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Searching for
the shade
Lucy Hannah

results in lack of depth. Shade is a veiling
of light – a softening, so that the light
we experience is not the full, relentless
glare of the burning sun. As the earth
turns on its daily cycle and the sun
appears to ‘move’ across our skies, light
and shade play with pattern and
placement. Shadows can be mini works

A

s I write, summer has arrived with
a wallop. Forgive me, dear reader,
if it is lashing with rain where you
are right now; here, my skies are an
almost cloudless blue. The sun reigns
uncontested in the sky.
As an artist, I appreciate the value of
light and shade; one without the other
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glare and protect us from heat can be a
huge relief! I struggle to sleep when it is
light and appreciate the nurturing
blanket of darkness over my tired eyes
and busy mind.
Darkness can be seen as hiddenness
or even protection. The darkness of
‘unknowing’ can be frustrating, but
sometimes acts as a subtle veiling of
something too bright for our eyes.
I recently had my first experience of a
floatation tank – floating in a big ‘bath’
of magnesium-salted water. I could
choose to have gentle light or darkness.
In the end I chose the dark. It gave me a
sense of privacy and peace. In the
darkness, I became aware of all the
tension I was holding from past pain and
present stress. Depriving myself of
external sight in some ways helped me
‘see’ more. The hidden places can
hold for us great wonder; we can
find
those
‘treasures
of
darkness’ and encounter the
God who sees in the dark. That’s not to
say it is easy, not one bit. However,
sometimes darkness – in the sense of
hiddenness, of shelter, of unknowing –
can be the gentlest place for us to
grapple with our personal traumas and
pain in manageable doses, until we are
ready to walk out into the light.
God is described as light in the bible,
but at other points as ‘shade’ – a
personal, protective presence giving
shelter from the heat and dazzle of
uninterrupted light. Sometimes we cry,
quite rightly, ‘Lord, be my light’! I
suggest it is equally valid to whisper,
‘Lord, be my shade’, when things
are a little too bright for our
weary, sensitive eyes.

Continued from previous page

of art, the light painting a picture round
the pieces it can’t fully reach.
Often when we talk about light and
dark, we cast darkness as the
metaphorical villain. We use it to
describe the difficult, the distressing,
even the ‘evil’ in life. But at another
level, shade and shadow are valuable.
The heat at the height of a summer day
can be scorching; to find a shady corner
of a garden where the leaves soften the

Lucy is a writer and artist,
www.lucyhannah.com
3

2022

Oberammergau
ESCORTED HOLIDAYS TO AUSTRIA WITH
TICKETS FOR THE PASSION PLAY
25 May 2022 - 7 nights from £1,515 per person
with Dr Edward Wickham
14 September 2022 - 7 nights from £1,785 per person
with The Revd Prebendary Gillean Craig
Readers will enjoy top grade
tickets to the Oberammergau
Passion Play during a holiday
surrounded by Austria’s majestic
mountain scenery.

- Exclusive to Church Times
- Welcome Reception
- Worship Opportunities
- Pilgrimage Activities

Church Times prices based on sharing a double room. Single
supplement applies. Holiday subject to availability. Flights from
Heathrow, Manchester or Birmingham. Full terms and
conditions on the website
020 8675 6828
info@mccabe-travel.co.uk
mccabe-travel.co.uk
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prayer
Though I stumble in my going
As the rain hides the stars,
as the autumn mist
hides the hills,
as the clouds veil
the blue of the sky, so
the dark happenings of my lot
hide the shining of thy face from me.
Yet, if I may hold thy hand in the darkness,
it is enough, since I know,
that though I may stumble in my going,
Thou dost not fall.
Amen
Traditional Scottish prayer.
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A gift of bread
Jan Sutch Pickard

follow for the communities of which you
and I may be part.
My varied experiences of community
include being part of a manse family in
Notting Hill and a member of that innercity congregation for 18 years. For 20
years now I’ve been a Member of the
Iona Community (which is dispersed),
and for six of them worked in the
Community’s Centres in Iona, latterly as
Warden of the Abbey. Since leaving Iona,
I’ve twice been a volunteer with the
Ecumenical Accompaniment Programme
in Palestine and Israel: for three months
at a time forming a household with a
small international team in a village
house in a Palestinian community. We
experienced great hospitality from our
neighbours, who lived in poverty and
stress in an occupied country. Home for
me is now a village on Mull, where small
congregations reflect the gifts, traditions
and tensions of the local community.

What can we learn from
Jesus and the early
Christians about living
as a community?
What a challenging question - but
perhaps together we can begin to
answer it. To start the conversation, I
believe the kind of community we are
talking about is inclusive, attractive,
alternative, sometimes controversial,
travels light, is committed to the
common good, is generous, hospitable.
Community is often found where food
is shared. Right now, I’m sitting at the
kitchen table of fellow members of the
Iona Community in Glasgow. There’s
food on the table, laughter round it. One
person describes an encounter with folk
in their local church, unwilling to
change. Another has been at a meeting
of the city’s Health Board, which faces
many challenges. One spent the morning
on her knees, at a foot clinic in a hostel
for the homeless, another, giving shelter
to an asylum seeker from Somalia, has
taken up her case with the authorities.

What have you learned about
Christian community and where?
Reflect, write a list or share a story
with someone else. You may be
surprised.
When I lead worship in tiny Church of
Scotland congregations (although my
Methodist membership lies on the
mainland) we try to connect with
communities of the early church: a world
away, culturally. But the book of Acts or
Paul’s Epistles may help us to reflect
both on people trying to live in God’s
way and on the breakdown of
community caused by human frailty. As

Read Acts 2:44-47 and Acts 4:32-37
The community that came together
after Pentecost shared meals – and
many other things. What aspects strike
you particularly? Having all things in
common? The dramatic growth in
numbers? These make it a hard act to
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a storyteller however, it is to the Gospels
I keep turning, because they bring alive
the kind of community that gathered
around Jesus, signs of the kingdom
which may be glimpsed too where we are
today.

Committed to the common good –
community happens when hungry
people share an open-air meal (Mark
6:30-46 – depicted so vividly in the
painting The Five Thousand by Eularia
Clarke in the Methodist Art Collection).

Here are my ‘signs of community’. You
can find similar stories in other Gospels,
and many more examples.

Generous – Jesus’ generosity with his
time and awareness of people’s needs
and gifts are mirrored by those who offer
other gifts, from Simon’s mother in law
(Mark 1:29- 31) to the women who were
among his followers (Luke 8:1-3).

Inclusive – Jesus ate with taxcollectors
and sinners (Luke 19:1-10), shared meals
with watchful Pharisees; people in need
of healing came through the door (or the
roof! Mark 2:1-12) and women and
children were welcome (Luke 8:40-56,
Luke 9:46-48). He told parables of the
great feast (Luke 14:15-23).

Hospitable – the open homes at
Bethany and Emmaus; the different
welcomes of Martha’s cooking and
Mary’s listening; a story of a father
welcoming his lost son (Luke 15:11-32).

Attractive – the crowds followed him
everywhere, fishermen were called from
the shore (Mark 1:16-20), a blind man
jumped up in the street (Luke 18:36-43)
and a dodgy financier came down from a
tree (Luke 18:35-43). Some became
disciples.

Which of these stories speak most
strongly to you? Do any of them
connect, in practical details or in
spirit, with communities you know?
What conversation might happen
round your kitchen table?
I find meaning in the many meals at the
heart of Jesus’ community – ‘they knew
him in the breaking of the bread’ (Luke
24:35). This is bread for us to go on
sharing.

Alternative – family ties were
challenged (Luke 8:19-21); folk were
taken out of their comfort zone (Luke
14:25-27).
Controversial – this community created
many spaces where healing could
happen and religious rules might be
broken. It challenged assumptions (Luke
4:16-30; see also some of the above
stories, or find other examples).
Travelling light – we see a group of
people on a journey, hear conversations
on the road. While ‘the Son of Man has
nowhere to lay his head’, community is
being formed.

This is an edited article which was originally published in magnet magazine
www.ourmagnet.com
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Planning a walk
or a minipilgrimage?
Ann Lewin

You don’t need to draw attention to
yourselves: a pilgrimage is not like a
procession of witness, though other
people may well be rather curious, and
tag along.
You may want to use the walk to
increase awareness of the goodness of
God in creation. If that is the case,
instead of remembering events of
significance in the past, you could use
the Benedicite (found in Morning Prayer
in Anglican Prayer Books) as the basis for
reflection.
Whatever the purpose, do the walk
yourself first, and decide on the ‘stations’
– places to pause – and what you will do
at each one. A useful pattern is:
• Stop and look.
• Listen to a reflection either about what
you see now, or the significance of the

All over the world, through the
centuries, people have gone on
pilgrimage to holy places, for all sorts of
reasons. A pilgrimage is about walking in
someone else’s footsteps, making
someone else’s story your own, asking
about the significance of a place in God’s
eyes, becoming aware. It is often a
journey made in the company of others,
sharing memories and observations, a
serious enterprise, and also fun.
You don’t have to go to Mecca, or
Jerusalem, or Canterbury. Our own
localities have places of significance and
people to remember too. All you need
for a pilgrimage is some local
knowledge, a bit of imagination, and, if
possible, a few people to join you.
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place in the past.
• Pause for personal reflection.
• Pray together about the material you
have been considering.
• Use a pilgrimage prayer which all can
say – something like, ‘Lord, keep us
faithful and hopeful, and enable us to
show your love in the world.’
• Walk on. It is not necessary to be silent
on the walk – part of the value of a
pilgrimage is that people become more
aware of each other as well as God.

alternative activity in case of rain. It
would be possible to set the ‘stations’ in
a church if the weather is inclement.
Simon Bailey’s book, Stations, has some
imaginative ideas for a pilgrimage round
your church, town, home or body,
depending on your degree of mobility.
No one need be excluded, but you do
need to be realistic about what people
can manage physically.
This is an extract from Seasons of Grace
by Ann Lewin (Canterbury Press, £14.99).

Be ready for participants to make their
own observations, too; you may well
have a local historian or a naturalist in
the group, and their contribution can
add a great deal to the event.
Don’t try to do too much – two and a
half hours may be quite enough to tackle
in a morning or an afternoon. Lunch
could be part of the event, in which case
try to arrange for a suitable place to
have it, either provided by someone not
on the walk, or a picnic. End with a
‘cuppa’ – it is important to share food
and drink on these occasions.
You may wish to end in a church or
hall or someone’s home, and spend a
few minutes reflecting on the
experience, noting where and how God
was present to you.
Make it clear in the publicity what
kind of event it will be, and arrange an
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Earthquake
Ronald Blythe

of other people’s pleasures. And the
splutter of my neighbour’s little
aeroplane as he takes a look at our
valley. While we know a good deal about
each other in the village, our lives are too
expanded these days for us to feel that
we are ‘observed’. Think of John Clare,
who had to hide away in order to write.
But then writers are very odd people.
New Zealanders come to see me, and
carrying gifts. They call the earth
tremors there ‘the shakes’. They are
rebuilding Christchurch Cathedral, and
not entirely of cardboard. We mention
John Selwyn, who took the gospel to
New Zealand, teaching himself Maori on
the ship.
I tell them of my old friend
Christopher Perkins, who taught at
Wellington Art School, and whose work
is now in the National Gallery. As a
youth, I sat for him as St John, dressed in
a sheet. It was for a Dorset reredos. I
remember his sketchbooks, with their
pages and pages of New Zealand towns
and settlements, the wooden houses
and tin roofs, and their sense of being far
away. As far as you could go. And
particularly the Scots.
They – these visitors – were on their
way to Scotland, making me feel
envious. It is almost the time when the
Highlands’ scent of heather is so
seductive that it makes one long to
emigrate. But the white cat says, ‘Know
your place.’ Which I try to.

Elegiac days. I have been given an ashplant walking stick that John Masefield
cut from a hedge on the Western Front.
He was a medical orderly. I lean on it in
the peaceful August garden. The poplars
sing in hushed voices. It has gained a
polish where hands have held it, and a
ferrule. I try it out on the long walk, and
it sends up summer dust. ‘Walk while ye
have the light, lest darkness come upon
you,’ Jesus said. Excellent advice.
In church we remember 4 August
1914, first silently, with Vaughan
Williams’s ‘The Lark Ascending’, and
then with touches of compline. I read
Rupert Brooke’s ‘Safety’ and ‘The
Soldier’. His safety lies in the
indestructible heart of things. Very soon,
in the same fleet as bore my teenage
father to Gallipoli, a mosquito would
take his life. He was 27. And here am I,
old in the old garden, eating raspberries,
telling tales to the white cat, thinking of
what to say on Sunday.
There are celebrated dragonflies here.
I forget why they are celebrated, but
naturalists call on them and they
sometimes enthrone themselves on my
bare skin, gossamer, shimmering.
‘August for flying,’ they say. Roses
tremble beneath them. ‘August for the
people,’ W. H. Auden said. August for
lazing, say I. I am no good at this,
however, which is just as well,
considering the state of my desk. But I
adore the sounds of August, its
orchestral winds, its midnight creaks, its
loud birds, its noises off − i.e. the sound

This was edited an extract from Stour
Seasons by Ronald Blythe (Canterbury
Press).
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recipe

Raspberry and white
chocolate tiramisu

2 Separate the eggs. Whisk together the

yolks and sugar until light and fluffy, and
then beat in the mascar
pone cheese
until smooth.
3 With clean beaters, whisk the egg
whites in a separate bowl until firm. Fold
into the yolk and cheese mixture.
4 Line a large trifle dish with ten of the
sponge fingers. Spoon over half the
raspberry sauce, then half the
mascarpone-egg snow.
5 Grate over half the chocolate, then
repeat the layers: sponge fingers,
raspberries, snow, white chocolate.
6 Refrigerate, ideally overnight — the
longer the better. My mother suggests a
scattering of flaked almonds on top, too.

For our first family reunion since
lockdown, I made a raspberry and white
chocolate tiramisu.
Ingredients
250g (8 oz) raspberries
1 tablespoon sugar
2 tablespoons amaretto (optional)
3 eggs
90g (3 oz) caster sugar
2 × 250g tubs mascarpone
100g (4 oz) white chocolate
Method
1 Warm the raspberries in a pan with a
small glass of water until they start to
break down. Remove from the heat, stir
in the sugar and the amaretto.

This recipe was written by Terence Handley
MacMath and was originally published in
the Church Times.
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books
GOD IS NOT A
WHITE MAN
And other
revelations
Chine McDonald
Hodder &
Stoughton £16.99
(£15.29)

extent that, while continuing to
subjugate Black people, it becomes
invisible to those whom it benefits.
The book examines diverse topics
such as the artistic representations of
God and Jesus Christ as white males, the
rhetoric of difference in extreme rightwing political and religious discourse,
and the ways in which Black lives and
bodies have been defined and devalued.
It does not stop there, however. In
considering the portrayal of Africa and
Africans in the media, the tensions
inherent in international development
aid, and the history of racial segregation
in America and enslavement, McDonald
lays bare the white hegemony that
marginalises and denigrates — and,
ultimately, excludes.

After a year that has
brought the publication of several works
examining the current state of race
relations in Britain, Chine McDonald’s
God is Not a White Man offers a
compelling personal perspective. Its
provocative title challenges its readers to
examine whiteness by exploring the
Black experience in a society in which
privilege is based on skin colour.
As a former journalist, McDonald
skilfully weaves together personal
narrative with historical fact and social
and cultural commentary to illustrate
how whiteness has been idolised to the

Canon Sharon Prentis is Intercultural
Mission Enabler and Dean of Black, Asian
and Minority-Ethnic Affairs in the diocese
of Birmingham.

WOMEN OF THE
CATACOMBS
Memoirs of the
underground
Orthodox Church in
Stalin’s Russia
Wallace L. Daniel,
editor and
translator
Cornell University
Press £18.99 (£17.09)

held sway. But it did not. Why this was
so, why Christianity survived persecution
in the Soviet Union, is to a great extent
explained by the lives and religious faith
of those presented to us in Women of
the Catacombs by Vera Iakovlevna
Vasilevskaia, whose memoirs form
three-quarters of this book, by her
cousin Elena Semenovna Men, whose
short memoir forms the remaining
quarter, and by the Orthodox priests —
Fr Serafim Batiukov and Fr Pyotr Shipkov
— who are the focus of these memoirs.
Part of the Russian Orthodox Church,
which refused all compromise with the

Soviet propaganda claimed that religion
would fade away in its vaunted “brave
new world” where Marxism-Leninism
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state during the early years of the Soviet
regime, functioned in secret, preserving
an intense form of Christianity which
was extraordinarily powerful and
attracted Vera and Elena, both Jews by
birth, and led them to be baptised. The
dangers faced by those who worshipped
in this catacomb Church nurtured a faith

that was
unquenchable;
indeed,
persecution seems to have intensified
this faith. In Vera’s words “Do not holy
places, desecrated and ravaged, really
become for us still more sacred. . .”

LEARNING TO PRAY
A guide for everyone
James Martin
Harper Collins
£16.99 (£15.29)

Bible.
As he reviews various methods of
praying, it is clear that Martin addresses
a general audience, but does so firmly as
a Jesuit. He describes the common
currency of conversational prayer,
written prayers, lectio divina, and
petitionary prayer, but reserves extended
consideration for the daily Examen — the
structured review of the day as taught by
Ignatius — and for the practice of
Ignatian contemplation.
Learning to Pray is full of good sense
and helpful realism, not least about
spiritual dryness — “Here is what
sometimes happens in the morning —
nothing.” Beneath its savvy, unpious
presentation,
it
offers
broadly
conventional teaching that is not
particularly theological, original, or deep,
but provides for a general readership an
easily digested introduction to personal
prayer and showcases the Jesuit
tradition.

Xenia Dennen is a Russian specialist, and
chairman of Keston Institute, Oxford.

Learning to Pray
offers a basic guide to
what prayer is, how
to set about it, and
what it feels like. “I’ll assume that you
know next to nothing about prayer. That
way I’ll be able to include everyone,
beginners through those with years of
experience. But I will also assume that
you can come up to speed quickly.”
Martin starts by affirming how much
implicit prayer we may have already
experience of without realising, and
commends as his dominant model for
praying “conversation with God” as with
a friend.
He is clear that prayer is about God —
this is not a book on mindfulness —
though it is some time before his
generalised talk of God acquires some
edges by reference to Christ or to the

The Revd Philip Welsh is a retired priest in
the diocese of London.

All three of these books can be purchased online at our
Church House Bookshop: www.chbookshop.co.uk
Enter the code SIGN21 at checkout for a 10% discount
off your purchase.
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poetry place
The Ebb and Flow
When first thou on me, Lord, wrought’st thy sweet print,
My heart was made thy tinder box.
My ’ffections were thy tinder in’t:
Where fell thy sparks by drops.
Those holy sparks of heavenly fire that came
Did ever catch and often out would flame.
But now my heart is made thy censer trim,
Full of thy golden altar’s fire,
To offer up sweet incense in
Unto thyself entire:
I find my tinder scarce thy sparks can feel
That drop out from thy holy flint and steel.
Hence doubts out bud for fear thy fire in me
’S a mocking ignis fatuus;
Or lest thine altars fire out be,
It’s hid in ashes thus.
Yet when the bellows of thy spirit blow
Away mine ashes, then thy fire doth glow.
Edward Taylor (1642–1729)
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Three Trust130
donations.
One blooming
lovely garden.
Take out a new home insurance policy
with Ecclesiastical and we’ll donate
£130* to a church of your choice.
So those plans for the churchyard
could finally take seed and flourish.
Visit www.ecclesiastical.com/trust130
or call our team on 0800 7830 130
and quote TrustSG.
Trust130.
Limitless donations.
Endless possibilities.

Trust 130 celebrates over 130 years of insuring Churches.
*Terms and conditions apply and can be viewed on the offer website page above.
Ecclesiastical Insurance Office plc (EIO) Reg. No. 24869. Registered in England at Benefact House,
2000 Pioneer Avenue, Gloucester Business Park, Brockworth, Gloucester, GL3 4AW, United Kingdom.
EIO is authorised by the Prudential Regulation Authority and regulated by the Financial Conduct
Authority and the Prudential Regulation Authority. Firm Reference Number 113848.
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wordsearch

FARFALLE FETTUCCINE FUSILLI ORZO PAPPARDELLE
PENNE ROUTE TAGLIATELLE
Can you find the words listed in the grid? They may be written in any direction. The
sender of the first correct solution to be opened after the end of the month will
receive a £10 book token.
Send your entries to: August Wordsearch, The Sign, 3rd Floor, Invicta House, 108–
114 Golden Lane, London EC1Y 0TG.
The closing date for submissions is 16th September.
Name .....................................................................................................................................
Address ..................................................................................................................................
........................................................................................ Postcode .......................................
Email ......................................................................................................................................
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