering cats additional opportunities to draw attention to themselves.

Bella seems to know that she will always
have an audience if she jumps onto my
desk and stares at the computer and
therefore into the camera. Perhaps we
ought to take a cat to ‘in person’ meetings when we get back to normal. They
can be good at easing the tension!
So my little tabby cat has played her
part in keeping me going, even as we find
ourselves under ever-varying regulations. Maybe they will be a little less intrusive by the time you read this: we
were promised an end of ‘lockdown 2’ by
early December. But in some ways, it
feels as though we have been ‘locked
down’ since March. Opinion will vary
among our readers as to the efficacy of
these various restrictions, but I presume
that we will eventually need to learn to
live with our latest coronavirus, and I
wonder whether we oughtn’t to be asking whether the ‘cure’ at the moment
isn’t worse than the disease.

But whatever the state of play by Advent 2, I have been pleased to see some
pushback from the bishops against the
banning of public worship for a second
period, which started (rather painfully)
on Remembrance Sunday. This time,
rather than rolling over and asking the
government to make us lock our doors
and ban clergy from their own churches,

the bishops have questioned the need to
stop people from going to mass. And
they kept the pressure up for a while – it
was a whole week before they ran up the
white flag – and several of them made
the point that there is value in the sacramental life which makes it not just a
leisure activity, but something which is
necessary rather than optional for us.
That’s progress, but I still marvelled
at the fact that none of the Lords Spiritual spoke in the debate on a Private Notice question in the House of Lords on
3rd November. The question was from
Lord Moylan, and asked the relevant
Minister of State (Lord Greenhalgh)
whether the government would ‘produce the evidence that justifies the cessation of acts of public worship in places
of worship’. Supplementary questions
were asked by ten noble Lords, none of
whom was a serving bishop. Peers who
ask follow-up questions are not selected
by ballot, whatever you may have heard
on the rumour-mill, and it is inconceivable that a serving bishop would not
have been heard on the matter. Thank
heavens for the Bishop of Winchester,
who put the point to the Leader of the
Lords the following day.
But no evidence for the ban has been
forthcoming, and I find myself once
again reflecting on the sad fact that, the
way we live now, religious observance is
no longer of any value to the state. What
is the point of pretending that we are a
Christian country when churches are
classed with leisure activities for the purposes of closure whilst garden centres
are regarded as essential? Of course,
churches continue to be permitted to do
things that the state regards as useful,
like ‘to provide essential voluntary services or urgent public support services’: so
church folk are deemed fit to run a food
bank, but not actually to go to mass.
And we will carry on doing those
things because there is always an extra
mile to go, and always a cloak to be given
away. We must do them because they
spring from our faith, from our life in the
Body of Christ, rather than because we
hope for any secular reward. None will
be forthcoming.
That’s enough. Bob Ross is on the
telly in ten minutes, and the cat has
come to fetch me. ND
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views, reviews and previews
art
KAi AltHoFF goes witH
BernArD leAcH
Whitechapel Gaery,
until January 10th, 2021
One of the fashions in contemporary exhibitions is for the catalogue to give a
scholarly description of everything
which can be learnt about the creation
of the exhibits and no indication as to
what makes them worth looking at (the
catalogue for the Artemisia show as the
National Gallery was a notable exception). It’s as if nineteenth century connoisseurship – which at least answered
the question, why should I look at this?
– has finally been buried beneath the
scholar’s need to have solid materials to
work with. Anybody who hankers for
those nineteenth century days should
take themselves off to the Whitechapel
Gallery and experience a show without
physical descriptors (limited notes can
be found via the gallery’s app.).
It is a deliberately disorienting show.
Althoff (1966 - ), born in Cologne, now
living in New York, is an enfant terrible,
even by the standards of contemporary
artists. Famously he peed on his early
works which did nothing to harm his
reputation or sales. We are not told
whether any of the 100 exhibits in what
is his first show in the UK were similarly
treated.
Most of the pictures at the
Whitechapel Gallery are of pairs or
groups of figures. They draw on German
Expressionism and Symbolism and are
made with highly coloured matt paint
and ripped fabrics. They hint at the miseries of Dix and Grosz and the folksiness
of Chagall. There is a strong sense of
each picture as part of its own story,
though what that story is is never made
clear. The draughtsmanship varies from
the accomplished to the crude. Like Tate
Britain’s Nineteenth Century hanging,
the pictures are piled up on one on top
of another and so crowded as to discourage a discriminating view. Maybe that’s

the point. It’s quite possible to walk
round most of the show without realising it’s actually begun.
However, even the visitor who is not
attuned to the contemporary art world
will recognise when they enter the section devoted to Bernard Leach (18871979). Leach was the great British studio
potter of the last century and even if his
theory of potting represented a school of
pottery rather than the whole truth of
ceramics his influence was immense.
Later contemporaries such as Lucie Rie
and Hans Coper, or today’s celebrity
potters such as Grayson Perry and Edmund de Waal represent a richer tradition, but anyone who has bought a
slablike, earthenware mug has probably
bought into the Leach style.
Althoff has written of his deeprooted love of Leach and that if he
hadn’t become the artist he is he would
have been a potter. It’s a little difficult to
see what the two have in common.
There is a japonisme in some of Althoff ’s
later work and Leach both spent long
visits to Japan and saw himself as the fusion between the best of the traditions of
both cultures. Of course, Leach’s immersion in Japanese culture was primarily
with a group Europhile upper middle
class æsthetes. Their appropriation of
European culture and Leach’s appropriation of Japanese culture fell out of
favour in 1930s Japan, but Leach remained open to Japanese influences, and
the show gives examples of how he combined a Japanese æsthetic with the native English slipware tradition to achieve
his ideal of ‘truth to materials.’
Althoff ’s selection of work by Leach
shows a sound knowledge of the range
and quality of Leach’s career. It is pre-
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sented in a series of metal and glass vitrines, the metal painted a dull, modernist grey which works well with
Leach’s muted tones. The vitrines are of
differing lengths and widths, and are
lined with woven checks created by
Travis Josef Meinolf. They are an uptodate, slightly industrialised take on
Leach’s Arts and Crafts heritage and
work well.
The ceramics themselves include the
tiles and crockery which kept Leach in
business, a working man’s tankard
(which in the best Ruskinian tradition
no working man could afford), and
bowls and plates illustrated by Leach
(most of the actual potting was done by
local lads and trainees from the art colleges). The best works are Leach’s take
on Sung ware. Whether that’s because
Sung ware is so special or because Leach
so effectively imbibed its spirit is not
clear. It doesn’t matter, the black pots
which punctuate the displays radiate
force and character. The more domestic
work which radiate a sense of Festival of
Britain teashops may yet return to fashion.
None of this makes clear what is the
spirituality which Althof admires in
Leach. It certainly wasn’t anything
worked out in fear and trembling, or
prayer and fasting. Maybe Leach was at
root an orientalist who, like the decadents of his youth, detected an Eastern
spirituality in Japan whose main point
was it wasn’t Western. Maybe Kai Althoff will enlighten us in the future
about how he sees his kinship with
Leach. In the meantime, the case for well
documented and signposted exhibitions
is made in East London.
Owen Higgs

books
tHe DynAsty
Jeﬀ Benedict
ISBN: 1982134100
Part of the fun of professional sports are
the preposterous records one can run up.
Be it Usain Bolt’s 9.58 second 100 meter
sprint, Don Bradman’s stunning 99.9
batting average, Lewis Hamilton’s 92 career F1 wins, or my personal favourite,
the 52 beers drunk by David Boon, captain of the Australian Cricket Team,
during one 38-hour flight. The sheer immensity of these numbers attest to the
lengths to which the human mind and
body (and in the case of Boon, the liver)
can go, with a bit of grit and hard work.
The Dynasty is a phrase used by
American Football fans to refer to the
period from 2004-2018 in which the
New England Patriots appeared in 11
Super Bowls, winning 6 of them. On its
own, winning six Super Bowls is pretty
impressive, with only one other team
(the Pittsburgh Steelers, who at time of
writing have a pretty good chance of
doing it again this year) having taken
home so many rings. The Steelers, however, won their first Super Bowl in 1974
and their most recent in 2008. The Patriots have won all of theirs within my
lifetime.
What makes this particular feat more
impressive is that the National Football
League is rigged aggressively against any
one team becoming dominant. The majority of revenues raised by each team
are split between them and the other 31.
There is a strict salary cap which teams
cannot go over. New players enter the
League (almost always) by being drafted
from quasi-professional college teams,
with the worst teams picking first and
the best teams last. With only a few exceptions, a team has struggled to get
back to the Super Bowl after winning the
year before, and some completely imploding having exhausted themselves
trying to even get to the big game.
And New England did this six times
over. With all the attempts by the League
to force equality between teams, the only
way for a team to be so dominant is with

a potent combination of solid ownership, genius head coaching, and tenacious quarterbacking. The New England
Dynasty had just that in owner Robert
Kraft, head coach/general manager Bill
Belichick, and quarterback Tom Brady.
This book is really their story more
than it is anything else. The nitty-gritty
of ‘play calling’ and football philosophies
is left to the side, despite a major part of
Belichick’s brilliance being his particular
system of code he uses to communicate
with his players. The first third or so of
the book barely features any football at
all; it is really the story of Kraft trying to
work the collapsing Patriots franchise
into an efficient fighting machine. Indeed, in terms of giving you a glimpse at
what happens off-field, it’s a pretty fascinating book.
Sometimes these glimpses give odd
impressions of the characters. Whilst it’s
certainly true that every week, Belichick
stands at the side-lines in Foxborough
glowering at the field like a displeased
gargoyle, he’s painted to be almost quite
mean by Benedict, which seems unlikely
for a man whom we know to have
friends and family and a life outside
football. Likewise, Brady is painted as
having a perpetual chip on his shoulder
for not being drafted by San Francisco,
his local team as a boy (although, for
those of us who watched him going absolutely apoplectic at his offensive line
for getting him sacked in September, this
might explain a few things).
On one level, this book is an amusing
romp through 11 years of a dominant
sports team. On another, it asks questions about what people are like in a way
that only the high-stakes world of professional sports can. Tom Brady is the

most successful football player of all
time and holds the most Super Bowl
rings. And yet, he’s never satisfied. Even
today in 2020, we still see him howling
at his team on the side-lines, despite his
new team’s successful run.
What are we, as Christians, to make
of a man like this? What are we to make
of the man who seems to have the whole
world at his feet? What should we make
of the practicing Catholic so keen to
keep on imposing his will on the world,
despite having achieved more than anyone could ever dream? Perhaps these are
the questions we’d one day have asked of
successful knights. But now, we have
Tom Brady. And if I can’t understand
him, perhaps I’ll never quite understand
myself.
Jack Allen

MAKing spAce For goD:
an invitation
Nicolas Stebbing CR & Philippa Edwards OSB
Mirfield Publications 2019 £6.50
ISBN 978-0-902834-48-4 112pp
‘Don’t just do something; stand there!’
By reversing this common saying the authors capture the standing still of
monasticism in the midst of the world’s
busyness. Nicolas CR and Philippa OSB
use the image of making space to capture
the invitation to stability, conversion of
life and obedience in the Rule of St
Benedict. This short book would suit enquirers about the religious life as well as
those having more general spiritual
questions. As joint authors from different denominations, Sr Philippa and Fr
Nicolas open up a big picture rooted in
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stories of their vocations which trace
back to South Africa and Zimbabwe respectively.
‘Conversion of life’ has resonances of
change in belief or state of life as when
somebody enters a monastery. The authors draw out its universal sense: ‘trying
to discover how our lives need changing
and doing what we can to put those
changes into effect.’ The book describes
how monks and nuns actually live, exploding widely held misconceptions of
fanaticism or escapism. It recognises
Christianity as the pathway to a deeper
humanity, and the struggle against
poverty and racism, which is a powerful
sub-theme of this volume. Religious life
is presented as an icon of the communal
ideal set out for us in the Acts of the
Apostles, which is chiefly lived out in
families and parish churches.
In lockdown I have been drawn to the
online worship of Fr Nicolas’s Community of the Resurrection to refresh the
celebration of the Divine Office which
helps structure my Christian life. ‘Making space for God’ has good insight on
the spiritual disciplines. It reminds us
how the English Reformation renewed
the Office, making it more accessible to
lay people as well as secular clergy, leaving a Benedictine impress upon the
Church of England which its religious
houses fill out. These also serve retreatants like myself as places which
guarantee silence to do business with
God, as well as providing invaluable spiritual accompaniment. May this book
bear fruit, amongst it a deeper understanding of the religious life as the challenge and encouragement it is to the
whole Church.
John Twisleton

tHrougH A glAss DArKly
Alister McGrath
ISBN : 978-1529327601
Hodder & Stoughton
I had intended to begin this review with
a flippant reference to unconscious bias.
I soon realised – in fact by page 43 – that
this would be futile, as McGrath had introduced the topic himself, summarised
in the phrase ‘Whether consciously or
not, we bring theoretical pre-commitments to our reading of nature.’

That is one example of his ability to
express so many of his ideas in language
accessible to the ‘general reader’ – whoever that may be. I must admit that I did
come to this book with absolutely conscious bias; I had been captivated a few
years ago by his biography of C S Lewis,
which for me had superseded an earlier
one by A N Wilson, another writer
whom I usually enjoy.
The biography made it clear that –
like C S Lewis – he was surprised to be
converted to the Christian faith, and
that studying his life had been influential
in his journey of faith. This seemed to
me particularly surprising as – although
one of my close Christian friends is a scientist – I had often assumed science and
faith to be in opposition. The late Chief
Rabbi’s book, ‘the Great Partnership’ had
been helpful in this respect, but it was
encouraging to encounter similar views
from a Christian perspective.

One of the interesting points about
McGrath is that he was not just a scientist, he was a committed atheist in spite
of being educated in a Methodist school
in Belfast, which compelled pupils to go
to church. His portrayal of a happy, enthusiastic and active childhood is endearing; his fascination with science was
elicited by looking at the stars and – unlike some child prodigies – he seemed
able to make the most of his intellectual
ability with the minimum of anxiety. In
this he was blessed by sensible parents.
He realised quite early in his schooldays
that he could pass exams easily with the
minimum of effort, enabling him to pursue his extra-curricular activities. His
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parents realised that his high intelligence
could lead him to academic idleness and
enrolled him as a weekly boarder, so that
his ‘homework’ studies would be supervised.
This had the desired effect, so that his
academic career leaves one awe-struck
with the huge amount of work which he
seemed able to cram into twenty-four
hours. His massive appetite for work,
aided by an always-questioning mind,
led him to wonder whether science gave
a full and adequate account of human
life, or whether there were many aspects
which it could not explain.
He says that he regularly found himself challenged by what he would now
call ‘liminal experiences’ – a feeling of
standing on the edge of a new world
which he could not fully understand.
This echoes C S Lewis’ feeling of longing
towards the North and Norse mythology; something desirable and interesting
which can’t be fully explained.
This feeling is sometimes evoked by
reading novels, such as ‘Coromandel’ by
John Masters. As there have been frequent discussions in our household
along the lines of ‘you can learn more
about human life from reading novels
than from reading non-fiction’ I was
pleased that McGrath supported my argument.
He continues to describe his journey
of faith in similar terms with which it is
easy to identify; ‘insight seemed to
leapfrog over rational dissection’; a neat
turn of phrase which leads to helpful
metaphors of the ‘island of faith’ and the
‘thorny verbiage’ of the Creeds.
This slightly novelistic way of writing
is interspersed with philosophy, explanations of science for the unscientific, and
alarming statements such as ‘I had
taught myself Greek before going to
Methody (his boarding school).’ He was
thirteen at the time, and he did this by
using some Greek school textbooks from
the 1920s.
When he had been a Christian for
some years, he began to explore ordination, and many readers of this review
will probably sympathise with some of
the views expressed in this section, for
example that ‘the Church of England
was showing signs of disengaging from
serious public discussion of theological
issues and their wider significance.’

After ordination he was excited to be
invited to a conference including workshops on mediation and contemplation.
‘I do not think that anything quite prepared me for the disappointment that
lay ahead.’ In this, he may express the
feelings of many recent ordinands.
He was not however disappointed in
the pastoral ministry, and continued to
exercise this in tandem with an active
academic life and the publication of
many books. I was stunned to discover
he also had time to marry and have a
family.
I thought I would read this book
quickly as it numbers only about two
hundred pages, but I found it so appealing and illuminating that I spent some
hours over it. Why not give a copy to a
scientist you know - or an atheist?
Jane Willis

How Do i looK?
Dominic White
SCM. 2020. 152 pp.
£25.00ISBN 9780334060017

Pbk

Dominic White, a Dominican Friar, begins this book with one of the icons of
our age – the Selfie. Of course, it is not
just the Selfie, but the obsession people
have with photographing themselves
against different backgrounds or with famous people in order to improve their
self-image, to show how important they
are. This obsession with self-image becomes destructive since the image we
have never looks good enough compared
with the idealised images we are given in
advertising and the media. So, with current technology the self-image can be
touched up, edited, made to look better
before being displayed. This may fool
those who see it but doesn’t fool the self.
He or she knows what he has done. This
contributes to the crisis of self-worth
which is affecting the modern generation. The results are well known, the
teenage depression, bullying, suicides
and other forms of destructive behaviour which make ours probably the most
anxious and unhappiest generation of
young people the world has ever known.
As a way of understanding this phenomenon Fr White focusses on the gaze,
that way people have looking seriously at
other people and things. A gaze is not

neutral; it can be warm, loving, welcoming, affirming, or it can be hostile, predatory, dismissive or destructive. He
explores it through an engagement with
various philosophers (Foucault, Sartre,
Lacan, Levinas) but also with film, icons
and painting. This helps us to understand what is going on when people look
at each other or at themselves. It is a
complex phenomenon. That reminds us
that the modern young person’s obsession with appearance, image, self is by no
means new and nor is it simple. It is not
enough for people (like me!) to inveigh
against it. We do need to understand it
and help them to understand it.
Fr White rightly sees that there is no
quick fix to this problem. He recommends workshops in which people talk
together to understand what is happening. We ourselves need to understand
this as much as the young people we are
concerned for. It is an untidy process and
will take time to yield results but is more
likely to yield results that any theoretical
‘answer’ would.
There is, however, an urgency. Selfobsession and self-promotion is not new,
but the internet makes it possible for it
to multiply out of control. In the past
young people could be left to discover its
negative qualities for themselves. Now,
however, an image or a comment which

goes viral can destroy a person’s life or
lead to suicide. We can’t sit around doing
nothing. What we do need is a counter
narrative about the good which proper
seeing can do. That, as Fr White points
out, is rooted in God, for God sees us all,
all the time. His gaze is loving, affectionate, creative and healing. His judgement
helps us to see what is wrong with ourselves and how we can put it right. His
love is the ultimate answer to the feelings
of inadequacy about our appearance or
character that we all have. If He loves us
does it ultimately matter what other
people think?
Nicolas Stebbing CR

The madonna and child by Ninain comper in the chapel of Pusey House Oxford
(Photo by Lawrence Lew OP)
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Book of the month
FAitHFul witness
the confidential diaries of Alan Don, chaplain to the King,
Archbishop and the speaker, 1931 -1946
SPCK, hardback, 506 pp. £30. IBSN: 978-0-281-08398-5

T

his latest book from Robert Beaken dovetails with his
Cosmo Lang: Archbishop in war and crisis, a book nominated for several prizes. His other major work, The
Church of England and the Home Front 1914 -1918, provides the
editor with an in-depth knowledge of the conditions that
shaped Don the priest. The success of the Lang biography generated correspondence from the nephew of Alan Don who
was in possession of Don’s private papers; these with the diaries deposited by Don in Lambeth Palace library are the
source of this fascinating book.
Alan Don (1885 -1966) was a proud Scotsman and, by his
own description a ‘true Britisher.’ Born into an upper-middle
class trading family in Dundee he was educated at Newbury
and Rugby, reading Modern History at Magdalene, Oxford.
Whilst travelling in Europe and working in the family firm his
vocation continued to nag away at him and between 1909 and
1911 he was a member of a Bethnal Green mission and served
as Bishop of Stepney’s secretary. In 1911 he began training at
Cuddesdon and in 1912 was ordained by Lang in York to be
curate of Redcar, in 1917 Don became vicar of St Peter’s Norton in Yorkshire. Don married Muriel O’ Connell in 1914 and
his marriage forms a backdrop to the diaries, rather than an
essential element. In 1921 he returned to Dundee to be
Provost of St Paul’s Episcopal Cathedral. A conversation with
his former vicar led to correspondence with Lang, the result
of which was his appointment as one of the three chaplains
working at Lambeth.
It is his arrival at Lambeth that marked the beginning of
Don the diarist. He wrote through his ten years at Lambeth,
whilst a Canon of Westminster and Vicar of St Margaret’s and
put down his pen when appointed Dean of Westminster in
1946. It therefore covers his ministries as both Chaplain to the
King (from 1934) and Chaplain to the Speaker of the House
of Commons (from 1936). Fr Beaken has presented these diaries to the reader in an unadorned way. There is an excellent,
concise introduction to the main characters of the diary, Don
and Lang. Footnotes are kept to a minimum, which aids fluency of reading, but there are excellent indexes of subject and
biography for those who require a fuller background. There is
also a fine bibliography. Illustrations are kept to a mere fourteen pages displayed in one section, I would have liked a few
more, but this arrangement does give priority to the text and
perhaps that is how it should be.
Don’s diaries develop in style and depth as they progress.
It moves from short pithy notes and descriptions, to intense
and eloquent passages. His accounts of the bombing of Parliament and Westminster Abbey (where he was a fire watcher)
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are very vivid and moving. They have elements of introspection, but they are characterised by an open-minded honesty
of opinion and emotion. He certainly does not ‘get in the way’
of the people and the situations he records. He was very conscious that he was at the heart of the national life of both
church and state. He is also aware of the historic times in
which he lived, ‘have there ever been more turbulent times in
the world?’ he asks at one point. ‘ These are times of great trouble and sorrow, but I have to say I am glad I have lived in them,’
he says at the height of the blitz. It says something for Don’s
integrity that there is apparently nothing in the diaries that
could cause a scandal.
Being part of the Lambeth Palace community, he became
integral to offering hospitality to a kaleidoscopic range of
guests; he complains that ‘we spend too much time sitting
around dinner tables,’ but these meals provided an opportunity

for in depth conversations and the building up
of relationships. Don was described by one his
fellow chaplains as a person of ‘complete congeniality’, he certainly had a gift for friendship
and of making strong relationships with people of every walk of life. It is these people who
make the diaries so readable.
They provide a rounded, three-dimensional picture of the Archbishop and his ministry. Being fellow Scots, and having known
each other from Don’s ordination, helped create a strong bond between the two men. Don
is credited for encouraging Lang to ‘take more
care of himself ,’ and of being able to manage
his mood swings. At the very end of Lang’s life, Don is there
as a friend and admits that ‘I loved him.’ There is one very
moving passage that stands out; on 13th December 1936 Lang
broadcast an address on the BBC reflecting on the abdication
during which he lamented at the waste of Edward’s gifts and
dismay at those who ‘had led him astray.’ It was not welcomed
in some quarters and it caused Lang much heartache. Don
records that his fellow chaplain saw the Archbishop after he
had written this address ‘on his knees by his desk side.’
Don met and talked with, and often dined with, major figures on the world stage. His impressions of them, and his
record of other people’s opinions are fascinating. He tells us
that most people judge that ‘Ghandi is not to be trusted’, and
after meeting Dietrich Bonheoffer he describes his as ‘a nice
young man’. Clearly some guests became indiscreet at the dinner table; Don recounts how ‘Lord Halifax said the trouble
with Winston is that he always just wrong!’ After the Italian
invasion of Ethiopia Emperor Haile Selassie was a frequent
quest as were the Royal Family of Yugoslavia who fled to England for safety. Don does seem to have has ‘ministry of dining’
frequently lunch meetings took place at the Athenaeum and
he recalls one baptism of an MP’s daughter that took place
after lunch at the Ritz ‘ the drinking of sherry and the smoking
of cigars is not a fitting prelude to such a ceremony – the sacraments of the Church are best divorced from such preliminaries.
Orthodox prelates from different jurisdictions were frequent guests at Lambeth. It is remarkable, looking back, how
close relations were. On 23rd October 1939 Don tells of a letter
from the Archbishop of Athens reporting on the decision of
the Greek Holy Synod that ‘they would admit an Anglican
priest to Orthodox orders without requiring re-ordination.’
Don points out this is not the same as recognising Anglican
orders as ‘truly valid.’ In contrast relations with the Roman
Catholics were more cautious. Don himself found Catholic
liturgy ‘fascinating and distasteful’ in contrast to the Orthodox
Liturgy, which he found ‘profoundly moving’. Cardinal Hinsley
he describes as ‘matey’ but meetings between the two church’s
representatives took place on the ‘neutral ground’ of the
Athenaeum. As the war progressed there was a greater co-operation and partnership between the two churches, particularly over the calling of Days of Prayer and Thanksgiving.
The Church of England of eighty-plus years ago was strikingly different. Don had to deal with diocesan delegations

complaining about old and ineffective bishops
(there was no retirement age) particularly the
‘dead see of Norwich’. The appointment of
senior clerics lay with the Prime Minister;
Lambeth advised but sometimes appointments were colourful and surprising. This
produced some challenging situations for the
Archbishop particularly in the case of the
‘Red Dean of Canterbury’ Hewlett Johnson.
There were a huge range of opinion on the
episcopal bench from Barnes of Birmingham
to Henson of Durham and all shades in between. Not so today I fear! Although ‘a gentle
Anglo –Catholic’ Don shared Lang’s view of
the leaders of the Anglo Catholic movement at the time of the
Oxford Movement centenary ‘ wonderful people, full of enthusiasm and thoroughly enjoying the fun of being naughty.’
There were complaints that Anglo-Catholics never were appointed to ‘senior positions.’ Interestingly Lang when invited
to lead a pan-protestant campaign for peace in Europe in
1930’s refused on the grounds ‘I am not a protestant but a
catholic.’
Don has an awareness of a creeping tide of secularism. On
the one hand he sees in the response to the calls to prayer during the war as the expression of ‘inarticulate religion’ and yet
he is also aware that the national ‘spiritual capital’ is being used
up.
This book a rich source of information and insight into
some of the key events of the twentieth century, sacred and
secular, liturgical and political, by someone who had a front
row seat in the House of Commons for Churchill’s great
speeches, for the funeral of a monarch and two coronations.
All of these woven into intimate and personal events, vignettes
of historic characters and the cataclysm of the blitz. There are
very few people who will not find something of value and interest in this rewarding read.
Andrew Hawes

The Society of King Charles
the Martyr
Feast of S. Charles KM, Saturday 30 January 2021
Commemoration outside at the place of martyrdom,
e Banqueting House, Whitehall
10.30am
Solemn Mass and Sermon
All Saints’ Church, Margaret Street
Noon
Preacher: e Revd. Nigel Palmer
Max. attendance 75. Please book at EventBrite
https://bit.ly/SKCM2021
These adapted arrangements are contingent on restrictions
that may exist in January, please check www.skcm.org nearer
the date.
All sacred ministers are members of The Society
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Books for christmas, Books of the year
Simon Walsh looks at possible gifts and seasonal treats
Three Vicars Talking (SPCK) is the
published transcript of conversations between celebrity clergy Richard Coles,
Kate Bottley, and Giles Fraser. The first
three on the ‘hatch, match, dispatch’ aspect were recorded in front of a small
audience and broadcast via R4 to great
acclaim last year. Their collective reflections on birth, marriage, and death were
so well received that the BBC got them
together for another couple of shows, on
Christmas and Easter, recording them in
November 2019. Events soon overtook
being able to put out the Easter programme. The coronavirus had struck by
then, and just before Christmas Coles
had lost his partner, David, also an Anglican priest. It had to be redone, but this
time over video call, and yielded extraordinary radio. Beyond the slight luvvie
tendency, this is a delightful book. It
reaffirms why our faith and feasts matter, and the conversations are articulate
from sunny humour one moment to
pathos and real life story the next. Their
experience is interesting too. We learn
about them, and about ourselves. It’s a
fitting tribute to the recently-retired

Christine Morgan as Head of BBC
Radio Religion and Ethics who so skilfully steered the Today Programme’s
‘Thought’ over so many years. Her foreword brings the project together and sets
it in context.
Fergus Butler-Gallie (author of our
Christmas Quiz) caused a storm with his
Field Guide to the English Clergy debut, a

rundown of the mad, bad and plain odd
in clerical history. He has followed it
with Priests de la Resistance: The Loose
Canons who fought Fascism in the twentieth century (Oneworld). The title is a
little tongue-in-cheek; not all were
canons or engaged in combat with fascists, depending on your definition. That
said, these intelligent and perceptive
portraits of people in holy orders who
have fought the wartime forces of evil
and oppression are compelling. There’s

Canon Félix Kir, sometime Mayor of
Dijon who gave us the ‘kir’ of white wine
with crème de cassis, the Germans a
hard time, and De Gaulle an even bigger
headache. There’s Princess Andrew of
Greece and Denmark, aka Mother Superior Alice-Elizabeth and the Queen’s
mother-in-law. Dietrich Bonhoeffer and
St Maximilian Kolbe feature, along with
other hero-martyrs such as Don Pietro
Pappagallo, St Edith Stein, Jane Haining.
Butler-Gallie has a neat turn of phrase
and a novelist’s eye for detail. His closing
epilogue of theological reflection and
further reading are both valuable. These
are holy lives to inspire and sustain us.
Brexit may be almost behind us and
a feature of new normality, but its’s not
so novel as it seems. The Europeans:
Three lives and the making of a cosmopolitan culture (Allen Lane) by Orlando Figes is an elegant and exquisite
history of the nineteenth century’s middle years and says much about the European cultural project and a spiritual
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self-understanding of how we evolve and
identify through music, language, literature and travel. His premise is brilliant
and takes the lives of opera singer
Pauline Viardot, her manager-husband
Louis (businessman, journalist, art collector and author of travel guides), and
Ivan Turgenev, a writer’s writer but
never as fanatical as his Russian contemporaries. In 1863, the Viardots settled in
Baden-Baden with their children, and
Turgenev moved in with them. He and
Pauline were close in age and embroiled
in a relationship. Louis, 21 years older
than his wife, was happier with affairs of
the mind than heart by then and their
personal story is deeply engaging. But
Figes, who writes with poise and purpose, brings his great command of detail
to tell the story of Europe. His introduction charts the 1846 ‘pioneering journey’
by rail from Paris to Brussels. The international train cut previous journeys
which had taken weeks to days, and days
to hours. The impact of this on the
spread of ideas, literature, art, music (especially opera) and tourism cannot be
underestimated. And industrializing
Europe saw its socially mobile citizens
careering about the continent with the
facility of railway lines, reading, writing,
going to performances, inventing the
holiday, giving and taking wherever they
went. Everyone is in this book, because
many had something apposite to say, and
the Viardot-Turgenev trio seemed to
meet and know them all too. The two
men in Pauline’s life both died in 1883;

she lived until 1910, by when the world
was about to turn on its axis again. This
is a fabulous account, told with dexterity
by a masterful historian.
Paris and personality also feature
highly in The Man in the Red Coat
(Jonathan Cape) by Julian Barnes. Some
years back, Barnes was struck (as were
many) by the portrait of a bearded, mysterious chap in the National Portrait
Gallery’s Sargent show. The subject was
one Samuel Pozzi, a successful society
gynaecologist and gastroenterologist,
blessed with charm and dashing good
looks. Married to an heiress, he had numerous affairs, including with Sarah
Bernhardt. He collected lovely things,
was well connected and a darling of the
Belle Epoque salons. This is another example of a moment in time being explored through a life in motion. The

seasoned novelist Barnes writes with
pace and imagination, and his expertise
of France and Flaubert makes him almost uniquely qualified for this sleuthy
memoir-biog, the author wishing himself into the scene. After medical service
in the field during WWI, Pozzi met a bathetic ending, shot in 1918 by a patient
disgruntled over his scrotal surgery. His
portrait reappeared in 1990 in Los Angeles, and now we have his story.
Frederik Logevall’s JFK, Volume I:
1917-1956 (Viking/Penguin) is possibly
the biography of the year. The first
Roman Catholic to occupy the White
House ( Joe Biden being the second), it
chronicles second-son ‘Jack’ from birth
to his 1956 decision to run for the presidency. Logevall is a professor at Harvard and a Pulitzer Prize winner. He

illuminates with the telling detail and
marshals a huge amount of research to
present what will surely be the definitive
life of POTUS35 and whose legacy still
holds today. In spite of ill health and
chronic pain, Kennedy had some lucky
breaks. The Democratic Party chairman
commissioned a short film about the
party in 1956. Governor Muskie of
Maine was asked to narrate it but declined and the honour fell to young Senator Kennedy instead, who flew out to
Hollywood for the job. When screened
at the Chicago convention in August
that year, it sent the place “roaring for
the first time” and a star was born. ‘It was
among the other states’ delegates and,
even more, the television viewing audience that the narration really mattered,
in an instant raising his profile in a way
nothing had ever done before – not his
books, not his dramatic 1952 Senate win,
not even his Pacific war heroics. He had

reached a new level.’ Or the description
of his ‘astonishing seven months overseas’ in 1939 before resuming his studies
at Harvard. ‘He had received communion from the pope and taken tea with
Princess Elizabeth; had read high-level
diplomatic dispatches in London and
Paris; had been accosted by Nazi toughs
in Munich; had flipped his car south of
Paris and survived; had paid visits to
Poland and Russia; had darted south to
Turkey, North Africa and the Middle
East; had travelled behind German lines
in occupied Czechoslovakia and crisscrossed Germany in the immediate leadup to war, before carrying a top-secret
message back to London; had been present in the House of Commons for the
historic session on September 3; and, to
top it off, had made his debut as a public
figure in response to the sinking of an
ocean liner of the first day of Britain’s
war…the kind of exposure and training
that no future president since John
Quincy Adams had enjoyed at so young
an age.’ A rollercoaster ride, and it’s not
over yet. ND

STEPHEN BELLION
Formerly

HOWELL & BELLION

CHURCH ART RESTORATION
CONSERVATION : DECORATION : GILDING
2 Longford Place Pennington
Lymington Hampshire SO418FS

Website : stephenbellionchurchart.com.uk
Email : stephenbellion@yahoo.com
Telephone : 01590 671733 Mobile: 07706347577

mass celebrated at St Bartholomew’s Brighton for the online Adoremus
pilgrimage to Walsingham
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cooking up christmas
Simon Walsh selects the pick of this year’s new cookery books

M

argaret Costa’s Four Seasons Cookery Book (Grub
Street, £16.99) was first
published in 1970 and Grub St has done
a great service in a golden jubilee
reprinting. With Delia Smith writing a
foreword and other writers such as

Simon Hopkinson, Nigella Lawson and
Nigel Slater commending, you know it’s
worth having. The weights and measures are helpfully in imperial with metric in brackets, and they are solid,
non-nonsense recipes, some a little dated
now but almost all have stood the test of
time. They are varied and eminently
cookable. Every kitchen should have a
copy on the shelf.
Fittingly, for the way Yotam Ottolenghi is regarded as a high priest of
the kitchen, his latest tome Flavour
(Ebury Press, £27) has two satin ribbons
like a missal. He writes clearly and with
confidence, and this book is all about
vegetables. If we mostly consider them

boiled or steamed, occasionally fried,
roasted or baked, then this fascinating
foray into the various ways veg can be
played with is a revelation. It’s very modern and metro with good articles introducing the sections (Process; Pairing;
Produce). Adventurous and quirky
cooks will love it. The rest of us will find
something to deploy an unusual ingredient or cheer up an old favourite.
Calum Franklin must be the prophet
of pastry. He runs The Pie Room
(Bloomsbury, £26) at London’s Rosewood Hotel on High Holborn and this
book-homage is his testament. It’s a bit

nerdy but never boring and everything
is covered from suitable kit to tools and
techniques. His insight hums and buzzes
through the recipes, everything from
snacks and starters to grand party pieces,
accompaniments and sauces. Everything
you would expect is there, the combinations are truly tempting, and it is handsomely presented – even with a ribbon
marker.
The culinary publishing gods have
given us Larousse Patisserie & Baking
(Hamlyn, £45). ‘Bake Off ’ continues to
grip the nation and this beautiful volume
in Nile-blue slipcase and aqua-marine
covers (ribbon markers of white and sky
blue) is a definite gem for the cakes and
gâteaux enthusiast. It’s heavily French
but there are things like brownies and
banana bread, churros and Scotch pancakes. Brilliantly laid out with sumptuous, quality photographs for each recipe,
some are even step-by-step (such as
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Baked Alaska). A gorgeous gift for anyone.
Perhaps 2020 will go down as the year
people embraced sourdough bread at
home, finding self-sufficiency in cultivating their own dough. Sourdough
Mania (Grub Street, £20) by Anita
Sumer is the definitive guide to all this
and more. First published in her native
Slovenia at the end of 2017, it has marshalled a global movement with meetings and a rich social media presence. It’s
probably the only book you need on
sourdough, and goes beyond bread itself
to include pastries, biscuits and cakes,
and other uses such as binding, thickening and batter. There’s a recipe for Hot
Cross Buns and the prologue by a writer
from Carinthia entitled Bread, a gift from
God notes how the ‘sign of a blessing is
still often practised during bread making. The right hand makes the sign of the
cross while the litany “Holy Cross of

God” is recited before beginning the
work”. Many kitchen tables have come to
feel like altars during lockdown with
bread reminding us what we have to
share and what forms us as the body of
Christ. This is a great book, and for the
faithful who yearn for the sacramental
bread of life, it points to so much more.

Recipes from mary Berry
Extracted from Mary Berry Simple
Comforts by Mary Berry (BBC Books, £26).
Photography by Laura Edwards.

Double-baked
mushroom souﬄés

for a minute. Gradually add the hot
milk and whisk over a high heat until
you have a thickened, smooth sauce.

Pure indulgence in the best way! You can make these simple mushroom
and cheese souﬄés well ahead of time, then reheat them in the creamy
spinach sauce and they still stand tall.
SERVES 6

FOR THE SAUCE

75g (3oz) buer, plus extra for
greasing
200g (7oz) chestnut mushrooms, finely
diced
50g (2oz) plain flour
300ml (10fl oz) hot full-fat milk
50g (2oz) Gruyère cheese, grated
50g (2oz) Parmesan cheese, grated
3 eggs, separated
Salt and freshly ground black pepper

300ml (10fl oz) pouring double cream
50g (2oz) baby spinach, roughly chopped
2 tsp Dijon mustard

PREPARE AHEAD
Can be made up to hours ahead and
reheated with the sauce as in step 8.

1 You will need 6 x size 1 (100ml)
ramekins. Preheat the oven to
220°/220° fan/Gas 7 and buer the
ramekins generously. Lay a piece of
kitchen paper in the base of a roasting tin – the paper stops the
ramekins for slipping in the tin.
2 Melt 25g (10oz) of the buer in a
large, non-stick frying pan, add the
mushrooms and fry them over high
heat for a few minutes. Cover the pan
with a lid, lower the heat and cook
for another 4 minutes, then remove
the lid and fry over a high heat to
evaporate the liquid. Remove the
mushrooms with a sloed spoon and
set them aside.
3 To make the souﬄé base, melt the remaining buer in a saucepan. Whisk
in the flour to make a roux and cook

4 Remove the pan from the heat and
beat in the egg yolks, one at a time,
until the sauce is smooth. Add the
mushrooms and the cheese and season, then set aside to cool a lile.
5 Whisk the egg whites until so peaks
form. Stir about a tablespoon of egg
whites into the egg and mushroom
mixture and carefully fold it in, keeping everything light and airy.
6 Divide the souﬄé mixture evenly between the ramekins and sit them on
the paper in the roasting tin. Pour
enough boiling water into the tin to
come halfway up the sides of the
ramekins. Bake the souﬄés for about
15 minutes until risen and lightly
golden.
7 To make the sauce, pour the cream
into a jug and add the spinach and
mustard. Season with salt and pepper
and stir to combine.
8 To serve, preheat the oven to
200°/200° fan/Gas 7. Carefully run a
knife around the edge of each
ramekin and remove the souﬄés. Sit
the souﬄés, browned side up, in an
ovenproof dish, then spoon the sauce
around them. Reheat for about 12
minutes until piping hot. Serve with
dressed leaves or some brown bread.
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Warm chicken & dill salad with
mustard Parmesan dressing
If you are a fan of Caesar salad this is a great one to try – but you must
like dill to enjoy it! Crunchy leuce is best here, as it keeps firm and crisp.
SERVES 4-6

TO SERVE

2 skinless and boneless chicken breasts,
cut into thin strips
1 tbsp paprika
1 tsp runny honey
2 tbsp olive oil
Salt and freshly ground black pepper

1 heaped tbsp Parmesan shavings
25g (1oz) pea shoots or microherbs, to
decorate

FOR THE SALAD
½ large iceberg leuce, very
finely shredded
1 large bunch of dill, leaves
removed and chopped
6 spring onions, thinly sliced
6 dill pickles or gherkins (from a jar),
fi nely chopped

FOR THE DRESSING
200g (7oz) full-fat crème fraîche
Juice of 1 large lemon
2 tsp Dijon mustard
1 tsp sugar
25g (1oz) Parmesan cheese, finely grated

PREPARE AHEAD
Dressing can be made up to a day ahead. Assemble the salad up to hours ahead and dress
just before serving.

1 Put the chicken into a bowl with the
paprika, honey and a tablespoon of
the oil. Season well and toss to coat all
the chicken pieces.

3 Scaer the leuce over a large serving
plate and sprinkle with the dill, spring
onions and pickles. Arrange the warm
chicken pieces on top.

2 Heat a large frying pan and add the
remaining oil. Fry the chicken pieces
briefl y over a high heat until golden
brown and just cooked through –
take care not to overcook them. Remove to a plate, cover with foil and
leave to rest for 5 minutes.

4 A Measure all the dressing ingredients into a bowl and whisk until combined. Check the seasoning. Pour the
dressing over the salad and sprinkle
with Parmesan shavings and microherbs.

Brioche frangipane apple pudding
When you feel in need of a comfort pudding this one really fits the bill. It’s
perfect for Sunday lunch, served warm with ice cream, custard, cream or
crème fraîche.
SERVES 8
½ brioche loaf
175g (6oz) buer, soened,
plus extra for greasing
175g (6oz) caster sugar
1 tsp almond extract
175g (6oz) ground almonds
3 eggs, beaten
25g (1oz) plain flour
About 2 red dessert apples, skin
on, cored and thinly sliced,
2 tbsp apricot jam
1 tbsp flaked almonds, toasted
Icing sugar, for dusting

1 You will need a large, shallow ovenproof
dish, about 28cm (11in) in diameter. Preheat the oven to 200°C/180°C fan/Gas 6
and grease the dish with buer.
2 Slice the brioche into thin slices, about
5mm/¼in, and arrange these over the
base of the dish. Make sure you cover the
base and fill in all the gaps, but don’t overlap the slices.

3 Measure the buer and sugar into a food
processor and whizz until pale and fluﬀy.
Add the almond extract, ground almonds,
eggs
and flour, then whizz again until the
PREPARE AHEAD
mixture is so and creamy and there are
Can be made and baked up to
no
lumps. Be careful not to over-process.
8 hours ahead and reheated to serve.
4 Spoon the mixture over the brioche base
and spread it to the sides. Arrange the
sliced apples in a neat overlapping circular
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paern over the top. Bake the pudding in
the oven for about 40 minutes until lightly
golden all over and firm in the centre
when lightly pressed.
5 Melt the jam with 2 tablespoons of water
in a small pan. Brush over the surface and
sprinkle with flaked almonds.
6 Dust the pudding with icing sugar and
serve warm.

‘Divine Speech’ (III): miracle, Parable,
Sacrament
Stephen Wilson concludes his series on the Divine

P

riest-poet Gerald Manley Hopkins (d.1889) readily acknowledged his indebtedness to St Augustine. In God’s
Grandeur he evokes a world ‘charged with the grandeur
of God’.
Now, since the Fall from grace; it …
‘ wears man’s smudge
and shares man’s smell’ - symbolized in the poem by the 19thcentury industrial and economic landscape, …
‘ seared with
trade; bleared, smeared with toil’.
And yet:
…for all this, nature is never spent; / There lives the dearest freshness deep down things.
For Manley Hopkins, as for Augustine, miracles belong
within a creation already saturated with sacramental meaning.
The second part of this essay (September’s ND) sought to contrast this profoundly Biblical Augustinian vision with the sceptics’ caricature of a two-tier model of natural and divine
causation, which finds its straw man in late-modern Christian
fundamentalism but also (and perhaps more worrying) in the
Vatican’s vetting procedure for miracles, at least as usually reported.
The ‘How’ of Miracles
The second part also described the Gospels’ emphasis on the
sign-bearing character of ‘mighty acts’ or ‘acts of power’ as they
appear in Jesus’ ministry. Nevertheless: If the world as a whole
is a kind of miracle - everywhere ‘charged with the grandeur
of God’ - how might certain events stand out as especially
miraculous within the everyday warp and woof of natural
processes?
This is really three questions rolled into one: 1) Is the divine agency of miracle – its ontological grounding - in a category apart from all others? 2) How do miracles nevertheless
fit in somehow with a God-given orderliness in nature? 3)
What of the Paschal mystery of the Lord’s resurrection - the
‘greatest miracle of all’ – and its counterpart and context, the
Incarnation? And beyond these questions lies that of miracles’
credibility.
For St Augustine the answer to questions 1) and 2) lies
with our fallen knowledge of things. In our blindness we may
need to be moved to reverence by unusual events which make
latent divine power manifest. Though they may go beyond the
normal run of things, they do so as markers of hitherto concealed glory, and signs of nature’s divinely graced capacity to
bring to birth a renewed creation.
Parable & Sacrament
The first part of this series had mentioned Aquinas’ argument,
invoking scripture and the Fathers, that ‘divine speech’ - discourse about divine things - must fail us, yet may somehow
allow us to speak truly of God, to describe divine mystery
without explaining it.

Yet with such discourse a negative is never a simple directive to be silent, but more an invitation to attend closely to
what can be said. For example, we may yet deepen our understanding the place of miracles in Jesus’ ministry through comparison with other kinds of divine disclosure, for example
Jesus’ parables on the one hand, and sacraments on the other.
Words and Deeds
The second part of this series noted Jesus’ answer in Luke 11:19 to accusations about casting out demons, and his saying to
the Baptist’s disciples in Matt.11:5 that “the poor have the good
news preached to them”, which concludes a longer rejoinder
(Matt.11:2ff) bearing witness to the power of miracles to attest to the coming of the kingdom. Jesus places his teaching as
a ‘work’ and a ‘sign’ alongside his miracles. His words are also
deeds, which would suggest that we attend to their ‘performative’ aspect.
Parable has been called an ‘open textured’ concept, resistant to any single unifying definition, and with no typical example of which we could say, “all parables are like this”. They
vary across, for example, instances of allegory (such as the
Sower and the Soils), of apocalyptic (the Sheep and the Goats),
and straightforward simile - as in many of the ‘parables of the
Kingdom’ - the wise and foolish bridesmaids, the guests at a
marriage feast, the labourers in the vineyard, the lost
sheep/coin, and so on.
Naturalism
A feature of most parables, however, is their striking everydayness, evoking vignettes of everyday life, and relatively free
of the numinous quality we sometimes associate with great
liturgical texts, for example.
And here, surely, we have an almost immediate analogy
with Jesus’ miracles. There is little trace in the Gospels’ presentation of them of any element of the liminal, the weird or
the uncanny – except, perhaps, in the case of the raising of
Lazarus. The only liminal or threshold aspect here might be
the dawning sense in witnesses’ hearts and minds of a futureyet-already-present kingdom. (But how, then, are we to treat
the unmistakeably liminal cases of Jesus’ conception and resurrection?)
Converting Ordinances
A second common feature to consider is the powerful, mysterious and disturbing role of parables and miracles alike in Jesus’
ministry, and their potentially divisive impact.
We are reminded of the close connection between Jesus’
use of parables in his teaching and those aspects of his behaviour – above all towards the poor and outcast - which tended
to arouse scandal and perplexity, sometimes even amongst his
closest disciples, yet also deep gratitude in many others. The
December 2020/January 2021 ■ newdirections ■ 31

parables are not edifying fables aimed at the hearers’ moral improvement.
In the parable of the prodigal son, for example, the unanswered questions that remain at the end of the story are surely
meant to make us realise that the story’s (so to say) incompleteness suggests a dialectic of engagement on the hearers’
part; it is not meant for our spiritual uplift but to leave us
deeply disturbed by what it says.
Our sheer familiarity with Jesus’ teachings together with
their naturalism may blunt our awareness of this second feature, the element of challenge and interrogation. Yet it may be
precisely through these two contrasting qualities of familiarity
and challenge that we may find intimations of the transcendent which disturb and dislocate our settled ways of conceiving its entry into our experience –when we would far rather
wish to isolate the sacred from life as a whole, to be treated as
somehow an object of special experience.

tended as effectual signs, conveying something of what they
signify, wherever these are received in faith. And their effect
may be nullified where faith is lacking. There always remains
the possibility of rejection, of failure.
The concept of sacrament also possesses an open texture
analogous to that of parable. This might be a possible source,
perhaps, of some of the disputes (at least in the western tradition) about the nature and number of the sacraments - and
not only in post-Reformation times. Perhaps too often this has
been at the cost of neglecting the ontological priority of the
‘first sacrament’ - the humanity of Jesus, ‘the image of the invisible God’ (Colossians 1:15), and by implication the second
great sacrament, the Church as Christ’s Body, ‘the sacrament
of union with God and of the unity of mankind’ (Lumen Gentium, 1). And there is, too, the great Biblical theme of creation
in its sacramental aspect (as we would now understand it)
echoed in Manley Hopkins’ poem.

Signs of Contradiction
This leads us to a third feature common to parable and miracle
alike: as signifiers - embedded in Jesus’ proclamation of a future
kingdom that is already dawning. Jesus’ mighty works figure
in the Synoptic Gospels as tokens of this future kingdom
which is even now at work, and John’s Gospel treats them as
signs of a divine glory still to come yet also already present.
It is precisely here that there is a pinch-point - an ever-present
possibility of failure and of rejection. In the Gospel record it
proves to be so with Jesus’ ministry as a whole – words and
works alike – in a trajectory that in the end will lead him to
the Cross.
All of this may be part of what lies behind Jesus’ perplexing comment to his closest disciples in Mark 4:11f: “To you
has been given the secret of the kingdom of God, but for those
outside everything is in parables; so that they may indeed see
but not perceive, and may indeed hear but not understand;
lest they should turn again, and be forgiven”. We may, though,
find it hard to grasp the full import of these words of Jesus,
even when we try to set them against their background in Isaiah 6:9f, and the vicissitudes of prophetic success and failure
evoked there.
hereas Jesus’ parables, as with his teachings taken as a
whole, are in one way or another intended to challenge minds
and hearts, the Gospels tend to treat his miracles as a thing
apart, springing from his compassion, and remote from any
intention to sway an audience. Yet the Gospel witness taken
as a whole is somewhat equivocal; compare the instances in
the synoptics where he enjoins silence - on lepers he has cured,
for example - against the numerous instances where his healing on the sabbath provokes confrontation, and the claim in
John that at least certain of his works are to be taken as signs
– by the reader if not always by immediate bystanders.

Miracle, Sacrament & ‘Open Texture’
Commentators on the gospels have differed amongst themselves as how best to classify the miracles of Jesus, and in their
assessment of the degree of ‘historical residue’ to be found in
the Gospel record. Here again we encounter an openness of
texture – a resistance to easy classification across such a wide
variety of types, from the so-called ‘nature’ miracles (e.g. the
stilling of the storm, the feeding of the multitudes and the
draught of fishes), to resuscitations from apparent death, and
the many instances of healing and deliverance from evil powers.
As in parable and sacrament, so too in the miracles: glory
and kingdom are disclosed and made present through their
power to induce faith and conversion of life. And as with
sacraments, so with parables and miracles alike: as effectual
signs they participate in what they signify of nature’s divinely
graced capacity to bring to birth a renewed creation.
What, then, of the greatest ‘mighty work’ of all, the
Paschal mystery - with its counterpart and context, the Incarnation? What happens to the naturalism of miracle in such a
case, or its fittingness within creation? And what could be
more liminal – more freighted with the numinous – than a
virginal conception, or the encounters with the risen Lord
which conclude the Gospel narratives, and at a pivotal point
in the Acts of the Apostles (9:3ff) with Saul’s encounter on
the Damascus road?
Here if anywhere we surely find ourselves confronted with
disturbing ‘intimations of the transcendent’ that will dislocate
settled conceptions of it. And how far does talk of incompleteness and a ‘dialectic of engagement’ find resonance with what
we would say of Incarnation and the Paschal mystery?
We may find ourselves arriving at the conclusion that, far
from being any kind of special case of the miraculous, Paschal
mystery and Incarnation together constitute a paradigm shift
in our understanding of the things of God, requiring of us new
ways of framing the question mentioned earlier: ‘What reasons are there to believe in the miraculous?’ ND

Effectual Signs
There is an instructive analogy to be drawn here with sacraments - John Wesley’s ‘converting ordinances’. As with parable
and miracle, their vehicles are everyday materials: water,
bread, wine, oil, the laying on of hands, a spoken promise or a
word of reconciliation and forgiveness. Like both, they are in32 ■ newdirections ■ December 2020/January 2021

Fr Stephen Wilson SSC is an assistant priest at
St Stephen’s Lewisham.

1662 and All That
Fergus Butler-Gallie offers a Christmas Quiz
Henry8
++Cantuar
Au
Hilary Mantel

THE EARLY CHURCH
1. Give approximate dates for the Early Church from the options below:
a)
b)
c)
d)

33-100 AD
0-500 AD
2020- ? AD
8 am (BCP)

2. If the price of a First Class Stamp is 76p- estimate the cost
to the nearest talent/denarius of sending all of Paul’s letters
today. (You may use Second Class Stamps for the Pastoral
Epistles/Hebrews).
3. Was Augustine a Hippo? (show your working)

12. Draw a line (very carefully) between Rome and Geneva.
13. Draft PCC resolutions on the following:
a)
b)
c)
d)

The Great Ejection
The Great Awakening
The Great British Bake Off
Methodism

14. As far as is possible whilst observing social distancing, perform an Oxford Movement.

4. Distinguish between:
a)
b)
c)
d)

Dionysius the Areopagite
Pseudo-Dionysius
Dionysius (Denis) of Paris
Dennis (Dionysius) the Menace

15. How would you doctor Pusey? Was John Henry’s New
man? Whom did Charles Gore?
THE LATEST CHURCH
16 List the Articles of South Bank Show Religion (ALL 39
please)

5. Why did Constantine shift?
THE LATE CHURCH
6. How was Gregory great? (Any diagrams should include
angles, not angels)
7. What reasons do we have to believe that The Venerable
Bede was, in fact, an archdeacon? Demonstrate with reference to faculty applications, unsuccessful bids for Suffragan bishoprics, and the Clergy Discipline Measure.
8. ‘That the Church of England shall be free, and shall have all her
whole Rights and Liberties inviolable’ Magna Carta, 1215.
How’s that going?

17. Why is tenure now common? (answer with reference to
Burke’s Peerage and the Alternative Service Book)
18. Estimate the needs of post service catering (to the nearest
scotch egg) for the following:
a)
b)
c)
d)
e)
f)

a Royal Wedding
the General Synod
a Fresh Expression
an Anglican Realignment
a Twitter storm
the Rapture

19. ‘To be or HTB?’ Is that the question?
9. Produce Diocesan compliant risk assessments for:
20. What price Glory?
a)
b)
c)

The Sicilian Vespers
The Council of Constance
The Black Death

10. ‘Here I stand, I can do no other’ Martin Luther, 1521. Write
a comprehensive list of activities you would be able to accomplish whilst on a Diet of Worms.
THE LATER CHURCH
11. Devise a chemical formula capable of dissolving a
monastery from the ingredients below:

N.B. Do not at any time attempt to answer any of these
questions without consulting your parish priest, churchwardens, deanery lay chair and/or the coffee rota.
Do not attempt to write on both sides of paper at once.
Remember: Wisdom dwells with prudence, and finds out
the knowledge of witty inventions- so no funny business.
Keep the Faith, fear not amidst the shadow of death, and
have a holy Advent and a very Happy Christmas. ND
Fr Fergus Butler-Gallie has been appointed Assistant Priest
at Holy Trinity, Sloane Square.
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touching place
S mARTIN'S BEckLAND, NORfOLk

T

he major roads of the Norfolk Breckland (such as they are)
tend to avoid the villages, so that places like Thompson are
very much off the beaten track and bypassed by both visitors
and the 21st century. Apart from a shallow 15th century transept,
two centuries gave S Martin’s its character; the exterior largely dates
from the mid-14th century (1). The tower has a lovely W window with
delicate subreticulation, also found in the towers of the nearby parishes
of Caston and Ashill, the work of the same architect. The interior furnishings in contrast are mainly early 17th century (2). There’s a family
pew and three-decker pulpit from then, whilst the 15th c. pews have
been given later dates (1625 and 1632). They survive because the
church escaped the attention of the Victorians; by the time restoration
happened in 1910-1913, “conservative” was the watchword.
The details add to the
attraction
of
the
church; it retains a mid14th century screen
from the time of its
construction. Although
the loft above the
screen has gone, the
steep and narrow roodstairs (ND February
2016) remain, starting in the sill of a window; hard to access, they could
scarcely have had a liturgical function – just the sexton going to his business
with the candles in the roodloft. The carver of the sedilia had his playful
moments with the Green Man (3).

To be ignored by both Alec Clifton-Taylor
and Simon Jenkins, that is a badge of honour.
Thompson is one of the unknown marvels of
Norfolk.
Map reference: TL930969
Simon Cotton

Forms of words for making a bequest to FiF in your Will
I GIVE to FORWARD IN FAITH of 2A The Cloisters, Gordon
Square, London WC1H 0AG the sum of ___________________
pounds (£
) and I DIRECT that the receipt of the Treasurer or other proper officer of Forward in Faith shall be good
and sufficient discharge to my Executor.
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or I GIVE the residue of my estate to FORWARD IN FAITH of
2A The Cloisters, Gordon Square, London WC1H 0AG and I DIRECT that the receipt of the Treasurer or other proper officer of
Forward in Faith shall be good and sufficient discharge to my Executor.

Tread we the path
to Bethlehem

Bishops of
e Society
The Bishop of Beverley
PROVINCE OF YORK (EXCEPT BLACKBURN AND LEEDS)

The Right Revd Glyn Webster
Holy Trinity Rectory, Micklegate, York YO1 6LE
01904 628155 oﬃce@seeofbeverley.org.uk

Intended for the Season of Advent

www.seeofbeverley.org.uk

The Bishop of Burnley
BLACKBURN

The Right Revd Philip North CMP

Tread we the path to Bethlehem
This penitential-tide,
And pray the Lord within our hearts
To evermore abide.
By Patriarchs, foreshadowed,
By Prophets, hope proclaimed,
By Baptist’s cry on Jordan’s bank,
The Lamb of God acclaimed.
The Word made Flesh among us,
Of tender Virgin born,
The Sun of our Salvation;
A bright and glorious morn.

Dean House, 449 Padiham Road, Burnley BB12 6TE
01282 479300 bishop.burnley@blackburn.anglican.org

The Bishop of Chichester
CHICHESTER

The Right Revd Dr Martin Warner SSC
The Palace, Chichester PO19 1PY 01243 782161
bishop.chichester@chichester.anglican.org

The Bishop of Ebbsfleet
PROVINCE OF CANTERBURY (WEST)

The Right Revd Jonathan Goodall SSC
Hill House, The Mount, Caversham,
Reading RG4 7RE 0118 948 1038
bishop@ebbsfleet.org.uk www.ebbsfleet.org.uk

The Bishop of Fulham
LONDON & SOUTHWARK

The Right Revd Jonathan Baker
The Vicarage, 5 St Andrew St, London EC4A 3AF
020 7932 1130 bishop.fulham@london.anglican.org
www.bishopoﬀulham.org.uk

The Bishop of Richborough

Yet still we have to pilgrim
Unto that manger-throne,
To make that blesséd journey,
The trying path to own.
Through fasting, prayer and weeping,
Through longing for her Lord,
The Holy Church makes ready
To glorify, to laud.
Then we at last shall see Him,
In great humility,
And set aside the violet hues
For golden jubilee.

Suggested tune:
Thaxted (I vow to thee my country)

PROVINCE OF CANTERBURY: EAST (EXCEPT CHICHESTER,
LONDON & SOUTHWARK); EUROPE

The Right Revd Norman Banks SSC
Parkside House, Abbey Mill Lane, St Albans AL3 4HE
01727 836358 bishop@richborough.org.uk www.richborough.org.uk

The Bishop of Wakefield
LEEDS

The Right Revd Tony Robinson SSC
Pontefract Ho, 181A Manygates Lane, Wakefield WF2 7DR
01924 250781 / 07834 206317
bishop.tony@leeds.anglican.org

The Bishop of Lewes
CHICHESTER

The Right Revd Will Hazlewood
Knowle Cottage, Knowle Lane, Halland, Lewes BN8 6PR
01273 425009
Bishop.Lewes@chichester.anglican.org

The Right Revd John Ford
(formerly Bishop of The Murray)
The Right Revd John Gaisford SSC
(formerly Bishop of Beverley)
The Right Revd John Goddard SSC
(formerly Bishop of Burnley)
The Right Revd Dr John Hind
(formerly Bishop of Chichester)

Fr John Underhill SSC

The Right Revd Martyn Jarrett SSC
(formerly Bishop of Beverley)
The Right Revd Roger Jupp SSC
(formerly Bishop of Popondota)

The Editorial Board wish
you a Happy and Holy
Christmas.

The Right Revd Robert Ladds SSC
(formerly Bishop of Whitby)
The Right Revd Michael Langrish
(formerly Bishop of Exeter)
The Right Revd Peter Ramsden
(formerly Bishop of Port Moresby)
The Right Revd Nicholas Reade
(formerly Bishop of Blackburn)
The Right Revd Lindsay Urwin OGS
(formerly Bishop of Horsham)
The Right Revd Peter Wheatley
(formerly Bishop of Edmonton)
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Subscribe to
New Directions
NEW DIRECTIONS is sent free of charge
to all members of Forward in Faith UK *
To join Forward in Faith or subscribe to New DirecTioNs,
please print oﬀ and post the forms on the website
(www.forwardinfaith.com) or complete the form below
as applicable:

i wish to subscribe to New DirecTioNs as:

A Member of Forward in Faith UK
individual Membership: £30
concessionary: £15
concessionary: £21
Family Membership: £42
i am a UK Taxpayer please send me a Gift Aid form
Or
A NEW DIRECTIONS Subscriber
UK: £30
europe: £45
rest of the world: £55

classifieds
cAR SuPPLIERS – PRIORy AuTOmOTIVE Priory
are the Christian car suppliers who can provide any new or used car at the very best
price. Let them take the hassle out of your
next car purchase, all vehicles are fully
checked before free delivery to your door.
Part exchange a pleasure and budgets to suit
all. Please call 0114 2559696 or visit
www.prioryautomotive.com

i enclose payment of £ ..............................
cheques payable to Forward in Faith

CREDIT/DEBIT CARD PAYMENTS
BY TELEPHONE ONLY - MONDAY, WEDNESDAY OR THURSDAY, 9.30
AM TO 4.30 PM.

Name.............................................................................................
Address..........................................................................................
......................................................................................................
.....................................................Post Code/Zip ...........................
TO: Forward in Faith, 2A The Cloisters, Gordon Square, London
WC1H 0AG. Tel: 020 7388 3588 Fax: 020 7387 3539
Admin.assistant@forwardinfaith.com
If you do not have a UK bank account, please contact us to discuss payment
methods by email (Admin.assistant@forwardinfaith.com) or telephone
(020 7388 3588 – Monday, Wednesday or Thursday, 9.30 am to 4.30 pm)
* Members of Credo Cymru who are not also members of Forward in Faith
should contact their Membership Secretary

newdirections

Classified Ads rates
£22.50 for 1 month
(up to 50 words)
£45 for 2 months
£45 for 3 months
Series of advertisements in excess
of three months will also be
charged at £20 per month
with every third month free
Additional words will be charged at 50
pence each for one month,
£1 each for two or three months etc.

Contact the Advertising
Manager: Mike Silver
57 Century Road, Rainham,
Kent ME8 0BQ
01634 386624
email silver43mike@gmail.com
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EDENHAm REGIONAL HOuSE RETREAT cENTRE
nr Bourne Lincs. Near Peterborough. Individuals and small groups welcome. Private
Chapel and spacious rooms for day visits,
disabled facilities, self-catering flat. Contact
Fr. Edward Martin SSC, ERH Church Lane
Edenham, Lincs PE10 OLS. 01 778 591358.
edenhamoﬃce@ gmail.com
Web: www.edenhamregionalhouse.org

