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“All guests who present themselves are to be welcomed as Christ” 
 

 

 

 

The Easter Triduum 
Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, Easter Day 

20-23 March 2008 
 

 

So it comes about that it is only on the cross  
that Jesus can finally reveal and completely embody God’s decisive act.   
It is Christ crucified who alone is the power and the wisdom of God.  
For it is in the ultimate self-surrender, the ultimate self-giving,  
the final sacrifice of all the other sacrifices that make up his life,  
that Jesus is fully united with the Father,  
and can say, “I and the Father are one…  
the Father is in me, and I am in the Father.”   
In Jesus, and in Jesus alone, there is nothing of self left to be seen  
– no ego, no self-centredness or selfishness at all.   
He discovers his true identity in losing himself,  
by letting himself go, by giving himself away in love.   
All we see when we look to him  
is the ultimate, unconditional love of God.   
And this sheer transparency comes about  
not as he strips himself of the supposed attributes of divinity  
– his omnipotence, his omniscience, of all that makes him superhuman.  
Rather, it is achieved as he strips himself of himself,  
of the usual human desire to focus attention on himself,  
of all our normal craving to be something.  
It is precisely in making himself nothing at all,  
as he gives himself away to others without remainder,  
refusing to count the cost,  
that he discloses and lays bare  
the fact that we are all simply the self-expression of Love  
– “love divine, all loves excelling.”   
It is precisely in making himself nothing at all that he becomes truly human, 
the true sacrament of God’s presence and encounter with us. 
 



Second Sunday of Easter 
30 March 2008 

 

 
  

 

This is clip art for parish Easter bulletins, and some may even like it.  Yet it is a spectacular image of 

what Easter is not.   This is just Hollywood, or perhaps Bollywood?  Unlike the quiet, sober, 

understatement of the New Testament, it tries to say too much.  The only power available to God is the 

power of selfless love, the power revealed in the foot-washing and the Cross.  The resurrection is not a 

land-mine going off under our feet.  There is no compulsion in religion, no force, no aggression, no 

overwhelming.  ‘An angel of the Lord, descending from heaven, came and rolled back the stone and sat 

on it.’  So confident is Saint Matthew about God’s resounding ‘Yes’ to the totality of Christ that he can 

even joke about it.  The angel plumps down on the rolled away gravestone as we might in a favourite 

armchair - without a care in the world.  Easter is about enjoying all God has done, and joining in with 

all God is doing. 

 

Third Sunday of Easter 
6 April 2008 

 

 

As I look at our splendid new Font and help myself to the Easter baptismal water, I find myself making 

all sorts of connections.  This great copper bowl was painstakingly hammered into shape by 

anonymous Indonesian artisans, probably Hindus.  It is reminiscent of a typical temple gong, but 

hollowed out to hold water.  Water, as an agent of cleansing and sanctification of people and places, 

features in all the great world religions.  These artisans have taken great care, but in one or two places 

they hammered just a bit too hard and perforated the copper.  I like these mistakes for two reasons.  

Firstly, because making mistakes is human.  Our Muslim cousins tell us only God is perfect.  In Islamic 

art and architecture, for all the perfect detailing and perfect proportions, there is always a small 

deliberate mistake hidden somewhere.  Apart from God, we are less than whole, and all we do and say 

is less than whole.  I say the people who made our bowl were Hindu, but I am guessing; they might just 

as easily be Muslim.  In any case, Indonesian religion is characterized by a certain fluidity as everyone 

is influenced by a mixture of Buddhism, Hinduism and Islam.  This means our Font is testimony to the 

human search for meaning across religious frontiers, making it a pretty good contemporary image of 

life in the global village.  My second reason for treasuring the flaws in the bowl is more specifically 

Christian.  Early in his gospel, Luke tells us that Jesus increased in wisdom and stature, and in favour 

with other people and with God – Lk 2:52.  Of this ‘increase’ – Christ’s and our own – this new Font 

speaks just by being here.  Baptism is initiation, opening the way to increase in faith and hope and 

love, the increase in wisdom we call ‘christening’  – as we journey together in Christ, studying the 

scriptures, celebrating the sacraments, patiently doing all the work of ministry and mission.  The Greek 

word Luke selects here is προεκοπτεν − prokoptein, which means to extend by blows as a smith 

stretches metal with hammers!  Increase, growth, development, maturing, is never automatic.  It 

demands openness, and it demands effort.  On the Cross our Lord hammers out our salvation.  Each 

new day he works on us, but gently, with never a perforation, as we surrender to the Master’s touch. 



Fourth Sunday of Easter 
13 April 2008 

 

 
 

As Christians, we believe that all people have been made in the image of God.  We believe that 
God loves each and every person with an infinite, never-ending, unconditional love. 
 
As members of the body of Christ, we acknowledge each person's unique and valuable 
contribution as we seek together to build up that body in love.  As members of the Anglican 
Communion, we celebrate the gift of our diversity and are committed to being a broad Church 
that accepts and welcomes difference.   
 
We acknowledge our need of God's forgiveness for the sins and failings which harm our shared 
witness in the world.   
 
We believe our unity is rooted in our baptism in Christ, and we will seek to maintain that unity 
through the grace of the Holy Spirit who lives and works in each one of us. 
 

+   +   +   +   + 
 

Parish Council has signed this Inclusive Church letter to over eight hundred bishops of the Anglican 

Communion as they prepare for the Lambeth Conference at the University of Kent in Canterbury this 

July.  Together with the great majority of Anglicans worldwide, we in this parish believe the historic 

generosity of Anglicanism is under attack when this inclusive Christian spirit is needed for the life of 

the world.  Pray for Rowan, Archbishop of Canterbury, as for Archbishop Roger, Bishop Tom, Bishop 

Mark and Bishop Kay. 

 



Fifth Sunday of Easter 
20 April 2008 

 

My dear Friends 
 

On Friday afternoon I was at St John’s Camberwell in Melbourne’s eastern suburbs for the funeral of 

Robert William Dann, Archbishop of Melbourne from 1977 until 1983.  I was accepted for ordination 

by Archbishop Frank Woods, but he retired in my final year of training.  This meant I found myself in 

Robert Dann’s first ordination of deacons, the ‘class of 1978.’  Almost a year to the day later he 

ordained me to the priesthood.  After a two-year curacy at All Saints Geelong, I was sent for a further 

two-year apprenticeship at St Matthew’s Cheltenham where the archbishop had once been vicar.  After 

this, he appointed me to beautiful Sorrento-Rye on the Mornington Peninsula, but had retired by the 

time I left that parish and moved to St John the Divine Croydon.  Over the next nine years we met 

occasionally, talked sometimes on the phone, and from time to time exchanged letters.  We lost touch 

for a while when I moved to Perth, until one day out of the blue Bob called to tell me how much he had 

enjoyed my book on Bishop John Taylor.  Since then we have communicated fairly regularly, and I was 

lucky to spend some time with him and his wife Yvonne last September just two days before his 93rd 

birthday.  He was then amazingly well, his mind as sharp as a tack.  After a short illness Bob died last 

week, and it was typical of him that his funeral was in his parish church rather than the cathedral.  

Although he was catholic in his spirituality and could rise to grand occasions, he was not really a man 

for bells and whistles.  I remember him best in the privacy of his study as a particularly sensitive 

pastor.  He was certainly not a high priest unable to sympathise with human weakness.  Strong in my 

memory too is his sense of humour and the laughter we shared, and in these last years discussions 

about what we happened to be reading.  I guess introverts’ best friends are quite often books, so I 

really valued just kicking ideas around with him.  For all these reasons and more I will miss him, and 

his going feels like the end of an era.  Others can talk knowledgably about Bishop Robert’s distinctive 

contribution to the Diocese of Melbourne and the wider church.  I simply give thanks for his 

gentleness, kindness, and continuing interest and encouragement across thirty years. 



Sixth Sunday of Easter 
27 April 2008 

 

My dear Friends 
 

At the heart of the eucharistic prayer in which we celebrate God’s mighty acts of creation and 

redemption, we are invited to proclaim ‘the mystery of faith’, and as one we say ‘Christ has died, 

Christ is risen, Christ will come again.’  The mystery of faith - grounded in the historical cross and 

centred in the more than historical resurrection – grasps us because we can hardly grasp it.  We are, 

by definition, handling realities beyond our understanding, truths so deep we can never exhaust them.  

This makes ordinary descriptive language creak and strain and break, forcing us to use the language of 

poetry and myth to evoke what is beyond human words.  The Ascension of Jesus is a classic case in 

point.  To be honest, the Ascension is fiction rather than fact, but this does not mean it is untrue.  On 

the contrary, this is myth, and myth is a true story.  Doctrine and dogma is related to religion rather in 

the way that a subsequent explanation is related to a funny story.  Such an explanation, when it is 

called for, sometimes illumines and spells out the humour contained within the story but it isn’t a patch 

on the joke itself.  Another down-side to explanations of this sort is that they lack the human warmth of 

the joke itself.  Essentially, they are plodding and sensible rather than imaginative and pleasurable.  

Jesus doesn’t teach doctrinal formulae or speak in dogmas because the tone of voice just isn’t right.  

Jesus tells stories, stories with a whole host of meanings, stories requiring exploration and 

interpretation and application.  The gospel writers do the same, of course, spinning tales, offering us 

insightful myths, telling inexhaustible tales to draw us deeper into the mystery of faith.  The Ascension 

story is a particularly glorious example of this approach to truth-telling.  Based on first century Jewish 

cosmology which located heaven somewhere above the earth, the Ascension celebrates the fact that the 

crucified Jesus is one with God, that his actions are God’s actions and his words God’s words.  The 

Ascension celebrates the fact that God is always and everywhere Christlike, for God is none other than 

the patient Love we see and know at Calvary.  Whoever we are, wherever we are, whatever we have 

done or failed to do – it is in this astonishing self-giving Love that we live and move and have our 

being.   

 


