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Here I was, the only white
European, standing on a
beautiful flower bedecked altar
next to John Bradburne’s hut
gazing over a sea (4000 +) of
faces expectantly anticipating
his anniversary Mass. Some
had walked for a week to be
there. In spite of fuel, food, and
money shortages, others in
their thousands making huge
sacrifices had come to
Mutemwa to remember and
honour this remarkable man of
God. A man who chose to be
on the edge of polite society in
solidarity with others of the
same ilk who had no choice.
John, who had no pretensions
of building big churches or
starting new congregations,
nearly 30 years after his death
draws huge crowds, sacrificing
comfort and much else to
happily be there. One elderly
disabled lady told me she had
climbed Chigona (the holy
mountain) on all fours!

I stood there musing ‘what is
this about?’ On chatting to
some of the pilgrims I was told
that ‘it is our desire as
struggling Zimbabweans to
come together, lawfully, in
numbers and pray’. Someone
else said, ‘John, who suffered,
gives us hope in our suffering!
This has to be the Spirit of God
at work through his humble
servant.

I laughed with the lepers as
we celebrated our Mass
together a couple of days later
when one of them pointed out
that there were two white
Europeans there. Of course,
John, present in the spirit, was
the other one!

I’ve been inspired by John
Bradburne for over 20 years,
even though I never met him in
the flesh. He seemed to take
the Kingdom values to heart
and was part of Jesus’ topsy
turvey world. A place (or
attitude) where the last are first,
the rich are poor and the poor
are rich, the sick are blessed,
and the blind are the ones who
‘see’,

We made sure our residents
of Mutemwa and the orphans of
the Mother of Peace
Community, God’s poor little
ones, were the VIPs at the
anniversary Masses. Our
visitors were encouraged to
meet and greet those who are
the heart of Mutemwa, the ones
who made John whole (holy)
and, if we are open enough, will
bring healing of spirit to us out
of their brokenness.

I often said to our dear
physically deformed residents,
‘you wear your brokenness on
the outside for all to see, and
be accepted or rejected. Most
of us wear it, in varied forms,
on the inside; sometimes
pretend we are whole, are
ashamed of it, suppress it
and present a cosmetically

acceptable ‘image’ to our
world’.

Perhaps that is why many in
Mutemwa are at peace with
themselves, with God and the
world. ‘Image’ is irrelevant here.

Jesus, Francis, John, each
of whom embraced the leper,
encourages each of us to
embrace ‘our leper within’ and
find healing in that acceptance
of oneself. If we do not admit
our internal brokenness then
we have no need of a Saviour.

John instinctively knew that,
it seems, and, through the
acceptance of him by these
obviously broken ones, was
able to accept himself, with all
his human foibles, more fully
and be at peace in life and
ultimately in acceptance of
death. Perhaps we need the
poor broken ones more than
they need us!

I was so privileged to
minister in Mutemwa and at the
Mother of Peace Community,
and be ministered to! What
great characters there are
there, full of life, full of fun. I got
to know names and individual

After Mass in the chapel at
Mutemwa

Giving Communion to the residents
at Mutemwa



characters through helping with
the bathing, eating with them,
praying and talking to them.
Each Saturday I was honoured
to have 3 or 4 come to join me
for a simple lunch. Interestingly,
the Gospel on John’s
anniversary sees Jesus urging
us to invite such as these to
dinner. ‘You are blessed in that
they cannot repay you’. Their
graceful presence was enough
repayment. It reminded me that
Jesus himself invites us, the
blind, the lame, the broken to
His (Eucharistic) table, where
all are welcome, and ultimately
to the banquet of heaven,
where wine is ‘on tap!’ I can’t
wait!

Yes, we witnessed strange
things, beautiful people and
unusual signs. An eagle appeared
swooping over Chigona the day
before John’s anniversary; and
we encountered inexplicable
lights as we climbed Chigona
once.

However, the greatest signs
we saw were those of the
Kingdom. The love and acceptance
shown one for another with no
distinction between rich and
poor, sick and well, white or

black. ‘The dream’ continues
and flourishes.

Pilgrims continue to visit, not
just at anniversary time, and it
is a particular joy to welcome
school and college groups. The
young people are mesmerised
by John’s story, many wanting
to volunteer their help in
Mutemwa and the ‘Mother of
Peace.’ As one young man
remarked ‘John B. is so cool!’
He would smile.

The Mother of Peace
Community is, of course, the
other side of the coin, and
Mutemwa and MOP regard
themselves as one.

Many of our Mutemwa
residents expressed a wish to

be taken to MOP on my last
Sunday there to witness 32
baptisms of our children,
including many abandoned as
babies. Perhaps some of our
lepers can be father and mother
figures to our abandoned little
ones, to give and receive love
and acceptance?

I hope to return (after the
March presidential elections,
I’m advised) to live in a
rondavel in Mutemwa and be
chaplain to them and MOP.

It is truly a wonderful and
humbling privilege to enter
into the paradox which John
experienced and which trans-
formed him; that the broken
give life and reflect to us our
own need of acceptance and
healing love; that being poor
and simple brings its own
riches; that little ones become
our teachers, that it is in giving
that we receive; and, as John
knows, in dying that we are
born to eternal life.

Fr. David spent 3 months at
Mutemwa this summer. He
hopes to become the resident
priest there next year.
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Fr. David with some of the Aids
Orphans at MOP

TRIBUTE TO JOHNTRIBUTE TO JOHN
by Rod Taylorby Rod Taylor

On June 3rd 1989 two
seemingly ordinary happenings
occurred, the first being that I
stopped and purchased a
newspaper on my way home
from work and the second
being the fact that I actually
took time out to read it. As I
perused through the newspaper
an article caught my eye. The
bold heading read “The soldier
who became a saint to lepers”
drew me in, as I read the article
my eyes filled with tears and I
felt an aching in my heart for
this man “John Bradburne” and
the lepers who had endured so
much prior to his arrival at
Mutemwa. When I had finished
reading the article I tore it out,
folded it up and put it away.
Little did I know the impact that
this article was to have on my
life in the coming years.

Many times over the
pursuing years the article was
photocopied and given to
anyone who I thought may be
touched by John’s story. In a
much later chapter of my life,
while studying Holistic Counselling,
I used John as an archetype of
strength and courage. Many of
my fellow students questioned

me as to who John Bradburne
was and again I was able to
relate John’s story to them
often seeing them have the
same reaction that I had.
Everyone of them now has
John’s photo and story in their
archetype files.

In 1995 my life turned
upside down, I felt I had been
dealt a terrible blow as my
marriage crumbled around me.
Trying to console myself in any
way I could I renewed a past
interest I had in self development
and spiritualism grasping at
anything that would help to
bring relief for my tormented
mind. My interest grew and
expanded over the years
broadening from New Age type
belief systems to more
orthodox religions.

A copy of the framed newspaper
article on Rod’s wall at home which
drew his attention back in 1989
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The past twelve years have
seen many beautiful changes in
my life, lots of personal growth,
personal healing, new friends,
my new partner Lyn, and a lot
of new interests. One such
interest was to join Toast-
Masters and learn public
speaking. When I was first
asked to join I was very hesitant
having had a previous bad
experience at speaking, however,
much to my delight was
encouraged and I really enjoy
speaking in public. It had
always been in the back of my
mind to do a speech about
John but the time never
seemed right.

God has obviously got a
timetable set for everything we
do as all of a sudden I had a
burning desire to speak about
John. Every speech I do I like to
research, even though I had

read everything I could find on
the internet as well as rereading
the original newspaper cutting I
felt I wanted to know more
about this man. This brought
me to read “Strange Vagabond
of God” deepening my knowledge
of John’s life. Wanting to know
this man better I also read two
of his favourite books “The
Pilgrims Way” and “The Cloud
of Unknowing”.

I believe John has had a
huge bearing on my life, never
totally out of my mind but in
these later years coming
more to the forefront. I have
found great strength and
encouragement through reading
about this modern day “Saint”.

Knowing he was a man of
proven courage, not a man
living in fear hiding behind a veil
of godliness. This has helped

me in my own personal spiritual
searching to turn back to
orthodox religions looking
deeper into them, seeking
answers and learning how to
pray. The miracle of all this is
the people who are now coming
into my life helping me on my
journey.

Onesemo Zanamwe has
become the new Administrator
at Mutemwa. He has been
actively involved in the
Zimbabwe Leprosy Association
(ZLA), through which JBMS
sends out monthly funds, for
some time. His background is
in Business Administration and
the selection panel set up to
find a suitable person for this
key position were very
impressed by his ideas and
keenness to continue to
develop Mutemwa both as a
residential health care settlement
and a place of pilgrimage. We
hope that Onesemo will have
a regular column in this
newsletter. He writes:

“Greetings from Mutemwa,
at this time of the year when
the farming season starts. The
whole place waits in anticipation
for God’s great gift of rain.
Currently Mutemwa has 55
patients of which 40 are male
and 15 female. Of the 55, 27
are leprosy patients (17 men
and 10 women). We also have
16 destitute (14 male and 2

female). The centre also cares
for 12 severely disabled
patients (9 male and 3 female).
Amongst our patients we have
16 Mozambican nationals, 2
Zambians, 1 Tanzanian and 9
Malawian nationals. The
objectives of Mutemwa are to
provide a quality, homely,
environment and health care
to leprosy patients, the disabled
and destitute, to provide moral,
physical, spiritual and emotional
support to all patients and to
ensure financial and food
security for the institution.

Our vision at Mutemwa is to
become self-sufficient. Currently
we have embarked on a goat
project that is meant to provide
meat and milk for the residents.
We are also looking forward to
expanding our chicken project.
Currently we have 343 layers
producing 9-10 crates of eggs
every day. The eggs are
primarily for the benefit of the
residents and the surplus is
sold to generate some income
for the centre. We also intend
to start a Piggery Project that is

meant to supplement the diet of
the residents and also generate
income for the centre.

The irrigation project that is
now near completion will go a
long way in providing vegetables
for the centre. We are planning
to grow potatoes, butternuts,
carrots, tomatoes, cabbages,
lettuce, sweet potatoes, just to
mention a few, and this will
definitely improve the diet of the
institution.

We are also very aware that
Mutemwa has become a
popular place for pilgrims. We
receive many pilgrims per week
and we have a responsibility
not only for the patients
but also for meeting and
greeting pilgrims. More needs
to be done to improve the
infrastructure so that pilgrims
can be catered for.

Unfortunately we lost
Antonio Chari in August. He
had been in and out of hospital
for some time. Despite all the
real difficulties we have been
able to buy most of our

Rod and Lyn

NEWS FROM MUTEMWA
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There appears to be interest
in the war service of John
Bradburne. We are therefore
very grateful for Anne Lander,
who has recently retired as a
Trustee of JBMS, for looking
into this matter and for the
information and help she has
received from the Honorary
Secretary and Treasurer of the
9th Gurkha Rifles Regimental
Association, Colonel Alan
Watson.

Background - Outline of 9th
Gurkha Rifles Service in the
Second World War

Before World War II the
establishment of each Gurkha
Regiment was two battalions.
The First battalion was
engaged in the Middle East,
North Africa, Italy and Greece
whilst the Second battalion on
the North West Frontier
reinforced Malaya by sea on 22
August 1941 and fought
throughout the withdrawal down
the peninsula until surrender
and captivity in Singapore
followed by work on the Siam
Railway.

Third battalion came into
being as a war substantive
battalion on 1 October 1940
and saw service on the North
West Frontier, Bengal and the
Arakan Campaign, followed by
operations in the Second
Chindit Campaign (March to
September 1944).

Fourth battalion was raised
in November 1940 and served

on the North West Frontier until
selection in 1943 for Special
Force training. On 5/6 March
the battalion also flew into
Burma as Morrisforce in the
Second Chindit Operation until
September 1944.

Fifth battalion was raised on
15 July 1942 to replace Second
battalion after capitulation in
Singapore.

The 9th Gurkha Rifles
Regimental Association was
formed in the UK by British
Officers who had served with
the Regiment in India prior to
1947.

John Bradburne

John received an Emergency
Commission and joined the
Regiment in Dehra Dun on 21
December 1940.

John is mentioned by name
in the 9th Gurkha Regimental
History Part 2 on four
occasions. These references
confirm John joining 2/9 Gurkha
Rifles (GR) on 23 December
1941. He was under command
of an older officer, Captain J.
Hart, and together they
escaped to Sumatra during the
Malaya campaign. Thereafter
John was promoted Temporary
Captain on appoint as Adjt of
5/9 GR. As John served with
3/9 GR throughout the Second
Chindit operation behind the
Japs in Burma, he served with
Second, Fifth and Third
battalions in that order.

Bill Towill is a surviving
Chindit who wrote a paperback
“A Chindit’s Chronicle”. He has
very kindly allowed us to use
part of his publication which
gives a bit of background to the
bravery of John who had under
his command the mortars.
Attached below are the final
few pages from Chapter 21 of
this book entitled Point 2171
Captured and Held.

“At the foot of the hill, just to
the north of the clearing, was
our mortar platoon, dug into
position on the top of a ridge in
the middle of a plot of Indian
corn, which was now almost
ripe. Some of us, when we
were down at the foot of the hill,
away from Point 2171, resorted
to the platoon post to sample
the Indian corn, which was
delicious, as much as to confer
with our mortar officer, John
Bradburne. The platoon did not
have any additional infantry
protection, but had to fend for
itself as well as operate the
mortars. Northwards from the
position, there was a wide
valley and on the other side of
the valley, a ridge where we
often saw the enemy moving
around. This was Hkamutyang,
and was a frequent target for
the mortars. On occasions, the
mortar platoon came under
direct attack from enemy
infantry and once a grenade
landed in one of the mortar pits
and exploded but without
injuring any of the three men in
the mortar crew.

JOHN BRADBURNE - A CHINDIT REMEMBERED

requirements and we are
looking to buy secondhand
motor vehicles from South
Africa which we can get duty
free. The present ones are very
unreliable and are a cause of
concern as we have to make
frequent trips to Parirenyatwa
hospital for referrals, checkups
etc.

Finally we are in discussion
with the Government over

buying Mutemwa’s 48.5 hectares
and there is a great possibility
that we will be allowed to do so.
The Ministry of State Lands has
inspected the site and we are
very hopeful that we shall
soon have the Title Deeds.
Currently all land belongs to the
Government in Zimbabwe.

We do appreciate the help
being given to Mutemwa and
earnestly thank everyone who

has helped in one way or
another, and implore you to
help us realise the hopes and
dreams that we have for
Mutemwa and continue with the
good work that John Bradburne
started.

Merry Christmas to you all.”
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The platoon havildar, Tirtha
Bahadur, won the Military
Medal for controlling the mortar
fire whilst under attack and for
ruthlessly hunting down the
enemy who had attacked the
position. John Bradburne was
equally courageous. He had
been posted out to our 2nd
battalion in Malaya and joined
them on 23 December 1941,
just 15 days after the Japs had
landed at Kota Bahru. It is not
generally appreciated that the
enemy landings at Khota Bahru
at 0015 hours local time (0215
hours Tokyo time) on 8
December 1941 took place 70
minutes before the attack on
Pearl Harbour, which was at
0325 hours Tokyo time, so it
was these landings, not the
attack on Pearl Harbour which
marked the treacherous entry
of Japan into the War, prior to
any formal declaration of
hostilities. The first wave of the
assault troops came from
the elite Japanese 18th
(“Chrysanthemum”) Division.
The invasion fleet had been
spotted a few hours earlier by a
Sunderland flying boat and the
landings were strongly opposed
by the small band of defenders,
the 3rd battalion of 17th Dogra
Regiment, Indian Army. They
and the shore based artillery
batteries gave a good account
of themselves and managed to
inflict one third losses on the
invaders and to sink two
Japanese troopships before
they were overwhelmed.

John was involved with the
battalion in some heavy fighting
as they carried the brunt of the
rearguard actions on the road
south from Alor Star. Then on
8 January 1942 in the fearful
disaster at Slim River, they lost
5 officers and 500 men
comprising three rifle companies
of the battalion. Though small
groups totalling 150 men
rejoined the battalion at a later
stage in the campaign the three
missing companies were never
recovered. Some who survived
the action and dispersed to
make their escape as best they
could, were to die later in the
jungle. John and his comrade
Capt. Hart managed to effect
an escape in a small boat, and
after great hardship, to reach
Sumatra.”

“After the War, John had even
more extraordinary experiences,

which are related in a book
entitled “Strange Vagabond of
God” by Father John Dove, SJ,
who also served with the
regiment during the War. John
Bradburne proved to be a quite
exceptional man. He came from
a cultured background, but
turned his back on what many
might have regarded as “the
good life” to become a monk - I
think a Franciscan - and
eventually ended up in a leper
colony at a place called
Mutemwa, not far from the city
then known as Salisbury in
Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe).
There for some nine years, he
lived with the lepers in a saintly
life of total self-denial, sharing
every aspect of their life,
tending their wounds, nursing
them through their sickness,
burying them when they died,
comforting them in their
distress, teaching them and
generally doing all he could to
help them.

Towards the end of this
period, there came the struggle
for independence, with marauding
bands of guerrillas roaming the
countryside, wreaking vengeance
on Europeans generally, without
questioning whether they had
or were doing anything for
the good of the native
community. In the early hours
of 3 September 1979
the guerrillas raided
the Mutemwa Leper
Camp and abducted
John from his hut. On
5 September his
body, dressed only in
his underpants, was
found by the side
of the main Mtoko
Nyamapanda road.
He was lying on his
back, his eyes were
open and his right
hand was under his
head, with his left
hand lying by his
side. He had been
shot repeatedly in the
lower part of his back
and in the legs, with
an AK rifle and 24
spent cartridge cases
were found at the
scene. A witness
later said that he had
died like a “hwaiyana”
(lamb), silent, without
complaint.

If any man had
ever lived as a saint

during all those years, it was
John, and there was just no
rhyme or reason whatsoever in
his killing. The funeral service
took place five days later, at
10 a.m. on 10 September, at
the local Catholic Cathedral,
the body having been kept
meanwhile in cold storage.
Towards the end of the service,
three white lilies were placed
on top of the coffin, as it stood
on trestles at the front of the
Cathedral, and at that time
three drops of fresh blood were
seen to fall from the bottom of
the coffin on to the floor.

At the conclusion of the
service the coffin was removed
to the funeral parlour and
opened up. The body was
found to be in a perfect state of
preservation. The wounds were
examined and found to be dry,
there was no seepage and
there was no blood or
dampness within the coffin and
a most careful examination left
everyone mystified and without
any explanation for the three
drops of fresh blood. The
opportunity was taken to fulfil
John’s wish - that he should be
buried in the Franciscan habit -
and the robe, not previously
available, was provided for
this purpose. There was
overwhelming evidence that

Dehra Dun 1942 - John Dove and John
Bradburne
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something quite sensational
had occurred, and almost
overnight John became world
news. Judith, the Countess
Listowel, a good friend of John
and his brother Philip, spoke of
him on the BBC.

How does one measure
greatness of the human spirit?
This simple chronicle contains
a number of instances where
true human greatness shines
like a shaft of sunlight to pierce
the pervading gloom and horror
of the battlefield. With a space
of time ranging, usually, from a
few seconds to a few hours, a
man or a group of men, lay

aside all self interest and any
thought of self preservation
and, in an act of supreme
gallantry, risk or lay down life
itself for the benefit of their
comrades. “Greater love hath
no man than this, that a man
lay down his life for his friends.”
John’s life and death were an
illustration of greatness of the
human spirit on an entirely
different plane. Not just for
seconds or hours, but for year
after year, for nine years in all
until death intervened, he laid
aside all thought of self interest
and gave not just all that
he had, but all that he
was, without any reservation

whatsoever, for the benefit of
those needy lepers, whose
physical condition most of us
would have found repugnant in
the extreme. Although I’m sure
he did not think of it in this way,
it was a display of enduring
greatness of the human spirit,
which it would be difficult to
parallel. All those long years
ago, at the mortar position
below Point 2171, and
elsewhere, we had rubbed
shoulders with incipient human
greatness of this supreme
quality - and were quite
unaware.”

John Bradburne’s poetic
love affair with the animal
kingdom was intense and
lifelong. Among the earliest
poems we have of his are
thirty-two short pieces, headed
‘The Birds’, written in 1949.
Thirty years later, in February
1979, only months before he
was killed, one of the last
sequences he wrote was also
about birds. Several of these
poems from both ends of his
writing life are included in this
new collection of his poetry.

He was fascinated by birds,
and especially eagles, because
of their spiritual significance.
The eagle is the crest of
St. John the Evangelist, symbol-
ising high flight towards the
love of God; and the Shona
people believe that the eagle is
a messenger of God. At one
point he paid daily visits to an
eagle’s nest to see if an eaglet
had arrived, and entertained
the parents on his recorder
while he waited: the story is told
in poems included in the final
section of the book. He was
delighted to be given a tame
bataleur eagle to look after, and
was greatly distressed when it
escaped and died. His association

with eagles continued after his
death. It is a matter of record
that eagles have a habit of
unexpectedly turning up when
Bradburne events are taking
place.

As do bees, which regularly
visited him in swarms during his
stay at Silveira House in
Harare. The poems tell of three
such visitations, in 1969, 1970,
and 1973. Their arrival and
departure is recorded in detail,
and they too are entertained by
his recorder. The analogy
between the queen bee and
Mary as Queen of Heaven drew
him irresistibly.

For this collection I have
chosen some 180 poems which
all focus on the animal
kingdom. My aim has been to
illustrate the range of his nature
coverage, while paying special
attention to those animals
which were of special interest
to him - eagles, bees, baboons
- as well as to those with whom
he had a special relationship,
such as the cat Garbage and
the dog Simba.

Throughout the book there
are strikingly vivid descriptions
of animal colours, sounds, and

behaviour. Original figures-of-
speech and word coinages
abound:

Elephant is a walking Royal
Plural

Beetle flying like an autogyro

The oriole remains a flautist-
chief.
With throbbing breasts as
golden as a sheaf

The coppersmith, that tintinabu-
lating bird

This is John Bradburne the
nature poet. But a layer of
spiritual interpretation is never
far away:

Animals, reptiles, insects, birds
and bees
Are each and all as aspects of
God’s love...

That is what makes the
collection so fascinating. Birds,
Bees, and Beasts shows us a
new side to John Bradburne,
and illustrates a genre which -
unusually within contemporary
English literature - brings together
theology and natural history. I
call it devotional nature poetry.

John Bradburne’s Birds, Bees, and Beasts
David Crystal

NEW BOOK AVAILABLE
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TESTIMONIES
Thank you for the booklet on the

life of John Bradburne. I had read
Fr. Dove’s memoir some years
ago. I would like to make known to
you an answer to prayer.

My brother was dying of throat
cancer, he was afraid and worried
about the pain he might endure. I
started a Novena to John and on
the 4th day, my brother who was to
be moved to a hospice for care,
died. His death was totally
unexpected as he had been told he
had several more weeks to live. I
felt that John had interceded with
God for him and he never endured
the pain he so dreaded.

The portrait of John is so human
and so compassionate, I was not
surprised by the sudden answer to
prayer. Thank you for making John
known. May he in God’s time be
raised to the Altar as the Saint he
is.

Sr Elizabeth Stafford
Preston

I have been praying to John B.
for quite a while now, and have to
show my appreciation and thanks
for so many favours, and prayers
answered. John has been such a
wonderful friend and through his
great intercession I have obtained
calmness of mind and spirit. Also I
had a little spot on my face for one
year. When it started to bleed I
went to the doctor. At the same
time I prayed to John that it would
disappear and would not be
anything serious. I have been
to the hospital to see the
Dermatologist who gave me the all
clear as the mark has gone. I am to
go back for a checkup but I am
convinced that nothing will occur
again with John’s help. Hoping this

little testimony will help others in
their faith.

Ellie Thomaides,
Middlesex

At last I can tell you that our
prayers have been answered. Ellen
our granddaughter has been found
a full-time residential placement at
a very specialised school in
Yorkshire. She moved there, and
John most certainly took charge
because she travelled without any
trouble from Broadstairs to
Doncaster, in fact she slept most of
the way. Two of the carers whom
she trusted the most travelled with
her and also stayed with her over
the weekend to help her settle in
and help her to feel secure. Ellen is
enjoying the special facilities at this
school, especially the music, song
and dance sessions. She has also
started to sit at table for her meals
and has even used a spoon to feed
herself, this she hasn’t done since
she was six years old. There are
only 33 students in the school with
5 to a class, so she has the special
care she needs. The next big
milestone comes when it is decided
if she can stay there or not. John
has worked so hard to help her I
am sure he will not ignore her now.

Margaret Parks
Hampshire

I knew John even before he
became a Catholic. I knew him at
that stage but sadly all too briefly
as I was awaiting an entrance call
to the University of Exeter. But the
memory, so short, is etched on my
mind, as I never knew a layman
like John who was so devoted to
religion. I had several brothers, and
although one became a Franciscan
later, they were not religious in that
way. To ‘compound the mystery’

John wasn’t a Catholic and there
we were, a Community of Marist
Sisters impressed by the obvious
closeness to God of this young
man! I feel sure that even then God
had taken him over, and John had
unstintingly given himself to God. I
was two years older than John and
all the above was early in the
1940’s at Raleigh House in Ottery
St. Mary, Devon, which we rented
from the Augustinian Fathers as
three of our London Convents had
been bombed. John would arrive
for Mass at 7.30 am in our Convent
Chapel. He had walked down from
West Hill where he was living as a
hermit. He would kneel upright at
his priedieu and never put elbows
on the rest! There always seemed
to be a smile on his face. After
Mass one of the Sisters always
asked him to come in for coffee, he
always smilingly and gratefully
refused. Then he walked home to
West Hill.

I have no doubt but that God
had him in His sights even then. As
we know of John’s life, he never
refused the Lord what he asked of
him. I’m sure like all of us John had
his human failings, but we are
loved in spite of those. I pray for
John’s canonisation and talk to him
about my problems, and know that
he helps me.

Sister Camilla Walkin SM
Ascot

Please continue to send in your
testimonies in writing to the JBMS
as these are essential for John
Bradburne’s Cause dossier. They
will only be published with the
person’s consent.

Have you ever known a saint? I
have, I think. For six years or so
during my childhood and very early
teens I was a boarder at Gaveney
House School in Exmouth, Devon.
For a brief period one of our
teachers was John Randal
Bradburne, whose cause for
beatification is being pursued.

His friend Fr. John Dove, who
served with him as a soldier in
India and Burma and later in Africa
as a missionary, skirts fairly briefly
over Bradburne’s time as a teacher

in Exmouth, commenting: ‘It would
be interesting to know what the
boys made of him.’ I hope to fill
that gap a little. In those days it
was customary for converts to wait
two years before being allowed to
join a monastery. Bradburne
therefore took a teaching post at
Gaveney, where his path crossed
with mine. I remember Mr.
Bradburne well from that time -
when I must have been 10 or 11 -
even though I was never taught by
him. All the boys liked him and
sought his good opinion. Other

teachers might roar at you and
even clout you around the head,
but not John Bradburne. He was
very amusing but extremely
devout, without being in the least
‘pious’. He used to try to draw out
whatever talent he thought a boy
might have. I recall his training of a
small schola to sing Non Nobis
Domine as a round. He would
accompany them on the recorder.
Musically, he was skilful but
apparently largely self-taught. One
boy he asked to play a duet with
him inquired ‘What key, Sir?’

RREECCOOLLLLEECCTTIIOONNSS  OOFF  AA  SSCCHHOOOOLLBBOOYY  bbyy  NNiicchhoollaass  LLoowwrryy
A shortened extract from an article in The Brandsma Review
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COMING SOON!!!
ALIVE TO GOD CD
A Selection of Poems by 

John Bradburne

Contemporary Mystic, Poet 
and Martyr

The idea for this CD and its compilation has
come from Anne Lander, who knew John well
during his time in Zimbabwe (Rhodesia). Her idea
was simple: to let John speak for himself, through
his poetry. She has therefore selected poems
which display the breadth of his spiritual themes
and the range of his poetic vision, and placed

them in a musical context which well reflects his interests and preoccupations. She has used his
own recordings as far as possible, and supplemented these with other sources where no recording
exists.

It is hoped that Alive to God will fulfil several aims: an end in itself for all who enjoy poetry; an
opportunity for people to come closer to John Bradburne’s profound spirituality; and a practical way
of supporting those who remain at Mutemwa, where the work goes on in very difficult times. It will
do all of this, and more.

The proceeds of the sales and any donations will be given to the John Bradburne Memorial
Society (Reg. Charity No. 1046483), P.O. Box 32, Leominster, Herefordshire HR6 0YB. 
E-mail: info@johnbradburne.com; website:  www.johnbradburne.com

© The John Bradburne Memorial Society

Bradburne replied, ‘Heavens, I
don’t know. I just play it!’

The memory of one incident
involving John Bradburne still
embarrasses me. In the classroom
after homework supervised by
Bradburne I fell and bruised my
bare shin against the steel leg of a
desk. It was surprisingly painful,
but another boy, slightly younger
than I, pointed and laughed ‘ha ha!’
like Bart Simpson’s tormentor.
Enraged, I lashed out and punched
him on the nose. A quiet voice
summoned me to the teacher’s
desk. ‘I’m surprised at you, Lowry!’
said Mr. Bradburne. ‘That’s a very
bad temper.’ That was all, but I am
still ashamed even 60 years later -
for the sole and simple reason,
then and now, that I deserved a
rebuke from such a man.

Fr. Dove next relates, with
great sensitivity and reticence, how
a spiritual crisis occurred in
Bradburne’s life during his spell at
Gaveney, which put an end to his
putative vocation as a Benedictine
and set him off in the direction
which, after many twists and turns,
led him finally to Africa. John
became friendly with the lady who
taught the five to seven year olds -
those we seniors referred to as ‘the
babies’.

He fell in love with her, even
though she must have been about
ten years older than he was.
Bradburne was a remarkably
handsome fellow, with tremendous
charm, but this woman had the
good sense and strength of
character not to allow the
relationship to develop, realising I
suspect that he was not called to

the married state. She turned him
down.

John Bradburne’s reaction
showed a different side to his
character - not at all to his credit.
Without notice, he precipitately left
the school right at the busiest time
of the summer term. Fr. Dove
comments: ‘May Gaveney House
forgive him’. Theodore Williams,
the headmaster, was not petty
minded and didn’t bear grudges, so
I am sure he did forgive Bradburne
for suddenly leaving him in the
lurch. In the event, the school
survived for only another five
years.

Nicholas Lowry is Editor of The
Brandsma Review.

A copy of the full article is
available from
brandsmabooks@eircom.net


