

 

About the Author

 

 

Miranda Harris was the co-founder of A Rocha. Married to Peter, she had four children and eight grandchildren. Miranda loved hosting the ever-expanding A Rocha family and was known for her prolific letter-writing, engaging communication style and ability to connect deeply with anyone she met. This is her first book, published posthumously in collaboration with her daughter.

 

Jo Swinney is Miranda's eldest daughter and mother of two of her grandchildren. Jo wrote her first book in her twenties and has continued writing and editing books, articles and Bible notes ever since. She has inherited her mother's love of hospitality, food and the God from whom all good gifts come.





FIVE

THE CLEAN-UP

Wash the dish not because it is dirty nor because you have been told to do it, but because you love the person who will use it next.

St Teresa of Calcutta
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I grew up in a home with human not mechanical dishwashers. While us children did some standard protesting and shirking, by and large we saw the benefits. There were usually many people around the table for dinner and the Cruzinha cook, Violinda, was a three-course kind of cook, so there was a lot to be cleaned. There were also, however, many hands to make the work light. These kitchen sessions were some of the best social times of my childhood, involving as they did all kinds of silliness, story-telling, advice-seeking and giving, and as I got older, shameless flirting with various handsome conservation scientists in the guise of dishcloth fights. If you take a tea towel, dip a corner in water and then twist it tightly and flick it you can really hurt someone while subtly conveying that you think they are quite attractive.

As I had such positive associations with the tackling of post-meal carnage, you might think I would have gone out into the adult world inclined to be the first to get up to my elbows in sinks anywhere and everywhere. But if you were reading this in earshot of any of the many people I lived with between the ages of eighteen and twenty-fine you’d hear a splutter of outrage. The truth is I was good at making mess and even better at leaving it for someone else to sort out. During my first year at university, I often left congealed pans sitting on the side for weeks at a time. Finally, and understandably, my flatmates reached the end of their communal tether. I got back from a lecture to find they had dumped the latest unwashed items on my bed in a rancid puddle of grey water.

After university, I moved to Canada for postgraduate studies, living in a large house packed with people. My Canadian housemates were by and large far too gracious and servant-hearted to confront me with my bad behaviour with either passive or active aggression. I would swan airily through the kitchen noting that yet again one of them had worked their way through a dish-mountain of my making. If the job was in progress, I was always sure to express my profuse gratitude. Tolerant and good natured though they were, I suspect there were multiple times they were tempted to dump great sinkfuls of greasy grey dishwater over my head. I would have deserved it.

Perhaps they will be glad to hear that poetic justice has been served up to me in heaping portions. My dear husband, I soon discovered, was more averse to washing up than I was. A stand-off ensued, during which our basement flat became hazardously dirty. Plates were wiped off as needed, to be immediately returned to the unsavoury pile of food encrusted items on every kitchen surface, including the floor. Our young marriage threatened to founder on the rocks of this seemingly irresolvable conflict, and so we reached an agreement. I would be the family dishwasher when it was just us. When we had company over, Shawn would take a turn. And he forked out for our first dishwasher (a model so primitive it had to be attached to the tap with a rubber hose every time it was used) with his personal spending money. This has been the situation until I had a major tantrum a few months ago and demanded a renegotiation of terms. We now have a family rota and a fully plumbed-in dishwasher.

I absolutely love cooking for people, but to this day I struggle with the mess it creates. Mess, sadly, is an unavoidable part of hospitality. It has become for me an opportunity for character growth and a deepening of my capacity for love and service. The outworking of faith is as much about how we do what we do as what we do. Paul’s words about finances apply here too: ‘Each of you should give what you have decided in your heart to give, not reluctantly or under compulsion, for God loves a cheerful giver’ (2 Cor. 9:7). My ongoing task is to see the scrubbing of the pans, the rinsing of the glasses, the loading and unloading of the (beloved) dishwasher as an outworking of the Holy Spirit’s enabling presence in my life.

As always, there are caveats and hedgings around any dishwashing principles we may be tempted to nail into place, such as the host must always take on the clean-up. On some occasions, the best kind of hospitality is the kind that says, ‘You are part of the family. Please pitch in.’ The most loving thing to do might be to socialise a person so they won’t go on to annoy people by not pulling their weight. In a longer-term situation, if there isn’t a sharing of domestic chores, corrosive resentment is likely to build up. So we must feel our way forward, looking for the best way to care for each person on each occasion.

There is, of course, more than just dishes cluttering up our kitchen after a meal. Food waste and packaging must also be faced. According to the Environmental Protection Agency, food packaging production has gone up by 200 per cent in the USA since 1960, amounting now to just under 100,000 tons, much of which ends up in landfill. Each year, around one-third of the food produced worldwide is thrown away.1 If you were to have the pleasure of staying with my friend Caro, you would be served meals made with ingredients the age and condition of which are rarely seen outside a museum. She is in a very small minority of people willing to do what it takes to eliminate waste from the kitchen.

During the first couple of weeks of the COVID pandemic, there was mass panic about food shortages in the UK, which led to stockpiling and consequently an actual shortage of food in the shops. Shortly after, photos began to circulate online of mountains of mouldy bread, black bananas, packets of grey meat and bottles of lumpy milk on pavements outside houses up and down the country. Huge quantities of food were wasted because, out of fear, many bought more than they could store safely, let alone eat. Even under normal circumstances we are tempted to over purchase by ‘buy one get one free’ offers and a reducing ‘per unit’ price the larger the quantity. Nothing has been saved if we actually only need one bag of potatoes and leave the other to grow roots at the bottom of the cupboard.

Dave Bookless, Director of Theology and Churches for A Rocha International, first understood these issues to be of concern to God when, at the end of a visit to a beautiful island, he discovered there was no traditional waste collection or sorting on offer. Instead, he was instructed to take the week’s accumulated rubbish and dump it over the cliffs into the sea. As he did so, he felt God whisper, ‘How do you think I feel about what you are doing to my world?’2

Collectively we have done irreversible and horrifying damage to a creation God made from scratch and declared ‘very good’ (Gen. 1:31). We have polluted the air, poisoned the water, depleted the soil and decimated our fellow non-human Earth residents. Since the 1950s, as some of us have seen standards of living rise exponentially, we’ve turned a blind eye to the catastrophic consequences. We have brought the Holocene to an end – almost twelve thousand years of climate stability enabling the development of civilisation as we know it. Now in the Anthropocene, extreme weather events, mass species extinction, decreasing areas of fertile land are the new normal. Those who bear the brunt first and worst are those who are poor and powerless. How do we think God feels about that?

This is all extremely depressing, and I don’t advise you think about it late at night or if you are at all emotionally vulnerable. Eco-anxiety is real and hard to dig out of because there is nothing very reassuring to hold on to. The more you know, the worse it gets.

You may assume that working for a conservation charity would be terrible for my mental health and sleep, but one of our distinctives in A Rocha is our stubborn insistence on remaining hopeful, and I am actually doing fine and generally sleep quite well, unless we are in the middle of one of the increasingly common heatwaves. Our hope is not in humanity’s ability to address the crisis, or in what we believe to be an unbiblical idea that heaven is situated in a far-off non-material parallel universe, where matter doesn’t matter. Rather, our hope is in God, our maker, sustainer and redeemer who has promised he will never give up on this beloved creation of his, however badly we mess it up. As my friend and colleague Ben Lowe so eloquently put it, ‘This wide and wonderful world that we are a part of . . . is the very work of God’s hands and so we trust that its future also rests in God.’3

And so, back to the mess in the kitchen. Will it save the world if we compost the vegetable peelings, recycle the tins, avoid where possible one-use plastic packaging? Clearly not on its own. But is it the right thing to do anyway? Yes. This is God’s place and our common home, and he minds very much how we behave in it.

INNER MESS

Another kind of mess exists not just in the kitchen but in all the rooms of any house we go into, and outside too, because it is inside us. After all, as one wag put it, ‘Wherever you go, there you are.’ However glossy and well put together you appear, the chances are there are corners of your mind and heart that could do with some attention. The insecurities, resentments, judgements and dishonesties we all hide within us inevitably cause trouble in relationships, which is why working on our own stuff is the best thing we can do for others. It took me a long time to be convinced that getting therapy wasn’t self-indulgent, but rather my best route to becoming a person able to love others healthily and well. Our mess is not a personal, private matter.
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During my first higgledy-piggledy experience of community in Portugal, I quickly discovered that by far the most agonising emotional challenge was produced not by the blatant faults and failures of others but by my own acutely uncomfortable reactions to them. Sometimes the dis-ease persisted for days, long after the awkward customer had reverted to being a much-loved member of the family. You think you are a nice person, quite in control of your life, and suddenly a snarling tiger wakes up inside you when someone else has been difficult. What rises up inside you is far uglier than what provoked the conflict, and in a panic you realise there is no moral high ground on which to pitch your tent after all. Generally speaking, the most intractable and grating characteristics we encounter in others are the very enemies we wage war on in ourselves. We look not so much with scornful pity into the flaws of another but rather with dismay or even fear into the failures of our own.

‘Man is not an arithmetical expression,’ wrote Dostoevsky.4 ‘He is a mysterious and puzzling being. His nature is extreme and contradictory all through.’ C. S. Lewis, peering inside himself and finding there ‘a zoo of lusts, a bedlam of ambitions, a nursery of fears and a harem of fondled hatreds’,5 appears to have reached an even more disturbing conclusion about the human condition.

The Bible says, ‘If it is possible, as far as it depends on you, live at peace with everyone’ (Rom. 12:18, italics added). We can’t change the other person – they are always going to be irritating and hard to get on with – but we are responsible for being changed ourselves. As G. K. Chesterton is said to have written, ‘What’s wrong with the world? Dear Sir, I am. Yours sincerely.’6 All of us are works of art in progress, pots on the wheel, and, as with any artistic enterprise, one often seems to go backwards, not forwards, creating more mess instead of the longed-for order.
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There is an unhelpful theory that circulates around long-term singles in Christian circles, often perpetuated by insensitive older relatives: you are not married because you are not yet a perfect spouse for someone. Work on yourself, and when the buzzer goes off they will be there to pull you out of the oven, all done. A version of the same misguided idea persists around hospitality, and it must be rooted out and discarded (note: responsibly, in the correct recycling bin). Jesus never had a problem with people’s issues. Look who he sought out and lavished his love upon: the demon-possessed, the walking wounded, the outcast, troubled and disturbed. And what did he have to say to the religious elite who appeared so very righteous and together? ‘You hypocrites! You are like whitewashed tombs, which look beautiful on the outside but on the inside are full of the bones of the dead and everything unclean’ (Matt. 23:27).

I have a rather disturbingly readable face; my state of mind is writ large enough across my visage for even a passing stranger to interpret. ‘Cheer up, love! Might never happen,’ they might feel prompted to call out. Or, ‘Won the lottery? Cat got the cream?’ My mental health comes and goes, I’m horribly sensitive, regularly over-estimate my own capacity and get over-tired, speak before I think, fall into deep pits of self-doubt, neglect my prayer life and try to soothe emotional pain with food and junk TV. It would be far easier to keep all these unfortunate aspects of myself hidden from view, but to do so would mean becoming a hermit. While a rare few may have that particular calling on their lives, for most of us, spiritual and emotional growth happens in the close company of others. We discover and develop our humanity as we bear each other’s burdens and allow them to bear ours.

If you are holding back from setting a large table and flinging open your front door because you are afraid of exposing your less-than-perfect inner state, you are not the only one. Since Adam and Eve tried to cover themselves with fig leaves, the human instinct is to hide away in shame. Push through the fear, step into the light and you will find the God who sees all is not shocked or dismayed by the state of you, and he is at your right elbow, your co-host.
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The key to loving others and living peacefully together is surely to begin to take hold of how much we ourselves are already loved. Henri Nouwen, who struggled all his life to experience this love for himself, nevertheless understood it well. He wrote, ‘Long before your parents admired you or your friends acknowledged your gifts or your teachers, colleagues and employees encouraged you, you were already chosen. The eyes of love had seen you as precious, as of infinite beauty, as of eternal value.’7

This is a voice that has fallen silent or perhaps never spoken to many people’s lives. When we understand that we are loved and have unique significance and value, we become free to bow out of the ruthlessly competitive and comparative culture to which we belong and offer the same forgiveness and acceptance to others that we have received. Before we are called to any action, we are called to accept that we are his.

RELATIONAL MESS

Mutual dependency and belonging is very difficult in a culture that places great emphasis on self-sufficiency and independence, actively discouraging the model of personal and economic interdependence we find in the Bible. We are used to privatising our experience of life and then placing ownership upon it: my family, my job, my money, my faith. Nowhere is this tendency more dangerous than in the community of believers, where isolating people from one another effectively denies the gospel its power to transform relationships and become visible in a world badly in need of some good news.

The concept of community is not so much absent as in need of redefining. Generally, it is assumed that community means people of like mind or compatible values choosing to live together. But we were to discover during the early years of A Rocha’s life in Portugal that genuine community can be created with people of similar, different or indeed no particular beliefs. It begins with inclusion; it involves love, acceptance and forgiveness, and it depends on a commitment to transparent relationships and self-giving hospitality, to a shared life of which the centrepiece is more often the kitchen table than the meeting room. Unconditional welcome is God’s undeserved gift to us. We are not at liberty to introduce a different set of rules for those who arrive on our doorstep.

A former Archbishop of Canterbury, Dr Rowan Williams, addressing the General Synod of the Church of England, said, ‘God calls, God makes a difference of such a kind that a community appears, bound to and in his Son by the Spirit’s power.’8 The apostle Peter’s first letter to the scattered Christians instructs them to give hospitality to one another and to use the gifts they have been given for the common good, but above all to love each other deeply, or, as the Revised Standard Version has it, ‘hold unfailing your love for one another’ (1 Pet. 4:8). We need to reflect prayerfully on these passages that speak to us of the reality of God’s presence in his people.

Conflict is inevitable in close relationships. Though few enjoy it, done well it leads to commitment, intimacy, joy and love. So how can we allow conflict to become a building block and not a roadblock of community?

The soil in which love germinates depends not on perfect performance but on forgiveness, not on avoiding mistakes but on readily meeting them and being quick to apologise. Of course, the need to practise forgiveness presupposes offence, often ugly and horrible and painful to bear – especially in ourselves.
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Christians have an unfortunate tendency to prioritise being nice over being honest in the mistaken belief that niceness equates to godliness. But the most destructive form of conflict is the kind we pretend we are not having, the kind that goes underground and leaches into the water table.

My friend Helena was having coffee with a group of friends recently, when she noticed one of the women was refusing to meet her eye. Being a direct kind of a person, she pulled her aside and asked if something was wrong. No, no. Nothing at all. Except it clearly was. As parents of children in the same school and members of the same church, there was ample opportunity to confirm there was indeed a sense of excruciating tension in the air. Eventually, Helena had had enough and dragged this person out on a walk. A full year earlier, it transpired, Helena had shared a story about this lady’s son in a group setting, unaware of the historic sensitivities around the incident in question. Rather than confront Helena with her sense of betrayal, she quietly decided to end their budding friendship and walk away. If we don’t acknowledge wrongdoing, whether on our own behalf or another’s, we short circuit the God-given mechanism for maintaining connection between fallen humans: repentance and forgiveness.

Good conflict presupposes a commitment to the relationship. It is worth having the occasional rough moment to strengthen bonds and clear the air, because for the sake of an easier hour or two we risk losing something of lifelong value. My sister Beth and I once had a terrible fight in which we both said some brutally wounding things just as she was about to leave and catch her train back home after the weekend. I will always be grateful she chose to miss it and stay to give us time to work things through.

As someone almost pathologically averse to interpersonal tension and yet wildly keen on cultivating friendships, I have had to learn a lot of hard lessons about good and bad ways of fighting. While I can’t claim to have mastered these principles, they are some of the best I’ve come across: keep the focus of any conflict laser sharp on the matter in hand and don’t drag in everything else you’ve always been bothered by. Use words that describe your own feelings rather than words that interpret the other person’s motives or behaviour (for example, sad, angry or afraid versus manipulated, belittled or undermined).9 Speak directly to the person in question and don’t make others fight proxy battles for you. Address the issue as soon as you possibly can and don’t give it a chance to fester. Breathe slowly and deeply and try not to shout. Shouting rarely helps. Pick your moment carefully – that Bible verse about not letting the sun go down on your anger doesn’t mean in summertime you need to keep fighting until late at night when everyone is exhausted and can’t think straight. Do your very best to understand the other person’s perspective and try to give them the benefit of the doubt. They could be a vile and dangerous monster, but they are probably just a struggling human like you.
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Lastly, we look for ways to learn from conflict. The people we most need to be among aren’t always the ones who make us feel the most comfortable. However, it is always, and only, the truth that sets us free and enables us to change. So, it is not only the friends who are firm and encouraging who come to us as gifts of God, but also those who are willing to speak truth into our lives and then to be there as we embark on the untidy process of transformation.

Let’s allow God






































































































 

AFTERWORD

 

 

Mum made marmalade every January without fail, enough to last the full twelve months. Marmalade-making seems like the kind of thing that should be passed down the generations, so this year my two sisters and I made our first attempt to keep the tradition alive. Delia said it wasn’t wise to make more in one go than the quantities in her recipe, but what does she know? I bought enough supplies to make six times as much.

After several hours of squeezing and chopping, our fingers were shrivelled and stinging and the two giant pans dangerously full, even without the main ingredient (not oranges, but sugar, it turns out). Slopping sticky liquid on the floor, we managed to carry them to the stove, which wasn’t strong enough to heat such vast quantities to the temperature required for setting. So now my kitchen counters are buried in jars of lumpy, bitter-sweet orange juice, the floor feels tacky underfoot and the whole lot will probably go mouldy as I forgot to get ‘waxed disks’, which Delia said were important. I have learnt to trust every word she says about the making of preserves.

This wasn’t the most successful culinary endeavour if judged by edibility, but I am so glad we did it, and next year we’ll do better, I’m sure. It would have made Mum so happy to see the three of us chatting away as we worked, digging up memories, sitting together in shared grief one minute, making each other snort with laughter the next. Even if it didn’t have the right consistency, while it was cooking, our marmalade smelt the same as Mum’s did. I would have done it for that alone.

The preparing, sharing and eating of food ties us across generations, cultures and miles. As with all God’s good gifts it can be spoilt and corrupted – and it can be redeemed, making it again a sign of hope in the everlasting kingdom. I hope that one day you and I might feast around a table together, in this life or the one to come.

Go well, friend.
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BOOK FOOD: AN ANNOTATED BIBLIOGRAPHY

BOOKS ABOUT FOOD AND DRINK

The Food we Eat

Joanna Blythman (London: Penguin, 1996)

I haven’t read this, though Mum did several times and kept it in the kitchen for reference. I think I am still a little bitter about all the beans we ate because of what it said about meat production. It is the reason I will only buy free-range chicken, though, so it did its work.

 

The Forever Feast: Letting God Satisfy Your Deepest Hunger

Dr Paul Brand (Ann Arbor: Vine Books, 1993)

With insight on the body drawn from a long surgical career, Paul Brand explores what our appetites, dependence on food, digestive systems and more teach us about the genius of our Creator and the way he intended us to live in relationship with him and the world around us.

 

The Supper of the Lamb: A Culinary Reflection

Robert Farrar Capon (NY: Konecky & Konecky, 1967)

This is a quirky and intriguing meditation on cooking and, specifically, leg of lamb cooked four ways. I have Mum’s copy given to her by Dad for Christmas 1996. He inscribed it, ‘For Miranda, on the occasion of one of your own special feasts and in celebration of many to come, some theology for the preparations and some suggestions for the ministry.

‘Appreciatively at your table, Peter.’

 

The Soul of Wine: Savoring the Goodness of God

Gisela H. Kreglinger (Downers Grove: IVP, 2019)

An invitation to discover how God’s gift of wine can lead us into a more well-rounded, joy-filled, attentive spirituality. Gisela is the daughter of a vintner and a theologian. I am blessed to have experienced her wine-tastings and enjoyed her company around tables in Canada, Germany, Austria, France and England!

 

In Defense of Food: An Eater’s Manifesto

Michael Pollan (New York: Penguin, 2008)

A compelling and, at times, rather nerve-wracking account of how food became over-complicated and often a bit nasty, and how we can find our way back to the basics of eating what tastes good and doesn’t damage us or the planet.

RECIPE BOOKS

The Kitchen Revolution: A Year of Time and Money Saving Recipes

Rosie Sykes, Zoe Heron and Polly Russell (London: Ebury Press, 2007)

A few years ago, I was doing a book signing in a book shop. I sat at a table in a corner in front of the cookery book section and for two hours not a single customer gave me eye contact, let alone a sale. I felt tears of shame building up and knew if I were to allow them to fall my public humiliation would be complete, so I pulled a random cookbook off the shelf and began to read. When it was time to pack up and leave, I bought The Kitchen Revolution and spent the next year cooking my way through it. The concept is brilliant: weekly meal plans that make the most of seasonally available ingredients, leftovers and preparation time. There are some meals to double so you can stock the freezer, some feasts and some simple weeknight suppers and, despite the odd memorably disgusting concoctions, family and friends all enjoyed this culinary adventure.

 

Salt, Fat, Acid, Heat: Mastering the Elements of Good Cooking

Samin Nosrat (Edinburgh: Canongate Books, 2017)

If you are someone who doesn’t like to be constrained by recipes but find what you cook is more miss than hit when you freestyle it, this book is your new best friend. As well as containing recipes, it arms you with knowledge about the four main influencers of flavour so you can make good choices. Plus, it has gorgeous illustrations.

 

Jamie’s Dinners

Jamie Oliver (London: Michael Joseph, 2004)

Almost every time someone is wildly complimentary about something I have cooked it is from a Jamie Oliver cookbook. He and I are very compatible chefs, by which I mean I prefer to chuck in herbs, lug the oil and measure by handful rather than by scales. I love how he puts food in the context of family and community life and cares about the earth and not just what it produces. If I ever got to meet him, I would melt into a star-struck puddle before I ever managed to tell him what an inspiration he has been to me, so I am telling him here. Jamie, you are the best.

Delia Smith’s Complete Cookery Course

Delia Smith (London: Book Club Associates, 1983)

A real old friend, this brick-sized volume has travelled with me since I left home and has more food stains on its pages than any of my other cookbooks. There are no classic family favourites she doesn’t cover, and if I actually obey her instructions, the result is always very pleasing.

BOOKS ABOUT HOSPITALITY AND COMMUNITY

Life Together

Dietrich Bonhoeffer (San Francisco: HarperCollins, 1954)

Drawn from what he learnt as part of an underground seminary in Nazi Germany, it is perhaps surprising how much of relevance there is for anyone living with other people anywhere, at any time in history. Looking at the role of prayer, work, worship and food, it provides a basis for a communal life where every member’s faith is nurtured.

 

Daring Greatly: How the Courage to be Vulnerable Transforms the Way we Live, Love, Parent and Lead

Brené Brown (New York: Penguin, 2015)

The culmination of twelve years of social research, this is a call to be brave, to be seen and to take the risks that lead to the rewards of deep human connection. Brené Brown has been a pioneer in dismantling the stigma of vulnerability, showing it to be strength not weakness, and absolutely vital for anyone who wants to know and be known.

 

The Road to Daybreak: A Spiritual Journey

Henri Nouwen (London: Darton, Longman & Todd, 2013)

An intimate journal of a year spent living in a L’Arche community with adults with physical and learning difficulties, when Nouwen learnt more than ever before about God, himself and what it means to be human. This is a beautiful story told with simplicity, humility and courage. One to read with tissues and a notebook on hand.

 

Making Room: Recovering Hospitality as a

Christian Tradition

Christine D. Pohl (Grand Rapids: Eerdmans, 1999)

This is not a light read but it is worth the effort. I first read it when I was a student and have returned to it several times over the years when I have needed to come back to the heart of what hospitality as a Christian does and doesn’t mean.

 

The Hidden Art of Homemaking: Creative

Ideas for Enriching Everyday Life

Edith Schaeffer (London: The Norfolk Press, 1971)

Edith and her husband Francis founded the L’Abri movement by opening their Swiss home to young people in search of meaning, truth and belonging. A Rocha is among the many organisations inspired by their example of a community that embraces all and not just like-minded Christians. By all accounts, Edith was an Olympic standard home-maker. This book of hers inspired more than one generation to pay attention to the details, whether a centrepiece on the table, a jam jar of wild flowers on a window ledge or a candle softening the light of a bedroom in winter.

 

The Rituals of Dinner: The Origins, Evolution,  

Eccentricities and the Meaning of Table Manners

Margaret Visser (Toronto: HarperCollins, 1991)

A witty, wide-ranging and in-depth study on the history of how, when and where we eat. It made me realise how historically and culturally specific so much of the behaviour I might have considered normative actually is.

BOOKS ABOUT CREATION CARE

Planetwise: Dare to Care for God’s World

Dave Bookless (London: IVP, 2008)

I first met Dave when I was thirteen and he still had hair! He has been living, studying and teaching about creation care for decades and he really knows his stuff. This book is a great place to start if you are just waking up to your environmental responsibility – it is practical, hopeful and totally non-judgemental.

 

Under the Bright Wings

Peter Harris (Vancouver: Regent College Publishing, 2000)

Written by my very own father, this is the story of the beginnings of A Rocha. Full of funny stories, improbably larger than life characters (including him!) and nail-biting hairpin bends in the road to becoming the worldwide phenomenon it is today. I promise you will love it, and not just because I’m his daughter.

 

Caring for Creation in Your Own Backyard

Loren and Mary Ruth Wilkinson (Vancouver: Regent College Publishing, 1996)

I had the very great privilege of studying under Loren and Mary Ruth at Regent College, courses like ‘Books, Children and God’ and ‘The Christian Imagination’, among others. I also spent time in their home on Galiano Island, feasting on home-made pasta, slabs of pacific salmon, vegetables and fruit from their plot of ocean-facing land. Every word they have written or spoken is worth its weight in gold, or, by a more appropriate measure, fertile soil.
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