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Timothy Stanton CR 

Thomas Hugh Stanton was born on 3 March 1917 in London. His father 
was Thomas Ernest Stanton, a civil engineer and his mother Martha Grace 
née Child. He had an elder sister, Hannah. He went to Tonbridge School 

in Kent where he was prepared for Confirmation by Sydney Clarke, who later 
became Headmaster of St John’s College, Johannesburg.

In 1935 he went up to Cambridge to Trinity College and studied Botany, Zoology 
and Chemistry as a preparation for a life as a farmer. He always enjoyed visiting 
Botanical Gardens and Arboretums. But half way through his time at Cambridge 
he decided to aim for ordination and transferred to the study of Theology. The 
Oratory of the Good Shepherd fathers in Cambridge greatly influenced his 
spiritual development. He spent much time to rowing, reading books and going 
to talks about pacifism and so failed to pass the tripos at the end of his fourth year 
but he did achieve the BA which was later made up to MA.

After Cambridge he went to Ardisadel College in Cape Coast. War broke out 
while he was on his way there and he became convinced that he should enlist 
in the army and so returned to England in 1940. He enlisted in the Grenadier 
Guards but soon transferred to the Sappers and learnt bridging and demolitions. 
He was commissioned 2nd Lieutenant and posted to India in 1941. After two years 
he volunteered for the Parachute Regiment and did about thirty jumps. He was 
now a Captain and sent to defend the eastern border of India against the Japanese’s 
last great push, which ultimately failed.

Timothy’s time in India was important for his spiritual development. Through 
friends he came to know and love the writings of St Therèse of Lisieux and St 
John of the Cross. He spent much time in personal prayer and made his first 
retreat, which was led by Fr Victor Shearburn CR, who encouraged him to apply 
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to the College at Mirfield for his theological preparation for the priesthood.
He was at the College of the Resurrection in 1946 and 47. He was ordained 

deacon in Southwark Cathedral on 21st December 1947 to serve in the parish of St 
George, Camberwell, and ordained priest a year later. It was a good training parish 
but after a year the vicar got married and left and was replaced by a married priest. 
Timothy fell in love but decided that he should not marry. As he later wrote, “he 
did not choose celibacy: celibacy chose him”. So after only two years as a curate 
Timothy came to Mirfield to test his vocation to the religious life. Like most 
priests in the Community he said a daily Mass: there were seven daily offices, daily 
meditation, reading and manual work. Silence was observed for approximately 
twelve hours during the night and during the day much quiet was required. After 
the first year novices were given outside work such as retreats, missions and Holy 
Week preaching. Timothy slipped into the life quite easily and was professed on 
22nd July 1952. He continued at Mirfield for two years and was then asked to go to 
South Africa to the priory at Sophiatown. At that time Fr George Sidebotham CR 
was the priest in charge.

Timothy was only a short time at Sophiatown because he was asked to move 
to St Peter’s College, Rosettenville, as the Vice-Principal under Fr Philip Speight 
CR the Principal. The College occupied the buildings now known as St Peter’s 
Lodge. He taught the Gospels and some Greek but was also responsible for the 
accounts and the catering. The students were all studying for the priesthood to 
serve all over Southern Africa and some became bishops, including Archbishop 
Desmond Tutu. A visitor remarks that on an afternoon when the students were 
doing chores Timothy did not boss them but was busy with a yellow duster. He 
was wearing shorts and tunic made of rough material with red braid round the 
neck and sleeves, the kind of uniform worn by black, household servants who did 
the rough work. Timothy may have worn them under his cassock to keep cool but 

l to r: Dr John Taylor, Hannah Stanton, Timothy CR, Desmond Tutu, Mr Stanley Mogoba
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also as a way of identifying with the oppressed.
After three years Fr Godfrey Pawson CR became Principal. He took over the 

accounts but asked Timothy to lecture in additional New Testament subjects. In 
1956 Hannah came out to South Africa to be Warden of the Toomelong Mission 
in Lady Selborne near Pretoria. She and Timothy were able to meet regularly and 
have holidays together. In 1960 Hannah was arrested and for a while shared a cell 
with Helen Joseph. Eventually Hannah was deported and Timothy travelled back 
to England with her. She wrote a book Go Well, Stay Well about her experiences. 
Timothy returned to Rosettenville and continued his work at the College. He 
remained in touch with Helen Joseph and celebrated Holy Communion in her 
house every week throughout her long years of house arrest.

Fr Aelred Stubbs CR became Principal and Timothy continued as Vice- 
Principal until the College moved to the Eastern Cape because Rosettenville was 
declared ‘white’ under the Group Areas Act. Timothy was recalled to Mirfield 
and on the way visited Kampala where Hannah was Warden of Mary Stuart Hall 
at Makerere. 

Timothy was asked to be Sacristan, which involved him in managing liturgical 
changes as a consequence of Vatican II. He was also Assistant Novice Guardian. 
Neither role suited Timothy but he did his best out of obedience. 

In 1966 a new Superior asked him to return to South Africa to St Peter’s 
College in the Federal Theological Seminary at Alice. He gave lectures on ‘Prayer 
and the Christian Life’ to all the students: Anglican, Congregational, Methodist 
and Presbyterian. In 1968 Timothy was appointed Rector of the parish of St 
Bartholomew, Alice, with its chapelries at Njwaxa and on the Hogsback. Inspired 
by Steve Biko, he started the Njwaxa leatherworks to ease the poverty of the people 
there and also built a dam to provide water for growing vegetables. He learnt 
to say Mass in Xhosa and drove about the parish in a small white truck. It was 
demanding work and not easy for Timothy, although all the people appreciated 
his ministry and loved him. In 1975 the Seminary was forced to move as it had 
been expropriated by the Government and handed over to Fort Hare University. 
Timothy remained to care for the parish until a priest was available to take his 
place and then moved to the school and mission at St Augustine’s, Penhalonga, in 
Rhodesia. The Community had been responsible for the mission for many years. 
He was asked to teach ‘O’ level Biology but teaching children was definitely not 
Timothy’s forte. He returned to England for a hip operation and then went back 
to Rosettenville in 1977 where he remained until 1985. 

With Timothy travelled two novices, both originally from Southern Africa. 
Timothy was given the responsibility of preparing them for profession in the hope 
that others would come to test their vocation at Rosettenville. Some came to visit, 
including Carl and Jansie Niehaus; a few did try the religious life but did not stay. 
In 1983 Timothy was required to give evidence for the prosecution in the trial of 
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Carl Niehaus for treason but refused and was sentenced to six months in prison 
for contempt of court. His conversations with other white prisoners left Timothy 
much more politicised than before.

In 1985 Timothy as assistant to Fr Noel Williams CR went to live in the Mission 
House of Holy Cross, Orlando West in Soweto. It was a parish CR had founded 
many years before. When Noel died, two lay brothers, Jeremy Platt and Charles 
Coles went to live with Timothy to continue to serve the parish. At this time the 
brethren in Rosettenville sold the Rosettenville Priory to St Martin’s School and 
moved to a small house in West Turffontein. The need to consolidate meant that the 
three brethren at Orlando West agreed to join the four in West Turffontein in 1988.

Timothy was able to give priority to prayer and reading. The political scene 
changed dramatically and Hannah was able to visit South Africa. Trevor Huddleston 
CR stayed in the Priory for a short while and brethren took part in the elections.

In 1993 Hannah became ill with cancer and Timothy returned to London to be 
with her until her death at the end of the year. She was just 80 years old. Timothy 
was supported with the love of many friends in England and on his return to 
South Africa. Apart from long leave in 1997 he remained at the West Turffontein 
Priory until it was closed in 2005 and he with the remaining brethren returned to 
Mirfield in the following year. 

Timothy was content to be at Mirfield. He was able to spend much time in 
prayer and reading. He took a daily walk and paid visits to relations and friends but 
mostly it was a quiet life which he loved. Conversation in a group or at table he 
found difficult partly because of shyness and increasing deafness but he enjoyed 
talking one to one. In his last year he needed a wheelchair to get to church. As 
was appropriate, his death on 16th January 2013 from pneumonia after a bad chest 
infection was unexpected and without fuss. 

In his last years Timothy wrote an account 
of his life to which this obituary is much 
indebted. His closing words were, “The goal 
of the spiritual life is to be lost in God, to live 
in a manner that God is all in all. O Lord, thank 
you for my life, I just offer it all to you.”

Not many CR brethren are called ‘holy’ 
but Timothy was. He was a shy, unthreatening 
man, a man of prayer, a loving priest, who lived 
out the religious vows of poverty, chastity and 
obedience, one who was conscious that God 
loved him, was grateful for all the blessings of 
this life and tried to respond by loving God 
and other people generously.

Crispin Harrison CR
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Andrew Norton CR

John Colin Norton tested his vocation to the Community of the Resurrection 
twice. The first time he was called Colin as there was another brother called 
John. But the second time he chose the name ‘Andrew’ because, as he told 

one of his former curates, he wanted, like the disciple, to bring people to the 
Lord. In fact this was the hallmark of his entire ministry as a priest before and 
during his years in the Community.

John was born at Ilford, Essex, on 29th May, 1925, but the family were in 
Coventry during World War II. His father, Stephen J. Norton, was an aeronautical 
engineer and often away from home. His mother was Doris Mary, nee Pocock. 
There was a brother, Peter, who was two years older and good at games and 
enjoyed outdoor activities. John loved music and books. 

John was evacuated to Lincoln for safety during the war where he enjoyed 
the school and its staff, with whom he remained in touch for the rest of his life. 
He belonged to a youth group attached to the Cathedral and began to sense a 
vocation to the priesthood. He did his National Service in the army, serving 
part of the time in India, though he never acquired a great liking for curry. 

Andrew (top row, left) as a Postulant in 1960
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Awarded a bursary to Magdalene College, Oxford, he read Politics, Philosophy 
and Economics (PPE) from 1947-50 and then went to Cuddesdon for his 
preparation for the ministry. 

He was ordained deacon in 1952, priest the following year, and had a disciplined, 
somewhat old-fashioned curacy on the large staff of St Mary Redcliffe, Bristol. In 
1957 he moved as curate to a housing estate parish at Bitterne Park, Winchester, 
and then came to Mirfield to test his vocation to the religious life. It did not 
seem right and in 1963 he was given charge of the parish of St Mary with St 
Peter, Bishopwearmouth, in the diocese of Durham. While there he built St 
Columba’s church and it is said that when the walls were being built he used to 
give them a hefty kick to check that they were solid. 

By now John Norton was an experienced and devoted parish priest. He 
was appointed vicar of the flourishing parish of All Saints, Clifton, Bristol, in 
1968 and remained there until 1980. A gifted preacher and teacher, he had a 
string of curates who found him a hard task master but they received a rigorous 
training, second to none. At his Monday clergy staff meetings he would go 
through absences, sickness and visiting needs. Unexplained absences from the 
congregation for a couple of weeks would result in a phone call – “Vicar here.” 
he would say, “How are you? We missed you at mass on Sunday.” During his 
Bristol years he was asked to take charge of several vacant, adjoining parishes 
and was rewarded with an honorary canonry of Bristol. In 1980 he returned to 
the north to become vicar of Penistone near Barnsley. He remained there for 
only three years before coming again to the Community of the Resurrection 
at Mirfield, although in his last illness parishioners from Penistone visited him 
regularly. 

After a two-year novitiate Andrew made his first profession on 31st December 
1985. He remained at Mirfield for the next five years in which time he travelled 
to London to take an Ignatian course in spiritual direction, which he put to 
good use leading Open Door Retreats first at Mirfield and later when he was 
in South Africa. These retreats enable people to make a retreat while living at 
home. It requires nine weeks of weekly evening or afternoon group meetings 
with the retreat giver, who specifies subjects for daily meditation during the 
following week. Andrew introduced these retreats to South African churches 
and trained others there to give them. As well as giving him opportunities for 
providing spiritual guidance, these retreats brought contacts with many people 
which Andrew greatly enjoyed.

In 1989 Andrew was sent to St Peter’s Priory, West Turffontein, some four 
kilometres west of Rosettenville in the southern suburbs of Johannesburg. 
He was appointed Provincial and Prior in 1998 and remained there until the 
Community withdrew from South Africa in 2006. After his death a memorial 
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requiem was held in St Peter’s Priory Church, Rosettenville, attended by ninety 
people, including three bishops, which testifies to the affection felt for him in 
South Africa.

In the last six years at Mirfield Andrew became increasingly frail and for 
over a year he was confined to bed and required much nursing care. Finally he 
slipped into unconsciousness and died on 9th December, 2012. Well done, good 
and faithful servant, enter into the joy of your Lord.

Crispin Harrison CR

Professor David Dilks writes:
After the bombing of Coventry in mid-November 1940, which left much of the 
city a smoking ruin, some of the pupils and staff of Bablake School were evacuated 
at short notice to Lincoln. My father, a teacher of English, and my mother, found 
themselves in charge of 26 boys billeted in a house of no more than middling 
size. Many of their charges were still young; some had seen parents or relatives or 
neighbours killed or injured; all had to be 
fed somehow on wartime rations. Among 
the boys billeted there was John Norton. 
Long years afterwards, my parents told 
me time and again that he had been a 
tower of strength to them and everyone 
in the house. He had blend of scholarly 
and musical interests which delighted my 
father. He was serious and sober without 
being in the least solemn. 

Later, he would come to visit my parents 
whenever he could; he would write long 
letters, with a twist of wry humour and a 
gift for compression which amused and 
entertained them, as he knew it would. 
On the afternoon of my mother's death, 
a few days short of her 98th birthday, she 
had read with delight a card and letter 
from Fr. Andrew, describing his ministry 
in Johannesburg and replete with his 
kindness, good sense and optimism. She 
said to my brother, whom Andrew had 
first encountered in Lincoln 65 years 
before, “Isn't it wonderful that he should 
remember me?”
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What energy!

There has been much talk in the press and by politicians about Romanians 
coming to the UK (or not) later this year. In November Nicolas CR and 
I went in the other direction for ten days. We were renewing links. We 

stayed in and visited monasteries, some deep in the mountains surrounded by 
forest. We spent a week-end in a parish. We talked with students at the Orthodox 
Theological Faculty in the city of Iaşi, and with students of a seminary who 
are of high school age. We were welcomed by at least two bishops. We were 
taken to a beautifully-renovated 19th century Opera House. And we had one 
uproarious evening at a family dinner and sang - of course - On Ilkley Moor 
bar t’at (with further relatives coming along to take a peek at these two exotic 
Western religious). We even went down a salt mine - now a tourist attraction 
and heaving with families and young people; a far cry from days not too distant 
when the state consigned priests and monks to hard labour there.

The energy was not so much ours. We struggled to keep up with the 
itinerary and the many sumptuous meals we were given. Our young Romanian 
companions however thought nothing of an extra sixty miles to take in another 
monastery. But the outpouring of energy that really struck me was that of the 
country as a whole, and especially of the church. I had visited Romania in the 
mid-1990s, been very warmly received, but found a country looking tired, with 
glimmers of possibilities just beginning to spark in people’s minds. Now we 
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arrived in a brand new airport. The signs of a consumer culture line the roads. 
Modern plumbing is now standard (thankfully). Many have built new homes 
for themselves, and we saw construction everywhere we went.

But the real eye-opener is in the churches. Communism forbade the Orthodox 
Church from displaying energy. New churches were not built; monasteries 
were closed, especially to younger people; prospects were taken from faithful 
Christians. And so these past twenty years since Ceauşescu have witnessed 
a resurgence of faith. Every town and village seems to have its new church 
buildings, each filled with frescoes of icons of stunning quality. Any old church 
building is reverently preserved and attracts worshippers, but a new and larger 
one is needed as well. One church in the industrial town of Ploieşti, which was 
just foundations in 1995, now rises with startling cathedral-like dimensions into 
the sky (“the Holy Spirit has been the architect,” says the parish priest), and has 
a full complement of parish rooms and activities around it. And what is true of 
the parishes is even more true of the monasteries, both those for monks and 
those for nuns. They filled up with young people after 1989 and, although these 
numbers have since slowed down, the monasteries too all seem to have new 
churches with new and very beautiful colonnaded monastic buildings around 
them, bright with geraniums. There is a real sense that a church building is in 
itself an act of continuous worship - and the more churches there are, the more 
God is praised. The evident commitment to which these witness is not just that 
of energy, but of resources - time, people and especially money. They manifest 
faith through stone.

Building churches is what Romania has most wanted to do with its new-
found freedom and (relatively) greater wealth. Romania is a young country. Its 
few ancient remains date mostly from the fourteenth century. Its records hardly 
go back beyond the seventeenth century. It was constituted in 1878 when the 
Ottomans were ejected, and it did not take its present shape until 1918. What 
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with European fascism, war and Soviet-dominated Communism, the nation has 
hardly had an opportunity previously to get going. There is a sense that now 
is the time to lay the foundations of what Romania is meant to be - and that 
this identity is established (as it always has been) on the Orthodox Church and 
on the Latinate Romanian language. It is a combination which makes Romania 
unique, and self-consciously a bridge for the European East with the West.

But is this the right way to be expending energy? That is hard to read. These 
new buildings will require upkeep. Vocations to monasteries are dropping, and 
there are many with a sense of vocation to secular priesthood for whom there 
are no openings. There is uncertainty about the future: a fear of encroaching 
secularism - the debilitating lure of the West’s materialism. People live with 
strain concerning employment and personal finances, which is different from 
the hardships they knew under Communism. Some look back with (inaccurate?) 
nostalgia to simpler times when the government provided. There is a sense that 
EU standards have harmed Romanian productivity. Investment in agriculture is 
low, despite it being Romania’s most durable source of wealth. People continue 
to live close to the land. Horses drawing cart-loads of wood from the forest 
for domestic heating are a common sight, even on major roads. Food comes 
as much from the small-holding as from the supermarket, and many, even 
professional families, need to grow their own. In one home we ate delicious 
mushrooms which had been unearthed by the family dog that day in the woods. 
Meanwhile, the young continue to be attracted away by opportunities in other 
countries. On the other hand, we found medical facilities of the highest standard, 
students engaged with learning and the world of thought, and a vibrant cultural 
life. Everyone is connected to one another, talking without respite on mobile 
phones - we learnt to expect a charming call from those we had visited checking 
a few days later to see that we were well. People sing. And they enjoy people’s 
company in an obvious and unaffected way.

It is a mix different from that in the UK or other Western countries. Highly 
articulate and professional women go naturally to Church, heads veiled, to kiss 
the icons and assist the men who perform the liturgy. Welcoming the new sits 
mentally alongside fear and rejection of difference: this is especially hard on 
Hungarian and Roma neighbours who have long lived alongside Romanians. 
‘Ecumenism’ too is widely thought to be a threatening force.

Yes, reading this moment in Romanian life is difficult. My own reading, after 
only brief exposure, is this. I found myself - for the first time - in a country with 
a natural sense of an integrated, authentic culture. And in Romania, this culture 
is that of the Church, a Christian culture. It is rooted in the liturgy, with a lively 
sense that the saints are among us - or perhaps, that we are with the saints. 
The past is not gone but a continuing presence. We move and say our prayers 
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among the icons. The sayings of the Fathers are for us - we recognise the life 
of which they are speaking as ours and they are our spiritual fathers. The way 
of the monk is a discrete one from that of the parish, but it is not separate nor 
opting out. Parishes come in great numbers on pilgrimage to monasteries (we 
saw the refectory to seat three hundred pilgrims at Crasna monastery, which is 
by no means easy to get to). People recognise in the monk the living of a life 
handed down through the years, one to which they too belong; a life given 
character in prayer and penitence but focussed in a particularly clear way in the 
monasteries. They welcome a spiritual mentor - and we met several. One or two 
were downright barmy, but most gentle and wise vessels of grace.

This amounts to a vibrant and confident expressing of our common humanity 
in response to God. Nicolas and I saw this particularly vividly when we attended 
the consecration of a new parish church in Râmnicu Vâlcea. Locals thronged the 
Bishop and his party as they arrived and ascended the steps. We jostled with little 
old ladies experienced in getting to the front of a crowd. Young men formed a 

choir and sang litanies. The 
priests gathered round and 
intoned, or then thought 
of something that was 
needed and brought it over, 
or greeted one another 
and parishioners jovially. 
We moved from liturgical 
action to informality quite 
naturally in a way familiar 
to all visitors to Orthodox 
churches. Outside and in 
were blessed with holy oil; 

the newly-painted saints looked down 
from their frescoes; candles wrapped 
in towels were handed around; the 
maximum possible number (plus a few 
more) squeezed into the small sanctuary 
area to sanctify the altar, holy tools and 
red plastic buckets both to hand and 
hot wax bubbling in a pan. Relics were 
fixed into the altar and sealed under the 
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colours of the Romanian flag. And everywhere phones were held aloft recording 
the holy in digital photographs.

In the West, we can try to stand outside our faith and question and reason 
from some other, prior standpoint. We consciously, intentionally think our 
way towards a Christian response. Not here. In Romania, it seemed to me the 
Christian life simply is, and people choose whether to live it well or less so. It 
has an organic feel: many of the monasteries and village scenes are achingly 
beautiful and Romanians recognise and value this native beauty. Romanian life 
comes layered with the wisdom of generations, as the straightforward daily 
farewell domnul ajuta (‘God be your helper’) suggests. For the Western Christian 
this is liberating (and exhausting) and a surprise, like a home or family one never 
knew one had.

Yes, there are questions as to what this will mean for the future and how 
young Romanians may prepare for living in a wider world. But in Mirfield we 
have benefitted enormously from our Romanian visitors and from the Orthodox 
parish of St. Macarius, which grew up here and now flourishes in Leeds. We are 
meeting family and being re-united with our other, more mindful, selves. So, 
when you read of Romanians coming to the UK this autumn, pray that their 
faith may revivify our perception of the living Christ in human lives.

Oswin Gartside CR

PS. To find our more, see Nicolas’ book on the Romanian Christian way to God:
Bearers of the Spirit: Spiritual Fatherhood in Romanian Orthodoxy

Nicolas Stebbing CR, Cistercian Publications 2003, ISBN 0 87907 701 8,
available through our bookshop at Mirfield: 

theshop@mirfield.org.uk Tel.: 01924 483345.
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Give Thanks To The Lord For He Is Gracious

People who know us well in CR know that we complain a lot. Like all 
English people we complain about the weather. We complain about the 
Church, we complain about each other, we complain about having too 

much work to do, we complain about the Community ... and so it goes on. In 
that respect we are probably like any other family.

And yet, it must occur sometimes to some who hear us complain, "If they 
feel like that, why do they stay? Why indeed did they ever come and join this 
Community, if life in it is so dreadful?"  Lent is a time to give thanks. It is a time 
we remember the goodness of God and the wonderful things he has done for us. 
He has not just done wonderful things in the past; he will do wonderful things 
in the future, but if we are busy complaining we probably will not notice them.
Again we have to ask ourselves, if people come to see us with the thought that 
they might join us, what will they see? Will they want to join a Community that 
is always complaining? Will they wonder if they can spend 40 years in such a 
company? Could not there be a little joy?

Well, I cannot speak for my Brethren, only for myself. Despite my own 
complaining (and there is lots of that) can I really give thanks to God? It takes a 
bit of thinking about but, Yes, I can.

God has called me to this life. That is a wonderful privilege. God's call singles •	
each one of us out and makes it clear we are special to him. The life he has 
called me to has not turned out the way I thought it would and on reflection 
that is a good thing. It has not always been comfortable; it has not always 
been easy, but it has been full of excitement, changes, new experiences. It 
really has been fun.
This life is the religious life. It seems crazy to most people – no sex, no •	
personal possessions, no freedom to do just what I want. Sometimes those 
are hard for me to live with, but actually I do not want the other kind of life. 
I love the freedom we have to serve God wherever he wants us to be. I love 
the largeness of this life, the big horizons, even if the winds sometimes blow 
quite cruelly through them. 
I like the prayer. What I call prayer would not be much to write about – •	
liturgical prayer, singing in community; silent times in the dark without much 
seeming to go on. Prayer is that time spent with God which is impossible to 
describe but as necessary to a religious as food and sleep.
I have loved the experiences: the travel involved in ecumenical work, the •	
new countries I have visited, Romania, Germany, even India. I have loved 
meeting other religious: Roman Catholic, Orthodox and Reformed who 
share the same life as we do, only they seem to do it much better with love, 
generosity and freedom. 
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I love the new friends, people •	
who have visited us here as guests 
and hugely enriched my life; 
students I taught who are now 
priests who welcome me into their 
homes, and the old friends who 
are still around in Zimbabwe and 
here. Religious life is a life which 
is rich in friendships.

I cannot say I always like •	
my brethren. I am sure they do 
not always like me, but there is 
something very good about being 
bound together in a Community, 
living the same vows, caring for 

the same life, discovering each others' differences and sometimes delighting 
in each others' ways. It is interesting that often it is the brethren we find 
most difficult whom we talk about with most affection after they have 
died. Perhaps the challenge to love them has finally born fruit! I do love the 
eccentricities of my Brethren. That is one of the richest parts of the diet.
I have loved being back in Africa, especially Zimbabwe. CR has made it •	
possible for me to do work there which seems useful and which I enjoy, and 
to combine it with my monastic life. It is not often we get everything (well, 
almost everything!) we want.
And then there is God. What can one say there? He is so big, eternal, all •	
powerful – it is amazing he bothers with me, but he does. And he comes across 
to me as gentle, loving, caring, sometimes laughing, sometimes teasing. He 

is never angry though 
he is often sad. His 
touch gives new life, 
new fire, new joy to 
take me through life. It 
is only here, in this life, 
in this place I can find 
him like that. That is 
the main reason to give 
thanks.

Nicolas Stebbing CR
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Witchcraft versus Jesus Christ: Spirituality in Zimbabwe

My trip to Zimbabwe with Father Nicolas this year has given me lots 
of impressions and experiences I could write about. However, this 
would go beyond the scope of this article and so I have chosen two 

topics that I would like to dwell on.
One question came up for me over and over again during our stay and it 

probably is the most crucial one when talking about Africa: Why is this continent 
in such a mess? Extreme poverty, starvation, AIDS, civil wars … to name only a 
few of the massive problems most of these countries are facing. 

There are plenty of theories on this issue and I do not want to delve into 
this discussion any further. I shall rather raise a new aspect which I was not 
really aware of before going to Zimbabwe: the spiritual dimension. Beforehand 
I should say that I am only describing my personal experiences and thoughts 
and certainly do not want to wrong anybody. I am aware that it is not correct to 
speak of ‘the’ Africans. I shall use this term simply for the sake of convenience. 
Certainly there are exceptions to what I am writing below.

We were in Zimbabwe with the Anglican Church which, together with the 

A crowd is listening to some evangelical preachers on the High Street in Harare 
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Roman Catholics and Methodists, represents the traditional and established 
churches in the country. Contrary to that, there is a trend in recent years of 
rapidly growing independent churches. These are usually evangelical groups with 
self-appointed apostles or prophets as ministers. One Sunday, a Zimbabwean 
friend took me to one of these apostolic churches. We arrived a bit too late and 
so the minister was already in full swing: Screaming and shouting he built up 
his congregation to a state of hysteria and preached in a way that had next to 
nothing to do with ‘real’ Christian teaching but was rather meaningless self-
promotion. After about an hour this guy was still going on and I felt more and 
more uncomfortable, so when I could not bear it any longer we left.

This experience made clear to me that African people have a different attitude 
to spiritual experience and are far more receptive than we are in Europe, where 
since the Enlightenment reason reigns supreme. In Zimbabwe it is commonly 
accepted that witchcraft and sorcery exist. While we were there, an incident 
happened in Harare where the house of a traditional healer was blown up and 
several people died. The unanimous opinion of all the papers was that witchcraft 
was behind this explosion: the witch had tried to use powers that were too strong 
for him, so he lost control and thus the detonation was caused. In Europe you 
might find this kind of story only on All Fools’ Day; in Africa this is not a joke 
at all. Only a few days later it emerged that this traditional healer had indeed 
tampered with a bomb. He had wanted to remove some part of the explosive 
device which is currently traded on the black market at maximum prices. So the 
entire story was no more than just an unfortunate accident! But still, nobody I 
spoke to about this incident was sure what role witchcraft had played in all this. 

Even though most people in Zimbabwe are members of Christian churches, 
natural religion and worship of ancestors is still deeply rooted in culture and 
even being practised. In the morning people go to church, in the evening they 
often get together to call upon the departed.

In Zimbabwe, the line between reality and illusion, between truth and 
deception becomes blurred. It is not easy always to work out exactly what is 
going on and for me that was sometimes slightly scary. One night, the guard 
dogs where I was staying were barking constantly for about an hour. When I 
mentioned it the next day I was told that they probably had sensed the witches 
passing our house on their way to carry out their craft. Very reassuring!!

But back to what all this might have to do with the misery of Africa: this 
ancestor worship seems to be very destructive. It is something that destroys rather 
than serves life. Fear plays a central role and influences what people do: they are 
afraid the dead are not satisfied with the deeds of their descendants. They are 
stuck in a dilemma: as soon as something goes wrong, for example if one gets 
sick, that is without question the punishment of the ancestors. Your family then 
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will put pressure on you somehow to win back the ancestor’s favour. If this works 
out and you are back on track, envy comes into play. If anyone seems to be too 
prosperous, a witch may be asked to keep the success of the competitor within 
limits by cursing him. Often when a person is struck by lightning he is believed 
to have been cursed by a witch. It is striking that the power of these witches is 
used exclusively to destroy. Instead of working on one’s own success, as our 
Western capitalism suggests, it is seen as more effective to harm the opponent. 
And so of course the spiral spins downwards, further and further. 

To return now to the established churches: I had been quite sceptical of mission 
work in the developing world. I had the image of us white people forcing our 
Christian beliefs on other people and their culture and thus destroying it. But 
from what I have now seen in Zimbabwe, I see it is absolutely vital for these 
people to experience Jesus who offers them the resurrection and a fullness of life, 
in contrast to the envy and destruction that traditional religion holds for them. 
Here in Europe, church and faith are widely regarded as quite nice additions to 
our lives, but people think they could as well survive without them. In contrast, 
being a Christian in Zimbabwe is utterly essential and indispensable to life! If 
ancestor worship and traditional healers still hold a tremendous power in the 
21st century, then one needs to respond to this with an even more powerful 
Jesus and by contrasting the demons with the Holy Spirit. Suddenly, believing 
in Jesus gains a deeply existential importance! This insight was very significant 
for me as I had been baptised in the CR church just before this journey. I got an 
impressive taste of how vital the Christian faith can be.

Secondly I want to share 
a bit about my encounters 
with the kids who are 
supported by the Tariro 
charity.  

This was my first visit 
to Africa. Beforehand I 
had pictured myself being 
surrounded by a dozen 
little black kids and I was 
asking myself how I would 
react. These ‘little black 
kids’ are known to most of 
us Westerners only from 
the newspaper. There they 
tend to be all lumped together, being described as orphans, malnourished and 
HIV-positive. Their misery is so overwhelming that we had better not reflect on 

The kids in St. Augustine’s teaching me the game with pebbles
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them any further; when we turn the page they are already gone from our minds. 
But for me, they suddenly were not in the paper anymore, they were real. And 
they were staring at me, their eyes wide open, feeling insecure towards this 
white guy who had appeared all of a sudden. There I was, in exactly the situation 
I had imagined myself in, and I did not know how to react. Should I take the 
initiative, speak to them, shake their hands? But then I realized that this moment 
of mutual shyness was absolutely natural and authentic. Is not it completely 
normal that you are a little hesitant when meeting somebody new, especially if 
the culture gap is as extreme as in this case? But once these first moments were 
overcome, both sides were able to open up in a very genuine way. 

This is what my first contact with the kids was like. In course of time I became 
more relaxed and confident just to chat with the teenagers. It was interesting to 
find out about their lives, which in some respects are so different from the way 
kids grow up over here. On a closer look however, there are more parallels than 
you would expect. Moreover, British football was always a convenient topic to 
strike up a conversation. The younger kids obviously did not speak any English, 
so once my ten words in Shona were exhausted we had to find other means 
of communication. On these occasions my camera came into play and it was 
delightful how the kids enjoyed posing as if they were celebrities.

I am grateful for having been 
able to get a view behind the 
earlier stereotypes. For me, 
these ‘little black kids’ now 
have faces, names, stories and 
a favourite team in the Premier 
League. What impressed me 
overall was to see their effort to 
make the best of the little they 
have. There was one occasion 
when the kids in St. Augustine’s 
taught me a game of skill with 
pebbles. They were real experts 
at it and it seemed as if they had 
practised it from an early age. If 

there is nothing else around to play with, you simply play with pebbles!
These kids might be materially poor and some faces tell of a traumatic history. 

But I found it all the more impressive how, despite all their misery, most of them 
were radiating life and hope.

Jan Oliva
a student from Germany, living alongside CR at Mirfield 

Visiting the sisters and ‘their’ kids at Shirley Cripps
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Jan was baptised in the Community 
Church on Epiphany 2013 and 
confirmed by + Stephen Wakefield on 
St Joseph’s Day 2013.
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An Evangelical looks at Ritual (Part 2 )

Altars
As Evangelicals we are quick to dismiss any reference to ‘altar’ within our 
worship space. More than that, we are quick to link altars with the worship of 
idols. I think this fear is dangerous (and silly in some sense), and it certainly is 
not what Catholics try to express by using the word. For the purpose of avoiding 
confusion, I call the Communion Table an “altar” in the following paragraphs.

Altars are always places where the things we love the most are given to God. 
The most famous story has to be Abraham’s sacrifice of Isaac in Genesis 22. 
Isaac was Abraham’s only son and he meant the world to him, especially in light 
of everything that God had promised Abraham – both land and descendants. 
Abraham, having built the altar, was willing to sacrifice his only son for God. All 
his hopes, dreams and the very promise of God were placed upon Isaac and he 
was willing to bring that to the altar. In other parts of scripture, altars are given 
names to illustrate a particular character of God or reflect an incident where 
God has fulfilled a promise: ‘The Lord provides’, ‘The Lord is Mighty’ and so 
on. Today, in our churches, our altars should be called ‘The Lord is here’. Altars 
should be Christ-centred and reflect his character – that he has promised to be 
here with us. They should be places where we bring our lives and be willing to 
give them up in place of God’s will.

First of all, there is the act of circling the altar, often with incense. This 
seems quite a scary act and leads us to believe that the altar is being prepared 
for a sacrifice – maybe to sacrifice Christ again. However, we know, as do the 
Catholics, that Christ died once for all. It is important from this point on to 

understand that Catholics do not 
believe they are killing Christ again. 
There is a sense that remembering 
the death of Christ is in history – it 
happened and it is over. However, 
Catholics believe that remembering 
Christ’s death rings through eternity; 
just as the Lamb was slain before the 
foundation of the world, so to Lamb 
is slain throughout time. We can only 
celebrate that in the power of Christ’s 
resurrection. What Catholics are 
doing by circling the altar is to affirm 
that we are about to partake in the 
death of Christ in these resurrection 
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days. The incense prepares the space that is set aside for this most central act of 
Christian worship. The Jewish idea of the Passover is centred round the table or 
the place where the meal happens. So to our Christian worship is now centred 
round a table on which a heavenly banquet is prepared.

Second, as Evangelicals, I get the impression sometimes that we would hate 
to think that what goes on in our church building is even a glimpse of what goes 
on in our hearts. After all, our worship is intimate and between us and God. I 
would like to suggest that what goes on around the altars in our churches is what 
should be going on in our hearts, both individually and corporately. Just as the 
circling of the altar and its preparation reflect our willingness to make that space 
set aside or, dare I say, ‘holy’, so too we should be setting aside that space in our 
hearts to receive Christ, who makes himself known to us in the breaking of the 
bread. Charles Wesley 
would seem to suggest 
that our hearts become 
an altar for the Lord: 
O thou who camest from 
above the pure celestial fire 
to impart, kindle a flame of 
sacred love on the mean altar 
of my heart. Well, what 
Charles is writing about 
is nothing different to 
what happens on the 
altars in our churches – 
we are making Christ known to the world in a very human way, by breaking 
bread – that fire is being kindled in our actions and in bread and God’s love is 
being made known and declared.

Altars and tables are the same thing. Even at our dinner tables, we use them 
as altars. We take dinner on plates and offer thanks to God in form of the ‘grace’. 
We do the same at communion – we take our food and we offer it for God to use 
as he pleases in our lives.

Thirdly, I would like to suggest that, and this is not new, we remind ourselves 
that a sacrifice is being made on the altar. The sacrifice is our own sacrifice of 
praise and thanksgiving. On the altar we take the ordinary things of our life, like 
money and gifts, bread to fill us and wine to cheer us, and we ask that we may 
remember something so extraordinary – that Christ died to show God’s love 
for us.

It is important that we do not lose touch with the word ‘altar’ just because it 
does not appear in many versions of the prayer book. It is a word and place within 
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our churches that needs special attention and care lest it be misunderstood. What 
takes place on the table in our churches is something divine – Christ is made 
known and reveals himself to us again and again and again and again. Christ 
died once, but yet he made himself known by breaking bread after walking to 
Emmaus. He gives us hope that our broken lives can be transformed too. What 
takes place on the table is a mirror image not only of that perfect feast that is 
ongoing in heaven, but it should mirror what goes on in our own hearts – a place 
dedicated to his glory and presence, a place where God is made known and loved 
and where others are valued and welcomed, a place where we lay down our fears 
and where God picks them up, a place where we surrender our lives to God by 
giving back to him the very normal things of life. It is a place where sacrifice 
takes place. Because of the perfect sacrifice of his Son, we must sacrifice what 
we have to offer – thanks and praise.

The Deacon
The Deacon usually plays an important part during each Eucharistic service in 
Catholic settings. In the opening processions into the church body, the Deacon 
carries the book of the Gospels, usually high above their head. The Deacon then 
processes to the centre of the church to read the Gospel account in the midst 
of the people. In some sense, the Deacon represents and plays the same role as 
Mary, Jesus’ mother. As she carried the Word in her womb, so to the Deacon 
carries the Word of God into the centre of the church, so it may be born amongst 
them. Mary was willing and said ‘yes’ to God’s call. The Deacon is in the process 
of discerning and learning, carrying out God’s will. Then the climax; Mary gives 
birth – the Messiah has pitched his tent amongst us and through him we are 
saved. So to the Deacon gives birth to the words of the Gospel so all who hear 
may believe and be saved by Jesus Christ.

What is interesting 
is that Catholics are 
often criticised for not 
being more scripturally 
focused. The Catholics 
often blame the 
Evangelicals for 
worshipping the Bible 
and not God! However, 
from my experience, 
the Catholic practice 
holds scripture just as 
central to faith, practice 
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and belief as Evangelicals do. Both can be accused therefore of worshipping the 
Bible and missing God and both can be accused of underestimating the centrality 
of scripture within out Christian worship. By preaching at lengths on passages 
of scripture and by memorising texts, Evangelicals are showing that they hold 
scripture dearly. By lifting the book of the Gospels, having the readings and 
psalms so dramatically read and sung, Catholics too are also acknowledging to 
the world that this is sacred.

As the Gospel is processed down the aisle to be read, it is flanked (sometimes) 
by two candles, incense and the crucifix. For me the sheer amount of people 
surrounding the Deacon reading the Gospel and the very items they hold up, 
illustrate that the Gospel needs defending and protecting as it is released verbally 
into the world. There are even times when the Gospel being read does not 
mention the central theme or feast of that particular day or Sunday. For example, 
the Pentecost story is not in the four Gospels, but yet the Gospel still is processed 
and read last, because it is so important. This really illustrates how central the 
Gospel, the revelation of Christ into the world, is for Christians. Without it, all 
other scripture is void, unfulfilled and does not make sense. Christ, the Word, is 
central in our worship, and that really is a message that needs protecting as it is 
released into the world.

The Gospel procession also involves so many other tiny details that can be 
missed if you blink! The Deacon receives a blessing from the Priest – the person 
who represents Christ before the whole congregation. In ourselves, I guess we 
are not worthy even to read the Gospel of Christ, but yet, we pray that we might 
be ready to read. When the Gospel is read we hear about Christ and Christ meets 
us and challenges us and once again shows that he loves us. Just before reading 
the Gospel, the Deacon signs himself with three small crosses – one on his 
head, one on his lips and one over his heart. As well as being another sign that 
what we are about to read is central 
to our salvation in Christ, it is a way 
of marking the head that processes 
and hears Christ, the lips that then 
confess him as Lord and Saviour and 
then the heart that learns to love and 
submit to him.

Carl Melville
Carl is an Ordinand from St. 

Edmondsbury and Ipswich Diocese 
currently studying at Trinity College 

Bristol. Previously he lived alongside CR
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Sherugwi – A New Tariro Group

It was a long drive from Masvingo, first on tarmac for about an hour, and 
then on a rugged dirt road for more than an hour. As we arrived at St Francis 
Mission the heavens opened and the mother of all African storms came 

down and raged for over an hour. In a classroom we met the ten children of 
our new group, dressed in their bright new school uniforms, looking slightly 
apprehensive of this invader from outer space. It was a touching experience. 
Sherugwi is a poor area and at St Francis over 70% of the children lack at least 
one parent. Quite recently five CHT Sisters moved there from Bonda. These 
sisters will care for this group.

There were six girls and four boys waiting for us. I insisted that we would 
only take ten to start with, but we heard of another boy who came every day to 
plead with the Sisters to send him to school. So we have taken him on too. The 
sisters told us at once that most of the children do not get enough to eat, so we 
left some money to buy food to give them when they come to school.

They were sweet kids, quite tongue-tied in front of me, but with lovely bright 
eyes and so excited that they can go back to school. Over the past two years 

we have learned a lot about how to care for 
these sort of children: how their education 
has been disrupted; their food is poor; they 
have to work hard in the fields; they are 
often traumatised by the deaths of parents. 
We have made mistakes and tried to learn 
from them.

How much does it cost? For each of these 
primary children it cost about £50.00 to buy 
their school uniforms, equipment (books, 
pencils, satchels) for the first term. In April 
we must buy them jerseys and pay another 
£10.00 each for school fees. It is not a lot of 
money for us, but it is far beyond the reach 
of the families they come from.

As I left St Francis, back over the dirt 
road I felt real joy. I am so lucky to be able 
to help these kids with the money I get from 
people in England. It has already completely 
changed their lives.

Nicolas Stebbing CR
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Retreats in May at Mirfield

In Good Company: An Enneagram retreat (3rd-5th May)
In this retreat, led by Revd. Stephen Spencer, we will look at the company of 
Jesus' disciples and their differing natures and how Jesus reached out to them 
and brought healing to their lives in different ways, not least through the events 
of Holy Week. We will ask whether we can especially identify with one of them 
and so explore how we also can receive inner healing from Jesus. The retreat will 
draw on insights from the Enneagram, a well-established Christian tool for personal 
spiritual direction. It will at look at Martha and Mary, Andrew and Simon Peter, 
Judas Iscariot, Thomas, Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus as examples of the 
different types of person described by the Enneagram. The retreat will include some 
reflection on New Testament passages, some suggestions for further reading and 
an opportunity to talk individually to the retreat conductor during the weekend.
The cost of this weekend is £150.00.

Dream Along with Michael Mitton (10th-12th May)
Canon Michael Mitton is a well known and popular speaker, writer and retreat giver 
from the evangelical tradition. He has led Quiet Days at Mirfield before, and now 
he is coming to give a weekend retreat. Here is an opportunity to experience the 
silence and worship of a monastic community with talks by an experienced priest 
speaking on the subject of his recently published book Dreaming of Home.
The cost of this weekend is £170.00.

Participants are welcome to stay on until Monday breakfast at no extra charge.
Bookings can be made through The Guest Brother, House of the Resurrection, 
Mirfield, West Yorks WF14 0BN, or email guests@mirfield.org.uk 
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Fun Day – 7th July
2.00 – 5.00pm Activities, stalls, raffles, tea, a bar and an opportunity to see the grounds 

and the Church for any who would like to come.

CR Festival Day and Companions Day
~ 13th July ~

10.00  Companions and Friends of CR gather for coffee/tea
10.30  Companions Talk 

12.00  Festival Mass of the Resurrection (with Sermon and renewal of 
Companions’ promises)

1.00  Light lunches and refreshments available 
2.00 – 3.30  Pilgrimage visits to the Church.
 Opportunities for confession and prayer for healing with laying on of 

hands and anointing.
 Workshops.
3.30 – 4.00 Adoration and Benediction
4.30 Evensong

Bookshop. 20 acres of grounds, including rose garden, 
fish-pond, playing field, labyrinth.

All visitors welcome. There is no need to book but if you are planning to bring a 
large group from your parish, please contact Oswin CR with approximate numbers: 

ogartside@mirfield.org.uk 01924 483349. 

If you would like to stay on Friday night in order to take part in more, please contact the 
Guestbrother (guests@mirfield.org.uk) or House of the Resurrection, Mirfield. West Yorks 
WF14 0BN

July Events at Mirfield 2013
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St Adain’s Roman Catholic Church, Mirfield, invited CR brothers, 
students and guests to Benediction on Sunday 24th February 2013.
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Companions’ Notes

At Easter we give thanks again for our salvation and life in the Risen Lord and 
Brethren and Companions will reflect on their commitment to the life made 
new that Christ gives to us in baptism. Companions will soon be sending back 
their commitment cards which will be placed on the altar at the Eucharist on the 
CR Festival day on July 13th (see separate notice).

There will be a Companion’s Pilgrimage to Walsingham 31st May - 3rd June 
(see Companion’s website). At a meeting of the Northern Council in February 
it was agreed to hold a Companion’s study course 6th – 8th September. Further 
details will be published in the next CRQ.

Fr John Gribben CR

RIP Fred Jones

Book Reviews

Choose Life. Christmas and Easter Sermons. Rowan Williams. 
Bloomsbury. £10.99

Rowan Williams was the best theologian we have had on the throne of 
Canterbury since Michael Ramsey, if not since St Anselm. He was (and still is!) 
a deeply godly man with insights into the Christian life which never cease to 
amaze, inspire, and often discomfort those who read him. Naturally the media 
did not understand him, wanting him always to produce nice easy statements 
and simple actions which would make it possible to pigeon-hole him like 
a politician or an efficient chief executive of a multinational company. Sadly 
too his fellow Anglicans did not appreciate him, expecting him to solve the 
problems of the Anglican Communion with brisk actions which would actually 
have only divided us further. Unfortunately too his writing is often hard to 
penetrate. I say ‘often’ because, while Lost Icons lost me quite early on, Tokens of 
Trust was so beautiful, clear and inspiring I wished I could have learned it off by 
heart! The book reviewed here, Choose Life, is like that. Rowan generally speaks 
more clearly than he writes and in these sermons we have beautiful simplicity 
and really interestingly new ideas on the mysteries of the Incarnation and 
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Resurrection; that is, he expresses over and over again the faithfulness and love 
of God, the attractiveness of Jesus and how Christian life is never detached from 
this world in which we live but is deeply embedded in it and keeps calling us to 
do something about the wickedness and brokenness we see around us. This is 
not how God intended it to be and he sent Jesus into the world to show us a way 
that we can work with him to change it. This is Gospel, Good News, presented 
clearly and attractively to a world that needs it.

Nicolas Stebbing CR

Maiden, Mother and Queen – Mary in the Anglican Tradition 
Roger Greenacre, edited by Colin Podmore. Canterbury Press. 2013. 

£24.99. 236 pp. Isbn 978 1 84825 278 3

This book by the late Canon Roger Greenacre is timely, useful and necessary. It 
is timely because of the convergence of interest in Mariology in the ecumenical 
dialogue especially since the publication of the joint Anglican/RC statement 
Mary, Grace and hope in Christ. It is useful, indeed a treasure, for those who find 
themselves charged with the task of teaching ecclesiology to have such a well-
ordered and accurate body of material on the subject of the Blessed Virgin Mary. 
It is a necessary vehicle for the refutation of the nonsense one often encounters 
in regard to what Anglicans (and indeed other Protestants) are supposed to 
believe or not to believe about Mary.

Colin Podmore has done an excellent job of arranging and editing this body 
of material which includes a section of tributes to Fr Roger. If this seems a 
little lengthy it witnesses to the important contribution he made to Anglican 
scholarship and to ecumenism. The works are organised under three headings – 
Homilies, Anglican Tradition and Ecumenism.

Podmore has chosen 15 sermons on our Lady and one on St Joseph to illustrate 
Fr Roger’s teaching on themes that might come as a surprise to those both 
outside and inside the Anglican Communion (Ark of the Covenant, Mother 
of God, the Angelus, Assumption, Queen of Heaven). In none of them do we 
find the flamboyance and extravagance that is sometimes met with in the more 
extreme forms of Catholicism (whether Anglo or Roman). There is moderation 
and an anxiety to find consonance with scripture and the authority of Anglican 
documents.

This is even more evident in the section entitled The Blessed Virgin Mary in 
the Anglican Tradition.  He introduces us to English medieval devotion and then 
traces the Anglican traditions through the Reformation, Caroline Divines, and 
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Oxford movement to the present day, giving special attention to the Caroline 
Mark Frank and John Keble of the Oxford movement. He then points to the 
official and semi-official authority for Anglican honouring of Mary beginning 
with the Litany of 1544 through the various editions of the BCP to ASB, Promise 
of his Glory to Common Worship. This is the proper way to teach Anglicanism. The 
range of Anglican belief is to be found in its manuals of worship. In this section 
I only find two omissions. The writings of the Anglican layman Sir Anthony 
Stafford (1587-1645) have something to say on devotion to our Lady and, as 
he was taken to court for them and acquitted, they have a certain status that 
ordinary opinions would not have. ‘O Sapientia’ in BCP calendar is a kind of 
rubric indicating when the Advent Os should begin and the Os at that time 
would have included ‘O Virgo virginum’ and thus be the only place in the BCP 
where address is actually made directly to Mary. However, in the overall picture 
this is a bit like nit-picking. 

His analysis and presentation of the document of the Groupe de Dombes, 
the ARCIC statement - Mary, Grace and Hope in Christ – in various lectures and 
sermons is clear, and easy to read. Like the whole book it carries conviction and 
comes from the heart.

John Gribben CR

Ways of Loving. 
Simon Holden CR. Mirfield Publications. 36pages. £5.00

First, this is not a book to be read. It is a companion whose presence will 
resonate differently at different times. It is not a systematic treatise on the 
human experience of loving, nor is it a theological analysis of the conjunctions 
and disjunctions of human and diving love. It does, however, seek to be faithful 
both to human experience and to the revelations of divine love in scripture 
and tradition. In this it will sometimes provoke further thought and reflection, 
sometimes bring comfort and encouragement, sometimes renew and energise 
- but it has the capacity to stimulate that necessary journey of conversion and 
transformation that alone can bring us at last to stand face to face with Love. It is 
(almost) ‘pocketable’ and each chapter has an illustration that repays meditation 
in its own right.

Peter Allan CR
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Did you know that the Community of the Resurrection 
runs a publishing house: Mirfield Publications, with 
many books written or edited by the brethren?

or by post 
The Shop - Community of the Resurrection
Stocks Bank Road, Mirfield. West Yorkshire. WF14 0BN

Ways of Believing and Ways of Praying - Fr. Simon Holden CR
Booklet with simple reflections on believing in the Christian 
mysteries of faith and instructions on prayer and different ways 
of praying
11 pages, 1 colour.  £1.00 each

A Week of Simple Offices - Fr. Nicolas Stebbing CR
Complete morning and evening prayer with lessons for the 7 days of the 
week, plus five-step daily spiritual exercise,  Compline and plainsong 
hymns with chant. 
Edited by Michael Boag, Jonathan Brown, Paula Sonley, Nicolas Stebbing  
CR and Adam Wilson.
129 pages (pocket sized office book)  £4.50

Simple Offices. Saints and Seasons - Fr. Nicolas Stebbing CR
Complete morning and evening prayer with lessons, plus Salve Regina 
with chant. 
Edited by Michael Boag, Robert Hart and Nicolas Stebbing CR.
141 pages (pocket sized office book)  £4.50

Cathedral Bobbies - Joseph Hobson, Oblate of CR
Cathedral Bobbies gives an interesting insight into the history and the 
work of cathedral constables. They have protected some of England’s 
great cathedrals for centuries, and have played a significant, if little 
known, part in the development of policing in Britain.
Black and white illustrations, 56 pages.  £3.00

Ways of Loving - Fr. Simon Holden CR
Forward by Angela Ashwin  
“Fr Simon takes us straight to the heart of the Christian Faith.”
35 pages, colour.  £5.00WAYS OF 

LOVING

Simon Holden CR

“Fr Simon takes us straight to the heart of the Christian Faith.”

NEW

To see a larger selection of the books we stock, take a look at our online store:

www.monastery-stay.co.uk/shop
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Mirfield Directory:
Community (General):    community@mirfield.org.uk
01924 494318      www.mirfieldcommunity.org.uk/joomla/
Guest Brother:     guests@mirfield.org.uk
01924 483348      www.mirfieldcommunity.org.uk/joomla/
Appeal Fundraiser:     appeal@mirfield.org.uk
01924 483308      www.mirfieldcommunity.org.uk/joomla/
Companions Office:     companions@mirfield.org.uk
      www.mirfieldcompanions.org.uk
The Shop / Mirfield Pubs:    theshop@mirfield.org.uk
01924 483345      http:www.monastery-stay.co.uk/shop/
Reception and Conferences    www.monastery-stay.co.uk
01924 483346      glaurie@mirfield.org.uk
College:      hscott@mirfield.org.uk
01924 490441      http://college.mirfield.org.uk
Mirfield Centre:     rsalmon@mirfield.org.uk
01924 481920      www.mirfieldcentre.org.uk
Yorkshire Ministry Course:    office@ymc.org.uk
01924 481925      www.ymc.org.uk

 Postal Addresses:
Community of the 
Resurrection, 
Stocks Bank Road, Mirfield, 
WF14 0BN

College of the Resurrection / 
The Mirfield Centre / YMC
Stocks Bank Road, Mirfield, 
WF14 0BW

Please direct all materials, enquiries and comments to the editorial team:
Oswin Gartside CR  ogartside@mirfield.org.uk
Antony Grant CR  agrant@mirfield.org.uk
Philip Nichols CR  pnichols@mirfield.org.uk
Please send articles for consideration for the CR Review to the editors at least 5 weeks before the 
issue date. 

RESURRECTION ALTAR

'The Meal at Emmaus', carved by 
Nicholas Mynheer,

and given in loving memory of Mrs 
Christina Haynes, for many years 
Domestic Bursar of the College of the 
Resurrection, by her family.

Two further carved panels are 
intended to complete the new 
Resurrection altar.
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Picture Prayer Meditation for Easter

The image for our meditation 
for Easter is an ink drawing 
from the series of images of 

the hanging pyx in the Resurrection 
chapel that our artist-in-residence, 
Rachelle Allen-Sherwood, made in 
October during her stay at Mirfield. 
This series of drawings were made 
late at night while Rachelle sat alone 
with the pyx in the chapel, and are 
a direct response to that intense and 
prayerful experience. 

Not just the pyx itself, but more 
importantly the life within it. It 
might feel, upon first view, that the 
pyx is somehow alive; animated, 
moving because of what is within, 
or that something is trying to get 
out of it. This is a dynamic drawing 
of something that is usually seen as 
static and fixed; the experience of 
the pyx is of real presence, as only 
a living thing can be present. It is at 

once beautiful, elegant, unpredictable, and somehow challenging and dangerous, in that 
we can see it is alive beyond its own physical boundaries. Dangerous also because it asks 
us to risk all we have in order to have something better. It is a picture of life itself in the 
Spirit of God; seen in the material. 

The sacrament is something that is both beyond us and alive deep within our human 
understanding and experience at the same time; this drawing helps us to see and 
visualise something of that. It allows for something new and unexpected to happen. It 
is a risky drawing, an exhilarated drawing; it holds on to the appearance of the pyx just 
enough so we can recognise what it is, but at the same time it breaks out beyond its usual 
appearance to show us something of the artists experience of being with the sacrament. 
It is fluid and energised. It is like an improvised dance, as though anything can happen, 
but it also retains a strong sense of its self. Indeed it perhaps becomes much more fully 
itself by allowing that improvisation to happen. Just as with our own consuming of the 
sacrament at the Holy Eucharist, where our body becomes a sort of pyx, a holder of the 
Body of Christ; the sacrament becomes a part of us, and helps to remake us and define 
who we are becoming.

Artist: Rachelle Allen-Sherwood   Media: brush and ink on paper
Meditation: Fr Matthew Askey
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Thank you.

The Community is a Charitable Company (No. 232670)

Produced by Beamreach Printing,

www.beamreachuk.co.uk

FORMS OF BEQUEST

1. To the Community and its General works
I GIVE free of duty to the Members of the Society at Mirfi eld in the County of 
West Yorkshire known as the “Community of the Resurrection” to be applied for the 
general purpose of the said Community under the direction of the Chapter the sum 
of £..............

AND I DECLARE that the receipt of the Bursar for the time being of the Community 
of the Resurrection aforesaid shall be a good and suffi cient discharge to my Trustees 
for the same.

2. To the College of the Resurrection
I GIVE free of duty to the College of the Resurrection (Incorporated) situate at Mirfi eld 
in the County of West Yorkshire the sum of £.............for the general purposes of the 
said College AND I DECLARE that the receipt of the Treasurer for the time being 
of the said College shall be a good and suffi cient discharge to my Trustees for the 
same.

DONATIONS
1. To the Community
Cheques or Postal Orders should be made payable to the “Community of the 
Resurrection”. Please send to: The Bursar, House of the Resurrection, Mirfi eld, West 
Yorkshire WF14 0BN.

2. To the College of the Resurrection
Cheques or Postal Orders should be made payable to the “College of the Resurrection”. 
Please send to: The Treasurer, College of the Resurrection, Mirfi eld, West Yorkshire 
WF14 0BW.

Supporting the Community and College

Legacy stewardship is an expression of our devotion and faith, not unlike an inheritance 
we provide for our family.
Please consider making a bequest to support the Community or College in your will 
using the following Forms of Bequest or simply make a donation.


