
I write this in the ‘second lockdown’ 
of the Covid19 pandemic and am 
relieved and delighted to report that 
The Accessible Paths Project has been 
completed in a narrow window of fairly 
good weather and lower levels of the 
virus! Thank you, to all those who have 
supported us.

I have fully described the works in a 
separate text in this issue of Quarr Abbey 
News, but I am happy to say that the 
Friends raised £18,000 for the project 
and it has been completed with enough 
monies to cover further minor works 
regarding drainage. Completion of this 
project has made the spirituality and 
beauty Quarr Abbey accessible to all.

With the ongoing pandemic, the usual 
activities of the Friends such as Retreats, 
meetings and fundraising activities have 
been suspended. It is therefore important 
for the Friends and, all those who visit to 
continue to support the Abbey.

To join the Friends please go the 
‘support tab’ on the Quarr Abbey 
website where you will find further 
information and our membership form, 
or phone me: 
Dr. Rebecca Ashton on 01983 882420 ext. 
209 and leave a message.

Friends of Quarr
Angels, Stars and Bubbles
He came down to earth from Heaven 
Who is God and Lord of all; 
And his shelter was . . . a ‘Bubble’!
“Once in Royal David’s City” an unusual visitor arrived. He was man, and also 
God. There was no place for him in the inn, but a manger welcomed his frail body. 
He was soon visited, though, together with his ‘support bubble’, by shepherds who 
had heard angels in heaven singing the first Christmas Carol ever. A little later, 
three Magi came from the East: “We have seen a star over your ‘bubble’, and we 
came to see and to adore. Here are our presents. We want to show our love.”

In this year of lock-downs, public health concerns, sufferings and fears of all sorts, 
… and of ‘bubbles’, I like to imagine a star shining in the night high over each 
‘bubble’. Do we realise who is born in our ‘bubble’? Can we believe at all that the 
Creator of heaven and earth has come to find shelter in our fragile home? Are we 
deaf and blind, fearfully enclosed in our ‘bubble’; or open and hopeful enough to 
hear the voices of the angels and see the shining star over our humanity? 

Can we believe the good news? Will we welcome the Child?

We need a vaccine, and we shall soon have one. But what we need most is a 
Saviour, and here is one; here is the only One. He does not come in power and 
might from outside. He is born within our flimsy boundaries and fragile ‘bubbles’; 
within our very hearts. The star tells us: He is the Light. The angels sing: He brings 
peace and reconciliation.

Here is our heavenly Physician, come to anoint our wounds, to cure our diseases, 
to restore our broken relationships. The world is sick, but its greater illness lies 
in our souls. God our Creator is forgotten. Creation our common garden is 
trampled down. Life is killed in the womb of the mother. Family is destroyed by 
unjust laws. Identity is confused by bogus theories. We are left isolated individuals 
searching for shelter in illusory ‘bubbles’.

“He came down to earth from heaven, who is God and Lord of all”, in order to 
build bridges, to bring us together, to unite us, and give us communion. We may 
still have to keep our physical distance for a while; let us ever more discover the 
closeness of our hearts. If each turns to Him, we become one in Him. If we turn to 
one another without fear, we discover the brother, the sister, who will open our 
heart.

A star leads us to Him who gives salvation and peace. A voice in our hearts invites 
us to Him. Can you see the angels over there playing among ‘bubbles’ a game of 
communion? And the star in heaven, announcing joy and hope? Wherever we 
are, whatever trials we undergo, God comes to us. A hand of reconciliation and 
friendship is extended. A Child is born, and in His life given for all, the life of all is 
healed; and made eternal.

Happy Christmas !
+ Abbot Xavier
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Like many charities, Quarr Abbey 
is suffering a lot from the present 
Covid crisis. The Community is very 
grateful for any donation towards 
the maintenance of the monastery 
and estate so that Quarr may remain 
open to many. Donations can be 
made online through the website. You 
might also consider putting us in your 
will. The Procurator can be contacted 
for any questions: procurator@quarr.
org and 01983 882420 ext. 204.
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AUGUST    In common with many 
churches, businesses and institutions, 
Quarr Abbey was gradually opening up 
to the post Lock-down world. Over the 
summer we grew used to seeing our car-
park heaving with vehicles at the first sign 
of sun. The Island teemed with visitors 
eager to get away at the first opportunity 
which freedom offered. We could see that 
most were already well practised in the 
new dance of social-distancing, although 
our narrow paths did not make it easy to 
perform the required steps with precision.

Attendance at Sunday Mass in the 
Abbey Church increased steadily after a 
somewhat uncertain start. Undoubtedly 
people were confused and perhaps a little 
wary when the churches re-opened. 
But more and more began returning to 
the celebration of the mysteries, were 
re-discovering the weekly rhythm of 
the sacraments as a strong anchor in our 
bewildering world. From the sanctuary 
we could see the congregation seated 
below the choir, seated down in the nave, 
and even standing out in the courtyard 
beyond the church doors. Social 
distancing regulations gave new meaning 
to the extended family of our faithful 
friends. And we did not forget those 
absent. In our prayers we remembered 
our society, our local community, all 
suffering at this strange and troubling 
time.

SEPTEMBER    With the arrival of 
Autumn and the expectation of colder 
and wetter weather, the need arose for 
more room inside the Teashop for visitors. 
The decision was therefore taken to move 
the Farm-shop to the Archway Meeting 
Room opposite the Art Gallery. This gave 
much needed extra space in the Teashop 
for socially-distanced tables and seating 
arrangements. The Farm-shop itself 
benefited from enlarged premises, and 
the opportunity to display much more 
produce much more attractively; Island 

made Gin and Quarr Abbey’s own line 
of jams and chutneys proved especially 
popular!

The Art Gallery opened again and 
benefited greatly from the proximity of 
the Farm-shop. An unexpected  stream 
of new visitors gave  new life to the whole 
area of the Stable block and Courtyard. 
Some artists and art groups were still wary 
of the Coronavirus and cancelled their 
exhibitions. But others were eager to show 
their work and I had no difficulty in filling 
the vacated weeks. Many artists found 
Lock-down an unexpected opportunity 
for, and indeed spur to, creative work. 
Online Art and Craft suppliers were often 
overwhelmed by demand; I for one failed 
to get the canvases I desired.

Although the Abbey Church was 
now open for Mass and most Offices 
throughout the day, special liturgies 
had to be planned with care to avoid 
crowding, and sometimes local 
government permission had to be sought. 
The Harvest Festival was a case in point. 
The weather in September being clement 
permission was sought and received to 
hold the service outside, on the lawn 
adjacent to the pig-fields. Linda Filby-
Borrett, and some members of her choir, 
“Voices of the Isle of Wight”, boosted the 
singing, and a microphone did sterling 
work in amplifying the voices of Fr. 
Gregory and the readers. And many 
passers-by did indeed stop and were 
diverted by this unusual effort on the part 
of Quarr to take the Gospel to the people.

As we go to press there are plans to hold 
an out of doors Carol Service in the Fore-

court before the Church in December. 
The weather is unlikely to be so inviting so 
late in the year, but Christmas is a season 
of hope, and Covid must be fought with 
hope before everything else.

OCTOBER    The monastery shop proved 
more of a challenge to re-open owing 
to a shortage of volunteers. But after 
advertising for help in the Fishbourne 
Parish Newsletter, Fr. Luke was gratified 
to receive several generous offers of 
assistance. The shop re-opened each day of 
the week for its regular hours.

One volunteer was Frere Henri Poujol, a 
monk of St. Wandrille de Fontenelle in 
Normandy, another monastery of our 
Benedictine Congregation of Solesmes. 
He came to live with our community for 
three months until Christmas in order 
to improve his English. He is a deacon 
and read the Gospel daily at Mass. Our 
friend, Joe, gave him a daily English lesson, 
and then there was his work in the shop. 
meeting with all kinds of English and all 
sorts of English people. In fact, he is quite 
an Anglo-phile; he takes a second bowl 
of Yorkshire tea, and has even been seen 
spreading his toast with Marmite.

Inspite of the restrictions of Lock-down 
we managed to run two Internship 
programmes this Summer and Autumn. 
Unfortunately, cancellations owing to 
Covid meant that each involved only a 
single participant. This was not ideal, as 
an Intern “community” adds a great deal 
to the experience and formative power of 
the programme, but both Matthew and 
Travis gained a great deal from their time 
among us. And the Community in its 

The ‘Maackia Amurensis’
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turn, was much edified by their eagerness 
and generosity. Matthew has recorded 
his thoughts and feelings about Quarr 
elsewhere in this issue of the Newsletter.

One fine Wednesday afternoon we had 
a visit from Dr. Colin Pope, an expert 
in Island ecology who has assisted us 
in various projects in recent years. 
The Community and our gardeners 
accompanied him on a tour of the estate 
and we could ask all the questions we 
wanted.

I for one learned the name of a rather 
unusual tree growing next to the Chapter 
House. It is a “Maackia Amurensis” a 
Chinese tree and so uncommon in the 
West that it has no recognized English 
name. Dr. Pope had not seen one in 
Britain before.

We were all a little disappointed to 
learn that a splendid English oak below 
the Cemetery was no more than three 
hundred and fifty years old. We had fondly 
imagined it starting life when the bells 
of old Quarr abbey could still be heard 
ringing out in the early sixteenth century.

Worryingly, but not surprisingly, Dr. Pope 
found signs of Ash Die-back in several 
of our ash saplings. There is hope that 
certain trees may develop resistance to the 
disease, but the short term effects are still 
likely to be devastating for our woodlands. 
We were encouraged to learn to love the 
Sycamore more; it is a tree that, so far, 
seems to have no natural enemies.

The season for fruit-picking has drawn 
to an end. Blackberries were abundant 
this year and some of the south facing 
brambles which enjoyed a lot of sunshine 
produced berries of spectacular size and 
juiciness. The Spring did not suggest it 
would be a good year for apples and pears, 
but the Autumn produced some fine 
fruit. As last year was exceptionally good 
it would not have been surprising if the 
trees had decided they needed a rest; but 
they chose to be kind to us. And it was a 
welcome change to see so many butterflies 
rather than wasps gathering around the 
windfalls. I threw a rotten pear to a Red 
Admiral one afternoon; afterwards, I 
could not recall ever having fed a butterfly 
before.

NOVEMBER    We are in Lock-down 
again. The Church is closed for services, 
the Visitors Centre, the Gallery, the 
Bookshop are closed. Only the Teashop 
for takeaways and Farm-shop are open . . . 
and our hearts too in faith, to hope.

Fr. Abbot has published a new book. 
“Sous le Pommier” (“Under the Apple 
Tree”) presents a spiritual reading of 
that most mystical of Biblical Books, 
“The Song of Songs”. It is published 
by “Les Editions des Quatre Vivants”, 
the monastic publishing house of the 
Benedictines of Mesuil Saint-Loup. An 
English translation is in preparation. 

A New Book



Harry Carter, an old friend of the 
community, was born in London in 1920. 
After school he became a carpenter, 
followed by seven years of war service, 
A devoted family man, he was also for 
many years a highly successful beekeeper. 
He retained his wits to the end and was 
always ready to share his memories. He 
was the son of a publican, who died when 
Harry was very young, so he was brought 
up with his brother and sisters by his 
mother. She was a strong Catholic and 
refused any suggestion that the children 
should be taken into care, saying, “A hen 
can take care of her chicks, so I can look 
after my family.” It was very tough as she 
was the only bread-winner; the evidence 
was that Harry’s second teeth fell out 
when they came up, but when he started 
getting milk at school he grew some new 

ones. When he left school he got a job as 
an apprentice carpenter for Lyons Corner 
Houses. About the time he completed his 
apprenticeship he came on a youth camp 
to Quarr. All the camps used the shore 
field, between the ruins and the sea. There 
were sporting competitions, and Harry 
won the 440. In the evenings the older lads 
went down to the Fishbourne Inn. 

The following year, with the coming 
of war, there was no camp. Harry 
volunteered and was posted as carpenter 
to the Signals. While serving in North 
Africa the tents got separated from the 
troops and when the rain started Harry 
contracted pneumonia. It was touch and 
go if he would survive and he received 
the Last Rites. Although he recovered, 
he suffered from weakness of the lungs 
for the rest of his life , and was told by 

the doctor on demob that he wouldn’t 
make old bones. He delighted to recall the 
‘super loo’ he designed and constructed. It 
contributed to the comfort of the troops, 
except at the daily fly control: the orderly 
chucked a lighted match into the trench, 
regardless of the occupants. Another of 
his memories was the Mass in the desert 
using the tailboard of a truck for the altar. 
In Italy there was a break from the line 
with some days of sightseeing in Rome, an 
audience with Pope Pius XII and a visit to 
St Peter’s, including the topmost sphere 
over the dome. A less happy memory was 
the destruction of Monte Casino. 

There was one evening of exceptional 
importance for Harry during those 
seven years of war service. He described 
it himself:  It was some time in 1944, our 
day’s work was done and all was quiet, not 
even the sound of a gun being fired. Some 
of us gathered in a spare patrol tent we 
had at that time, some played cards but 
most of us just chatted and I remember 
saying, “Why is it that our officer has a 
tent like this size all to himself and the rest 
of us have to pig it in two-man bivvies?” 
The sergeant answered me saying, “I’ll tell 
you why. Like me you went to a Council 
School these fellows went to proper 
schools – they’re educated we’re not!” We 
talked about that for a bit and then I said, 
“If education makes all that difference 
how can we get ourselves educated”. 
Again it was the sergeant who answered 
and had a little dig at me because I was the 
only southerner among all the workshop 
personnel. “You could do it Harry because 
you’re a Londoner. You Londoners have 
got it all laid on; you’ve got polytechnics, 
you’ve got colleges and evening classes 
and everything else”. And then with a 
smile he said, “Have a go Harry!” I made 
up my mind there and then that if I got 
through the war alive I would have a go. 
And I did. 

After a year in Austria Harry was 
demobbed in 1946, and returned to work 
with J. Lyons, but with the incentive 
to make the most of the educational 
opportunities that were open to him. 
He went to evening classes and learned 
technical drawing and other necessary 
skills, with the encouragement of his 
employer. He also resumed walking out 
with his childhood sweetheart, Eve, for a 
couple of years, until she announced one 
day that they would get married. Their 
daughter Veronica writes: Mum and Dad 
were married on 16th October 1948, taking 
their honeymoon on the Isle of Wight, 

Harry Carter, an old friend of 
the Community . . .
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staying in West Street in Ryde. They fell 
in love with the island and a desire to 
move there took hold, although it took 
them until the winter of 1951 to make that 
dream come true. They had started their 
married life living in a makeshift flat on 
the top floor of Mum’s father’s house in 
Fulham – 2 rooms and cooking facilities 
on the landing, one toilet downstairs 
and just one cold tap in my Granddad’s 
kitchen. I know my Granddad made a 
weekly trip to the public baths (not as in 
‘swimming pool’, but a place where one 
could take a bath) so I assume Mum and 
Dad would have been doing the same. 
Teresa was born there, and although they 
must have been very grateful to have the 
place it cannot have been easy. During 
part of that time Dad was away doing 
Teacher Training which added further 
stresses and strains. Fortunately Dad was 
offered a position in the new Isle of Wight 
Technical College at Newport and the 
family came to live in Bembridge. They 
rented another upstairs flat, over the 
Library, a flat in which I was born. Due 
to the poor state of the roof, that flat had 
significant problems with damp and Mum 
and Dad must have been glad to buy a 
place of their own in Ryde, where they 
moved to in 1956. They were introduced 
to Woodside through camping holidays 
in the woods in the early 60s and before 
that decade was out they had bought a 
plot of land there where they would then 
spend a decade building their bungalow 
‘Marymead’. 

Harry and Eve and the family were great 
supporters of the parish of St Mary’s, 
Ryde, but latterly they attended Mass 
most often at Quarr. As long as he could 
drive Harry was with us on Sundays and, 
after Eve’s death, on her anniversary. 

After ten years teaching at the technical 
College Harry was invited to set up 

the Technical Department at St John’s 
College, Southsea. Although this meant 
the daily ferry journey it was a breath 
of fresh air because of two important 
factors: a Catholic environment and the 
private sector. An instance of the impact 
of the second of these occurred early 
on, as Harry had failed to include a press 
for technical drawings in his estimates. 
Fortunately, by the time Brother 
Superior came round to inspect the 
new installations Harry had realised the 
omission and mentioned it. No question 
of waiting for next year’s estimates, 
Brother at once gave instructions for Mr 
Carter to be provided with the press. 

At St John’s Harry was responsible for 
both woodwork and technical drawing. 
When he was able to find a teacher for the 
drawing he was without one for wood 
work, so he valiantly took it on himself, 
but his weakened lungs could not cope 
with the dust, so he was compelled to ask 
for early retirement. So began the forty 
years of his retirement and his absorption 
with the last love of his life, his bees and 
his role in the foundation of the Isle of 
Wight Beekeepers’ Association. He bred 
a bee that was gentle and hard working 
and was close to the British brown bee 
of earlier times. One of the apiaries of 
his forty or so hives was in the ruins of 
old Quarr Abbey, which was particularly 
productive. A large proportion of the 
honey was sold at Quarr Abbey and the 
proceeds, after deducting production 
costs, went to charity. 

Eve and Harry enjoyed an exemplary 
and happy married life, and were always 
supported by the love and practical help 
of their children, Teresa, Veronica, Vincent 
and Mark. From 1980 they lived happily 
at the house Harry had built with help, 
particularly from Mark, at Woodside, 
Wootton. Sadly, Eve’s health began to 
decline and she died peacefully in the 
Mountbatten Hospice in 2001. Harry’s 
life at Marymead became increasingly 
eremitical, especially after he gave up 
driving, and then, even more sadly, his 
last hives. His hermit existence didn’t 
mean he missed out on life. He used his 
computer skills to keep in touch with his 
family and to attend a Mass with a homily 
each Sunday from USA. He was also 
devoted to his daily rosary. 

With the advancing years other health 
concerns were added to his weak chest, 
and Harry died peacefully and piously on 
5th November, 2018. May he rest in peace.

Fr. Gregory Corcoran

Virgin of the Vine
This I search to see,
In lines of mystery,
The graft of nature and Divine.

For God has symbolled His Beauty
In all we here can see –
No measure to His Sublime.

Yet can mystics nearer attain –
Love writes through virtue’s strain –
His Beauty transcending space-time.

Pondering pure heart His Word.
The soul in Mary heaven-ward
By Grace received, God’s revealed 
design.

Spirit shadowing, Word enfleshed to be
Immaculate wombed in thee.
Most blessed is thy fruit, O Virgin of 
the Vine.

Dom Brian Gerard Kelly 
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It is with great joy that I, as chairman 
of The Friends of Quarr and appointed 
volunteer project manager, report 
that The Accessible Paths Project was 
completed on the 16th October 2020.

Friend of Quarr, Sam Twining, after a visit 
to the abbey on completion of the project, 
wrote: “ I had no idea what a huge project 
the Accessible Paths is, it is impressive, 
very striking to the eyes and has lifted the 
whole area, Abbey and all, in a spectacular 
way, what a fantastic improvement.”

It is logical that the Friends, having 
donated the Accessible Toilet to the abbey 
in January 2017, a complete donation 
by Ian and Liz Stevens and a few other 
Friends of Quarr, that we should then 
undertake making the abbey more 
accessible to wheelchairs, people with 
mobility problems and pushchairs.

The project involved scraping off the 
gravel that was on the paths surrounding 
the church and leading to the Visitor 
centre and replacing it with Breedon 
Golden Amber Gravel (BGAG). The total 
area of the project was 585 square metres. 
Breedon Gravel comes from Breedon 
Quarry in Derbyshire and carries The 

Royal Warrant. It gives a soft natural 
appearance and consists of hard limestone 
with a high content of naturally occurring 
marl, which gives it unique self-.binding 
properties. It is compacted down with a 
vibratory water roller ensuring 5 gallons 
of water applied to every tonne enabling 
the gravel to ‘knit together to form a solid 
base and a surface which self scarifies with 
use leaving a fine dressing of chippings.” 
It is important to allow the surface to dry 
out fully before allowing people to walk 
on it, but this was not possible in all phases 
of the project.

Over 2 years of planning and fundraising 
led to the successful completion of this 
project, with the goodwill and generosity 
of the Breedon Special Aggregates who 
held their quoted price for 2 years. During 

this period, I formed a good relationship 
with Sales Manager Laura, who provided 
advice in overcoming issues together on 
site, and help with laying instructions.

The hauliers, arranged by Laura, were 
Selby’s of Leicestershire. Drivers, Lee and 
Kevin left home at 4 am to be on the 9 am 
ferry from Portsmouth and manoeuvred 
the 8 wheel rigid tipper lorry into the tight 
space at the abbey to deliver 4 loads of 20 
tonnes of Breedon Golden Amber Gravel 
over 2 weeks.

The contractor, Groundsell Contracting 
Ltd; were excellent in carrying out the 
works.  Jack Groundsell also held his 
quoted price for 2 years, giving more than 
originally quoted when needed, with a 
smile, whilst not adding any extra cost. 
He and his young team comprising, Sam 
Mackett, Ben Buckingham and James 
Frampton started the work on the 22nd 
September at short notice and worked in 
difficult conditions doing their very best to 
allow the abbey to function normally.

Prior to the start of the works and over 
the 2 years Matt Noyce, head gardener 
and estate manger, had liaised with the 
listings officer, the Community of Quarr 
and me in order to carry out landscaping 
works on the area in front of the church. 
These involved removal of the central bed 
and altering the edge of the bed near the 
entrance to the Guesthouse and other 
issues that arose.

Phase 1
The area in front of the Abbey church 
with the installation of the Aco drain 
which was then channelled into a storm 
drain situated on the path down to the 
Pilgrim Chapel. The existing gravel was 

Friends of Quarr 
Accessible Paths Project

Quarr Abbey is a Catholic 
community of Benedictine monks 
of the Solesmes Congregation. If 
you wish to contact us please write 
to guestmaster@quarr.org or Quarr 
Abbey, Ryde, Isle of Wight, PO33 
4ES. Our website address is www.
quarrabbey.org

Quarr Abbey garden team removing the central bed.
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removed and all divots and low spots filled 
with Type 1 aggregate and the Breedon 
Golden Amber Gravel (BGAG) was then 
laid and water rolled to a compacted 
depth of 50mm.

Phase 2
Phase 2 followed the same process as phase 
1. Photographs below show the paths in 
front of the Guesthouse before and after 
the laying process and the water roller in 
action.

Phase 3
Access to the Visitor Centre, Art Gallery, 
Monastery Shop and the newly located 
Farm Shop had to be maintained. The 
path was narrow and only had one access 
to visitors using this path. The Groundsell 
team worked until 7 pm one day, in order 
to complete all the processes involved in 
laying the BGAG. This path was prone 
to pooling of rainwater, so the team 
had to get the camber right to allow the 
surface water to be shed. This was done 
by raising the path using Type 1 aggregate 
and installing wood edging along the 
whole path. The Visitor Centre and the 
businesses therein remained open until 
the specified times. Walk boards had to 
be applied the next morning to allow 
business as normal, although this was not 
ideal; the works went well and the path 
has been a success with no pooling of rain 
water despite the heavy rainfall in recent 
weeks.

I have saved 3 tonnes of BGAG for 
maintenance, and about 3 tonnes was 
donated to the abbey for repair works on 
the old Breedon Gravel path from the car 
park to the new paths. The Friends have 
also paid for grass seed to reseed the verges 

damaged by the works. Groundsell also 
provided 10 tons of topsoil, at a nominal 
price, to landscape the areas adjacent to 
the path leading to the Visitor Centre. 

On behalf of the Friends of Quarr, I would 
like to thank all our donors, those that 
have contributed to our fundraisers, 
Friends of Quarr who have made 
donations, The WightAid Foundation 
for their grant and the good will shown 

to us by Breedon Special Aggregates, 
Groundsell Contracting Ltd and DARES.
Your generosity has enabled the Friends 
to make Quarr Abbey accessible to all, in 
these challenging times, when access to 
green spaces is evermore important.

A special thank you to Abbot Xavier for 
his support during this project, andMatt 
Noyce and his garden team.

Dr. Rebecca Ashton
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Firstly I would like to express my gratitude 
to Father Abbot Xavier for welcoming me 
to Quarr Abbey. Father Luke has been my 
‘guardian angel’ for the duration of my 
two months here and I appreciate all 
that he has done to keep me on the right 
track.

I came to hear of Quarr while on summer 
pilgrimage last year in Medjugorje. 
However it wasn’t until the following 
winter that I came to stay as a guest and 
heard about the internship. I applied in 
February and looked forward to a summer 
adventure on the Isle of Wight. Our 
Lady of Medjugorje led me here and she 
continues to watch over me, though now 
as Our Lady of Quarr.

The past couple of years have seen me 
lucky enough to participate in various 
forms of Christian theatre. I have been 
a cast member for the Wintershall 
production in Surrey, which led on to 
exciting performances starring myself as 
Jesus in Epsom Light Opera Company’s 
production of Jesus Christ Superstar. 
Pre-pandemic, I was continuing with my 
acting escapades in London. Sadly this 
abruptly came to a halt as with most 
things earlier this year. I have however 
been left with great memories of acting 
the Gospel story, which has proved a great 
source of inspiration to my spiritual life.

Shortly before arrive here this summer; I 
spent two weeks in Taize. I came to Quarr 
with the Taize cross always around my 
neck. This has now become a St. Benedict 
medal . . . clearly I am at an impressionable 
stage in life!

I was informed that I would be with at 
least one other young man to accompany 
me during the internship, but with only a 
week to go before I was due to arrive, I was 
told that I would be alone. My immediate 
reaction was that of fear and anxiety. How 
could I survive with just me? Would I be 
lonely? I came close to withdrawing my 
application and staying put in France with 
the Taize community for the summer, but 
a friend I had made out there gave me the 
advice to still go for it . . . he said that he 
felt as though I needed this time on my 
own. His encouragement caused me to 
inform Quarr that I would press ahead, 
solo. Now looking back, I can see that God 
wanted me to experience this internship 
alone...allowing for more silence and extra 
time in the company of the monks.

During my first few weeks, the discipline 
I needed to attend each prayer service 
proved to be a challenge. On one occasion, 
I felt my stomach turn as I awoke from a 
slumber; the bells demanded that I go to 
the second service of the early morning 
hours! Though once in the church . . . 

prayers in hand, I soon discovered such 
beauty in the psalms . . . each day in new 
ways with different reflections each time. 

An intern’s living quarters are directly 
beneath the bell tower. The bells ring 
through the night, which when combined 
with pesky mosquitoes gave me several 
sleepless nights at first. Tossing and 
turning, I tried to keep my earplugs from 
falling out. Now I have really come to 
appreciate the bells and respect their 
purpose . . . calling us to pray . . . all day, 
every day. They help to keep your mind 
from wandering away from the reason you 
are in a monastery, to live a life of prayer 
and reflection.

My time here has given me the chance 
to read several books. Father Luke 
recommended ‘The Story of a Soul’, a 
diary of the life of Thérèse of Lisieux. What 
a kind hearted and humorous Saint she is! 
I pray that she intercedes for me to God, 
for clarity in my own path of discernment.

 Living at Quarr feels whole, solid, good, 
ordered and fulfilling. Little things like the 
church door clicking shut, the hammer 
used to start grace and the clip clop 
of shoes on stone cold floors . . . these 
sensations, in a way, reflect the proper 
and firm foundation of monastic life 
here. Similar to the feelings of pleasure 
you get when snapping a chocolate bar, 
walking over crisp autumn leaves or 
breathing the icy winter air . . . Though 
the sensations I just mentioned are usually 
brief experiences, here at Quarr, those 
subtle feelings of exciting satisfaction have 
lingered in me throughout the days and 
weeks I have spent inside these walls.

As I approached the start of the 
internship, I was apprehensive about 
throwing myself into a life of so much 
prayer. I worried that it may cause me 
to lament church . . . one friend thought 
I was brave and said that he himself 
couldn’t do it. It’s actually been quite the 
opposite of my worries. The mass has been 
notably special, experiencing it from the 
intimacy of the side chapel. 

In the chaos and confusion of a pandemic 
stricken nation, I feel to have found clarity 
and peace here at Quarr Abbey. I planned 
this internship being fully open to God’s 
will and I return home with a deeper 
knowledge and interest in the monastic 
life. Over the coming weeks and months, 
as I reflect upon my time here, I hope that 
the inspired time I spent, leads me to return 
sometime in the not so distant future.

Matthew Landells.

What the internship 
has meant to me . . .
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