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In this issue: 
 

• Janet Morley writes 
about Bible reading. 

 

• Emma Castle writes 
about COP26. 

 

• David Price writes about 
asylum and immigration. 

 

• John Schofield writes about his faith journey. 

 

• Rob Wilks writes about doctor/patient dynamics. 

 

• Robert Beard writes about his interpretation of God. 

 

• Gary Grief writes a poem on the Covid-19 pandemic. 

 

• Pauline Miller writes about a place of historic interest. 

 

• There is also a selection of book reviews on topics as diverse 
as existentialism, economics, welfare and Frederick Douglass. 

 

• The editors hope that you enjoy this issue and would welcome 
any ideas you may have about articles for future issues. 

 

• This issue was edited by Joe Forde.  The November issue will 
be edited by Rob Wilks.   
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A LAMP TO OUR FEET AND A LIGHT TO OUR PATH? 
 

 

October is the month when it is traditional to reflect on the Bible and its 
importance in our lives.  Bible Sunday comes at the end of the month (24th), and 
near the beginning the Church recalls the life of William Tyndale (6th), the great 
Bible translator of the 16th century.  His life’s work was to translate the New 
Testament into colloquial English, and he was working on the Hebrew 
Scriptures also when he was hunted down and burned at the stake for his 
activities.  His translation, which worked directly from the biblical languages 
rather than the dominant Latin version, lies (unacknowledged) at the root of the 
Authorised Version, which was so influential on the development of the English 
language.  Not only did he provide for every English speaker to have direct 
access to the biblical text, but Melvyn Bragg reckons that he shaped our 
language and culture even more than Shakespeare did.   

So how did we get from a place where people died to give us precious access 
to the Bible in our own tongue, to a culture – even in church – where many of 
us are reluctant to take our Bibles off the shelf?  Or has that shifted a bit over 
the last 18 months, as we have faced a global pandemic and a considerably 
less safe world than we have been accustomed to?  Has the Bible recently 
proved to be a lamp to our feet and a light to our path?   

Well, some parts of the Bible certainly come over rather differently in the context 
we have been in.  The profound, robust arguments in the book of Job, which 
wrestles with the purpose and meaning of undeserved suffering in a world in 
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which God is supposed to reign supreme; the stories of sick, disabled or 
mentally distressed people in the gospels, desperate to be healed by Jesus 
where all contemporary medical help has failed; the lament passages in the 
psalms, with their witness to sleeplessness and suffering – all these come 
across with a renewed salience these days.  It is not just the hope of healing 
that comes through, but the sense that human beings have always striven to 
understand their faith in God within a context of dangerous disease and the 
nearness of mortality.  It is we who have lived in an unusual place until quite 
recently.   

I don’t know about you, but the series of lockdowns did have an impact on my 
relationship with the Bible.  I found myself listening every Wednesday afternoon 
to the choral evensong on Radio 3 – partly because, with the singing ban, we 
have been so starved of religious music – but also because it really put me back 
in touch with the psalms in a big way.  I was raised in a very church-going family 
and belonged to the choir, and we chanted the set psalms week by week in a 
traditional way.  Choral evensong reminded me of these chants, and the actual 
words I used to sing (the BCP version, with its Coverdale translation of the 
psalms – once again dependent on William Tyndale).  I can’t quite explain how 
powerful that has felt this last year and a half.   

The other shift in my practice of Bible reading certainly wouldn’t have happened 
without lockdown.  I decided to join an online class reading the second book of 
Samuel in Hebrew (I studied Hebrew years ago but it’s rusty!), organised by Leo 
Baeck College, and taught by a wonderful Rabbi Professor of Reformed 
Judaism.  It was truly fascinating to hear a Jewish perspective on the biblical 
text, which was taken very slowly indeed and explored for all sorts of 
resonances with other passages.  And hearing my class-mates discuss the 
figure of David through their Jewish spectacles made me think hard about my 
Christian readings of the same texts.   

So, what I learned about myself and the Bible over this strange period is first of 
all the importance of revisiting and re-experiencing some of the practices that 
supported and shaped me in my youth, and also the significance of how we read 
the Bible together in community, rather than just in our solitary homes.  My hope 
for the future at St Mark’s is that we may find ways to rediscover together the 
importance of the Bible in our lives and in our faith, refreshed and challenged 
by all that we have been going through alone.   

Janet Morley1 

1Janet Morley is author of Our last Awakening: Poems for Living in the Face of Death 
(London: SPCK Publishing, 2016) and The Heart’s Time: A Poem for Easter (London: SPCK 
Publishing, 2011) both of which are in the church library. 
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RELAY WALK TO COP 26 

 
In September I had the privilege of joining with members from the St 
Mark's congregation as well as churches around the country as we laced 
up our walking boots and took part in the Young Christian Climate Network 
relay walk to COP26 (the UN Climate Change Conference).  
 
The relay started in Cornwall on 11th June at the G7 conference and will 
end in Glasgow at COP26 in November, carrying a rallying call to "Rise 
To The Moment" and implore our governments to turn empty promises 
into meaningful urgent action in the face of the climate emergency. 
 
The walkers arrived in Sheffield on Sunday evening and were greeted by 
a wonderful service at the cathedral which MPs came out to support.  
 
We set off on Monday through the Peak District and out to Bamford where 
we were greeted by more cake than we could possibly eat, an open-armed 
welcome from the local parishioners and a village hall in which to spend 
the night. On Tuesday we tackled the Great Ridge and Mam Tor to arrive 
in Chinley to more excited smiles, a shared meal and a blessing 
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service. For me, the beauty of the walk lay not only in the breath-taking 
landscapes before us, but in the simplicity of sharing the experience with  
strangers, unpacking our motivations and our anxieties, finding new 
common ground between those from different walks of life and being 
united by our urgent need to act in the face of this emergency. The relay 
has brought together a more diverse group of churches, politicians and 
activists than we've seen before in Sheffield, and there is huge excitement 
about what we can achieve together going forwards.  
 
From Chinley the relay is continuing to wind its way up the country, 
collecting walkers and their stories and an irresistible hope over a total of 
142 days before Glasgow. Our prayers will journey with them, please join 
us by keeping them in your thoughts and helping us take action as we 
keep our eyes focused on COP26. 
 

Emma Castle 
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REFLECTIONS ON IMMIGRATION 
 
The sudden takeover of Afghanistan by the Taliban has reminded us that immigration 
raises critical issues.  A debate has now begun about how open Britain’s borders 
should be to Afghan refugees.  In my recent talk at St Mark’s, I emphasised the 
importance of immigration.  After all, immigration created much of the modern world, 
including the USA and other states in the Americas.  Brexit cannot be understood 
without taking immigration into account.   

I am illustrating this article with a chart showing long term immigration and emigration 
to and from the UK in recent decades and the gap between them which we call ’net 
migration’.  Since 2000, we have experienced high net migration, leading to David 
Cameron’s promise in 2010 to get net migration below 100,000.  Cameron’s 
Government could not achieve this target.  He then held the EU Referendum.  It may 
be that it was high immigration which tipped the balance in favour of leaving the EU.  
We have now lost ‘free movement’ under the EU, but Cameron’s target may still not be 
achieved, as immigration from the rest of the world has remained high.   

Why does immigration arouse such passion?  The reason may be something like this.  
Human beings are gregarious and form groups.  Most of us belong to many different 
groups but, over recent centuries, a much bigger group − the nation state − has loomed 
large and demanded our allegiance.  The nation state offers people a sense of patriotic 
identity but it has also made questions about borders critical and contributed to the 
growth of nationalism, racism and intolerance of immigrants.   

Within any population, reactions to immigration vary greatly. The journalist and author, 
David Goodhart, has suggested1 that the UK population can be divided into three 
groups.  About half are ‘somewhere’ people, who are firmly connected to a specific 
community and who may resent the appearance of significant numbers of strange 
incomers.  About a quarter are ‘anywhere’ people, usually living in cities, socially liberal 
and well educated, who see no problem in immigration.  The rest are ‘inbetweeners’.  
Goodhart argued that the ‘anywhere’ people – the globalists or internationalists – have 
ignored majority views and favoured policies which led to mass immigration.   

In my view, Goodhart’s thesis is over simplified.  The UK governing class has long been 
ambivalent about immigration.  Moreover, people’s views are more complex and fluid 
than he recognises.  ‘Anywhere’ people may also have strong local commitments.  
‘Somewhere’ people may be influenced one day by media hostility to migrants and on 
another day by feelings of compassion as when pictures of the dead body of Alan Kurdi, 
a 3 year Syrian child, appeared in the press in 2015.  But ‘anywhere’ people – there 
are many at St Mark’s – need to think about the views of the ‘somewhere’ people.   

I got interested in immigration around 2006 because I felt that issues of justice were at 
stake.  I was shocked to realise that the Labour Government had created a destitute 
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group in the UK.  These 
were asylum seekers 
who, often for no good 
reason, had had their 
claims turned down and 
then were denied 
financial support, 
accommodation and 
permission to work.  I met 
a man who was sleeping 
under a bridge and 
another who had had no 
food for four days.  The 
Government thought that 
destitution would drive 
such people back home, 
but it did not do so.  They 
were too scared to go 
home.  We in Church 
Action on Poverty held a demonstration outside the Town Hall and persuaded both the 
Anglican and the Catholic Bishops to speak.  I was then involved with others in setting 
up the South Yorkshire Migration and Asylum Action Group (SYMAAG), which has 
become a very active, migrant-led campaigning organisation.   

Because of the emotions surrounding immigration, politicians find it difficult to deal with.  
Since 2010, Conservative Governments have mainly followed an anti-immigrant 
agenda, creating an ever increasing ‘hostile environment’, theoretically for ‘illegal’ 
migrants but in reality stretching much more widely than this.  This policy led them 
directly into the Windrush scandal.  Unperturbed, Priti Patel, the present Home 
Secretary, through her Nationality and Borders Bill, plans to intensify the ’hostile 
environment’ by criminalising asylum seekers who do not come here on ‘safe and legal 
routes’ although such routes are largely blocked off by the Government.   

Despite an adverse political climate, I think that we should protest loudly about policies 
which oppress vulnerable people wherever they come from. 

David Price2 

1 David Goodhart, The Road to Somewhere (London: C. Hurst and Co, 2017). 
2 David Price contributed substantially to D. Sheppard (ed) Unemployment & The Future of Work: An 
Enquiry for the Churches (London: CCBI Publications, 1997) and to J. Vincent (ed) The Servant of 
God in Practice (Netherlands: Brill Publishing, 2017). 
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‘CHARACTERISED BY QUESTIONING’ 
− A Reflection on my Faith Journey 

 
My father was a priest, so I grew up in a home where church and church-
going was the norm.  And my parents must have done something right, as 
both my sister and I are still committed to the way of Jesus Christ (and 
the Anglican Church – she having married a priest).   

I have a vivid memory of serving at the 8am Holy Communion service 
when I was a teenager, and finding it difficult not to keel over, for those 
were the days of fasting from midnight before receiving communion.  I 
think my questioning mindset might have its origins here. Was receiving 
communion fasting any better than having eaten, and therefore being 
better able to concentrate and participate? 

This questioning trait continued to manifest itself as I grew older.  It was 
not so much a questioning of the foundations (though I have had per iods 
when I have tried to escape God), as of some of the ideas and practices 
that go with any institutionalised form of religion – matters that I came to 
understand are called adiaphora (things inessential) by theologians.    

Like many of my contemporaries I did go through a phase of much more 
rigorous views when I first got to university; but it didn’t last very long.  
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And when I found myself at a very Anglo-Catholic theological college, I 
discovered that the questioning of practices, opinions and dogmas 
became more acute.  So here is something fundamental to my faith 
journey: it is characterised by questioning, by ‘answers’ only being  the 
stepping stone, or doorway, to the next question.   

I was ordained in 1972, and subsequently served two curacies (the norm 
in those days) before becoming vicar of a parish in north Luton in 1980.  
Towards the end of my time there it became apparent that my initial 
assumption on being ordained that I would simply serve as a parish priest 
until I retired was incorrect, and I moved into the world of minis terial 
training – at first half-time while also being a parish priest, and then full 
time.   

This was a testing period, as my full -time post was combined with being a 
residentiary canon.  What happened was that in some sense the church 
which I was seeking to serve through working with the continuing 
development of its ministers (ordained and lay) took my eye off God.  Put 
another way, I became so busy about God’s business that I had little time 
or energy for God.  I became, as one colleague later put it ‘spiritually 

desiccated’.  I was kept going − in so far as this happened − by the 
Eucharist and the cathedral’s Anglican choral tradition.  Inevitably this 
impacted on the whole of my life, and the marriage broke down.   

What I discovered then was that God was walking alongside me in the 
mess.  I came to know in a wholly new way the reality of grace and 
resurrection despite desertion and failure.  I, who was involved in 
ministerial formation, went through a significant period de-formation, and 
re-formation.  Prayer for a while turned into a series of internal 
monologues as in the presence of God I questioned what had happened, 
and why, and where all this was leading.   

I’m supposed to be writing about my faith journey; but it’s difficult to do 
this without reference to my theological journey.  I came across 
existentialist approaches to theology at university; these re-emerged later 
in life as I came to understand God as Being and as Presence.  But despite 
no longer thinking of God as some separate supernatural being, I am very 
aware of God as personal, as loving, as calling and lur ing us to Godself.  
This Process Theology has lately helped shape my journey.  The 
incarnation and the sacramental and visceral aspects of being a Christian 
have become more and more key.  I keep returning to the concept of 
Christlikeness (so powerfully expressed by Michael Ramsay and John 
Taylor), and of alignment – our alignment with Christ mirroring Jesus’ 
alignment with God.   
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Increasingly I have come to see faith as an expression of the search for 
‘the more’, that which is there but is beyond our understanding, and to 
which God in Christ has given us more than clues in the life of Jesus and 
in gradual, if fitfully realised, possibility of alignment with Jesus and hence 
with God.   

I continue to journey.  I’ve come to recognise that beside the usual norms 
of scripture, tradition and reason we have to place experience.   These 
have to be in balance.  When they’re not, then I’m in trouble.  Equally, 
new insights, and dare I say truths, continue to come and I now find myself 
occupied with issues of gender, sexuality, justice and inclusion − partly in 
response to the overwhelming love of God, partly because the gospels 
demonstrate that justice was important to Jesus (even if the presenting 
issues were different in his day).   

And I am understanding more and more the significance of faith.  For none 
of this can I ‘prove’; and if I could it would not be faith.  Faith is not a set 
of propositions to be accepted or not; faith is a state of mind, of being; an 
attitude of trust.   

So I’ve never stopped questioning or exploring.  This has not led me away 
from a basic orthodoxy, despite wanting and needing to cast some things 
in terms other than those traditionally used (and often over zealously 
guarded).  However, of equal importance is how I live - orthopraxy.  At this 
I have not been very good, (eg getting divorced was never something I 
expected, but it has helped shape my faith journey and make me who I 
am).   

In all this the call to Christlikeness, and the mercy and grace of God are 
constantly luring me into what God wants me to become. As Irenaeus 
observed eighteen hundred years ago, God became as we are so that we 
might become as God is. To that I continue to dedicate my life.  

John Schofield 
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YOU DON’T ARGUE WITH A DOCTOR 
 

 

 
Generally speaking, having just nearly experienced the post -operative 
death of a loved one, I would agree with this statement, but there are 
occasions when you need to be a little assertive bearing in mind that a 
doctor deals with a whole multitude of medical conditions and all of us are 
prone to human failure now and again.   

However, when discussing the subject of disagreement with my half -
sister, a very intelligent lady, she made the point, ‘You don’ t argue with a 
doctor.’  In response I said, ‘Oh yes, you do,’ for I am of the opinion that 
there is nothing wrong with disagreement providing one is respectful and 
not rude.   

I was once faced with a situation where a GP had refused to sign a 
prescription for tablets that a consultant neurologist had recommended for 
me to take on the basis that ‘she was not allowed to.’  It was fairly new 
medication which I subsequently discovered could be prescribed but the 
doctor was ‘exercising a prerogative not to do so,’ which I felt was slightly 

different to what she had stated.   
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This led to a very difficult situation. I then had to get my medication from 
the consultant, which meant I would first of all have to phone a nurse, who 
would then have to find the consultant in order for him to sign a 
prescription.  The nurse would then have to take the prescription to the 
pharmacy at the hospital and, in my case, my wife would then have to get 
my medication from the hospital (six miles away) as I don’t drive.   

It was a rather cumbersome procedure that continued for several months 
until the surgery I attended at the time failed to send the results of some 
blood tests to the hospital.  As a result, the consultant refused to sign the 
prescription, just as we were about to go on holiday − so we were faced 
with something of a dilemma.   

I have always kept myself fairly well informed about my medical condition 
and have formed the opinion that medical treatment of any kind is a 
partnership between doctor and patient.  With that in mind, as soon as I 
heard of the consultant’s decision I decided to confront one of the medical 
centre partners and point out the problem.  I did so, and explained the 
difficulty of obtaining a prescription from the hospital, stressing the 
urgency of it being needed before we went away − the prescription was 
signed and has been ever since!   

In fairness a GP is treating a multitude of different medical conditions; for 
we are all different and, in many cases, whilst patients are reliant on the 
generalist practitioner, they too have a responsibility to provide accurate 
information.  For example, many GPs do not have the time to study all 
aspects of medical conditions − that is why we have specialists whom one 
doctor recently described to me as ‘the experts’.   

It never ceases to amaze me how many patients I meet seem to think that 
a GP will give a patient some sort of tablet that will fix a medical condition 
− if only life were that simple!  We all have a part to play.   

Rob Wilks  
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GOD IS LOVE 
– a Cairn 

 
 
If the life of faith is a pilgrimage, then here’s a cairn marking a spot where I 
paused to assemble a little structure of ideas.  This place isn’t the beginning or 
the end of my travels.  It doesn’t even mark where I am when you come 
across it on your own journey, for I will have moved on if only a step or two.  
Don’t let it obstruct you.  Walk on by or stop to look at it, and feel free to reuse 
any bits you find helpful, or to ignore the whole thing… 

 

God is love, and those who live in love live in God, and God lives in 
them (1 John 4.16b) 

 

is, for me, the most definitive statement in the Bible.  For if God is not love, 
then I haven’t begun to understand art, science, spirituality, Jesus, the Church 
or anything else.   

Robert Beard, being 60 in Lyme 
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‘God is love’ means that love is the experience on which I place ultimate value, 
and which I seek to propagate continually although, through my own moral 
cowardice, not continuously.  If that is given, then my life has meaning and 
purpose.   

Love means that what is truly best for others, is also ultimately best for me; 
and   

No one has greater love than this, to lay down one’s life for one’s friends 
(John 15.13). 

Given that, even my death may have meaning and purpose, whether I die 
suddenly or at the end of a long decline.  I may not be martyred, but I can still 
show those around me ‘a good death’. 

For life and death to have meaning and purpose is important, because I’m no 
longer sure there’s anything beyond life and death – mostly for lack of 
evidence.  Try as I might, I cannot believe in a God who allegedly cures my 
cold but allows 174,000 people to be slaughtered in Afghanistan and then 
surrenders the nation to the Taliban again… to take just one of innumerable 
historical examples.  No argument about free-will or assertion that ‘God moves 
in mysterious ways’ exculpates an all-loving, all-powerful, invisible, intangible 
Creator, any more than concern for their ritual purity excuses the Priest or the 
Levite in the Parable of the Good Samaritan.   

In the face of death and destruction, ‘God is love’ makes a lot more sense to 
me than ‘God is loving’. 

The current scientific consensus is that the Universe is some 13.8 billion years 
old, that our Sun is about 4.8 billion years old, that life emerged on Earth about 
3.8 billion years ago, and the first proto-human life 4 million years ago.  
Moreover, the Laws of Thermodynamics decree that in another 4.6 billion 
years our Sun will be hot enough to evaporate Earth’s oceans, making water-
based life impossible, and in 10106 years, all matter will have decayed and the 
Universe will devolve into a completely uniform sea of photons.  This 
uniformity will mean that the universe is no longer capable of creating or 
storing information, which at its most basic requires there to be a difference 
between 0 and 1, and of which life is the most complex and sophisticated 
expression.  Other universes may emerge eventually, but this one will have, 
quite literally, vanished without trace.   

Science-fiction aside (and you have no idea how much it pains me to write 
that!), nothing we think or say or do can have the slightest effect on the 
ultimate fate of the Universe: a fact which, when I started to think about it, 
seemed at first to render our lives pointless in the extreme. 
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But, if the whole universe can sustain life for only the briefest period during its 
long existence, that makes life – its most complex and sophisticated creation –
the most precious and valuable thing there has ever been, or ever will be.  
Every human and hippopotamus, every shark and coelacanth, every tree and 
lichen, every cell and virus, is remarkable.   

We may not be hugely enthusiastic about the emergence of the Covid-19 delta 
variant, but its very existence is absolutely extraordinary (to put it mildly) in a 
universe which across space and time is overwhelmingly lifeless.   

In trying to eradicate the sources of disease, humanity is only doing what life 
has always done: compete for survival, and we should feel no shame in it.  
Beyond that, little in human life is simply ‘right’ or wrong’.  My survival requires 
that I take life for food, but this brings with it a degree of moral responsibility, 
whether I undertake the act myself or rely on someone else to do it for me.  
The unique preciousness and value of my individual life to me doesn’t make 
my life more important than any other.  Even if I’m willing to give up my own 
life out of love, I have no right to require that of anyone else; for to take life 
may be to take everything, forever, so we may not decide that for others.   

Art, science and politics also all involve me in the taking of life; although (other 
things being equal) I am rather more comfortable with the felling of a tree to 
build a shelter, or the blocking of sunlight from a meadow for a solar energy 
farm, than I am with the bombing of a house to kill a terrorist or even the 
slaughter of a cow to make a burger.  

I won’t be around in 4.6 billion years or 10106 years, so there’s not much point 
in fretting about the fact that my life may count for nothing in the far future; but 
the world urgently needs my contribution to the sum of human love here and 
now, so it can certainly count for something now.   

These days, that’s enough. 

Robert Beard1 

1 The Revd Robert Beard was, for many years, a popular chair of St Mark’s Faith & Justice 
Group.  He now lives and works in Peterborough.   
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RESPONDING TO THE NAUGHTY CORONAVIRUS 
 

Much has been said, 
Much has been written, 
Much has been prayed 
About these uncertain times.   
 
And still much is said. 
And written 
And prayed 
And hopes and supplications are offered up in a bid to come to terms with 
what’s going on.   
 
That swirling mass of uncertainty threatens to overwhelm us, to pull us under.  
‘What should we do?’  ‘How should we feel?’  ‘How do we cope when we don’t 

know when it ends?’   
 
That swirling mass of ‘When?’ and ‘How?’ will suck us down to the bottom, 
where the way out can’t be seen, and where our worries stop us looking 

beyond ourselves. 
 
But here’s a question.  When will we stop it?  Give it up?  Give it a rest?  
Cease and desist? 
Because we need to at some point, or we’ll drown in our own upwelling of 
concerns.   

 
Gary Grief 
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BRODSWORTH HALL 

A place of historic interest that I enjoy visiting 

 
Tucked away in the countryside five miles north-west of Doncaster is Brodsworth 
Hall, an impressive Victorian house and garden now managed by English Heritage 
and open to visitors.  It has survived an interesting and chequered history, starting 
out as the home of an extremely wealthy man, and then suffering a slow decline to 
near-dereliction, before being taken over and lovingly preserved for the future.   

The present house was built in the 1860s, for the descendant and heir of a wealthy 
merchant and banker of Swiss descent, called Peter Thelusson, some of whose 
fortune sadly was acquired from buying up slave plantations in the Caribbean.  He 
left an extremely contentious will – so contentious that it is thought that it is one of 
the lawsuits that inspired Dickens to create the case of Jarndyce v Jarndyce in Bleak 
House!  Thelusson left all his money and estates to heirs yet unborn, thus cutting 
out both his sons and his grandsons.  After much legal wrangling the assets were 
divided between two of the next generation, and Brodsworth Hall went to Charles 
Sabine Augustus Thelusson, who immediately commissioned a little-known London 
architect, Philip Wilkinson, to design a new Italianate house, in the style popularised 
by Victoria and Albert at Osborne, to replace the existing mansion.   

The estate itself already had a long history, changing hands in 1505, and being 
owned from 1715 by the Jacobite Earl of Kintoul.  In 1758 it was inherited and 
extensively renovated by Robert Hay Drummond, a clergyman who later became 
Archbishop of York, before finally being bought by Peter Thelusson in 1791, and a 
house in the Adam style built to replace the existing hall.   
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When Charles Thelusson inherited, he was used to life in high society in London, 
and wanted to provide a country estate for his family, in the latest fashion.  Among 
his other interests was yachting, and he owned a succession of large and 
impressive ocean-going yachts, two of which were, in their day, the largest vessels 
of their kind in the world!  But the glory days didn’t last, and after Charles died the 
estate passed in turn to each of his four sons.  The estate income was gradually 
dwindling, but the family were able to supplement their resources by exploiting coal 
reserves under the estate, and this welcome new income stream enabled significant 
modernisation in the early 20th century, including redecoration and the replacement 
of the gas lights by electricity.   

Charles Grant Dalton (the son of Charles Thelusson’s daughter Constance) then 
inherited, and cut costs again by reducing the number of rooms in use and selling 
land, and some of the art work from the house.  During World War II, he organised 
the local Home Guard while his wife Sylvia and daughter Pamela became nurses.  
Sylvia was widowed in 1952, but remained in the house, latterly managing with only 
1 servant, until her death in 1988.  By this point the fabric was in serious need of 
repair as little work had been done since pre-World War I.  Pamela inherited the 
estate and house from her mother, but decided she only wanted the estate, and in 
1990 the house was transferred to the care of English Heritage.   

Major safety and conservation work was required, so the property did not open to 
the public until 1995, and Michael and I were among the early visitors, so that we 
have seen how this fine but neglected house and grounds have been lovingly 
brought back to life.  The decision was made early on that the house would receive 
only ‘gentle conservation as found’ so that the various rooms illustrate the stages in 

 



19 
 

the rise and subsequent decline of the family’s fortunes, right down to the last few 
rooms occupied by Sylvia.   

But the grounds are a different story – these have been brought back to their former 
magnificence, with major work to reinstate the Victorian formal bedding and features 
such as the fern dell and the rose walk.  Having visited many times over the years 
we have been able to watch this process and appreciate on each visit how new 
areas have gradually been tackled and brought back to life.   

Now if you visit on a fine day you can enjoy extensive walks through a series of 
‘garden rooms’ with many features such as grottoes, an archery ground, and 
croquet lawns – often used by local players.  And of course there is a café, serving 
drinks and light food.  A visit to Brodsworth was our first outing last summer when 
the first lockdown ended, and although we couldn’t go inside at that point we 
thoroughly enjoyed being there, enjoying the sunshine and joining with others in the 
pleasure of being out again after months of restriction to our own back-yard. 

Pauline Miller 
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REFLECTIONS ON LA NAUSÉE (NAUSEA) by J.-P. SARTRE1 

 
One Sunday afternoon at Sunday School when I was in my teens, the vicar told 
us the Parable of the Ten Talents and gave us an envelope containing a shilling.  
We had to bring it back a month later with 10 shillings in it.  He suggested that 
we could buy something with the shilling, sell it to friends and neighbours for a 
little more and continue in that fashion until we had amassed 10 shillings.  What 
perturbed me were the words printed on the envelope: ‘In aid of the vicarage 

restoration fund.’  When I got home and talked to my father he said the vicar 
was having a new kitchen installed.  I suggested that we could also do with a 
new kitchen and asked why I was supposed to raise money for the vicar’s new 

kitchen rather than my own family’s.  He said, ‘I’m not having a son of mine 

going round the streets selling things, as if I can’t support my family myself.’ 

(He’d come from a poor family where he’d had to do that.)  He took the shilling 
off me, gave me a ten-bob note and said, ‘Take that back next week.’  After that, 
I didn’t go to Sunday School very often. 

When I started studying French in the Sixth Form and then at University, I 
became increasingly interested in the works of ‘existentialist’ writers such as 
Sartre and Camus, whose basic premise was that humans are rational beings 
living in an irrational universe.  One of the first books I read was Sartre’s La 
Nausée − thought-provoking, though not always an easy read.  The book 
purports to be the diary of Antoine Roquentin, who after traveling the world, has 
returned to Bouville (‘Mudtown’) to complete his research on an obscure 
historical figure, the Marquis de Rollebon.  However, not only has he lost interest 
in the research, but he also begins to find himself at odds with the reality of the 
world which surrounds him.  At first the problem seems to be inanimate objects 
− a stone, a glass of beer, a tree root − but later on in the novel this feeling of 
disassociation with the world around him spreads to include his fellow human 
beings.  The resulting feeling of alienation and detachment is what Roquentin 
calls ‘nausea’, which he begins to realise stems from a heightened awareness 
of objects and the incoherence of the world.  Significantly, when he feels a 
‘nausea’ attack coming on in a local café he asks the waitress to put his favourite 

record on.  As he listens to it, the nausea disappears and he realises that music 
(and the words of a novel) exist in a different, more nebulous way from a solid 
object or a person.   

Roquentin thinks the physical characteristics of objects and people are just a 
comforting facade to mask the ‘nothingness’ of existence and he despises 
characters such as the Autodidact (or self-taught man) who has attempted to 
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give life meaning 
by reading (in 
alphabetical order) 
every work of non-
fiction in the public 
library.  Likewise, 
Bouville’s civic 

dignitaries use 
their rights and 
duties to justify 
their existence, 
and a rigid social 
code gives 
meaning to the 
lives of the 

bourgeoisie.  Sartre described such behaviour − attempts to give spurious 
justification to arbitrary or self-seeking behaviour − as mauvaise foi (bad faith) 
and I suspect he would have placed the actions of the vicar at my Sunday 
School in that category.  By the end of the novel, Roquentin has disavowed the 
past, embraced his existence, and rather than surrender to despair, has decided 
to assert his freedom and, in order to give his life some purpose, he moves to 
Paris to write a novel (the one we have just read, of course).   

For a long time I found it difficult to reconcile the existentialist philosophy of 
writers like Sartre and Camus with a Christian viewpoint.  (Easier with Camus 
than Sartre, as Camus places far greater emphasis on the benefits of solidarity 
with ones fellow human beings as a way to imbue one’s existence with a sense 

of purpose.)  After all, Sartre makes it fairly clear that his world view negates the 
existence of God.  Increasingly, though, I have come to realise that both authors’ 

criticisms of the Church were aimed at the rigid, inflexible views of the Catholic 
Church as it existed in France in the 1930s.  A church like St Mark’s which 

encourages thought about complex issues and welcomes discussion provides 
a much more comfortable environment in which to explore these fundamental 
questions which lie at the heart of our existence.   

Dez Martin 
1La Nausée by Jean-Paul Sartre, publ. Gallimard ISBN: 9782070257539 
 Nausea by Jean-Paul Sartre, transl. Robert Baldick, Penguin Modern Classics  
 ISBN: 9780141185491 
 
 

Jean-Paul Sartre                             Photo: Wikipedia 
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SAM AND ME 
 
When I was a student I didn’t have faith so much as an Urge to Cling.  Leaving 
home at barely 18 fazed me completely and the University Anglican Society 
seemed a logical place to help the transition – a group of likeminded people, a 
thing to do every Sunday, a rock in a strange place full of new people and ideas.  
Only some of the ideas seemed stale.  I couldn’t quite shake the urge that I was 
there out of timidity, hanging on to the familiar in case everything − I’m not quite 

sure what everything − went wrong and I messed up this whole first-one-in-the-
family-to-go-to-university-so-no-pressure-there opportunity.   

Meanwhile, though, there were some potential directions to explore.  The Drama 
Department provided a signpost named Samuel Beckett.  Waiting for Godot had 
images so clear and bright they were irresistible.  Two men on a country road, 
nothing to call their own but disgusting boots and a withered turnip, waiting for 
someone who never comes.  They contemplate suicide, but the only available 
tool is Estragon’s belt, so trying to hang himself makes his trousers fall down.  
The men are quarrelsome, grumpily affectionate, and sustained by a music-hall 
crosstalk so charged with energy my roommate and I adopted it when cooking, 
turning from stirring the risotto to demand randomly, ‘What do we do, now that 
we’re happy?’  And then there were the lines  that slipped out of crosstalk and 
into magic: 

- All the dead voices. 
 

- They make a noise like wings.   
 

- Like leaves. 
 

- Like sand. 
 

- Like leaves. 
 

- They all speak at once. 
 

- Each one to itself. 
 

Silence 

At that time, I thought faith made optimism compulsory.  I wrote earnest essays 
about Godot using terms like ‘eschatological’ to squash it into a universe with 
‘eternal’ answers about suffering, sex and God.  Years later, my life turned 
upside down and the answers looked not so much eternal as suffocatingly 
narrow.  The people I respected most were all outside the church – and that 
seemed part of what made them good people.  I took a sabbatical from church.  
In this frame of mind it was oddly comforting to engage with a writer who 
presented images that didn’t need to be interpreted, only observed.  Beckett 
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drilled down into the 
bedrock of being human.  
His characters owned 
almost nothing, but they 
had a quirky engagement 
with the little they did 
have.  A woman buried in 
an ever-growing mound 
busied herself with 
cosmetics.  A man in a 
nearly empty room 
played tapes of his past 
life and recalled an 
afternoon of love in a 
boat.  The language 
described pain and loss 
with a formal dignity, but 

it was also homely and comic – my great-aunts, contemporaries of Beckett’s 
mother, spoke the same way.  A mother recalling a child lost years ago says 
wistfully, ‘In her forties, now, she’d be, fifty, girding up her lovely little loins ready 
for the change.’  I could imagine my Aunt Flo saying that.  And the line that never 
failed to make me laugh is maybe the bleakest opening to a book ever: ‘The sun 
shone, having no alternative…’ 

Beckett’s insistence on showing the human condition at its barest and simplest 
is oddly enlivening.  It reminds you that you are here, right now, engaged with 
another human being, because you’ve chosen to engage.  He is expressing 
something because he must – because being human involves talking about 
being human to other human beings, even if you don’t agree with them or like 
them.  Dominic Crossan has a lovely phrase about the parables of Jesus – he 
says that they ‘submit their destiny to the audience.’  They are baffling images 
of people who aren’t particularly likeable but instantly recognisable: unjust 
judges, corrupt stewards, wedding planners snapping at dim bridesmaids. You 
listen, you think, you come to a conclusion – or maybe accept that you can’t, 
and that you will have to come back another time and engage with them again.  
Beckett’s vignettes of rock-bottom humanity have a similar attractiveness.  He 
once said to a journalist, ‘As for wanting to find in all this a wider and loftier 
meaning to take away after the show, along with the programme and the choc-
ice, I am unable to see the point of it.  But it must be possible.’  I do think it might 
be.  Sometimes, anyway.   

 Frances Gray 

Waiting for Godot, Avignon 1978 
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BOOK REVIEW: 

Frederick Douglass: Prophet of Freedom by David W. Blight 
 

Frederick Douglass – runaway slave, radical activist, brilliant orator and 
writer, tireless advocate for his race, political office-holder – lays claim to 
being the most influential African American of all time.  No other black 
American life has been more remarkable; few other lives, black or white, 
have lent themselves, as did Douglass’s, to the publication of three 
separate and best-selling autobiographies.  In his mid-twenties, as an 
abolitionist celebrity, he wrote Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, 
a vivid account of his twenty years as a Maryland slave; later 
autobiographies recorded his public role as a campaigner for 
emancipation and racial equality during and after a civil war that secured 
black freedom but whose oppressive aftermath ended the halting steps 
towards black civil rights.   

Douglass was born Frederick Augustus Washington Bailey.  After 
escaping to freedom in 1838 he took the name by which he would achieve 
national and international fame.  It was just one episode in a life of 
dramatic transformations.  Denied education as a slave, he would win a 
reputation as a literary genius.  The physical courage he showed as a 
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young man – in a celebrated fight with a professional slave-breaker and 
in escaping from bondage – gave way to intellectual power.  Radical 
thought, gifted oratory and campaigning journalism became his 
characteristic weapons.  Lacking a close-knit family as a boy – separated 
from his slave mother and unsure of his white father’s identity – he would 
become the grand patriarch of a vast, dependent, and often troubling 
family of sons, daughters and grandchildren.  Subject to cruelty at the 
hands of southern Christians, he would satirise the tenets of proslavery 
religion, and find meaning, not by rejecting religious faith, but in personal 
immersion in the Scriptures.  Douglass the radical outsider became after 
the Civil War a Republican Party insider, holding political office.  After the 
death of his wife of forty years, Anna, a freeborn but illiterate black woman, 
he shocked the conventions of his age by marrying Helen Pitts, a well-
educated white activist schooled in abolitionism and women’s rights.   

Douglass has not lacked biographers, but none has served his subject 
with such authority and eloquence as David Blight.  A major challenge is 
to get behind the autobiographies’ representation of a self-made public 
hero and pin down the private man.  The precise nature of the domestic 
strain on Anna Douglass, not least by her husband’s absences on his 
herculean speaking tours, have to remain a matter of intelligent 
speculation.  There is, though, no doubt of the important friendships and 
lasting intellectual companionship that Douglass developed with white 
women: Julia Griffiths, a radical English abolitionist who crossed the 
Atlantic to manage his publishing and business affairs for several years, 
and Ottilie Assing, a German feminist immigrant, who translated his works 
for a German audience, lived in the Douglass home for long periods, and 
possibly entered into an emotionally intimate relationship with him.   

During their thirty years’ friendship, the freethinking Assing tried 
unsuccessfully to convert Douglass to atheism, her hopes probably raised 
by his lifelong scorn for white supremacists’ religious hypocrisy.  But she 
failed to understand how much her hero’s understanding of the world was 
shaped by his belief in God’s intervention in history.  The Old Testament’s 
narrative of Exodus, the warnings of Jeremiah, and the wisdom of Isaiah 
were fundamental to his personal and political creed, even more than his 
appeal to the secular Enlightenment and natural-rights tradition.  When 
Blight labels his subject the ‘prophet of freedom’ he means it in an 
authentic biblical sense. Douglass turned to Holy Scripture and the 
Hebrew prophets to define the meaning of African Americans’ exile and 
suffering under slavery, of the abolitionist crusade that culminated in the 
bloody carnage of civil war, the raising of black regiments to crush a sinful 
rebellion, and the pursuit of renewal and cleansing in the reconstructed 
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nation.  Apocalyptic and millennialist themes gave Douglass his power as 
a latter-day prophet whose duty was to goad the public conscience while 
holding out the reward of a new Jerusalem. 

Those ideas continued to influence Douglass during the second half of his 
adult life, between the collapse of the rebel Confederacy in 1865 and his 
death in 1894.  Here, however, the prophetic themes had less 
straightforward purchase, as the mission of African Americans was no 
longer the expunging of a calamitous sin through a single act of 
emancipation, but the creation of a racially equal society in the face of 
messy and entrenched economic and cultural realities, political betrayal, 
and the violence of lynch mobs.  Douglass understood that a new chapter 
of his life was beginning.  Should he remain the uncompromising outsider 
and prophet or, rather, use the opportunities for public office that his 
standing gave him?   

Had Abraham Lincoln survived to shape post-war national reconstruction 
he would have made ‘my friend Frederick Douglass,’ as he called him, 
one of its agents.  Already in the summer of 1864 the president had sought 
his aid, asking him to organise bands of black scouts to penetrate the 
enemy lines, spread the word of emancipation, and guide slaves to 
freedom.  Exhilarated by the request, Douglass softened his view of 
Lincoln as a ‘heartless’ pragmatist.  The challenge gave him a taste for 
practical policy-making and was a herald of what would follow: a post-war 
career as a Republican Party functionary, including service as US minister 
to Haiti.  Blight explores what he calls the ‘psychic dilemmas’ facing the 
‘outsider-to-insider’ as he sought to influence policy from within the 
citadels of power.  

Aware of Douglass’s human shortcomings – he could be vain, 
occasionally arrogant, and thin-skinned – Blight does not shy away from 
hard judgments.  He exposes an inevitably more complex and flawed 
figure than the hero of the autobiographies.  Yet the thorough humanity 
that shines through this rich portrait of one of the nation’s greatest voices 
for freedom ensures that Douglass emerges with his greatness enhanced.  
Quite a feat.   

Richard Carwardine 

1Richard Carwardine is professor emeritus at Oxford University and author of 
Lincoln: A Life of Purpose and Power (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 2006) and 
Lincoln’s Sense of Humour (Illinois: Southern Illinois University Press, Nov. 2017). 
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BOOK REVIEW: 

For Good: The Church and the Future of Welfare1 

by S. Wells, R. Rook and D. Barclay 
 
The provision of welfare is germane to much of Christ’s teaching, not least His 
depiction of how one can inherit the kingdom:  
 

Then the King will say to those on His right hand, ‘Come, you blessed of 
My Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the 
world: for I was hungry and you gave Me food; I was thirsty and you gave 
Me drink; I was a stranger and you took Me in; I was naked and you 
clothed Me; I was sick and you visited Me; I was in prison and you came 
to Me.’2 

 
Unsurprisingly, then, the Church of England has played an important role as a 
provider of welfare throughout its history and particularly since the early 
nineteenth century; it has also contributed substantially to shaping the way 
welfare has been provided by others − including governments of the day.  Yet 
the Church of England’s level of influence on shaping the political landscape is 
not what it once was.  This partly reflects the steep decline in affiliation and 
observance that it has witnessed since the early 1960s.  Despite that trend, 
however, the extent to which, in 2010, the Cameron-led Coalition Government 
called upon the Church of England to deliver on key aspects of its ‘Big Society’ 
project, suggests that its influence on shaping and, in part, delivering on a 

government’s welfare agenda, is far from 
negligible.  It also remains one of the largest 
providers of welfare in the UK.  These are 
reasons why the approach it takes to welfare 
matters: to its affiliates; to affiliates of other 
Christian denominations; to members of faith-
based organisations that are not Christian but 
which see the provision of welfare as a vital 
component of a civil society; to those of no faith 
who take the same view; and to all those who 
find themselves in need of welfare support.  It 
therefore merits academic and wider, societal 
scrutiny, as the consequences − not least for 
the poorest in society − can be considerable.   
 
It is for reasons such as these that this book, 
despite its modest size at only ninety pages, is 
a welcome contribution to our understanding of 
the contribution the Church of England made to  
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mitigating some of the worst aspects of the aftermath of the financial crash of 
2007/8 for many of the poorest members of our society.  It was a time − in line 
with the clarion call from the then Archbishop of Canterbury, Rowan Williams − 
for the Church to ‘step up to the plate and respond’;3 and, to some extent, it did 
that, increasing its involvement in social action, foodbanks, debt advice, 
breakfast clubs and the like, and calling on the wider voluntary sector to do 
likewise as part of a new settlement between the state and the third sector that 
the ‘Big Society’ vision championed.  In David Cameron’s words, the Big Society 
programme was:  

The start of a deep and serious reform agenda to take power away from 
politicians and give it to people.  That’s because we know instinctively that 

the state is often too inhuman, monolithic and clumsy to tackle our.deepest 
social problems…  We need to create communities with oomph −− 
neighbourhoods who are in charge of their own destiny, who feel if they 
club together and get involved they can shape the world around them.4 

It was a vision that the Church of England favourably responded to in the years 
between mid-2010 and mid-2012, and this book, to some extent, reflects that, 
not least in its criticisms of William Beveridge’s reforms that partly led to the 
creation of the Welfare State in the 1940s, arguing they ‘inhibited the churches’ 
own vision of what role they best played in relation to inequality and 
disadvantage.’5  This is a highly contentious and − as I have argued elsewhere 
− historically dubious line of argument.6   Nevertheless, this book is a useful 
resource for those interested in the Church of England’s handling of the ‘Big 
Society’ project and its aftermath, with some useful statistical information to 
draw on. 
 

Joe Forde 

1 S. Wells, R. Rook & D. Barclay, For Good: The Church and the Future of Welfare 
(Norwich: Canterbury Press, 2017.) 
2 Matthew 25: 34-36. New King James Version Reference Bible (Nashville, TN: Thomas 
Nelson Publishers, 2019). 
3 Church of England, Report of Proceedings of the 2010, General Synod, November Group 
of Sessions, Vol. 41, No. 3. 
4 See D. Cameron, ‘Transcript of a speech by the Prime Minister on the Big Society, 19th 
July 2010.’  Available at:  https://www.gov.uk/government/speeches/big-society-speech  
(accessed on 1 December 2016). 
5 Wells, Rook & Barclay, For Good: The Church and the Future of Welfare, p.xi. 
6 J. Forde, Before and Beyond the ‘Big Society’: John Milbank and the Church of England’s 
Approach to Welfare (Cambridge: James Clarke & Co, May 2022).   

https://www.gov.uk/government/speeches/big-society-speech
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GUEST BOOK REVIEW: 

Adults in the Room by Yanis Varoufakis1 

 

We all know about the Greek debt crisis.  The Greeks had spent too much on 
public projects, had not collected sufficient tax and had borrowed too much from 
the various institutions in the EU.  In the financial crash of 2008 they were in a 
uniquely vulnerable position.   

Wrong.  If you follow Yanis Varoufakis, they were in a position which, if not 
exactly strong, was certainly influential.  This was because, if the Greeks went 
bankrupt, and defaulted on their loans, this would trigger a domino collapse of 
all the major European banks, starting with banks in France in particular.   

The French banks had lent many times the gross national product of Greece to 
that country, and indeed to others.  Providing finance to nations is a sort of pass-
the-parcel game.  The longer the music carries on and the parcel keeps on being 
passed around there is no problem.  But when the music stops…   

 



30 
 

And what if this game of pass-the-parcel is taking place in a mythical land called 
‘Bailoutistan’?  If you read Yanis Varoufakis’ book, Adults in the Room, you can 
begin to understand what it really felt like to be in the heart of something which 
was not a game, but a whole country’s life and death struggle, conducted in the 
language of economics.   

Would there be enough money to buy medicines for the chemists’ shops and 
hospitals?  Would there be fuel for vehicles?  How would the people pay for their 
food?  Today as we in the UK come out of the pandemic, people are already 
beginning to ask how we will pay for the exceptional public spending which has 
been necessary.  Similar questions faced the Greeks in 2015.   

Shall we follow Margaret Thatcher’s domestic example of seeing how much is 
in her purse and, if there is not enough in her purse to do the things which she 
has been doing, to cut down on those things and, ‘cut our coat according to our 
cloth’?   

In this book Prof.Varoufakis shows how he disagreed with that approach, 
because another name for ‘cutting your coat according to your cloth’ is austerity.  
Cutting public services, so that those least able to withstand hard times are most 
exposed to them.   

Varoufakis is clear that this was, and is, wrong.   

He says, ‘The German finance minister Dr Wolfgang Schäuble once told me 
that my opposition to austerity placed me in a minority of Europeans, citing 
opinion polls that showed support for government expenditure cuts.   

‘I replied that, even if that were true, a majority can be wrong about the cause 
of their malaise.  During the Black Death of the 14th century, I reminded him, 
most Europeans believed the plague was caused by sinful living and could be 
exorcised by bloodletting and self-flagellation.   

‘When bloodletting and self-flagellation did not work, this was taken as evidence 
that people’s repentance was not sincere enough, that not enough blood had 
been let, that the flagellation was insufficiently enthusiastic’.  And then Yanis 
Varoufakis brings us suddenly up-to-date – ‘exactly as now, when austerity’s 
abysmal failure is cited as proof that it has been applied too half-heartedly.’  
(p.40)   

Can you imagine any of our recent Chancellors of the Exchequer coming up 
with such a historically-informed but free-thinking answer?  Reading Varoufakis, 
we are privileged to witness someone at work who is a whole order of 
intelligence and wisdom better than them: they are almost imbeciles by 
comparison.   
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On one level, this is a book which has the appeal of a whodunnit and a good 
page-turner, because one genuinely wants to know at each juncture what Yanis 
did next, and what his main opponents, the ‘Troika’ (the IMF, European Central 
Bank and the European Commission), would do, each time the brilliant Greek 
finance team came up with a way of creating space for the bankrupt country; 
sufficient relief to allow them to trade out of their indebtedness without further 
oppressing the ordinary voters.   

The leverage which Varoufakis and his colleagues exercised was precisely that 
none of the lenders dared to risk that the ‘parcel’ would be dropped.  If it was 
confirmed at any stage that Greece was defaulting, it risked bringing the whole 
European banking pyramid down: because in Varoufakis’ eyes it was a pyramid, 
pyramid selling, a Ponzi scheme.   

Over and over, Greece had been lent money, most of which had been used to 
pay back the banks who had made the previous loan.  At the same time austerity 
measures were imposed which progressively reduced the capacity of the Greek 
economy to prosper, grow and allow the loans to be repaid.  That was, in 
Varoufakis’ terms, being in Bailoutistan.  Greece was, really, bankrupt, and 
Varoufakis realised that, just as in the law of insolvency the debtor is allowed to 
cancel their debts, so Greece should be allowed a measure of debt relief.  

It is not the Thatcher way.  But Thatcherism, treating a country’s economy as 
though it were a housewife’s purse, is actually not sound economics.  
Successful capitalism depends at least partly on the ability to borrow and invest.   

If you haven’t read this wonderful book yet, I won’t spoil it by telling you who 
wins, and why.  But in the titanic struggle to save the Greek economy there are 
many object lessons for us today.  Even though clearly the EU treated Greece 
very harshly, and arguably unfairly, and Prof. Varoufakis was at the sharp, 
receiving end of this, it is very significant that he remains convinced that Greece 
should stay in the EU − and indeed, as a professor at Essex University at the 
time of the Brexit referendum, he made a number of eloquent contributions to 
the debate against Brexit.  You will have to read the book in order to find out 
why.   

Hugh Bryant 

1 Y. Varoufakis, Adults in the Room (London: The Bodley Head, 2017). 
2 Hugh Bryant is a former Oriel College (Oxford) classicist, a retired City marine underwriter 
and maritime lawyer, and a licensed Lay Reader in the Church of England. 
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Please check our website for information regarding services in the building. 
 

 

Please contact the church office for Zoom codes and further information about services to be 

held in the building – we look forward to being able to welcome you back to the building in 2021. 

  

Monday - 

Friday 

9.00 am Morning Prayer 

5.00 pm Evening Prayer 

 

  

Thursday 12 noon Communion 

  

Sunday 8.00 am BCP Service of Holy Communion 

10.00 am Parish Eucharist 

7.00 pm Night Service 
 

  

 

 

Keep checking the St Mark’s website for further information, notices and events 

www.stmarkssheffield.co.uk 
 

You can follow St Mark’s on Facebook 

https://www.facebook.com/stmarksbbsheffield/ 

 

 

The church is available for pre-booked reflective visits or private prayer  

– please contact the office to book. 

 

 
 

 

EDITORIAL TEAM 
 

Margot Fox, Frances Gray, Dez Martin, Joe Forde & Rob Wilks.   

This issue was edited by Joe Forde - joe.forde@tiscali.co.uk 
 

The Editors welcome comments and suggestions and invite contributions for future editions.   

The next edition will be edited by Rob Wilks - rjandcwilks@btinternet.com  
 

If you propose to submit an article for the next edition, please inform Joe as soon as possible.   
 

When sending photographs, please ensure that they are JPEGs, and of a high resolution.  

The editors make every effort to obtain permission for all photographs and illustrations and to trace 

copyright owners, please contact us in the unlikely event of a breach of copyright. 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stmarksbbsheffield/


32 

 

 


