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Decor a Vernon, Pierre Bonnard, detail

I believe in…an aristocracy of the sensitive, the considerate and the plucky.
Its members are to be found in all nations and classes, and all through the
ages, and there is a secret understanding between them when they meet.
They represent the true human tradition, the one permanent victory of our
queer race over cruelty and chaos. E.M. Forster, Two Cheers for Democracy

Keeping in touch

D

ear readers of Camphill Correspondence,
Last week we held our annual Support Group
meeting for the Camphill Correspondence. We looked
again at our vision for the Correspondence, and came
away with a renewed passion for the importance and
present/potential helpfulness of our world-wide community magazine. Camphill has become so disparate
in recent years and is now unbelievably varied in style,
size, format, aims and daily life. Yet…this in itself is not
necessarily a bad thing, and we know there can be much
good in variety and the capacity to change.
Many, if not all, Camphill communities have had to
make large or small adjustments in the last years; and
we are deeply aware and concerned about the suffering
that this has brought – and is still bringing to communities struggling with deep issues. But we also see a new
fresh wind that change has brought. Communities are
different than they were, yes; less connected perhaps to
anthroposophy and the original ideals of the Camphill
spirit. Yet still we see lots of idealistic people, people
committed to their work in communities and loving it
in many places.
We felt that we wanted to make sure Camphill Correspondence keeps its ‘finger on the pulse’ and connects
even better to the lives of the people living and working in these communities. Let’s make your magazine

more relevant to your lives! We long for you to feel an
ownership of this magazine, so that it really matters to
you when your copy arrives every two months. For the
communities that have begun a new way of working and
living, quite different from before, tell us what you would
like to read about in these pages. Not only that, write
about what you would like to read about in these pages!
Let’s reflect the good things that are happening in
Camphill, the positive changes, let’s celebrate what’s
going well as well as continuing to reflect the difficulties, without shying away from the troubling issues and
situations. Let’s hear from the managers, the local people coming to work their shift in their community, the
residents – how is the new style of Camphill working for
you? What is it that holds these new styles of community
together for you, what do you live for, what gives you
meaning in your community?
We are not interested in ‘good’ or ‘bad’ or polarising
issues and communities. We are interested in your individual experience, either positive or negative. We hope
and long to make the Correspondence even more relevant to you all in this wide assortment of communities.
With warm wishes and thanks from your editor,
Maria and the Support Group
(Marianne Sander, Deborah Ravetz,
Christoph Hanni, Bianca Hugel)

When two human beings in recognition unite with each other in freedom, then a spiritual reality becomes visible which in former times was expressed in the symbol of the Mercury staff. One part of the ego-organisation
draws out from man and immerses itself in the other, before returning again. These interpenetrating ego activities are akin to two souls in the image of the two snakes which in the Mercury staff climb upward along the
staff of spirit and truth. In this image Mercury becomes the leader of human beings towards freedom, and the
new community is the finding each other as free people in the spirit of truth. Then recognition becomes love.
The experience of the other being in one’s own soul is love. This love is the way for human beings to meet
each other in Christ. Through Him the ‘I’ is awakened by the ‘I’ of the other, making it possible for non-bloodrelated people to become sisters and brothers.         Ita Wegman, The Mystery of the Earth, 1929

Birthday List July – August 2014
Becoming 94
Lenie Seyfert Landgraff, Clanabogan... 8 July
Becoming 85
Muriel Engel, Tornadee, Aberdeen...... 2 July
Becoming 75
Kumar Mal, Copake Village................ 9 July
Eric Hoyland, Oaklands Park........28 August
Becoming 70
Stephanie Rasher, Lehenhof................ 2 July
Penny Cotterill, Delrow................11 August
Almuth Schurenberg, Lehenhof.......31 August
Any additions or changes, please let Sandra Stoddard know:
sandrastoddard@gmail.com
+44(0)1224 733415

O

n Whit Sunday four years ago (23 May) our dear
friend Friedwart returned to the spirit world. Although he left behind much unfinished work, he was
allowed to look back on a fulfilling life in Camphill
and beyond with children, young people, friends and
family. We owe him many thanks and know that love
is a bridge between the two worlds.
Johannes Surkamp
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Growing up in Camphill
Brenda Claxton, Bitton, England

I

am moved to write after reading the articles by Andrew
Plant in the last two editions of Camphill Correspondence and the invitation of the Editor in a previous issue.
My experience of Camphill covers the past forty two
years but I have seen it primarily through the eyes of my
son, David. I have traced David’s journey through Camphill over most of his lifetime. This is how I remember
it; someone else would have a different perspective, not
least David himself, were he able to say. Camphill has
changed greatly over this time, as has David, but like all
growth and development leading to maturity at times it
has not been easy.
After an initial interview with Dr Lotte Sahlmann some
forty two years ago David was put on the waiting list for
The Sheiling School and we heard nothing more. So a
couple of months later we took him back to Thornbury
for a visit; I remember Christine being very welcoming
and David taking it on himself to climb up a big red
tractor. Little did we know at that time that this was
an anticipation of the course his life would eventually
take. Within a few weeks of our visit David was offered
a place for the coming term in September. He was just
seven years old and went to live in Copper Beech at the
Sheiling School, Thornbury, where his teacher for the
next nine years was Ella Van der Stok. David’s behaviour
could be disruptive at times and he was very young to
live away from his family, but he settled into the rhythm
of life in Camphill and it quickly became his home.
It was not easy for us either to have such a young
child leave the family and board in a strange unfamiliar environment but we sensed a deep love for others
emanating from this place. The school was surrounded
by tall trees and he lived in a beautifully created and
cared-for home.
The sense of community was palpable. David was
welcomed, nurtured, loved and gently instructed in the
art of living. Shared meals with flowers on the table,
natural wood furniture, home cooked food, all of which
gave us a sense that David was welcome and cared for.
In his schooling Ella told us that David would spend
the first hour of each day on his own beneath the desks
during the main lesson. Later he was part of a small
group of three children who
explored the grounds and farm
accompanied by a wheelbarrow and co-worker, learning
from participating in the natural
world.
He was fortunate to be able to
be present during the main lesson even though he appeared
to take no interest. One Parents
Day David showed me his exercise book, with drawings of the
heart and circulation perhaps
drawn by a co-worker, which he
described to me in detail. Ella
found this difficult to believe
but I believed then and now that
David had learned by ‘osmosis’,
just by being present and listen-

ing at a deep level of consciousness. Being able to
experience a higher level of intellectual instruction than
he would have experienced in any other school setting
has enabled David now to understand the world in
greater depth than would have otherwise been possible.
Christine von Jeetze was the school nurse at the Sheiling School and it is in part due to her insight and humanity that David has become the mature and kind adult he
now is. After a couple of years he had been moved from
Copper Beech to another larger house in the grounds of
Thornbury but this move disturbed David. His behaviour
became unmanageable and we were told he would be
asked to leave. Then Christine decided to take him to
live with her in Thornbury Park. She took responsibility
for him and cared for him herself – and gradually he was
able to regain trust and settle down once more. The following school year he returned to his home in Copper
Beech and there he stayed until about seventeen when
he left Thornbury to finish his schooling in The Hatch.
Thornbury introduced me to colour and light, nature
in its simplicity, flowers and leaves displayed on tables,
music and singing…a joyful way of living and relating
to others which I had not then met in the world and
which is still quite rare today. I found a respect for others without judgement or criticism and expectations to
be met. Thornbury is set in amongst magnificent trees
and buildings filled with light and space, curved and
gracious. Visiting the Sheiling School in Thornbury again
a couple of years ago, I was taken back to that sense of
having my spirit uplifted, a sense of a world full of peace
and joy. Once again I was filled, as I had been as a young
mother, with gratitude that such a place and such people
could exist beyond the gates of the world outside where
disability was rejected. Karl König’s words as I remember
them – ‘the body can be damaged but the spirit cannot’
– assured me all those years ago that Camphill would be
the right place for my son and my foresight was correct;
his spirit has been recognised and nurtured throughout
all the years he has lived in Camphill.
During David’s time at Thornbury, as parents we were
invited to watch the Advent Garden and were deeply
touched but even so we always felt like outsiders and

David (left) and his father Ted in 2004
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understood very little about Camphill and its festivals.
Nor did we learn about anthroposophy upon which we
understood Camphill was based. But this was acceptable because David was thriving and we knew he was
well cared for both in spirit, in body, and in mental and
emotional aspects.
The Hatch was even more of a distant institution at
that time. David was on his way towards adulthood
and I remember very little of his two years living there.
David was then particularly fortunate because Sally
and Georg Schad, who had been houseparents at Halliers in Thornbury next door to his home in Copper Beech,
started a new Camphill community at Blair Drummond
especially to fill the gap for students between school
and village life. He moved effortlessly to Blair Drummond, working in the woodwork shop with Georg. I
still delight in using the beautiful wooden spoons which
David carved during his time at Blair Drummond. His
main complaint was that the lions roaring in the Safari
Park beneath his window kept him awake at night!
Sally used to invite us for parents’ weekends in summertime where we were introduced for the first time to the
meaning of Camphill, its ideals and aims. We experienced
the warmth of its hospitality ourselves. Her friendship was
down to earth and for the first time I began to feel part of
Camphill alongside David, who I knew had always been
deeply accepted and nurtured. He was fortunate to have
grown into a young adult in a gentle and generous place
where he could slowly mature and develop into the human being he is. For this we are all grateful.
David Newbatt’s paintings slowly transformed the vast
empty hall of this enormous Scottish Manor; how Sally
and Georg were able to make such a warm and comfortable home there I could never comprehend. I have one
of David Newbatt’s paintings in my home as a memory.
One parent’s weekend David Newbatt was giving a talk
when he suddenly stopped speaking and invited us all
to turn round and look at the rainbow shining outside
the window behind us. Where else I wondered would
a speaker break off his talk and invite his audience to
admire a rainbow. He then drew this rainbow and used
it to give meaning to his words. I have never forgotten
this incident; Camphill shared with me, a parent and
visitor, a different way of living and demonstrated values
which I still treasure today.

The wonder of childhood
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After a couple of years, as David slowly developed
into a young adult we felt it was time for him to move
on. One day, sitting on a mountainside in the Lake District watching a farmer as his dog rounded up a flock of
sheep, David said “I want to be a farmer”. So began my
quest for the right Camphill village where David could
live the life he had chosen.
I visited Botton and though it was very alive and busy
I felt it was too large for David; he could have felt lost
amongst all those people. Then during one parents’
weekend at Blair Drummond a group came to tell us
about a new Camphill village they were starting: Fran
and Bob Clay, Lana and Denis Chanarin and Maggie
and Timothy Brink were there I remember. That village
was Loch Arthur in Dumfries and after their presentation I promptly paid a visit. I was invited for lunch at
Loch End Farmhouse in a rather small dark room full
to the brim with villagers, co-workers, Maggie and
Timothy Brink and their small children. Timothy was
at that time the Loch Arthur farmer. Together we ate
our frugal lunch of lentil soup and after being shown
around I knew beyond doubt that this was the right
place for David’s next move.
David was invited for a trial period and I well remember his anxiety beforehand – would they accept him,
he wondered. He made his home for the next twenty
years with Lana and Denis in Stable Cottage, in the
early days sharing his room with David Halsey who
remained his friend for many years. Lana and Denis had
four children and David particularly enjoyed being part
of this family; he was able to experience their children
slowly growing into toddlers and beyond and even now
takes pleasure in playing with the young children in
his present household at St Brides.
David has now spent the last twenty seven years living in Loch Arthur. During this time, we have watched
Loch Arthur grow from humble beginnings, where we
would bring a packet of ground coffee as a special
treat for Denis when we visited David, to the successful farming community it now is – producing award
winning cheeses, with its own shop, bakery, weavery,
woodwork shop and much more.
In those early days the now famous creamery was situated in a makeshift portacabin in Loch End Farmyard.
One early summer morning as I walked across the empty
farmyard the beautiful sound of a voice
singing drifted across to me. I paused
and listened not knowing where this
lovely music was coming from. I spied
an open window in the portacabin and
realised that Barry was singing whilst
turning the cheeses. I have many such
precious memories of Loch Arthur
which I carry with me in my heart.
David still works daily on the farm as
well as in the gardens; he talks to us
about feeding the piglets and calves,
and mucking out which he is beginning to learn to appreciate for its value
to the animals. Loch Arthur is a world
where he has grown and matured, a
place where he is respected. He enjoys
cooking lunch in St Brides House with
Willi on a Monday morning as much
as he enjoys working with the milking

herd; his work affords him great satisfaction and gives
his life meaning.
David is able to be independent and chooses to walk
to his work even in dire weather when most of us would
‘take a lift. This real freedom to make choices is I think the
central important feature of adult Camphill life. People
can truly choose how to live their own lives, whether
it be going to the talk in Cresset Hall or a ceilidh in
Beeswing Village. Unless he is unwell, David always
goes to the Sunday morning gathering; I know that being
an independent member of the community contributes
to his basic sense of identity.
We have also found a home in Loch Arthur over the
decades and we no longer feel outsiders of Camphill,
but true friends.
I remember on one of my visits working alongside
David in the vegetable garden, Pat Parker said she would
be giving a talk on the nature and structure of soil. I am
always eager to learn new things and David decided to
attend also. He was clearly used to attending talks and
lectures and was engaged and able to participate. This
sense of everyone being equally welcome and accepted,
whether an elderly relative like me, a Camphill villager or
a foreign co-worker lies I believe at the heart of Camphill.
As Camphill has evolved I have found people more
willing to share what it is that Camphill means for them.
In the early days it felt as if Camphill were a secret but

now it is as if the flower has blossomed and opened with
its scent, beauty and nectar available for all to enjoy. I
don’t know what the future holds but I do know that my
son, David, is living a fulfilled and meaningful life. He is
an integral part of Camphill at Loch Arthur and Camphill
is fundamental to who he is and how he has matured.
In unexpected ways David continues to develop. He
is now beginning to have some concept of time which
gives him a better sense of his place in the world and
strengthen his sense of identity. His loving nature and
care for others can only be the consequence of the
manner in which he was cared for at various Camphill
places where he has lived.
As Andrew Plant says in his interesting two-part article
in the previous two issues of Camphill Correspondence,
life in Camphill and outside is never going to be easy or
straightforward. Challenges are an essential ingredient
for living well. But I do know that the results I see in my
son David’s life speak for themselves.

David is the second of Brenda’s three children. Her
experience of nurturing David drew her into the
profession of psychotherapy. Now that she is retired
she enjoys her garden, writing and keeping bees.

Third Stage phase of life
Marga Schnell, Camphill School Aberdeen, Scotland

T

‘

hird Stage’ is the name of a group I came across
ten years ago after I was asked to give them a two
hour session on print making. Third Stage refers to the
phase of life when one has retired from work, become
a grandparent and is finding new orientations in life.
Reading about Simeon in the last issue of the Camphill
Correspondence (which was most interesting, stimulating and thought provoking) I felt encouraged to write
about this Third Stage as it has become a vital point of
interest for me and for others.
The Third Stage group which I first met started in the
Banchory Woodend Barn around twelve years ago as
an initiative to create a space for older people to meet
and be creative. Every Wednesday morning between
fifteen and twenty eight over-sixties gather from the local surroundings. Those who cannot drive or walk are
picked up by taxis. After sharing a cuppa and a nibble
and talking together, there is an artistic activity offered.
This can be painting, singing, poetry, corn dolly or basket
making, wet or needle felting, a talk about art, a visit to
the art gallery or a local event; anything the committee
can arrange.
As a tutor (teaching three or four times twice a year) I
realised how important the coffee time was for most participants as it gave the opportunity to talk and exchange
on whatever was relevant for each person. I became
aware that for quite a few of the participants it was the
only time during the week when they could share such
conversation and feel listened to.
It touched me deeply as I understood the reality and
truth of yet another need which comes upon us as we

get older. As my mother used to say, “Just wait, you will
all get there”.
Through this insight I took the initiative in calling
some older friends to help create a group which would
meet once a month for refreshments and conversation.
This started five years ago in the meeting room of The
Christian Community in Aberdeen, and there is a group
of ten/twelve people continuing to meet together fairly
regularly. The topics are meaningful and relevant for our
individual needs and situations; no topic is taboo as we
speak about dying, the last and living will, burial rituals
and places, our life stories, poignant memories of the
past or special events in our present lives.
No one is obliged to contribute, but the intense listening space provides trust that whatever is said remains in
the room. We laugh a lot but also shed tears as we are
sure of each other’s understanding and willingness to
listen beyond the spoken words. As Mary Dinnie, who
was one of us, said, “this is the future family”. The most
important comment I received was from another of the
group, Celia Baldwin, who knew she had not long to
live, saying in a quiet voice, “It makes it much easier for
me because of our conversations in the group.”
As I am no longer teaching I am now a participant of
both groups, enjoying the activities and especially the
ongoing friendship it provides.
Marga has lived in Camphill communities
since 1959. In her sixtieth year she went to university
to do a BA Hons in Fine Art Print Making.
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A life’s journey
Baruch Luke Urieli
Contributed by Crispian Villeneuve
Shortly after publication of his last book, Male and
Female, Baruch Urieli composed an autobiographical
but also more generally discursive article entitled
‘Meeting Dr König’, committed to paper in his
characteristically neat handwriting on his seventyeighth birthday in October 2001. He then typed it out
under a different title, with some minor variations,
and submitted it to Camphill Correspondence,
where it was published a year later in November
2002. It seems appropriate to reprint this article,
here presented in a composite form which restores
some of the readings from his original manuscript
version.            Crispian Villeneuve

Earthly depths
Tamar and I met Dr König for the first time on 11 September 1951, a day after our arrival at Camphill Aberdeen.
Our housemother who took us to see him in Camphill
House prepared us for the encounter by saying: “He is
a small man, but…”
In the following fifteen years I met him very many
times – as lecturer, teacher, adviser and as one who
pointed out one’s mistakes, blunders, weaknesses. In this
last respect I was very lucky – Dr König never shouted
at me. He was a choleric man and one could witness
time and again his temperament! But he probably knew
that with me a gentle remark went much deeper than a

Baruch at 55 years old
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shout. I have forgotten a great deal in the last years but
I remember still all his various words of guidance, such
as the moment when he handed to me my certificate on
completing the two-year training in Curative Education
and said that he could give me only half a certificate, the
other half belonged to my wife. In this way he pointed
out to the intellectual how much he owed his earthly
anchorage to his companion in life. And I could not but
agree inwardly, and try to turn more intensely to earthly
realities.
In those days, 1951–1966, the Camphill movement
was still relatively small, and Dr König was very much
aware of the destiny and development of every member
of it. So it was not by chance that at a time when our
family was well settled at Thornbury Lodge and I was
mainly engaged as a teacher with some part-time duties
in the garden, we were moved to the Ringwood Schools
where I was to take responsibility for the land and the
vegetable growing.
Through making this step towards the earth, hidden
depths of my own earthly existence came to the fore.
Soon enough our marriage went through a deep crisis
from which it only recovered after 1964. My destiny had
begun to change fundamentally through the encounter
with König and with the being of Camphill.

The language of the heart
When I moved in 1964 from Ringwood to Grange Village
where I re-joined my family after some years of parting,
and became responsible for the welfare of the land and
eventually for the administrative and social texture of
the place, I met another teacher: Peter Roth. Peter, the
founder of Botton Village, was an ingenious man with
extraordinary social gifts, who however found it difficult
to impart his impulses in a logically ordered way because
his ability to express himself had been fundamentally
impaired through an attack of polio in his adulthood.
His words, advice and actions seemed time and again
totally out of place, and only gradually and painfully
could I learn to understand how much wisdom there
was in his apparent foolishness. It took me a very long
time till I realized how this human being had learned
through the many years of suffering imposed on him by
the after-effects of his illness to live out of an immense
depth of morality and love.
Perhaps it was this encounter which opened my eyes
to see how our villagers at Grange Village were changed
when they were attending the Act of Consecration of
Man, which was celebrated every two or three months at
our village by a visiting priest. Their innermost humanity
started to shine out. This experience led eventually to the
day in 1973 when I knew that in defiance of all logical
thinking I should hand over my tasks at Grange Village,
leave my settled existence and go to Forest Row in order
to train there for priesthood in The Christian Community.
It was a decision which many of my friends could not
understand. It led me into a totally new realm and was
to bring with it a parting of more than one year from
my family. And yet it stood one day in front of me as a

demand of such strength and clarity that
it could not be ignored.

The ether world
So on the 25th of January 1975 I was ordained priest of The Christian Community
and was sent to Glencraig in Northern
Ireland to become the first resident priest
of The Christian Community in Ireland.
Soon enough, I not only celebrated at
Glencraig but became a visiting priest
to the other Camphill communities in
Northern Ireland, and later to the new
communities in the Irish Republic.
In this way I was allowed to experience
how two visions of Karl König gradually Karl König’s course on ‘Sense Physiology’ has not yet been published in the Archive
became true. He had been told by Ita
Edition of his works. Baruch kept his notes of this course, including a drawing of
Wegman that he should establish the
the lyre-shaped organ.
impulse of anthroposophy in the Irish Requality of the after image and strive, together with many
public through medical and curative work. However, the
others [in numerous workshops held by Baruch on this
plans he had submitted to the Irish government were too
subject], to see it ever more consciously in colours,
great and futuristic. Therefore the entry of this impulse
plants, animals, life encounters and life situations. And
into the Irish Republic had to wait till thirteen years after
in this striving to see with a new power of vision there
his death, though the step into Northern Ireland was
sounded, with discreet hidden tones, the ethereal lyre
already possible during his lifetime.
of Apollo-Michael. The after image had begun to lead to
The second vision of Dr König was one of a close
the after-tone. Or to put it in a different way: the seeing
co-operation between the impulses of Camphill and of
started to become a listening, and the listening started
The Christian Community. This had been established at
to become a beholding.
Botton Village through Peter Roth and reached later into
Out of this gradual pathway which I was led to walk
other Camphill villages, especially in Britain and Ireland.
on the island of Ireland – which has been called in early
In this way I could, as a member of the Camphill movetradition the island of St. John the Evangelist – I learned
ment, meet his impulses through their manifestation on
to see during the Michaelmas season of the year 2001
earth, and through meeting and working together with
some aspects of the human body and their functions in
his close collaborators. However, a direct meeting with
a totally new way.
his being took place in another way, and has its roots in
a training course lesson by him in the year 1952/3. In a
The fallen human countenance
course about the senses of man Dr König turned to the
sense of hearing in great depth. He described to us five
I have described in my book Male and Female that I
of seven steps in the development of hearing. The fifth
learned to know in my youth the teachings of Sigmund
step is made possible through the growth of an ethereal
Freud. I had found them fascinating, yet gradually sensed
organ in man. During man’s embryonic development
more and more that there was something entirely wrong
a part of his ears moves down to become his kidneys,
in them. Out of this grew the urge to find the truth about
and in this way a lyre-shaped ethereal organ is formed
the realm of human procreation. I have made an attempt
which has four ‘strings’. These strings are our physical
to describe what I learned in course of my life in the
body, ether body, astral body and ego. Thus the world
above-mentioned book, published in the seventy eighth
can resound in man, and man can resound in his fellow
year of my life. Now I would like to add to it a further
men. A musical interchange becomes possible whereby
chapter, which arose in me when, during the Michaelmas
we can tune in with the world and help to change the
season of 2001, I lived with the image of Michael as the
world around us in such a way that our innermost existcountenance of Christ.
ence can be in tune with it.
Facing once again this radiant countenance of Christ, it
I was deeply struck by this description of König’s. As
became clear to me how the countenance of man undertime passed I learned that Rudolf Steiner, in his lectures
went a fall in primeval times of human development. In
on the karma of vocation [held at Dornach in November
this original Fall of Man, a part of the eyes of Eve – who
1916], described the four members of man’s existence as
had seen the Tree of Knowledge and induced Adam
four strings of an instrument, but he did not speak about
to pick of its fruit – fell to the region of her heart, and
its lyre-like form nor about its anchorage in ears and
was transformed to become her breasts; and part of her
kidneys. Gradually this lesson began to stand out in my
mouth, which had craved the forbidden fruit, fell much
memory as a special gift to our specific group of students.
deeper and was transformed to become her genitalia.
The image of this Apollonic instrument accompanied my
At the same time, a part of the eyes and nose of Adam,
pathway into my own dark depths at Ringwood, and my
who had picked the fruit, fell into the region of his will
gradual rise out of it as time went on.
and was transformed to become his reproductive organs.
When I had made my way to the priesthood, which led
Thereby there was established in the human being a
me to Ireland, I could gradually start to sense the quivrealm which can be the realm of Eros, whom Rudolf
ering of the ether world on this special island. Further
Steiner called the servant of love, but which can also fall
worlds opened up to me: I could discover the ethereal
under the rulership of Sexus, whom Steiner called the
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demon of love. I was helped to see this imagery of the
fallen countenance of man by encountering many years
ago among the exterior sculptures of an old church in
England, the image of a devil which clearly showed a
second face in the lower part of his body. [Probably one
of the gorbels on the twelfth century church at Kilpeck
in Herefordshire – certainly known and admired by
Baruch.] There the demon of love was depicted which
mankind knows all too well, especially so in the last
eighty years of history. Billions of human beings, and
especially women, have suffered this aspect of the
power ‘that would fetter the spirit of man with chains
of earthly slavery’. [From the Michaelmas epistle in the
Act of Consecration of Man.]
If we look more closely at this imagery we can realize
that the fallen eyes of man have the ability to transform
blood into the white seminal fluid, which can call the
human entelechy from the heavenly, spiritual world
into the depth of earthly existence. Time and again it
also happens that the human soul is thus not called,
but torn and precipitated into earthly existence. On the
other hand the fallen eyes of woman, her breasts, have
the gift to transform the blood into the white fluid of the
milk, and by suckling the child help it gradually learn

St. John’s Gospel
Stone by stone
the mountain at my back
is quarried.
Chapter by chapter,
the dark forest
is thinned.
‘Til suddenly, unexpectedly,
Sunlight pierces my spirit
with hands of the living dead.

Guy Cornish, Föhrenbühl, Germany
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to meet the joys and sorrows, the challenges and trials
of earthly existence.
In this connection it has been for me a deeply moving
experience to hear the story of a friend who for a time
looked after the child of her sister-in-law. The mother of
this baby died in giving birth to her seventh child, and
the bereft family felt unable to cope with both the death
of the mother and the needs of the newborn child. It was
then that the breasts of this friend began to swell and
produce milk, and she could have gladly fed the baby
were it not for the concern that she would tie the child
to herself whilst it was meant to return to its father and
siblings. It is through such a true story that one can start
to realize what is meant that part of the eyes of woman
moved down to the region of her heart. The pain and the
greatness of womanhood becomes visible.
Yet there is one part of the drama of the fall of the
countenance of the human being which does not relate
to either man or woman but happens equally to both,
and can be followed in embryonic development to this
very day. It is the aforementioned fall of part of the ear
which then forms the kidneys, and thereby can become
the carrier of the ethereal listening organ of the human
being. This organ has the potential to overcome the
results of the Fall of Man, when used consciously. It has
begun to open up the growth of a new era, in which the
brotherhood and sisterhood of man will increasingly be
able to develop and flourish.
What I have described so far sketches a path I was
allowed to tread through meeting Karl König and his
associates. It has its hidden core in that special lesson of
the year 1952/3 which I have described. I had to meet
powerfully the darkness of earthly existence in order to
gradually find a new vocation, and thereby be led to
Ireland and its openness to the ether world.

The Grail
Looking back on all this, I have started to realize that a
deep longing which lived in me since my later childhood
has found an answer through meeting Dr König and all
the many associated with him in the wide community
of Camphill. At that early time of my life I discovered
in my father’s library a small book about Parsifal and
the Grail. I was very much taken by the story, reading it
over and over again. Later in life I read the Grail legend
as told by Wolfram von Eschenbach, and many a book
related to it. Thus there grew in me a deep longing to
find the realm of the Grail, and to enter it. I only realized
in recent years that I had indeed found it and entered it,
by meeting Dr König and following his guidance into a
realm into which one can only enter if one brings one’s
dark brother with one.
What does this mean? It means on the one hand that
one recognizes that dark side of one’s own existence,
accepts its reality and takes it on as a companion whom
one tries gradually to transform. Only on this basis can
one also make the second step to take on a dark, frail,
handicapped, disturbed brother or sister, accept them as
they are and try to help them transform their ailments.
This is what one learns day by day in this demanding,
strenuous, crazy and yet wonderful life of Camphill, and
which is a never-ending process of trial and transformation. One has entered the realm of the Grail.
In this I see the deepest level of my encounter with
Karl König.

Obituaries
Baruch Luke Urieli
23 October 1923 – 11 March 2014

R

in great respect by the German
ev. Baruch Luke Urieli was
High Command, had interceded
born on 23 October 1923 in
successfully on behalf of a
Vienna, Austria. His parents were
number of Jewish families and
of Jewish extraction. His father
individuals, and Baruch found
was born in Brno, Czech Repubthe fact that he had not written
lic, and his mother came from
when he could have an increasPoland but her family moved to
ing burden towards the end of
Brno when she was a child. After
his life.
they married they moved from
In November 1940 the boys
Brno to Vienna.
were moved from north DenBaruch’s father was a writer.
mark to Odense in south DenHis mother came from a middle
mark. (The day after they left
class, well to do, educated family;
the Germans invaded Denmark,
to support and supplement the
creating a militarized zone in
family income she taught special
the North where he had been
dietary cooking classes. This also
living!) The group of boys with
meant that food from the cooking
their leaders travelled to Sweden
classes was brought home and
on 3 Dec 1939 and from there
Baruch had a rather refined diet at
to St Petersburg, Russia, and
home. His love of good food and
then across Russia to Odessa
speciality foods probably dates
(then part of the USSR, now in
back to this time.
Ukraine). From there the group
Baruch had a brother who was
travelled by boat to Istanbul
born two years after him, but died
and then to Haifa, Israel. On
soon after being born of childBaruch at 85
the boat trip the boys all chose
hood jaundice for which there
Israeli names. Baruch’s given name at birth was Kurt
was no treatment at the time. He also had a younger
Beamt. It was only legally changed, by deed poll, in
sister who died of the same disease at the age of three
1972, although he used the name Baruch Urieli from
and a half years, when Baruch was nine years old.
1940/41 onwards.
Baruch grew up and went to school in Vienna. Shortly
In Israel Baruch was sent to a kibbutz, where he lived
after the Germans invaded Austria, the family moved
for about four years. During this time he met Tamar,
to Brno, Czechoslovakia (July/August 1938). This was
discovered anthroposophy, and decided to become a
relatively easy to do because they had Czech citizenteacher. Also during this time Baruch received a letter
ship. Baruch then went to a school in Brno. From school,
from his parents (in 1942) saying that they were on a
Baruch joined a Jewish youth group. One of the activities
train to Auschwitz, Poland, where presumably they were
this group did was gardening and Baruch, being rather
among the many killed. (One in six of the Jews killed by
pedantic, was slow but very thorough at weeding. His
the Germans during World War Two died at Auschwitz.)
weeding skills caught the attention of the youth group
Baruch moved to Jerusalem in 1945 and graduated
leaders and when it was decided that a group of fifty boys
from the teachers college on 9 April 1948. On 11 April
would be evacuated to Denmark, because the Germans
Baruch and Tamar were married, because he had been
were threatening to invade Czechoslovakia, he was one
called up to join the army (which he did on 2 May 1948),
of the boys to be selected.
and they wanted to marry before that happened.
They travelled to Jutland (north Denmark) in NovemIn April 1949 he was discharged and found a position
ber 1939. He was fostered by a Danish farming family
as a teacher. His class was very difficult to teach, being
who lived just outside Kjelstrup, a village near Thisted.
made up of young people with limited ability and very
He described his initial impression of his foster mother
challenging behavior. Tamar took on a nursing position
as looking rather sour-faced and forbidding, but she
nearby. She had trained as a children’s nurse. During
proved to be very sweet and kind. His connection with
this year Baruch decided that he needed further trainhis Danish foster family was very important to him and
ing to be able to teach the war-damaged children that
he maintained a connection to the family for the rest
he was presented with, and this led to the decision to
of his life.
apply to Dr. König at Camphill in Scotland, to do the
During the time he was in Denmark (he was sixteen
Camphill Seminar. Baruch and Tamar arrived in Scotland
years old at the time) Baruch received a letter from his
in September 1951, where they worked and studied until
parents asking that he contact Selma Lagerlof asking her
September 1954. (Doron, their firstborn son, was born
to intercede with the Germans on their behalf. Baruch
there in 1952.)
didn’t know how to go about this and felt overwhelmed
The family moved to Norway in 1954 to help start
by the task, and in the end didn’t write to her. After the
the first Norwegian Camphill community, Helgesseter.
war it became known that Selma Lagerlof, who was held
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it on to other people. To this end he held
However, they were asked to leave by the
many workshops and retreats and gave
Norwegians because the Norwegians,
many talks to audiences in Ireland, the
having suffered during the war from
UK and Europe.
the German invasion, decided that they
Baruch and Tamar lived in Glencraig
wanted no foreigners in their community.
for twenty two years before retiring to
So Baruch and family moved back to
Camphill Community Kyle, near KilkEngland, arriving in Thornbury in May
enny, in the Republic of Ireland. Baruch
1955, where Baruch became a teacher
continued his work there in a modest
and Tamar looked after younger children
way, holding services, giving talks, havwith special needs. They lived there until
ing many private conversations and writSeptember 1959. In October 1957 their
ing until retiring fully in his mid-eighties.
second son David was born.
He wrote books on empathy, marriage,
From Thornbury Baruch, Tamar and the
and the fairy tale of Novalis.
two boys moved to the Sheiling Schools
Baruch died at home, following a
near Ringwood, where Baruch worked
stroke, at 7.42am on Tuesday 11 March
as a gardener and then increasingly as
2014. It was a beautiful sunny mornan administrator, becoming the Coming. He was surrounded by his wife,
pany Secretary to the Sheiling Schools
his elder son and wife, and three of his
Ltd, which comprised of Ringwood and
grandchildren. His funeral service was
Thornbury. In September 1959 Tamar
celebrated on Friday 14 March. Many
and the children moved to The Grange,
people attended the funeral, some travelGloucestershire, and Baruch followed
ling a considerable distance to be there
about a year later. In The Grange he took
(Northern Ireland, Scotland, England,
on the administration, as well as acting
The Netherlands).
as a housefather.
Following the funeral there was a
In September 1973 Baruch went to Forcelebration of his life in Castalia Hall,
est Row to train as a priest of The ChrisBallytobin, near Callan, about two miles
tian Community and he graduated after
away from his home. What came out
a year and a half. His training was very
during this event was his love of humor
short because he was well read, fluent in
and the way his presence, wisdom and
Hebrew and had taught himself ancient
guidance had impacted on many lives.
Greek before he arrived at the priests
The cremation was held on the following
training. He actually taught Hebrew to
day at Dublin Crematorium. Again, famhis colleagues as part of his duties in the
ily and friends were there. His ashes will
priest’s seminary. He was ordained as a
17 years old
be buried in the small graveyard behind
priest of The Christian Community on 25
his house in Kyle.
January 1975. After his ordination Baruch and Tamar
moved to Edinburgh, Baruch’s first posting as a priest.
Baruch was a fairly small man, lightly built and very
He worked there for a year, initially with Rev Taco Bay
handsome, especially in his youth. He was highly
and later with Rev Michael Jones.
intelligent and insightful, fairly introverted and self
At the end of the year Baruch was sent to Glencraig
contained, but liked one to one conversations. His
in Northern Ireland, as the first resident priest of The
handwriting was very small and he generally carried
Christian Community in Ireland. His duties there were
in his pocket a stub of pencil and a
initially divided between his work as a
ridiculously small notebook, which he
priest and as an administrator, because
filled with tiny notes.
the finances of the community had fallen
At meetings he would often sit quietly,
into disarray following the death of Dr
listening to what was said by everyEngel MD. It took Baruch three years to
one. Then finally, when everyone had
fully sort out the administration and hand
spoken their piece, he would chip in
it on to others, before he could focus
with an answer which summarized and
solely on his work as a priest. He saw
extended what everyone had said, often
his task very much in establishing the
considerably beyond what had been
presence of The Christian Community
said previously. He thought slowly and
in Ireland as a whole. He travelled to
deeply about things and felt it impormany centres within Ireland to celebrate
tant to bring ideas down to earth, to
the services, christenings, weddings
and funerals. He also had many private
connect ideas with reality, to get to the
conversations, held a study group which
essence of the subject.
included a majority of people from outIt was important to him to be auside the Glencraig community, and gave
thentic!
many talks.
He was somewhat melancholic and
Baruch became fascinated with the
predicted his early demise from a very
subject of empathy and the after image,
young age. As each due date for his
and considered it his life’s work to credeath arrived he moved the date forate a real awareness of this and to pass
ward. He sort of gave up predicting his
45 years old
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death date when he reached sixty five and lived to the
age of ninety years.
He really enjoyed humor, increasingly so as he became older. He collected the entire set of books of
cartoons by Thelwell and generally enjoyed jokes. As
he became older, usually at the end of meals, he would
come up with humorous, doggerel verses. The last of
these, after his last meal in life, during which time they
had been talking at the table about the graduation from
medical school in July of his granddaughter Lia, was:
“Mama mia, doctor Lia!”
Despite his love of humor he was generally very
serious in life but in a light way. He didn’t impose his
attitude on people. As a father he was fairly withdrawn
and I remember that during my teen years I would

think of questions to ask him, essentially so that I had
some contact with him. He was always very willing to
answer questions.
He lived a long life and towards the end said that he
had had a very good life, a very fortunate life and had
somehow always been protected. He was always a
teacher and loved to pass on to others, particularly to
young adults, what he had gleaned from life and from
his studies. He worked and lived in Camphill places
from 1951 to his death, the only time out being during
his priests training and the year he spent in Edinburgh.
He lived a long and productive life leaving a considerable legacy of knowledge in the form of books and
lecture transcripts.
Doron Rider, Stonehouse, England

Preparing an upper room…
(in Memory of Baruch Urieli)

This poem looks back on a retreat in 1989 with Baruch Urieli permeated by the meditative work
with St John’s Gospel. Some of the thoughts are from Baruch.

First bind the beaks
of the chattering birds,
and steep your soul
in picture and word
of the witness John:
Slowly, week by week,
waves of emotion calm;
quelled by a presence
that stills the storm
and peace descends.
If the heart’s pool is still
it mirrors the moving stars
and their gentle guiding
can solve life’s riddles
in depths of will.
The stars turn in their courses;
no moment is the same.
Cosmos moves and changes;
we alone get stuck in habit’s rut,
Blind to prompting of the starry script.
What rises in my soul as need ?
What draws near from the widths?
What is life asking of me?
Can I bind impulse and question
in a deed ?
Guy Cornish, Föhrenbühl, Germany
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Carla de Jong-Hoppenreijs
7 July 1964 – 19 April 2014

T

In the meantime Carla had
he river Rhine ends in
heard of Camphill through a
The Netherlands, where
friend. She spent a summer
it branches out into three
in Glencraig and she started
separate rivers, the Ijssel govolunteering one weekend
ing north and the Rhine and
a month in Christophorus in
the Waal going west parallel
Zeist. It became clear to Carla
to each other. The narrow strip
that Camphill was her future
of land between these rivers is
and that she was going to live
called the Betuwe and is well
the rest of her life there. She
known as a fruit growing area.
related to the Camphill life,
Between the city of Arnhem
especially the fact that one
on the Rhine and Nijmegen
works for the needs of others
on the Waal is a small town
and not for a salary. She simcalled Elst. This is where Carla
ply didn’t relate to the normal
was born and, as is typical for
nine to five jobs. She also
the area, her parents had an
knew that anthroposophy
apple orchard. Carla loved the
was right for her and already
outdoor life and in the orchard
attended lectures in Holland.
her help was much needed,
She decided to prepare
especially in the busy season
herself for Camphill by going
when all the apples had to be
back to college to study youth
picked. She was quite a tomwelfare in Zwolle. During
boy and shy as a little girl.
this time I became a part of
When she was fifteen she
her life, but initially I was not
spent almost six months in
so excited about Camphill.
hospital unable to move and
We decided to travel for a
tied to a bed. At first the docyear in Latin America to find
tors didn’t know what ailed
common ground. Part of
her, but it turned out to be an
this experience would be to
infection in her hip. Once that
spend five months in Angaia
was known she healed quickly,
Camphill do Brazil.
but the experience left a scar
We were accepted and
and a feeling of loneliness in
Carla in 2014
started our journey in Guaher soul.
temala, learning Spanish. Although there was a civil
When Carla finished high school she wanted to bewar going on we had a good experience and found an
come a farmer, but her parents wanted her to study, so
orphanage (Casa Guatemala) where we volunteered
she chose to become a botanical analyst. She worked
for two months. In the orphanage Carla worked with a
part-time for a number of years in the university city of
boy called Armenio, who was about ten years old, blind
Wageningen and lived with a group of students in an old
and not able to make a step in life. Carla managed to
house. This was her first experience of community life.
help him and through her efforts he was able to make
The University in Wageningen specializes in agriculture
that step and find a place in a home in Antigua. This
and thus attracts people from all over the world. Carla
was a defining experience for both of us, living and
loved this environment and she referred to this time as
working in community and caring for others. But life
the best in her life.
in the orphanage was monotonous without any culture
But one day she woke up and she knew that she had to
or spirituality. It was clear that this was not sustainable.
stop working and do something completely different. So
After Nicaragua, where Carla worked with children
she quit on the spot. She decided to spend three months
with similar problems, we ended up in Ecuador where
in Ghana and enrolled in an international work camp
we worked in a small village high in the Andes mounthere. Before going she attended a couple of weekends
tains, Salinas de Guaranda. An Italian priest had settled
of preparation organized by a Dutch work camp organidown there in 1970 and slowly helped the local popuzation. Carla made many friends there and the time in
lation develop themselves and work and live together.
Ghana left a lasting impression. This was her first real
He did this in a good way and established a cooperaexperience of a so-called third world country and the
tive. Padre Antonio Polo was a real inspiration to us
work camp brought her right into the bush. It was a real
and Carla could see herself working and living there
culture shock.
instead of in Camphill. But we decided to try Camphill
On her return her parents got a fright, because she had
first. In the meantime Angaia had fallen through and
lost so much weight, but her soul was filled with impreswe decided to go to Botton Village instead, because
sions and experiences. She continued her involvement
with this preparatory group and that is where we met. I
Carla’s friend had moved there.
had already been to many work camps in Europe and in
We arrived in Botton Village on Good Friday 1990 and
Turkey and so became involved in her group.
worked in Falcon Farm. After a few months we decided
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An important part of this was
to stay and Carla started work
her preparation to become a
in the Food Center. Having
service holder. This happened
grown up in a fruit growing
with several interruptions due
area Carla was very fond of
to her illness, but she manfruit and especially processaged.
ing food.
With tremendous courage
In November 1991 we were
she faced the inevitable, nevmarried and Emil joined us in
er complaining, despite the
1992 followed by Rosa almost
many difficult challenges of
two years later. By this time we
the last weeks. She was clear
urgently needed more living
and decisive in saying her
space and but there were no
farewells. She had thought
obvious solutions in Botton at
Passion Week would be a
that time.
good time to die. She passed
Oaklands Park in Gloucesteraway on Holy Saturday late
shire was looking for a family
afternoon surrounded by her
and we felt this was the perfect
family. She died in the process
solution. After four years of
of the resurrection leading into
experience in Botton, we were
Easter. Her last clear words
ready. Carla soon joined the
were: “I am going to dance
work of the care group, but
with the sun.”
also was instrumental in mostly
improvised fruit processing,
inundating the community with
apple and plum juice. During
Kerst de Jong, Camphill
this time Carla joined the Kate
Village Copake, United States
Roth Seminar. Our family lived
there for four years and at that
1985, when Carla was 21
time there were many families
with small children. Children’s birthday parties usually
became real community events. There was only one disadvantage to life in Oaklands Park – the Waldorf School
was far away and so we decided to look for a Camphill
place with a Waldorf school nearby. It just happened that
Camphill Village in Copake was looking for house leaders
and for a wood worker, and a Waldorf school was near.
After much deliberation we decided to move to the
bittersweet or sweet-and-sour
USA. This was in 1998 when she was thirty three – it
was a big step for Carla. She needed to find a connecor just plain irony
tion to this new continent. One of the first things we
did was to clear the woods around our house to deal
the stubborn way that winter
with the strong nature forces, which were so different
from Europe. She loved gardening and turned the ‘yard’
stayed too long and would not leave
into a beautiful garden over the years.
Carla was a social being and everyone who met her
even as the days grew longer
remembers her for her warmth. Camphill was her true
home. Her house was always a welcoming place, also
and all the while – hour after hour
for her children’s friends. In Camphill Village in Copake Carla joined the Camphill Community and later
and steadily from day to day
became a member of the First Class. She also did the
seminar and later taught seminar courses.
the growth within her spread
Three years ago Carla started to struggle with her
health and was diagnosed with cancer. This changed
her life and she had to adjust to this new situation.
She did this in a remarkable way, but very much in
and so we learnt to wait for spring
a way that she chose. Twice she visited Switzerland
for treatments and these were important times for her,
while she would wait for winter
especially the last visit to Dornach, where she stayed
for a month and made many friends.
Unfortunately the cancer returned in the beginning
of 2014 and it became clear that she had to prepare
for the end. She immediately made a plan. There were
a number of projects she still wanted to finish and she
Andrew Hoy, Copake, United States
wanted to meet her friends, family and relatives. She
managed everything.

For Carla
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Paul Scharff, MD (1930–2014)
Fellowship Community – Spring Valley New York

W

building, his community,
henever I talked with
and social temple in this
Paul, and that was
incarnation.
many times over the last
So, who was this man?
twenty years, I experienced
He was a medical doctor
a sense of the magnitude of
with keen insight into the
the moment, of importance
person with an illness. We
and often timelessness.
could experience a strong
We talked about commupersonality, charisma,
nity, the spiritual world, the
ability to influence, and
meaning of work, governat times to control people,
ance in today’s world full
a caring person, devoted
of opposing forces and the
to Rudolf Steiner as his
seriousness of being on the
spiritual guide, a striving
path of spiritual developperson in the context of
ment.
community.
I used to spend hours
We honor his spirit by
listening to his many ideas;
acknowledging that he
discussing – and challengwas a Rosicrucian. We
ing at times – some of the
honor his soul by acideas that he has attempted
knowledging his temple
to bring into the world.
building in the social and
Some of those ideas (flat
physical realm. We honor
organizational structure
his body of work on earth
in circles of responsibility,
by celebrating this worker
attendance to details to
Paul Scharff
in the garden of the world.
the small things, etc.) and
In this work on earth on the eldercare and community
insights are challenging for our current set of concepts,
aspect that he pioneered well before anyone even saw
some are future bearing and we struggle to understand.
the issue we see a true servant of the time spirit. We
I was very well aware of how many people, colleagues
have rolled our eyes about biodynamic preparations
and friends did not find the patience or perseverance
(stuffing cow manure into horns and burying them)
to listen to Paul often going over the same content, the
years ago – and now all are interested; and we talked
same ideas – but I was determined to understand and
about having children out in nature and now everyone
listen to the message behind the words.
is talking about this as the best thing. In that line his
I had experienced Paul in his fifties as member of the
ideas and work of community and the role of the elder
medical section, as a mover and shaker in the fight for
and intergenerational work were often not understood.
patients’ rights and I experienced his striving to bring
People rolled their eyes – but believe me their time will
about change. I shared with him aspects of community
also come. The idea of the joy of aging, the idea of death
building in Camphill and he had much to say about this;
as a part of life or a new birth are all such a reality when
he had talked with Carlo Pietzner and explored the needs
you look at this life.
for community. I saw him at moments of illness and of
In this sense he was a threefolder and therefore a helper
recovery – one time he had to learn to write again – and
of Michael on earth.
in moments of interacting with co-workers in his place,
Claus Sproll, Triform Community, United States
the Fellowship Community; his life’s work and really his

Other friends who have died
It is on my heart to let friends of the Camphill movement know of the death of Bernard Taillebois on Saturday 26 of April at the age of eighty five years (born
1 November 1929). He died in his home in Bourbon
– L’Archambauld in France. He was lovingly accompanied by his wife Annemarie and their six children during
his severe cancer illness. Bernard served very ably for
sixteen years 1978–1994 as member of the college of
Directors of the Village Aigues Vertes. He was creatively
engaged in many fields of village life – especially in the
artistic realm.
It is of significance that Bernard and his wife belonged
to a group of people in the town of Rennes in the
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Bretagne who came into contact with anthroposophy
around 1970. Most friends of this group later on joined
the work in Camphill Perceval and Aigues Vertes. After
retirement in 1994 Bernard and his wife returned to
France. On Tuesday 29 April in the light of Easter time a
group of previous Aigues Vertes and Perceval co-workers
made their way to Bernard’s funeral.
With warm greetings in the name of many friends and
in grateful appreciation to Bernard,
Brigitte Köber
Carla de Jong has died Holy Saturday April 19 at 5:10pm.
She was forty nine years old. Her husband Kerst and chil-

chapter of their life. John is fondly remembered by all
who knew him.
Andy Sargent

dren Emil and Rosa were at her side. She was at home in
Willow Lodge. Her extraordinary journey through Lent
and Holy Week has been filled with grace and radiance.
Wanda Root, Copake
(See obituary for Carla on page 10 in this issue.)

Richard Phethean from Beannachar crossed the threshold on Ascension Day, May 29.

All of us here in Mourne Grange were shocked and saddened to hear the news that John Godber had died in
hospital in Brighton late on Tuesday evening, 15 April
2014. John came to Camphill later in life but threw
himself in with great enthusiasm and devotion for community building and celebrating the cultural life.
While in Mourne Grange John married Ursula and
they had a daughter Mairead. Last summer the family
left Mourne Grange and moved to Forest Row for a new

Svein Nedrelid, a villager who lived for many years
at Jøssåsen Landsby in Norway, died on 8 May 2014
unexpectedly at the hospital in Trondheim. He was fifty
six years old and had lived at Jøssåsen since 1980. He
was a very prominent figure in the village who met everyone with a friendly curiosity. A cherry tree has been
planted beside the hall as a symbol of his contribution
to the village which will blossom and carry fruit also
into the future.
Eric de Haan

Review
Ernest Simba
Catherine Cowell
Hawkwood Books,
£4.89
ISBN: 978-1908577436
Reviewed by
Sandy Walton,
Tiphereth, Scotland

I

n a story of magic, adventures and friendships Ernest
Simba is the twenty first century’s Swallows and
Amazons meets the Famous Five in glorious African
colour. Wrapped in a large colourful cloth with a small
green lizard lying over his legs and clutching a tiny
silver flute, a baby boy is left at the orphanage gates.
Seeing his solemnity and sensing the great adventures
and dark dangers which lie ahead of him in his wide
eyes, Mama Amy names him Ernest Simba, the African
name for lion.
Growing up in the orphanage, called cry baby and
snail boy by the other children, Ernest’s only real friend
is Liwida his lizard. As he learns the secrets of her
shape-shifting and realises that his only other possessions, the colourful cloth and the silver flute possess
magical powers too, Ernest is whisked away from the
orphanage. On an adventure that will test his courage
Ernest Simba, Mama Amy’s very own Lion King, has
to draw on his strength and wisdom in facing great and
terrible dangers.
When Ernest meets Musa, a young boy living under
a curse, the two boys begin a fragile friendship. Musa
recognises Ernest’s courageous and loyal qualities when
his friend saves his life and frees him from the family
curse on Mystical Mountain; the bonds of this first real
friendship are sealed.
In his white captain’s cap with its navy peak, decorated with gold braid and an anchor motif Ernest sails
his felucca with Musa in the face of great and terrible
dangers, meeting other friends along the way. As he

shares his wisdom and courage with his new found
friends we see their hidden qualities and strengths
develop and by the end of the story we realise we too
are a little wiser for having journeyed with Ernest on
his felucca.
The magic and folk law which colours the adventures
of the new friends is set in a vivid African landscape
which fills our senses on every page: from the taste of
the mandazis, the deep fried small round donuts, to the
smell of the freshly caught fish cooking on the boat,
the noise of the impatient car drivers sounding their
horns, to the sight of the beautiful patterns of the sun’s
rays as they glint and sparkle on the surface of a ribbon
of river, so blue and long it’s impossible to tell where
it begins and ends, to the tickle of the long whiskers
of the lioness and her breath warm on Ernest’s neck.
Like a thread woven in Ernest’s colourful cloth, the
owl with its round yellow eyes which only Ernest sees,
journeying with him on the mast of his felucca, weaves
its way through the story bringing a sense of calm and
reassurance, leaving us at the end knowing we have
truly read a wonder tale.
With her debut novel Catherine Cowell hasn’t just
put ink on paper – she’s wiped her nib over the artist’s
pallet and set every page ablaze with colour. Long after
the last page is turned we will still sense the richness
of this colour like warm African sun; and long, long
after the last page is turned we will realise that having
journeyed with Ernest Simba we are wiser for it and
that he has a place in our heart.
Self Catering Holiday House: The White House Killin
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.
contact ueli@ochiltowerschool.org for a brochure and availability
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Dining room on the garden, Pierre Bonnard

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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