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From the Editor: A Time For Everything
‘There is a time for everything under heaven,’ ‘God has placed eternity in the human
heart’ and ‘God has made everything beautiful in its time’, the wisdom in Ecclesiastes
reminds us. The lines are from a biblical text that I often use at funerals when we trace
the time bound life-story of the deceased and give thanks for that life and person.
Following, we commend the deceased into the eternal love of God. At funerals we
always see, that even with the most difficult of life or difficult of person, glimmers that
God makes everything beautiful in its time. Each of us, after all, are made in the image
and likeness of God. I am reminded at every funeral how finite and precious life is and
how magnificent each life is when set into eternity.
The Christian life is about ‘life in all its fullness’ and is one of blessing here and now.
But we are also creatures with eternity placed in our hearts, something Ecclesiastes
says we will never fathom. Our job is not to understand but to experience and to travel
deeper into the eternal love of God. In this world it is by following the example of Christ
and the promptings of the Holy Spirit that will bring forth blessings to ourselves and to
others…if we pause, reflect and listen to God. If we examine the self, we will edge
further towards accepting life in all its fullness.
All the articles in this edition in some way cause us to reflect upon time and life- life in
this world and the next- eternal life- and how if we but take a moment we can discern
both hints and torrents of the love of God. We are reminded of those biblical words,
‘Holy, Holy, Holy is The Lord God Almighty, who was and is and is to come.’ Our most
grateful thanks go to all our contributors without whom this Ruach Journal would not
exist. We are thankful for their thoughts, wisdom and time that edges us all forwards
in our spiritual journeys. We hope you enjoy the articles and will be blessed by them.
Tell others about Ruach too! We’d love to see you all at the upcoming St Mark events
and the Advent Retreat Day. Book now! May God’s blessing be upon you.
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“You’ll Never Walk Alone…”
By The Revd Julia Baldwin MA - Chaplain of Brasenose College, Oxford
Over a decade ago I was living in
community in Liverpool as a Jesuit
Volunteer. This was combined with
working in a drop-in centre near the
Kop in Anfield, Liverpool’s hallowed
football stadium. Then, it was
impossible to escape the song
“You’ll Never Walk Alone” - Liverpool
FC’s terrace anthem - part of the
fabric of that community, such
meaningful thread that bound so many lives together. It was an anthem of
hope in that immediate context so
rife with varieties of poverty:
You'll Never Walk Alone
addictions, debt, violence, prostitution
When you walk through a storm
and lack of opportunity.
It’s only now though, a decade later,
that the full force of those lyrics by
Rogers and Hammerstein, makes me
sit up and pay attention. Perhaps that
is because life has by now brought
more rain – wind - storms as well as
larks - golden skies in my life and in
the lives of fellow travellers on the
road. Together we’ve experienced and
shared our losses, hurts and good
surprises on the journey. The song
resonates no matter who sings it: Josh
Groban, Elvis Presley, Gerry and the
Pacemakers, Barbra Streisand or the
Liverpool fans…Google
them…listen…take your pick! Where
might it connect with you? I expect it
reverberates with me lately because

Hold your head up high
And don't be afraid of the dark

At the end of a storm
There's a golden sky
And the sweet silver song of a lark
Walk on through the wind
Walk on through the rain
Though your dreams be tossed and blown
Walk on, walk on
With hope in your heart
And you'll never walk alone
You'll never walk alone
Walk on, walk on
With hope in your heart
And you'll never walk alone
You'll never walk alone
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God has given me the grace of time and silence to pay attention to what the
Spirit of Jesus is saying and the good gift She wants to share with the whole
of creation.

Let me explain. As I write it is two weeks since I emerged from a 30-day silent
retreat: the spiritual exercises of St Ignatius of Loyola, the founder of the
Society of Jesus in 1534. This retreat has been on my life-giving list for about
the last 15 years waiting patiently for the right time. In the silence of those 30
days, I was reawakened to the gratuitous generosity of God to all of us: to
you, to me, to the whole of creation. God is a relentless, liberal giver of good
gifts to us all on a daily basis and She expects absolutely nothing in return.
Zero. That is worth celebrating!
Having a block of silence, 30 days to pray imaginatively with gospel passages
and guided by a superb spiritual director, was an immense gift. As we
retreatants took time to share on the last day, we echoed our deep
experiences of the real, loving, healing presence of God. Some days for me,
the total joy of being with Jesus and with others in the silence and in creation
was beyond words. The gentle net of the Holy Spirit held around us, between
us and within us.
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It was also at times, really hard. Silence
and prayer have a habit of dredging you
and inevitably gunk that needs filtering
comes to the surface. Sometimes it was a
struggle to stick with it, to stay there, be
and trust God in the time even if in my
opinion a particular day or “prayer slot”
(arbitrary really as the whole of life can
be prayer) didn’t seem to be fruitful! But
God knows best and gives grace to
persevere. At some other times it was
difficult to let Jesus dwell in, speak with and show mercy to the whole of me,
not just the parts that look shiny, golden
and lark-filled in the shop window but the
rainy, stormy places, the hurting, dark
spaces. I expect that we all struggle with
letting Christ gaze on and sanctify those
messy parts of ourselves and similarly
those more trapped, evil and sin-sick parts
of the world. Again I am realising slowly
that God gives us grace to allow Jesus in to
the things that fill us with horror, fear,
sorrow or shame. Trusting that God is
concerned with and loves the whole is a
lesson I am relearning. Handing over to
Jesus both the peaceful and the disturbing
parts of life for him to work with turned
out to be an immense relief. It doesn’t all
depend on us. Looking at the world afresh
in its goodness, sickness and its grey in
between, I was struck by the sheer, stark gift of Christ’s dazzling light shining
out as bright stars even in the darkest of its nights. Christ as our Morning
Star.
So even in these periods of wrestling on retreat just as in the struggles
encountered in my life and the lives of others I was reminded of, as per the
title of Gerard W. Hughes’s book, “God in All Things”. I was reminded, too, of
7

Teilhard de Chardin’s words (see below for the full version): “Above all, trust
in the slow work of God” as I watched a baby leaf unfurl so unhurriedly on a
pot plant. In 4 weeks it transformed from a slender tight fist to a broad,
beautiful green leaf! And in each “week” of the spiritual exercises
encountering Jesus the living Word, in creation, in his ministry, passion and
resurrection there was a chance to see him too at work in the lives of others
and in my life.
For me there was a profound sense that on all of our journeys past, present
and future – I – you – we -in tune with the legendary lyrics of Rogers and
Hammerstein … never walk alone.
Jesus, Emmanuel: God with us is one of the most precious gifts I received in
these 30 days. God walks alongside us both in the thunderstorms and when
the sky is golden. He is with you on the road ahead and as each new phase
unfolds. He calls to you and to me: let’s go together, let’s work together and
let’s walk together. Contrary to what the false spirit wants us to believe, St
Ignatius rightly shows us that the Holy Spirit reveals the truth: we don’t need
to be or do anything on our own. This is God’s generous gift to the world that
Jesus is willing to be our companion in everything: small and great, difficult
and easy: incarnation. He and his followers will empower us to do what we
can in supporting others through their trials so that all might know regardless of whether they keep up with Liverpool FC (!) - that Christ is the
hope in our hearts. Let’s pray for that experience of God’s utter generosity
towards the whole of creation, assuring us all: “You’ll never walk alone” for
Jesus promises: “I am with you always” (Matthew 28:20).
Trust in the Slow Work of God
Above all, trust in the slow work of God.
We are quite naturally impatient in everything
to reach the end without delay.
We should like to skip the intermediate stages.
We are impatient of being on the way to something
unknown, something new. And yet it is the law of all progress
that it is made by passing through
some stages of instability –
and that it may take a very long time. And so I think it is with you.
Your ideas mature gradually – let them grow,
8

let them shape themselves, without undue haste. Don’t try to force them on,
as though you could be today what time
(that is to say, grace and circumstances
acting on your own good will)
will make of you tomorrow. Only God could say what this new spirit
gradually forming within you will be. Give Our Lord the benefit of believing
that his hand is leading you, and accept the anxiety of feeling yourself
in suspense and incomplete.
Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, S.J.
(1881-1955)
Further resources that may be of interest:
A Nazareth Manifesto by Sam Wells
God in All Things by Gerard W. Hughes SJ
http://www.ignatianspirituality.com/ignatian-prayer/the-spiritual-exercises
Image of the three figures from:
https://creatingsacredcommunities.wordpress.com/2014/05/04/the-road-oftransition-sermon-on-the-walk-to-emmaus/
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Sacrament of Otherness?
The Right Reverend Dr Michael Ipgrave –The Bishop of Lichfield

For most British Christians, the figure of Martin
Luther is a somewhat distant one, his religious
legacy relatively unknown. The English Reformation
followed its own course, and theologically was more
influenced by Calvin's Geneva than by Luther's
Wittenberg, and the Lutheran churches in this
country have historically been quite small.
It was therefore with an enthusiasm to learn more
that this summer I set out to lead a group of pilgrims, most of us Anglicans but also
including three English Lutherans, on a ten-day journey this summer through
Southern and Eastern Germany ‘In the footsteps of Martin Luther’. We were
marking the 500th anniversary of his initiating the Reformation through posting 95
Theses on the church door at Wittenberg.
As we visited sites associated with the great Reformer’s extraordinary life and
ministry, in churches, castles, palaces and houses in many great cities, we were
made aware of the continuing importance through five centuries of German history
of his courageous witness – including the 'Peaceful Revolution' of 1989, when
demonstrators on the streets of Leipzig made their own Luther's defiant words at
the Diet of Worms: 'Hier stehe ich; ich kann nicht anders: Here I stand; I can do no
other'.
But it was also in Worms that we first encountered the deep historical traces of
another German religious tradition, one which has repeatedly intersected with
Lutheran Christianity in a variety of ways, some of them shockingly painful. On the
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edge of the historic city of Worms lies the Heiliger Sand, the oldest surviving Jewish
cemetery in Europe. Its historic graves, particularly that of Rabbi Meir of
Rothenburg, make it a place of pilgrimage for Jewish people from across the world.
Our encounters with the memories of Judaism continued across Germany: in Erfurt,
a mikveh, a ritual bath,
covered by a concrete
platform beside the river; in
Regensburg, the traces of a
historic synagogue marked
out in the market place,
with plans to build a new
one; everywhere in the
streets of towns and cities,
inserted into the pavements stolpersteine, raised brass plates carrying the names
and life dates of victims of the Nazi extermination.

While the Reformation 500 anniversary offers much to celebrate in the renewal of
Christian life, it also reminds us of much to lament in the division of Western
Christianity. However, the first and deepest split within the People of God was not
the Reformation, nor even the division of Eastern and Western churches; it was the
first-century parting of the ways between synagogue and church. Moreover, no
account of the church's story can be complete without reference to the Jewish
presence throughout European – including German – history. So often that has been
a presence to which Christians have reacted in a profoundly un-Christian way.
Centuries before Luther, the Rhineland communities experienced terrifying violence
and dislocation around the time of the Crusades; their powerful poetic laments form
part of the liturgy in Ashkenazi synagogues.
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In the late Middle Ages, a theologically inspired teaching of contempt for Jews and
Judaism found expression in the disgusting image of the Judensau, showing Jews
being suckled by a sow. Our group saw a Judensau sculpture outside the town church
in Wittenberg itself, to which Luther refers in one of his writings. In his early works,
he had in fact been remarkably friendly towards the Jews of his time, but later he
turned against them with violent diatribes and calls for their destruction. There can
be no doubt that this injected a further stream of toxicity into Christian thinking about
Jewish people, creating the atmosphere within which nineteenth- and twentiethcentury antisemitism could grow, with disastrous consequences.
Following the Shoah, Lutheran and other German Christians, and wider society, have
painfully and honestly sought to face up to this shameful history, and to reappraise
their theology in light of that. Beneath the historic Judensau image in Wittenberg, a
new monument has been added, a broken paving stone thrusting up from the earth
as a protest, with text recalling the murder of six million Jews under the sign of the
cross. We saw and heard too something of the growth of Jewish communities in
contemporary Germany, particularly strengthened by the arrival of people from the
former Soviet Union.
German Christians of
today are well aware
of the shadow side of
their history, and of
the need to build a
new relationship with
Jewish people.
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But this is not just a Lutheran or a German issue. Over the centuries, Christians in the
West have lived with Jewish people among them, the most significant other in our
midst; and our record of building bridges of friendship, trust and partnership with
them has been at best scanty, at worst non-existent. Yet we cannot hope to
understand who we really are as Christians without acknowledging our relationship
to the people of Israel, the first to be called by God, and still bearing witness to his
Name in a plural and secular world. At root, this is a spiritual challenge at the heart of
our faith: as Cardinal Kasper has memorably remarked, we need to become 'aware
that the faith of Israel is that of our elder brothers. And, most importantly, that
Judaism is a sacrament of every otherness that as such the Church must learn to
discern, recognise and celebrate'.
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On a Cathedral Trail
Monica Srinivasan

Monica worships at St Mary’s Collegiate Church, Stafford

Over the years my husband Paul and I have had the opportunity to visit various
Cathedrals during our many travels. We found this to be an interesting pastime and
at the same time enriching our souls too. It was like a pilgrimage for us in the
modern times! Here, I would like to share one of our many visits.

Winchester Cathedral
It was one Saturday morning that we visited this ancient Cathedral. As we walked
through the city towards the cathedral it reminded us of the surroundings of St Mary’s
in the heart of Stafford. Winchester Cathedral in Hampshire is about nine hundred
years old and it is the longest medieval Gothic Cathedral in all Europe! On the day of
our visit they had removed all the chairs for annual cleaning and the high vaulted
perpendicular Nave looked ever so long and the ceiling so high and beautiful.

History & Architecture
In the early 7th century the Saxon king
Cenwalh built a Minster church here. Later in
AD 670 bishop Haeddi transferred his throne or
‘cathedra’ (the Latin word which gives us
‘cathedral’) to Winchester. From then on it
became the royal and ecclesiastical centre of
Wessex and so much so many of the kings of
Wessex and later England were buried here.
Their bones now lie in the mortuary chests
within the present cathedral. Alfred the Great
was originally buried in the Old Minster.
Later Benedictine monks were introduced to
the Old Minster and it became a Priory church
which came to be called as St Swithun’s Priory.
Though it was large it was not long enough and
so in the time of Bishop Walkelin the work began to build new cathedral in 1070. It
is dedicated to St Peter, St Paul and St Swithun. The legend of St Swithun is that when
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they moved his relics from the Old Minster into the new cathedral on the 15th of July,
the heaven’s opened and it poured for forty days!
The Cathedral is well known for its Chantry
chapels built for different bishops. In the nave
we saw the 12th century font in black Tournai
marble showing the miracle of St Nicholas.
The 14th century choir stalls and canopies and
the great 15th century choir screen designed
by Sir Gilbert Scott are beautifully carved. The
‘Winchester Diver’ William Walker who
helped to remedy the problem of subsidence in 1905 is honoured as the diver who
saved the cathedral. His bronze statue stands near the shrine of St Swithun. Among
the famous people buried in the Cathedral were Jane Austen who has a special
memorial window and Izaac Walton the author of ‘Compleat Angler’. His tomb is in
the chapel of St John and the Fishermen Apostles. The interesting thing was he was a
Staffordian who was baptised at St Mary’s at Stafford and his little cottage now a
museum, is just in the outskirts of Stafford! The serenity of that place and the beauty
of the stained glass window with an aquatic theme impressed us.

Worship & witness
As mother church of the Diocese, the Cathedral is the hub for major events and
ceremonies all through the year. The day to day witness and worship services are
enriched by the world famous Cathedral
choir.
We found the volunteer guides in the
Cathedral very friendly and helpful. When
one of the guides noticed my Mothers’
Union badge, she was pleased to extend us
a special welcome. She explained to us the
Cathedral’s connection with Mary Sumner,
the founder of the Mothers’ Union. For in
1876, the first MU Meeting was held in the rectory in Old Alresford near Winchester,
which is now the diocesan retreat centre. She even took the trouble to show us the
house where Mary Sumner lived with George Sumner, who then became the
Archdeacon of Winchester and resident cannon. She accompanied us to the site of
their graves in the Cathedral grounds. That was a real treat for me!
15

Recently in 2016, the Worldwide Mothers’ Union celebrated their 140th anniversary
with a special service of Thanksgiving at Winchester Cathedral.
The Cathedral takes great pride in continuing the tradition of hospitality practised by
the Benedictine monks in the vicinity and welcomes visitors. So after the tour we
went to the Visitor centre and the modern refectory for a light lunch and enjoyed
their hospitality and we can commend them to you also!
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Body, Mind and Soul? – The Power of Threes
Dr Nicola Ruth- Birmingham Children’s Hospital
She worships at St Chad’s Church Lichfield and St Giles’
Church Whittington

A commonly held view is that as Christians we have a
tripartite nature, that is to say we have a material part – ‘the body’ and an
immaterial part – ‘the soul and spirit’. As a doctor, you could say my key role would
be to take care of the material part and forget about the immaterial nature – to do
this would be foolhardy. The reality is, I would consider myself to be an holistic
practitioner, and as such I care about all areas of our being – not just for my patients
but for myself and my colleagues too.
Our soul is what gives us our personality and it’s through our soul that we live out
our relationship with God, with our patients and with our self. Our soul likely has
three major components also — our mind, will and emotions. The things which
shape us as human beings, the unique characteristics which make us the people we
are. Our mind has a conscious part and a subconscious part. The conscious mind is
where we do our thinking and reasoning – clearly key to a doctor’s role. The subconscious mind is where we hold our deep beliefs and our attitudes, the real things
that shape us as human beings and how we treat our colleagues, family and
patients. It’s also where we have our feeling, our emotions and retain our
memories. It is clearly shaped by our own life experiences. Our will is what gives us
the ability to make choices. Through a very complex way, our mind, our will and our
emotions are connected to the body through our endocrine, nervous and immune
systems.
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It’s in our spirit that we have meaning and purpose in life. At the deepest level our
spirit gives us meaning and purpose and our spirit enables us to love one another,
our self and God. It’s through our spirit that we have communion and fellowship
with God. Our spirit gives us
intuition between right and
wrong. It is our spiritual
health which has a direct
impact on our emotional
health which will have a
major influence on our
physical health. This in turn
is the same for our patients
– to treat one area alone
would be foolish – to consider the patient as a whole is the key to improving health
and the power of healing in all senses of the word.
Many of us are affected by how we handle the stress that life brings us. All of us
have had past emotional traumas to contend with. Every single one of us has done
that in our own way, but in order to actually conquer these emotions, if you think
about it we have actually had to address all three areas: Body, mind and spirit.
Think back to a time when you were very stressed or angry and upset – you
probably didn’t eat or sleep properly. Over time we may develop mechanisms for
dealing with that stressor but if not, and it is left unchecked, then our bodies will
take a toll. A strong faith can help us to cope with the stress that we experience in
our life and enable the impact of that stress to be less significant. Without faith, we
may develop alternative, I like to think ‘non-coping’ strategies; and this includes
addiction, something all too frequently encountered. My first memory as a house
officer on the wards on a busy night shift was a patient who was an alcoholic, it
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turns out he was previously a GP. The breakdown of his life led to a difficult
relationship with alcohol, and ultimately led to his premature death. It makes you
question what went so badly wrong? It’s something I’ll never know the answer to. It
did however open my eyes as the newly qualified doctor that actually none of us are
invincible and we all do encounter stress, however it’s how we deal with it that
allows for potential healing.
A personal insight – I lost two family members over my more formative years. It
was a test of my faith and I guess I felt every emotion from denial to anger, to
regret, to anger again (with a hint of jealousy for people who had a ‘normal’ family)
and then acceptance and a willing, perhaps even a renewed enthusiasm to believe
that God did have a plan – it may not perhaps seem clear right away, and you could
argue that I could have perhaps found my calling in another way – believe me I wish
I had have done. But I have always been a believer of what happens, happens for a
reason. For me I would say
attending those hospital clinics
with dad and seeing how bad
news really shouldn’t have
been delivered made me even
more determined that I wasn’t
going to be ‘that’ doctor when I
qualified. During medical
school we had an opportunity to spend a day in a local hospice, immediately I felt
that this was what I wanted to do - of course I had my personal demons, but I chose
to work part time as an untrained nurse at night and weekends there. I became that
person that patients and families could confide in when they were their most
vulnerable. The flip side is that this experience helped me to blossom as a human
being, to be empathic, to develop a listening ear and hopefully become a better
20

doctor as a result. Since qualifying I have had my faith tested on a number of
occasions – some days I did feel low (and in fact still do at the least expected times)
– however I do believe without a strong personal faith I would have struggled to do
the job I do.
Thinking now about the children I look after at Birmingham Children’s Hospital.
Working on a liver/bowel transplant unit a number of patients we look after are
very sick, and we build up a close relationship with them and their families be it for
a few days or even a number of years. When caring for these children we try hard to
focus on a holistic approach, and not just in a spiritual sense, however we have a
very vibrant and thriving ministry team of all faiths. We also think about emotions,
about making things less stressful. We have for instance pet volunteers – animals
who come to the ward purely to bring a smile to a child’s face. Just today we had
the ‘singing therapy’ team on the ward – you’d be surprised how those songs and
rhymes stick in the mind for hours afterwards!
So really, you can’t look after the body without taking care of the spirit and soul
also. This is true for our patients, our colleagues and ourselves – things really do
come in threes…
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‘In Praise of The Lord’
A Report on the Retreat Day at The Thomas Spencer Church Hall
People from across
various dioceses- far
and wide travelled
to Whittington to
take part in the most
recent Ruach retreat
day.
The inspirational
speaker was
Margaret Outen who
is the musical
director at The
Collegiate Church of
St Mary in Stafford.

The day explored music in a range of styles including Christian music.
Margaret skilfully illustrated how music enhances worship and praise of
God. She noted how music inspires emotion and also captures memory
which is why music is so important at key times in lives as individuals or
communities and churches. We did of course sing some hymns including
several by the great hymn writer Charles Wesley. Between talks were
times of reflection and quiet and listening to our music as well as
opportunity to socialise with a range of people. We were blessed with
sunshine and cake. Margaret’s deeply spiritual, down to earth but
utterly professional manner inspired us all to Praise the Lord for all our
blessings, especially the gift of music.
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Philip, the Ethiopian and a Desert Road.
By The Reverend David Roche, Vicar All Saints Beirut
Some time ago in my private devotion I read again the
story of Philip and the Ethiopian in the eighth chapter
of the book of Acts. I was struck how this short New
Testament vignette, important to the early church,
posed truths only too relevant to the church of today; and a story appropriate to my
work in Beirut as a mission partner with Church Mission Society.

An Angel told Philip to go south on the road from Jerusalem to Gaza - a desert road in
the wilderness. Philip started out walking and met an Ethiopian eunuch, an important
official and treasurer to the queen of the Ethiopians. The Ethiopian, who is not
named, was a convert to Judaism and had been to Jerusalem to worship. Now on his
way home, he was reading from the book of Isaiah. The Holy Spirit told Philip to go to
the Ethiopian’s chariot and so he ran alongside, after a short exchange it was clear
the Ethiopian didn’t understand the text he was reading and invited Philip to bring
some meaning. Starting with that passage of scripture he explained the Gospel of
Jesus Christ. At the first opportunity the
Ethiopian asked Philip to Baptise him,
after which, Philip was mysteriously
taken away by the Holy Spirit and the
Ethiopian went on his way rejoicing.

We are told earlier in the chapter Philip
had been preaching successfully in
Samaria, where crowds responded and
there was ‘great joy’ in one city.
24

Then, an Angel told Phillip to leave Samaria and start walking down a desert road in
the wilderness. If I were Philip, I would be tempted to question why God would have
me leave Samaria for a dusty road when my ministry was going so well? In the
natural and human sense it seems to make no sense. Yet what seems clear in this
story is that Philip was a servant of the Gospel of Christ and not subject to the
trappings of his own ‘ministry’. He was obedient long before he would ever be
discouraged and was open to the leading of God. When life becomes inevitably
difficult I find this an encouragement to be faithful in the now to where God has
called me. With only twelve hours of electricity a day, water that is delivered by truck
once a week and poor internet, ministering to Syrian refugees with horrific stories,
daily tasks can often wear one down. Though our panorama may sometimes appear
bleak like a wilderness highway, this story demonstrates in the economy of God
desert roads lead to new life.

This story of Philip also encourages me
to identify God given opportunities and
act on them. Reading from the book of
Isaiah the Ethiopian was confused,
Philip asked if he understood it; his
response was ‘how can I understand
unless someone explains it to me?’ The passage from Isaiah was about Christ but the
Ethiopian couldn’t see it. A prophetic foreshadowing of Christ’s suffering and sacrifice
for humanity, Philip helped the Ethiopian interpret the answers to his questions and
he ultimately found Christ. That fact that Philip knew his Bible is not an insignificant
thing. Much is said about biblical illiteracy in our time, yet if we would make a habit
of reading and grappling with scripture we can speak truth and grace into someone's
life. Perhaps it is time to dust of your old school paper bible or buy an app for your
25

smartphone and like Philip, from the written word, we can bring people to the living
word and faith in Christ.

In the New Testament we see time contrasted by ‘Chronos’, clock-linear time and
‘Kairos’ time, an appointed opportune moment in the Kingdom of God. In this story
Philip sees the Kairos moment and acts on it. For us, maybe a colleague at work is
going through a bereavement, a neighbour has been abandoned by their husband or
wife; a friend is struggling with unemployment, a family member has cancer. May
we, like Philip, seize such Kairos moments and in their confusion and questioning
bring comfort by interpreting Christ in their situation. Philip didn't start with an
abstract idea of Jesus he met the Ethiopian on level ground. Verse 35 says 'then
Philip began with that very passage of Scripture and told him the good news about
Jesus'. Philip gently and patiently started with where the Ethiopian was coming from,
shared his concerns and explained the Gospel from that point.

Philip invested time in journeying with the Ethiopian on a one-to-one basis. This
reminds me there can be no substitute for the giving of ourselves to each other
without the spending of ‘Chronos’ time. In an age of digital-distraction and busyness
of work and family we can easily gloss over this crucial detail. Yet, Jesus was never in
a human hurry to go anywhere and made time for people. In Kairos moments Jesus
was ready to be delayed, slowed down and interrupted for the purposes of his
father. Indeed, the capacity to be interrupted by Godly delay is a spiritual discipline
we must develop. Investing in relationships is costly, yet this story encourages us to
keep faith in prayer for those people God has put in our path. May we persevere and
continue to sow the Gospel of Christ into the hearts and minds of those we journey
through life with even if they show no interest unlike the Ethiopian.
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Something very evident in the world today is that relationships are not always
healthy but often built on what we can get out of each other, premised for our own
benefit. Yet there is something in this story that Philip models in reflecting Christian
mission as a model for genuine Godly and Kingdom focussed relationships. Lebanon,
where I live and work, is a poor and predominantly Muslim country with many people
suspicious of foreign missionaries’ efforts to ‘convert’ them somehow or by some
means. Yet this story offers a key to investing and nurturing genuine relationships, in
seeing people as people and not a trophy to be won over we can not only bring
them to Christ but see Christ in them.

Philip shared the Gospel message starting from Isaiah, but what exactly did that
mean to the Ethiopian Eunuch? Some background information is needed;
Deuteronomy 23 states says that no man who is castrated or has damaged genitalia
shall be admitted to the assembly of the Lord. The Eunuch had just been to
Jerusalem to worship his God yet was he wasn't allowed to fully worship God
because he was unclean which must have been deeply troubling. As one who was not
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fully accepted and couldn’t fully belong the Ethiopian represents those people who
are geographically, ethnically and spiritually far away.

My belief is that as Philip shared the Gospel with this man he must have turned over
just a few chapters to Isaiah 56: Let no foreigner who is bound to the Lord say, ‘The
Lord will surely exclude me from his people.’ And let no eunuch complain, ‘I am only a
dry tree.’ For this is what the Lord says: ‘To the eunuchs who keep my Sabbaths, who
choose what pleases me and hold fast to my covenant – to them I will give within my
temple and its walls a memorial and a name better than sons and daughters; I will
give them an everlasting name that will endure forever.

This is the good news of Jesus Christ and central to the Gospel message; those who
are excluded can find new life. All are welcome no matter what culture, status or
physical condition and no barriers of law or religion can separate them. No wonder
the Ethiopian went on his way rejoicing to take the gospel back to his own country,
an element that contains echoes of human migration across continents. The Syrian
crisis has undoubtedly affected life in Lebanon, where the usual population of four
million struggling to cope with a further two million refugees. The United Nations
High Commission for Refugees states we are witnessing the highest levels of
displacement in history up to 65 million people around the world forced from home,
among them twenty-two million are refugees.

The demographics of Europe and the United Kingdom have also unquestionably
changed in recent history because of the impact of migration. Migrants and those
seeking refuge are generally disorientated, vulnerable and consequently face
discrimination and prejudice as well as complex challenges regarding integration,
housing, education, employment, health and social wellbeing. This story indicates the
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Gospel is bigger than me and I should not seek to contain it in my own experience or
monoculture. Where migrants may feel excluded, unwelcome or rejected, we have a
great opportunity like Philip to bring peace and welcome those who aren’t like me.

Finally, the story tells us Philip was transported by the Spirit to another town called
Azotus to continue preaching. A seemingly strange note to conclude with, except it
isn’t the end, it is a continuation of the urgency to tell the good news. Philip’s
example urges us to consider the fruit of obedience to walk down the desert road.
We are not all like Philip and we are not all evangelists, yet we are encouraged to
share the Gospel and love of God in our own way in our homes and communities.
May we be obedient and willing to walk down paths in the wilderness to those we
wouldn’t usually be with, those who would never believe they are welcomed by God.
May we recognise the Kairos moments and bring God’s word to those in need of
comfort and healing.
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The Holy Lover ©
By The Revd Malcolm Guite- Priest and Poet
Chaplain to Girton College, Cambridge
www.malcolmguite.com

Come, come away with me my fairest love.
Hear how the Holy Lover calls to you!
Rise up with Him, for He is risen too,
Ignite the fire He brings you from above.
See how the winter's past, and in your hearts
The long-awaited spring is breathing now,
In Him your roots grow deep; the healing starts,
Now rise and stand with Him and make your vow.

Abide in Love, and both together come
Nearer and nearer to the source of bliss.
Dwell in the Word, and offer Him your home,
Renew your love in His and let Him bless
Each in the other, until love fulfilled
Wells up and flows through you into the world.
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Come Follow Christ in the Footsteps of Saint Chad -The Bishop’s
Pilgrimage to Lastingham
The Revd Dr Jason Phillips- Parish Priest of Whittington, Weeford and Hints

The sun pushed nervously from behind the grey edged
clouds as we stepped from the car. The fresh North
Yorkshire air brushed across our faces as the sounds of
sheep and birds swirled into our ears. Late spring flowers
littered our pathway to the formidable door of
Lastingham Church. I was privileged to accompany our
Bishop with about twenty pilgrims into the cool but
welcoming church as we traced the footsteps of Saint Chad.
On this site, many hundreds of years ago stood the monastery where St Chad (and
his Brother Saint Cedd) had both served as Abbot of this prayerful Benedictine
community. Here was the home of Saint Chad where his prayerful life and humble
obedience was enacted in the rhythm of his life before he set out to be Bishop of
Lichfield in the Kingdom of Mercia.
The present day Bishop and his pilgrims had come to pray for the diocese and the
vision and call to ‘Come follow Christ in the footsteps of Saint Chad’ that was being
unfolded at the Cathedral the following week. The future of the diocese was being
held in prayer in this place dripping with the prayers of faithful people over many
centuries. Below was the crypt and shrine of St Chad and St Cedd. Here, as Saint
Chad his predecessor would have done, Bishop Michael presided at the Eucharist
giving thanks for the example of Saint Chad in the tangible presence of God’s love
in bread and wine. This moment was inexpressibly holy. God’s love was evident
for us; spine-tinglingly present amongst us in the Eucharist, in raising up Saint
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Chad for our Diocese, in his present day shepherd - Bishop Michael- and in
representatives of the diocese in modern times both lay and ordained. The
Eucharist held together the treasures of past witness with hope for the future
mission of our diocese. For me to be able to deacon alongside Bishop Michael in
this pivotal moment for our diocese was an immense privilege.
On leaving the church we passed the stained glass window of Saint Chad
incorporating our Cathedral (without its restored statues of saints on the front)
and also an icon donated from one of our diocesan churches. We set out through
the doors into the future with the ground newly soaked in replenishing rain and as
the sun splashed us in heavenly warmth and hope.
The remainder of the day continued to trace the
Benedictine (and Cistercian) heritage of North Yorkshire
in pilgrim stops at the ruined Riveaux Abbey and also to
the vibrant Ampleforth Abbey. In a spirit of genuine
ecumenism, the Prior of Ampleforth toured us around
this great abbey before leaving us to an Ampleforth
cream tea to fortify us for the long journey ahead.
Following vespers where our prayers swirled to heaven
in incense, we gathered by our cars. Again the pilgrims prayed for all that had
been, for each other and for our diocese as the Bishop set forth from this
landscape of St Chad to the Cathedral to unfold the vision for our future. Albeit
more tyre track than footsteps as we journeyed down the M1…it was still
metaphorically in the ‘Footsteps of Saint Chad’ as we headed towards the
Kingdom of Mercia to encourage others to ‘Come Follow Christ’.

33

.

34

St Mark and Your Spirit
A Retreat Day exploring The Gospel of St Mark and his significance to your Christian Journey

Tuesday 17th October 2017
Led by

The Revd Dr Jason Phillips
@
The Thomas Spencer Church Hall
Whittington, Lichfield WS14 9JX
Cost just £13.50
Ample parking, great road links.
Booking details
Ms Lynne Mills Phone: 07721 767963
email: lynnewwh@outlook.com

St Mark’s Gospel
performed live and uncut with original music
Saturday 21st October
– St Giles’ Church Whittington – 7pm
– entry by donation- Not to be missed!
Lynne Mills - Telephone: 07721 767963
lynnewwh@outlook.com
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Have You Not Heard, The Lord is the Everlasting God…
Squadron Leader and Padre Crispian Acher – A Methodist Minister in the RAF

A few years ago I arrived at Kandahar air field in
Afghanistan for a deployment as Chaplain to the
British forces based there. One lunchtime soon
after arriving I was eating lunch in a large
canteen. Opposite me was the British doctor who
had also just arrived, and sat next to me was the
Australian Chaplain. We had just finished eating
and were about to leave when an alarm sounded. My training had taught me that
on hearing this alarm we were to fall straight to the ground, put on our helmets and
wait for the all clear. The alarm meant that there was a rocket on its way towards
the airfield, quite a large airfield, but nevertheless incredibly nerve racking first time
experience.

The three of us were laid down under the table where we’d been eating. The
Australian padre was quite calm, having experienced many of these alarms before.
Myself and the doctor on the other hand were full of nerves. In those minutes whilst
we waited, the doctor spoke of her one-year old boy at home and how much she
wished she was back there. The Australian reassured us and smiled, and reflected
how pleased he was that he had a doctor and another padre with him, and should
anything happen he couldn’t wish for better people to be with. I also took some
relief from this fact, at which point the doctor looked at us, and said that’s great for
you, but I’m an atheist.
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It is understandable why some people will question the existence of God, and
wonder how people can believe in God in the midst of wars, suffering and terror in
our world today…
A couple of months later in that tour my phone rang and I was asked immediately to
go to meet some commanders and other staff. On my arrival several minutes later I
saw people in tears, others shaking, and I was told that a helicopter had crashed
killing all five personnel on board. In that moment all I could do is utterly rely on my
faith in God to give me the strength and the words that I needed to be able to offer
some kind of comfort to the people left behind. In the short journey to the flight line
where I would meet with the ground staff, and the returning crew of the other
helicopter that was travelling alongside, I prayed and I cried to God, and I wondered
if he could hear me.

Isaiah writes – have you heard, do you not know that God is the
everlasting God.

For the following weeks I had many conversations with friends and colleague of
those five people. We held vigils and a repatriation ceremony. Those friends and
colleagues had to carry on with their task, they had a job to do, they showed
extraordinary service. They did not have time to grieve as they would have wanted
to, there was a mission to fulfil.
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Such is the bravery and service of women and men in our armed forces, displayed
everyday either on operations or at home, in the choices they must make, and in the
sacrifices they give.

It is the strength that I see in the human mind and body being able to withstand
hardship and challenge, that I see the strength of God. It is the coming together of
people, the loyalty and support for one another that I see the friendship of God, it is
the willingness of people to give of themselves, and of their lives, in service to their
country that I see the sacrifice of God.

God gives strength to the weary and increases the power of the
weak, so says Isaiah.
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And there are moments, that even the proclaimed atheist opens up to me and
wonders and searches and questions.
I believe the privileged position I have as Chaplain in the armed forces, is to proclaim
the peace of God and to hold out hope for a better future, one where peace will
reign.
If only it was that easy. Whether that is in a war zone, or outside parliament, or
leaving a concert in Manchester, or a night out in Borough market, or a burning
tower block in London, or following prayers in a mosque: one might wander, where
God’s peace is. There are no easy answers, no neat resolutions. The words from
Isaiah reverberate down the centuries because they chime with the experiences of
so many victims,

“my way is hidden from the Lord; my cause is disregarded by my
God’, to which the prophet responds…Do you not know? Have
you not heard, the Lord is the everlasting God, the creator of the
ends of the earth.
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Despite unanswered questions, can
we be like those who have gone
before us, the prophets and gospel
writers, who managed, despite all
else to cling to God. Can we have
faith to believe that God is here. The God who knows what it is to suffer, who
suffers alongside others and who weeps with those who mourn. Do we have the
faith to see God at work, not just in the church, but also through people of other
faiths and those of no faith?

Do we have the faith and the eyes to see God at work when emergency services
rush to the scene, or a medical team sprint to a helicopter and land in hostile
territory to try to save someone’s life, do we have the faith to see God when
Christian, Hindu, Jewish, Muslim and Sikh faith leaders join together with one voice,
and when people of all backgrounds join hands on Westminster bridge and stand in
silence? Or when tens of thousands of people turn up to a tribute concert in
Manchester under the words ‘One Love’. Or when churches and mosques open their
doors and people volunteer near Grenfell tower to give of their time and skills. Or
when an Imam is able to calm anger and fear, in the face of catastrophe and death.
Do we notice God at work when over 100,000 people gathered last week at great
get together events in memory of Jo Cox celebrating that we have ‘more in
common’?

Our Biblical texts were used to create and sustain communities. We have seen how
vital community becomes in the wake of disaster.
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Whether it is the community of the church, or the community of the armed forces,
or our local communities, We all, as people of God, have a duty to seek justice and
peace, in our communities and in God’s world. To join with others of different faiths
or no faith who seek the same, and to unite against hatred and injustice.
As church here in this place, through our own service and witness, through our
prayers for others, may we live something of the peace and the love of God, may we
cling to God even in the midst of danger and trauma, may we hold on to hope even
in the face of those who actively seek to destroy our society.
May we have the faith to see God in both the expected and unexpected places. May
we know peace, for the God of peace is with us.
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Symbol of the Hope of the Gospel- A Reflection on Gaza
The Revd Canon David Longe of the Episcopal Diocese of Jerusalem

1. Gaza City is one of the oldest
inhabited places in the world,
with its origins traced to the
15th Century BCE. It is also one
of the hardest places in the
world to reach. For more than
ten years the City and
inhabitants of Gaza have been
surrounded by a fence or wall, and those entering have to obtain a
permit, which often takes over three weeks to process.
2. I first visited Gaza in February 2016 with Archbishop Suheil Dawani,
the Anglican Archbishop in Jerusalem, whose Chaplain I am. We
were to visit the Anglican Hospital there, Al Ahli Arab Hospital. In
the 1890s a Victorian Cleric and
doctor, Dr Sterling, and his wife
had worked for twenty-five years
in Gaza and established a
hospital. Sterling was a Church
Mission Society Missionary – his
portrait sits in my office in
Jerusalem, showing his piercing
clear eyes and neatly trimmed
beard. Within the hospital
grounds is St Philip’s Church.
There are no longer any
Anglicans in Gaza, however, this Church is still functioning and is an
important symbol of the hope of the Gospel in the midst of the
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suffering of the people of Gaza. It was here we hoped to celebrate
communion.
3. As we prepared to travel to Gaza the Archbishop instructed me to
wear my cassock, as he was in his. When I asked why, he said it was
important that all those who we met were aware of who we were
and what we represented. In other words, they needed to know
that we represented the church and were priests. For someone
born and raised in the UK, this seemed unusual. Why should we
need to stand out? But as we entered Gaza and I learnt more, I
realised it was an important point. There are estimated only to be
800 (the figure varies) Christians in Gaza in a population close to 2
million. I also learnt, as I explain, that the Christian presence, both
through its seen and unseen work, provides a lifeline for many
Gazans.
4.
We arrived at the check point,
Erez, early around 8am. The Archbishop
went first showing his variety of
identification papers – his West Bank id,
his permit document, and his permission
to reside in Jerusalem. I followed
showing my British Passport. I noticed
that the security guard raised an
eyebrow and asked whether I was “with
him” indicating towards the Archbishop.
I said I was as I was the Archbishop’s
assistant. I could see the guard being
baffled as he computed – “a British national is an assistant to a
West Bank Archbishop?” (Archbishop Suheil was born in Nablus,
his family having been forced to move there from Jaffa following
the 1948 troubles.)
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5. The check point is in a huge entrance hall, that I am told is bomb
proof. You leave the security guard in his or her booth, and then
proceed into a narrow corridor, through a tight turnstile, before you
emerge into a corridor that on the right hand side is exposed to the
elements, presenting me with my first view of Gaza: scrub, sandy
land, with the smell of the sea in the air surrounded by high
perimeter fences. Then through another turnstile onto a concrete
walkway with a corrugated iron roof and wire mesh fencing
enclosing it. As we began to walk, I realised that this path was a
real via delorossa (way of sorrows).

6. I looked around – in the distance I could see the large sand dunes
and smell the sea air. We walked over a river. I could smell the
sewage, and see the rubbish piled high against a sluice gate. The
caged walkway was beginning to rust in part, and no doubt will be
replaced soon. I could see in the semi-distance a Bedouin shepherd
with his sheep looking for grazing. It was February and so there was
plenty of grass
7. Someone passed us and said a friendly greeting in Arabic that
translates – Morning of the light. I wondered, if they were
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delighted to walk out of Gaza that morning? According to UN
statistics, 60% of applicants for permits to leave Gaza are refused;
and of those seeking medical treatment (there is for instance no
radiation therapy for cancer patients in Gaza and an alarmingly high
rate of cancer)1 40% of all applications are refused (WHO statistics)2,
so no wonder there was a lightness in their step. For them perhaps
this was the 14th station on the via delorossa – resurrection, and
hope, as they stepped into “liberty” crossing out of Gaza.
8. Finally, we reach the end of the concrete stretch and are greeted
with a “Ahlan wa Salam” (welcome and peace) by the Palestinian
Authority check point. Israel does not speak to Hamas, so there are
three checkpoints to enter Gaza: Israeli, Palestinian Authority and
then Hamas. We had passed two and had one more to go – Hamas.
9. Earlier that morning before we had left Jerusalem, the Archbishop
had asked me to fill a small plastic bottle full of Communion Wine.
He had slipped it into his briefcase, so we could celebrate
communion later at our hospital Chapel. We moved on from the
Palestinian Authority check point in a van provided by the hospital,
hoping we could move swiftly on. When we reached Hamas, we
realised things were not going to be straight forward as we emptied
our pockets and opened the briefcase. Wine is illegal: our
communion wine vanished, despite protestations that it was vital
spiritual medicine.
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10.
I have now been to Gaza
three times. Each time we
celebrate communion if we have
time - the border closes at 3pm,
so we are often in a hurry to see
staff and ensure the hospital is
running smoothly. Each time I
am struck by the tenacity and
hope of the people amid such suffering - I write this in July knowing
that there are only 2 hours of electricity per day and that it is
unbearable hot, and that the stench of untreated sewage that is
pushed into the sea must be overwhelming. Each time I leave I give
thanks to God for the bravery of the people, particularly those
running our hospital, marvelling in how God gives them strength.
11.
When I returned from my 2nd visit, on Ash Wednesday, I noted
in my journal: Sackcloth and Ashes? Repentance? From what? That
we as a society allow this to happen and keep so many people
isolated from the rest of the world?
12.
Gaza, Gazans, need our prayers, our help and our hope that
we can work to alleviate a forgotten corner, a neglected part of
God’s kingdom.
1

The Diocese of Jerusalem is currently seeking to implement facilities to treat cancer patients, including radiation therapy in Gaza. Currently those
needing such therapy need to travel to a radiation unit at the Augusta Victoria hospital on the Mount of Olives in Jerusalem.
2 See World Health Organization, Right to Health: Crossing barriers to access health in the occupied Palestinian territory 2014-2015 (2016) This
report documents that c.90% of permits were approved in 2012, this dropped to 77% in 2015, and a further drop to c.60% in 201 6/17 (orally
communication: WHO)
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PATHWAYS TO HEALING – A NEW RESOURCE from PAT MARSH
Pat Marsh, well known for her use of guided meditations for healing, is pleased to announce
that the first CD in her eagerly awaited Pathways to Healing series is now available!

It’s a valuable resource for individuals, churches and
other groups.
Already people are saying great things about it:

A most beautiful and moving spiritual and creative gift.
Hilary Oxford Smith, Priest in NZ

Deeply comforting and inspiring.
Geraldine Elliot-Smith, Elder of the Order of Jacobs Well

Priced at £9.99, this is not so much a CD to be listened to as a CD to be experienced.
The meditative recording has the possibility of taking you to a profound healing encounter with
Jesus; providing a truly immersive experience. Pat has already received a report of healing
being experienced through spending time with this CD.

Based on scripture, it combines narrative poetry and guided meditation with prayerful
questioning and relaxing ambient violin and harp music, bringing the gospel story alive and
making it personal.

It is very much a CD to be experienced quietly, expectantly, deeply; a CD to take your time with;
a CD to pray with; a CD which is itself a prayer.

Bless your churches, your groups and yourselves by ordering a copy now from Pat’s online shop.

www.patmarsh.co.uk
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To praise eternity in time and place …
searching for a spirituality of place
The Revd Canon Professor Patrick Comerford
Priest-in-Charge, Rathkeale and Kilnaughtin Group of Parishes,
Canon Precentor, Saint Mary's Cathedral, Limerick, Saint Flannan's Cathedral,
Killaloe, Saint Brendan's Cathedral, Clonfert

I have maintained a family history website that connects me with people across the
globe who share my surname and its variants, including Comerford, Commerford
and Comberford. This website allows many people to develop a shared identity, not
only because of shared family name, but because they believe that they have found
an identity that is rooted in time and place.

Many of us feel rootless both in time and place. We do not know where we are
because we do not know where we have come from, and so question where we are
going. Despite a shared, common European culture, that has many similar and
familiar expressions, identity with place is a feeling that varies from one country to
the next.

For Irish people, the county can be a key indicator of identity. In the Irish sporting
calendar, September is the month of the All-Ireland hurling and football cup finals.
County identity becomes a key expression of personal and communal identity
throughout this month, with people wearing their county colours in a variety of
ways and flying county flags from homes and cars, at workplaces and schools.

Grand schemes for extending local government boundaries, to take account of the
suburban expansion of Waterford city into neighbouring Co Kilkenny or Limerick city
across the River Shannon into Co Clare generally fall at an early because county
identity so much a part of personal identity in Ireland. It is an expression of identity
that Irish people take with them as exile and emigrants, and bars and pubs from
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Boston and New York to Sydney and Melbourne take on hues in September that can
only be understood by people who understand the nuances of Irish identity.

It bears no comparison with the colours and clothing worn by English football fans.
Manchester United fans are more likely to live outside Manchester than in it, and
Irish sports fans who identify with their county and have a strong sense of place find
it paradoxical, for example, that Chelsea plays in Fulham.

The nearest equivalent to this expression of identity in England is probably found in
Yorkshire, or perhaps in the red rose, white rose identity that comes to the fore in
cricket matches between Lancashire and Yorkshire. But the expressions of identity
found at the Galway v Waterford final would never find an equivalent at a cricket
match between, say, Middlesex and Surrey.

Asking someone from England where they are from often elicits answer that names
where someone is living or working at present, rather than where they were born or
where they have deep family roots. Indeed, in many cases people do not know
where their family roots might be found.

I have observed how in social conversation and political discourse English people
can confuse the geographical identities of England, Britain and the United Kingdom.
It explains why English people cannot understand Scottish demands for
independence, and why Irish people are deeply hurt by the ‘Brexit’ vote and why
Irish people feel that for English partners in any dialogue, the Irish are like people
from Yorkshire – English, but with a difference.

For Irish people, where you are from is not necessarily about where you were born.
It may be where one or both your parents are from, where you spent most of your
childhood, or perhaps even your grandparents’ home where childhood identities
were shaped over long, successive childhood summer holidays. It is a question of
identity that has both emotional and spiritual dimensions.
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The nearest equivalent with which I can compare this sense of identity is found in
Greece. People living in large cities, such as Athens, Thessaloniki or Iraklion, can still
identify their home village, and there they may return for holidays and to vote, to
marry, have their children baptised and even to be buried.

Spiritual health rooted in place
A balanced understanding of belonging in space and time is an essential ingredient
in creating a positive sense of identity that enhances an individual’s spiritual health.
But the search for an identity with place often leads the city-dweller into the
countryside, and fails to accept that the city too may be a place of spiritual identity,
comfort and growth.

I moved around a lot as a child and a young adult, so that often I feel that I am not at
home in any one place, and wonder where I am going to find myself living next.
Although I was born in south Dublin and for the past three decades have had a
house that is almost within walking distance of where I was born, there are times
that are unsettling when I realise I am asking myself where do I truly feel at home.

There is a traditional American spiritual song, once adapted and recorded by Jim
Reeves, that claims in the original version:

This world is not my home, I’m just passing through.
My treasures are laid up somewhere beyond the blue.
The angels beckon me from Heaven’s open door
And I can’t feel at home in this world anymore.

And the words of the chorus are:

O Lord you know I have no friend like you
If Heaven’s not my home, then Lord what will I do?
The angels beckon me from Heaven’s open door
And I can’t feel at home in this world anymore.
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Yet, the places that shaped me from birth to where I am in life now are the places
that make me who I am now and not only can I rightly call them home, but they
have formed and shaped the person I am today.

I was born in south Dublin, spent formative years in my early childhood on my
grandmother’s farm in West Waterford, went to school near Drogheda, and in those
late teens and early adult years that share our mature identity I was spending time
in both Lichfield in the English Midlands and Wexford in south-east Ireland, places
that I was first attracted to because of paternal ancestral roots.

To this day, I can often say that I feel comfortably at home in Dublin, Wexford, and
Lichfield, and even in Crete. I have been shaped spiritually in these places, nurtured
in them spiritually, and these are places where I have encountered the living God
and where I feel I am standing on holy ground. I can truly say that I have been born
in these places, at least spiritually, and that my spirituality has been formed and
matured through my experiences there.

‘You stand on holy ground’

As I write, we are working our way
in the Lectionary rea dings through
the Exodus story. When Moses
encounters God in the burning
bush on the mountain, he is told,
‘Remove the sandals from your
feet, for the place on which you
stand is holy ground’ (Exodus 3: 5).

The ground on which we stand when we are in places that have shaped us and that
have made us who are today can be holy ground on which we have an encounter
with the Living God who created us and who shaped us into who we are today. In
my late teens, I regularly visited Comberford, between Lichfield and Tamworth,
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attracted by family roots that had earlier inspired the work of my great-grandfather.
Late one summer afternoon in 1971, I first felt filled with the light and the love of
God when I accidentally walked into the chapel of Saint John’s Hospital in Lichfield.
Over 40 years later, I return there regularly in quiet pilgrimage and humble
homecoming.

I still feel spiritually moved ‘in place and time,’ as I imagine TS Eliot felt when he
arrived at Nicholas Ferrar’s small church in Little Gidding:

… You are here to kneel …
Here, the intersection of the timeless moment
Is England and nowhere. Never and always.

John Betjeman could express similar thoughts
after finding himself in the chapel of King’s
College, Cambridge:

And countless congregations as the generations
pass
Join choir and great crowned organ case, in
centuries of song
To praise eternity contained in Time and coloured
glass.

When the slaves are freed from oppression in Egypt, they spend forty long years
straying in the wilderness – a span of time that is greater than a generation – looking
back to fleshpots of Egypt, yet looking forward to the Promised Land.

This promised land is to be symbolised not in a rural idyll but in the city
(Isaiah 26:12), and when the people are in exile in Babylon, their concern is for the
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destruction of the city of Jerusalem (Nehemiah 1: 3) and the first task is to rebuild
and restore the city (Nehemiah 2: 11-20).

The writer of the Letter to the Hebrews describes the church (ekklesia) as coming ‘to
Mount Zion and to the city of the living God, the heavenly Jerusalem’ (Hebrews 12:
22-23).

The description of England as a ‘green and pleasant land’ by William Blake in his
poem ‘And did those feet in ancient time’ (best known today as ‘Jerusalem’) has
become a trope to romantically describe an England that may never have existed
but that we constantly year for and hanker after.

A ‘green and pleasant land’?

Blake portrays this
‘green and pleasant
land’ as the stark
opposite to the city in
industrialised England,
typified by the ‘dark
Satanic Mills.’ The
inspiration for this
image may have been
provided by the Albion
Flour Mills, the first major factory in London, designed by John Rennie (1761-1821)
and Samuel Wyatt (1737-1807). The factory was built on land in Southwark bought
by Wyatt, who was born in Weeford, outside Lichfield – a place that almost three
centuries later is still part of the ‘green and pleasant land’ of rural Staffordshire and
on the edges of major urban and industrial development.

From public schools to political party conferences, from the Last Night of the Proms
to the London Olympics, Hubert Parry’s interpretation of Blake’s ‘Jerusalem’ has
become England’s unofficial anthem. But Blake’s words are not harkening back to a
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place that was once rustic and Jerusalem, but looking forward in a visionary way to
the New Jerusalem that can emerge in the city.

The theme of Blake’s hymn is linked to the image of the Second Coming, when Christ
establishes a new heaven and a new earth in which the holy city, the New
Jerusalem, symbolises the place of universal love and peace (see Revelation 3: 12
and 21: 2).

A recent Eurostat survey in 2016 found that only 12 per cent of people in Britain live
in rural areas, the second lowest proportion in Europe, surpassed only by Malta (7
per cent. Despite the image of Ireland as country where the countryside is the ideal,
green place, Slovenia (50 per cent), Lithuania (48 per cent) and Luxembourg (47 per
cent) are the European countries with the highest proportion of people living in
rural areas. More than one-third (35 per cent) of Ireland’s population lives in cities
and almost a quarter of Irish people (23 per cent) live in towns and suburbs.

Culturally we often make an idyll of the countryside. In ‘East Coker,’ TS Eliot mourns
the loss of the English countryside to urban expansion. John Betjeman, who
famously said Slough was worth bombing, once referred to the suburban sprawls
the spread across England before World War II as ‘red-brick rashes,’ and claimed the
suburbs were ‘Bathed in the yellow vomit’ of sodium lamps. Yet in 1997 he spoke up
for ‘a new beauty – the beauty of the despised, patronised suburb, the open heart
of the nation.’

In the search for a sacred place that provide us with an identity that is rooted in
place and spiritually nourishing, perhaps we should be comfortable about looking to
urban and city places and not constantly yearning for the countryside of childhood
holidays.
Photos

The chapel in Saint John’s Hospital, Lichfield … ‘the intersection of the timeless moment’ (Photograph: Patrick Comerford,)
‘To praise eternity contained in Time’ and place … the Chapel of King’s College Cambridge (Photograph: Patrick Comerford, 2017)
‘Green and pleasant England’ in Wyatt’s Weeford is a sharp contrast with the dark mills Samuel Wyatt built in London (Photograph:
Patrick Comerford, 2017)
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DEATH - WHAT WE BELIEVE
The Revd Steve Reynolds
Associate Minister of Cannock and Huntington and of Hatherton St. Saviour

The dictionary definition of death is the cessation of all life functions so that the
molecules and structures associated with living things become disorganised and
indistinguishable from similar molecules found in non-living things.
What does this mean for ordinary people?
The negative feelings death invokes are fear, the fear of the unknown, anxiety, how
am I going to cope? Loss, the losing of someone who is close and dear to you,
loneliness, being left alone to cope by yourself and anger, sometimes anger aimed
towards the person who has died.
For many religions the positive side of death is release, the release of the dead
person from their pain and suffering or, in the case of a long term carer the release
from the burden of having to look after a seriously ill person. There is also the
thought of new life, the start of
another cycle of life, the resurrection
of the body into a better phase of
existence. There is also the hope that
we too may join in this wonderful
afterlife at the time of our own death
when we join those have gone before
in the Kingdom of God
May of the religions of the world
share their view of death and what it
means. For Buddhists, Hindus and
Sikhs death is the end of one life cycle leading into reincarnation into the next life
cycle. While Christians, Jews and Muslims believe in the resurrection at final day of
judgement. This shows that right across the spans of religion there is the general
belief that death is not the end but a new beginning.
All religions have their own particular death rites many of which seem to be similar.
Here are just four examples of different religious rites concerned with death.
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Muslims always bury their dead within twenty-four hours of death. They do not use a
coffin but are wrapped in a sheet and are usually buried in an unmarked grave.
Similarly, the Jewish orthodox faith always bury their dead but only after a period of
watching the body to ensure that death has actually taken place. They use the
simplest of coffins and do not embalm the body.

Sikhs are always cremated within twenty-four hours. The males are dressed in white,
as are older females while younger females are dressed in red. The eldest son is
responsible in this country for actually pushing the cremation button as in India he
would be responsible for actually lighting the funeral pyre. Ashes are always
scattered on water either on a river or into the sea.
Hindus also always cremate and never bury their dead however, the rites they use
vary according to the sect to which they belong.

For the majority of the population rites vary according to people’s own beliefs, these
can range from elaborate funerals right down to the do it yourself with a cardboard
coffin variety and brightly coloured clothes being worn instead of black.
Across the world burial rites can range from the extremely ritualistic to what
may
seem to many as the extremely bizarre. The ritualistic funeral can be a full funeral
procession as in a state burial such as the state funeral of Sir Winston Churchill 1965,
Diana Princess of Wales in 1997 or that of the Queen Mother in 2002, full of pomp
and ceremony to the simple non-ritualistic burial where the body may be transported
to the burial site in the back of an estate car.

Bereavement crosses all faiths and has to be dealt with in Its many forms. The
bereaved person needs support, love, patience and understanding. Time to come to
terms with the loss. Where do they get this support from? Support for the bereaved
can be provided by immediate family and friends but should also be provided by the
church family. We may feel uncomfortable around someone who has just been
bereaved, but we can offer support by just being there for them, offering them the
occasional helping hand especially in the first few days of their bereavement when
they may have many arrangements to make concerning the funeral. There are of
course also the professional aid bodies such as Cruse, The Natural Death Centre, the
Samaritans and many others too numerous to mention.
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As Christians though, we should always remember the words that Jesus spoke,

"I am the resurrection and the life. Whoever believes in me will live, even
though he dies, and whoever lives and believes in me will never die”.
These are, and should be, comforting words for us as believers, Jesus promises us
eternal life and that life is there to be taken as freely as it is offered, with the promise
of everlasting life in Him.

May the Lord bring you, in the fullness of time, to that life everlasting.
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Clocks, Clogs, Custard and Cards
The Revd Dr Jason Phillips Parish Priest of
Whittington, Weeford and Hints and Associate
Chaplain of St Giles’ Hospice, Whittington

And time was silent. Big Ben, the great bell inside the Elizabeth Tower of the Palace
of Westminster is stilled for four years. In August, the bell that rings out time across
London and the world was secured so it can’t be chimed. This is in order that the
famous clock and tower can be repaired safely. The last endearing chime brought
tears to the eyes of Londoners, even some MPs. Time may now be
silent but, as one of the remaining uncovered clock faces will show, time
marches on.
And time was silent earlier in the year when someone very close to me
died. All was silent as the grief enveloped me… silent like snow
stretching its stilling hand of calm across the countryside. And yet time
marches on and my mind was here, there, everywhere, swirling into a
new silent future.
I decided on a day out and visited Hebden Bridge in Yorkshire. I ventured to the old
clog factory nearby… in an instant my mind was racing through pockets of the
past… my own mother had worn clogs… I thought of my house built on the grounds
of Stafford’s famous shoe factory where clattering clogs on cobbles once marked the
end of shifts as effectively as Big Ben marked time… the stained-glass shoe window
in St Mary’s Church Stafford where I was ordained priest
and served as priest - a tribute to shoemakers of time
past… the antique shoe makers’ two horned bench I sat
upon often at St Mary’s… and the two pairs of clogs I
have… small, baby sized ones that I’d used teaching
many lessons as only primary teachers can, inspiring
order and imagination… and those little, leather upper
clogs… they were bought for me in Hebden Bridge by
the one whom I loved… now dead… AND suddenly time
present (Chronos) and time of eternity (Kairos) clashed
and my loved one was there again… with me in a
moment of profound silence in Hebden Bridge from
nowhere… and then time marches on…
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I did not expect months later, when a friend came to stay, for time and eternity to
collide in the kitchen… I was making custard to splash over a reasonably well-made
apple crumble whose hint of cinnamon was teasing the nostrils… perhaps I’d put too
much custard powder into the mysterious mixture that is neither solid nor liquid…
but as I stirred the amalgam into the warming milk, the yellow heaven became
firm… not a pouring custard today… but one exactly as my loved one would have
made. AND suddenly the soul-deep silence was back… and so was my loved one
from nowhere… for a moment, present… real… tangible… heart and mind… and then
time marches on…
The sympathy cards still stand on the sideboard as though putting them away will be
like placing my loved one into the drawers of history… that time will be permanently
silenced. I know one day that time marches us on…
The Bible tells us that God is the beginning and the end, the alpha and omega,
beyond time (Kairos) and holds all that is secure… including those whom we love but
see no more. The Bible tells us too that God is with us even until the end of time
(Chronos) … God journeys with us… within time to hold us … to love us… to walk
alongside… to stand with us in silence and jubilation. God navigates grief with us.

“But I trust in you, O LORD; I say, “You are my God.” My times are in your hand.” –
Psalm 31:14-15,

I like the phrase our
Salvation Army brothers and
sisters use at death; that is
the deceased has ‘been
Promoted to Glory’ … where
the struggles of chronos
time are no more and where
the endless peace of God
beyond time is constant. I
am truly happy and thankful
my loved one is in the
eternal loving arms of God… but for me the randomness of clocks, clogs, custard and
cards are the experience for now until the bells chime again… and time marches on.
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Letting Go- A Poet Replies
Carole Goodwin- at the time of writing a worshipper at St James’, Salt

I thought I saw you yesterday,

I only needed to reach out

Suddenly – your back, your hands,

You were so close. And we would
say…

Your haircut, sleek and sharp,
Your old familiar coat,
The way you stood.

All those things we left unsaid.
I held my breath:
I knew that if you turned around I’d
see a stranger.

Click – my mind’s eye snapped the
picture:
The shops and the milling crowd,
Wives chattering, husbands half
listening,
Children squabbling,
And you, standing there.

And so you waited in the busy street
As if this world were still your home
And time was yours to shift and
shape,
And fearing you might melt away
I left you there.
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Contact:
The Revd Dr Jason Phillips or Ms Lynne Mills,
The Parish Office,
The Thomas Spencer Hall, Church Street, Whittington, WS14 9LE
Email: lynne@fpe-network.org
Tel: 07721 767963
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