
Grace Church, Joondalup   God From The Ground Up                Maundy Thursday 
 
The old saying about the Fourth Gospel – that it is a pool in which a child may wade 

and an elephant can swim – is perhaps no more in evidence than here in the long 

section that begins in chapter 13, and runs through until the end of chapter 17.  Jesus’ 

washing of his disciples’ feet is one among many moments that, despite its apparent 

familiarity, never submits entirely to our understanding, and thus always remains 

(rather like the whole of this Gospel!) as Cambridge New Testament scholar, the late 

Edwyn Hoskyns remarked, `strange, restless, and unfamiliar’. 

 

It’s a disquieting episode, this; and any discomfiting we may feel is well-placed, and 

keeps good company: Simon Peter (and presumably, with him, the company of those 

present) was horrified.  The problem, of course, isn’t feet, and overstatement about the 

supposedly degrading nature of this regional anatomy doesn’t help our understanding 

very much.  While it was the case that the Talmud excused the washing of a Jewish 

master’s feet by his Jewish slave (although foreign slaves could do so), wives and 

husbands could wash each other’s feet, as could children those of their parents, and 

disciples those of their teachers, and that with honour.  The problem resides in 

perception and propriety, about who should do what, and to whom.   

 

At the very beginning of the Fourth Gospel, Jesus – whom we know by means of the 

author’s all-knowing description to be the pre-existent, Word Made Flesh – is hailed 

enthusiastically by Nathanael as the Son of God, and the King of Israel; neither of 

these titles does Jesus push away, modify, or disclaim (and all on the basis of his 

seeing Nathanael `under the fig tree’, itself a stylised, loaded, messianic symbol).  

Jesus promises that he will see greater – and presumably, more shocking – things than 

these.  Chief among `these things’, of course, will be Jesus lifted up.  But perhaps the 

greater shock is the dawning recognition – slowly but deliberately drawn across the 

reader’s or the hearer’s mind – that this Jesus and the Father are `one’, a realisation 

that reaches its zenith when Jesus educates Philip on the point with the barbecue-

stopping line, `Whoever has seen me has seen the Father.’  On the authority of this 

Fourth Gospel, then, it is not so much a case of concluding that `Jesus is like God’, 

but more dangerously and tantalisingly, `God is like Jesus’.  And this realisation, 

according to John, is the work of the Spirit of God, not an unaided bit of deduction. 
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So what of the washing of the feet, then?  In the schema of this Fourth Gospel, Jesus’ 

willing washing of the feet – an act of humility – clearly prefigures, points to, what 

will take place at the cross: it is driven by love, and it is on the pathway to the Father 

(`Having loved those who were his own…he loved them to the end’).  He knew, 

according to John, that he had `come from God and was going to God’.  Hence, the 

strange exchange about needing to be washed, lest there be no part or share in Jesus, 

and thus, Peter’s lightning-quick movement from indignant protest to enthusiastic 

request for yet more washing.  Here, then, is glory-in-humiliation, a theme that will 

run from here all the way through to the crucifixion and beyond.  Even the taking-off 

of the robe by Jesus is a figure of his death: the usual word for the removal of a 

garment is not used, but rather a poetic word which had, since Homer, carried 

overtones of burial. 

 

There are, then, multiple, liberating scandals that attend upon the washing of the feet, 

those strange and often-laughable organs through which we sense so much of the 

world, and by which we navigate and traverse it.  That Jesus, the Word Made Flesh, 

who takes the very name of God to himself as naturally as breath (`so that…you may 

believe that I Am’), should seek to wash us and rebuild us from the ground up, thus 

(again) declares our humanity a thing of precious value and dignity, and assures us 

that God and matter are not implacable enemies, but take their ease together: this is a 

liberating, urgent, world-embracing truth that demands practical expression.   

 

Bread and wine, matter; water, matters; oils and words, matter; what we do, matters – 

all become bearers of grace, as we ourselves are to be.  And what of our 

understanding of God, given that we labour under so many constructed ideals of god-

ness?  Even God, it seems, in the washing of the feet, is rebuilt from the ground up in 

our understanding: now we see the God whose passion is in and for the world, driven 

by that divine stuff we label `love’; the God whose love embraces calloused feet and 

knotted wood `for us, and for our salvation’; the God whose washing of our feet 

honours and redeems our ugliness and self-loathing, and thus declares us beautiful. 

 

Jesus’ washing of the feet is a scandal, but one we can and must embrace, as we are 

called to do the same. 
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Grace Church, Joondalup      Playing Cards at the Foot of the Cross                                 Good Friday 
 
I know some Jesuit priests (whose names shall remain a secret, and whose location, 

the same) who have perpetuated a strange, even disturbing custom on Good Friday.  

They call it `playing cards at the foot of the cross’.  It appeals to that residual Catholic 

part of me that I inherited through my maternal line, part of those cluttered halls of 

childhood memory hung with pictures of Our Lady of Sorrows, St Anthony, and the  

Sacred Heart of Jesus, as natural as finding a set of dusty rosary beads in the bottom 

of the fruit bowl on the sideboard. 

 

`Playing cards at the foot of the cross’ is simple enough: after the long and 

emotionally draining solemnities of Good Friday have been properly and carefully 

observed, the cross venerated, and the passion proclaimed, the church building is 

locked up in silence, and by arrangement the small group of priests gathers in the 

presbytery.   

 

Before long, a pack of cards is produced, and the little band sits around an old 

laminex kitchen table on an odd assortment of chairs, and a game of euchre or poker 

suggests itself.  Soon enough, a bottle of single malt emerges, and the little company 

begins to relax.  The game goes on, and, by all reports, becomes louder and less self-

conscious, with spontaneous discussions about difficult parishioners, politics, sport, 

and all the usual irrelevancies of life.  Theology rarely gets a guernsey, apparently.  

The night wears on, the contents of bottles disappear, and it’s usually late when the 

band breaks up.  To some outside their circle, playing cards at the foot of the cross 

smacks of irreligion, even dereliction; but I think they’re on to something important. 

 

One of the characteristics of the Fourth Gospel’s portrayal of Jesus is the way in 

which, from first to last, Jesus is in control of events; nowhere is this more evident 

than in the passion narrative.  One of the signal statements placed on the lips of Jesus 

is the famous, `No one takes [my life] from me, but I lay it down of my own accord.  I 

have power to lay it down, and I have power to take it up again.’ (10:18)  Nothing is 

said to surprise the Jesus of the Fourth Gospel, and he knows when his hour is to be, 

and what it will look like.  At his trial, it is Pilate who is put on the spot, not Jesus, 

and there is a majesty and serenity that surround Jesus, and mock Caesar.  Even the 
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narrative of the crucifixion is controlled and measured: Jesus carries his own cross; 

the two brigands receive nothing more than a casual mention, and then disappear from 

the narrative, save to underline the unexpectedly swift death of Jesus – itself a 

magisterial act, with the bowing of the head and the giving up of the spirit.  The last 

words which ring from the cross are triumphant, with no hint of Godforsakenness – 

the terrible reportage of Matthew and Mark.  It is finished, is the shout; tetelestai; 

consummatum est.  Everything is completed as it should be: the prophets are 

vindicated, the ruler of this world is judged, and the Word Made Flesh is high and 

lifted up.  And before the triumphant cry, the assurance that Jesus `knew that all was 

now finished’. 

 

Consummatum est.  Tetelestai.  It is finished.  All done; no loose ends; nothing to add; 

no unfinished business. 

 

This is the earthy point behind the strange and possibly (apparently) disrespectful 

practice of playing cards at the foot of the cross: it is a simple, if confronting vote of 

confidence in the truth of consummatum est!, a strange parallel to those who first 

gamed at the foot of the cross, having done all that was required of them by way of 

grisly duty.  These modern-day card players are not, in my view, disrespectful at all: 

in fact, their cards and their conversation and their occasional excess, are testimony to 

a profound reality: having observed the solemnities and honoured the cross and its 

dreadful Burden, they acknowledge that there is nothing more to be done, nothing to 

be added, nothing that is missing from the equation of God’s restoring, forgiving love. 

 

Playing cards at the foot of the cross is not a slide into dissolute living, or into 

abandoning the effort of living out the Good News, or of `working out our salvation’.  

Neither is it a call to living presumptuously, sitting lightly to the sacrifice of Jesus, or 

devaluing the cross at the very heart of the Trinity. Rather, it is an eloquent 

recognition of the limits of human ability, and of our being recipients of the most 

extraordinary gift of divine love. 

 

Consummatum est!  It is finished.  Enter into the rest of the Great Sabbath, then, for it 

has all been done. 

Grace Church, Joondalup                 Great Unexpectations…  Easter Day 2008  
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Alice Walker, whose Pulitzer Prize-winning The Color Purple put her abilities as an 

author beyond doubt, has dealt with the spectrum of human misery, and has stepped 

out the path that can lead to hopeless resignation if travelled too long.  Having 

endured the sharp pains of racism, violence, sexism, and isolation, a line from one of 

her poems has lent itself as a rallying-point for many who are overwhelmed by the 

Way Things Are. 

 

The first and last lines of Walker’s poem, Expect Nothing, run like this: `Expect 

nothing.  Live frugally on surprise.  Become a stranger to need of pity/Or, if 

compassion be freely given/Take only enough…But expect nothing.  Live frugally on 

surprise.’ 

 

It has about it the air of almost irresistible resignation: not bitterness, so much as a 

too-strong a dose of realism.  `Expect nothing.’ 

 

Matthew’s opening shots in the telling of the first-light moments `after the sabbath’, 

in preparation for which the untidiness of state-sponsored murder had been swept up 

and hidden away, seem to heading – not unreasonably, perhaps – in a similar direction.   

 

The lone figures who appear at dawn (Mary Magdalene, and her unflatteringly 

described companion, `the other Mary’), are not given any particular purpose by 

Matthew: they carry no spices or perfumed preservatives, no fair linen grave cloths, 

no tribute of any sort.  They come simply and solely `to see the tomb’.  (Whether 

there was a flicker of some vague and ill-shaped hope, we do not know; but let them 

be hailed for this desire to gaze, if only in despair, on Jesus’ tomb – none of the circle 

of men was there.)   

 

Reality seems to have won the field, and some of the hard-edged apparatus of that 

reality is said to have been in evidence:  a rock-sealed tomb; a squad of professional 

realists – Roman soldiers – to guard the tomb; and delegated Imperial authority to 

preserve the status quo (lest `the last deception be worse than the first’). 
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Then, into the midst of what +Rowan, Archbishop of Canterbury, has described as 

Matthew’s `elaborate mythological scenery’, bursts the unexpected, undared-to-be-

hoped-for action of God: a heady mix of Old Testament power-of-God symbols 

(earthquake; angelic figure with lightning-like appearance and gloriously laundered 

clothes), and almost music hall levity (the effortlessly rolled-away stone, and the 

unceremonious plumping of the angel upon it - `and [he] sat on it’; the shivering of 

the soldiery into nervous collapse, and the irony that the only ones who look dead in 

and around the tomb are those who have come to keep the peace and to hold steady 

the Way Things Are). 

 

Matthew’s broad hint is that the tomb which had held Jesus was already empty when 

the stone was rolled away: Jesus was not released by an angel, but raised by the Father. 

 

Matthew takes us all to a new place where nothing looks quite like it did before, 

where language and imagination begin to fail, where everything the women – and we 

– thought they knew was in need of revision, a place in which all become learners 

again.  Even the angel’s message about meeting the risen Jesus in Galilee - diligently 

delivered to the two Marys (`see, I have told you’) – is trumped by the risen Jesus: on 

the breathless journey to tell the news to the absent others, powered by `fear and great 

joy’, the women run smack (as it were) into Jesus, no longer bound either by the 

conventions of spacetime, or the angel’s prescriptive message.  Jesus, the same-but-

different, the Impossible Possibility, overthrows both the limits of hope and the depths 

of despair in and by the power of God.  And nothing can look the same again.  No 

yawning acceptance, here, of the raising of Jesus from death – itself an undescribed 

moment of intimacy within the private life of the Trinity – as if it happened all the 

time, or was an unremarkable commonplace; rather, we hear the authenticity of 

admixed fear and joy, of disorientation, and of the reassessing of all that was and is 

thought possible.  

 

The two Marys came seeking that which they knew, that which was, if hopeless, 

nevertheless comprehensible: `Jesus who was crucified’.  What encountered them was 

Jesus risen, and hope reborn: `He is not here; for he has been raised.’ 

 

In God’s new day, then, Christ is risen: expect everything… 
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+ 
Second Sunday of Easter 

30 March 2008 
Father David Wood 

Parish Priest 

Grace Anglican Church Joondalup 

Perth, Western Australia 

Acts 2:14a, 22-32; 1 Peter 1:1-12; John 20:19-31 
 

 
Earlier this week I met with a young couple preparing for marriage.  The girl 
is a believer but the boy is not, and he worried that the wedding ceremony 
might put words into his mouth he can’t say with any integrity.  
Commendably, he was afraid of telling public lies, hypocritically going through 
the motions when his heart is elsewhere.  I tried to reassure him on this point.  
The marriage service, I heard myself saying, demands no more of him than 
he is able to give.  Of course, a Christian marriage is shaped by the Christian 
gospel, by the good news of God in Christ; there is no escaping this fact.  This 
is because marriage and the gospel are about reality, reality with a capital R.   
 
So every time the little word ‘God’ occurs in the liturgy, what is meant is this 
ultimate reality, this ultimate truth about the shape of reality.  The framework 
of faith excludes no one; potentially, at least, it includes everyone.  It uses 
language we all understand, language which is true of all of us, but language 
whose real depth and significance is simply appreciated more by believers 
than unbelievers.  This is so because believers know who God is in a way 
others do not.  To borrow a line from Bishop David Jenkins, God is as God is 
in Jesus.   
 
Now, this does not mean no one else knows anything of God.  It does mean 
that Christians enjoy a special insight into God because we have actually 
accepted the revelation offered to everyone.  We accept the revelation that 
God is who we meet in the way Jesus lives and acts and teaches; that God is 
who we see in the foot-washing Jesus; that God is who we see in Jesus dying 
on the cross. 
 
This is what today’s story of Thomas is all about.  In the course of the story 
we watch Thomas moving from faithlessness to faith, travelling step by step 
from doubt to trust.  And the clincher for the disciples on the evening of the 
first day of the week – that is, on Easter Day in the evening - is that Jesus 
shows them his hands and his side, the abiding marks of crucifixion.  And the 
clincher for Thomas on the evening of another first day of the week – that is, 
on this Second Sunday of Easter - is the same: Jesus showing him his hands 
and his side.  The cross is the real eye-opener to who God really is; the totally 
shocking eye-opener to what God is really like.  The cross allows us to read 
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reality aright, in ways we couldn’t before.  The cross is the indispensable clue 
to reading ourselves aright: for if God truly is Love crucified, then only self-
giving love, only self-surrendering love can be heaven for us as well. 
 
This truth is celebrated in the sacrament of marriage, just as we celebrate it 
in every genuinely loving relationship.  I tried to bring this out yesterday 
when I blessed the marriage of Tara Schiller and Jamie McLaren – Jamie 
being Irene Saint-Whittle’s youngest son.  I gave them a copy of Bishop John 
Taylor’s poem, ‘Valentine’ – 
 
 To say I love you is like saying ‘God’. 
 In Eden once I knew what both terms meant; 
 each was distinct, known or becoming known, 
 until, beyond the Image, I faced the Other 
 and knew not how to love that counter-self 
 in you or him, which might reject, or smother; 
 and above all I feared my nakedness. 
 Yet still my heart is yours, yes, more than his, 
 and his, ‘Where art thou?’ echoes only mine 
 calling for you among the tangled trees. 
 
 ‘God’ is my dread, my hunger and my hope 
 thrown on the luminous screen of the outer dark 
 while, hidden at the inmost core of me, 
 he who is not I waits my coming home. 
 You too, dear love, draw me to that labyrinth: 
 while needing most your separate otherness, 
 I cannot reach you till I find my self. 
 The more I pick these ravelled threads apart 
 the more they fray.  Forgive me, patient heart, 
 that I bring nought today but a lover’s knot. 
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+ 
Third Sunday of Easter 

6 April 2008 
Father David Wood 

Parish Priest 

Grace Anglican Church Joondalup 

Perth, Western Australia 

Acts 2:14a, 36-41; 1 Peter 1:13-25; Luke 24:13-35 
 
Everyone knows exactly where Bethlehem and Jerusalem are located.  No one 
knows where Emmaus lies.  Israeli tourist guides will take pilgrims to Emmaus 
for a price, but the fact is there are several competing sites.  The truth, of 
course, is that Emmaus is both nowhere and everywhere.  For the real 
Emmaus is wherever the crucified and raised Christ sits at table with his 
friends.  The real Emmaus is wherever the Lord feeds his people with his own 
life-energy.  Around this altar this morning, as every Sunday, we join him at 
Emmaus as he takes and blesses and breaks and gives bread to the hungry.  
The resurrection appearance stories are all a bit like this.  They are not really 
about what happened to other people long ago.  To be sure, the stories have 
their foothold in human history - in that history-beyond-human-history to 
which the resurrection belongs, but they are really stories about today and 
tomorrow, stories about our future rather than our past.  In the nature of 
things, they connect with where we are and what we know, enlightening our 
minds, deepening our sympathies, stretching our horizons. 
 
So we get a story on this Third Sunday of Easter about the dead Christ alive 
and present with us in the Eucharist.  From earliest times this great 
sacrament we variously call the Divine Liturgy, or the Mass, or the Lord’s 
Supper, Eucharist or Holy Communion, was known just as the Breaking of 
Bread.  Evidently, there was something distinctive about Jesus’ bread-
breaking, something genuinely characteristic about the way he performed this 
most commonplace action of every meal.  Of course, bread must be broken if 
it is to be divided among the company.  And it is the host’s task to ensure 
that every guest receives their share.  To this extent, bread-breaking, then as 
now, is a straightforward utilitarian act.  But Jesus seems to have invested it 
with his own special quality, making it into a genuinely inclusive moment 
when everyone around the table was drawn into the circle and made fully 
welcome.  As teacher among his disciples he did this time without number.  
The Last Supper was simply the final meal of hundreds of similar meals, the 
final meal of so many other round-table exchanges, so many intimate 
conversations, so many debates and disagreements, so many fresh 
discoveries.  At each and every one of these, Jesus takes bread and says the 
blessing, breaks the loaf apart, and passes round the torn pieces. 
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We noticed on Easter II how John insists again and again that the raised 
Christ is recognised by the wounds in his hands and side: here without doubt 
is the crucified One actually living among us.  The torn bread, the broken 
fragment, is Luke’s version of this truth.  It doesn’t really matter what sort of 
bread we use at the altar, whether it be leavened or unleavened, wholemeal 
brown or sliced white.  What matters is that it is not intact; what matters is 
that it is not those dreadful perfect pre-punched discs we favoured so long.  
As the old joke had it, the difficulty with that ecclesiastical cardboard was not 
so much believing it to be the Body of Christ; the difficulty was believing it to 
be real bread!  Far, far worse, however, was its untouched appearance, its 
isolated perfection, its sheer uninvolved individuality.  Christ’s body is broken 
so all may participate in his aliveness.  Christ’s body is broken because all are 
members one of another as all are members of his own body.  So it was once 
upon a time; so it is still and always, for there is no genuine humanity 
otherwise. 
 
So week after week, the One we crucified returns to open the scriptures to us, 
interpreting the ancient texts according to his own way of sacrificial love.  If 
Luke emphasises anything in today’s gospel story it is the road and the 
travelling to and fro on this road.  Long before we were ever called Christian 
everyone knew us as people of the Way.  And the Lord is walking with us, 
sometimes alongside us joining in our talk, other times going on ahead and 
calling us to follow in his footsteps.  But time and time again he comes into 
the house of the church and stays with us, presiding at table with his 
characteristic grace.  It is then that our hearts burn within us, that blind eyes 
are opened, as the absent One is made known to us in the broken bread, 
vanishing from sight that others may find him in us – in all we are and in all 
we do. 
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+ 
Fifth Sunday of Easter 

20 April 2008 
Father David Wood 

Parish Priest 
Grace Anglican Church Joondalup 

Perth, Western Australia 
Acts 7:55-60; 1 Peter 2:11-25; John 14:1-14 

 
Anyone who has ever been to a Christian funeral knows these words – “Let not your hearts 
be troubled.  Believe in God, believe also in me.  In my Father’s house are many dwelling 
places.  I will come again and will take you to myself, so that where I am you may be also.”  
Now there is real irony in this, for John the evangelist almost entirely focuses on this present 
age and has very little interest in the life to come.  In other words, the church routinely uses 
as a funeral reading something which is not primarily a reference to life beyond the grave, 
straining the words to serve the purpose.  When we come to this passage in Eastertime, 
therefore, it takes some real effort not to hear it in the context of the graveyard, for we are 
almost driven to do so.  Indeed, we probably imagine that this is precisely why it is chosen, 
to help us make the link between Christ’s resurrection and our own resurrection?   
 
This means it can come as something of a shock to find that the focus today is emphatically 
not on some other world.  Our focus is life in this world, and for that matter resurrection life 
in this world, resurrection in the only world we know.  How shall we be God’s Easter people 
now, in this place and time, rather than some never-never land that may simply never come?  
The words of the Easter Jesus, heard in the context of life rather than death actually become 
startlingly coherent.  Today’s gospel is not, as might appear at first glance, three distinct 
sections each with their own frame of reference.  Now we can here them as one seamless 
sequence of thought which is all to do with how we live today and tomorrow.  And the golden 
thread running through the text is caught in one word.  We have met this word before, but 
here in this passage it is the unspoken word under-girding everything. 
 
The word I have in mind is, of course, the word ‘abiding’ – a word John begins to use early 
on.  Right after his baptism two of John the Baptist’s disciples follow Jesus, and their question 
is, “Lord, where are you staying?”, or “where are you abiding?”  This turns out not to be 
some idle inquiry about Jesus’ home address, but about where his extraordinary and unique 
aliveness comes from.  And his answer to those first curious disciples?  “Come and see.”  
Well, this is what we have been doing.  This is what we are always doing.  As long as we are 
attracted to Christ we are tagging along, seeing for ourselves what gives, exploring the 
origins of his vitality.  Jesus is the Way and we are people of the Way, the way that leads to 
truth and life.  And Jesus is the Way because Jesus abides in the reality of God.  No one 
knows the Father except by him because only Jesus really stays or dwells or remains always 
within the sheer aliveness of his Father and our Father.   
 
This is why he can talk in terms of going to the Father and of coming again to his disciples, 
almost as if there is no movement involved at all.  This is why he talks of being in the Father 
and of the Father being in him.  God as Abba-Father is simply where Jesus always lives, God 
is his home address.  God is, we can see, his native habitat, his natural environment, the very 
air he breathes.  It follows that he cannot show Philip the Father as if the Father were 
someone else, as if the Father were somewhere else.  “Do you not believe that I am in the 
Father and the Father is in me?  The words that I say to you I do not speak on my own; but 
the Father who dwells – or abides, or lives – in me does his works.  Whoever has seen me 
has seen the Father.”   
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It follows perfectly naturally from this that these works of God performed by the Son who 
models the Father’s love and mirrors the Father’s life, now fall to us who are to live out the 
same vocation.  The fact is that by virtue of our baptism and our bread-breaking we now 
dwell in him and he in us.  The church, we sometimes say, is an extension of the incarnation.  
And the church is as messy and as disappointing and as frustrating and as glorious as it is 
because the church is the mystery of God now taking flesh bit by bit in the likes of you and 
me.  Just as Jesus in his human life perfectly embodies the unseen God who is the heart of all 
reality, so we in our turn must now carry on where he left off.  This is what it means to ask in 
Christ’s name, to pray only as Christ prays, to have only Christ’s mind and seek only Christ’s 
face.   
 
Jesus is present now as we allow him to do through us his works of healing and 
reconciliation, the works characteristic of his whole ministry and mission.  The ongoing 
presence of the absent Jesus is to be found in every eucharistic community, reaching out in 
compassion to the world, showing God’s face and revealing God’s heart in every city and 
neighbourhood.  As we are sent away from the table, we hear the words “Go in peace to love 
and serve the Lord”.  They mean go away and be who you really are.  Go in peace and be 
yourselves.  Go in peace and be the Lord of love and peace.  You come to be nourished by 
the Body of Christ, the bread of heaven.  Now get out there and be the Body of Christ.  Get 
out there and bring a little bit of heaven to the patch where you live. 
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+ 
Sixth Sunday of Easter 

27 April 2008 
Father David Wood 

Parish Priest 

Grace Anglican Church Joondalup 

Perth, Western Australia 

Acts 17:22-31; 1 Peter 3:8-22; John 14:15-21 

 
According to that rather sour English poet, Philip Larkin, “what will survive of 
us is love.”   
 
“If you love me, you will keep my commandments.  They who have my 
commandments and keep them are those who love me; and those who love 
me will be loved by my Father, and I will love them and will manifest myself 
to them.”  We know the scriptural words so well, but what we sing often 
makes a deeper and more lasting impression than what is said or read and 
heard. 
 
 “No more we doubt Thee, glorious Prince of Life; 
 life is nought without Thee: aid us in our strife, 
 make us more than conquerors through Thy deathless love; 
 bring us safe through Jordan to Thy home above.” 
 
“Thy deathless love” is a phrase to engrave in mind and heart.  So is the 
observation “What will survive of us is love.”  Love is strong as death; real 
love is deathless. 
 
In today’s gospel the departing Jesus is giving his disciples part of himself; 
indeed, he is giving them his own heart.  He is hoping and praying that his 
followers continue his life and finish the work he is beginning by learning to 
love in precisely the same way he himself loves - fully and patiently and 
persistently and completely. 
 
On any reckoning, encountering Christ is a head-on collision with someone 
intensely, vibrantly, dazzlingly alive.  And he wants us to be fully alive too, 
living abundantly, actively choosing life over death in every encounter, in 
every situation.  While sometimes this comes naturally, almost easily, at other 
times the effort involved seems too great for us.  We are weary or 
disheartened, or depressed; the going gets tough, life gets us down, and the 
road is lonely.  At such moments we can walk away on our own or walk 
towards each other; we can refuse love or allow ourselves to be embraced by 
it.  Not that we are much helped by all this commandment talk.  
Commandment suggests all that is required of us is obedience, perhaps blind 
obedience.  “If you love me you will keep my commandments.  They who 
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have my commandments and keep them are those who love me.”  And a little 
earlier, “I give you a new commandment, that you love one another.  Just as 
I have loved you, you also should love one another.”  Can love ever be 
commanded?  Or does command mean something more like commission or 
mandate on our Lord’s lips? 
 
Anyway, just when it sounds like the onus rests entirely on us, there comes a 
welcome reprieve.  “I will ask the Father and another Paraclete he will give 
you, who will be with you into the age to come, the Spirit of truth, which the 
world is not able to receive, because the world does not see or know it; but 
you know because it abides with you …”  John’s strange word ‘paraclete’ is 
variously translated as ‘encourager’ or ‘supporter’ or ‘helper’ or ‘comforter’ or 
‘advocate’ – someone who holds our hand, someone who speaks up for us 
like a barrister in court.  Following the crucified Lord and living the risen life is 
not all about struggle, my decision, my will, my lonely effort, for in fact we 
are never alone, never orphaned, or abandoned, or forgotten.  Struggle has 
its place, effort has its place, will power has its place, but at a deeper level 
discipleship is really about surrender. 
 
“No more we doubt Thee, glorious Prince of Life.  Make us more than 
conquerors …”  The saying is true: “Love means to stop resisting”.  Easter 
celebrates the fact that God’s “deathless love” is alive in us now.  This is all 
that matters, and this is what will survive of us. 


