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Michael Hubert Atkinson, 7 Old Bridge Rise, ILKLEY LS29 9HH.             mike.dorothy@tiscali.co.uk
1.
Sheffield  -  first encounters

My first contact with industrial mission was in 1955.  I was half-way through an Oxford law degree but had decided to become ordained and had been selected.  But it was theology which interested me, not parochial practice (which I hadn't had huge exposure to).  I heard a fellow student mention a week’s ‘students and ordinands’ visit to the Sheffield Industrial Mission, so I signed up to take part.  There were about thirty or forty of us, including several from Ripon Hall, whom I had seen but did not  yet know, though I was to go there for training eventually.  My college chaplain, David Jenkins, was supportive. (I found out only later that David had been on the large 1950 conference which had included a great galaxy of future ecclesiastical talent  -  see 95/017 at Sheffield Archive).  

It was my first visit to Sheffield, with the exception of a school cross-country championship I had taken part in in about 1949.  The conference was held at Whirlow Grange, the diocesan conference house that I got to know very well later.  Almost nobody liked the event and Ted Wickham declared he would never hold another such.  But I was bowled over by it  -  Ted’s general theological approach to things, Michael Brooke’s easy access to people at all levels in Samuel Fox’s works at Stocksbridge (Michael was later a professor of marketing at UMIST).  Leslie Hunter made an appearance.  I haven’t much memory now of Ted except that he conducted in the lounge a most perfunctory Eucharist for these students (the general hostility was mutual).  But he made a huge impression on me.  I wrote enthusiastically to him afterwards and said he had been talking about fascinating theologians  -  Bultmann, Barth, Brunner and Tillich  -  and asking for further information.  He wrote back saying, ‘don’t pursue this now.  Complete your degree and then make contact again’.  So that was what I did.  

-----------------------------------------------------------

2.
Theological interlude

I abandoned the law degree and began the two-year final honours course to a degree in Theology.  Alongside the curricular studies I dipped into the authors I had heard Ted enthuse about, including Tillich.  Ted had already put me on to the sermons and The Protestant Era but I progressively got into Tillich's three volume Systematic Theology as it was published, and its method of correlating experience with theological formulation from within a ‘circle’ ('theology as grammar' we used to say, a structure  and meaning for experience).  Leonard Hodgson, Oxford's Regius Professor had seemed to be in the same direction when he had written in his Gifford Lectures For Faith and Freedom (1956):  ‘disentangle insights from distortions [and consider] the question: what must the truth be if men who thought as they did saw it like that?’ though I came across this formulation only somewhat later.  Hodgson quotes A N Whitehead:  'the Buddha gave his doctrine to enlighten the world:  Christ gave his life.  It is for Christians to discern the doctrine' (Religion in the Making, 1926).  It is a view that religious language is metaphoric, like any other kind of language  -  I came much more to appreciate that in the 80s and 90s, through meeting and reading Sallie McFague and Janet Martin Soskice (though Ian Ramsey had been there before in the 60s). 

We felt this to be a strong position during the ‘Sheffield Industrial Mission crisis’ in the mid-1960s when Michael Jackson, the Leader, was requiring us and our people to say the Creeds with the same meaning as he did.  We were nonplussed.  It looked like either an adversarial trap or an absurd faith that words could be used to capture truth finally, or as a talisman which would ward off evil.  To me, with my doctrinal studies in Oxford behind me, this faith was illusory.  Could not the devil cite scripture (ergo recite the creeds) for his own purpose?  Faith and belief can be encapsulated only inadequately in words and creeds.  These are, as the Greek word for them says, ‘symbols’.  They are metaphors, some better than others, and the big arguments of the Patristic period were about the measure of adequacy of the ‘symbols’.  Contra Platonism, the reality of our lives and the world around us and God were the ‘real’ realities and the language we used with which to talk about them was ultimately dispensable.  At the end all dissolves into clouds of unknowing.  Theology is thus a ‘grammar’, or the ‘marginal working’ (as we used to put it) that we employ in solving our problems of living and being human.  

                                         ---------------------------------------------------------

3.
First encounters (resumed)
So I had visited the Mission at Easter 1955, exchanged brief but enthusiastic correspondence with Ted Wickham, and then got stuck into theological study.  I finished my theology degree in June 1957, having made no contact with Sheffield since 1955 until five months earlier.  But, on 1 February 1957, six months in advance of finishing my degree but no doubt with a feeling that I ought to be beginning to look beyond it, I did write to Ted, reminding him of his advice and saying I was now wanting to get back in touch.  (I did not keep copies of my end of this correspondence.  Ted’s letters are among my papers  -  31/000081.)  Ted’s reply did not seem to engage well with what I had said, except that it was enthusiastic and made ‘come on’ kinds of noises.  Of course, the thing was that it couldn’t respond to my letter because it was written on the same day that I was writing to him!  After two years pause we had written again to each other on the same day.  He said, ‘it shows we both mean business’.  He suggested that after my degree I should go and spend six months doing manual work in Sheffield, with a view to being ordained to Sheffield diocese.  ‘If you want a job in Sheffield Diocese we will fix you a good one!’  He was most clear (in his thoughts, if not in his handwriting) that ‘if you want to [  ?  ?  ?  ] theological insights you must do it existentially.’  

So I went and worked at Hadfield's, manual work, paid and under normal conditions of employment.  The idea was to help people break out of any clerical stereotype they might have acquired, of themselves or of ordinary working life.  A number of people had taken part in such a scheme, some for as long as a year.  It appealed to me.  I was conscious that I wanted to work in an ‘ordinary’ milieu, by which I guess I meant a ‘working-class’ area, similar to the Ilkeston I had known as a child.  I knew I had not gone too far away from it, as I had been called up for National Service with my local cohort, and, even though I had been commissioned as an officer, I didn’t think I had lost too much of the ‘feel’ of ordinary people’s lives.  However, I also recognised that four years in Oxford had made me a rather rarefied person, and I had a strong feeling that Christianity, or faith or whatever one called it, either had to be capable of being indigenised into ordinary life, or it was some kind of play act.  A spell of simple manual labour would, I felt, help me to begin to refind connections.  SIM offered to set up such an opportunity.  It had done so for a number of ordinands in the past and its contacts with the industry meant that it could find placements easily, and could also arrange lodgings with ordinary Sheffield families.  So it was agreed (see Appendix II).  

-----------------------------------------------------------

4.
Ted Wickham's consecration in York Minster  -  some anecdotes

I attended Ted's consecration as Bishop of Middleton, in 1960 in York Minster.  The preacher was Canon Hedley Hodkin of Manchester Cathedral and formerly in Sheffield.  The gist of his message was that Ted's skill in making friends with rank outsiders was going to be brought into the centre of the Church.  (History of course shows how vain was that hope.)  A special train was chartered from Sheffield and it brought hundreds of the kinds of people Hodkin was talking about to the Minster, some of them, one suspects, for the first time inside a church since they had been christened or married.  Their feelings had not been entirely favourable to Ted's elevation.  Some had thought that he had been 'on their side' in the wage and class struggle and that he had sold out to the enemy.  Bill Archer, Head Roller in the Billet Mill at Hadfield's and a great supporter of Ted in the past had observed openly, 'Goodbye, Mr.Chips!'  But they were here in their hundreds, Bill among them.

My first memory of the proceedings was before the service began.  We clergy had robed in a northern space (? transept), a bit cramped, and were lining up to process into the nave.  A minor maelstrom suddenly erupted.  It was Ernie Southcott, arriving late.  He was a tall man, well over six feet, and had a receding forehead and a pronounced Canadian accent.  A Liberal High Churchman, he was a leading light in the 'Parish and People' movement and had pioneered the 'House Church' and house Communion movement in his working-class Leeds parish of Halton.   The effect was a bit like a Red Indian raid in the movies.  'A great day for the Church!' he roared.  'A great day for the Church!'

I can't now recollect the source of the story, but it records that one of the Sheffield steelworkers observed the organ screen at the east end of the nave, in scaffolding.  The scaffolder had paid some attention to the appearance of the job and used relatively new poles.  The Sheffielder is said to have remarked to his chaplain neighbour, 'Nice to see they've 'ad it done up in stainless!'

All now seated in the nave, in good sunlight, and hushed for things to start, we heard, at some remote distance, the choir begin the Psalms of Ascent:  'I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills  .  .  .' to a setting, I think, by Walford Davies.  The procession, and the music got louder and louder, and advanced westwards up the south aisle to the west door, before coming east down the nave.  It was very impressive.

A piece of  'custom and practice' in Sheffield steel, certainly in melting and rolling shops, was that at shop-floor level any vacancy, through sickness, short or long, retirement or death, was initially filled by the next senior worker in terms of service (if he did not want to step, or proved incapable of stepping, into the shoes of his predecessor then other systems came into play).  It was said that when the initial procession came down the nave, towards the end came some clergy in copes, not so young, and some walking with the aid of sticks. 

'Eh up!', one steelworker is said to have whispered to his neighbouring chaplain, 'who 's all these owd fellers, then?'

'They're the Residentiary Canons of the Cathedral', was the reply.

'Ah!  There'll soon be a few move-ups soon, then?'

                                             -----------------------------------------------------------

5.
Working in Industrial Mission in Sheffield
(NOTE This piece was composed before the publication of Philip Bloy’s memoir of Ted Wickham The Call to Mission Answered  -  Ted Wickham and the Sheffield Industrial Mission 1944-1959, Part 1.  Ed. Sawtell, R D. 2000.  This memoir by Philip should certainly be read by way of amplification or corrective).

Philip Bloy was the chaplain at Hadfield's, and he met me not very often, largely leaving me to do my own thing, make my own experiences and so on.  He drove me out one Saturday afternoon to Edale where we walked and then had tea.  We exchanged views about me joining the industrial mission staff after I had been ordained.  At this stage I was not committed to working anywhere in particular.  I still had more time to put in at Ripon Hall, from January to Michaelmas 1958, for the General Ordination Examination, but I remembered that Ted in our correspondence earlier in the year had hoped that my views about my future were in the direction of Sheffield, and also, emphatically, that I should not commit myself to a diocese or to a parish before I had done my industrial work stint.  I saw Ted once or twice, at weekend conferences, and at least once at his home in Claremont Place.  I also visited Bill Wright, then on the Sheffield staff, at his home in Kimberworth.


The things that impressed me about Ted, and the Mission generally, were that in distinction to much of the theoretical stuff about Christianity (which I would not want to deny for itself, then or now) they were translating all this into everyday terms.  They set enormous store by the lay vocation and by the Protestant principle of standing out against all kinds of religiosity.  They relied a lot on Kierkegaard and on Buber about the importance of the existential moment and of relationships.  They were unspokenly, and very mildly only, Marxist, at least in regard to his views on philosophers who ‘have sought to understand the world, while the task is to change it’ (Theses against Feuerbach).  For coherence they followed Tillich, his ‘Protestant principle’ and his method of correlating theological analysis with an understanding of external realities.  They spoke about ‘hooks and eyes’, linking the real world with religious understanding.  I had never come across anything like this anywhere else in the church, even though it was clearly orthodox, and I found it more attractive than anything else I had seen.  I wanted to devote myself to working with them for the foreseeable future.  I was made Deacon in Sheffield Cathedral at Michaelmas in 1958 and was singled out to read the Gospel at the service.  Apart from my fiancée and my parents an uncle and aunt came, and so did George Harry Foster, from Hadfield's.  It had been difficult to reach agreement with Bishop Leslie Hunter about where and how long I was to serve before joining the Industrial Mission, and I remember writing that I regretted that we were ‘not ad idem’, but he bore no grudges.


Leslie Hunter was clearly somewhere in the background all along, urging what I learned later he had called ‘theological backbone’.  The best source for Hunter is the 1985 biography over the name of Gordon Hopkins.  Leslie set and marked, my 'ordination essays' (30/002-3-4) but the outworking was being done by the SIM staff and lay people.  It is worth setting down that my total overall contact with Ted and with Philip was only slight, for reasons of dates of service and so what I tell of them and their period before 1960 I had to reconstruct for myself later.  Part of that may be found in a paper I wrote ‘Theological Influences in the Early Years of Industrial Mission’ in Thinking in Practice,  Working Papers from Industrial Mission (Three),  (Industrial Mission Association and William Temple Foundation, n.d. but 1981  -  also at 30/0182).  This was based on a close reading of the fortnightly Christian Newsletter of the 1940s, and of Leslie’s monthly diocesan newsletter.  More, too can be read in my paper ‘ “A Sort of Episcopal fly on the Walls of British Industry.” ’  in G Hewitt ed.  Strategist for the Spirit  -  Leslie Hunter, Bishop of Sheffield 1939-1962  (Becket Publications, 1985).  For this I had access to a selection of Leslie’s private papers, made available to me by Gordon Hewitt and Alan Webster.  More became clearer with the private posthumous circulation of Philip Bloy’s papers and Roger Sawtell's publication of them as  The Call to Mission Answered (2000 and 2001).

It is hard to overestimate my debt to Leslie Hunter.  A very diffident person and a somewhat uncomfortable one to meet for interview, he sat at a distance and mumbled in a low voice, but his intellectual depth and strategic grasp was palpable.  Ted Wickham’s views are much harder to come by.  We have his 1957 book Church and People in an industrial City which was three-quarters history and the final quarter strategy and exhortation.  It was a failed doctoral thesis.  Apart from that there were a few scattered writings, and the Church Assembly report The Task of the Church in Relation to Industry (1957 C.A. 1288) of which he had been secretary.  I had a go at finding other stuff for my 1981 Thinking in Practice paper (see above), but it was thinly spread.  I don’t know why this is.           It may have been that Ted encountered so much criticism of his style and his ideas that he had learned to keep them close to his chest.  It was easy to read what he did, but not why.  There has long been a project to find a biographer for Ted but the prospects have once again receded.  David Price, in Sheffield, had access to an unpublished manuscript among Ted's papers at Sheffield Archives and reviewed it in CRUCIBLE April-July 2004.  It has not been possible to get it published in toto.  (My contemporary papers relating to Hunter and Wickham are archived at Sheffield Archives, (archives@sheffield.gov.uk).

Back to Sheffield Industrial Mission.  Ted Wickham had left in November 1959.  I had been made Deacon in September 1958 and Leslie Hunter had insisted I do a parish curacy before going to work in the Mission.  I went to Attercliffe, to Frank Hone (there is another whole story).  I was due to begin with the Mission in January 1960 so I missed working with Ted by one month.  But he had recruited me and he wrote me a personal letter of apology at his move.  The stock-in-trade of the Industrial Mission I wrote up in 1964 in ‘Partnership in Industry’ in Partnership in Mission edited by Trevor Beeson (Mowbray).  It consisted of ‘loitering with intent’ in the workplaces.  The heaviest workplaces were selected for our treatment because these were locally the ‘commanding heights of the economy’ (to coin a phrase!).  There were six or seven of us chaplains at any one time and steel was overwhelmingly dominant in Sheffield.  I took in Samuel Fox’s at Stocksbridge with 8,000 employees, Hadfield's with 4,500, Arthur Lee’s with 2,000 and Swift Levick’s with 800 or so.  Others had similar workloads.  Firth Brown’s, Steel, Peech & Tozer’s and English Steel were all bigger still, Jessop’s and Firth Vickers not much smaller.  Loitering with intent was quite easy in the steel industry because the process was near-continuous and people didn’t need to attend to it 100% of the time.  There were periods of intense action, very skilled and quite dangerous and one stood off and simply observed and admired.  At other times people were not busy.  There was a great group and team sense, as there needed to be.  This meant that at mealtimes in the snap-cabins or on the shop floor, among the boxes and the filth and the heat here was a lot of camaraderie and the IM set a lot of store by so-called ‘meetings’, something between Army Education Corps lecture and stand-up comedy.  One would be in the snap-cabin and the chaplain or one of our friends would call for silence or beat the table with a mug and then there would be either a harangue from the chaplain, or, much more often, four or five sentences of introduction and then a free-for-all discussion or the ‘audience’ might chuck a question in.  Sometimes the themes would be religious, especially near the great festivals, but most often they would be social and cultural and political.  What we were trying to do was to introduce the moral dimension into ordinary everyday contexts more openly and specifically than it commonly was.  There were all kinds of morality about teamwork and life in general in a democratic society but we wanted to raise the questions of detail more explicitly, and possibly tie them to the Christian understanding of life.  We each used to conduct up to a dozen such meetings in any week.  

There was always criticism from the churches that we did not ‘preach the Gospel’ and bring people into church but in those terms that was not what we were about.  Our title deeds were in Leslie Hunter’s diocesan letter of November 1941 which presupposed not just that people would ‘come over the bridge’ to the church but that also that the church had to build quite new  -  and different-shaped  -  bridges.  The church needed to repent and reform, to involve lay people in the whole strategy and to be ecumenical in its approach before people in any numbers would come into it.  Ted used to talk about not catching fish out of the water but changing the water, not about resisting ordinary culture but about staining it with the Christian tincture.  The church would have to cease to be intellectualised and middle-class.  Churches as we knew them in Sheffield, even in Attercliffe, were not demotic, they were not the peoples’.  They were alien, missions in a very real sense though they did not see themselves as that.  Most clergy were ‘parachuted in’, really.

In addition to works meetings people would come out to meetings off-plant.  There were regular middle-class managers’ meetings, on a residential rather than a works basis.  Other meetings were in pubs, based around work-place affiliations.  Several times a year we conducted residential conferences, paid for by the works, at Whirlow Grange or away from Sheffield altogether, maybe at William Temple College (then with residential accommodation) in Rugby) or in Buxton etc.

Sheffield Industrial Mission had no ‘members’.  There were simply ‘friends’ (thousands of them) or ‘good friends’ (some hundreds) and a few ‘lay leaders’ who had ‘crossed the line’ and taken responsibility for being identified as a Mission organiser (of sorts) in their own workplace.  These people would, in Ted’s time and for a while after, meet in Church House in the middle of Sheffield on Thursday evening, and took a name from this habit.  All this and much more will be found in Sawtell's and Bloy’s papers.

Sheffield was famous world-wide and people came to see us, mainly in Ted's time (before my time) but also later.  Ted kept a voluminous address book, which I think is still extant and with his daughter, Jennifer.  We were on World Council of Churches’ itineraries.  Dai Kitagawa came, as I believe did Harry Daniel.  I met Paul van Buren, George Younger and Gibson Winter.  Hugh White of the Detroit Industrial Mission visited.  (His colleague, Scott Paradise, had been a predecessor of mine in Attercliffe, where he learned the bagpipes, among other skills.)  The WCC lost interest after 1968, a revolutionary year in the USA as well as Europe, and took off in the direction of peoples’ movements for democracy (Saul Alinsky-style).  Leadership passed to Asia and Latin America and Africa.  Ted had been at the 1966 Geneva Church and Society Conference and had probably used up a good deal of his earlier fund of goodwill.  Perhaps he was really a ‘one club’ player, and the Sheffield of the 1940s and 50s was his only real game.

The set of events in 1965-6 that virtually finished the Sheffield Industrial mission as we had known it ran briefly as follows (a longer account, though still abbreviated, appears below as Appendix III).  The trouble had begun in 1963.  I kept a documentation of it that runs to over 220 items (Industrial Mission Association collection in the John Rylands University Library in Manchester, copies of about 65 items with me {15/003}).  The crisis revolved largely around the character of Michael Jackson, who after three years in office in succession to Ted as Team Leader got itchy.  He was not, in the end, a team man, as his later ministry demonstrated.  I precipitated a part of the trouble by going to see him for lunch at his home one Friday in November 1963 after Ted had been filming in Fox’s.  Michael had been at Fox’s most of the week overseeing things  -  which was fair enough  -  but I thought that he hadn’t cut me in sufficiently to the high-level contacts he was able to make as Leader and on the back of the TV broadcast.  I thought my complaint was mild enough, that he could have set the whole SIM work forward more by involving me more.  The next Monday morning he cancelled the prepared business of our weekly staff meeting (7.30 to 12.30) and delivered us a paper on loyalty to the Mission and the way that it was symbolised in loyalty to the Senior Chaplain.  We were all stunned, and wondered where that had come from.  

Other things were going wrong.  We had a set of essays that we were going to publish.  Michael had showed them to, I think, Ted Wickham, Mollie Batten and Leslie Hunter (now retired) and had had adverse reactions.  Michael pulled them at the last minute when they were in page proof.  Some of us agreed, some disagreed, but there was a massive loss of confidence there.  I have one of only two extant copies of this page-proof.  It attributes two chapters to me.  ‘God, the Church and the World’ was indeed written by me, but ‘Some Theological Ideas’ was written by John Rogan, an ex-member of staff now the first Secretary of the Industrial Committee of the Board for Social Responsibility in Westminster.  He didn’t want to be identified as the author but was happy for it to be ‘ghosted’ by me.  This all seemed peculiar, but I went along with it at the time.  Paul Bagshaw had access to a copy while writing his book.  

Another precipitating factor was Michael’s loss of trust in two other members of staff, Barry Parker (a Congregationalist Minister) and Ian Mackay, both of whom were much more sophisticated thinkers than Michael thought but who laughed, drank, smoked, swore and exchanged pub stories in ways that Michael found distasteful.  He challenged them to declare their orthodoxy.  They took this as an affront, and as simplistic and lacking understanding on Michael's part of what the missionary situation was.  The upshot was that Michael went on a sabbatical year, leaving Margaret Kane and I as Joint Acting Leaders but without telling us he had issued dismissals to Barry and Ian.  We challenged this with the Bishop, now John Taylor (ex Wycliffe Hall and recovering from a stroke).  He upheld Michael’s position so Margaret and I resigned our offices and Michael returned to leadership.  The year ended in August 1966 with Ian and Barry leaving after dismissal, Peter Dodd also dismissed, Walter Wilson had walked off a bit earlier, David Wright, the Methodist, withdrawn by his church, for his protection, having been threatened with dismissal.  John Rhodes and I resigned.  Margaret Kane resigned a month later, having been given an ultimatum by Jackson.  Only Jackson and his latest appointee, Andrew Stokes, remained.


Much later on I came across an illuminating piece of writing by Fr. Aloysius Pieris, a Lankan Jesuit, for which see Appendix IV below, pages 28 ff.

----------------------------------------------------

6.
Published sources for Sheffield Industrial Mission in order of publication date. 

Coded to my files.

Hunter, Leslie Stannard
‘Evangelism  -  The Bishop's Letter’, in Sheffield Diocesan Gazette 15 November 1941, 2 pp.  95/010,  90/005 



Hunter, Leslie Stannard
‘The Church and the People’, in Christian News-Letter, 12 December 1945, Supplement to No. 249.  Notes by Atkinson, Michael H., 2 pp.  95/012, 90/011

Wickham, Edward Ralph
‘The Church and Industrial Man’, in Christianity and Crisis, Winter 1946, pages 12 - 18.  95/013, 18/001

Wickham, Edward Ralph
'Mission in an Industrialized Society’, in Student World  First Quarter 1952, Geneva,  3 pp. 95/021


Wickham, Edward Ralph
Church and People in an Industrial City  Lutterworth Press 1957

Church of England, Church Assembly, Board for Social Responsibility,  The Task of the Church in Relation to Industry (C.A.1288), 1959, 36 pp + cover.  95/040 


Atkinson, Michael Hubert
‘Partnership in Industry’ in T Beeson Partnership in Ministry 1964, 8 pp.  (Off-printed for publicity purposes by the Mission as ‘The Sheffield Industrial Mission’) 96/022 

Hayes, Leslie

‘The Sheffield Industrial Mission’ in Cosmos (Royal Foundation of St. Katherine, Stepney) No 3. Spring 1966, 8 pp.  95/014).  Memoirs of the period 1945-8 


Atkinson, Michael Hubert
'Theological Influences in the Early Years of Industrial Mission' in  Working Papers from Industrial Mission - Three - Thinking in Practice, Theology and Industrial Mission, William Temple Foundation and Industrial Mission Association, nd [1981] 10 pp.  95/0221 

Hewitt, Gordon ed.
Strategist for the Spirit  -  Leslie Hunter, Bishop of Sheffield 1939-1962, Becket Publications, 1985.   ISBN 0 7289 0021 1.  See especially chap.11, Atkinson, Michael Hubert  '"A Sort of Episcopal Fly on the Walls of  British Industry"'.

Morris, Jeremy

'Church and People Thirty-Three Years On'  in Theology March/April 1991 pp. 92-101


Erlander, Lillemor 
Faith in the World of Work:  On the Theology of Work as Lived by the French Worker-Priests and British Industrial Mission (University of Uppsala, 1991).  Review by Atkinson, M H in CRUCIBLE, October - December 1991.  18/011, 96/0422.  The best sympathetic and comparative account.  The review copy was possibly the only one in Britain but has long been missing.  

Bagshaw, Paul 

The Church beyond the Church, Sheffield Industrial Mission 1944-1994 (Industrial Mission in South Yorkshire 1994, ISBN 0-9522860-0-9).

Atkinson, Michael Hubert
‘I have called you friends  -  Mission and Motive’ in John W. Rogerson ed. Industrial Mission in a Changing World, Sheffield Academic Press, 1996.  ISBN 1-85075-620-1

Atkinson, Michael Hubert
Mission  -  an Adventure in Friendship in Christians in Public Life, November 1998, 2 pp. 30/0602

Bloy, Philip P

The Call to Mission Answered  -  Ted Wickham and the Sheffield Industrial Mission 1944-1959, Part 1.  Ed Sawtell, R D. 2000, 2nd edition 2001, 135 (141) + iv (v) pp.  ISBN 0 946 46510 9. 95/061.080,  95/061.0801


Price, David

Ted Wickham  -  a Reappraisal  in CRUCIBLE April-July 2004.  Quotes extensively from Wickham's unpublished manuscript Christianity in a Secular Age.

---------------------------------------------------------

7.
Hadfield's Ltd., 1960s  -  Chaplain, and my expulsion from the works

When I joined the Sheffield Industrial Mission as a chaplain in 1960 I succeeded Philip Bloy at Hadfield's.  The open-hearth department was not on his traditional list of visited areas (he had never come into the shop while I was working there).  The Mission’s strongholds were the rolling mill, the foundry and the machine shops.  Bill Archer, a gentle bull of a man, was head roller in the mill and one of the Mission’s ‘good friends’ (though when Ted Wickham had become Bishop of Middleton in 1959 Bill’s response had been ‘Goodbye, Mr. Chips’).  There were many friends in the machine shops and a real nucleus of ‘good friends’.  

Being chaplain gave me entrée higher up the management pile than a simple Assistant Pithelper could have aspired to and Dorothy and I got invited to dinner at the Great Northern Hotel by Freddie Cousins, the foundry director, and to a New Year dance at the Cutler’s Hall by Harold Humphreys, the Managing Director.  Humphreys had also opened an Attercliffe Parish Bazaar while I was curate there and had bought us a Pyrex dish.  At the dance Cousins had laced Dorothy’s drinks with gin, though she was clearly quite pregnant then with our son Paul.  A nearby potted plant made a convenient sluice. 

Philip Bloy was an accomplished cricketer and had played for the company on occasion.  He had been patronised by Cousins and Humphreys and they had lent him a works car.  Despite quite a bit of prompting this did not come down to me when I succeeded Philip and we bought our own Mini-Minor instead.  

In about 1964 times became more difficult for the company and one Friday about 40 people were given sealed envelopes and told not to speak about them and not to open them before they left the works.  This they foolishly adhered to.  These were dismissal notices.  Off the plant the folk had few opportunities to compare notes and the next week the whole company was rife with rumours.  As chaplain I tried to find out who had been involved, going from department to department and finding ignorance and fear general.  At length I despaired of being able to comfort people and on a Friday evening went to see George Turner, the Chairman of Shop Stewards, at his home near Hunter’s Bar to find out what I could.  Although some of the next facts remain unclear I had stumbled into tricky politics.  There were three Amalgamated Engineering Union officers of the shop stewards’ committee  -  Turner (Chairman), Ray Gosling  (Secretary) and a deputy, Joe Basford, who seemed to have been sidelined and who stood somewhat aloof from them.  Turner and Ray did very little work.  They were effectively full-time union officials.  I did not know them well.  They kept some distance, and weren't often seen about the works.  Basford we knew better, but he didn’t tell us much about the union.  

What I had not realised was that Turner and Gosling seem to have spent a great deal of their time in the office of the company Safety Officer, using it, clearly with the connivance of the company, as a telephone base for national internal union intrigue.  BISAKTA appointed its General Secretary for life but the AEU elected its every two or three years.  (BISAKTA used to say that the AEU was ‘not so much a union, more an election’.)  Nationally the AEU was a perpetual battleground between the Communists and the rest.  Turner and his mate were against the Communists.  They may have ruled Humphreys through some real or imaginary threat or blackmail.

That evening at Hunter’s Bar Turner gave me a pretty complete list of who had gone, a widespread and fairly random-looking collection of individuals.  I was puzzled, because if the rumours about the company were to be believed much bigger surgery was needed and this list looked ‘neither here nor there’.  I did not see how it would save more than the meagre sum of their wages.  The next week I visited the works as usual, discreetly as I supposed, but worried about the low morale of everyone.  At the end of a week I was called to see Humphreys.  This had never happened before and I was not even sure where his office was.  On presenting myself I was met by the Safety Officer and taken and left alone in the latter’s office.  

Time passed, something like an hour.  At length I was taken to Humphreys’s office.  He sat me down but paced up and down behind his desk, in some agitation.  He pressed me to say that I was not happy as chaplain there and accused me of passing comments critical of management ‘on the shop floor’ and of reading company papers that I was not entitled to see.  All this I denied.  I had taken great care not to be critical of the company during my visits, because I could not see reason in what seemed to be going on and so suspected that there was a lot more I did not understand.  Anyway, nothing would have been served by my intervening.  Looking back later, I realised that the ‘critical’ bit ‘on the shop floor’ might have been meant by Humphreys to refer to my meeting with Turner in the latter’s house.  I did not make the connection because it did not cross my mind that ‘on the shop floor’ might have meant ‘in a house front room’.  Nor did I have any idea that Turner was close enough to Humphreys to be telling him of such matters.  In that I may have been naïve and mistaken.  ‘Reading company papers’ was also a mystery, but I subsequently wondered whether my long period alone in the Safety Officer’s office had not been a trap to catch me doing just that and be captured on some hidden camera (such things were much larger then than they are now). But I had no suspicion of that at the time.  I was sat a good 4 feet from any papers.  At the time I was expecting to be called at any moment and concerned to sit quietly and keep my wits about me and my emotions under control.  

After ten minutes or so of brow-beating Humphreys could see I was not going to budge so he asked me to agree not to enter the works again until he had had a chance to discuss all this with Michael Jackson, our Senior Chaplain.  This seemed reasonable and was completely within his power, so I agreed, and went and reported it all to Michael.  The meeting between Humphreys and Michael was postponed and postponed.  Our friends in Hadfield's began to grumble that I was not visiting and in fact neglecting my duties.  We met them not infrequently off the plant at Mission activities.  I had simply to dissemble.  

Months went by.  Eventually Michael put to me a plan to withdraw me from the company and replace me by John Rhodes.  It didn’t seem to me that there was any other way forward and I willingly agreed.  Michael then applied force majeur and wrote to Humphreys telling him that he would be bringing John to see him a week or so hence. I was told that when Humphreys received them he was shaking like a leaf.  Whatever other differences I had with Michael I felt that we were entirely at one in this situation, and that he had handled it masterfully.  

Only a couple of months later most of Hadfield's board of directors 'resigned'.  Cousins went ‘to apply his talents elsewhere’ and Humphreys retired.  Only the Finance Director remained, a person of whom we knew little but who seems to have been a lone sane voice.  Within a year Humphreys was dead and not long afterwards the whole company was split up for sale, the foundry going to a Scottish competitor, Weir, and the melting and rolling side to a previously unbelievably insignificant Sheffield company.  Eventually the whole lot closed and now lies under the M1 Tinsley Viaduct and the Meadowhall Centre.  It is hard to believe it ever existed, ornamented special steel making for the best part of a century, and gave me a valued and never-to-be-forgotten set of experiences.

-----------------------------------------------------------

8.
Peterborough Diocese, 1966-71  -  How Chaplains were trained and appointed
Frank Scuffham was appointed as the first Industrial Chaplain in the diocese by the Bishop, Robert Stopford, in 1960 but he was sent for a year or so to Sheffield to train with the team there, returning in 1961.  Stopford retired soon after and was succeeded by the Bishop of Kensington, Cyril Eastaugh.  Eastaugh was a tall patrician figure, the thirteenth child in his family  -  a circumstance by which we explained his success:  if, as a thirteenth child, you don’t have a bit of push you do not get any cornflakes!  He was married to Lady Laura Palmer, daughter of one of the Earls of Selborne, a very significant Anglican family of the earlier part of the twentieth century.  Cyril ate out of Frank’s hand.  We went to see him every six months or so and took him out to lunch in one of the pubs in Peterborough or walked round his old garden with its fig trees.  Though a doughty opponent of the official Anglican Methodist Conversations of the period he was a strong supporter locally of ecumenical experiments of a bold nature in Desborough and then in Corby.

It was our custom as Industrial Chaplains to the Bishop to submit a written report to the Diocesan Conference though in those pre-synodical days there was no requirement to do so.  Frank deemed it prudent that we play in public.  Parish clergy, we noted, never reported to anyone.  Their contribution to the church's mission was not doubted!  We had our enemies in the diocese, notably among the ‘virulent’ Catholics.  One year the Diocesan Conference was held in the large hall of a school in Wellingborough or Kettering.  Cyril was on the platform by himself, behind a large table.  When the Industrial Chaplaincy report was reached Cyril asked for questions.  It became apparent that the Catholics who happened to be sitting within earshot of us had concerted a plan of attack.  One of them rose to ask how the industrial chaplains were appointed and how they were trained.  In tones somewhere between ice and acid he emphasised his own university training in economics and hence the ground for his interest.  Frank, Martin Wright and I were whispering together to frame our reply.  It would be along the lines that a degree in economics was not as important for industrial chaplaincy as rooting in theology and that I had an Oxford degree in the subject while Martin had a London one ‘with distinction’.  We never reached our feet.  Cyril, on the platform, put both his hands on the table and half rose out of his seat:  ‘I appoint the Industrial Chaplains and I see that they are properly trained.’  He sat down again and there were no more questions.

-------------------------------------------------

9.
The Industrial Mission Association

Mollie Batten, the Director of William Temple College and an old crony of Leslie Hunter, used to gather together, every January, the leaders of the various industrial missions around the country and from the various churches.  This was an established structure.  When Ted Wickham left industrial mission in 1959 he wanted to keep his finger in this pie and he invited, at his own selection, some industrial missioners, including the whole of the Sheffield Industrial Mission staff, to periodic get-togethers.  These gatherings were held every six months or so and became known as ‘The Axis’.  As a result of the troubles in Sheffield in 1965-6, which had involved opprobrium for Ted, the organisation passed to John Rogan, Secretary of the Industrial Committee of the General Synod Board for Social Responsibility, until he, too, deemed it politic to get out altogether, and the ‘Axis’ collapsed.  Rogan’s boss, Edwin Barker, and his colleague, Tom Chapman, had been two of the troika that had effectively stamped approval on Jackson’s subversion of the SIM.  John Rogan had also been gathering more-or-less isolated people within commuting distance of London to periodic day meetings.  With John’s move, this too became threatened, though we soldiered on on our own for a while.  The Mollie Batten-type meeting of January 1967 or 1968 accordingly cast its net a little wider and people like me, not a Team Leader, were invited.  We made a fuss because Ian Mackay and Barry Parker were not invited, but we lost that battle.  At the meeting Nicholas Brown, Rogan’s successor at the General Synod, gave notice that he would not be offering the same service to industrial chaplains as Rogan had.  This caused some consternation and at the end of the meeting a number of people stayed on and resolved to form a self-help association.  


There was a postal ballot to approve the general idea and set up a working party to make concrete proposals, not excluding drafting a constitution.  We wrote to everybody we could think of who might be interested.  With what kind of foolhardiness I cannot now think we said we would not go ahead without an affirmative vote of 80% of those replying in a postal ballot (Sheffield had cast a deep gloom and there were many ancient rivalries which did not reduce suspicion and could have caused problems for a fledgling organisation).  The returning officer was Len Tyler, Mollie Batten’s successor at the William Temple Foundation.  The ballot succeeded by a few tenths of a percentage point, so all went ahead.  Richard Taylor (of Scunthorpe) chaired the working party, Pat Hughes (a layman in Lichfield) was the secretary and I was a member.  I drafted the constitution, with the help of Michael Auden, a senior partner of the solicitors Becke, Phipps, Northampton.  A meeting was then held at the central Congregational Church in Birmingham, chaired jointly by Len Tyler and Simon Phipps, just appointed Bishop of Horsham.  A subsequent postal ballot, with a 2/3 threshold, achieved over 90% support, and the IMA was in being.  We scored notable successes in early recognition from the British Council of Churches' Church and Industry Committee, and belatedly from the Church of England's Industrial Committee.  We got the Archbishop of Canterbury, Michael Ramsey, to our first national conference.  Ted Wickham consistently rubbished us.  I served as the IMA’s honorary secretary until 1975, calling the half-yearly meetings of the Central Co-ordinating Committee and publishing an 11-times a year newsletter.  I resigned in 1975 in favour of Ray Taylor of Newport.  No one had had the guts to oppose my re-elections, though there were mutterings every year.  I left IM altogether in 1979 and was subsequently valedicted from the IMA at one of its two-yearly national conferences, with among other things a presentation mock-up of CRUCIBLE which I was by then editing.  All good clean fun! 

------------------------------------------

10.
European Contact Group on Church and Industry  -  My joining, and being Treasurer

The European Contact Group on Church and Industry (ECG) was recognised from the late 1960s by the World Council of Churches' Urban Industrial Mission Secretary as its regional 'Advisory Group' partner for Europe, though it may have had a slightly earlier existence.  Each European country, West or East, was asked to send one or two representatives nominated by their national council of churches.  We were still in the middle of the Cold War but we had representation from East Germany, Hungary and Czechoslovakia though people from those countries were not necessarily able to attend every year.  In Britain the nominating body was the British Council of Churches.  I was a member of its Church and Industry Committee, ex officio as Secretary of the Industrial Mission Association.  In 1970 The Church of England had sought its own seat on ECG and Ted Wickham, for the General Synod Board for Social Responsibility Industrial Committee, had sent David Muston, uninvited, to the meeting in Agape in the Italian Alps.  He was received only as a guest and the two recognised British representatives (under the BCC) were recognised as myself and George Wilkie, the Church of Scotland’s Industrial Organiser.  

My appointment as ECG Treasurer was a political act at the annual conference of the ECG in Slagelse, Denmark, in 1971.  The obvious candidate had been Christa Springe but we were made aware by Günther Schultz that the German churches would not accept the ECG if Christa was appointed to any office in it.  This was because she had been on the staff of the Evangelical Academy at Bad Boll with Eberhardt Müller but had jumped ship to work at the Gossner Mission in Mainz-Kastel with Horst Symanowski  -  a more left-wing outfit.  She felt the slight of being passed over deeply, not so much for itself but for what it said about her standing in Germany.  I was the only other obvious person to take on the job even though I had only been a member of the Group for just over a year.  It was anticipated that this would lead to the Chairmanship in a year or two by a kind of cursus honorum.  Adolphe (‘Dölf’) Trüb, of Zürich, was the new Chairman, having been Treasurer.  He became my tutor in accounting, introducing me to the mysteries of double-entry book-keeping and giving me stationery to practise it with.

(After I succeeded Dölf in the chair I got Christa on to the Committee as Secretary, with Hendrik Jan ter Bals from the Netherlands as Treasurer in succession to myself.  I cannot now recall who suceeded me as Chairman, possibly Christa.) 

The bank account was with the Schweizerische Volksbank (SVB) in Bahnhofstrasse, Zürich.  This made me, in Harold Wilson’s pejorative phrase, one of the ‘Gnomes of Zürich’.  Trüb took me there once.  It was tall, dark, marbled, polished and lofty  -  a bit like NatWest’s headquarters in Lothbury that I visited years later.  Income came by grant from the World Council of Churches and donations from European churches or the delegates’ own organisations.  Expenditure was almost entirely for officers’ travel and an annual conference  -  fares for delegates and ‘pocket money’ for those who came from Eastern Europe and conference fees.  Operating the account from Croydon by post was no real problem but because UK payments overseas were subject to Bank of England exchange controls of £200 per year it became convenient to set up a secondary UK bank account and transfer any small balances once a year only.

I had fun!  The first conference I had to fund was in West Berlin in 1972.  Dölf did the donkeywork for that and he and I went to a bank in Charlottenburg to pick up cash.  Quite a rigmarole.  The conference I had to fund entirely on my own was in 1973 in Sijsele, near Bruges in Belgium.  As usual I wrote to Zürich asking for credit to be arranged at the local Belgian bank.   When we got to Belgium I got Hendrik Jan to drive me down to the village bank.  The clerk there looked puzzled but then recalled that he had sent the money back to Zürich because he ‘hadn’t got an account in the name of M. H. Atkinson’!  I was stranded.  The clerk could see my predicament and suggested I went to the parent branch in Bruges.  So off we went.  They recognised my story and confirmed what the village bank had said.  ‘But’, they said, ‘you have a very good bank in Zürich.  They said that they took instructions from you and not from us so they refused to accept the money back.  It is here’.  So that was all right.  

But there was a sequel.  At the end of the year I made up the accounts.  They were a long way out  -  over a thousand pounds.  We were always accustomed to discrepancies due to variations in exchange rates over the year between umpteen European countries but this amount was ridiculous.  I lost a lot of sleep over it.  One night the truth dawned.  The money was perhaps still in Bruges.  And so it proved.  Since I had never closed the account there they were still holding the balance for me.  In the end it all added up.  Quite an interesting learning experience.

-------------------------------------------------------------

11.
European Contact Group on Church and Industry  -  Getting the first WCC grant
Another experience in ‘high finance’ had come earlier, in 1972 at the World Council of Churches Advisory Group on Urban Industrial Mission meeting in Switzerland, near Geneva.  Dölf and I were the two delegates from the ECG.  I had flown to Zürich to do homework with him and he had then driven us via Bern, Thun, Gstaad and the Diablerets.  It was my first encounter in the flesh with WCC and its doings.  My account of it on return to Britain read, said Brian Cordingley, ‘like the report of a visit to Mars’.  'Many a true word is spoken in jest'.  That, in fact, was how it felt at the time and it was close to the truth.  The Group's motto was 'Mission in Six Continents'  -  how it would appear from Mars.  It was very exciting.  Cartigny is a village near the Rhône’s entry to France and we walked steeply down to it during a gap in the programme, in beautiful spring weather.  The village church was oriented for seating through ninety degrees, as was the big church in Geneva.  Very practical, I felt.  The other fourteen or so delegates came from all continents.  Over the new few years they became my very good friends.  I heard all the regional reports, as well as the tentative one Dölf made for Europe.  

A David Jenkins anecdote.  Cartigny was close to Geneva and the UIM Group (left-wing, grass-roots, and funded through separate accounts) was so suspect to the WCC mainstream that we had a succession of visitors to come and look at us.  Two were programmed.  Werner Simpfendörfer addressed us on ‘Ideology’.  His gist was that the dominance of the English language in the WCC was oppressive to most participants.  He was followed by David, who was Secretary then of the Humanum study.  He was to address us on ‘Theology’.  Taking a mental cue from Simpfendörfer, he launched off in French and sustained it for about five minutes before confessing himself unable to go further unless in English.  Of course, few of us had followed him.  I had, and so had Dölf.  Apart from us, maybe only François Mbea from Cameroun had stayed with David, as he had French as his third language.  Everyone else had switched off after the first few sentences.  One down to Simpfendörfer.

The high finance bit came on the final morning.  I had been up until four in the morning knocking the ‘final report’ into English.  It had been drafted by people from several nations.  As a suspect imperialist Briton I had been kept well away from the drafting but when it came to the crunch they needed me for the language.  (When they finally saw it after it had been typed a very radical US black Methodist, Negail Riley, beamed all over his face.  ‘That’s just beautiful!’ he said.  I had learned how to hit the spot.)  Meanwhile regions were submitting budgets for the WCC’s ‘Askings List’.  This was all new to me.  I was sitting between Dölf and George Todd who was then, with Negail, North American Region delegate.  My mind idly wandering from attending to the region in hand I noticed George scribbling what looked like a list and I took a surreptitious peek at it.  It seemed to be a North American Region Askings list.  It had not occurred to me that North America would ask for money as well as provide it.  It had not occurred to me that Europe might ask for itself as it also funded a huge whack of the WCC’s world budget askings, mostly as a result of the German church tax.  I passed Dölf a note.  ‘Let’s go outside’ he whispered.  We sat down and in ten minutes drew up a European Askings List which we presented on our return.  It got some funny looks but passed muster  - perhaps, politically, it had to.  I imagine the staff (the Indian Harry Daniel as Secretary and Masao Takenaka of Japan in the chair) guessed that we might have cooked it up on the spur of the moment.  It committed us to doing some ‘training’ and a useful booklet came out of that (masterminded by myself and Dölf) but it was really barefaced cheek.  But if North America could seek funding why should not Europe?  

-----------------------------------------------------------

APPENDIX I

Leaving Industrial Mission (newly written 2007)

After the best part of 20 years in IM, aged 45, I left IM.  There had been attempts in 1968 to lure me away to academic life in Canberra, and in 1975 to headhunt me for Church House's Industrial Secretary job.  I had also pondered switching to personnel management, but realised that I was committed to ministry with the Church, long term.  I refused the Church House bait because it was a five-year contract, and the end of it would have coincided with my sons' O and A levels period.  I did not fancy being jobless and homeless at that stage.  However, things moved on and by 1979 I was more ready to take a chance. 


I had also become tired of IM.  I was in my third post, and circumstances were not improving.  I had had a good Bishop in Northampton (Cyril Eastaugh) and another in Croydon (John Hughes) but John had retired and been succeeded by Stuart Snell who developed policy by 'speaking  with [Sts.] Paul and John' in the evening.  The church of England seeks, it seems, to preserve its via media by appointing a bishop of diametrically opposing view to his immediate predecessor  -  thus, like governments, being unable to sustain any single long-term vision or even individual piece of work.  Amateurish, not serious.  When I came to Croydon in 1971 I had had a first-class lieutenant in David Curwen and a team of ten or more Assistant Chaplains  -  vicars or curates.  But the numbers of curates available had fallen drastically in a very few years and mission to a third of a million people rested on the shoulders of two of us.  By 1979 further ministerial cuts were sought and my own appointment was under scrutiny.  Time to go.


Ever since leaving Sheffield in 1966 (or the womb, maybe) I had been expanding my interests.  While in Northampton I had taught WEA classes in world poverty and industrial psychology and sociology.  I had also learned some of that under Leicester University.  We had real-life experiments on our doorstep at Scott Bader in Wellingborough (I was briefly Community Director there), Ratby Engineering in Leicester and Texas Instruments in Bedford.  I had tutored an HND course in industrial sociology at Leicester Polytechnic (now De Montfort University) and tested out my knowledge by taking half of the exams for the Institute of Personnel Management  -  the theoretical half  -  and done well.  I had secretaried into existence the IMA and come into touch with the ECG.  On moving to Croydon the IMA and ECG work had burgeoned, and I had been drawn into diocesan committees.  But the representation and committee work was not 'for ever' and I needed a new full-time challenge and some stability of hope.  Giles Ecclestone now sought me again, this time to be appointed as Research Officer in the General Synod Board for Social Responsibility, with a half task in criminal justice (picking up my Oxford studies and interests) and the other half undefined.  My first assignment was in international affairs with South Africa and my second a two-year study and publication on industrial relations (Winters of Discontent, 1981).  A bit more opportunity to 'move and shake' than had been left to me in IM.  I was valedicted from IM work at an IMA Conference at Swanwick, and presented with a mock-up of CRUCIBLE (which I was by then editing) shown as 'CRUCIFY', but I retained my membership of IMA at least until 1997.  I contributed an historical memoir of the Association for its Silver Jubilee Newsletter of 1993.

The IM history of promise and disappointment continued to haunt me, as these memoirs show.  My old colleague, Brian Cordingley, had been wiser.  Early on he had mused, of Hendrijk Jan ter Bals, 'if you start at the top, there is only one way to go'.  IM under Hunter and Wickham really was 'the tops'!

---------------------------------------------

APPENDIX II

Hard Labour  -  Hadfield's Ltd., 1957
As mentioned in part 3 I spent, at Ted Wickham's invitation, some months doing shop-floor three-shift work in a major Sheffield steelworks.  I was lodged with Mr and Mrs Hogg, in Southey Green.  They were the parents of Ron Hogg, of Firth Vickers, who was one of the Mission’s strongly supportive lay people.  (I did not know that, but it made no difference to me).  Mr. Hogg had not worked in steel.  He had been a railway engine driver and was now retired.  He was also quite ill with cancer, though, again, I did not know that to begin with.  I was to pay them normal rent and they were to give me a bedroom in their 1930s or 1940s small, semi-detached council house, and feed me.

All the steel made in Sheffield was ‘special’ (i.e. not structural steel, which Sheffield contemptuously referred to as ‘clog-iron’).  Outside Sheffield the only significant producers of special steels were at Round Oak in the Midlands and Panteg in South Wales.  Many of those companies' key personnel were ex-Sheffielders (Desmond Halahan from Steel, Peech and Tozer’s at Round Oak and a manager from Fox’s at Panteg).  I was fixed up with a job at Hadfield's, at their Vulcan Road works, at the end of the tramline from central Sheffield.  Hadfield's was a late nineteenth-century creation, building on the discoveries and patents of Sir Robert Hadfield, which were largely in the realm of high-manganese steels (c.70% Mn, 30% Fe).  These were work-hardening steels, and their main uses, outside armaments, were in awkward or vulnerable heavy-use applications like railway crossing points, which were expensive to repair and replace, also wagon wheel tyres, digger-bucket teeth, and so on.  The company was well respected and was large, with about 4,000 employees, most of them at Vulcan Road.  There was a Siemens open hearth melting shop of four furnaces with nominal capacities of 48 tons (one furnace) and 36 tons (the other three).  There was also an electric arc shop, a rolling mill, a heavy forge, a foundry and a machine shop, as well as smaller plants, like a precision castings shop using the ‘lost-wax’ process.  

It was three-shift working in the open hearth melting shop, on the pitside.  Hours were 6 a.m. Sunday to 10 p.m. Friday, with ‘optional’ overtime on Saturday to noon (or perhaps 2 p.m.).  It was very hard and very hot work, necessitating the wearing of steel-shod clogs, anything else being dried out and cracked within hours.  I was placed in the open-hearth shop, on the pit side.  The melting floor was set about 15 feet above ground level.  The pit side was at ground level but had a row of pits on the melting floor opposite the row of furnaces, in which were set up the ingot moulds to receive the steel after it had been cast from the furnaces into a large ladle, slung by a travelling overhead crane.  Within each pit the moulds were grouped in fours around a central ‘trumpet’.  The steel was ‘teemed’ by an up-and-over lever-controlled stopper arrangement down the clay-lined trumpet and then through refractory clay pipes set in an iron base plate up into the moulds from their bottoms.  (Steel is molten at a lower temperature than iron and clay.  The iron moulds were filled from the bottom to avoid turbulence and splashing and also to minimise wear from the heavy falling molten steel.)  The whole contraption was lined with refractory bricks and clay, and it all had to be dismantled, re-bricked and patched and re-erected after each cast.  There were a number of such arrangements in each pit capable together of dealing with a 48-ton cast into 36 cwt. moulds.  When the trumpets and mould had been newly set up for the next cast, on top of each was placed a head consisting of an inverted truncated pyramid of iron lined with refractory bricks and patched with clay.  A team of three or four pitmen attended each pit, to strip the pits when the ingots had cooled sufficiently, stack them in piles, three, three and three, on the sandy floor, lift out the iron moulds and trumpets, break out the feeder steel from the trumpets and the pipes and send it for remelting, knock out or patch the brick and clay linings and reset all every time with new piping in the pit.  Pits sometimes had to be completely rebricked if lifting the ingots and trumpets had damaged them badly. 

My job, along with the other head patchers and stampers ('Assistant Pit-helpers', officially) was to have hoisted off the mould heads already so as to permit the ingots to be lifted by crane out of the moulds by their ‘lifters’.  The heads were then inverted so as to be able to have their linings remade with clay.  When the pit had been re-laid we then had to reset the mould heads ready for the next cast.  A blacksmith in the shop had bent a supply of 1" steel bars, one of which, suspended on a wire was hung by the pit-helpers in the top of each mould, to act as a 'lifter' for the crane to pull the ingot out of the mould after a cast after it had cooled sufficiently.  The pit-helpers’ final job was to be ready with a shovel and a sack of vermiculite to put some into the top of each mould head the moment the mould had been filled, to keep the heat in and slow down the process of cooling.  This prevented the formation of a spongy ‘pipe’ down the centre of the ingot, which would have rendered it useless for rolling into bars or rods for sale.  Occasionally there would be small quantities of alloy to be thrown into the moulds.  The cycle of work was governed by the time taken for a new charge of scrap and ore and alloys to be melted and brought up from cold to casting temperature (about 1,620oC).  This varied between six and twelve hours.  Shifts were eight hours (6 a.m. to 2 p.m., 2 p.m. to 10 p.m., 10 p.m. to 6 a.m.) so the team on a furnace could expect to work most of one such cycle every shift, though what point the process had reached when one clocked on one could not guess at.  Occasionally one would work a ‘round-up’, seeing the whole cycle at one’s own pit be completed within the one shift.

I was fascinated by the technical process of getting 48 tons of white-hot molten steel into 36 cwt. moulds.  The ingenuity of all involved, past and present, I admired.  I also liked the people.  The chemistry I did not understand, or question.  That became more of an interest in later years, when I was a chaplain at Fox’s in Stocksbridge.  The people were very hierarchically arranged.  The office had its manager and its foreman and its clerks.  These people we rarely saw.  They came out to watch the cast, sometimes.  The melting floor was one mini-society and the pitside another.  Each furnace had a first-hand, a second- and a third-hand melter (sometimes a fourth).  The senior first-hand worked on the top furnace, the next senior on the second and so on.  The same with the second melters.  If a first-hand was off sick his place was taken by the first-hand on the next lower furnace, and then all below him in the hierarchy ‘moved up’.  The last first-hand’s place was taken by the senior second-hand, and so on.  This same seniority ladder system applied on the pitside, and very widely, if not universally, throughout the industry.  At Arthur Lee’s Bessemer Road wire mill which I got to know some years later, when a roller retired the next senior man was entitled to claim the promotion, on a fortnight’s trial.  Only if he could not do the job could management intervene and choose a replacement.  

Whatever the weaknesses in such a system it did mean that the job was thoroughly well known before one occupied it, in both the technical and the personal chemistry aspects.  Steel melting shops were characterised by extreme heat, light, dust and noise, as well as high-value product and personal danger, and smooth team working relationships were essential.  The noise was only to a slight degree due to the cranes and other bits of machinery.  Mostly it was the draught to the furnaces, blown hot air  -  a part of the Siemens process.  It was often difficult to speak to colleagues, and sign language over distance and under stress requires familiarity with each individual’s character and style.  The setting was made for theatre.  There was no real protective clothing.  On the pitside we wore heavy felt-like aprons, gloves, cellular cotton sweat rag scarves and our own hats and steel-shod clogs.  Attending a cast one pulled one’s hat down over one’s eyes and put the end of one’s sweat rag in one’s mouth thus reducing one’s exposure to the heat and light to a small chink through which one could peer at the job.  I don’t think we had dark glasses, apart from the ladlemen.  These made up their own team of three or four who teemed the ladle into the trumpets and then after each cast patched it, remade its nozzle and serviced its lever system.  They were part of us, but top of our pile.

At the bottom of the pile on the pitside were the labourers, who brushed the place up a bit and did odd jobs.  One of ours was an old toothless man, Jotty Holt, who was lame.  He never held a brush but was wholly employed attending to a small oven or furnace for drying the quantities of sand which were needed and which, if even a trace damp, would have exploded on contact with the steel.  On the melting floor, the lowest rank were the charge-wheelers, who loaded scrap into pans with a magnet crane.  The pans were emptied through the furnace doors by a mechanical charger, which whizzed along the melting floor a couple of feet from the ground as a kind of overhead suspended crane, picking up the pans by the end with a slot and spigot system and then turning them over inside the furnace to empty them.  This made the melting floor a dangerous place for visitors.  I once spent a week on nights charge-wheeling, fill an absence or a gap in recruitment.  I think it paid a bit more than my role on the pitside.  I was taken with the lovely colours of the spiral stainless steel scrap turnings from the torching, grinding or (in this case) planing operation to take the outer skin off the ingots before rolling.  The lovely hues were caused by tempering as the turnings had cooled.  I stole a small one and kept it as a souvenir for many years, lethally rough as it was.

Although the working conditions were most unpleasant they were not really dangerous, as long as one kept one’s wits about one, and people did look out for each other.  Steel is very elastic, and molten steel splashes and sparks are usually infinitesimally small.  The result of getting caught by one was usually no more than a pinprick on one’s flesh or in one’s clothing.  Slag was another matter.  It cooled more slowly and became treacly and sticky.  Getting some of that on one caused a very nasty burn.  I was only aware of one such occasion, when Big Tom, the Second Ladleman, got some on his arm.  His turn of language was normally picturesquely crude, but faced with real pain he became literally speechless.  Words were quite inadequate to express his rage and the slight he felt at his manhood being challenged by a small chance slurp of dross.

The works' canteen was miles away.  We had a ‘snap’ cabin, which just about accommodated the thirty or forty of us on the pitside.  It was a lean-to on the side of the shop.  The chargehand, Albert, a former First Ladleman, had his little office next door.  Other than this place, we scrounged for ourselves wooden boxes, usually the ones in which the refractory bricks were supplied, and these we knocked up into lockers for aprons and mashing cans.  They were handed on to new recruits when one left (the pitside population was a bit ephemeral, especially at the lower end where I was).  Some people preferred to take their snap there rather than fraternise.  Because of the cyclical but varying nature of the process there was nearly always someone in the cabin, but rarely everybody, except at the beginning of the first shift of the week.  

We had our characters.  I have mentioned Jotty Holt and Big Tom.  Jotty usually stayed by his furnace.  Tom was a ladleman, the biggest man in the shop, young and not all that long out of National Service, where he was said to have been in the Guards.  He had some large chip on his shoulder and acted big most of the time, though underneath and in private conversation out of work he was a gentle fellow.  I bumped into him once on a tram after I had been ordained.  He was married and I think having trouble in conceiving children which again, affronted him.  

His First Ladleman was George Harry Foster who ranked top on the pitside, (somewhat along with the senior pitman who was somewhat surly and did not mix  -  I don’t ever remember seeing him in the cabin).  Harry and Big Tom, as unlike as chalk and cheese, had a mutual respect that amounted to real affection  -  father and son.  Harry was the most intelligent of us all.  Though not the union rep he almost alone could work out everyone’s pay packet.  The system of rates and bonuses was complex, shift bonuses, tonnage bonuses, 1914 Agreement (six shifts paid for five worked) and so on.  Harry had been an insurance salesman after war service and could advise on most aspects of life, but Hadfield's paid better.  He was slight and not at all the kind of build that his job seemed to require.  He had a grotesquely guying way of screeching out at the top of his voice the first few words of the pop song, ‘Cry’ (an old National Service favourite): ‘IF YOUR SERWEETHEART sends a ledder of goodbye  .  .  .’  Harry and I (and Big Tom) became great friends and he came to my ordination in Sheffield Cathedral in 1958.  I have still a letter he wrote to me then (31/000121).  He had a nice wife, Enid, and two children.  After I had returned to Sheffield and  moved on from Hadfield's, while still in his early forties he had a heart attack at work.  I was told that Big Tom had picked him up like a baby and carried him on to Albert’s table, but that it had been impossible to save him.  I didn’t get to know about his death for quite a while, because Enid had not known how to get hold of me.  I missed him then and still do.

People were known mainly by a nickname.  Among those on the pitside we had Julius Skuzenas (a Pole washed up from the War), Len McElhoney (a Scot) and his Sheffield brother-in-law.  There was Ernie (from the street behind the Salutation Inn on Attercliffe Common), Black Bob, Bang-Bang and two Irishmen.  One was a tearaway youngster with a shock of red hair and a sharp jaw who had probably overstated his age in order to get the job (shift work was regulated).  The other was a flatter-faced somewhat older and steadier lad.  The youngster had the foulest mouth in the shop.  Language was always fruity, something I had not anticipated in Civvy Street.  The theatricality of the setting encouraged it.  The Irish lad’s commonest comment on anything (or nothing) was ‘F**k’n’ Jairsus’.  A common response to him from the rest of the shop was, ‘Talk f***in’ English!’  On arriving for one Sunday morning shift he accosted his mate thus, ‘Did you go down the dance last night?  Was there fight’n’?’  Big Tom would often bawl out above the din, about nothing in particular, ‘THE REV, THE F***IN’ REV’.  (I had told them all I was going to be ordained.  They had known I was a ‘student’ and had not pressed me to join the union, BISAKTA, the British Iron & Steel and Kindred Trades Association, but I had insisted on joining.)  Ernie was the local wit (only a mile or so from home).  He had about six children and confided, ‘I wish I had sixteen kids  -  and all out workin’’.  There was one Afro-Caribbean in the shop, a fairly senior pitman, though on another shift from ours.  Everyone else was white.

One person easy to overlook was Stan, the crane-driver.  He spent almost the whole shift aloft on the travelling gantry crane.  Apart from odd jobs one of his two main tasks was to take the ladle, weighing 30-40 tons and hold it under the furnace launder to receive the 48-ton cast.  Operating with thick furnace glasses to protect him from the glare he then had to position the ladle's nozzle (invisible to him as it was on the underside of the red-hot 100-ton load) inch-perfect over the trumpet.  He was, of course, guided to a degree by the ladlemen.  After one trumpet and its moulds had been teemed he had to travel to the next trumpet and take the swing out of the ladle, ready for the next teeming.  He it was who stripped the pit, piling the red-hot ingots and then slinging them out of the shop altogether.  Very often the ingots stuck in the moulds and both came out of the pit together.  Then Stan and a pithelper upended them.  If the ingot still stuck Stan swung the upturned mould back and forth in the shop and banged it into one of the already empty moulds (not recommended latterly).

The shifts were pretty well separate from one another  -  hence what we in the IM recognised as 'esprit de shift'.  So most of us didn’t know the people on the other shifts.  We met them only in passing at the clocks.  The seniors however would usually make a point of connecting with their ‘oppo's’ on the incoming shift, to acquaint them with the state the job had got in the cycle.  Just occasionally one of the seniors would swap a shift for some personal reason.  The seniority rule about moving up did not apply in such cases.  It did apply if one was more than fifteen minutes late clocking in.  That caused one to be 'half-houred’ (loss of so much pay) and also demotion to labouring, one’s job being taken by the next in line.  At the end of one shift my ‘mate’ didn’t come in, and there were no spare people.  The rule in that case was that I had to stay and fill the place, so I worked sixteen hours ‘on the trot’.  One night, the work was so light I lay down on a bag of vermiculite and fell asleep.  I overslept the end of the shift and clocked out several hours late.  They didn’t pay me for it, of course, and they never enquired why the hour total on my card was funny.

Being there for experience I was not averse to taking a walk-about round the works if I could, though there weren’t too many opportunities.  I put my nose into the two neighbouring shops, the electric arc furnaces to the west of the open hearths, and the rolling mill on the east.  I didn’t venture far into either because of the obvious hazards and the way I attracted quizzical looks.  I was luckier with the heavy forge, even further east.  There I was able to see a large, 'rosy' ingot, about 40 tons perhaps, being squeezed and squeezed again like a tube of toothpaste down to a good half of its original diameter before it got too cool and was sent back for re-heating.  The foundry and the machine shops were still further east and I did not get as far as them.

One of the more dramatic moments in our own shop was the handling of a 48-ton ingot.  It had been cast by an earlier shift and was lying on its side on the pitbed, still rosy.  We had to get the crane’s chains around it so that it could be slung.  The chains were quite short, and heavy enough themselves to be able to cope with a 48-ton load, so we had to pull very hard with our wire hooks to get them out at a sufficient angle to clear the end of the ingot and slide underneath it.  We were already very hot and we were being dragged by the weight of the chains nearer to the red-hot mass than we liked.

Generally I went to work from Southey by a couple of trams but sometimes I cycled.  It was all right going, downhill, but a long pull back home, uphill after a shift.  It gave me a lot of thinking time, though.  One morning, in a bright autumn dawn, I saw what I took to be the Russian Sputnik, the first artificial satellite, traversing the sky at some speed.  People say I must have been mistaken, but nonetheless, whatever the reality was, the image remains very clear in my memory.  It said that there was a lot yet to be discovered out there, and my future called me to participate in it somehow, when I had got through all the preparatory hoops.  I looked forward to that.  

                                          ---------------------------------------------------------

APPENDIX III

The Sheffield 'crisis' of 1963-6

This is a long story.  What follows is a brief version!  I was due to join SIM on 1 January 1960, but in October 1959 Ted wrote to tell me he was leaving.  He asked me to see him.  We agreed that his departure made no difference to my commitment to the work and I did indeed begin, as planned, a couple of months later.  Michael Jackson had become Senior Chaplain in succession to Ted.  Michael’s appointment was not viewed by Leslie Hunter as ideal and ‘Three Wise Men’ were asked to keep a bit of an eye on things  - Robin Woods (Archdeacon of Sheffield and later Dean of Windsor and Bishop of Worcester), Gerry Hollis (Rector of Armthorpe and later Vicar of Rotherham and Archdeacon of Birmingham) and Stephen Burnett (Diocesan Director of Education).  Exactly why Leslie was so hesitant about Michael I don’t know.  In later years he said to me, ‘Who else was there?’  SIM was world-famous.  Eminent theologians and church leaders had beaten a path to Ted’s door.  He boasted that his visitors’ book had entries from more than forty countries.  There was no British figure outside Sheffield comparable to Ted.  His was the intellectual leadership in British industrial mission though many of his rivals disagreed with him (and with Leslie) on theological fundamentals.  There were not outsiders close enough to the work to be considered for appointment.  Leslie was very defensive and protective of SIM and would not have taken risks he did not need to.  So he looked inside.  Michael Brooke had left in 1957 to begin work in Manchester.  Whether Brooke would have been, or even was, considered, I do not know.  Philip Bloy had long been planning to leave for work in Zambia.  He did in fact leave on April 30 1960.  Margaret Kane, Bill Matthews and John Rogan had each had only three years on the staff.  Bill Wright was only on secondment, from Durham, as was, rather more briefly, Frank Scuffham from Peterborough.  Brian Cordingley was an even more recent recruit.  That left Michael Jackson, who, in any case, must have been a strong candidate, if not the strongest, to succeed Ted.

Michael had a Cambridge degree, I think in history, and had trained at Wells Theological College.  He had good contacts with John A. T. Robinson, Dean of Clare College and eventual author of the best-selling Honest to God, a popularisation of the theological thinking of Bultmann, Bonhoeffer and Tillich, all Wickham favourites.  Michael also brought Hugh Montefiore, another Cambridge New Testtament scholar and champion of Robinson, to a works weekend conference.  In 1954 Michael had begun shop-floor work at Firth Brown’s in Sheffield while a layman and had become a shop steward.  He had then been ordained while continuing at Firth Brown’s as a worker-priest.  Contrary to other people’s experience (Tony Williamson at Morris Cowley) Michael’s ordination presented some problems in the works.  Management said they did not feel as free to deal with him as a shop steward as they had been when he was still a layman.  I know no more than that, but the upshot was that in 1955 Michael left the shop floor and joined SIM as a chaplain.  He had thus had five year’s experience on the team before Ted left.

Michael inherited a young team, and was only 35 years old himself.  He had a confident, but not too confident, air and, though rather a private person, was not unapproachable at first.  He was an ‘intellectual’ in our understanding of the phrase (which was Ted’s understanding, derived from C. Wright Mills, ‘people who live from or off ideas’).  One of Michael’s dreams for his team was that we would be contributing to journals of one kind or another.  He liked my approach and nominated me to write a piece about the mission for a book on ministry masterminded by Trevor Beeson, then a parish priest in Stockton and later Dean of Winchester.  John Rogan and Michael, both historians, were kindred spirits and there was much intellectual backchat among us, which to a degree threatened to marginalise some of us, though we were all given encouragement.  The ‘three wise men’ were not much in evidence.

I still do not comprehend how and why the change took place, or even when, but I can recall some significant episodes.  Lutterworth, Ted’s publishers, had encouraged us to produce a book of essays about industrial mission.  I have one of the proof copies.  A number of us wrote chapters.  Some general chapters were to be written by Michael.  I do not recall seeing all of the material until it was in page-proof form.  Michael then showed it to Mollie Batten, and I think Leslie and Ted.  Whoever saw it did not like it, and under their advice or pressure Michael unilaterally pulled it.  When he told us we were upset and mystified.  Michael pointed at chapters written by Margaret Kane and Ian Mackay (who had not long been on the team and who had contributed a vigorous sociological chapter).  We, on the other hand, did not think that some of Michael’s chapters were all that strong.  There was at first a 'side-show' in which John Rogan, who was by now on the staff of the General Synod, would conceal authorship of his chapter and it would be attributed to me in addition to my own piece.  I am sure this suggestion came to us via Michael, and, although it seemed a very strange way of going about things, we had agreed.  In any case, the project sank, but it left some disturbing gurgles.

In November 1963 Penry Jones made a mid-week programme for ITV at Samuel Fox’s in Stocksbridge where I was ‘King’ (in our shorthand: there was also a ‘Crown Prince’ so that I had backup).  Ted, returned from Manchester, was the ‘star’.  It took about a week of wheeling and dealing.  At the end of it all I felt a bit sour that Michael had taken the lead and had not done what I thought he might to involve me in the arrangements, and, more important, that he had missed the rare opportunity of top-level management contacts which the programme had necessitated to play me in and strengthen my work in the company.  I went to see him by appointment on the Friday to complain to him at his home, face to face.  I had a fair enough hearing and drew a personal line under the matter.  Michael must have brooded on this all weekend because, at the staff meeting on Monday morning, he cancelled the business during which one of was due to introduce a ‘think-piece’ ('Reith Lecture', we used to call these monthly events) and instead read us a lecture of his own about ‘team loyalty, symbolised in loyalty to the Senior Chaplain’.  This was not behaviour to which we were accustomed, and we went away disturbed.  This was all in December 1963.  Michael issued a written memorandum of the event, showing how seriously he took it.  I did not clearly link it to our meeting the previous week.  There must have been a lot more going on in Michael’s mind of which we had known nothing.

It is not easy to be precise about the next dates but Ian Mackay and Barry Parker (another new member of staff) began to get up Michael’s nose with their drinking habits and their use of foul language.  Michael could always be a bit ‘prissy’ about such things but I and others respected Ian and Barry for the value of their work in important factories, Ian in Steel, Peech and Tozer and Barry in the English Steel Corporation.  If pressed I would characterise their style as more juvenile than it need have been, but it clearly upset Michael very seriously and he found no way of containing it or affirming the contributions they were making along with it, or in spite of it.  

From here, everything went downhill for two years.  A ball-by-ball account would be impossible now, and by nature would be one-sided only.  Anyone interested could do a great deal with my archive.  The complete file is deposited at the John Rylands University of Manchester Library, though I have kept photocopies of a large number of the items.  There were constant analyses and self-examinations, and more after the events of 1966.  They are on file.  The upshot was, however, that out of a staff of eight four were dismissed (Ian, Barry, David Wright and Peter Dodd) and three resigned (Margaret Kane, John Rhodes and myself), leaving by September 1966 only Michael and his newest recruit, Andrew Stokes (later Precentor of Lincoln Cathedral). 

Michael presented the problem as a theological one, in danger of appearing to be a managerial one.  He had certainly gone back on his earlier liberal and pro-Leslie and Ted theological stance and taken up what we did not realise had been an earlier, more Evangelical position, and one in line with the approach of Leslie’s successor as Bishop, F John Taylor.  Ken Lewis, a young senior manager at English Steel Corporation and a member of the Bishop’s Committee, wrote to Bishop Taylor giving his view that Michael Jackson’s management style was indefensible.  Taylor differed, relying on Bill Sayles, a Divisional Manager with the National Coal Board in Doncaster.  Sayles was, or became, a pillar of the General Synod BSR Industrial Committee.  That was before he was found guilty and fined £20,000 for a supporting role in the infamous John Poulson fraud case.

Taylor was rather a sad figure.  He had come from being Principal of Wycliffe Hall in Oxford where he and I had met each other in 1955 or 1956 when I was prospecting for a theological college.  His reputation was that of what was later called an ‘open’ evangelical.  It was believed that Donald Coggan, the Archbishop of York, had wanted Taylor to redress the supposed excesses of Leslie Hunter.  Leaving from his consecration he suffered a paralysing stroke and deferred his enthronement for some months, questioning whether he ought to resign, but determining to carry on.  He made quite a considerable physical recovery, but his friends said he had retreated into a more conservative evangelicalism.  Sadly he lost his daughter in a car accident and died relatively young not long after.  In November 1980 The Guardian noticed his retirement and referred quite explicitly and almost exclusively to his part in the SIM controversy.  What a way to be remembered!

Some highlights:

1. One day when I was travelling with Michael on our own, possibly to the ‘Axis’ meeting at Leicester in June 1965 but maybe much earlier, he asked me, ‘How do you see your career?’  It was a question I had never even considered.  I assumed you were ordained to do the job that lay before you, not to plan your moves.  I wondered what he had thought, and when?

2. At that ‘Axis’ meeting in Leicester in June 1965 I was approached by Bob Gibson, Senior Chaplain of South London Industrial Mission (then the next biggest after Sheffield), to see if I was interested in moving to join him.  Other colleagues were approached also.  Michael had suggested these approaches.  Yet, only a day or two before, at a frigid brief staff meeting to discuss the trip he had warned acidly, ‘Don’t get into the cattle-market’.  Clearly he regarded that as his job!

3. By mid-1965 it seemed to us that Michael had lost his way and needed space to re-find it.  The Stephenson Fellowship at Sheffield University, which he was due to take up in the autumn, seemed to us to be ideal.  In mid-September Taylor appointed Margaret Kane and I as Joint Acting Leaders.  I went on holiday for a week a couple of days later and the moment I was gone Jackson sent Mackay a letter of dismissal and a more ambiguous kind of notice to Barry Parker.  Margaret and I had a team of seven before I went away and one of five by the time I returned seven days later.  Jackson said he had not involved us in the decision so that we would be in a position to carry it out cleanly, without having to carry responsibility for its formation.  He had no idea what kind of people we were.  We tried for a month to see how to carry things on but it became clear that for none of our colleagues was the situation sustainable.  We decided to force matters to a decision by re-appointing Mackay and Parker until Michael should return from his year of sabbatical absence.  The Bishop overruled us so we threw in our hand.  Michael’s sabbatical effectively ended and the collapse then ran its course.  Before he left the University Michael called a staff meeting in one of the rooms there.  He gave a view on some aspect of the staff troubles which contradicted an earlier utterance made in the presence of outsiders.  When we queried how the new line fitted in with the old, he merely responded, ‘Oh, that was for the birds’.

4. We kept our troubles to ourselves for a long time  -  eighteen months to two years  -  which was quite an achievement given the very public nature of our work.  We thought that what we were hearing from Michael was so at variance with what he had thought before that he was going through some kind of crisis and minor madness and would eventually come out again in the old frame of mind.  After all, not long before the problems blew he had received Paul van Buren as a guest and commended him to us and far and wide.  (Van Buren was an American theologian who published with SCM Press on The Secular Meaning of the Gospel.  He might be described as a ‘post-Bultmannian’.  We learned later that in February 1966 Jackson had given a talk at Westcott House, Cambridge in which he had specifically declared that he felt it necessary for industrial chaplains to have heard Van Buren and been able to refute him.  There had been very little discussion of van Buren among the staff.  It sounded as though Jackson was either obfuscating, or clutching at straws to defend a very untidy position.)  Eventually, the secret came out, in November 1965, possibly but not certainly as a result of a slight indiscretion from Barry Parker at the Tinsley Park works of the English Steel Corporation.  (If there had been a leak I have no view at all as to whether it might have been deliberate.)  One of the people there had a son who worked on the Sheffield Telegraph.  He telephoned the Bishop to seek confirmation and the Bishop revealed  rather more than we thought was wise or helpful  -  and much more than we would have done.  The cat was out of the bag.  We said nothing, so the press flailed around a bit, but eventually it became clear that the lid could no longer be kept on things.  It seemed to me that what the world needed (if it was at all interested) and what SIM deserved was something better than shadow-boxing via the news team on the Sheffield Telegraph, so I telephoned Christopher Driver, an old Oxford friend who was then Home Page or Features Editor of The Guardian.  He invited me to see him at their offices in Gray’s Inn Road.  He introduced me to Geoffrey Moorhouse, an eminent Guardian writer, and the upshot was that Moorhouse came to Sheffield for inside of a week and, armed with his paper’s and his own prestige, obtained interviews with the Bishop, Michael and ourselves.  In March 1966 therefore, news, and considered discussion of our troubles, came out to a wider audience and things took off from there.  I did not, of course, reveal my part in all this, seemingly not even to my colleagues.  Certainly Ian Mackay, writing in May 1966, did not know how The Guardian had come to be involved. 

5. In February 1966 a meeting was held of the ‘Bishop’s Committee’ in a room in Sheffield Cathedral.  This body had been a kind of sounding board that Leslie had kept.  It rarely met and maybe had not previously been convened by Bishop Taylor.  Staff other than the Senior Chaplain had never attended and we had little knowledge of its proceedings.  We looked forward, however, to this new development as we hoped it might expose the perilousness of Michael’s and the Bishop’s position and provide an opportunity for us to vindicate ourselves.  Not a bit of it.  Michael delivered a prepared tirade against Ted and his ‘sectarianism’.  We had not expected this, but I did take the trouble after the meeting to reconstruct from scribbled notes and memory as accurate an account of what he said as I could.  It was a root-and-branch deviation from all we had stood for, before the most senior and respected of our industrial leaders.  There was to be no going back.  The Bishop closed the meeting after an hour or so and rose to leave for another engagement.  Several people protested and while the Bishop was still in the room hovering at the door Gerry Hollis, Vicar of Rotherham and one of Leslie’s ‘Three Wise Men’, proposed a motion of ‘no confidence’ in him.  Since it was the Bishop’s meeting and he had already brought it to a close this was a mere gesture, but what a gesture!  A Daily Telegraph obituary of Gerry on 1 December 2005 gave a very accurate account of this event.

6. When the news broke out at Steel, Peech and Tozer’s that Ian Mackay, their chaplain, had been ‘sacked’ the Works Council, then in session, was dismayed.  They resolved to ‘appeal to the Archbishop’ and forthwith piled into cars and drove to York, unannounced.  I am not sure whether the Archbishop (Coggan) or his lay assistant was there and saw them.  Someone did, and though they were given little immediate comfort there was a promise to write to them.  A few days later a letter arrived, signed by ‘Donald Ebor’.  This baffled them, since they did not recognise the signatory as the Archbishop.  They therefore sent a reply to ‘Mr. Ebor’ (!) seeking elucidation.  This cameo typifies the distance between the organised Church and our daily clientele.  (The pivotal role played by Steel, Peech and Tozer and its Works Council alongside the Mission almost since its inception can be glimpsed from various published sources, especially Hewitt [1985]).

7. In March 1966 Michael Jackson went to India with the World Council of Churches.  He did not discuss his trip with us before he went and we knew not, then or now, what its purpose was.  We were alarmed that the WCC might be under the illusion that what they were going to hear from Michael was what Ted might have said, or that where it differed it represented a generally agreed new line coming out of Sheffield.  So five of us sent off a brief note to Geneva to apprise them of the situation.

8. In May 1966, with the Archbishop’s backing, Bishop Taylor appointed a three-man Committee of Enquiry to report to him.  It was composed of Edwin Barker, Secretary of the General Synod Board for Social Responsibility, Tom Chapman, a former Amalgamated Engineering Union national officer and now Industrial Officer to the BSR’s Industrial Committee (alongside John Rogan) and Archdeacon Lindley from York Diocese.  Their report was private and has never been published but the Bishop said that it vindicated all that he and Michael Jackson had done and so all the earlier decisions stood. 

9. Margaret Kane drew a cartoon.  It showed a battlefield scattered thickly with corpses, and a knight bent over his broken sword addressing a bishop in a crumpled mitre.  The caption read, ‘I only wanted a little battle!’  She had been seriously worried, towards the end of things, that a corpse might come out of it all.  It would have been Michael’s.  Margaret was quite tough, and the married ones amongst us produced four or five babies during the last year! 

In now-distant retrospect things really did turn on Michael’s character and makeup, and conflicting concepts of loyalty.  On our side the conflict was ultimately a struggle for the soul of the organisation.  It took quite an effort for me to decide to go to the Guardian.  The ultimate betrayal seemed to be to go to the press, and I did it on my own so as not to compromise colleagues.  But Michael had, over the TV incident in 1963, defined (my word, rather than his word, ‘symbolised’) loyalty to the team as loyalty to the Senior Chaplain.  He did not seem to feel any need to be loyal to us, or to history, in the shape of Ted and Leslie.  I never heard him disparage Leslie, but the disloyalty he showed to the past, which was also his past, came out in his rubbishing of Ted at the Bishop’s Committee meeting.  My trip to the Guardian was in the pursuit of a greater loyalty.  A parallel instance of this sense of a greater loyalty was my decision, one summer Sunday lunchtime, I presume in 1966, to ring Bob King, a retired naval officer in personnel at Fox’s, and go immediately to see him in confidence to put him wise to the situation, to make of it at Fox's whatever he thought was necessary.  Increasingly Michael had become a figure making policy and reshaping direction, on his own, without drawing colleagues into the process.  Van Buren was ‘in’, then he was ‘out’, without any attempt at explanation.  We were just supposed to be loyal and follow.  That was not how we were made.  Mackay had a Mate’s Certificate from the merchant navy and his attitude was that if the Captain came on to the bridge the mate was entitled to go below.  Either we were trusted to do the job or we weren’t.  We weren’t. 

By the end of September 1966 David Wright and Peter Dodd, in addition to Barry Parker and Ian Mackay, had been dismissed.  David Wright, a Methodist minister, was withdrawn by his church;  Barry Parker, a Congregationalist minister, went to work in Linwood and Paisley as a bus driver (he resumed his ministry, in Sheffield and then Liverpool and eventually Leeds West End, Courtney’s father’s old church, many years later);  Ian Mackay became an officer of NATFHE (National Association of Teachers in Further and Higher Education),  (Bill Matthews had moved in 1961, Brian Cordingley in 1963 and Walter Wilson earlier in 1966);  John Rhodes moved to a parish with industrial mission work near Grimsby;  Peter Dodd joined the Teesside Industrial Mission alongside Bill Wright;  Margaret Kane was forced to resign, and went to Hong Kong and set up the industrial mission work there, which survives;  I resigned and went to Northampton to begin full-time IM work there, picking up what Frank Scuffham had been able to foster from Rothwell in the same Peterborough diocese.  (Apart from Margaret and myself, whom he had inherited from Ted, all these staff had been appointed by Jackson, usually without overmuch, and often without any, consultation with the rest of the staff.)  

Thus the fall-out of staff from Sheffield gave quite a boost to IM work generally, and led in 1968 to the formation of the Industrial Mission Association.  John Rogan had found his position at the BSR in London increasingly distasteful or untenable and went to Leigh, St. Andrews and finally Bristol Cathedral.  To succeed John, Edwin Barker appointed Nicholas Brown, an old protégé of Ralph Stevens in Birmingham.  This new appointment he was to hold concurrently with his secretaryship of the Industrial Christian Fellowship.  He announced in January 1968 to a seasonal national gathering of industrial chaplains convened by Mollie Batten, Principal of William Temple College at Rugby, that support of industrial chaplains was not going to be part of his brief.  So we formed our Association, as mentioned in part 9, and I became its first Honorary Secretary.  Other IM teams had watched the sabotage of Sheffield with dismay and hastened to create for themselves ecumenical management committees in which formal power was taken away from bishops and spread more widely in order to protect the work, with varying degrees of success.

After 1966 I met Jackson only two or three times.  Once, when he was Vicar of St. Mary’s, Nottingham he came over to an event at The Hayes Conference Centre, Swanwick.  There was another occasion too, I think.  Our final meeting was at the memorial service held at Manchester Cathedral in 1994 for Ted Wickham.  Not only was Michael there;  he had robed, and he walked in the procession.  I could not believe what I was seeing.  He had already had a stroke although to all appearance he had made a complete recovery.   But by his very formal presence I couldn’t help feeling that he was back to his old self, once again ‘spinning’ and attempting a rewrite of history (he was dead himself within the year).  At the ‘bun fight’ Barry Parker urged me to ‘make peace’ with Michael but (as described) I had met him before Barry had and we hadn’t had much to say to each other.  He had never made any attempt in my direction to backtrack from anything he had said or done and did not do so then.  I did exchange rather more pleasant words with his wife, Janet, whom I had not seen since 1966 and whom it was impossible to dislike.  I have often wondered what she made of it all, and of him.  In the 1960s she was ‘Guardian woman’ and aspired to write for the paper.  Once, in Sheffield, she had tried to assure Margaret Kane that ‘Michael is sure he is right’ to which I had commented that I hoped so  -  and that he was not merely ‘playing games’.  Michael, for whatever aspirations he might have had, did not enjoy a great career.  He went from Sheffield in 1969 to be Vicar of Doncaster before moving to Nottingham in 1978.  He ended his days there when he died in 1995, and his time there, as in Sheffield, was not without controversy.  He was not a ‘team’ man and not a leader.  He was not a secure man, and not as it turned out an inspired choice for Sheffield, but, as Leslie Hunter had said, there didn’t seem to have been anybody else.  He began as a bold and imaginative thinker and, if he had been a better leader, could have taken Sheffield Industrial Mission to better things after Ted had moved on.  But it was not to be.  Sheffield’s ‘great days’ lay in the past.

More members of the IM team

To complete the tally of colleagues in SIM it is only necessary to add George Laib who invited himself over for a year from USA, and Graham Bride from Australia who did a shorter spell.  George, with his wife Mary, children and mother-in-law formed a delightful set.  He had money, derived I believe from a family business in water closets, and funded his entire stay himself.  He had heard that English roads were narrow and twisty so he had arranged for a ‘small’ car to be delivered to his boat at Southampton.  It was a Ford Zephyr Zodiac Estate, about the biggest thing then on British roads!  One Monday morning, at staff meeting, he announced that he and Mary had just been to Paris for the weekend.  They had ‘never realised it was so close’ (to impoverished English assistant clergy of the period it was a million miles away).  George’s clipped Yankee accent and the South Yorkshire drawl of Stocksbridge made for mutual incomprehension but he was well liked.  Graham Bride and his family seemed to exist mainly on Vegemite, and his wife advised us all on how to bring up our children.

                                        ------------------------------------------------

On all the above a trusted confidant, John, commented (in 2001):

These events were a defining moment in your life and I sense a feeling that despite all that has gone since, the belief that something important was within your grasp and that it got away remains.  .  .   I feel that I am being overly critical, that I am focusing not on those who were truly at fault but on those who suffered the consequences of lesser men’s inability  .  .  .  [but]  .  .  .  if you were part of any event, you bear some measure of responsibility (however small) for the outcome.  .  .  

I would make an assumption from comments you have made that what attracted you to Sheffield was the freedom of operation and thought.  I would further assume that those self-same things would have been attractive to your colleagues.  Furthermore you were in your first term of employment (barring National Service) and from the ages of your colleagues I would guess that they were similar.  It is perhaps not surprising that what comes through to me as most apparent in the information you have provided is the lack of political skill amongst the group, at both the ‘tactical’ and ‘strategic’ levels.

The mystification around the essays on industrial mission that were never published is a ‘tactical’ example.  To allow such mystification to develop and continue suggests that even at that point there was no trust between Michael and the group.  Once that trust ceased to exist the group could never be truly effective and the requirement to address the issue and bring it to resolution is to my mind paramount.  .  .  The exact same argument would apply to the filming at Fox’s and the subsequent lecture on loyalty.  To leave that session ‘disturbed’ is to leave with the void widened.  What actions were taken to directly address this and to thus understand better exactly what was occurring within the group?

The subsequent chain of events would then appear inevitable.  Misinterpretation and error could play as large a role as disinformation and conspiracy but without an open and honest dialogue how can you pick which is which?  This is harsh comment on a group of ‘followers’ in the face of such obviously flawed leadership.  But you were no ordinary group and you too were leaders, in the steelworks, in the church within the UK and worldwide.

The ‘strategic’ errors concerned the development of links external to the group and their management.  You mention the ‘Three Wise Men’ and seem almost surprised by their lack of involvement.  I am more surprised that anyone believed that three men in direct employ of the diocese (?) and thus the bishop could really be of any practical assistance if things developed as they did.  Was Leslie Hunter the only bishop to think as he did?  Could not suitable sponsors of similar stature be found outside the diocese that could have played a role, not simply in conflict resolution but in sponsoring IM in other areas?  If you were to be a barometer from the ‘commanding heights of the economy’ who was to read the signals you sent?  Am I completely naive in my understanding of the machinations of the Anglican Church?

What perhaps is most saddening is the inability of the fathers of the mission to protect what they had created.  Leslie Hunter had obvious doubts about Michael (Jackson) yet when the moment came found him with no other option.  Ted, too, could have recognised that he would not be there forever and that replacing him would be the critical point in the development of the mission.  A ‘crown prince’ to replace the King of Kings should have been a pragmatic and sensible step in protecting the future of their work.  Your group were young, idealistic, and maybe in a hurry.  Leslie Hunter and Ted were older wiser heads and might perhaps have been in a position to foresee what would occur.  As it became obvious that Michael was the only possible successor could not a new appointment have been made?  Were they more driven by the theological arguments for the approach than its practical maintenance?  They would not have been the first leaders of great ability to yet be guilty of such a sin.

You suggested that what was required was an intellectual rigour to your work that made it, presumably, beyond reproach.  Michael attempted to pass off the difficulties as theological rather than managerial.  As an outsider at some remove I look on it differently.  There were obvious theological differences and Michael on the evidence you have presented appears an inept leader.  But is there not a missing link?  Am I just not party to the necessary information or were you actually missing the vital ‘hooks and eyes’ that linked your world where religious understanding and the real world had engaged, with society at large?  Four decades later I do not see the church (despite, I am sure the hard work of some most capable individuals) as playing any significant role in the working lives of almost all of the people in the businesses I work with.

And yet the most noticeable shift in management thinking in the period I have been observing it has been towards a moral style of management.  ‘Values’ are displayed on huge posters in almost every workplace I enter.  Each business has its own take on what those values should be and but for the semantics of language, they are practically identical.  And of course, they do not run contrary to a Christian dogma.  An opportunity exists for the church to establish its relevance but the thought would send shivers down the necks of the managers I work with, even though they would profess themselves to be Christian on their census form.  So I wonder, is there someone out there trying still to do what you did who could use some challenging thoughts from an older head?  Would you have welcomed it?

The pain of the breakdown of the Sheffield Industrial Mission has prevented you writing about it much in retrospect.  I learned more in these pages of text than I have in the preceding 36 years.  Are the lessons of the breakdown ones that each generation must learn for itself or can people today be helped to grasp the significance of what you had already achieved?  The church is relevant only when it touches real occurrences not when it deals in stories of a land far away. 

 
You finished by quoting Fr. Aloysius Pieris, ‘those who wielded authority saw it as a crisis of obedience.  To the rest of us it was a crisis of credibility’.  He distinguishes well between compliance and commitment.  Once Michael resorted to lead by compliance he was finished and if he stayed the mission was therefore finished too.  Without your commitment to the work it could not effectively continue.  The tragedy is that so small a man was saved at the cost of the rest of you.

                                               ---------------------------------------------

I replied:

Thanks very much for this, which I appreciate.  I won't go into it in detail; we might do that at some stage.  But just a few points: 

1. Yes, we were all young, including me. 

2. SIM was highly regarded worldwide.  It was not easy to think, “Sod it, let it collapse  -  I’ve had enough.  I'm off”.  I had waited five years to join and was not going just to go.  In any case, as I added after you saw the above, what was at stake, we thought from our side, was the soul of the organisation.  

3. Jackson was a complicated character.  He had been associated with SIM since 1950 and had invested a great deal of himself in it.  It was not easy to believe, and for whatever reason he did not signal clearly, that he wanted, in effect, to turn it into something far more mundane and less significant, and, moreover, something far less than Leslie (let alone Ted) had imagined for it. 

4. Yes.  Ted and Leslie should have provided for succession, however difficult that was.  I think that Leslie genuinely believed that Michael was in the proper mould and, because needing very little 'steer', would carry on the good work. 

5. In the early 1960s management study and understanding was, in Britain at least, in its infancy.  It was the early 1970s that saw the explosion of 'Diplomas in Management Studies', the founding of the London Business School etc.  Much of the early material, and most of the early gurus, were American.  A couple of exceptions were both of church origin - William Temple College, with residential teaching premises in Rugby (and founded and inspired by Leslie in 1947); and St. George's House, Windsor, founded by the then Dean, Robin Woods, whom Leslie had recruited in the 1950s from Singapore to be Archdeacon of Sheffield (and one of the 'Three Wise Men'). 

6. Power in the Church of England was, and is, divided.  There are 'rights', 'freehold' properties and stipends all over the place.  Its management style then was (and largely still is today) to appoint people to jobs which were self-standing, and leave them to sink or swim.  The C of E, and most dioceses within it, is essentially unmanaged.  In the last ten years there has been more centralisation along business models (in my view outdated ones already abandoned by much of business and in any case inappropriate for a 'church'.  I say this even though I personally served on a committee to put some 'structure' into Chelmsford Diocese).  Leslie's management style was a bit more up-front.  He appointed a number of daring people with mandates to do new things (Ted's appointment in 1944, before Leslie found a stipend for him as a Residentiary Canon of Sheffield Cathedral, was as Chaplain to the Shrewsbury Almshouses).  Leslie would then defend his appointees against sniping from the conservative-minded, but he would also 'keep an eye' on them, call them to meet him, row with them if he thought necessary etc.  By the nature of things he would usually be unable legally to sack them.  Some of the experiments 'came off' - most did - and Leslie is remembered by those who know as a great innovator in a number of fields.  Few Bishops have had the gifts, never mind the theological mindset, to follow.  That is one major reason why those of us who worked with, or at least knew, him were so loth just to walk away.  People who did used to say that leaving Sheffield Diocese was like walking two centuries into the past.  I can vouch for that, too.  Unlike nearly all other clergy I never tied myself to or enjoyed a freehold, and survived by my wits and keeping moving, and successfully enough (though the financial downturn that caused me to leave USPG defeated me, being beyond my grasp, though I had my suspicions - I remember telling the new boss there that in my view it was a big and important organisation being run by people that were too small.  I suppose that could be said of SIM too). 

                                             --------------------------------------------------------

John responded: 

 I would like to go into it at some stage, but what would be more interesting to me is what you were doing and why you were doing it. The break up, whilst it tends to grab the attention through the feelings it generates is really not as intriguing as the things that you were doing every day and the thought processes behind them.  You'd have to distil some of the theology to a level that a person of my experience could find workable, but was it really about theology??

------------------------------------------------

APPENDIX IV

Missiological reflection  -  'emotion recollected in tranquillity'  (Wordsworth: 'Preface to "Lyrical Ballads"'1802 edn.)
(sketched 15-16 May 2001, re-worked February 2007 )

In 2000 Sara Sohmer of the Texas Christian University, Fort Worth, published a paper on ‘Anglican tradition and mission:  sources for mission methodology in the nineteenth-century Pacific’ (Sohmer, 2000).  When I read it I had just completed four years in a senior position with the United Society for the Propagation of the Gospel (USPG) and it sparked reflections on the earliest period of my ministry, with the Sheffield Industrial Mission (1960-66)  -  note, a 'mission' (as indeed most of the industrial missions of the earliest period were titled).  What follows therefore is a brief outline of my understanding of the missionary nature of the Sheffield Industrial Mission from 1944 to 1966, and a comparison of its missiological base and its problems with the Church of England's hierarchy with those of some other missionary efforts remote in space or time from Sheffield. 

Leslie Hunter came as bishop to Sheffield in 1939.  He was soon in little doubt that he faced a missionary situation.  He devoted the 1400 words of his November 1941 monthly Bishop’s Letter to the topic of ‘Evangelism’.  While wary of simply ‘counting heads’ he was shocked at the low levels of religious affiliation he found in parts of Sheffield.  ‘They signify that “Christian England” has become once again a mission field.’  Most of the Letter set out his prescription.  Evangelism was needed, but it must be a different, a better evangelism.  ‘Every member of the Church must have it burnt into his mind that the Church is set in the world to redeem it  -  never for a moment to be a pious clique keeping itself to itself, but a saving, serving, apostolic society.’  The Church is not itself the gospel, but merely a vehicle for it, and the end towards which the Gospel is directed is the wider world.  Evangelism will bear fruit if it is driven by a ‘firmly-held and well-understood doctrine of God and of man’, together with ‘a warm convinced devotion’ to Christ.  It must be intellectually robust but not sentimentalised, and it must be couched in revivified language since the present forms of religious language had lost their freshness and become conventionalised.  He dreamed of a united community whose common life would itself be a sacrament of eternal truths, and thereby a single sword in the hand of God.

The new evangelism would have to be more than a ‘speaking war’.  It would have to be a total witness in life and prayer, ethics and private resolve.  Hindrances to the good life which were to be found in social institutions would have to be attacked and those hindrances which were offered by ecclesiastical organisations would have to be put away with the rest.  Individual uncharitableness within the churches would have to be rooted out if Christians were to be ‘living epistles’ of their Lord.  What kind of an instrument was the local church?  Did it know itself?  Had it pondered its task?  How united were the clergy, how clear and relevant their message, how attuned to fit the difficulties and hindrances of the time?  How many young people were integrated into this total task?  Two things were certain. ‘The task of the re-evangelisation of Britain is beyond the clergy alone.  The layman must be in this thing.  And it needs the co-operation of all the Christian communions if the masses are to be stirred.’

‘Finally, the new evangelism will be more than a recall.  It will look forward to a new order both in church and in society.  .  .  We must look forward to the claiming of the whole life of society with a new realism and to a moral understanding of His gospel for society which was lacking a hundred years ago.’ 

This was not a new position he struck, though it was informed by the on-the-ground reality he was newly encountering.  In Sheffield he sought an early opportunity to meet the city's Trades and Labour Council but they replied to his overtures by saying that they did not see the point.  And before he had even come to Sheffield Hunter had written that the British churches of his time would have to undergo a death: ‘there will always be something singularly unconvincing in an institution preaching the Cross and pleading the Cross upon its altars, if it has little of the Cross in its common life and is desperately afraid to die’ (Hunter 1937).  He was well aware of the missionary situation in and beyond Britain.  He had been secretary of the high-powered enquiry into the collapse of Christian faith during the First World War which produced The Army and Religion (1919).  During the 1920s and '30s he had chaired Council meetings of the World Student Christian Federation attended by Dietrich Bonhoeffer.  In 1945 at the end of the War he had helped to found Christian Reconstruction in Europe (later famous as Inter-Church Aid and Refugee Service and later still as Christian Aid). 

 Hunter did not deviate from his position, as can be seen from his subsequent books, his successive Diocesan Letters and his writings in Christian Newsletter all through the 1940s, the formative period of the Sheffield Industrial Mission.  Ted Wickham, appointed by Hunter in 1944, shared his views.  They were both acquainted with the efforts and methods of the French worker-priests of the Mission de France and Hunter was actually in Paris visiting Cardinal Suhard on one of the darkest days at the end of that bold missionary venture, when word came from the Papacy that it was being shut down.  Hunter would quote Suhard, ‘I have not far to look for the subject of my thoughts and prayers.  It is always the same.  A wall separates church and people.  It must be broken down, cost what it may.  That is why I have been happy to entrust to some of our priests, pioneers of the avant-garde, our Mission de Paris’.

Sarah Sohmer gives us an account of the founding in 1849 of the Melanesian Mission and its first years, in particular the theological contribution and missiological method of its founder, George Augustus Selwyn, Bishop of New Zealand from 1841, and its own first Bishop of Melanesia, John Coleridge Patteson (1861-1871).  These people were typical educated Victorians, well in touch with current intellectual ideas.  They 'formed very distinctive habits of mind.  These included careful examination of sources, a willingness to utilize different types of evidence, an enlarged sense of historical time and a strong preference for the comparative.’  Patteson, like most clergy of his period, had had to study Hooker’s Treatise on the Laws of Ecclesiastical Polity (1593-97) and Butler’s Analogy of Religion (1736) but for Patteson these ‘represented considerably more than an intellectual exercise’. (Unless otherwise indicated, the quotations in this and the next five or so paragraphs are Sohmer’s words.)

Hooker maintained that ‘the Church, with its cumulative wisdom, has the authority to develop and interpret the implications of Scripture for each succeeding generation.  Scripture itself provides neither its own methodology of interpretation nor knowledge of matters available through science, philosophy and experience.  Hence both the authority of the Church and the claims of other, non-scriptural, knowledge must be given due consideration.  Moreover, as the ultimate authority for natural law is God, the legitimacy of natural law cannot be less than that of Scripture’.  Hooker saw man in terms of ‘unrealized possibilities’ and he took a ‘broad, developmental view’ of morality.

This appealed to Patteson.  ‘When he spoke of the sort of missionary he envisioned for Melanesia, he dwelt on the need for “strong religious common sense”, for men who could successfully adapt Christianity to local practice without compromising doctrinal truth or principles of conduct.  Mission teaching must take existing belief as a point of departure, and the best missionaries would be those who could discern elements of truth or at least the yearning for truth in the midst of error and superstition.  The relationship between Melanesians and missionaries, as Patteson saw it, was less that of the elect pointing out the error of their evil ways to wretched sinners than that of reasonable, spiritual men helping God’s creatures realize themselves more fully.'  [In twentieth-century Liberation Theology language this would read, 'one beggar telling another beggar where to find bread'.]  'This could be accomplished through the slow, undramatic exercise of sound learning, reason, patience and the ministrations of the Church.  The imposition of forms which must signify “progress” to outsiders, for example, Sabbath observance, the wearing of clothes, the abolition of dancing and other local practices, had, in fact, little relevance for indigenous peoples themselves.’  All this seemed so basic to Patteson.  ‘The failure to recognize variety and potential, to underplay reason and practical knowledge in man, and to confuse form and substance were, for Patteson, the principal sources of mission failure everywhere.  .  .  The possibility could at least be entertained that an indigenous culture could create something worthwhile even without the benefits of Christianity.  The role of Christianity was to complete and enhance;  it did not always need to replace or destroy.’  ['Confusing form and substance' seemed to be one way of characterising Wickham's successor's (Michael Jackson’s) general approach to the use of religious language by his colleagues in the Sheffield Industrial Mission staff.  He wanted them to declare their Christian belief in the words of the historic creeds.  Some of them did not see the relevance of this demand, or they were offended by the slur it appeared to cast on their own claim to orthodoxy, or they disputed its appropriateness and effectiveness in missionary situations].

‘Joseph Butler’s place in Anglican thought rested on the definitive response to the deist attack on Christianity he presented in The Analogy of Religion Natural and Revealed to the Constitution and Course of Nature, 1736.  .  .  In Butler’s approach to changing conditions and new challenges and in his ethical theory  .  .  .  there remained much to appeal to the Victorian missionary.  Butler espoused the view that for religion to be meaningful it had to be understood through general experience.  .  .  The role of the theologian is therefore not so much to “prove” the Gospel as to point out its meaningfulness and to mediate between the direct experience all people recognize and the specifics of Christian thought.  .  .  The gospel must be presented in such a way that its relevance is apparent to general human conditions.’  Wickham made much use both of William Temple’s analogy of ‘hooks and eyes’ in relating ordinary life and experience to Christian understanding, and of Paul Tillich’s idea of theological language as correlative between reality and belief.  These interpretations passed into common usage within the SIM staff, who studied Tillich’s Systematic Theology in some depth.

Butler was of the view that moral sense was an innate human faculty and not an exercise in self-interest.  The Melanesian Mission’s leaders agreed, and seemed to have held this view not as a result of missionary encounter but as a given, held to before they arrived.  Patteson was ‘already’ firmly of the opinion that ‘the capacity for the Christian life is there;  though overlaid it may be by monstrous forms of superstition or cruelty or ignorance, the conscience can still respond to the voice of the gospel of truth’.  

Just as Patteson could draw interesting comparisons between Melanesian savagery in battle with the much larger numbers of slain in European conflicts, on another scale altogether the SIM staff could contrast less than favourably the working-class (and middle-class) flight from the churches in the last hundred years with the failure of the churches early on to make sufficient effort to remain in touch with them and their lives.  In 1967, having left Sheffield and being then in Northampton, I made an effort to get to know a set of draymen at the large brewery in the town.  Their shop steward, who was also a lay official in the Agricultural Workers Union, demanded to know whether ‘the church would in the end abandon us like it did before’.  Mystified by the allusion I got him to expand.  He was referring to the Tolpuddle Martyrs, sentenced to transportation by a bench of magistrates that included clergy, not more recently than 130 years previously!  The debt the churches owed to those who toiled in the working world was very close to the hearts of SIM staff.  One of their favourite texts, made much of by Wickham, was that from Ecclesiasticus  38:34, ‘they will maintain the fabric of the world, and in their work is their prayer’.  It ill behoved the church in Britain in the 1940s any more than it did Patteson's contemporaries to complain about ‘superstition, cruelty and ignorance’ among those to whom it had been sent.

Patteson reached the conclusion that only indigenous teachers could really reach the Melanesians, and they could do so because, in Patteson’s view, there was a moral consciousness already there that could be appealed to, though its full nature was hidden from the gaze of Europeans.  He ‘found in the example of the early Church mission arguments for employing an indigenous clergy with limited formal training.  .  .  As long as the Christian message came only from Europeans, it ran the risk of being perceived as the foreigner’s religion and not as God’s universal gift’.  Wickham, too, set great store by building up not an indigenous clergy, but what he called ‘lay leaders’ who had ‘come over the line’ and taken responsibility for the SIM’s methods of conducting public open shop-floor meetings where the subjects of daily life and the light capable of being thrown on it by the Christian faith could be exposed.

Sohmer devotes some space to the contribution Tractarian thought and example made to Patteson’s position.  It is not too hard to see how similar factors were at work in Sheffield.  Hunter was a couple of generations younger than Patteson. In his case it is clear that the most formative influences on his faith were his Scottish Congregationalist father, John, (whose liturgical contributions to Congregationalist worship did ‘more for Free Church worship than any other [book], the Methodist Hymnbook excepted’ [Horton Davies, 1954]), and the Catholic Baron von Hügel.  He was the secretary of the group, inspired by William Temple, that brought out the ‘Grey Book’ in 1923, part of the thinking that eventually issued in the 1928 Prayer Book (the first serious piece of Anglican liturgical revision in England for 250, maybe 350, years).  He took infinite pains about the aesthetics of church design and interiors (e.g. the new chapel at his diocesan conference centre at Whirlow Grange) and about the structure, conduct and language of liturgical services (Hunter 1965).  Wickham was a generation younger still, and his formation was via F. D. Maurice and P. T. Forsyth and then the existentialists, Kierkegaard and Buber, Brunner, both Niebuhrs and especially Tillich.  Religiously speaking, he was a product of Tottenham Tractarianism.  He used to speak nostalgically of ‘Mass and "the box”’ (confessional), was trained at St. Stephen’s House (who in 1959 provided him with his bishop’s mitre) and would conduct Mass, when he thought appropriate, in cotta, stole and biretta.  High Church influence was not as obvious among the 1960s SIM staff but on the scale of religious practice they were nearer that pole than others.

Altogether, to read Sohmer’s account of the presuppositions of the Melanesian Mission under its first bishop, Patteson, one is drawn over and over again by similarities to the ethos exhibited by the Sheffield Industrial Mission’s founders.  Patteson was rewarded by being killed as a revenge hostage by some of those to whom he had been sent.  The SIM of Hunter and Wickham (and to a degree Hunter and Wickham themselves), was hung out to dry by those who inherited from them the responsibility of sending it.  (Someone once wrote of Leslie that 'the Bishop of Sheffield is not half so dangerous as he thinks he is', but history seems to suggest otherwise.)

A detailed account of the working of the Sheffield Mission up to the time of Wickham’s leaving it in 1959 has been given by Bloy (2000, 2001).  After Wickham’s promotion to the episcopate he became burdened with churchly duties that largely precluded him from continuing his missionary thrust.  Exceptions were his strong association with Salford's homeless street-dwellers and an equally-held continuing association with industrial mission across Britain through ad hoc consultations he called under the catch-title of ‘The Axis'.  These ceased, for political reasons, after the Sheffield Industrial Mission collapsed in 1966.  But in that year Wickham attended the World Council of Churches’ Church and Society Conference in Geneva.  He hoped he might play a further role on the world stage but history was turning against him.  WCC was entering a phase of positive selectivity in favour of ideas and people from countries which had not in the past been colonisers and were not, as the USA was, politically or economically dominant on the world stage.  Then the ‘cities crisis’ of 1968 in the USA and Europe sent shock waves round the radically-committed movements in the world church.  ‘People’s Movements for Democracy’(after a model developed by Saul Alinsky) became the focus of much WCC work and Wickham was not in a position to offer any lead there, even if he had been in sympathy with it (an unknown quantity).  His published writings from 1959 onwards are concerned more with the interface between the church and technology than with people (Wickham1964, 1975).  These writings can be criticised as giving a much too broad general support for the ‘up-side’ of modern technology without paying sufficient attention to the nature and locus of the 'down-side' fall-out it entails.  Elsewhere on the world stage, significant movements in the Roman Catholic Church were going in similar directions to the WCC through the rise of ‘liberation theology’ following on the Second Vatican Council of 1963-65 and the Second General Conference of Latin American Bishops held at Medellin in 1968 which gave a great fillip to the newly-emerging 'liberation theology'.  

Jack Keyser and David Price have drawn attention to a draft among Wickham's posthumous papers in Sheffield Archive of an unpublished book written in the early 1960s.  It was to have been entitled Christianity in a Secular Age (Keyser pers. comm., Price 2004).  Wickham begins, ‘It has taken an unconscionable time for the news to break that modern man is secular, religiously disenchanted’ and goes on to argue that ‘religion is not esoteric insight into the divine  .  .  .  but prophetic insight into the ways of God with men’.  He picks up the Kingdom of God in Jesus’s teaching to draw this out, and contrasts this with much churchly emphasis on the person of Jesus.  He quotes Bultmann, ‘He who had been the bearer of the message was drawn into it and became its essential content.  The proclaimer became the proclaimed’.  If biblical writers were writing now they would ‘give profound significance to the global network of economic and industrial relationships’.  Jesus is our paradigm and example, not the purveyor of impossible morality or esoteric ‘salvation’ appropriated through assent to soteriological formulas meaningless to modern man.  ‘God symbolises something that cannot be objectified but expresses for us the unconditionality of the demand for love and the significance of the response of love.  .  .  .  Credo ut intellegam’.  Donald Mackinnon saw the manuscript and advised that it should certainly be published, it’s crux being ‘the treatment of the relationship of Jesus to the Hebrew prophetic tradition and [a] suggestion that the activation of the latter, peculiarly relevant to the problems of Christianity in a secular context, demands in a manner the dethronement of Christology from its dominant place in Christian theology’ (Mackinnon, quoted by Price op.cit.).  It is believed that Darton's would have been willing publishers but Wickham seems to have withdrawn from the project.


Another example of misunderstanding and mishandling of the missionary situation on the part of hierarchy can be glimpsed sideways through the writings of a Sri Lankan Jesuit and leading member of the Ecumenical Association of Third World Theologians (EATWOT), Aloysius Pieris (1988).  Pieris elaborates a position that seeks to do justice from a Christian point of view to the Sri Lankan situation, so different from that prevailing in the 'sending' countries and churches, in that it features many poor people and many religions.  This, he believes, church hierarchies do not appreciate.  Pieris wants to free the Asian churches from the European inculturation with which Christianity came to them and he wants Christianity to be embraced by the Asian masses whom he finds characteristically to be poor.  His are subtle and challenging arguments but they go beyond the scope of this present survey, though the bells he rings come loudly at the outset of a 1981 seminar lecture (included here in translation and much reprinted),  ‘Asian Non-semitic Religions and the Mission of Local Churches’.  

‘Today’s mission crisis is basically an authority crisis.  It is well known that in the heart of the traditional churches that founded missions, the once all-pervasive authority of institutional leadership has been increasingly questioned or simply ignored.  Those who wielded authority saw it as a crisis of obedience.  To the rest it was a crisis of credibility.  When this crisis matured in the colonial frontiers of the same churches  -  that is, in the so-called mission lands  -  it traveled back to the center in the guise of a mission crisis.  As I see it, therefore, the mission crisis is no more and no less than an authority crisis.’  The crisis was there for centuries in the ‘so-called mission lands’.  It was brought out by the self-criticism initiated by Vatican II and resulted in the Catholic Church’s ‘missionary claims’ being left ‘in cinders’.  ‘From these cremated remains we Asians are called upon to resurrect a new credible symbol of God’s saving presence.’  The Christian message is one of ‘good news to the poor’.  If this is so, argues Pieris (his own emphasis), ‘it is only the poor who decide who is competent to liberate them.  .  .  Authority is the spontaneous manifestation of a church’s competence to mediate total liberation  .  .  .’  In other words, for poor people salvation must come from below and cannot fall down from on high.  For a local church in Asia the authority crisis can at times seem permanent.  ‘Inculturation’  - the Christian message’s escape out of the layers and dimensions of trappings encumbered by which it always comes to those receiving it  -  is for Pieris the by-product of an involvement with a people rather than the conscious target of a programme of action.  

The exact forms of involvement Pieris believes Christian mission needs to take in Sri Lanka need not particularly concern us.  They form the domestic agenda of the local churches.  But, if in Sheffield, in 1944 or 1966, the Christian message was to come to a society which had not, or had only dimly, previously heard it, what form would it have to take?  Hunter and Wickham did not perhaps pose the question quite as starkly as does Pieris, but he would scarcely have taken them by surprise.  As we have seen, Hunter in 1941 could see that the ‘new evangelism’ would need to be ‘more than a recall’.  It would have to ‘look forward to a new order both in church and in society' (as we have seen).  In Pieris’s words, it would have to be ‘resurrected’ from the cinders and cremated remains which the current generation inherited from the past.

At a time when Pieris was probably not yet born Hunter in his 1941 Bishop’s Letter had recognised the need missions had for ‘an intellectual backbone  -  yes, theology’.  He thought that in recent times ‘a lack of intellectual robustness and an excess of sentimentalism’ (from which he distinguished emotion and ‘fine passion’) had contributed to ‘a lack of virile faith amongst the people in the living God of Christ’s revealing’.  He was wide open to questions of inculturation.  In 1959 as part of their preparation for the priesthood he required his ordinands to read Richard Hoggart's recently published The Uses of Literacy (1957) which dealt in part with Sheffield and specifically with Attercliffe (where I was serving my diaconate). 

Industrial Mission staff in Sheffield were abreast of much up-to-date missiological thinking, without the leisure or erudition to study it as much as was clearly needed.  We knew from our sociological reading that there is an insoluble problem in institutionalising creativity without stifling it.  We were up with the work of Leuba (1950) on the age-long rivalries of prophets and priests.  We had taken in such British writers as Montefiore (1962) who had shown that as early as the late first century AD the message of Jesus (and the Old Testament) to 'love thy neighbour as thyself' had been watered down to 'love the brethren'.  We remembered that Jesus had wept over 'Jerusalem that killest the prophets', and whose house was eventually left unto it, desolate.  But in the Britain of the mid-twentieth century there were not the theological resources able or willing to cope with the missionary situation that Hunter saw.  He did his best and so did many others.  It was a  grievous lack.  The prophetic archbishop William Temple (whom Hunter had known since at least 1913) died young and was succeeded by the priestly, even regal, Geoffrey Fisher.  Since then there have been no great signs of the lack being supplied.  Individual theological voices have been lost amid the pronouncements of  a Christian community seemingly more interested in 'taking people to somewhere they don't want to be from a place they are not even at'.  The priorities of the churches seem so much to be survival and a ‘desperate fear to die’.  Until here, as in Sri Lanka, Melanesia and all over the world, authentication is sought ‘from below’ there will be no revival among the churches and the Gospel will have to wait longer to be revealed, which for the present generation is ‘bad olds' and not 'good news'.  And without such authentication the future of the churches must at best be uncertain.  At worst they may suffer the ultimate indignity not of being destroyed by outside attack, but simply of fading away, from lack of interest. 
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