March/April 2008

CAMPHILL CORRESPONDENcE

looking for the sophia, Deborah Ravetz

Many years ago I watched my daughter and her ‘Anglo’ friend take their infant sons out for their first springtime.
My daughter set her eight- or nine-month-old son on to a barely greening lawn. She introduced him to the grass,
encouraging him to touch it, even taste it. She pointed out the temperature, the breeze, the sky and clouds. The
other mother came differently prepared for her son’s encounter with the world. She brought a blanket, which she
spread out for her son. She brought toys as distractions and she did not join her son so much as hovered over him
in a protective manner: not allowing him to crawl away from the blanket; not allowing him to grasp at the grass
(‘dirty’). My daughter introduced her son to the world he lived in; the other mother introduced her son to a potentially dangerous ‘environment’. The Anglo child’s world consisted of his toys, his blanket, his mother, his artificial setting; the world ‘out there’ was alien. He ended his excursion in his mother’s arms. My grandson ended his when his
mother chased after him as he explored his new surroundings. ‘This is the way it is done,’ I thought. ‘This is why we
are different.’ We discourage competitiveness and encourage co-operativeness; we frown on selfish behaviour and
encourage perceptiveness of the other; we correct by offering alternatives rather than through threat of punishment
or admonitions; we encourage laughter and camaraderie—there is no one ‘out there’ waiting to ‘get us.’ We transmit
these values through loaning our attitudes to our children.
V F Cordova: ‘Ecoindian: A Response to J Baird Callicot’ in Ayaangwaamizin: International Journal of Indigenous Philosophy, 1:1,
31–44 Quoted in Alastair McIntosh, Soil and Soul, Aurum Press, London, 2001 p. 33

Keeping in touch

T

he Camphill Correspondence has been a part of the
TWT Publications account for about 10 years; but
recently TWT Publications was dissolved and the Correspondence had to find a new legal format and a new
bank account, quite quickly at that! So we are now a new
little company limited by guarantee and we have a new
bank account set up, all in the last few weeks. We are
looking for a new type of affiliation with The Camphill
Foundation, one based on human relationships rather
than simply legal formats. It feels quite right and liberating that the Correspondence is now a little company in its
own right. The Correspondence has grown up and takes
responsibility for standing on its own two feet through
the ongoing faithful Support Group: Marianne Sander,
Friedwart and Nora Bock, Peter Howe, Deborah Ravetz,
Christoph Hanni, and I.
Our financial situation has been secure for a number
of years now. Most years we break even or make a small
surplus, and some years we make a small loss—but it all
balances out.
On the subject of money, I would like to thank very
much those people that generously helped financially
support the Nov/Dec issue, which was not only larger
than usual but also had the separate supplement. We were
prepared to make a loss because it was such an important
issue, but we almost broke even which is wonderful!
The reactions to that special ‘First Camphill Co-worker
Children’ issue have continued to come in. The main
reaction I have heard recently is gratitude to hear the first
co-workers’children’s stories in such a real and honest
way. Everyone is very welcome to write their own stories
or their responses to this issue.
A question has arisen out of the focus on the first coworker children—what about the first special needs
children? I mentioned this in the editorial of the last issue
and the question has arisen even more strongly from a
number of people. A couple of individuals have decided
to follow up one or the other special needs child, and if
more individuals feel inspired to as well, that would be
wonderful. Or if someone happens to know the whereabouts of one of the children, please let me know. We will
hopefully be able to print the stories in a future issue.
A practical detail that perhaps someone can help with: I
need to find the address of Peter Berger, who used to live

at Cainscross Road in Stroud, UK. He has moved and his
copies of the Correspondence are being returned to me
as ‘address unknown’. But he has recently renewed his
subscription early (probably erroneously thinking he was
not receiving his copy because it had expired) via bank
transfer with no stated address. Although he has over a
year’s subscription I haven’t got his address to send the
Correspondence to. If anyone knows of his whereabouts
please let me know!
We are now using recycled paper as well as degradable
bags for the Correspondence. It costs a bit more and we
will be looking at the possibility of having to put the price
up to help cover these costs, as well as the new company
and accounting costs once the company is established.
One last thing. Many of you write kind little notes with
your subscription renewals and your feedback means a
lot to me. I read them with much warmth and appreciation. Thank you!
May this issue give you some food for thought and
good reading!
Your editor, Maria
Birthday Congratulations
Becoming 85
Irma Roehling, Camphill Farm, Hermanus......27 April
Becoming 80
Johannes Surkamp, Ochil Tower.................. 16 March
Kilian Harrington, Minnesota....................... 16 March
Helen Zipperlin, Kimberton Hills....................25 April
Udo Steuck, Mourne Grange.......................... 18 May
Becoming 75
Karin von Schilling, Johannesburg............... 18 March
Inge von Schilling, Germany........................ 18 March
Nora Bock, Camphill Schools, Scotland.........17 April
Gillian Thompson, Botton Village.....................8 April
Becoming 70
Hartmut Berger, Hermanus, S.A..................... 3 March
Graham McBride,
Camphill West Coast, S.A........................ 30 March
Margie Beuster, Camphill Farm, Hermanus.......7 April
Elisabeth Wider, Perceval, Switzerland...........22 April
Michael Scrivener, Botton Village...................25 April

Artist’s note: Marga Schnell was a much-loved pupil of Hermann Gross, and she introduced Deborah Ravetz to Hermann as well.
Many years later both Marga and Deborah attended art school and began to work as artists. For more pictures of their work, see
their websites www.margaschnell.co.uk and www.deborah.ravetz.org.uk
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What is the truth about global warming?
Richard Phethean, Beannachar, Scotland

I

days? Let us try to separate out the various issues and
s it true that man-made carbon dioxide (CO2) is the
get things in perspective.
terrible greenhouse gas it is made out to be, that it is
Undeniably, humanity’s lifestyle is having adverse
rapidly increasing the earth’s temperature, and it will
effects on the environment, and efforts to reduce polluhave devastating consequences for mankind and life
tion and move toward clean technologies should be a
on earth? Is it, as the world’s media and leaders would
high priority of every thinking person. However, carbon
have us believe, undeniable?
dioxide is not a pollutant. Relatively little media attenOr is it, as a small group of ‘climate deniers’ tell us,
tion is being paid to the environmental damage caused
a hoax?
by mankind’s most dangerous toxic chemicals. Why?
This is a critical debate and one that has not really
Why are we putting all our environmental eggs into one
happened yet. Former Vice President Al Gore tells us in
basket of carbon?
his film ‘An Inconvenient Truth’ that the debate is over,
The other side of the CO2 debate was presented in
and there is now a ‘consensus’ of 2,500 of the world’s
greatest scientists, who all believe in climate change.
the documentary ‘The Great Global Warming Swindle’
We are now being told that it is irresponsible to say
broadcast by BBC Channel Four in the UK in 2007,
anything against this consensus. What is happening to
where highly respected climate scientists contested the
free speech?
idea that CO2 is causing significant global warming.
We are led to believe that the ‘nay-sayers’ are funded
Their message is a very compelling one, and needs to
by big industries and the rest of the deniers ‘just haven’t
be taken seriously. (You can order a copy of the DVD
got it’, or are equivalent to holocaust deniers. Do I defrom www.wagtv.com.)
tect intimidation? Climate change environmentalism is
Viscount Christopher Monckton intends to distribute
taking on the nature of a religion with its crusaders. Its
this documentary to secondary schools as a direct riposte
detractors are being termed heretics and non-believers.
to the Government’s own distribution of ‘An InconvenIt is the moral and political cause of our age. One reient Truth’. Christopher Monckton wrote two letters to
viewer of ‘An Inconvenient Truth’ said it was ‘the most
the Daily Telegraph in 2006, pointing out the many
frightening film I have ever seen.’ Politicians often use
factual errors in Al Gore’s film. The Telegraph published
fear to push their agendas.
a riposte by Al Gore. Christopher Monckton responded,
But not everyone is impressed. Professor Bob Carter
refuting Mr Gore’s points one by one, with devastating
gives a surprising assessment: ‘Gore’s circumstantial
effectiveness. Al Gore did not continue the debate.
arguments are so weak that they are pathetic. It is simSome will ask: ‘Surely, if the world’s leaders are develply incredible that they, and his film, are commanding
oping policies to reduce pollution and promote clean
public attention.’ Many share that view.
technologies, shouldn’t we be supportive?’ For me, the
So, are there any respected climate scientists who
question is: What is the truth? What is the real problem?
reject the conventional wisdom on climate change?
When we understand the problems we face, then we
The answer is ‘yes’. There are hundreds, and they are
can tackle them appropriately. Reducing atmospheric
complaining to governments, writing articles and making
CO2 will cost taxpayers trillions of pounds, so we need
videos to prove their point—all based on sound science.
to be convinced that carbon is indeed the bad guy and
They are the courageous ones, because many have been
this is money well spent.
intimidated, discredited, or had their funding removed,
The Science
and some have even experienced death threats for the
stance they have taken. Many prefer to keep quiet and
1. Atmospheric CO 2 has increased from about
keep their jobs. Climate scientist Richard Lindzen writes:
0.03% to about 0.04% over the last 120 years.
‘In 1992, Al Gore ran two congressional hearings during
2. CO2 is a minor greenhouse gas, so there will be
which he tried to bully dissenting scientists, including
slight warming, but this tapers off with increasing
myself, into changing our views and supporting his
concentrations.
climate alarmism.’ Mr Lindzen
gives the names of American and
European scientists who have suffered attacks because they dared
to question the science behind
CO2-caused global warming.
Many scientists are angry because they say the science has
been distorted. As the rhetoric
from the media, the politicians
and the UN Intergovernmental
Panel on Climate Change (IPCC)
are getting more extreme as the
weeks pass by, these dissenting
voices are being drowned out.
What is going on? Where is
rational scientific debate these
Breath of Fresh Air I, Marga Schnell



Breath of Fresh Air II, Marga Schnell

3. The earth’s temperature has increased by
about 0.6 degree centigrade over the last 120
years. However, not all scientists agree that the
temperatures have been correctly measured.
4. Graphs of the earth’s temperature have been
falsified by the IPCC. The famous ‘hockey-stick’
graph showing temperatures neatly matching CO2
levels, used by the IPCC and Al Gore, has been
shown to be incorrect. The IPCC acknowledged
the error but still continued to publish the faulty
graph. This graph falsely shows a fairly level
temperature over the last few hundred years,
which suddenly rises in line with man’s CO 2
output. In 2001, the IPCC had switched from the
previously published and universally-accepted
graph which shows rhythmical variations of
temperature: a rise during the lengthy medieval
warm period from about 900 to 1300 AD when
temperatures were warmer than they are today,
and a subsequent cooling during the ‘little ice age’
from the 15th up to the 19th century. Temperatures
dropped to the lowest point in the last 10,000
years around 1875.



Why did the IPCC get rid of the medieval warming period
and the little ice age?
Could it be that these ups and downs give the alarmists
a big problem, because they show that fluctuating temperatures are disconnected from CO2 levels? The recent
warming is not at all unusual, extreme or dangerous.
During the 20th century, we emerged from the little ice
age. And thank goodness the temperature increased. In
history, warmer periods were times of prosperity. Cold
spells have been challenging times for humanity. Colder
periods, not warmer ones, result in increased stormy
weather, in contradiction to current alarmism.
Al Gore shows two superimposed graphs of CO2 levels
correlating with temperatures on a large time scale,
from which he draws the conclusion that higher CO2
causes warming. This is the crux of his hypothesis. This
seems convincing until you discover that the CO2 levels
increased hundreds of years AFTER the temperature
changes. Obviously, CO2 cannot cause temperature
change if it occurs afterwards. This happens because
warmer temperatures cause the release of trapped CO2
from the oceans. Carbon dioxide does not drive the
climate. We are being deceived by fake science.
Also, global temperatures do not match CO2 levels
during the 20th century. From 1940 to 1975, CO2 levels were increasing whilst the global temperature decreased. Another anomalous factor, given the increasing
scaremongering of recent years, is that measured global
temperatures have not increased since 1998!
But what about the melting glaciers? Glaciers have
always advanced and retreated and scientists do not
know why. What about ice sheets falling into the sea
in the arctic? A natural phenomenon, they always do
every year, as explained by Syun-Ichi Akasofu, Director of the International Arctic Research Centre, Alaska.
He sees nothing unusual in the conditions in the arctic.
He adds: ‘The press come to us all the time saying ‘we
want to see the global warming disaster’—I say ‘there
is none’.
But what about the sea level rising? Al Gore is really
pushing falsification of science to new heights by stating
that sea level will rise by 20 feet. When challenged on
this issue he responded that no one knows for certain
how much the sea will rise! The fact is that no one knows
for certain what the seas and the climate will do, but it is
always the extreme estimates that get the publicity!
According to many climate scientists, the most powerful
driver of earth’s temperatures is the sun. Hundreds of studies show a close relationship between the sun’s rhythmical activity and temperature on all time scales. The sun’s
rhythms are fairly steady, like a heart beat; for example
the 11-year sun spot cycle and the larger 1500-year Bondcycle. These correlate closely with earth’s temperatures.
Warm periods occur every 1100 to 1500 years.
The media often focuses on positive feedback mechanisms, but the known negative feedback mechanisms
hardly get a mention.

Some Politics
Many scientists working for the United Nations IPCC
have been dissatisfied with their attitude. In many cases,
the Summary for Policy-Makers has distorted the science.
The trend of distortion is invariably biased towards exaggeration of the role played by CO2 and towards alarmism.
For example, Professor Paul Reiter, an expert on insect

borne diseases, resigned from the IPCC because his
contributions were thoroughly misrepresented. He is not
the only one. He says: ‘I was horrified to read the 2nd and
3rd IPCC assessment reports, because there was so much
misinformation without any kind of recourse to the truly
scientific literature of specialists in these fields.’
Professor Frederick Seitz wrote to the Wall Street Journal: ‘I have never witnessed a more disturbing corruption
of the peer-review process than the events that led to
this IPCC report...
No study to date has positively attributed all or part
of the climate change to manmade causes.’
So, are we being deliberately lied to? I am convinced the
answer is yes. Many who are reading this will find it very
hard to believe, because, if this is indeed a ‘swindle’, it
is a pretty massive one. A lot of people are involved in
propagating this ‘inconvenient truth’. Global warming
is now a multi-billion dollar global business and tens of
thousands of people’s livelihoods depend on it being a
continued problem.
What then could be the motivation?
Deborah Corey Barnes supplies some insights:
Al Gore’s crusade against carbon dioxide emissions
could make him millions of dollars. With help from
friends at Goldman Sachs, Gore has established a
network of organizations to promote the ‘climate crisis’ and keep himself in the spotlight. Gore’s crusade
already has had an enormous impact on...government policies. His principal regulatory tool is…carbon
credit trading…In a cap and trade system, buyers
will purchase their offsets from a broker or through
an electronic trading platform, e.g. the European
Climate Exchange.
The real problem is that every country’s government
has an incentive to cheat... This has been the European Union’s experience. Carbon offsets are no more
than a marketing gimmick. Enron, like many of the
very biggest businesses in America, saw Kyoto—and
still see global warming regulations—as the best pricefixing and subsidy-creating deal in history.
Al Gore is chairman and founder of a private
equity firm called Generation Investment Management (GIM). …GIM is poised to cash in on carbon
trading...if the day ever comes when federal government regulations require greenhouse gas emitters to
participate in cap and trade, then those who have
created a market for the exchange of carbon credits
are in a position to control the outcomes. And that
moves Al Gore front and center.
It seems that it is only a matter of time before carbon
quotas for every corporation and every individual will
be required by law. Carbon is the new currency. There
will, no doubt, be some big time winners, i.e. those who
know how to manipulate the market, but for the man in
the street, it can only mean more taxes, financial burdens
and restrictions.
In order to get us to accept these restrictions, we first
need to be thoroughly convinced of the following:
A. Global warming will bring catastrophic problems
for life on earth (we fear)
B. You and I are to blame for these problems (we
are guilty)
C. The governments therefore have a ‘duty’ to impose
restrictions on our energy use (we are meekly
subservient)

Is this the way to save the environment? Or an excuse
to implement more control through fear?
Further insight comes from Senator James Inhofe (Oklahoma) who asks: ‘With all of the hysteria, all of the fear,
all the phoney science, could it be that man-made global
warming is the greatest hoax ever perpetrated on the
American people?... Jacques Chirac said Kyoto is not
about climate change, it represents the first component
of an authentic global governance.’
It was an unguarded moment for Chirac. World government is the main goal of the secret Bilderberg group, of
which he is a luminary.
The fear of this global threat could be the perfect ploy
for certain powerful elite groups (e.g. the United Nations)
to implement their long-held plan for an unelected oneworld government. This view is shared by an increasing
number of researchers: Joan Veon, author of ‘United
Nations’ Global Straightjacket’, being one of the most
authoritative. She sums up her article, ‘Capitalizing on
sustainable development—making gold out of green’
with these chilling words:
Bottom line, it appears that all of the (earth’s) assets,
including you and me, are going back to the Crown
and we are nothing but serfs, paying an allowance
back to the government for the right to use any of
their resources! Capitalizing on sustainable development does not even come close to the truth. Call it
green, call it gold, call it climate warming, the real
description of Agenda 21’s capitalistic global corporate fascism is feudalism.
The question of whether the alarm over the climate is
real or part of a darker agenda is an important one, and
one for each individual to decide for himself/herself. The
view of the ‘climate change sceptics’ is that the sun is
the main driver of climate and that CO2 plays a minor
role. Some argue that the lies around climate change
are politically-motivated. I urge you to check out the
science for yourself, and ask yourself the question ‘Who
benefits?’
‘The global warming alarm is dressed up as science,
but it’s not science, it’s propaganda.’ Prof. Paul
Reiter
‘We’re just being told lies. That’s what it comes down
to.’ Nigel Calder, former editor of New Scientist,
speaking about global warming.
It is quite easy to lull people to sleep with abstract
concepts and make them believe the opposite
of what is true. Rudolf Steiner, speaking about
democracy.
You will never be able to free the world of what is
coming to the surface unless you determine to
penetrate into the truth. The fact that the truth is
unpleasant makes no difference. Rudolf Steiner,
The Challenge of the Times.
This article is a shortened version—the full article, as
well as many references, can be found at:
http://www.whale.to/b/global_warming_h.html
The Great Global Warming Swindle, Martin Durkins,
(DVD available from wagtv.com)
greatglobalwarmingswindle.co.uk
Richard has been at Beannachar for 22 years,
Camphill for 32 years. He is a pharmacist, is
interested in science and plays music; and he runs the
Beannachar herb workshop.



The Inner Community
and the movement

The Being of Man and the Festivals
Kathy used an experimental technique called ‘chance
operation’ to make this poem, based on the lecture
given by Dr Karl König in Silesia, 1932, originally
published in Anthroposophy Vol 1 no 4 Christmas
1932, and reprinted in Camphill Correspondence
January/February 2007. The technique involves
taking an existing piece of writing and with a roll of a
dice or other ‘chance’ method the work is scrambled
to come up with something else. This is the result.

the periphery the human body as
microcosm bears
be present within the human body
four organic structures
lead us over from one system the
other as the earth being
one microcosm
in spatial structures
systems for just
in the world
the four seasons follow the skeleton
represent the body
just as the skeleton
will obviously not be single
the human body
above in the head
below in the limbs
is the earth
covered with snow-crystals
in the human body
in the earth body
bones and winter-earth are
corpuscles germinate unceasingly
in order ever and again
organisation just
in the world outside
festivals are placed
the muscular system the nervous
system and the system
Kathy Wrightson, London, England



Bjarte Haugen, Coleg Elidyr, Wales

I

have for some time now been concerned that the inspiration that stands behind Camphill, that comes from
the Inner Community and connects to the spiritual being
that stands behind our work, is less active in the Camphill
movement. What William Steffen in his research in the
English/Welsh region called a ‘hollowing out’ is real, and
it is a threat to the continued connection between the
wellspring of inspiration and of dedicated inner work
which for so many years fructified the Camphill movement from within.
Many of those who read this article may not even be
aware that many of us who joined Camphill over the
years also became members of the Inner Community
after a time. This Inner Community is a community not
linked to a place or country, but is a community of people who dedicate themselves to working with the ideals
that stand behind Camphill.
When I speak about ideals, I don’t necessarily mean
such things as working without salaries or working in
the Camphill movement, but I mean dedicating our lives
to working in the world in such as way as to try to help
wherever a true picture of the human being as a spiritual
being in development is under threat. We know this as
‘The Image of Man’.
When I joined the community, I dedicated my life to
working with this Image of Man out of the wisdom that
has been given to us through Rudolf Steiner’s anthroposophy, and which has been worked on further by
many individuals.
The percentage of people now working throughout
the Camphill movement who are members of the Inner Community and who are consciously inspired by
the ideals of the community is by comparison with
the past low, and I feel it is urgent that we start to address this issue in a very real way. If we don’t, there
is a real possibility that the Inner Community and the
Being of Camphill will no longer have a home in the
movement.
To change this is not going to be so simple, I fear. We
seem to have changed a great deal over the last 20–30
years, and I am not sure that when we speak about our
inspiration for the work in the way we have been used
to we get our message across to the new people in
Camphill. I’m not even sure that we manage to inspire
ourselves. I therefore think it is important to look at
ourselves and ask how we can speak about the deepest
intentions of the community in a way that can inspire us
and reach the people who are with us today.
In the Community gathering in Sylvia Koti in 1995 it
was very clearly spoken out that the Inner Community,
and consequently the Being of Camphill, is vested in
the individual.
What that means to me is that the Being of Camphill
is dependent on individual activity and initiative. We
can no longer look to the great leaders for direction,
but have to feel in our own inner being what activity
we need to engage in to further the work.
In a recent meeting I attended, the question of how
we might begin to express these ideals in modern

language and to people with modern consciousness
was raised. Jane Luxford gave expression to this in a
way that inspired us all, and moved the writing of this
article. Please note that this is only a humble attempt
at inspiring people to look at the ideals that stand behind Camphill in a more modern way, and is in no way
suggesting that this is the right way to look at it. Taste
it, feel it and smell it. If you don’t like it, throw it away
or work further on it.

The Three Pillars of Camphill
As a suggestion for how one might begin to create new
forms, the following three ideas could be used to work
on the three pillars:
The idea that stands behind the form of the
Bible Supper could be seen to encourage us to
work on ourselves, on our inner attitude and to
be willing to share these personal experiences
out of this work with colleagues.
The idea that stands behind the College
Meeting could be seen to encourage us
to develop our competence to meet the
needs of the community in whatever task

the community is engaged. This could be
professional development, research or any
form of developing the work.
The idea that stands behind separating work
from money or ‘not receiving salaries in the
usual sense’ could be seen as being conscious
of what motivates us to work. This motivation
should not come from the reward of money,
but should be motivated by wanting to do what
is right, what is good and true and which serves
the development of individuals (including
oneself) and mankind as a whole.
I hope this is helpful.
Bjarte Haugen has been living
and working in Coleg Elidyr since 1980. Over the
years he has done various tasks including house
parenting, forestry, candle-making, Service holder
and farming. He is part of a team that is taking Coleg
Elidyr through a phase of organizational change, and
is currently the College Manager in a newly formed
hierarchical work organization structure.

A true story from Svetlana
Andrew Hoy, Svetlana, Russia
Reprinted from the Copake Village Echo

L

ake Ladoga is by far the largest lake in Europe and
you can’t see across it. It is more like a sea and yet it
is not easy to reach, you get to it by a sandy road. You
have the impression that you are riding the waves on a
fairly rough sea—even before you get to the water! And
this road goes on and on and on, for the village where
we are heading is at the tip of a peninsula.
The first time that I drove there with my friend our car
simply broke down. It was in protest and indicated a
need for oil. So we pushed it to the side of the track and
finished the journey on foot. This detail did not distract
us from enjoying ourselves, for we went swimming and I
surveyed the birds, as it is a nature reserve. I had noticed
a house with some machines in the village and asked the
man living there if I could buy some oil. I had picked up
an empty coke bottle and he gave me some. I wanted to
pay him but he simply said, ‘Go with God’.
It took me two years to find a way of repaying his kindness. I had asked a friend to drive me there, for I wanted
to give this man a jar of strawberry jam that I had made.
You tend to forget just how bad this road is until you
are actually on it and my friend, with a lower-slung car,
let me know his feelings along the way. In the end we
again parked the car and walked. When we reached the
house we discovered that the man who had helped me
had died and his whole family was gathered on one of
the significant days after a person’s death, to celebrate
him. Their astonishment was great when in walked two
foreigners to pay their respects as well. The man was
called Anatoly or simply Tolya and we were invited to
the feast the family had prepared. My friend was, fortu-

nately, able to share in a few toasts in response to their
hospitality and I to enjoy a delicious feast. When we left
we were presented with two smoked fish to take with
us. It all had the touch of the miraculous about it and
my friend felt this too, for he was willing to forgive me
for taking him along such a bad road.
However, I seem still to have a destiny with this village,
for I took a group of German girls there once more this
year. Oh, the road had not changed, but we did have a
better car and actually reached the village before parking.
I talked to a man there who was chopping wood and he
said that the spot was fine. He even showed us another
route to the shore which was less muddy and we spent a
relaxing day. It was not until we were ready to return that I
suspected that I had left the car lights on. But please don’t
think that the young ladies intoxicated me—they were
even willing to share the blame for not noticing. Well, our
man was still there and knew our problem. He fetched
a friend who drove me around the village until the car
started firing. It was a fairly wild ride but it paid off and
our excursion had once again turned into an adventure.
The man who had pulled me was full of further advice
which he communicated to me, but when the girls asked
me what he had been saying I had to admit that I had no
idea and this amused them greatly.
What still amazes me is how friendly the people of this
place are to perfect strangers. They are quick to greet you.
Everyday language will not serve to describe this place
nor the magic that pulls me back from time to time. It is
something archetypal.
Andrew is one of our senior Camphillers
who has worked in Camphill in Britain,
the United States, and now Russia.



Angels don’t need mobile phones
Elisabeth Husebø, Kristoffertunet, Norway

L

ast year in spring I made a trip to the mountains with
my sons. We stayed in a cabin owned by the Tourist
Association that owns several hundred cabins around
Norway, where anybody who is a member can come
when they want.
It took us five hours to walk up there, so we decided to
stay in the same hut for the four days we had available
and make day outings from the cabin: one day uphill
to where snow and winter was still lingering, one day
downhill to where the birches started to turn green. Each
night we had company from different mountaineers who
walked from one cabin to the next.
On our last day, we had been out again for a walk and
were on our way back to the cabin. We were scrambling
along a rather steep hillside, strewn with boulders and
overgrown with twisted birch trees. (Too boring to walk
along the beaten paths!)
Suddenly Valdemar who was walking in front screamed
up: ‘I have been bitten by a viper!’ The snake had been
lying amongst the boulders enjoying the sunshine. Valdemar, who had never seen a snake before, had stretched
out his hand towards it, and was bitten.
I had no experience with snakes, but seemed to remember hearing that a bite from a viper isn’t much worse than
a few wasp stings. So I tried to keep calm, and to calm
Valdemar. I applied some gel for insect bites, and decided
to get back to the cabin anyway. He certainly wanted to get
away from that snake as quickly as possible, but soon his
running slowed down. I had to take his hand to keep him
moving forward, and after about ten minutes he said he
couldn’t any more and sank down, half fainting. Luckily,
by then we had just come out of the area with the boulders and brushwood where it was difficult enough to walk
unhampered; I would never have managed to carry him.
Now there was just a fairly even, slightly uphill bogland for
about a kilometre, and then we would be at the cabin.
Ezra took the rucksack I had been carrying, and I took
Valdemar on my back. It was hard going; an eleven year
old boy with full mountain clothing weighs four to five
times more than what is recommended that a person my
size carries on her back! But we got to the cabin at last.
Valdemar was now very weak; I had to carry him the
few steps to the loo (luckily this cabin had an indoor loo)
because he fainted as soon as he tried to be vertical. The
poison caused diarrhoea and vomiting, and he couldn’t
keep either food nor drink down. His whole right hand
looked like a balloon, and the cold wet towel I put around
it didn’t seem to help much. It was clear that he was too
ill for the walk back to the car next day; we needed to
contact an ambulance helicopter. But how to get that
without a phone? I couldn’t leave a child who was so
sick and needed constant nursing, and Ezra wasn’t big
enough to do that long walk on his own, nor to take
over the nursing.
‘Surely some people will come to this cabin tonight, and
most people have a mobile,’ I said. But as the evening drew
on, and nobody turned up: ‘We have told people at home
where we are, and that we will be back tomorrow night.
When we do not come, they will make a search for us’.
At Valdemar’s request I carried him out on the porch to
see the sunset, and sitting there with him I got a worrying



feeling that this beautiful sunset might be the last one he
was ever to see. I turned to his angel and asked for help.
But I didn’t feel very calm and confident as we settled
for the night.
About five o’clock in the morning I supported Valdemar
to the loo again. He seemed now a bit better; he actually
managed to walk with some support, and he had not been
vomiting during the night. But the swelling of his arm had
now reached to halfway between elbow and shoulder.
What would happen if it reached the trunk and all the
organs there? And that would certainly happen before a
search party would find us; it could happen at the earliest some time next day! So I decided that I would go for
help, thinking that Ezra could manage the responsibility
now that Valdemar’s general condition was a bit better,
and I started to prepare for departure.
Meanwhile, down in the hamlet below the mountain,
the daughter of one of the farms was visiting her parents
together with her family. As her parents were babysitting she had a really late night with her friends—so late,
she thought she might as well go for her morning walk
before her baby woke up, instead of going to bed. As the
morning was fair, and she wanted to see the sunrise, she
decided to walk to the cottage where we were staying.
She had helped with the building of it when it was set up
some ten years earlier, but had hardly been there since. So
she walked up there. She smelled fire from the chimney
and realised someone was there and she decided not to
go in and make a cuppa, not wanting to disturb anybody
at six o’clock on a Sunday morning.
Well, I can only admire the perfect timing and co-ordination the angels managed to achieve. If I hadn’t decided
(been inspired?) to go for help just then, I wouldn’t have
come out of the cottage door just as this woman arrived
there, and she would have left in a few minutes without
any idea that there were people in the hut that needed
her help!
She didn’t have her mobile with her, but she ran back
home and called for an air ambulance. When the pilot
didn’t manage to find the cabin, he went down to the farm
and picked her up so that she could direct him, for she
had been to the cabin in a helicopter before when they
brought up the building materials. Then she took care of
Ezra the rest of the day (he helped to bring back the cows
that had run off in fear when the helicopter landed in their
field) and brought him back home in the evening.
Valdemar and I were taken to the hospital. There they
managed to stop the swelling from spreading further, and
he could go home the next day. But it still took some
ten days till his arm was normal size again, and at least
a month before he had sufficient strength to have been
able to walk on his own back from the cabin.
We weren’t too frightened to go to the mountains again,
but I have now got a mobile to take along. For although
I’ve seen how wonderfully the angels can manage without technology, it is written: ‘thou shalt not tempt the
Lord thy God’.
Elisabeth has lived in various Camphill communities in
England, Ireland and Norway over the past 25 years,
and has lived since the year 2000 in Kristoffertunet.

Foreword to Global Directory of Camphill Co-worker Children, 1991
By Rev Peter Roth, O.B.E.
In 1991 Johannes Grundmann compiled a ‘Global
Directory of Camphill Co-worker Children’. His effort was
in collaboration with Johanna Holbek, Thomas König
and Susanne Blok. It is no longer in print and is now a
historical document which gives addresses and birth
dates of many children, as well as what they were doing
(in brief) since childhood up to1990. It makes interesting
reading, but only the contributors got a copy at the time.
This is a reprint of Peter’s foreword to the directory. Read
it with the Nov/Dec issue with the stories of the first coworker children in mind.

T

he idea to collect the addresses of as many co-workers’ children as possible and perhaps also their (short)
biographies is, I think, important and ambitious; by its
very nature, it is of course a never-ending challenge
and story. The co-workers’ children are first babies, then
school children, new babies come, school children have
a definite biography, new co-workers come, who have
children...
The booklet which Johannes intends to publish seems
to me so important, because the ‘children’ if they live
in a Camphill place or not, belong in a mysterious way
to Camphill, in its widest sense. In Camphill something
repeats itself which belongs to the history of mankind
and is clearest perhaps expressed in the Bible. In the Old
Testament, sons and daughters, even when they were
old, stayed the children of their parents: their individual
life always stayed linked to their parents; not only linked,
they were the sons or daughters of their parents. While in
the New Testament Christ says; ‘who does not leave his
brother, father, sister or mother, cannot be my disciple’.

From being a son to becoming an independent person
is not something which had to take place in the historic
evolution of mankind only; it is something which has
to happen in the development of each individual, again
and again. It is often not very strongly noticed, and also
often experienced with the onrush of a very personal
freedom. This is felt as a continual burden by the oldest, or perhaps only son, and more lightly by the third
or fourth child.
Dr. König, who represented this transformation from
the Old to the New Testament in a wonderful way, once
said ‘Camphill will go on, when our children start to
return’—meaning our sons and daughters of various
ages.
Now, since these many co-worker children spent their
childhood and youth in a Camphill community, Camphill
was in a wider sense their parent: and the sense of them
living now mostly not in a Camphill place is connected
with the step from the Old to the New Testament. They
all live now, in their own fashion, in the New.
But Camphill is incomplete, partly because its future
still lies in the unknown. But also, because some of the
old co-worker children will have to return sooner or later
to renew Camphill, to become parents of this renewed
impulse. Of course, only some of them—those who grasp
that Camphill is not an old house in need of repair, but
a building which has to be constantly renewed, whose
parenthood is only a seeming one. It is an eternal child
and all who work in Camphill are its parents: it depends
on these, how much they can leave each other free.
Contributed by Georg Schad, Ringwood, England

‘Dancing is the hymn of the feet to God’
Andrene Thompson, Aberdeen, Scotland

A

nke Weihs was born in 1914. In her younger days
she followed a career in classical dance but she
became a founder member of the Camphill Rudolf
Steiner Schools in 1939 and devoted the rest of her life
to Camphill. While in the Schools she rediscovered the
joy and meaning of dance in the realm of Greek and
Balkan folk dancing. In this context she developed devotional dances for festive occasions and also therapeutic
dancing for children.
The words of the title of this article were spoken by
Anke Weihs in connection to the dances she created for
the different festivals of the year. To celebrate the 20th
anniversary of her death, a performance of these festival
dances and a workshop on folk dance took place on
November 10, 2007 in Newton Dee Village, Aberdeen.
Its main aim was to collect, notate and show the dances
so they would not be lost.
The festival dances are:
Kings and Shepherds—Christmas, Easter,
St John’s Day, Michaelmas
The Sower—Candlemas, spring
The Funeral Dance—Funerals, Good Friday
The Joy Dance—Easter Day, joyous occasions

Singing the Sun Up—Midsummer
The Candle Dance—Advent, eve of the Sabbath
The Silver Dance—Christmas
Although relating to the main Christian festivals, these
dances can also be seen in a wider context. For example the gesture of carrying an offering to the Child at
Christmas in the Silver Dance could also be a gesture
of giving which could relate to any religion or any time
of the year.
In whatever form these festival dances may take in the
future the essence, I hope, will remain that of ‘the hymn
of the feet to God’.
If anyone would like information or would like to learn
these dances, please contact:
Andrene Thompson (44) 01224 781232
or email andrenethompson@yahoo.co.uk
Andrene was a teacher in the Camphill Schools in
Aberdeen. She danced with and worked alongside
Anke in therapeutic dance as well as Greek, Balkan
and festival dances. She is now a kindergarten teacher
at the Aberdeen Waldorf School and continues to
teach folk dancing to a variety of groups in Aberdeen.



Memories of the boogie days

Part II

Anna Hobson, Stourbridge, England
Our story about Sally, the Down’s Syndrome
child, and her friends continues.
Part I told us about their misadventures
together as children at home and at school.
Part II takes us from their girlhoods into their
adult lives.

F

rom then on, Sally’s tempers became a lot more
frequent and unpredictable and we began to
drift apart. Angie, Kate and I became closer and we
discovered the mysterious dark and exciting world
of make up and clothes. We still saw Sally in school
and said hi whenever she walked past, but she now
had a private tutor who accompanied her during
all the lessons, and rarely did we get the chance to
talk to her alone. Months went past in this manner,
and we all seemed to be coping fine as we were but
somewhere inside me something didn’t feel right. We
had our girlie sleepovers, our paddling pool parties,
went clothes shopping on a pocket money budget
and hollered and whooped in the back seat of the car
when our older sisters took us for a drive. Living the
idyllic and care free lives of twelve year olds???
Indeed we were. In fact, we were so out of touch,
if anyone had asked us what Sally did these days,
we would be as clueless as any other unsuspecting
person.
One day, when we were at Angie’s house trying on
all her sisters’ old dresses and smearing bold, sparkling glitter all across our faces, her Mother walked
in. I laugh to remember that Kate was particularly
embarrassed because she was dressed only in a
skimpy black cocktail dress that was several sizes
too large for her, and dived with a yelp and the agility of a trained runaway behind the mountainous
bed. Angie’s mother didn’t seem to notice and with
a grave look on her face, asked if we had a moment
to chat to her.
Something terrible must have happened, and with a
deepening of dread we all perched ourselves on the
plush bed next to her as we made an effort to cover
our knobbly knees with our dresses.
‘I don’t know girls, if anyone has ever talked to you
about Sally…??’ she began softly. We all shook our
heads silently.
‘Well, I am sure you were aware, that she was…different.’ Again we nodded our heads earnestly.
‘I once asked my mum what was wrong with Sally,
and she got very angry with me’, Kate said. ‘I asked
her, and she said she was special. And I asked her
why she was special, and she just said she was.’
Angie’s mum put an arm around us, and sighed
briefly. ‘Something went wrong when she was born
and she got an illness, which is why she is how
she is. It’s called Down’s Syndrome, and occurs in
around one in 733 births. There are over 350,000
Downs people in the United States alone, and there
is nothing unusual about it at all. Disregarding the
way they look, and act and think, they are as human
as any of us, and I never want to see any of you treat-



ing them any differently to what is their due. Do you
understand me?’
Again, we all nodded our heads silently.
‘I’m not sure if you’re aware of anything having
gone on, but Sally’s been accepted at a school which
specialises in helping children with learning disabilities…she’s been struggling to fit in where she was,
and the decision was finally made both by the teachers and her parents, that a change was necessary in
order for Sally to develop as normally and healthily
as possible. You all understand that, don’t you?’
‘When will she be leaving?’ Angie asked, and we
all looked up, holding our breaths quietly.
‘She’ll leave after the Easter holidays’.
Three weeks, I counted the Fridays breathlessly
on my fingers, only three weeks left together before
everything would change dramatically forever. That
wasn’t long at all. Twenty one days, or 3(24x7). Oh
God.
‘Is there anything else you girls want to ask me?’
Angie’s mum asked tenderly, looking at us. We remained silent, dead still, because suddenly, we didn’t
feel like dressing up in fancy clothes anymore.
That moment stuck in my heart like nothing before.
I went to bed with an aching feeling inside me, but
it wasn’t one of pity, I made sure of that. That spunky
little girl who always won our disco dancing competitions, wore spaghetti strings in her hair, and had
enough love for all of us put together, didn’t need my
pity or anyone else’s. It simply puzzled me, why no
one had told us the truth before.
In those last running up weeks, all three of us made
a special effort to include her and once again we were
a foursome. But it wasn’t the same, it would never be
the same, although we had all accepted that a long
time ago and were moving on.
***
Then Sally left, and we all carried on with our lives.
That next year, we graduated to high school under
the fearsome wrath of Mr. Boulder, our Head Teacher,
whom we had all agreed upon as being the scariest
man alive.
So the years ticked by, and we all headed our
separate ways: Angie to the Law Department, me
to the wonderful world of Marine Biology, and Kate
into the wild and ruthless arms of a trucker she met
in a service station down the M6. As I understood
it, she was now halfway around the world with him,
in someplace that had a name so obscure, you fairly
needed a dictionary to read it.
I always wondered what had become of Sally.
After she left, we saw her once or twice, but that
was all. The years crept further by, and with it the
raucous celebrations of my fortieth birthday, which
I insisted upon having on a boat much to the distaste
of my seasickness suffering husband, Mike. Yet all
went incredibly smoothly. As we sat chatting in the
moonlight, ecstatically happy with my two beautiful

children and the people most dear to me in the whole
wide world, life could not have been better.
And to consider, that at the same time, hundreds of
miles apart, someone else so dear to me was fighting
for her life.
***
‘Mrs. Weaver? Are you still there?’ asked the clipped,
elderly voice on the other end of the line.
‘Oh, um. Yes, yes…sorry. What was that?’ I replied startled, rubbing my hand across my forehead
slowly.
‘Well, visitor times are from ten in the morning
until five in the evening, on Mondays, Thursdays and
Saturdays’, came the response a second time. ‘Would
you like to go ahead with visiting, Mrs. Weaver?’
‘I’m sure, yes.’ I heard myself say shakily, ‘Although,
I do wonder if by visiting her, I am running the risk
of confusing her more, as I only knew her when we
were little.’
‘Well, her mother gave me your number to phone,
and said you two were very close as children. Sally
would appreciate your visit.’
I breathed deeply, trying to control the wealth of
puzzling emotions bubbling inside me. ‘Great, well
I’ll see you Thursday afternoon then.’
‘Wonderful, good bye Mrs. Weaver.’
The phone on the other end clicked as it was put
down, but I couldn’t seem to move my shaking hands.
This was certainly not how I had imagined my relaxing, lavender bath, aromatic candle, post-stressy day
at work unfolding itself. After some time, I managed
to remove myself to the living room with a steaming mug of herbal tea, and tried to clear my mind of
all thought. I tried not to concentrate purely on the
looming, dooming reality of Thursday. It presented
itself like an enormous iceberg which waited for me,
reluctant to move or divert itself in any way.
My week went by painfully fast, and with it, the
hours, minutes and days fell away. My reluctance was
a strange thing; a sour, underlying current of sadness
which flowed through me wherever I went, although
my eagerness to see her again suppressed it.
After picking the children up from school on Thursday afternoon, I stopped at the local corner shop
and bought a handful of fresh summery daffodils
and a packet of wine gums. Then I spent the next
ten minutes sitting in the car park, sorting out all
the red, orange and black ones, and putting them in
a separate sealed plastic bag with a little pink bow
tied round it. Well, even in twenty years, there are
simply some things you never forget.
The receptionist was younger than I had imagined,
and greeted me cheerfully as I slipped nervously
through the sliding doors.
‘Hello,’ she smiled broadly, ‘What can I do for
you?’
‘My name is Mrs. Weaver, and I’ve come to visit
a patient that has recently been admitted here to
recover after having had heart problems, I explained
slowly.
‘What’s the name, please?’
‘Sally Kirkton.’
‘Ah, yes. Here we are. Well, let me just call one of
my colleagues, and they will show you in.’

She smiled as I took my seat on one of the numerous cushiony purple armchairs, and mumbling a
muffled thanks, I lost self control and pinched one
of the remaining wine gums which I had stuffed in
my pocket.
A small, portly figure clad in a clean, airy shade of
blue as was the uniform, came briskly. The formidable grey doors at the other end of the room loomed,
but before I knew it we had breezed through them
and were entering a spacious, communal hall,
bumbling with the gurgling laughter of afternoon
tea. Cosy armchairs, battered settees, and numerous
low, polished tea tables dotted the room, on which
heavy tea cups rattled and delicate biscuits were
being eagerly sought after. Several round, cheerful faces looked up as we entered, merrier by the
entertaining visitors they were receiving, and rosy
from the comforting warmth of the fire.
The atmosphere was ripe with a wealth of caring
and love, and the simple pleasure made me smile.
‘Linda!’ cried a shrill voice suddenly.
I spun around, confused. And there, from across the
hall, being wheeled in through the double doors, was
Sally. Her round, smiling face was tilted towards me,
and her shining locks of golden hair tumbled onto
her shoulders playfully. The long papery lilac robe
she had been clothed in was by several feet too large
for her, and with a silent swishing sound, trailed on
the ground beneath the two large wheels.
‘Linda!’ she called again happily.
Before she had hardly crossed the short distance between our two spaces, hot, sticky tears were streaming down my face. It was indeed incredible how she
had remembered me, a figment of her childhood
those many, many years ago.
‘Oh, poor thing. Don’t cry, there, there…’ she
murmured into my hair, cradling my head gently
against her. ‘What you crying for, Linda? Are you
sad?’ I could only shake my head feebly and wonder
incredulously at my self restraint technique.
However, the afternoon passed in a series of funny
UNO games, snakes and ladders, sweet, oaty biscuits
and animated tours all around the grounds. Sally
described in detail her old school, and all the hilarious new friends she had met there, including one
boy who she was convinced was an angel. I hadn’t
before realised how much I had missed her unassuming, easy-going company. Continuously I felt a
warm, glowing happiness spreading through me, and
a broad grin was glued to my face. How lucky was I,
to have such a special person in my life.
It was as I was being merrily challenged to yet another round of snap, that I had to think upon the utter
ignorance of humanity. Before, I admit, I had pitied
Sally. In the bigger picture of things, she was indeed
unluckier than most, and already from the moment
she was born had far more setbacks to overcome. Yet
I realised it was not her that one should pity, but the
remainder of the disbelieving population. If we had
but half of her goodwill, optimism and warming love,
in her position, indeed we would consider ourselves
the luckiest people alive.
Anna is in class twelve
in Elmfield Rudolf Steiner School, Stourbridge.



Obituaries
Manfred Johannes Mentzel
2 September 1938 – 6 December 2007
him a feeling of complete security.
And even in 1945 the Russian occupants largely left the family in
peace.
Manfred was a naughty pupil,
t this time of advent we often
always ready to play tricks on his
concern ourselves with giving,
teachers who did not seem to underbut this type of giving can be rather
stand that he was under-challenged
full of hectic stress: what do I still
by what they had to offer. On one
need, what is missing, do I have to
occasion, he was meant to give a
buy some more gifts, have I forgottalk to the parents and did so brilten anybody?
liantly, but when he was asked to
A few days ago we remembered
hand in his notes it turned out that
the bishop of Myra who had a
he had ‘read’ from a pile of empty
completely different way of giving:
sheets of paper! The teachers were
giving individually, just to the one
not amused and gave him bad marks
in need, giving exactly what they
for this.
need. We are told in one of the
As the age of confirmation apoldest legends of this bishop how
proached, he discovered the Chrishe rescued the three daughters of
tian Community and regularly
a merchant who was about to sell
travelled for hours to reach the conthem into slavery. At night, through
gregation in West Berlin for religion
their open bedroom windows, he
Manfred Mentzel in 2007
lessons and the Sunday Services.
threw them each a piece of gold,
His father continued in a similar job to the one he had
just large enough to relieve the desperate situation they
during wartime, being responsible for the distribution of
found themselves in.
school books. He refused to join the ruling Communist
Manfred Mentzel died in the early hours of St. NichoParty, as before he had refused to join the Nazi Party,
las’ Day in the Paracelsus Clinic in Unterlengenhardt,
and so met more and more difficulties in his work. In
a place where he had many deep encounters and
1954 the family received permission to move to West
formed new friendships. From his sickbed, he even
Berlin. Here Manfred’s school leaving certificate from
counselled those responsible for the clinic when they
the East was not recognised and he had to repeat the
found themselves in a situation of crisis. When he died
last year of school.
a large number of doctors, nurses and therapists came
After school he wanted to follow his father’s footsteps,
together spontaneously to express what many others
going into business, but first he entered a practical placecould also have expressed: that meeting Manfred had
ment at the scientific Max-Planck-Institut. His main task
been a precious gift to them and how fitting his death
there, apparently, was feeding mice, but his gifts were
day reflected this.
recognised and there was an idea of offering him the
Manfred Johannes Gottlieb Oskar Mentzel (of this colpossibility of university studies. He, however, stuck to
lection of names, the only additional one which later
his plan of entering a training at the Siemens company.
still meant something to him was Johannes) was born
Before doing this, he wanted to learn English. His father
on September 2nd, 1938 in Ludwigsburg, Germany. His
wrote to Karl König and in 1957 Manfred entered the first
father held a management position at the Salamander
year of the Camphill Seminar at Thornbury, Bristol.
shoe factory, and his mother worked for the same comAt Thornbury, Manfred became a central figure of social
pany. His older brother, Wolfgang, suffered from severe
life, still always ready to play tricks, but he also managed
asthma and had to move to a foster family at the Baltic
to lastingly cheer up his grumpy house mother! A bonfire
Sea. The farewell distressed their mother so much that
accident with a can of petrol burnt his entire face but
she went into labour and Manfred was born four weeks
it healed without leaving any scars. This was the first of
early. ‘Being early’ with regard to many things was to
the various medical miracles in Manfred’s life.
become one of the themes of Manfred’s life.
His wife-to-be, Margaret, saw him for the first time
In order to be nearer to his brother at the Baltic Sea,
when he was playing about with a eurythmy rod, eventuthe family moved to Berlin. Manfred started school in
ally breaking it in half! She thought: ‘Well, someone has
1944. His main memory of the first day was having to
to take care of him’—and this was her task to this day.
stand for hours greeting the Nazi flag with the right
His first Camphill Bible Evening was a strong experiarm raised and not being allowed to support the right
ence for Manfred. Suddenly he felt a presence behind
arm with the left one. His mother had had a visionary
him with someone putting their hands on his shoulder,
encounter with an aunt who had died, who told her:
‘Don’t worry, nothing will happen to you’, and so Manand he knew it was his grandmother who had died
fred could say that in the midst of the bombing raids of
some time before. When he told his parents about this
Berlin he had a completely trouble free childhood: his
later, they were not surprised: ‘Yes, we did ask her to
mother would sing in the bomb raid shelters and gave
take care of you!’
Funeral address, given at
Hermannsberg Village Community
on 10th December, 2007
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the’s social life. A Ludo competition
Manfred met many other people at
lasting well into the early morning
Thornbury who impressed him, such
was nothing unusual there.
as a doctor who neither hesitated to
Another important concern to
put her hands to physiotherapy nor
Manfred was the ‘reconciliation’
to cleaning or washing up. But after a
with the curative educational moveyear his visa ran out and he returned
ment outside Camphill. The Conferto Germany. As the train arrived he
ence for Curative Education and
saw his father waiting at the platform
Social Therapy was formed, as well
to pick him up. At the same time he
as multiple contacts established
saw two ways ahead of him, an easy
with the Goetheanum and its medione: business, perhaps university,
cal section.
house and garden, family and a good
In 1987, not quite 40 years old,
life—and a difficult one: dedicating
Manfred was asked to take over as
himself to the work and life in Camthe official manager of Hermannsphill. He got off the train and told his
berg Village Community. He had
parents: ‘I’m going back!’
not, however, been invited by the
His parents accepted this. Manco-workers there—in fact, nobody
fred went back to feeding mice at
even greeted the family on arrival!
the Max-Planck-Institut to earn the
It was the local association of Cammoney for his ticket to Scotland
phill Communities at the request
where he entered the second year
of worried parents who sent him
of Seminar at Camphill Schools,
there to ‘clear up’ a very difficult
Aberdeen, not yet 20 years old. By
1963 with Margaret and the children
situation. This was a hard time for
now, Margaret was also there, one
Manfred who would have preferred
seminar year above him.
to continue being a focal point of social life, rather than
Now everything continued to happen early in Manfred’s
exercising power, creating new social forms—and hurtlife. When the teacher whose class he was helping with
ing quite a number of people along the way. He had a
fell ill, he took over the class. At the age of 21 he married
very clear judgement for the potential of other people,
Margaret, and the oldest daughter, Gabriela was born. He
but he could also feel disappointed in his high expecwas 22 when they moved to Glencraig in Northern Iretations and, once that had happened, would not easily
land, and Michaela and Christiana were born there. Early
revise his negative judgement. Also, he would often
on he became a teacher, house father, building supervifind other people too slow—not only on holiday, when
sor—later he even became a grandfather quite early!
he would run ahead to visit one of the important local
The daughters say that their dad was always there for
sights without noticing that his wife had already given
them. Outwardly, looking at his workload in those years,
up, staying behind on some convenient bench. Also in
that can’t have been true; but quite obviously he was able
meetings and conferences he often could not understand
to transmit this feeling. And contrary to earlier generaother people’s difficulties in following him.
tions of Camphill co-worker families, whose children
But he always found unconventional solutions to the
sometimes felt neglected, the Mentzels brought a new
problems that came up. There were quite a number of
type of family life into Camphill; it was an extended famyoung mothers, some of them single, with no training.
ily, but the parents were present for their children.
So the Mothers’ Seminar Course was invented: Margaret
In the middle of Manfred’s life came a call from Hans
took care of the children and Manfred taught the mothMüller-Wiedemann to join Brachenreuthe School at
ers. He was a gifted giver and gave whatever was necesthe Lake of Constance in Germany. They accepted, but
sary—which brings us back to the St. Nicholas motif in
none of them really wanted to move. The journey was
his life. Workshops were rearranged, so that everybody
difficult and eventful, including an emergency landing
could participate in the work process. Free days were
at Belfast Airport. And life in Brachenreuthe proved to
be extremely difficult socially. However, for love of the
introduced; time for parents to spend with their children
children in their care Manfred and Margaret carried on,
was important. The villagers were always the centre of
not only as ‘loving companions of development’ as the
Manfred’s attention: ‘Has XY had a joyful experience
mother of one child put it, but also with new and creatoday? I can create my own; I can jump into the car and
tive ideas. One such idea was the recognition of how
buy myself a piece of cake, but how about the villagers?’
much help the parents of ‘difficult’ children needed for
Finding the prerequisites for adult self-development was
themselves, help which the two tried to give as much
one of his most important research questions. And he
as they could.
judged his co-workers by the way they treated the vilEarly on, Manfred began to teach the seminarists as
lagers in their care.
well. He was particularly famous for his courses on
And then, seven years ago, Manfred jumped over the
Steiner’s Study of Man (Allgemeine Menschenkunde),
St. John’s fire, stumbled and broke a rib. One year later,
which became known among the seminarists as ‘Allgeduring a holiday in England, his entire breastbone broke
meine Mentzelkunde’ (‘Study of Mentzel’). But equally
out and he knew that he must be suffering from some
important to him was the social aspect of life with the
very serious illness. He was ready to say good-bye and
young co-workers. Although the German Camphill kitchtwice during this year he was very close to death for sevens were nowhere near as suitable for this purpose as
eral days. He himself could not understand his survival,
the British and Irish ones had been, the Mentzel kitchen
nor could his doctors! But ‘well, if I can’t die then I’ll
developed into one of the central spots of Brachenreuhave to go on living’, he said, ‘but I will accompany my
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illness and not vice versa’. ‘I am not ill’ he sometimes
said, when he had no cold nor flu nor fever, but he lived
with constant bone pain for seven years. He did become
a little more impatient and less flexible during this time,
but this was nothing against the usual effect constant pain
can have on people. ‘Looking after him’ gained another
dimension for Margaret during these years, in which she
changed and adapted her life completely to his necessities. Anthroposophical work and religious questions
were the most important things for Manfred during this
time. But also this: experiencing, suddenly, what it is like
to be cared for. Just a few days ago he specially went
to meet a wheelchair-bound villager, just to tell him: ‘I
have also got a wheelchair now.’
It was always the others who were important to him,
no matter whether he improved the pocket-money of a
youngster from a co-worker family, invited a villager out
for his birthday or just talked to people, recognising new

possibilities or using his sense of humour which never
left him. Even in the ambulance, having just broken a
few more ribs, he would say: ‘no jokes now, please!
Laughing hurts so much.’
He did not even want the pain removed totally: ‘I have
to feel my illness in order to accompany it.’
And as it happened he died early, easily, in his sleep,
on St. Nicholas’ Day. A few friends here woke up at that
particular time, thinking of him. And so we are mourning
as those who have received rich gifts from him.
Maintaining the connection to those who have died
was very important to Manfred. Every evening, before
going to sleep, he would remember all those he knew
beyond the threshold. And if we want to give something
back to him, we should do just that: maintain the connection. Accompany him on the way he now begins and
be accompanied by him.
Rev. Michael Bruhn

Cathy von Stein
22 December 1946 – 28 October 2007
A tribute to a friend

I went away together was last May when we
walked part of the St. James Pilgrim’s Way
athy and I enjoyed a friendship lasting
in Spain. Cathy often remarked how special
35 years. We were often amazed how
this time was and how graced we were. She
deep and everlasting this friendship was.
kept repeating that she felt someone looked
We lived for many years in Ringwood
after us and guided us.
together, both of us leading very busy and
Cathy’s family, her children and many
demanding lives. We shared our joys as
grandchildren, gave her lots of joy and
well as our sorrows and always supported
happiness, and she often talked about
each other in our work, in our lives, and in
them, looking forward to visiting and seeour striving.
ing them.
Cathy’s life was not an easy one. She had
Cathy was born in Scotland. She left when
many hard blows, but she was courageous
she was very young and after many years
and clear-headed, forging ahead into the
she returned, settling in Newton Dee, makfuture. Cathy loved teaching. She knew ining new friends. She was involved in the
stinctively that rhythm and speech were imlife of the village and took on a house for
portant for the children, and she recognized
Cathy von Stein in 2000
a few years, also doing some speech work.
the therapeutic value of speech. Speech was
Just recently she was able to hand on responsibility for
what her heart told her to do, and so it was wonderful
the house and concentrate on therapeutic speech. That
that she had the opportunity to leave Ringwood after
is where her heart was, and she was looking forward to
about 25 years and attend a four year speech course at
this new life. She loved the clear Scottish air. In a way
Peredur. It was a big change in her life and took some
she had come home to her roots. She was prepared for
time to adjust. But she had a strong spirit and managed,
something new, and she met her new life unexpectedly
and it gave her great joy and satisfaction.
on Sunday 28th October, 2007.
We spent some wonderful holidays together: some at
the sea and some in the mountains, enjoying the specialFarewell, my dearest friend, and thank you for eveness of seascape and landscape. The last time Cathy and
rything.
Hanne Drexel

C

Other friends who have died
Rosmarie Herberg, born on January 8, 1923, passed
over the threshold peacefully on February 6, in the
early morning. She lived in Nürnberg (her home town)
since 2005. She fell severely ill shortly after her 85th
birthday.
Betty Chapman passed away peacefully on January 21
in St John’s House, Duffcarrig. She was surrounded by
her friends as she crossed the threshold. Betty was 87
last August.
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In the early morning of December 19, Jean-Nepomuk
Geiss, a member of Alt Schönow life-community, died
unexpectedly after falling very ill only 3 days before.
His head always appeared rather majestic in relation
to his small body and he needed a lot of help. Until he
was 30 years old, he did not have much chance to try
himself out as an adult. Since 1997 he lived with them
and developed a remarkably strong presence in their
social context, so the event—so near to Christmas —had
a big impact on them.

Shachar Gur Kot, aged 47, who with her husband Rami
had been a co-worker in Jerpoint Community since
September this year, died in Tel Aviv at 3.00pm GMT
on Wednesday 26th December.
Shachar’s daughter Yarden had been a co-worker in Jerpoint and after Yarden returned home, her father, Rami,
decided he would like to see if it would be possible for
his family to live in Camphill. He joined Jerpoint in the
summer and Shachar and their 15 year old daughter
Carmel joined in September. The differences of culture
and religion presented a great challenge both for them
and for the community. When Shachar became ill and
did not get a satisfactory diagnosis, they decided to
leave and return to Israel for medical treatment. They
left on 17th December. Shachar’s health deteriorated
very quickly after their return, she suffered organ failure
and she lost consciousness. Her funeral took place on
December 29.
This has been a tragedy for the family and also a great
shock for the community, the more so by the sudden
nature of events over the Christmas period.
Alton Marshall died January 24 in his early 90’s. He was
well known internationally as a board member and one
of the founders of the ‘Dialogue’. This great friend wished
to have his funeral/memorial to happen in Fountain Hall,
Copake and his ashes placed next to his son Bruce, who
died a couple of years ago.
We heard that Davie McAlavey died in Switzerland on
Sunday January 13. He had been suffering from cancer
and leaves behind his wife and three children. After
he graduated from the Curative Education Seminar in
Aberdeen in 1981 he moved to Switzerland where he
became an artist and lived in Dornach. He is probably
best remembered for his portrayal of Pier Gynt in the
play of that name.
Joan Carter, one of the early stalwart supporters of Botton Village, died January 21 in the early hours of the
morning. She was 89. She and her husband William
helped the community with unwavering commitment
and dedication for many years. Finally when she was 80
she left the area to live nearer to her family. An obituary
will appear in the next issue.
Guillaume Rannou, a 23 year old French co-worker,
started the land training in September 2007 in Botton
Village. He took his own life on the 20th of December, while staying with his parents in Brittany. He had
been suffering from severe depression for the last two
months; a recurring theme in his short life. Guillaume
was a very fine, tender, caring man, who had studied
philosophy and French literature, and now was looking for a way to connect with the earth. We hold him
in our prayers.
Ann Birt, a longstanding resident of Mourne Grange
Camphill Community, died in hospital at 6pm on
January 18 after a period of illness. She received the
last anointing at Christmas time. Ann lived in Mourne
Grange from the early 1970’s until recently when she
resided in the Belfast Nursing Home. She was a lifelong companion of Shirley Boston who passed away
in the autumn.

On Friday morning February 9, 2008, Trudy Pax died from
the complications of pancreatic cancer in Prairie Wind
House in Camphill Village Minnesota. She had received
the diagnosis in October 2007 and had been putting her
life in order in the last months. There will be a three day
vigil for Trudy in the village to mark her passing. To accomodate her son, Nic, who lives and works in Taiwan,
and other family members, her memorial celebration willl
only take place in spring. Trudy joined Minnesota in 1992
and had served for a time as their representative on the
Camphill Association. She will be greatly missed for all
her gifts she made available to so many people.
This is the third poem from Steve’s cycle of poetry called
Arcadian Grace. His body of work looks at a wide experience of historical times and events from the point of
view of people involved, either well-known individuals
or ordinary people living their daily lives.

XXX
The Last Supper
Willingly
as we sip the wine
and taste a distant suggestion of fruit
a stirring resonates
with open hearted contemplation
of the living Lord:
there’s no boundary between
the usually unseen blood
that courses human veins
and the scarlet wellspring
plumbing the root
of our Father’s connectedness
with suffering
and rising to the very fount
of immaculate expression
Of identity,
there is no sense
of exclusion when
the intimately shared substance
that will become communal life
is swallowed,
there can be nothing
of greater significance
than unending relationship
with the source
of being that still flows
past the boundary
of individual self certainty
to the disconnected failings
and uncertainties
of another.
33 AD           Steve Falconer
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News from the Movement …and beyond
Gregg Davis Appointed as Director of Emerson College, UK

T

he appointment of Gregg Davis as Director of Emerson College from January 2008 marks a significant
step in the biography of the College. The creation of
this formal leadership role has been possible through
the creation in June 2006 of a Board of Trustees with a
majority of non-vested members, and the board’s collaboration with faculty and staff to identify essential steps
to take the college into the 21st century with renewed
strength and focus.
To all those former students of Emerson throughout the
world this will be welcome news. Gregg Davis has just
completed his tenure as Executive Director of Camphill
Soltane and President of the Camphill Soltane Founda-

tion (Pennsylvania, USA). His work there over many
years has received the highest recommendations from
colleagues and others able to observe the transformation
and renewal he brought to the organisation. ‘As long as I
have known Gregg, he has nurtured a vision for organisations as fertile ground in making social, economic and
ecological change for people and planet’. Perhaps this
statement best represents the ground on which rests the
decision of the Board to invite Gregg to support and help
direct into the future the tasks which have belonged to
Emerson since its beginning.
Board of Trustees of Emerson College
December 2007

A visit to Velem in Hungary
Jan Martin Bang, Solborg, Norway
Background

T

he decision to start a Camphill village in Hungary was
started seven years ago. A group of active anthroposophists came together wanting to add the Camphill village
impulse to the other existing anthroposophical initiatives
that were gathering strength in Hungary. These founders
had considerable experience in Waldorf schools and
anthroposophical consulting businesses.
During the seven year preparation period many
Camphill communities were visited and many regional
meetings were attended. One question which arose was
how to stay true to Camphill in an increasingly statedominated social situation like that which prevails in
western Europe. Gabor Györrfy, one of the core members of the initiative group, was struck by how difficult it
was to stay independent from the state. He understood
that for Camphill communities in Germany it was no
longer allowed to have non EU members attending their
seminars. This detracted from the original internationalist
nature of Camphill, but was now completely accepted
by many Camphill long term co-workers. Standardisation
takes away freedom step by small step. Possibly because
of the legacy and experience of communism, this was
perceived more clearly by the Hungarian Camphill group
than by their western European counterparts. In western
Europe more and more Camphill projects are state financed and are beginning to be more state directed. For
Gabor, this is contrary to the initial Camphill idea.
In order to fulfil Hungarian state criteria, they would
have had to lie. Minimum wages would have to be paid
to all the co-workers, and it would not be allowed to
create a collective economy. They were not willing to
build their new initiative on a web of lies. When they
studied Camphill history in western Europe, they found
out that at the beginning, the communities were mostly
privately financed, and that gradually they had become
almost entirely state financed. Also it was seen that state
financing required many activities that soaked up the
financing itself, something which made it highly ineffective. For the Hungarian initiative there was to be no
state financing, and no state directives.
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There was an opening in Hungarian law which allowed
private individuals to provide a certain amount of social
service. A foundation was laid which developed into
a close co-operation with the parents of the children
who were to be accepted, and with the Waldorf School
in Szombathely. It had been decided that the Camphill
initiative would begin with children, much like the
Camphill Schools, and gradually work up experience
and competence enough to open additional ventures
later which would work with adults.
Exactly 66 years and eight months after the move
from Kirkton House to Camphill House, it was decided
to locate the present initiative at Velem. There was an
additional consciousness that the move from Kirkton
to Camphill was made by women; the men, König included, being at that time in internment camp on the
Isle of Man. There is a deep lesson to be learned from
this for Camphill, something which we need to keep
working with. This may be the essence of the Camphill
initiative. It is related to empathy.
The essence of Camphill is empathy, the conscious
observation of fellow human beings, which is true of
Waldorf education as well as Camphill society. This
is the source of all therapy. According to Gabor, pure,
objective observation is therapy in itself.
Velem is financed by three of the founder co-workers keeping outside jobs in business and consultancy
which guaranteed an income. Working volunteer coworkers get only pocket money. At the moment there
are 7 children, going up soon to 10, in ages between
5 and 17. There are 5 volunteers and a house mother
resident. Parents of the children pay about 200 Euros
per month. There is a small supporters circle, comprising of anyone who values the free educational
ideas embodied in anthroposophical ideas. Each one
is asked to commit for several years. These can be individuals or enterprises, and the aim is to get at least
40 enterprises in the group. So far they have got about
10. They received the land free for 7 years from the
local municipality, with an option to buy afterwards.
Everything they build will be theirs.

Our visit

and two children at each one
helping each other, looking out
Velem is very new, a new born
for each other. The ages ranged
babe, still in need of protection
from about 7 to about 13, early
and nurturing. For this reason
teens; the disabilities from comour visit was carefully prepared
plete helplessness to seemingly
for, and we needed to have a
independent.
preparatory conversation with
Bible Evening is celebrated
Gabor before actually visiting.
every Saturday night, but there
It had originally been decided to
are no real services on Sunday
have no visitors during the first
morning yet. A Community
few weeks. It was founded at the
meeting is held every Thursday
end of August, and we came at
evening for all the co-workthe beginning of October.
ers who are resident. The First
For me there were two very
Memorandum was read to the
interesting aspects. The first was
that it was so new; not just the The newly built house. Gabor Györrfy, second from right co-workers and discussed before the children arrived. Now, seven weeks later, they
community itself, but being the first in Hungary with such
are discussing biographies and how to live together.
a long and careful preparation period. There were no
The elements of Camphill are being assembled. There
traditions, no way of doing things that had settled down
is no doubt where they are and where they want to go.
over the years. Everything was tentative and relationships
The core co-workers, who have committed themselves
between most of the co-workers and the children were
to carrying this new venture into the future share their
still being explored, experimented with, even.
income, three of them working at a variety of outside
The other was the work with children. Coming from
jobs in order to keep the economy healthy.
an established adult village (all the villages in Norway
It is the co-workers who carry out the tasks associated
work only with adults), it was very different to experience
with cooking, gardening, farming and building. As much
the emphasis on curative education rather than social
as possible is used for therapeutic purposes, so the horse
therapy. Instead of workshops, there was schoolwork;
is available for riding therapy, the other animals are for
instead of work clothes and production, there were
the children to learn about and relate to.
books, pencils, colours and lessons.
What a privilege to be able to visit a new born babe
Other things were very familiar. The morning meetin the nursery! To be able to see a new community life
ing with readings from Steiner, a song, going round the
stirring, looking out into the world, moving its arms and
circle so each one could have an opportunity to say
legs and gurgling with pleasure to be alive!
something. There were the rhythms of the day, meal
times established, a carefully worked out sequence of
Jan Bang is a co-worker at Solborg Camphill in
togetherness and individuality.
Norway, currently on sabbatical leave for a year with
There was the one big house which had very well
his wife, Ruth Wilson. They are visiting communities
worked out architecture and design. It was not the family
and projects in Eastern Europe and the Middle East.
house of our village, but a kind of boarding school atmosjmbang@start.no
phere. Meals were taken at small tables, two co-workers

A holiday in Estonia
Margit Engel, Norway

H

ave you ever been to Estonia? It is a comparatively
small country at the Baltic Sea, between the Finnish
coastline and Latvia. When I first visited it, it was part
of Russia but today it is very conscious of its national
independence. I will not easily forget when those Baltic
countries created a visible border by holding hands to
show their independence from Russia. However, many
Russians are still living there. Is it not time to mix everywhere?
What struck me most in this small, scarcely populated
country was the eastern sky, so large. It is as if the earth is
cut in half and the other half is an immense sky, blue or
covered with a various multitude of clouds. In Camphill
Pahkla even the land which the co-workers with their
arduous villagers are caring for, is immense with endless
cornfields as well as meadows. There the eleven cows
and many calves graze from 6:00 a.m. when Malle takes
them to their breakfast. There is no farmer, just a couple
coming in, as well as some well-trained villagers sitting
proudly on the tractor to collect the hay bales which

will hopefully have dried under the uncertain weather
conditions.
This village is a miracle. Imagine, each villager can
play an instrument and their orchestra plays at special
occasions under Katarina’s guidance. I was even allowed
to hear their holiday orchestra as a farewell gift after my
four weeks’ stay, where I was wonderfully cared for by
Tiia who calls herself a pensioner and is a specialist in
cleaning certain hidden places.
Go to Estonia, try to take along a bit of your capital
to share with them and join their simple breakfast with
the white self-produced cheese as well as the jams they
make from the berries of the woods and their own large
garden! Coming from the richer west, it was a treat of a
very special kind. Five hours by train or bus can even take
you easily to the Russian Camphill village Svetlana.
Margit was one of the early Camphill pioneers
and is living in Norway; she has been active in helping
the Camphill impulse in Eastern Europe.
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50 year jubilee of Brachenreuthe
Ulrike Sachse, Brachenreuthe, Germany

50

Brachenreuthe

years ago the longstanding wish of Dr. König and
some parents became reality: curative work under
the aegis of Camphill started in Germany.
Already in 1957 ‘Hofgut Brachenreuthe’, beautifully
situated above the Lake of Constance close to Überlingen, was found. Soon the first children and co-workers
moved in and started the first Camphill centre in Ger-

many. Dr. König actively supported and furthered this
initiative and eventually lived in Brachenreuthe from
1963 until his death in 1966.
The word brach means ‘fallow land’. The founding
group started to transform it into fruitful ground for the
life of children in need of special care and social community building.
The first Bible Evening with Dr. König on 26th April 1958
can be seen as the official beginning of Brachenreuthe.
This special evening of the school community on its 50th
jubilee in 2008 will be the first of a number of different
celebrations throughout the year. The children, co-workers and friends of Brachenreuthe look forward to the
opportunity for meeting, reflecting and pre-sensing the
future. What impulses, what new paths for our future
development will open up?
Ulrike has been a co-worker in Brachenreuthe for
more than 12 years. She is by profession a curative
educational teacher though now mainly active
in the co-ordination and administration group in
Brachenreuthe. Being interested in historical themes,
she is chronicling the history of Brachenreuthe.

Floris Books searches for new senior editor

A

t heart, Floris Books is the publishing house of the
Christian Community, and it is actually a charity with
the aim of publishing religious books. However, to find
a way of working economically and ensuring that there
are channels to allow those books to be sold all over the
English-speaking world and in many other countries, it
helps to have a much broader range of books. This includes, in Floris’s case, an extensive range of children’s
books for all ages (see www.florisbooks.co.uk for a full
list of our books and subjects).
Floris is based in Edinburgh and is an integral part of
the Scottish publishing scene. It has grown to an enterprise with a turnover of almost £600,000, publishing
over 40 new books a year, with a backlist of about 400
titles. We sell over 100,000 books a year, so on average
someone, somewhere is buying a Floris book every 5
minutes, 24 hours a day. We are a team of 4 full-time
and 3 part-time people. Christian Maclean has been
Publisher for over thirty years and is trying to ensure a

strong basis for Floris’s future after his retirement in a
few years’ time.
We are therefore looking for a senior commissioning
editor who will build the list by finding and encouraging
new authors in all subjects. Ideally this person would have
a good background knowledge of anthroposophy and the
Christian Community as well as experience in publishing.
A challenge for the adult list is to understand what deeper
questions people are asking and to find authors who can
write in a way that speaks to these questioners. In fact, the
greatest challenge for the commissioning editor is really
this: to build a programme of popular (and profitable)
books, balanced with those of inherent value of content
that may not have the wide reach (and profitability) of
the others. Of course we always hope to find a book that
does both, but these are rare!
Interested individuals are welcome to contact
Christian Maclean at Floris Books on
christian@florisbooks.co.uk

The Foundation Stone Meditation Lighting Project
Melissa Harwood and John Watson
Please could you bring this to the attention
of your community.

A

s you will know the Foundation Stone Meditation
was given by Rudolf Steiner at the re-founding of the
Anthroposophical Society in 1924. It has been worked
on and performed in eurythmy since that time, but it is
only within the last ten years that a version in English has
been intensively developed and performed still using the
original staging and lighting from the 1920’s.
As the result of John Watson’s work internationally on
stage lighting especially for eurythmy, an imaginative
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new approach for staging and lighting the Foundation
Stone in Eurythmy is ready to be realised if the funds
can be found to do so.
This project has the full support of Sergei Prokofieff,
the Section for Eurythmy in Dornach and the Eurythmy
Association in Great Britain and Ireland. A fuller description of this project can be found in John Watson’s
report.
Our estimated costs for the entire project are £24,700.
Our request for funds has so far yielded £5,000 from
Ruskin Mill Trust for curtains and £2,000 from the
Michael Wilson Trust towards lighting with a further

£2,000 promised. We are also investigating a new form
of LED lighting which is energy efficient and would enable the Foundation Stone Meditation to be performed
to audiences across the UK.
We are fortunate to have the use of the Merlin Theatre
in Sheffield in July 2008 for staging and lighting together
with the Ilkeston/Nottingham Foundation Meditation
Eurythmy Group.
This leaves a shortfall of £15,700.
Please could you bring this to the attention of your
community so they may consider helping us to realise
this exciting project by becoming a sponsor and contributing towards these outstanding costs. Then we can
provide an entirely new experience of the Foundation
Stone Meditation, reaching a far wider audience across
England, Scotland, Ireland and abroad. If you have any
questions about this we would be happy to discuss it

further with you, or if you would simply like to make a
contribution please do so by sending it to:
Cheques: payable to ‘Foundation Stone Research
Fund’. Send to John Watson at the address below. Or
bank transfer to:
HSBC Account no: 03826058, sort code: 40-19-15
Account Name: Foundation Stone Research Fund
Thank you very much for your consideration and we
look forward to hearing from you.
Yours sincerely,           John Watson
John Watson—Lighting Director, 9 Market Place, Heanor, Derbyshire DE75 7AA, 01773 712 130
john@light-design-ed.demon.co.uk
Melissa Harwood—Director of Eurythmy, Stubdale,
Grasmere, Cumbria LA22 9QJ, 015394 35231
lm.harwood@btinternet.com

School at six and Nature Kindergartens
Sibylle Alexander, Galashiels, Scotland
British politicians are considering the possibility of
introducing teaching reading for 4- and 5-year olds.
This letter is a response to this debate.

A

ll over the world ‘Nature Kindergartens’ are being
built. For the last eighteen years successful young
people have used their skills to work for the environment
and contribute to the fight against global warming. From
Norway to New Zealand the four books by I. Kutsch
Nature Activities for Children, Floris Books, Edinburgh
have inspired parents, teachers, doctors and farmers
with new ideas. Children who have two or three years of
planting, sowing, and compost building and who learn
to use their hands in other skills are not tempted to use
drugs or alcohol and they are not obese.
Early reading increases unruly behaviour, truancy,
mental health problems and drug-taking among children.
If there is pressure on teachers childhood is diminished.
May I urge politicians to look at these books and see
the radiant faces of children with confidence and strong
self-esteem. School at four or five has no benefits!
Abstract thinking develops only after the teeth have
changed. Any formal education before six diminishes
vitality and contributes to depression and a loss of
self-esteem. Sitting still at an early age causes a decline

in deep breathing, contributing to asthma, bronchitis,
rheumatism and arthritis, and it weakens memory.
When Scotland had the highest academic standard in
Europe, school began at age seven as it does in Scandinavia, Russia, Poland and Hungary. Thousands of Rudolf
Steiner Schools worldwide show a brilliant wealth in
creativity, health and happiness. All pupils learn two
foreign languages from age six to sixteen, which inspires
tolerance; they play at least one instrument and show
independent thinking.
Britain is the only country which does not give financial support to Steiner Schools! When the first Waldorf
School was built for factory children in Stuttgart, parents
moved there to participate, or founded schools in their
own towns. Hitler closed them down, but since 1945
we have 200 in Germany, 100 in Holland, but only
30 in the UK! Their pupils promote biodynamic farming, anthroposophical medicine, ethical banking, care
and community living with people with special needs,
eurythmy.
Every state school can benefit from studying Waldorf
Education, its understanding of the four temperaments,
storytelling instead of reading to children, more drama
and less testing. But the most important things are to raise
the school age and to build Nature Kindergartens.

Review
The Biodynamic Year, Maria Thun
Originally published in
German under the title
‘Mein Jahr im Garten’ by
Franckh-Kosmos VerlagsGmbH & Co., Stuttgart
2004
Temple Lodge Publishing
(6 Aug 2007),
Hardcover, 120 pages,
ISBN 978-1902636863
Reviewed by Vivian
Griffiths, Stourbridge,
England

A

real tribute is needed to Maria Thun because of the
enormous work she has done to provide the western
world with her Sowing Calendar. It seems to me, from
a generation of usage of this Sowing Calendar, more a
planning calendar which understands more deeply the
rhythms of the stars’ influence on our life and work.
In the 25 year use of this sowing calendar Maria Thun’s
work has become more of a companion than a list of
sowing and planting dates. Her down-to-earth common
sense is more of a kind of encouragement as there is
a lot of hope around Maria Thun’s work. Her son has
published her works, and her grandson now runs the
laboratory at Maria Thun’s farm. This pays testimony to
this remarkable project which started in the 1950’s when
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she noticed that plants sown at different times behaved
differently.
So, in a sense, this book is a tribute to her and is a
very readable, approachable book; very colourful, very
pretty, almost a coffee table type. That gives you a certain
worry that it’s too ‘playing to the gallery’ but I must say
I love the pictures and layout and the journey through
the year.
Of course, the sowing calendar has changed from
a ‘suspicious’ area of work to a realm of even mainstream acceptance. This change to acceptance in our
modern times is perhaps a further tribute to her that
acknowledges the effects of moon and planets, of tides
and weather.
In the book there are simple descriptions of the preparations and their applications. It is done through a year’s
journey and here, perhaps, is where the book is at its
most joyful. A year in the garden starting in the greenhouse in spring, the loveliness of summer, the harvest of
the autumn and the quiet moment in winter when you
can contemplate and look at the garden and plan for
the following year are all present.
Examples of this celebration:
 ‘Stalk uppermost please’ is printed with apples
which should be stored.
 The Thun-ish fire ketchup is described and there
is a recipe (beats Heinz for sheer power of taste!)
There are pictures of Maria Thun in 1975 when
she was working on her trial plots.
 Rosehips are described for their importance as
nourishment; and all the plants have their leaf,
fruit, blossom and root appellation given so that
you know which plant or which seed to sow when
there is, for example, a leaf day.

Saturdays and wheat on Sundays, but it won’t do you
any harm to eat wheat on Mondays! It is also interesting
that she touches on tree pastes for fruit teas, what you
can do with green tomatoes, and what you can do with
earth storage. She’s very straightforward about onions;
stick them in a bag up in the roof and they’ll be fine right
through the harshest of winters.
There’s a huge amount of vegetables stored at her experimental site. Recently a person who visited her said
she does an enormous amount of preservation with her
vegetables. There was a Danish party which turned up at
lunchtime that day. Maria Thun had got up at 4 o’clock
in the morning, got vegetables out of the preservation
jars, sorted out a very delicious lunch for them and was
ready to show them around the garden and explain how
the sowing calendar is used.
So this book is a celebration of a whole generation of
people who have grown to love and admire her work.
At the same time people regard her work as a faithful
companion to the discovery of biodynamics and the
rhythms of the days and weeks. As you start using a
calendar, you appreciate that each day has a different
gesture; a leaf day, a root day and also in the joy of it all,
a planetary non-working day when you jolly well have
a day off and go shopping (or have a rest!)
At the same time, there is a lovely verse for Candlemas
Day and the land festivals are marked in their significance of the gardener’s year:
‘If Candlemas be fair and bright,
can winter have another flight
If Candlemas brings clouds and rain,
go winter and come not again’.

There is another element to this book which is a helpful
guide to working with biodynamics and the Sowing Calendar. Let us admit that there is a danger of dogmatism,
of almost locking up the whole garden in the times you
have to plant and sow. It’s lovely to be able to say that
on page 79, for example, in tips for grains, it makes
the recommendation that you can eat rice on Mondays
and barley on Tuesdays and millet on Wednesdays and
rye on Thursdays and oats on Fridays and sweetcorn on

As organics goes mainstream and articles more and
more refer to the biodynamic method in the press, so
Maria Thun’s book appeals to the enquiring farmer and
grower who has not yet discovered the biodynamic
method—with not an anthroposophical typeface in sight!
Now there’s a debate: why are so many books in our
movement abandoning the artistic typefaces of Walter
Roggenkamp. Answers on a postcard please!
Vivian has spent many years working in gardens in
Camphill in Botton and Stourbridge, and now works
mainly in the realm of public relations.

Letters
Dear Editor,
I found myself reading the Jan/Feb Camphill Correspondence form cover to cover and I was surprised
I found it so interesting (I’m not surprised! Ed.). Jim
Pearson’s article to Johannes about the book The Lives
of Camphill (which I have also read) caught my attention, mainly because I have also maintained an ‘outside’
relationship with Camphill, primarily Botton, for over
40 years.
I was glad to read towards the end the paragraph starting ‘the second piece of work to be done concerns the
diaspora—people like myself who found Camphill’...
I first went to Botton in 1961, and I was in and out of
the movement until I finally moved to Aigues Vertes in
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1967 after which I left. I agree with Jim that the impact
of my time in Camphill has coloured the rest of my life.
My husband and I subsequently were asked to take over
Stillcombe House, a working farm community for learning disabled adults in 1982. We established this, not
as a Camphill community, but with links to Hapstead
House. It did seem like our life’s work...but I am now
working as a psychotherapist with particular training
and interest in groups.
I liked Jim’s idea of a healthy ‘linking-up’. It is a relief
to know I am not alone in my long ‘at a distance’ and
yet powerful relationship to Camphill.
Good wishes.
Maureen Wright, Woodbury, Exeter, England

Dear Jim (Pearson):
I read with interest your review of the Lives of Camphill, an Anthology of the Pioneers in the Jan/Feb issue
of the Correspondence. I thought you were diplomatic
but raised some issues with this book in an honest,
thoughtful, and brotherly attitude which I also have been
thinking about.
You are right to point out all the many co-workers,
helpers, and young volunteers giving a helping hand
in all our places. Not only are many of them coloured
for the rest of their lives through meeting the Camphill
impulse, but to be honest Camphill could not be without
them. I don’t know if the work would survive without
their good will and hard work.
No doubt people not living in Camphill should and
must be heard, and hopefully will voice their experiences
and observations. Just to let you know also some of those
who have been for nearly 50 years within the Camphill
movement have not all been invited to write or contribute
their observations for Johannes’ book. I can only speak
for myself, but assume others are in the same position as
me. I must say, I was surprised and taken aback with some
of the choices of people that were included; for example
parents whose children one has looked after for years and
years have been included as if they contributed more to
the building up of Camphill than oneself.
The Nov/Dec issue of the Camphill Correspondence
with the conference of the first Camphill co-worker
children was so stimulating because it was sensitively
but inclusively done, as well as being honest. What a
triumph and confirming to read that Camphill is a striving place, striving for the good but not achieving it as
yet. As Thomas Weihs said ‘Camphill is carried by each
individual and will live on as each one of us represents
it to the world’.

What is Delrow really called?
Delrow over the years seems to have answered to several
names, some of which are now outdated. We recently decided to settle on one name and discard all the others. The
name Delrow College and Rehabilitation Centre belongs to
the days when people came to Delrow for short rehabilitation
periods and this name is no longer appropriate. We do not
feel that Delrow College is the right name for our community
either, although Delrow College is a strong presence here on
certain days of the week. Instead we would like to use the
name Camphill Village Trust Delrow Community, or Delrow
Community for short.
Elisabeth Bamford

Sophia Project, Oakland, California
Early childhood education and childcare supporting children
and families at risk for reoccurring homelessness.
Sophia Project is seeking interns who wish to make a commitment of 11
months, August 2008–June 2009. Sophia Project offers early childhood
education, parent support and education, before and after school
program, respite care and weekend activities. Interns gain experience
with children at risk using the principles of Steiner education as well
as participate and contribute to the life-sharing component of the two
homes, Sophia House and Myrtle House. Interns live at the two houses.
For more information please visit our website at www.sophiaproject.org
and click on the “Intern” link or contact:
Carol Cole, Executive Director Sophia Project,
1724 Myrtle Street, Oakland, California, 94607 USA
Phone 510 268 3916, fax 510 268 3918,
Email: carol.cole@sophiaproject.org

Thank you for letting your voice be heard and do
continue to write about your experiences. I hope the
feedback that people are giving for this book will be
helpful for its author.
Best wishes,
Marga Schnell, Camphill Aberdeen, Scotland
Dear Editor,
Many thanks for your very kind letter of 4 December
and the enclosed recent issue (Nov/Dec 2007). We are
sorry it has taken so long to reply but only this week the
driver of the humanitarian convoy brought your letter
here so now we are in a hurry to give this letter to him
to send it from Switzerland to you for safety.
Thank you for deciding to print our appeal in the
Jan/Feb issue of Camphill Correspondence. We did not
receive any kind of responses of our letters to various
publishers, organisations involved in anthroposophy and
related spiritual science matters so we are wondering
whether our library project would be possible to develop
in future. We have no computer/email address or access
to the internet so we are feeling quite isolated.
In case you/your associates, friends would be ready to
send us from time to time some second hard books, used
postal stamps/cards (for the children, orphans), etc. we
would be extremely grateful.
With every good wish for the New Year.
Warmly, Roman A. Dogan, RL Project, c/o PF 44
Münchenhausen 3, CH 4142, Switzerland
(Editor’s note:
Manfred from Clanabogan has generously paid for a
three-year subscription including two years of back
issues, which were posted to the RL Project in late
January, before I received this letter from them.)

New Directions in Canada
Camphill Nottawasaga in Canada is developing innovative forms for the
expression of Camphill life. We are a rural agricultural community of
80 people, living and working on 300 acres of beautiful forested land.
Our homes are based on a life sharing principle, with two to four coworkers living with, and supporting adults with special needs. Additional
support is provided by staff who help with respite and time off for the
core co-workers. Our work life is focused on the land where we have
an extensive biodynamic garden, herbal workshop and a forestry operation, which produces lumber, firewood and maple syrup. Our work life
includes a thriving pottery, weaving and woodwork shop. We offer well
established training and adult education programmes in a lively cultural
setting. There are plans for new growth in our workshops and homes,
and in our education program with community outreach.
We are seeking co-workers with a background in Anthroposophical work
or Camphill life who feel called to respond to the following needs:
• a leadership role in a home of 6 to 10 people
• accompaniment and support for residents in daily life
• education and supervision of young volunteer co-workers
• responsibility for organizational tasks related to community
development.
We offer:
• a three year path of self development integrating community skills,
leadership development, in service training and mentorship
• a rewarding life combining service to others and self development in
a beautiful, natural environment committed to sustainable living
• commitment to family life
• opportunities for exploring a variety of organizational, cultural and
work related activities
• weekly time off, including three day weekends each month, with
fair economic support.
If you are intrigued and would like to know more please contact Sandra Mucci, or Sharon Ballah at info@camphill.on.ca
or telephone 1-705-424-5363, Canada.
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INVITATION
TO A SUMMER CELEBRATION
OF INTENTIONAL COMMUNITY
Botton Village, August 3rd–10th 2008
Having once lived with us and then gone out
into the world with the experience you gained,
we would like to invite you back to Botton for a
Summer Celebration of community! We hope to
hear of your achievements and struggles, and also
celebrate with you what we have experienced,
and look toward the future. It could be likened to
Arthurian knights returning at Whitsun to learn of
each others’ quests!
We intend it to be an inclusive event for villagers and co-workers, embracing work, conversation and an artistic performance. As a backcloth,
the beings of Joan of Arc and Kaspar Hauser will
inspire our endeavours.
Work—Botton is a working community but
will need your help to cater and care for everyone. There may also be other activities such as a
common project, or fieldwork to help with the
harvest. Please be prepared to join in.
Conversation—We would like conversation
groups, plenums and possibly a lecture or two.
Conversation groups will offer an opportunity for
individuals to tell us what they have done or are
doing, and for us to say how Botton has developed. We hope also to turn to the ‘Village Impulse’ and its relevance for the future.
Cultural—We intend to do a play together! We
hope people will come prepared and that we can
pull it all together during the week. Yes, it’s ambitious, but we managed it before when The Green
Snake and the Beautiful Lily was performed at the
Community Festival in 2006. We hope this intention will develop and bear fruit.
Do you wish to come and help us celebrate?
Numbers will be limited so if you are interested,
please reply soon. Also, please let us know if you
have thoughts or proposals, or if you can help
with the event in any way. We will provide a variety of accommodation within Botton, including
camping, hostel accommodation and rooms in
the houses. There will be a cost for this event, but
we will try to keep it to a minimum.
If you are interested please email David Adams on: dradams22000@yahoo.co.uk or send
by post to Botton Village, Danby, Whitby North
Yorks, YO21 2NJ. We have written to a number
of people, but if you have not received a personal
invitation do please feel invited.
Yours sincerely,
David, Soleira, Claire, Jane, Marie-Reine
and Nick for all of us in Botton

Retreat

Aimed at deepening our understanding
of 3 Laws:
A Fundamental Social Law
A Sociological Law
A Spiritual Law
And to consider their relevance to the way we
order our community life today
Friday 16th – Sunday 18th May
Nook Barn, Botton Village
Open to all
Some preparation will be necessary and
suggested reading material will be sent out to
participants in advance
Please register your interest by Easter with
either: Michael Luxford, Diana Baker or Julie
Woods
michael.luxford@camphill-miltonkeynes.co.uk
dianalinden5@hotmail.com
woods_julie@hotmail.com

CASA DE SANTA ISABEL

is a special place in PORTUGAL:
a community for curative education and social
therapy with around 75 children, youngsters and
adults in need of special care.

Applications are now being taken for
September 2008

We want to work on an anthroposophical basis,
with an open mind for the needs and challenges
we meet in Portugal in the 21st century.

We offer the opportunity to train in the art of
eurythmy within the social-therapeutic setting
of Botton Village (Camphill Village Trust)

Therefore
• we live in a community with an international
character,
• our organization is directed by a coworker
council,
• we support each other economically
according to needs.

Enquiries to:
Camphill Eurythmy School,
Botton Village,
Danby, Whitby,
North Yorks, YO21 2NJ. U.K.
Tel: +44 (0)1287 661257/661318
Fax: +44 (0)1287 661254
E-mail: camphill.eurythmy@virgin.net

www.camphilleurythmy.org.uk

Tobias School
of Art & Therapy
offers:
• Transformative Art in Therapy
vocational training, validated by the C&G at
Masters level (MCGI). Full-time and modular options. The next full-time course starts
September 2008. The next modular option
commences July 2008 and the following one
begins 2011. Applicants need to pass the assessment week 14-18 April 2008.

We need from summer 2008 onwards new teamoriented colleagues (m/f) to help us develop our
community further:
2 curative teachers
2 social therapists
1 biodynamic gardener
volunteers for the school year 2008–2009
We provide Portugese language tuition for
coworkers.
Please contact: Bert ten Brinke
Casa de Santa Isabel
Apartado 5376270-965
São Romão-Seia, Portugal
phone: +351 238 320 310
casasantaisabel@sapo.pt
www.casa-santa-isabel.org

Artemis

School of Speech and Drama

Storytelling - Poetry Recitation – Acting
A unique training based on Steiner’s vision of an
Art of Creative Speech

• Transformative Arts course, a unique
opportunity to explore the colour world
through artistic and self-development processes. Full-time, part-time and modular options. Validated by C&G (LCGI)
• Weekend Courses each course £95

Inspiring, creative weekend workshops
with different themes and media
7–9 March
Nolde –— A passion for Colour
with Clare Kunze
25–27 April Goetheanum

with Hazel Adams

1-4 year Training
Private Speech Lessons
Workshops
Summer School Courses
Sussex, England: +44 (0)1342.321.330
www.ArtemisSpeechandDrama.org.uk
office@ArtemisSpeechandDrama.org.uk

&LORIS "OOKS SEEKS #OMMISSIONING %DITOR
!N ENERGETIC AND IMAGINATIVE PERSON WITH SEVERAL YEARS
EDITORIAL EXPERIENCE IS REQUIRED TO HELP BUILD THE NON
lCTION LIST OF &LORIS "OOKS A WELL ESTABLISHED %DINBURGH
PUBLISHING COMPANY
7E ARE LOOKING FOR SOMEONE WHO WILL ENJOY WORKING IN
OUR SMALL TEAM ! BACKGROUND KNOWLEDGE OF THE LIST AND
RELEVANT MARKETS IS IDEAL SYMPATHY WITH THE AIMS OF THE
COMPANY IS ESSENTIAL

16–18 May Painting with Classes 1–6

with Dick Bruin

6–8 June Discover your Temperament

with Clare Kunze

4EL

&ULL JOB DESCRIPTION AVAILABLE FROM
!NGELA 3MITH &LORIS "OOKS
 (ARRISON 'ARDENS %DINBURGH %( 3(
     OR EMAIL mORIS mORISBOOKSCOUK

WWWmORISBOOKSCOUK

21–23 June From Imagination to Image

with Gloria Tsai

• Summer Courses
Weekend courses £95, Week long courses
£260
30 June–4 July
Art & Psychiatric Medicine for Adults
with Dr A Rumke and A Colijn
7–9 July
Art & Psychiatric Medicine for Children
with Dr A Rumke and A Colijn
14–18 July Colour Dynamics
with Diane Flowers
18–20 July The Art of Life Drawing
with Jeremy Gale
27 July–1 August New Keys to Colour
with Clare Kunze
For brochures call 01342 313655
www.tobiasart.org
info@tobiasart.org

Holiday apartment in Tenerife
Brand new penthouse apartment: 2 bedrooms plus
roof terrace, sleeps 6, in secluded residential resort of Palm Mar, SE Tenerife. Only 10 mins from
airport, 5 mins from sea. Sandwiched between two
nature reserves, wonderful sea views, quiet location. Fascinating island—botanists’, birdwatchers’,
walkers’ paradise. Great place to relax.
Facilities: washing machine, fridge-freezer,
toaster, etc, twin beds, sofa bed, double bed,
pool. Supermarkets, restaurants nearby.
Rates: £200/week + cleaning charge.
Enquiries: Tel 02844-830537
Email: ecology@naturalenvironment.co.uk
Aslaug Kvarving, Northern Ireland

Camphill Community Botton Village
Camphill Community Botton Village is an
adult community nestled in Danby Dale in
Sacredness
the beautiful North Yorkshire Moors, UK.
in Everyday Life
We are about 300 people of all abilities
A Summer Course working with living and working together. Our lives are
the seven Planets through art
centred on the five farms and the many
work, music and story telling
craft workshops. We live with the seasons
with
and the festivals and have a rich and varied
Karin Jarman,
cultural life.
Susanne Steffen
Integrated in the community are Botton
and Dafydd Davies-Hughes
Waldorf School, The Christian Community,
23rd – 30th August 08
the Biodynamic Garden and Farm Training
St. Luke’s Medical Practise,
and the Camphill Eurythmy School. We
Stroud
have a strong group of Community memTransformative Fire bers and hold the Class Lessons regularly.
We are looking for families and indiA breadbaking and painting
viduals who would like to join us to carry
course in Southern Italy at a
Botton into the future. Our current needs
biodynamic farm
are for people to carry responsibility in
with Warren Cohen
the households, the craft workshops,
and Karin Jarman
the farms and the vegetable garden. An
th
nd
18 – 22 October 08
interest in community life and openness
in Minervino near Bari,
to anthroposophy are essential.
Puglia, Italy
All enquiries please contact:
For further information please
Hellena Barnett, (44) 1287 661 213,
contact Karin Jarman on
hellena.botton@camphill.org.uk; or
01453 757436
or e-mail
Jane Balls, (44) 1287 661 203,
indigo@phonecoop.coop
jane.botton@camphill.org.uk .

RUSKIN MILL EDUCATIONAL TRUST
Operates three innovative specialist colleges for
students with special learning needs. The colleges are inspired by the
work of Rudolf Steiner, John Ruskin and William Morris.
We have vacancies in each of our Colleges for

Houseparent Couples
To live in and manage a household for up to four students.
We need mature, responsible couples to create a warm, homely
environment and deliver the living skills curriculum in one of our
college households. We provide training and support and a good
package of salary and benefits. Not just a job, but a way of life.

FREEMAN
COLLEGE

GLASSHOUSE
COLLEGE

RUSKIN MILL
COLLEGE

The newest of our
colleges, based in the
centre of Sheffield and at
the Merlin Theatre site.
Fast developing activities
ranging from cutlery
making and pewter work,
to performance work and
drama.
Students live in the city in
family based households
and training flats.

Firmly based in the
glassmaking tradition
with many new
enterprises offering
students craft and land
based skills, high quality
drama and practical work
experience.
Students live in a wide
variety of residential
placements both in the
town and the surrounding
villages.

The College is based in a
beautiful Cotswold valley
with the main focus on
landwork, rural crafts and
food production.
Residential
accommodation is in
domestic scale
households in the nearby
towns and villages.

For information about positions in any of the colleges contact
Richard Rogers, Head of College — Residential, Ruskin Mill College
The Fisheries, Horsley, Glos GL6 0PL. Tel 01453 837528
e-mail: richard.rogers@rmc.rmet.org.uk

Self-Catering Holiday Apartments

Old Tuscan organic olive oil farm peacefully situated on
a hilltop with stunning views and all amenities close by,
offers comfortable accommodation, spectacular walks and
excellent local Tuscan and international food. Arcobaleno
is perched on a neighbouring hill to Cortona, a famous old
Etruscan town steeped in Italian history and well positioned
to offer day excursions by car to many places of interest; for
example, within ca. one hour you can reach: Florence, Siena,
Perugia, Assisi, Arezzo and within about two hours: Rome &
Pisa. Additionally, the famous wine growing areas of Chianti,
Montepulciano and Montalcino are all within an hours’ drive
of Arcobaleno.
Further details are on our homepage on the Internet:

www.arcobaleno-toscana.com or email or call me personally at
following: Lucas Weihs, San Pietro a Cegliolo CS 59,
1-52044
Cortona AR
Tuscany,
Italy1
PA Journal mono ad.qxd
13/10/06
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email: arcobaleno@technet.it tel: + 39 0575 612777

The picture is a painting of Arcobaleno’s olive groves by Elizabeth Cochrane.

Integrating mainstream
and complementary
medicine with:

The

Park
Attwood
Clinic

SPACE TO BE!
Self catering cottage on the borders of Herefordshire
and Worcestershire. Buzzards, butterflies, walks and
peace. Sleeps 2 (or 4 with double futon sofabed in
lounge).
Details from: Maggie Kingston on
44 (0)1885 410431

Need a Holiday?

Self Catering Holiday House

The White House Killin

a committed team of
conventionally qualified
doctors and nurses
anthroposophic therapies
to address healthcare
holistically
natural medicines to
complement the use of
conventional drugs
individualised treatments
for day- and in-patients
The Park Attwood Clinic
Trimpley, Bewdley, Worcs DY12 1RE
Tel 01299 861444
www.parkattwood.org

Caring for you

holistically

Maybe just

A few days of peace and quiet?
A retreat for your co-workers?
A venue for a course or a seminar?
Asbjornsen and Moe House Seminar Centre in
Solborg Camphill Village can host up to 30 people
at any one time, full board and lodging or self
catering. As far as possible we serve ecological or
biodynamic food from our own gardens and farm.
Solborg Camphill Village can offer visits to the farm
and the workshops. We are located in beautiful natural
surroundings, with Oslo just an hour away.
Asbjornsen and Moe House Seminar Centre
Solborg, N-3520 Jevnaker, Norway
Tel:+47 32 13 30 58 — Fax:+47 32 13 20 20
seminarsenter@camphill.no
www.camphill.no

Set within the beautiful Loch
Lomond and Trossachs National
Park, The White House is in an
ideal location to explore the natural
beauty of Highland Perthshire,
Scotland.
Situated in a secluded setting
near the shores of Loch Tay,
this area offers outstanding opportunities for touring, walking,
cycling, bird watching and canoeing. Comprises 5 bedrooms
with accommodation for up to 12
persons sharing.
tel: 01764 662416
for a brochure and availability

Entrance, Marga Schnell

The Dove Logo of the Camphill movement is a symbol of the pure, spiritual principle which underlies the physical human form.
Uniting soon after conception with the hereditary body, it lives on unimpaired in each human individual.
It is the aim of the Camphill movement to stand for this ‘Image of the Human Being’ as expounded in Rudolf Steiner’s work,
so that contemporary knowledge of the human being may be enflamed by the power of love.
Camphill Correspondence tries to facilitate this work through free exchange within and beyond the Camphill movement.
Therefore, the Staff of Mercury, the sign of communication which binds the parts of the organism into the whole,
is combined with the Dove in the logo of Camphill Correspondence.
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