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From the reCtor                                      
 
Virtual Church
It was very encouraging to see  a good number of parishioners join 
in our Zoom service last Sunday. People were really delighted to see 
one another. We will meet in this way each Sunday at 10.30am for the 
duration of our confinement to barracks. The login details are: 

Join our Sunday Zoom Service 
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/85815697155?pwd=cERsSklnUUcwZ3Boe
G5zSlAyallSZz09 
Meeting ID: 858 1569 7155
Password: 044061

You can also use the same log-in details to join us at 10.30am on Wednesday for a virtual morning 
tea and compline at 9pm Monday-Friday.  

You might like to have a candle with you this Sunday morning, ready to light as part of an Easter 
candle lighting liturgy at the beginning of our service. 

Email Scam Alert
Parishioners are advised to be cautious of an email scam that has been using Archdeacon Brian 
Douglas’s name and a bogus email account (rector@stpaulsmanuka.org.au@gmail.com) to solicit 
financial support. I can assure you Brian is not stuck in a meeting, needing your assistance to get 
gift cards for birthday presents for cancer patients. This matter has been reported to the relevant 
authorities but please be cautious when responding to emails and check the sender’s address is 
legitimate. Official email addresses used by this parish end with the domain ‘@stpaulsmanuka.org.au’ 
and the address stpaulsmanuka@icloud.com is used for bulk emailing. 

Annual Reports
Our Annual Reports are now available on the Parish website. The AGM of course could not be held 
on 29 March due to the ban on public assemblies. The Bishop has given an indefinite extension 
on the convening of the meeting and until such time all office-bearers for 2019 continue to hold 
office. The proposed budget for 2020 has been withdrawn from the reports as the current situation 
with COVID-19 pulls the rug from underneath the proposed budget. Certainly the facilities hire 
income, parking receipts and plate collection revenue and some other sources of income from fees 
and donations have all been impacted. The Diocese is exploring the applicability of the Job Keeper 
programme across its entitites. At the present time the financial circumstances are not clear enough 
to present a 2020 budget that would be meaningful. 

Pax,      
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Sentence - Third Sunday of Easter
Repent, and be baptised every one of you in the name of Jesus Christ so that your sins may be 
forgiven; and you will receive the gift of the Holy Spirit. Acts 2.38–39  

The Collect
O God,
your Son made himself known to his disciples
in the breaking of bread:
open the eyes of our faith,
that we may see him in his redeeming work;
who is alive and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit,
one God, now and for ever. Amen.

The First Lesson Acts 2.14a, 2.36-41
But Peter, standing with the eleven, raised his voice and addressed them: ‘Men of Judea and all who 
live in Jerusalem, let this be known to you, and listen to what I say.  Therefore let the entire house 
of Israel know with certainty that God has made him both Lord and Messiah, this Jesus whom you 
crucified.’  Now when they heard this, they were cut to the heart and said to Peter and to the other 
apostles, ‘Brothers, what should we do?’  Peter said to them, ‘Repent, and be baptized every one of 
you in the name of Jesus Christ so that your sins may be forgiven; and you will receive the gift of 
the Holy Spirit.  For the promise is for you, for your children, and for all who are far away, everyone 
whom the Lord our God calls to him.’  And he testified with many other arguments and exhorted 
them, saying, ‘Save yourselves from this corrupt generation.’  So those who welcomed his message 
were baptized, and that day about three thousand persons were added.

Psalm 116.1-4, 116.11-18
I love the Lord, because he heard my voice:
the voice of my supplication;
Because he inclined his ear to me:
in the day that I called to him.
The cords of death encompassed me, the snares of the grave took hold on me:
I was in anguish and sorrow.
Then I called upon the name of the Lord:
‘O Lord, I beseech you, deliver me !’
How shall I repay the Lord:
for all his benefits to me?
I will take up the cup of salvation:
and call upon the name of the Lord.
I will pay my vows to the Lord:
in the presence of all his people.
Grievous in the sight of the Lord:
is the death of his faithful ones.
O Lord, I am your servant, your servant and the child of your handmaid:
you have unloosed my bonds.
I will offer you a sacrifice of thanksgiving:
and call upon the name of the Lord.
I will pay my vows to the Lord:
in the presence of all his people,
In the courts of the house of the Lord:
even in your midst, O Jerusalem. Praise the Lord.
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Second Lesson: 1 Peter 1.13-25
Therefore prepare your minds for action; discipline yourselves; set all your hope on the grace that 
Jesus Christ will bring you when he is revealed.  Like obedient children, do not be conformed to the 
desires that you formerly had in ignorance.  Instead, as he who called you is holy, be holy yourselves 
in all your conduct;  for it is written, ‘You shall be holy, for I am holy.’ If you invoke as Father the 
one who judges all people impartially according to their deeds, live in reverent fear during the 
time of your exile.  You know that you were ransomed from the futile ways inherited from your 
ancestors, not with perishable things like silver or gold,  but with the precious blood of Christ, like 
that of a lamb without defect or blemish.  He was destined before the foundation of the world, but 
was revealed at the end of the ages for your sake. Through him you have come to trust in God, who 
raised him from the dead and gave him glory, so that your faith and hope are set on God. Now 
that you have purified your souls by your obedience to the truth so that you have genuine mutual 
love, love one another deeply from the heart.  You have been born anew, not of perishable but of 
imperishable seed, through the living and enduring word of God. 
For,
‘All flesh is like grass and all its glory like the flower of grass.
The grass withers, and the flower falls, 
but the word of the Lord endures for ever.’
That word is the good news that was announced to you.

The Gospel: Luke 24.13-35
Now on that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, about seven miles from 
Jerusalem,  and talking with each other about all these things that had happened.  While they were 
talking and discussing, Jesus himself came near and went with them,  but their eyes were kept from 
recognizing him.  And he said to them, ‘What are you discussing with each other while you walk 
along?’ They stood still, looking sad.  Then one of them, whose name was Cleopas, answered him, 
‘Are you the only stranger in Jerusalem who does not know the things that have taken place there in 
these days?’  He asked them, ‘What things?’ They replied, ‘The things about Jesus of Nazareth, who 
was a prophet mighty in deed and word before God and all the people,  and how our chief priests 
and leaders handed him over to be condemned to death and crucified him.  But we had hoped that 
he was the one to redeem Israel. Yes, and besides all this, it is now the third day since these things 
took place.  Moreover, some women of our group astounded us. They were at the tomb early this 
morning,  and when they did not find his body there, they came back and told us that they had 
indeed seen a vision of angels who said that he was alive.  Some of those who were with us went to 
the tomb and found it just as the women had said; but they did not see him.’  Then he said to them, 
‘Oh, how foolish you are, and how slow of heart to believe all that the prophets have declared!  Was 
it not necessary that the Messiah should suffer these things and then enter into his glory?’  Then 
beginning with Moses and all the prophets, he interpreted to them the things about himself in all 
the scriptures.  As they came near the village to which they were going, he walked ahead as if he 
were going on.  But they urged him strongly, saying, ‘Stay with us, because it is almost evening and 
the day is now nearly over.’ So he went in to stay with them.  When he was at the table with them, 
he took bread, blessed and broke it, and gave it to them.  Then their eyes were opened, and they 
recognized him; and he vanished from their sight.  They said to each other, ‘Were not our hearts 
burning within us while he was talking to us on the road, while he was opening the scriptures to 
us?’  That same hour they got up and returned to Jerusalem; and they found the eleven and their 
companions gathered together.  They were saying, ‘The Lord has risen indeed, and he has appeared 
to Simon!’  Then they told what had happened on the road, and how he had been made known to 
them in the breaking of the bread.
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InterCessIons 
PrePared by PeneloPe lowerey 

Risen Lord,  we rejoice in the salvation you have wrought for us an and delight in the ways you show 
yourself to us, in answered prayers and in the wonders of your creation.  Give us grace to pause and 
appreciate your goodness even in the strange circumstances we are currently experiencing.  

We pray for the world and the Church, for all who struggle to follow you in the face of difficulties and 
for all who seek you in their daily lives. We pray for peace for all people and for your strength and 
wisdom for all who seek peace.

We pray for the church throughout the world.  We ask you to strengthen and encourage clergy who 
are shepherding your flock through isolation, giving thanks for the technology that facilitates our 
communication.  We pray for all who are struggling to maintain or practise their faith while isolated, 
lonely, ill or grieving. Show us ways we can share your love in an anxious and distressed world. 

We pray for people who are suffering, those in countries at war, victims of crime, terrorism and 
wonton misbehaviour and those suffering from natural disasters.  We ask you, Lord , to walk with 
them in their troubles and show them you love.

We pray for those who make and administer our laws, and all who hold positions of responsibility, 
all people working in different circumstances and those who have no work.  We pray for students 
and teachers as on-line learning becomes the norm and overseas students stranded in Australia with 
no means of support.  We commend to your keeping ourselves and each other, our neighbours, 
families and friends.  Enable us by your spirit to live in love for you and for each other.

We pray for emergency service workers: police, fire and ambulance workers and health professionals. 
Grant strength, courage and resilience to all who serve their communities.

We pray for those in need, the poor and the lonely, those who suffer from disabilities or mental 
illnesses and those who are ill. We pray for the bereaved and those who care for them.

Photo by Mike Labrum on Unsplash
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 From the PulPIt: Were not our hearts BurnIng? 
The reverend dr ben edwards 

RecenTly I read about how the COVID-19 phenomenon of people working from home has allowed 
spouses to get a hitherto unseen glimpse into each other’s professional persona. Whether it be 

the different ‘work voice’ used for phone calls, or an altogether change of demeanour, new insights 
are being gained. Posts abound along the lines of ‘I didn’t realise I’m married to “Mr Just to Clarify”, 
“Mr Why Don’t We Revisit That Later”, “Mrs One More Question at the End of Meetings”...  (There 
are plenty of examples of these articles, such as https://www.msn.com/en-us/lifestyle/relationships/
discovering-your-spouses-work-persona-while-quarantining-youre-not-alone/ar-BB11Bf8P)  

Seeing people out of context, or in a different role, can certainly be confusing. I  recall an episode of 
The Crown where Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother is in Scotland staying with friends. They tell 
her the renovator’s delight castle next door, as it were, is for sale and she pops out and buys it. It is 
only after the Queen Mother has inspected the property a few times that the vendor realises who she 
is. While perhaps not quite on that scale, I am sure we have all had moments where we have failed 
to reocgnise someone taken out of context. And that is the faux pas of the disicples accompanying 
Jesus on the road to Emmaus in today’s Gospel passage. This passage raises the question for us of 
how are we to know and recognise Jesus? How is the Risen Christ present to us? Do we overlook 
his presence? Do we know where to look for him?

Reflecting on this passage my thoughts turn to the ways in which we can fail to recognise God 
making the journey with us. Sometimes we don’t see him on the road with us because we are 
blinkered by our own disappointments and anger with God. Or perhaps it is the bitterness of hurt  
and sorrow that affects our perception of things. We may be so bowed down with worry or sorrow 
that our downcast eyes fill with the dirt we kick up as we trudge through life.  Or perhaps it might 
be an over-inflated sense of self that prevents us from recognising God’s presence and activity 
through the clarifying lenses of humility. And sometimes it may simply be that our expectations 
of where and how God should be at work and present in this world are off the mark. Sometimes 
God’s silence and seeming absence don’t correspond with our scheduling needs, our neediness and 
impatience.

God’s action and presence in our lives is often subtle and mysterious, as this passage demonstrates. 
The Risen Christ appeared to the disciples in the midst of their disappointment, their sorrow, their 
disillusionment. They didn’t always see him clearly there before them, but his resurrected presence 
would transform their sorrow into a hopeful joy. Sometimes people resort to ultimatums and 
bargains with God with prayers of “unless” and “if ...then”... “show me...” and “give me a sign...” As 
far as I understand this sort of spiritual toddler-tantruming rarely moves God. Perhaps instead we 
might do better to open our spiritual vision a bit wider and look for the signs of God’s loving action 
and presence in our world and in our lives. 

So how do we know the Risen Christ? Where is he present to us as we plod along the road of life?  
As it was with those disciples on the Road to Emmaus,  so too for us we turn to the ‘artefacts’ of 
our faith: the Sacraments, the mysteries of the life of prayer and the spirituality of the Scriptures. 
Through these gifts we are invited to experience the holiness of God. These are not workaday things 
but holy things that bridge the profane and the sacred, presenting to us the gift of faith. 

In the Scriptures we find ourselves in the company of Christ and the saints. Reading, marking 
and inwardly digesting them we enter into a mysterious conversation of prayer, contemplation, 
reflection and instruction as we make life’s pilgrimage. And in the sharing of the Eucharist we 
recognise the Christ of the Scriptures to be present to us. Spiritually nourished and formed through 
Word and Sacrament, we learn to recognise the holiness of God, loving action and blessings of God 
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in the glimpses and experiences of goodness and beauty that touch upon our lives, such as in our 
fleeting apprehension of the beauty and wonder of Creation, the good deeds, acts of compassion 
and care, the help we are offered and so much more. 

The Sacraments are powerful spiritual experiences of God’s presence with us. Through our baptism 
we are grafted into the body of Christ, spiritually sharing in his death and risen life. And in the 
Eucharist or Holy Communion, like those first disciples, we too know the Risen Christ in the 
breaking of the bread. Sharing in the Eucharist is an invitation to share the hospitality of God.We 
find that hospitality in the simplicity of the bread and wine of the Table, in the presence of the Living 
Lord in our midst through the Holy Spirit, and in the welcome and care, the encouragement and 
charisms of one another. This divine hospitality invites us to partake of the life of Christ, to share 
the mystery of his death, resurrection and ascension. This sharing creates community and has a 
transformative power for those who share in it. As we experience this hospitality and understand 
the good that flows from it, Jesus is made known to us. We know him as the one who invites us to 
the feast, the one whose self-giving love pours out to us with forgiveness, mercy, understanding, 
healing and love. We know his Spirit to be among us, drawing us together as his body. 

At the present time, unable to share in our customary sacramental life as a community, something 
very special is missing. This deprivation may make us a little more sensitive to the plight of so many 
Christians who are unable to regularly receive the sacrament under normal circumstances, perhaps 
on account of geogrpahical isolation, the inability of declining rural and remote communities to 
maintain clergy resident in their districts, clergy shortages or oppression. Our current sacramental 
fasting may also teach us not to be so blithe about our corporate worship, not to take it for granted,  
but to truly commit to gathering together to worship as regularly as we are able, not merely as 
regularly as fancy or whim strike. I think of how encouraging it was to see one another in our 
Zoom service last week - how much more encouraging it shall be that day when we again gather 
together as a Eucharistic community to share in the hopitality of the Lord’s Table. 

Photo by James Coleman on Unsplash
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sPot the DIFFerenCe?
Observant parishioners will have noticed the handsome new lector’s stand in St Paul’s which featured in our Easter 
service. The stand has been given in memory of Eva and William Ives, early parishioners of St Paul’s, by their children 
Rosemary and Michael. It was crafted by fine furniture designer and craftsman Myles Gostelow in a style that is in 
keeping with the pulpit and other joinery in the sanctuary. 
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the Courage to aPologIse
hugh Mackay

Two clergymen in my past were notorious for their inability to apologise. In the first case, it appeared 
to be a matter of principle, since he was heavily into Christian perfectionism and perhaps thought 

to apologise would be to concede too much, (The young people in his congregation, far from seeing 
his intransigence as a sign of perfection, simply thought him arrogant.) In the second case, it seemed 
to be a matter of genuine moral blindness; an inability to see that offence had been given, or that an 
expression of remorse might not only be the most appropriate response, but also the necessary step 
towards healing. 

‘Never explain, never apologise’ is a line often, though wrongly, attributed to Henry Ford. What 
he actually said, after being convicted on a drink-driving charge, was ‘never complain, never 
explain’ (which was itself a quote from British prime minister Benjamin Disraeli). But ‘never explain, 
never apologise’ has lodged in our folklore as being somehow tough, strong and even admirable, – 
sometimes followed by the (very stupid) words: ‘It’s a sign of weakness.’

A sign of weakness? How could it be weak to acknowledge that my behaviour has hurt or offended 
someone, however unintentional the offence might have been? How could it be weak to offer someone 
the therapeutic gift of an apology? On the contrary, a sincere apology suggests that I am sufficiently 
secure in my sense of self to admit my error and to be willing to repair whatever damage – emotional 
or otherwise – I have inflicted. 

Put yourself in the place of a person you have wronged or offended by your actions or words. What 
does that person most want from you? An apology, obviously. Why? Because an apology sends a clear 
signal that you are taking her or him seriously.

Conversely, the withholding of an apology says, without needing to put it into words, that I don’t 
take you seriously enough to bother apologising to you. And that compounds the hurt. Yet many of 
us struggle with the challenge of making an apology, perhaps because apologising requires a double 
measure of virtue – one part humility (‘the queen of virtues’), one part courage: enough humility to 
admit we’ve erred; enough courage to face the consequences. 

People who worship the idols of power or status might hesitate to apologise because they realise 
that a genuine apology not only implies an admission of error, but also puts us on an equal footing 
with the person we have wronged. You can’t apologise sincerely while mounted on your high horse! 
If I’ve offended you, our relative positions in some real or imaginary pecking order simply become 
irrelevant. A boss apologising to an employee demands precisely the same blend of humility and 
courage as an employee apologising to a boss. 

Even in the case of ‘official’, institutional apologies from governments, churches, banks or other 
corporations to victims of institutional negligence, criminality or arrogance, humility is an essential 
part of the deal. Here, too, an apology must always be offered in a spirit of equality. Otherwise, it can 
simply look like yet another thing being ‘done to’ the victim. Worse, it can take the mealy-mouthed 
form of ‘I’m sorry you feel like that’ – an especially callous way of avoiding a sincere apology by 
implying that the victim is somehow inadequate.  

The national apology to the Stolen Generations, being confined to just one aspect of the mistreatment 
of our First Peoples, has had less enduring power than it might have if it had been broader in its 
scope, and the result of a sustained, negotiated settlement, perhaps expressed in a formal treaty. (The 
dismissive response of successive federal governments to the Uluru Statement demonstrates how far 
we still need to travel before Sorry Day acquires the deep symbolic significance it could have.) 
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In every case where a serious apology is called for – whether personally or institutionally – we 
need to admit our error, demonstrate (convincingly!) that we understand the hurt we have inflicted 
on the other person, express our remorse, apologise sincerely and, where appropriate, offer some 
reparation. Anything less is hollow.

By the way, there’s no use-by date on apologies. Just last week, I received a generous and courageous 
apology from someone who felt he had treated me unfairly in a panel discussion at a writers’ festival 
more than a year ago. His period of self-isolation had led to some self-examination, and his apology 
to me was one of the outcomes.

Perhaps all of us could use this time of relative isolation for some reflection on the apologies we still 
need to make, and the forgiveness we still need to offer – but that’s next week’s story.

Photo by Sunyu on Unsplash
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saInts alIve!
The reverend kay Pendlebury

In a recent video uploaded to St Paul’s Virtual Cloister, our Virtual Vicar encouraged us to look at 
some of the things we are grateful for, despite the bushfires and smoke, hailstorms, and now the 
lock down. One thing I have been grateful for is the chance to reconnect with some old friends on 
my bookshelf, and to make some new friends (books I have bought but not opened)—including the 
book Celebrating the Saints, which contains daily spiritual readings to accompany the Church’s 
liturgical calendar. Imagine my added delight when I discovered that there were three saints on 
the calendar for this week: Tuesday, Anselm; Thursday, George; and, Saturday, Mark. 

ST AnSelm: AbboT of le bec, ArchbiShop of cAnTerbury, TeAcher of The fAiTh.
 Anselm was born in northern Italy in 1033CE and at the age of 27 became a Benedictine monk at Bec 
Abbey in Normandy. In 1078  he became the Abbot of Bec, and in 1093, archbishop of Canterbury. 
He died in 1109. He was greatly influenced by the Rule of Saint Benedict (https://www.osb.org/
our-roots/the-rule/). He was a philosopher and theologian of very high standing, and wrote many 
works, including on the nature of truth and free will, and a defence of the Trinity. His intellectual 
achievements made him and the monastery at Bec famous, but he was also known for his good 
example of loving and kind discipline. 

Anselm is regarded as the originator of the ontological 
argument for the existence of God. You can watch 
a really annoying, but quite informative, video on 
Youtube that explains this:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FmTsS5xFA6k
One of his works was titled ‘Proslogion’ (also known 
as ‘Faith Seeking Understanding’, and also ‘Address 
to God concerning his existence’). You can read it here:
https://tinyurl.com/y8zeq9g2
Anselm understood that belief doesn’t follow 
understanding; belief comes first and then we start 
to understand as we spend time with God. Here is 
a prayer based on the opening of the first chapter of 
‘Proslogion’:

Come now, turn aside from your business for a while,
hide yourself for a little time from restless thoughts,

cast away your troublesome cares, put aside your burdens 
and distractions.

Give yourself some space to converse with God, and take 
your rest awhile in him.

Enter into the secret chamber of your heart:
empty it of everything but God and what may help you to 

seek after him,
and when you have shut the door, say with your whole 

heart to God, I seek your face:
your face, Lord, I seek.

Come now then, O Lord my God,
teach my heart when and how I may seek you, where and 

how I may find you.

Anselm of Canterbury, c. 1160 .Admont, Stiftsbibliothek, Ms. 289, fol. 1v.
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If you said morning prayer last Tuesday, you would have read the Collect of a Theologian: 
Almighty God,
who gave to your servant Anselm special gifts of grace
to understand and teach the truth in Christ Jesus:
grant that, enlightened by this teaching,
we may know you, the one true God,
and Jesus Christ whom you have sent;
who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, for ever and ever. Amen. 

If you are really keen to know more about Anselm, his contemporary, Eadmer, wrote a biography. It 
contains, evidently, an endless fund of stories about Anselm, written by a man who knew Anselm 
well, and spent much time with him. But Eadmer did not recognise the philosopher in Anselm, 
thinking that one of the great issues in Anselm’s life was the question of men’s hairstyles. He wrote:
The men with long hair were, as we very well know, excommunicated by Father Anselm and banished 
from the doors of holy Church; yet now they so abound and so boastingly pride themselves on the 
shameful girlish length of their locks that anyone who is not long-haired is branded with some 
opprobrious name, called ‘country bumpkin’ or ‘priest’. 

ST GeorGe, mArTyr, pATron of enGlAnd. 
Who has not heard the last line of Henry V’s 
‘Once more unto the breach, dear friends, 
once more’ (III.i):
Cry ‘God for Harry, England, and Saint 
George!’ 

George is a bit of a dim figure in our collective 
memory—a classic example of the mixing of 
history and myths from several cultures. And 
there are varying versions of the story. Suffice 
it to say that the popular agreement is that he 
was a soldier in the Roman army who was 
executed in 303CE by decapitation during the 
Diocletian persecution for refusing to deny 
his faith (although none of this is certain). 
Veneration of George spread throughout 
Europe, reaching the Western Roman 
Empire, and he was canonised in 494CE. By 
the 8th Century, he was among the martyrs 
mentioned by Bede. Saint George did not 
become the patron of England until the 14th 
Century, and during the reign of Edward VI 
all saints’ banners other than George’s were 
abolished. ‘

One reason given for his rise in popularity in England is that he had nothing to do with England! 
Hence people could venerate him how they would, and build shrines anywhere they liked. No one 
person or cause could claim his as their own. Richard The Lionheart adopted St George’s cross as a 
uniform for his soldiers in the Crusades—a red cross on a white background. After Henry V used the 
St George’s cross in his victory over the French at Agincourt in 1415, it became England’s national flag. 

How George became associated with the slaying of a man (and princess)-eating dragon is a sociological 
study in itself. Although he died in the 4th Century, the legend of Saint George and the Dragon did 
not appear until the 11th Century.

St George Slaying the Dragon, 
National Gallery of Slovenia, tempera on canvas c. 1420. 
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A hungry, vicious dragon was progressively eating the people of Silene in Libya when George arrived. 
The esteemed citizens of the city voted on who would be the next meal. Oh no, it came to the turn 
of the King’s daughter. George would have none of this, and tamed the dragon and then slayed it 
with his lance. The King rewarded George with treasure, but George gave it all to the poor. The 
aforementioned esteemed citizens were so impressed that they were all baptised into the Christian 
faith. [A random Wikipedian aside—George’s lance was named ‘Ascalon’, a name which Winston 
Churchill subsequently used for his personal aircraft during WWII.]

Some commentators have interpreted the legend as an allegory to explain the triumph of good 
over evil: the dragon represents the devil; St George, Christ; and the virgin princess the Church. By 
overcoming evil and jettisoning all his wealth, George is able to devote himself to the service of the 
Church. I’m not sure about that. Perhaps it has been laid over the story in order to make it grander 
than just a story that for some reason has grabbed the hearts of people everywhere—like all good 
stories. [I think at the moment of the ‘bin isolation outing’ craze that has taken over the world. Will 
theologians in the future say that the bin represents our sins, or repressed evil, and by dressing up 
and putting it on the curb we are handing our sins over to Christ, represented in this scenario by the 
garbo who comes and takes it all away? Our costumes represent our new, bright, lives.] 
Preaching on St George the 11th Century, Peter Damian said: 

So my dear people, let us not merely admire this soldier of the heavenly army: let us also 
imitate him. Let us lift our minds to the contemplation of that heavenly reward, fixing 
our hearts on it, never flinching whether the world smiles on us with its blandishments 
or menaces us with its threats.

Given that it is menacing us with its threats at the moment, that is probably good advice. St George is 
also the patron saint of Portugal, Venice, Beirut, Malta, Ethiopia, Georgia, the Palestinian territories, 
Serbia and Lithuania. 

mArk, eVAnGeliST And mArTyr. 
The Mark we celebrate this Saturday 25 April is the Mark traditionally assumed to be the author of 
the Gospel of Mark. But, the name ‘Mark’ was probably the most common name in the time of Jesus 
(maybe apart from Mary!). He could be the ‘John Mark’ mentioned in Acts, the ‘Mark’ Paul mentions 
in Col 4:10 and Phlm 24, or the ‘Mark’ the author of 1 Peter calls ‘my son’ (1 Pet 5:13). Or none of them. 
Or all of them. 

We don’t know whether these are all the same Mark, but over time they have all sort of been molded 
into the one Mark that we assume wrote the gospel. (Although the theologians continue to argue.) 
Because Mark was associated with both Paul and Peter, the most important apostles in the early 
church, his gospel was given early authority. According to the historian Eusebius, Mark (who was at 
home in both Jewish and Greek worlds) was Peter’s interpreter, and wrote down all that Peter said 
about Jesus. Mark later compiled these memoirs into the gospel bearing his name. (Although some 
scholars note the influence of Paul in the gospel.)

Some 20 years after the Ascension of Jesus, Mark travelled to Alexandria and founded the Church of 
Alexandria. The Coptic Orthodox Church, the Greek Orthodox Church of Alexandria, and the Coptic 
Catholic Church had their origins in this community. In 68 when Mark returned to Alexandria after 
an absence, some locals, annoyed at his efforts to turn the population away from the worship of 
their traditional gods, put a rope around his neck and dragged him through the streets until he was 
dead. His relics were venerated in Alexandria until 828 when they were stolen and taken to Venice. 
The sailors hid the relics under a layer of pork and cabbage leaves to deter the Muslim guards from 
inspecting the ship’s cargo. In 1968, to mark 1900 years since Mark was martyred in Egypt, the Vatican 
returned some of his relics to the Church at Alexandria. 
So can we say anything about the character of Mark? If he were the young man who ran naked from 
the Mount of Olives when Jesus was arrested (Mark 14:51-52), then he had deserted Jesus on that fateful 
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night, as did so many others. Perhaps that is 
why he and Peter had a close relationship—
partners in failure and restoration. Mark 
also knew Peter through his mother, who 
was active in the Christian community (Acts 
12:12-17). Later, Mark travelled with Paul but 
they fell out, and Paul refused to take him on 
his next journey. But Barnabas had faith in 
him, and later Paul forgave him also (another 
failure and restoration). Peter of course 
refers to Mark as ‘my son’. Perhaps Mark 
had a servant heart; he was ready to assist 
Paul, Peter and Barnabas. I think he must 
have been likeable and perhaps impetuous. 
Impetuosity comes out in his writing—we 
have all heard about his racy Greek style 
and the many instances of ‘and then’ 
and ‘immediately’ that give his gospel 
its sense of urgency and vibrancy. He was 
an astute observer, and paid close attention 
to detail. He is sometimes lampooned for 
his Greek grammar and writing style, but 
he has skilfully constructed a story with a 
profound theological outlook. In the story of 
Jesus, as told by Mark, alienation and abandonment, doubt and despair, are as much a dimension of 
Jesus’ relation to God as are affirmation and approval, acknowledgement and authorisation.  Does 
Mark identify with this? Do we?

In many ways perhaps Mark was a lot like us, trying to fit in and do what is required, but having 
moments of doubt and disloyalty. But stepping up again when required. And when it came to the 
crunch, he knew his own heart, and proved faithful. We have a lot to thank Mark for. Next time I’m 
doing one of those quiz things or conversation starter exercises that ask you, ‘If you could have dinner 
with anyone, who would it be?’, I’m going to say, ‘Mark the Evangelist’. (But I won’t order pork and 
cabbage.)

So there’s lots to be grateful for, including the saints who have gone before us and who continue to 
surround us in the great cloud of witnesses that encourage us to cast off our burdens and run the race 
that is before us.

 

Icon of St Mark  by Emmanuel Tzanes (1657)
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reFleCtIons on anZaC Day
JaMes waddell

As a semi-retired Army officer, you might expect that I would be heavily invested in ANZAC Day 
and the ANZACtraditions. Indeed, I am. But while a veteran of East Timor and Afghanistan, my 
service both while deployed and at home was mainly as a member of the headquarters staff; and 
for the last decade I was engaged as a legal specialist at the strategic level of the Defence Force. My 
career was not in the combat arms, so my perspectives on ANZAC Day may differ from those in 
our community who have faced grave personal danger on the battlefield. So I write this not from 
deep personal experience of the profession of arms; I write as a citizen, as much as I do as an officer 
of a small corps in the Army. 

I would like to reflect on some of the ways in which ANZAC Day resonates with me, to describe 
some experiences of commemorating ANZAC Day that have been especially memorable, and 
finally to make some observations on the deeper significance of ANZAC Day.

how AnZAc dAy reSonATeS wiTh me
The Australian Army Legal Corps is not an organisation that one immediately associates with the 
ANZAC tradition; yet as I and my colleagues discovered some years ago when we published our 
Corps history, we are the successors of some remarkable figures who have served their country 
with skill and distinction. One of them was Major Philip Woodhill, the only Army legal officer 
who has died on active service.

Woodhill had been admitted to the Bar in Sydney in 1931 and was working in the Crown Law Office 
at Rabaul in the Mandated Territory of New Guinea when the war began. He was commissioned in 
the AIF and by November 1941 was legal officer for the 6th Division in Syria. Before taking over his 
legal duties he had played a central role in one of the most amazing dramas of the Greek campaign, 
“an odyssey of stubborn determination against super-human odds”. 

Woodhill and another officer were tasked to embark 19 officers and 361 men who had missed the 
last evacuation ships. They hid day and night, but no more ships arrived to take them off. The 
following night they came into contact with the vanguard of a German armoured division when 
it reached the harbour, but drove them off in a fierce skirmish in the dark. Stuka dive bombers 
attacked the harbour the next morning, machine-gunning and bombing the olive groves where 
the troops were hiding. After further contact with Germans the following night, and anticipating 
the imminent arrival of the German main body, the Australians set off at dawn along the coast in 
decrepit trucks left behind by evacuating forces. They abandoned the trucks when the road ended 
after 15 miles, clambering down to the beach. 

They reached a cove and were about to swim out to a ketch moored there when German planes 
appeared overhead and attacked the ketch, setting it on fire. The men got back to shore as best 
they could, formed into column again and set off once more on their trek. Greek villagers led 
them to some British troops further along the coast who were keeping watch for warships. They 
were awakened next morning by Greek peasants running into the church where they had taken 
refuge to warn that the Germans were advancing rapidly, and were only six hours distant in one 
direction and one and a half hours distant in another direction. They hid in the bush until dark, 
then decided to sleep on the beach, posting pickets at either end, until 3 a.m. when lights were 
seen flashing offshore. It was a British destroyer, so they were taken off as rapidly as possible and 
evacuated to safety.

Six months later, Woodhill died in Syria in the most unfortunate circumstances after eating a 
lunch of scones prepared by the mess cook. He and some 20 other officers complained of feeling 
ill, but Woodhill’s symptoms were far worse than those of the others and he was moved from the 
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camp to the nearest hospital, which was in Beirut, where he died late that night (cockroach poison 
had accidentally been included in the scones owing to language difficulties when purchasing the 
ingredients). Woodhill was buried in the British war cemetery at Beirut on 28 November 1941 at the 
age of 35 years, leaving a wife and young son to mourn him in Sydney. 

Our Corps history, Justice in Arms: Military Lawyers in the Australian Army’s First Hundred Years, was 
published in 2014 by Big Sky Publishing in association with the Army History Unit. It tells the story of 
Woodhill and of many other remarkable legal officers, some of whom went on to occupy high judicial 
office. A sequel to the Woodhill story was that his widow later married an American officer called 
McKenzie, and took her young son with them to live in the United States. Young Chris Woodhill took 
his stepfather’s surname, and by the time we made contact with him not quite a decade ago he was a 
retired judge of the Hawaiian District Court.

But my feelings on Anzac Day are not only derived from the traditions of the Legal Corps. I think 
of Alison’s father, the late Canon Lewis Nyman of Wangaratta, who served as an Army chaplain in 
Vietnam. Lewis left his young family, including Alison, in Singleton when he left at short notice for 
Vietnam in May 1968 for 12 months. It was a time of great difficulty for Alison’s mother Judy with 
their young children, living in a small married quarter far from her nearest relatives. Of course, their 
story was typical of many. Lewis wrote regularly, and often sent drawings to his children which are 
still among their treasured possessions.

Vietnam was an amazing experience for Lewis and he never tired of telling stories about it. He was 
at Fire Support Base Coral on the night of 15/16 May 1968 when the Australian position, hastily set 
up to disrupt a Vietcong infiltration and supply route, came under heavy fire from rocket-propelled 
grenades and mortars followed by attacks by successive waves of North Vietnamese infantry. Lewis 
records in his diary that the battle started at 0225 hours, leaving (on our side) five Killed in Action and 
12 Wounded in Action (official sources say 19 WIA). The North Vietnamese broke contact at 0630; and 
by 0830 Lewis was conducting a Church Parade for HQ 1st Australian Task Force, and offered them 
Holy Communion at 0845. From there he moved to 102nd Field Battery Royal Australian Artillery 
for Church Parade at 1000 and Holy Communion at 1015; then to the US Artillery at 1100 for Holy 
Communion and a talk. He went back to his own tent, rested, talked to the lads at 1st Field Squadron 
Royal Australian Engineers; then went back to his tent again, filled sandbags, said Evening Prayer, 
wrote to Judy, and had dinner.

In later years Lewis had a great ministry among Vietnam veterans, because he had shared some of 
their experiences and he understood their language. I remember one occasion when he led the Vietnam 
veterans in their ANZAC Day march in Wodonga; and he came to Canberra for the dedication of the 
Australian Vietnam Forces National Memorial in 1992.

Chaplain Lewis Nyman in Vietnam



- 18 -

memorAble AnZAc dAyS
My early memories of ANZAC Day were in East Maitland, gathered around the substantial war 
memorial in the centre of William Street with my fellow school pupils, or parading down Newcastle 
Road towards the war memorial as a member of the Cubs. I used to recognise many of the veterans as 
parishioners of our church - St Peter’s, East Maitland. 

Fast-forward to ANZAC Day 1989 when I found myself at a dawn service in the barracks at Canungra, 
near Mount Tamborine in SE Queensland, where I was attending a course for junior officers. It was 
5.00 am, and it was teeming with rain. It was memorable because the officers, standing on one side of 
the flagstaff in their jackets and ties, had all deployed their black umbrellas, and remained relatively 
dry; while the sergeants and warrant officers standing opposite us had refused, on principle, to deploy 
umbrellas. Soaked to the skin, they were older and more experienced in life, and in the Army, than 
most of us; and we could only imagine the thoughts they entertained while gazing at us under the 
lights in the teeming rain: what was the Army coming to? Then there was a blackout and the barracks 
was plunged into darkness. After breakfast at the soldiers’ club we donned our uniforms for the march 
in Canungra village, with Sam Browne belts and slouch hats, but the RSL cancelled it at the last minute. 
We were trucked into Canungra where we piled into the School of Arts for an indoor service with the 
civilian community.

In 1998 I spent ANZAC Day in Kuwait, where I was attached to a small force formed out of the Australian 
SAS Regiment and New Zealand SAS Group. We were contributing to a much larger US-led coalition 
force which had been arrayed to teach a lesson to Saddam Hussein, who had recently expelled UN 
weapon inspectors from Iraq. It was a game of strategic brinkmanship, and we returned home before 
any hostilities were opened. We put on a dawn service on a dusty knoll inside Ali Al Salem Air Base, 
where the local US Air Force commander joined us with a handful of his countrymen, and later in 
the mess tent for breakfast. Buses left at midday for a two-hour drive to a beach house on the Arabian 
Gulf coast made available to us by the British Embassy, where we spent a pleasant 24 hours of rest and 
recreation.

A few days later, a US Air Force Master Sergeant came into our command post looking very concerned, 
and gravely informed our commander that he feared an unidentified Australian soldier had violated 
General Order No.1 on the 25th April. He was alleged to have taken a quantity of illicit alcohol into the 
mess tent where, unwisely, he had asked an American caterer to mix it with something. Instead, the 
American had tipped it out; and a verbal altercation had taken place. Our commander undertook to 
investigate, and as soon as the stern-faced Master Sergeant had gone we all had a laugh. The Americans 
very strictly observed General Order No.1 which forbade the possession or use of alcohol; but clearly 
the caterers in the mess tent were not familiar with our Anzac traditions!

Five years later I was in East Timor, where I was on the headquarters of the UN Peacekeeping Force in 
Dili. ANZAC Day started with a dawn service on a steep headland surmounted by an 89 foot statue of 
Christ the King, which looked out across the ocean. The “Jesus statue” resembled its counterpart in Rio 
de Janeiro and had been a gift from President Suharto, allegedly intended to stave off the East Timorese 
independence movement. We climbed the 590 steps in darkness, but finished the service with the sun 
shining across the water. In attendance were many Australian and New Zealand service personnel, 
UN Police, ex-patriot civilians, curious international onlookers, ambassadors and others. One of the 
wreaths was laid by a frail East Timorese man who had been in 1942 a guide for Sparrow Force, the 
Australian commandos who conducted a guerrilla campaign against the Japanese. 

Following a gunfire breakfast at our camp we attended an ANZAC Day service in Dili Cathedral, led 
by a Regular Army chaplain and two local priests. The service was complemented by unaccompanied 
singing by a local choir. In the afternoon we took part in a simple ANZAC Day parade at the Australian 
headquarters in Dili, under a very hot sun. There were general salutes for the UN Force Commander, 
and speeches by him and by the Australian contingent commander.
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SiGnificAnce of AnZAc dAy
These experiences, and others like them over the years, have combined to make Anzac Day a special date 
on my calendar. I know how important it is for the military community and the veteran community, but 
in my experience and belief it serves important purposes for the whole community as well.

First, on ANZAC Day we honour the sacrifice of those who served in the field of battle - those who 
fell, and those who returned. I always think of two distant uncles, Eric and Alan Bisset, who grew up 
in Bendigo and enlisted in Melbourne, who were killed on the Western Front. In their book Anzac Day 
Origins: Canon DJ Garland and Trans-Tasman Commemoration, the Reverend Dr John Moses and Dr George 
Davis have pointed to an Anzac theology according to which the self-sacrifice of Jesus was seen as “the 
model for all human sacrifice and for decency in human life as a whole.” We think of those whose lives 
were turned upside down in the time of national peril – not only those who served and returned, but 
those who waited for them anxiously at home. I think of my great grandfather, William Scriven, who 
served in the AIF on the Western Front, separated for three years from his wife and children.

Second, the 25th April provides a focus for remembering achievements accomplished against the odds, 
for celebrating stories of triumph over adversity, for communal pride in acts of selfless courage. Anzac 
Day undoubtedly invokes aspects of our national story. We understand CEW Bean’s narrative of the 
story of ANZAC as being also a purposeful story of our nationhood, not just a compilation of historical 
facts. He wrote with artistry as well as fidelity.

Third, ANZAC Day extols a set of values - the importance of honouring our country and our flag, of 
gratitude for sacrifices made to achieve a peace we largely take for granted, and of acknowledging 
the existence of a common good that trumps individual rights. For some, these values might not be 
fashionable; yet most of us recognise them as fundamentals of a healthy society. ANZAC Day offers a 
moment for taking stock of our national and personal ethical frameworks.

Above: V0124310 “OPERATION TANAGER” 20 OCT 01 Pic By: SGT William Guthrie Pic: Aerial View of the Jesus Statue, on the outskirts of Dili. Background More than 1500 Australian Defence Force personnel 
are serving in East Timor as part of the Peacekeeping Forces (PKF) of the United Nations Transitional Administration East Timor (UNTAET). Their role is to restore peace and security, ensuring a stable environment 
so the citizens of this new nation can go about their daily business of rebuilding their country. © Commonwealth of Australia 2019 This work is copyright. You may download, display, print and reproduce this material 

in unaltered form only (retaining this notice and imagery metadata) for your personal, non-commercial use or use within your family or organisation.
 https://images.defence.gov.au/assets/archives/5003-All-Defence-Imagery/?25=Jesus%20Statue
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Fourth, it provides a rallying point for the community, and for community groups. It brings out 
veterans, the armed forces, Scouts, Guides, bands, civic leaders, and many others. It brings together 
multiple generations, and veterans of allied countries who served the common cause. Anzac Day 
is not the only point on the national calendar that serves this purpose, but it seems to be the most 
important.

Fifth, it has given expression to national and personal grief and mourning at various times in our 
history. As the Reverend Dr John Moses and Dr George Davis explain in their book, the movement 
in Australia and New Zealand in the 1920s and 1930s for the commemoration of ANZAC Day can be 
explained, in part, “as the consequence of the raw pain of grief for the tens of thousands of young men 
killed on distant battlefields”.

Finally, and most importantly, ANZAC Day incorporates a religious element. As Moses and Davis 
demonstrate, “the ANZAC ritual was conceived by Canon Garland as an ecumenical requiem”. They 
describe it as “a mystical act of remembrance focused on a war memorial”, a reality consisting of “both 
the rational and the non-rational together that people for a brief moment inexplicably acknowledge” 
- an instance of “civil religion”. For Garland and his colleagues, it incorporated “the performance of 
penance for both the sin of war and the neglect of God in the past.”

In 2020 we will mark ANZAC Day with a difference. I will miss the excitement of attending the dawn 
service at the Australian War Memorial. I used to enjoy gathering in a café afterwards for bacon and 
eggs with my staff and our respective families. I will miss the ringing of half-muffled bells at St Paul’s, 
the atmosphere and spectacle of the march and the solemnity of the national commemoration. But I 
am certain that creative minds have been at work to make this year’s ANZAC Day memorable in some 
unique way. I will still think of Philip Woodhill, Lewis Nyman, William Scriven, and Eric and Alan 
Bisset, and I will look forward to braving the cold early morning air again in 2021.

Photo by Laurentiu Iordache on Unsplash
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lIturgICal tItBIts
vestments Part III: 

anglICans In BasIC BlaCk WIth WhIte aCCessorIes

The reverend elaIne FarMer

The common clergy dress—cassock, alb and surplice—is not meant solely for clergy, but for lay 
people as well. It’s nice to realise we Anglicans at our core know we’re all in this business of doing 
church together despite what we actually do most of the time. 

First, the CASSOCK—the long, black clergy ‘undergarment’ was traditionally worn all the time, 
including under the alb and eucharistic vestments. Its origin is secular—the vestis talaris, an ankle-
length garment which became much shorter around the 6th century through barbarian influence 
on Rome. The Church, ever fond of maintaining tradition, retained the longer garment and in 572 
ordered its use by clergy at all times. By canonical order in 1604, Anglican clergy were forbidden 
to appear anywhere ‘in their doublet and hose, without coats or cassocks’. Today, there are two 
versions, one buttoned down the front (as are Roman Catholic cassocks), the other double-breasted 
(Anglican only). Both can be worn with a matching shoulder cape, a wide sash with fringed ends, or 
a black leather belt (particularly the Anglican version). An occasional cassock has a narrow fringe on 
the hem to emulate the ragged state to which poor priests’ cassocks were reduced. 

Next, the ALB—long, white and collarless, with a buttoned slit at the front, and reasonably narrow 
sleeves. This traditional version is worn with an AMICE at the neck, which is a large white rectangle 
of linen etc with long strings to wrap around the chest and hold it in place. The amice (never an 
official garment) is arranged neatly around the neck like a scarf and often with APPARELS attached. 
These are long narrow detachable rectangles of cloth of the liturgical colour of the day. Together 
amice and apparel form a collar to protect other garments from hair and body oil. The alb and amice 
combination has been widely replaced these days by varieties of white ‘CASS-ALBS’ which reduce 
two garments to one, and are simple, cheap and ecumenical.  

Third, the SURPLICE. Like the alb, it is of white linen etc. with elongated flowing sleeves and the body 
gathered (sometimes with plain smocking) on a round yoke. It is only worn over the black cassock. 
Its name comes from the Latin superpelliceum, meaning ‘over a fur garment’, for it originated as a 
choir robe in lieu of the alb fitting as it did more comfortably over the fur coats of northern Europe. 
Originally, the surplice reached the feet but it lifted its skirts higher and higher until, in 18th century 
continental Europe, it barely skimmed the hips. It had also acquired shorter sleeves and squared its 
neckline. This is the COTTA, still worn in the Catholic Church but less often in the Anglican Church 
which minded its decorous sensibilities and retained the long full-skirted surplice.

All the same, the surplice picked up its skirts and dashed headlong into the Vestiarian Controversy. 
The 1552 Book of Common Prayer declared it be the sole eucharistic vestment for Anglican clergy but 
this rubric was dropped by subsequent Prayer Books. Controversy raged through Elizabeth I’s reign 
(1558-1603) then, in 1604, clergy were ordered to wear it for divine services and when administering 
the sacraments. In 1969 it became an alternative form of dress for the eucharist but remained the 
prescribed dress for the Daily offices of Morning and Evening Prayer.

Speaking of controversy which manages to attach itself to the Church whether welcome or not 
(mostly not), there have often been raised eyebrows over decorations to clergy dress, over lace in 
particular. Although the following amusing titbit was written about altar linen, it could equally have 
been applied to clergy dress. It comes from the pen of the extremely knowledgeable but irascible late 
nineteenth-century commentator on all matters ceremonial, The Rev’d Percy Dearmer. One can hear 
him huffing and puffing at the very thought of lace. He would be apoplectic over the changes that 
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Picture of Anglican priest in choir habit — cassock, surplice, academic hood (University of Wales BD) and tippet — 
taken by Gareth Hughes on 21 October 2005 used under the Creative Commons Attribution 2.5 Generic license

have taken place in his beloved Anglican Church since. Now his remark is rather delightful and 
politically incorrect and I thought a laugh would be good in these difficult times. He wrote:

The fashion of tacking lace to one of these cloths is against all English tradition, and very seldom 
looks well. Anything suggestive of effeminacy should be rigidly excluded, the more so as it 
always has a tendency to creep in through the efforts of well-meaning women.

Well, Mr Dearmer, we have crept in! 

Next time—two more fetching little numbers in black and white and perhaps a little less controversy. 
Perhaps. When it comes to liturgical dress there are always plenty of opinions and temper tantrums 
to deal with.
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reFleCtIng on the vIrtual ChurCh
george MenhaM

One of our Rector’s recent Virtual Cloister editions embodied two images which resonated 
with me: silence and retreat.  Both were directed at filling the gap in our lives brought about 
by the Covid 19 Virus. The Rector saw Holy Week, in particular, as an ideal opportunity for 
us all to have made a retreat:  to intentionally spend time in prayer, spiritual reading and 
reflection; a chance “to read a little more deeply than we might otherwise get around to 
doing”. He saw it as an opportunity to rediscover domestic devotional life. 

From my own private reading two persons came to mind: Thomas Merton, a renowned 
spiritual writer, and the Welsh poet-priest R S Thomas. I was reminded immediately of 
what Merton wrote:  “Without mysticism there is no real theology; without theology there 
is no mysticism. To bring out clearly the mystical dimensions of our theology is ‘to live our 
theology, deeply and in its totality’. Within any retreat there is the power of silence and 
with it a sense of self surrender. It needs the experience of prayer, spiritual concentration, 
and pastoral concern. Our Rector has wrapped this all in one package.

That package included in his Virtual Cloister a poem “Virtual Vicar of the Incorporate Church” 
to which I was particularly drawn, revealing another dimension in our communication: the 
power of imagery and word.  I perceived significant parallels in his poem with the Welsh 
poet-priest R S Thomas, in both poetic style and the structural arrangement of the flow of 
words and conveyed images. 

Thomas’ poetry reflects a cluster of recurring images, symbols, and metaphors marked by 
silence, prayer, waiting, watching, and empty churches. His is the poetry of the “unseen 
God” where silence, absence and presence are harnessed together.  In poetry he found 
a form of language expression to portray his understanding of the presence of God in a 
meaningful way. Similarly, in its own way, the Rector’s poem works both visually and 
aurally to make its own contribution to the liturgy. In both, the visual effect in the reading 
is important in itself with the deliberate positioning of the line breakages. 

In his book Saturday’s Silence: R S Thomas and Paschal Reading Richard McLauchlan argues 
that the activity of reading the poems may in itself become a practice of spiritual discipline 
that draws the reader ever further into the paschal events. This practice, he suggests, 
allows for more responsible readings of Scripture.  To do so is to be made “more aware 
of the transcendent horizon of human existence”. He sees in Thomas’ poems a distinctive 
“theological and spiritual relevance”. There emerges a fundamental relationship between 
Thomas’s spirituality and his poetic style. It is the art we should be seeking, he says, to 
understand what illuminates the meaning. His book, therefore, seeks to open up largely 
unexplored territory for literary and theological debate.  Our Rector can claim recognition 
in his understanding and presentation of the form to participate in and inform that debate 
as he has demonstrated in his own poem. 
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PoetIC Prayer Path 
anne M. osdIeck *
THE GOSPEL Luke 24:13-35

Jesus himself drew near and walked with them.

 Oh 
Jesus,

please find us 
wherever we hide, from

the virus and everything else.
Come walk with us and be with us now.

Show us the new life you are.
Open our eyes and

make our hearts
blaze.

THE FIRST READING Acts 2:14, 22-33
Jesus received the promise of the Holy Spirit from the Father 

and poured him forth, as you see and hear.

The Spirit proclaimed it,
through Peter’s,

brave words:

“God
raised him up, 

and released him from
the throes of

death!”

Let us understand 
and feel your Spirit, O Jesu:

in our 
neighbors,

in ourselves.

Let our lives
boldly proclaim

 your life, death and
resurrection

now.

THE SECOND READING 1 Peter 1:17-21
He was known before the foundation of the world.

From the beginning of time God loved us.
Ransomed and transformed us

and all creation.

Within
this very truth 

we find our meaning.

In this very love we find our hope.

Copyright © 2020, Anne M. Osdieck. Used by permission. liturgy.slu.edu 
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THE VIRTUAL TOURIST’S CHURCH CRAWL

Continuing south-west of Gloucestershire, our Tardis lands in Wells, one of the most distinctive 
cathedrals in the world.  The full text, by the redoubtable Percy Dearmer, is available at:  http://
www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/32280

20/02/15 8:17 PMThe Project Gutenberg etext of BELL'S CATHEDRALS: WELLS by the Rev. Percy Dearmer, M.A.

Page 1 of 85http://www.gutenberg.org/files/32280/32280-h/32280-h.htm
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Wells, by Percy Dearmer
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re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included
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GENERAL PREFACE
This series of monographs has been planned to supply visitors to the great English Cathedrals with

accurate and well illustrated guide-books at a popular price. The aim of each writer has been to produce a
work compiled with sufficient knowledge and scholarship to be of value to the student of Archæology and
History, and yet not too technical in language for the use of an ordinary visitor or tourist.

To specify all the authorities which have been made use of in each case would be difficult and tedious in
this place. But amongst the general sources of information which have been almost invariably found useful
are:—(1) the great county histories, the value of which, especially in questions of genealogy and local
records, is generally recognised; (2) the numerous papers by experts which appear from time to time in the
Transactions of the Antiquarian and Archæological Societies; (3) the important documents made accessible
in the series issued by the Master of the Rolls; (4) the well-known works of Britton and Willis on the
English Cathedrals; and (5) the very excellent series of Handbooks to the Cathedrals originated by the late
Mr John Murray; to which the reader may in most cases be referred for fuller detail, especially in reference
to the histories of the respective sees.

GLEESON WHITE,
E.F. STRANGE,

Editors of the Series

AUTHOR'S PREFACE
The writer about cathedrals nowadays is one who, reaping where he has not sown, and gathering where

he has not strawed, is indebted for most that he says to the patient labours of other and wiser men.
Nowhere does one feel this more than at Wells. The admirable Somerset Archæological Society has gone
on accumulating information about the cathedral for more years than the present writer has lived. Professor
Freeman produced twenty-eight years ago, in his "History of the Cathedral Church of Wells," a little book
which has since been a model for all works of the kind, and of which one can still say that no one can
understand all that is contained in the word "cathedral" unless he has read it. Yet since that book was
written much fresh material has been discovered, and the theories then held as to the building of the
cathedral have been in great measure disproved. To Canon C.M. Church, in his "Chapters in the Early
History of Wells," and his papers read before the Somerset Society, we are indebted for most valuable
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CHAPTER I 

HISTORY OF THE CHURCH

"The Gothic Cathedral," wrote Froude, an author who held no brief for the Gothic period, 
"is perhaps, on the whole, the most magnificent creation which the mind of man has as yet 
thrown out." The Cathedral Church of Wells, wrote Froude's predecessor in the same 
historical chair, is "the best example to be found in the whole world of a secular church, 
with its subordinate buildings." "There is no other place," Professor Freeman went on to say, 
"where you can see so many of the ancient buildings still standing, and still put to their own 
use." And surely there is no place better fitted to be their home than this beautiful old city of 
Wells, set in the midst of the fair western country, the land of Avalon and Camelot, of 
Athelney and Wedmore.

...

Bishop Robert, as we know from one of his charters, did something also for the order of his 
church. Mammon had gradually encroached upon the sacred precincts, and the markets had 
come to be held in the "vestibule," and in the church itself; the busy hum of the buyers and 
sellers marred the quiet of God's house, and disturbed the people at their devotions. Strong 
measures were necessary, and the bishop ordered the market to be held at some distance 
from the church, while at the same time, as an act of grace, he remitted the tolls that were 
due to him as lord of the manor. Thus did he lay the foundation of the liberties of Wells city 
while securing the sanctity of Wells Cathedral. 

...

It is worth while to call to mind the kind of service for which the church was built, with its 
aisles and chapels and screen. The usual Sunday procession started from the north door of 
the presbytery, preceded by two thurifers with censers, went round behind the presbytery, 
the priest in his cope asperging the altars on his way, then down the south choir aisle, and 
through the south transept into the cloister. In the cloister- cemetery, the priest, with his 
ministers, said the prayers for the dead, and then rejoined the procession in the cloister Lady 
Chapel, where the first station was made. Thence the procession returned to the great rood 
in the nave, and there made the second station, the bidding-prayer being given out to the 
people from the rood-screen, after which it re-entered the choir. But on special occasions the 
ritual was increased; as, for instance, at the procession of palms on Palm Sunday, or the 
Corpus Christi Day procession, which is thus described by Mr J.D. Chambers3: "The 
procession, some time before the mass, should assemble in order at the step of the Choir 
(i.e. in the Presbytery), a priest in Albe and silk Cope carrying the Corpus Christi in a 
tabernacle or feretory under a canopy of silk raised over him and it on four staves, borne by 
four clerks in Albes and Tunicles, with lighted tapers. It should go out of the Choir down the 
Nave, and out at the West Door of the Church, round the Church and Cloisters as on 
Ascension Day"—i.e. round the outside of the whole church, beginning with the north side 



- 28 -

and returning round the east end, and through the cloister to the west door again, and thus 
back into the nave. The colours of the vestments at Wells followed in the main the custom of 
the neighbouring diocese of Sarum, but with some local variations, such as are set down in 
the Consuetudinary which Archbishop Laud had copied from the late thirteenth- century 
MS. Indigo and white were used on St. John's Day and on the Dedication Festival; in 
Advent, indigo; at Passiontide, red, and on Palm Sunday, "except one cope of black for the 
part of Caiaphas" at the singing of the Passion; red, too, on Maunday Thursday, but with a 
banner of white. Red was also used for Easter, Pentecost, and throughout the Sundays after 
Trinity; while for Virgin Martyrs, red was mixed with white. This mixture of colours was 
probably effected by the cantors wearing different coloured copes; thus for confessors 
saffron (croceus) was mixed with green, sicut honestius et magis proprie possunt adaptari 
festo; but St. Julian and some others had all saffron, while a few, like St. Benedict, had all 
indigo. White is comparatively little in evidence, but it was used at Christmas, and for 
commemorations of the Blessed Virgin. Black was used for the commemoration of the dead. 

To this vision of stately pomp, and changing colour, we must add in our mind's eye the 
many chapels with their woven tapestries of flowers and beasts and birds, their rich 
ornaments and sacred associations; the majestic rood upon the screen, and the rich altars 
that stood before it; the almost constant succession of services that went on behind it, where 
the canons (each with his own book and candle) and their vicars sat, and the pyx hung over 
the high altar; the sound of a little bell from one of the chapels where mass was being said, 
the glimmer of a hanging lamp, the gleam of a silver image, the shrines here and there, with 
their frequent visitors; and, as years went on, the subdued light from the gorgeous painted 
windows (that over the high altar glowed then from east to west without obstructing organ), 
the frescoes on some of the walls, the green and red and gold of the later monuments; and 
over all the trail of incense and the sound of prayer. 

...

Dean John de Godelee (1306-1333) was the last great builder of the church of Wells. The 
power of the bishop in his own church is already declining, as that of the chapter rises, and 
it is the dean now who organises the works. In 1315 the central tower was raised, and by 
1321 it was being roofed in. By 1319 the chapter-house was finished; Godelee, with William 
Joy, the master-mason, had probably worked out the old drawings and built the windows 
and vaulted roof. Next the Lady Chapel must have been begun, for by 1326 it was finished. 
Somewhere about this time the parapet, which adds so much to the external beauty of the 
church, was also made. 

But the raising of the central tower had, ere this, brought disaster. In 1321 there was a grant 
from the clergy of the Deanery of Taunton in aid of the roofing of the "new campanile"; in 
1338 a convocation was summoned because the church of Wells was so totaliter confracte 
et enormiter deformate that the instant and united action of its members was required to 
save it (cf. Willis in Som. Proc. 1863). The adding of the Decorated portion to the tower 
increased the weight so much that the four great piers sank into the ground, dragging the 
masonry with them and causing rents to appear at the apex of the arches. The situation was 

most dangerous: it was met by the careful repairing of the torn masonry and the construction 
of those inverted arches which are so familiar a feature of the church. 

...

During the Commonwealth the choir was closed, and Dr Cornelius Burges, who was 
appointed "Preacher" at the cathedral, bought the bishop's palace and deanery for his private 
property. He, of course, despoiled the palace, "pulling off not only the Lead thereoff," says 
Chyles,4 "but taking away also the Timber, and making what money he could of them, and 
what remained unsold he removed to the Deanery improving that out of the Ruins of the 
palace, leaving only bare Walls." At the Restoration Burges was ejected, after a good deal of 
litigation, and Bishop Piers returned to the ruins of his palace. Burges' sermons had never 
been popular with the people of Wells, who annoyed him by walking up and down the 
cloisters "all sermon time." When the trial for his ejectment came on he published his "Case," 
in which he justified his buying Church lands by alleging that he had lent the State £3490, 
and, having a wife and ten children to provide for, he took such land, etc. as the only means of 
repayment. Five of the canons' houses were also obtained from Cromwell's Commissioners 
by the Corporation of Wells, one or two of which were pulled down and sold for old stone. 

...

This time of peace did not last long, for in 1685 the whole of Somerset was up in 
Monmouth's rebellion. The duke's followers came to Wells, turned the cathedral into a 
stable, tore the lead off the roof for bullets, pulled down several of the statues, broached a 
barrel of beer on the high altar, and would have destroyed the altar itself, had not Lord Grey, 
one of their leaders, defended it with his sword. Dr Conan Doyle's description of the scene 
in his novel, Micah Clarke (p. 292), is so vivid that it is well worth referring to. 

The long and heavy peace which followed was marked by the gradual pewing up of the 
choir and presbytery, and the intrusion of pretentious monuments. Then, in our own times, 
came the revival, bringing evil as well as good in its train. In 1842 the restoration of the 
nave, transepts, and Lady Chapel was commenced at the instance of Dean Goodenough, by 
Mr Benjamin Ferrey. He removed the thick layers of whitewash which had been ingeniously 
applied to conceal the sculpture; and the long rows of marble tablets which had disfigured 
the aisles were shifted to the cloisters, whence, it may be hoped, they will one day make a 
further journey towards oblivion. 

The restoration of the choir by Mr Salvin, which lasted from 1848 to 1854, was 
unfortunately of a less blameless character. It was the period of the Great Exhibition, when 
art reached the lowest depths to which it has sunk in the history of the world. 

We need not dwell upon the result; few restorations are more marked with the complacent 
ignorance of that strange time. The old pews and galleries in the choir, which had hidden the 
very capitals of the piers, were indeed removed, but with them the medieval stalls were 
destroyed and replaced by work of indescribable imbecility. No real improvement in the 
choir of Wells is now possible till every trace of Dean Jenkyns' restoration is swept away; 
but, alas! what he destroyed can never be recovered. 
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CHAPTER II 
THE EXTERIOR 

...

The massive front of Wells stands, therefore, on its own merits as a west front, and not 
merely a west end—a great stone screen that, so far from pretending to be a regular 
termination of the nave and aisles, is actually carried, in all its sculptured magnificence, 
round the sides of the two towers upon which it so frankly depends. It is a screen built at a 
period different from, and, we may now safely assume, later than, that of the nave, and built 
for the exhibition of a noble legend in stone, which has ever since been the glory of a county 
famed for its splendid churches. 

...

Perhaps one is even more distressed on first seeing the front by a third fault—the weak and 
stringy effect of the long, thin, dark, marble shafts. For this the restorer, Mr Benjamin 
Ferrey, must bear the blame. He complained with justice that the original blue lias shafts, 
when they were decayed, had been replaced by the ordinary Doulting stone. But, unhappily, 
he did not go back to the original material, but fitted the whole front with a complete set of 
shafts of Kilkenny marble, which is at once dark and cold. They absolutely refuse to blend 
with the old, warm, grey stone, and stand out, stark and stiff, like an array of gigantic slate 
pencils. Mr Ferrey was possessed with the idea that the blue lias shafts (having only lasted 
for a paltry half-dozen centuries) were not durable enough for the work. He therefore used 
this marble, which, doubtless, will stand in increased obtrusiveness when every stone of the 
cathedral has decayed. He further was impressed with the strange notion that the hideous 
Kilkenny marble is of the same colour as the exquisitely delicate grey of the blue lias. The 
result is a sad warning to all restorers not to be more clever than the original architect. 

...

© A. Cheung



- 31 -

The Resurrection Tier.—The sixth tier (195-283) consists of a series of small canopies 
which run continuously under the cornice that finishes the main division of the front. Above 
and around, the spandrels are filled with beautiful foliage most boldly undercut. Each of the 
eighty-eight canopies (of which thirty are on the north side) contains a figure, or group of 
figures, representing the Resurrection of the dead. In spite of a rather defective anatomy, 
these figures are singularly impressive, "startling in significance, pathos, and expression," 
are Cockerell's words. They are naked—crowns, mitres, and tonsures alone remaining to 
distinguish their office. They awaken by degrees, heave up the lids of their tombs, and draw 
themselves up slowly, as if scarcely yet awake. Some sit in a strange dreamy posture with 
folded arms, some seem expectant, others are in attitudes of fear, hope, defiance, and 
despair. There are none of the grotesque accessories which are too common in ancient 
representations of this subject, but the awful feeling of a great awakening shivers along this 
range of naked, grey, stone figures. It is probably the earliest representation of the subject in 
art; it is certainly the most profound and spiritual. 

...

The North Porch is perhaps the finest piece of architecture at Wells, though it generally 
receives far less attention than it deserves. It is certainly the oldest part of the church, and 
must have been the first work which Bishop Reginald undertook, about 1185; in style it 
retains much of the Norman influence. The mouldings of the noble entrance arch are 
numerous and bold, and twice the Norman zig-zag occurs, though enriched with leaves in a 
manner that suggests the coming Gothic. A weather moulding, exquisitely carved with 
deeply undercut foliage, covers the arch. Its capitals on the east side contain figures among 
their leaves representing the martyrdom of St. Edmund the King: the first three of the caps 
have the saint in the midst, crowned, and transfixed with a number of conventionally-
arranged arrows, and his enemies, two on either side, drawing their bows; the fourth cap 
shows an executioner cutting off the saint's head; in the fifth the head is found by the wolf; 
the sixth has been partly cut away, but the body of the wolf and the heads of two figures 
remain. 

...

Most happily, the North Porch has been spared from the restorer's hand. It is a unique and 
most beautiful example of early work; any restoration of it would practically destroy it, and 
would be an unpardonable crime. The hungry eye of the modern vandal is sure to seize on 
this piece of virgin work, sooner or later; for its very purity will tempt him. We only hope 
that when that day comes the Chapter will be faithful to their trust. 

...

The Chain Gate, one of the peculiar glories of Wells, is really a bridge over the roadway, 
built by Bishop Beckington and his executors, to connect the chapter-house staircase with 
the vicars' close. Freeman spoke of it as a "marvel of ingenuity," yet perhaps its excellence 
consists rather in its simplicity. A covered way was needed to the close, but the road lay 
between, and so a bridge was built; the bridge had to rest on something: three arches were 
therefore made, one large for carts, and two small for foot- passengers; a further space had 
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to be spanned between the road and the staircase: the bridge was therefore continued on the 
same level, but, as the ground here was lower, the arch on this side was built on a lower 
level. Furthermore, the two ends of the bridge not being exactly opposite to one another, the 
bridge had to turn at a slight angle where it reaches the road. It is just such simple 
adaptation of means to an end that gave his chance to a medieval architect; it is this that 
gives what is called its picturesqueness to an ancient town, it is this that makes nature so 
picturesque. A modern architect would have built his bridge in a straight line across the 
road, and have pulled down something to avoid the irregularity; he would not have had the 
sense of proportion which alone was needed to make utility supremely beautiful. The 
builder of the Chain Gate just used his opportunities to their very best. He saw that but a 
small thing was wanted, that the close must not be dwarfed; so he kept the work little and 
delicate, rich and light: he made its chief beauty to lie in its bijou character. Yet he preserved 
its dignity by the wide opening of the central arch, the height of which is emphasised by the 
smallness of the two arches on either side. But although the two small arches effect so much 
by their contrast with the large one, the harmony of the gateway is preserved by the 
panelling above them which marks this part of the bridge off from the rest. On the south of 
the gate is a blank wall, supported by a buttress which was wanted here, and so here was 
put. On the south of the buttress is the lower arch which is so admirable a foil both to the 
height of the main gateway and the delicacy of the windows. A correctly-minded architect 
would not have tolerated this blank wall and irregularly-placed arch; but substitute what you 
will for the wall, or alter the height of the arch, or replace both by an arcade, and the dignity 
of the little gateway is gone. It may further be noticed that the builder kept the upper and 
lower stages very distinct, and made the upper storey as clearly a bridge as the lower is a 
gateway: the charming little windows run in a continuous range over blank wall, gate, and 
all, but they are grouped closer together over the gate. A battlemented parapet finishes the 
top of the bridge. Niches are placed in the midst of the two windows over the gate; they 
contain graceful statues of St. Andrew and other saints. In the wide moulding of the string 
course there are angels, curiously placed in a horizontal position, as well as the stags' heads 
of Beckington's arms. 

© A. Cheung



- 33 -

to be spanned between the road and the staircase: the bridge was therefore continued on the 
same level, but, as the ground here was lower, the arch on this side was built on a lower 
level. Furthermore, the two ends of the bridge not being exactly opposite to one another, the 
bridge had to turn at a slight angle where it reaches the road. It is just such simple 
adaptation of means to an end that gave his chance to a medieval architect; it is this that 
gives what is called its picturesqueness to an ancient town, it is this that makes nature so 
picturesque. A modern architect would have built his bridge in a straight line across the 
road, and have pulled down something to avoid the irregularity; he would not have had the 
sense of proportion which alone was needed to make utility supremely beautiful. The 
builder of the Chain Gate just used his opportunities to their very best. He saw that but a 
small thing was wanted, that the close must not be dwarfed; so he kept the work little and 
delicate, rich and light: he made its chief beauty to lie in its bijou character. Yet he preserved 
its dignity by the wide opening of the central arch, the height of which is emphasised by the 
smallness of the two arches on either side. But although the two small arches effect so much 
by their contrast with the large one, the harmony of the gateway is preserved by the 
panelling above them which marks this part of the bridge off from the rest. On the south of 
the gate is a blank wall, supported by a buttress which was wanted here, and so here was 
put. On the south of the buttress is the lower arch which is so admirable a foil both to the 
height of the main gateway and the delicacy of the windows. A correctly-minded architect 
would not have tolerated this blank wall and irregularly-placed arch; but substitute what you 
will for the wall, or alter the height of the arch, or replace both by an arcade, and the dignity 
of the little gateway is gone. It may further be noticed that the builder kept the upper and 
lower stages very distinct, and made the upper storey as clearly a bridge as the lower is a 
gateway: the charming little windows run in a continuous range over blank wall, gate, and 
all, but they are grouped closer together over the gate. A battlemented parapet finishes the 
top of the bridge. Niches are placed in the midst of the two windows over the gate; they 
contain graceful statues of St. Andrew and other saints. In the wide moulding of the string 
course there are angels, curiously placed in a horizontal position, as well as the stags' heads 
of Beckington's arms. 

© A. Cheung

...

From the South-East.—One of the most interesting views of the exterior is from the lovely 
grass-plot on the east of the cloisters, where once stood the cloister Lady Chapel, and where 
the vicars were formerly buried. It is being again used as a cemetery, which is unfortunate, 
since there are few things more irreligiously dismal than a modern burial-ground, and 
already a cluster of marble and granite monuments has arisen to spoil one of the most 
peaceful and unspoilt places in Wells. If monuments there must be (and why need we so 
advertise the dead?), let them at least be quiet and humble and beautiful: those ostentatious 
erections of hard and polished stone ruin the grey walls before which they stand; their frigid 
materials are too obtrusive for Christian modesty, too enduring for human memory. May we 
not yet hope that this spot will be spared the fate of the cloister garth? 

...

The cloister-garth, which is hideous with modern tombstones, is traditionally called the 
Palm Churchyard, no doubt because of the yew which grows there. Yew trees, so common 
in churchyards, are still commonly called palms, because their branches were used for the 
procession on Palm Sunday. This churchyard was anciently the burial-place of the canons, 
the ground east of the cloister (now used again as a cemetery) being reserved for the vicars, 
while the space before the west front was the lay burial-ground. 

© A. Cheung
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CHAPTER III 
THE INTERIOR 

...

The Nave.—The general effect of the nave is that of length rather than height, and this is 
mainly due to the continuous arcade of the triforium which leads the eye from end to end of 
the building instead of from floor to roof. If this be compared with the older work in the 
transepts, it will be seen at once by how simple a device this radical change in the effect has 
been produced. Instead of being carried down right across the triforium, as in the transepts, 
the triple vaulting shafts are cut off above the arcade so as to be little more than corbels, and 
the space thus gained is used to give one additional opening to each bay of the triforium. In 
the transepts the triforium is composed of pairs of lancet arches separated by vaulting shafts, 
the triforium of each bay being a distinct composition over its pier arch; but by the time the 
architect had come to the nave, a new idea had occurred to him, and he made the triforium 
in one continuous arcade, unbroken from east to west, evidently with the deliberate 
intention of producing a horizontal rather than a vertical effect. The arrangement has 
undoubtedly a character of its own, and "there is no nave in which the eye is so irresistibly 
carried eastward as in that of Wells." 

In spite of this method of securing an effect of length, the builders managed to make the 
most of the small height of their church. The manner in which this was done forms an 
interesting example of the subtle feeling of proportion which early architects possessed. The 
clerestory was made unusually lofty, and the comparative lowness of the triforium both adds 
to the soaring effect and prevents the horizontal appearance being overmastering. This is 
increased by the bold vaulting of the ceiling, and the way in which the lantern arches fit into 
the vault. 

...

There is a music-gallery in the clerestory of the sixth bay on the south side; it is composed 
of three panels with quatrefoils containing plain shields, and is finished with an embattled 
cornice. Another gallery, perhaps for an organ, must have been supported by the two 
noticeable brackets on the spandrels of the fourth bay of the same side. One may conjecture 
that it was of wood, and was reached from the triforium. The brackets are carved in the 
shape of very large heads of a bishop and a king, both supported by smaller heads, and of an 
extremely benevolent expression. The hair of the king has that curious formal twist with 
which we are familiar on playing-cards. As some of the small heads in the chapter-house 
have the same style of hair, these two brackets probably belong to the end of the thirteenth 
century. 

Sir John Harrington in the Nugae Antiquae (ii. 148) says of these two heads that "the old 
men of Wells had a tradition, that, when there should be such a king and such a bishop, then 
the church should be in danger of ruin." At the time of the Reformation it was noticed that 
the head of the king bore a certain resemblance to Henry VIII., and that the king held in his 
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hands a child falling, who, it was said, could be none other than Edward VI. The peculiarity 
of the bishop's figure is that he has women and children about him. "This fruitful bishop, 
they affirmed, was Dr Barlow (p. 156), the first married bishop of Wells, and perhaps of 
England. This talk being rife in Wells in Queen Mary's time, made him rather affect 
Chichester at his return than Wells, where not only the things that were ruined but those that 
remained, served for records and remembrances of his sacrilege." 

...

Sugar's Chantry.—In the ninth bay of the nave, on the south side, is the chantry of 
Treasurer Hugh Sugar. Before its erection, the altar of St. Edmund of Canterbury, who was 
canonised in 1246, stood here; and perhaps, when it comes to be used again, it will be 
maintained in honour of that most attractive scholar saint. Speaking of these chantries, 
which were endowed in such profusion in the later Middle Ages, Canon Church (Somerset 
Proceedings, 1888, ii. 103) says: "The belief in the communion of saints, living and dead, 
and the desire for continued remembrance after death, and for the intercessions of the living, 
led practically to the endowment of chantries and obits, whereby not only was the church 
enriched, and the services of many priests provided for, but also attachment to the church of 
their fathers was greatly strengthened, as being the common home of the dead and the 
living." That attachment, one would think, is hardly likely to be revived by this beautiful 
chapel and its fellow being put to base uses. At present it serves as a kind of booking-office, 
where visitors deposit their sixpences and sign their names, while the other is stored with 
hassocks, and becomes the resting-place of any brooms, pails, and dustpans that are in use. 

...

On the south side of St. Calixtus' chapel is Dean Husse's alabaster tomb (ob. 1305), which 
bears some of the best carved work in the cathedral. The effigy itself is good: it represents 
the Dean clad in the same choir vestments as the figures on the panels below. These panels 
should on no account be missed. The first on the left represents the Annunciation with a 
grace that is not less delightful for the strain of exaggeration which pervades it. The Blessed 
Virgin (see illustration on p. 101), a lovely figure in long, close-fitting kirtle and mantle 
thrown gracefully over her shoulders, turns round from the desk at which she is kneeling, 
and throws out her arms with a quaint gesture of surprise; her crown and nimbus are both of 
enormous size. A very small Gabriel dashes down from the top corner, bearing a scroll 
which takes up the whole of the panel; he is preceded by a Dove with very long rays. The 
next three panels (passing over these with shields) contain three figures of clergy, two of 
which hold books, and all their short staves. They wear the cassock, long surplice, and a 
long, graceful choral cope, somewhat like the modern academic gown in shape, the rounded 
ends of the hooded almuce reach to the knee and are held at the chest by a cord with tassels. 
There is no better representation of medieval choir vestments in existence than these three 
figures. The last panel is a curious representation of the Eternal Father holding the crucifix; 
this remarkable figure has a very long face, great masses of curly hair, a huge crown, and 
very long hands. 

...
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The Inverted Arches.—Undoubtedly the first thing that the stranger notices in Wells 
Cathedral, and the last that he is likely to forget, is the curious contrivance by which the 
central tower is supported. Of the three pairs of arches (the upper arch resting inverted upon 
the lower) which stretch across the nave and each of the transepts, that in the nave is seen at 
once, and lends a unique character to the whole church. At first these arches give one 
something of a shock, so unnecessarily frank are they, so excessively sturdy, so very 
English, we may think. They carry their burden as a great-limbed labourer will carry a child 
in a crowd, to the great advantage of the burden, and the natural dissatisfaction of the 
crowd. In fact, they seem to block up the view, and to deform what they do not hide. 

That is the first impression, but it does not last for long. Familiarity breeds respect for this 
simple, strong device, which arrested the fall of the tower in the fourteenth century, and has 
kept its walls ever since in perfect security, so that the great structure has stood like a rock 
upon the watery soil of Wells for nearly seven centuries, with its rents and breaks just as 
they were when the damage was first repaired. The ingenuity, too, of these strange flying 
buttresses becomes more and more evident; the "ungainly props" are seen to be so worked 
into the tower they support, that they almost seem like part of the original design of the first 
builders. One discovers that it is the organ, and not the arches, that really blocks the view, 
and one marvels that so huge a mass of masonry can look so light as to present, with the 
great circles in the spandrels where the arches meet, "a kind of pattern of gigantic 
geometrical tracery." Indeed, I think no one who has been in Wells a week could wish to see 
the inverted arches removed. 

© A. Cheung
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© A. Cheung

...

The Screen was built in the fourteenth century; but Salvin altered and spoilt it by bringing 
forward the middle portion to carry the unsightly organ. Mr Freeman objected very strongly 
to the choir being shut off from the nave by this screen, and urged the authorities to pull it 
down and throw the whole church open from end to end. The remedy suggested by Mr St. 
John Hope, on the other hand, is that a second screen should be erected under the western 
arch of the tower, against which the nave or rood altar should stand, with seats for the choir 
on either side. Such a screen as this was certainly used in conventual churches, and would 
be more in accord with the spirit of medieval architecture, which was content to sacrifice the 
grandeur of great space in order to gain the qualities of seclusion and mystery, and 
inexhaustible variety. 

Two things, at least, are certain. The long-established custom of crowding the Sunday 
congregation into the choir should be abolished, and the organ should be modified or 
removed. Magnificent Sunday services could be held in the nave, either with a second 
screen and altar or without a screen at all; but, as the former plan could be tried without any 
destruction of old work, it should be tried first. 

As for the organ, the cathedral will always be defaced while it remains as a whole in the 
midst of the screen. Musical experts could no doubt distribute it so that it would no longer 
be an offence to the eye, and yet would sound more effectively than at present. Perhaps 
galleries for the swell, pedal, and great organs might be built above the pier-arches in the 
western bay of the choir on either side, and the consol, with the choir organ, might remain 
on the screen. Some fragments of tabernacle work on the triforium level would thus be 
hidden, but it is unremarkable work, exactly similar to that of the adjoining bays, and, 
moreover, it was so blocked and patched when the tower was strengthened that it would not 
be a disadvantage to hide it. As it is, the organ, unsightly in shape, and garishly painted, 
blocks up the view of the splendid east window, and makes the nave a mere vestibule to the 
choir. The inverted arches are generally thought to block up the church, but were the organ 
removed it would be found that they do not. 

...

The inhabitants of Wells are, or were, exceedingly proud of the "vista" into the procession-
path and Lady Chapel, which is afforded by the three dainty pointed arches of the east end. 
So proud were they that they would suffer nothing to stand behind the high altar but a low 
stone wall, barely higher than the altar itself, an arrangement which, it is hardly necessary to 
point out, defeated its own end by reducing the whole effect to absolute baldness. Mr 
Freeman wisely pointed out the need of a respectable reredos, remarking that the original 
founders never dreamed of the Lady Chapel acting as a "peep-show to the choir." A Lady 
Chapel, he added, was built specially not to be peeped into, but to be a thing apart from the 
great whole of the church, from the high altar westward. After a while, a reredos was 
offered to the church, and approved by Mr J.D. Sedding, who was then the cathedral 
architect; but there was much opposition, and the scheme was dropped. Dean Plumptre, with 
characteristic temerity, went so far as to appeal to the witness of the vox populi that the open 
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view was the best. Since then, wiser counsels have prevailed, and a curtain (small and 
dingy, it is true, but still a curtain) now hangs behind the altar. While giving a measure of 
dignity to the east end, it, of course, emphasises, as every architect must have known that it 
would, the charm of the "peep" into the chapels beyond. 

...

The general appearance of the choir suffers pitiably from the ill-advised restoration of 1848 
and the following years. Before that time its aspect must have been curious and 
encumbered; but the judicious removal of the pews and galleries, and the restoration of the 
truncated oak canopies of the stalls, would have made matters right at a small cost, and 
without the destruction of any old woodwork. As it was, everything was ruthlessly swept 
away. The tabernacled stalls, which eighteenth-century vandalism had respected, vanished 
utterly before the restoring mania of the Gothic revivalist, even their traditional position and 
order being changed. 

The result is just what might have been expected. The place has been completely 
modernised. Chilly stone canopies cover the stalls; they are of the kind of workmanship 
which forty years ago was considered excellent. That is to say, they are covered with frigid, 
ungainly, and pompous ornament, cut with mechanical regularity, and without one trace of 
feeling or one line of beauty from beginning to end. Below, and between them, the choir is 
encumbered, much as it was before 1848, with rows of stalls, which are continued in the 
presbytery almost up to the tawdry brass altar-rails. Two more pale ghosts of medieval art 
front each other in complacent parody of the work their makers could not even copy—the 
pulpit and the bishop's throne. The former is Early Victorian; the latter is worse, it is a 
restoration of Perpendicular work so relentless that not a sign of the original conception 
remains. Plate-glass fills the tracery at the sides, and the door is a piece of solid swinging 
stone. On the completion of this terrible work, the restorers seem to have felt dimly the want 
of colour, which previously had been so abundant. They therefore proceeded to furnish with 
that peculiar musty red which used to cast a gloom over our childhood—red cushions on the 
seats, red cushions on the desks, red hassocks on the floor, red edges to the books, hot red in 
the bishop's throne, dull red on the altar, before the altar, and behind the altar, it is all red but 
the chilly white stone, and the all-pervading woodwork of the seats, which adds the muddy 
gloom of oak that has been stained and varnished to the miserable poverty of the whole. 

The cause of all this desolation was just the ignorance of its promoters as to the functions of 
a cathedral. The choir was looked upon as a select church for the leading families of the 
town, and the seats in it were appropriated; the nave was a vast empty space that was never 
used for worship at all. Hence the organ on the screen, hence the setting back of the stalls, 
so that the choir might be widened, and more seats "rammed, jammed, crammed," to use 
Freeman's indignant words, into the space. Instead of the long continuous range of stalls 
which formerly existed, there are now groups of five under each arch, with the result that ten 
of the prebendaries are without accommodation. Such is the heavy legacy of blunders with 
which the dean and chapter are burdened. It will take many a year before the choir can be 
redeemed from its unfortunate state; but the present arrangement of the altar is a great 
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improvement on its position only a few years ago, and no doubt similar measures will in 
time completely efface the traces of 1850. 

...

Monuments in the South Choir Aisle.—Besides two of the thirteenth-century effigies of 
earlier bishops, there are in this aisle two ancient monuments of great interest. In the second 
bay is the tomb of Saint William Bytton (1267-1274), a low slab of Purbeck marble, with the 
figure of a bearded and fully- vested bishop, in the act of benediction, cut upon it. This is the 
oldest incised slab in England; and it was at this tomb that the offerings were made which 
helped to finish the church. Godwin says that "many superstitious people (especially such as 
were troubled with the tooth-ake) were wont (even of late yeeres) to frequent much the 
place of his buriall, being without the North [a mistake for south] side of the Quier, where 
we see a Marble stone, having a pontificall image graven upon it." 

It may have once been more raised than now, and four small plugged holes in the masonry 
of the wall opposite suggest the existence of some arrangement in connection with the 
devotions here. In the restoration of 1848 the tomb was discovered between the second and 
third piers of the south choir aisle. It is thus described by Mr J.R. Clayton, an eye-witness 
on the occasion: 

"On the coffin being opened in the presence of Dean Jenkyns, it contained a skeleton laid 
out in perfect order, every bone in its right place; an iron ring, and a small wooden pastoral 
staff in two fragments; a leaden tablet, 10 in. by 3-1/3, with inscription most beautifully 
rendered in Lombardic characters. 

Hic jacet Willelmus de Button secundus Bathoniensis et Wellensis episcopus sepultus XII.
die Decembris anno domini MCCLXXIIII." 

It was noted at the same time that "the teeth were absolutely perfect in number, shape, and 
order, and without a trace of decay, and hardly any discoloration." From this one would 
infer that the saint was famous in his lifetime for his beautiful teeth, and that it was for this 
reason that his aid came to be invoked after his death by those suffering from toothache. It is 
certainly curious that men now living should have discovered his teeth to be still in such 
perfect preservation. His contemporaries would, no doubt, have called it a miracle. 

For an archive BBC radio documentary on Wells’ cathedral choral foundation, click here.
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agm rePorts 
These are available for download on the Parish Website at

 http://stpaulsmanuka.org.au/annual-reports/#

✣

Worth a look 
 https://www.archbishopofcanterbury.org 

https://www.epray.com.au/Pages/Company/MobileApp.aspx

https://www.churchofengland.org/prayer-and-worship/join-us-service-daily-prayer

 ✣
FInanCes

With the suspension of Sunday services and activities, our Parish will experience a 
significant disruption to its income. This is because a significant portion of our giving is 

still taken from the plate in Church, fundraising and hall hire. We are extremeley grateful 
to those parishioners who are using the direct giving system through bank transfer. Other 

parishioners are urged to take up the option of direct transfer for giving puposes. Our 
account details for direct giving are below 

(the receiving institution appears as Indue Ltd): 
BSB 702389 Account 005200454 . 

Resources for Children (and adults too) 
follow this link and you will be able to download some devotional materials and activity sheets based on 
this week’s readings,including colouring pages, word searches, lectio divina and mindfulness colouring.

https://illustratedmin.s3.amazonaws.com/weekly-resources/Easter-Week3.pdf

These are provided by Illustrated Ministry Resources with whom we have a subscription.
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PARISH CONTACT DETAILS

Parish Office Mon-Fri 9am-Midday  
(02) 6239 6148  office@stpaulsmanuka.org.au 
www.stpaulsmanuka.org.au  PO Box 3417 Manuka ACT 2603         
Rector
The Rev’d Dr Ben Edwards (Rector)                  
0499 704 665 ben@stpaulsmanuka.org.au  (day off Monday)

Assisting Clergy 
The Rev’d Alipate Tuineau 
(with responsibility for St David’s Red Hill & Aged Care Ministry) 
(02) 6295 3381 alipate@stpaulsmanuka.org.au (day off Friday)

The Rev’d Kay Pendlebury 
(with responsibility for Sacristy, Baptism preparation and EfM)   
0409 313 153     kay.pendlebury@ozemail.com.au




