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Introduction 
 
It has been my great good fortune to visit some extraordinary places over the 
last ten years. These places, these moments have spoken to me on a spiritual 
level. Over the years there are other, more prosaic moments that have moved me 
to write.  
 
These and other moments have convinced of God’s ongoing action in the world – 
I just need to be awake enough to understand what the heck is going on! In my 
own flawed way I have tried to capture all those moments – and thus this booklet. 
All of the photos are mine except – Van Gogh’s ‘Starry night over the Rhone’ and 
one of Marc Chagall’s stained glass from the Fraumunster in Zurich.   
 
Most of the pieces were written at a particular time over the last 20 years but 
this collection was born in a much slower way. I am grateful to the love of my 
wife and soul mate, AnneMaree, which has kept me sane and centred. This 
collection is seeing the light of day due to the encouragement of my colleague, 
Mary Younes-Hickland. 
 
There are three sections. The ‘Here’ section deals with all things Australian. ‘Over 
there’ covers my overseas travel experiences. ‘In between’ is focussed on 
relationships and the facets of human connection.  
 
Numinous is a word I discovered in my theological studies and in my experience 
is so apt for those times when I have glimpsed God at work. May sharing these 
moments with you allow you to continue to glimpse God at work in your life. 
 
Patrick Jurd 
24 August, 2019 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 3 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CONTENTS 
 
 
HERE     Page 4 
 
 
 
OVER THERE   Page 11 
 
 
 
IN BETWEEN   Page 27 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 4 

 
HERE 

 
Life has a repetitive nature to it. Get up (or drag yourself up, as the case may be), 
get ready for the day. Do whatever travel is necessary. In that span of time I will 
frequently watch another sunrise. While that is the essence of repetition, each 
sunrise has its own character, cast of light, reflection or glow on clouds. It 
reminds me to pay attention to this day and its uniquely graced opportunities. 
 
Another sunrise 
 
Still, 
Full silence. 
Sunshine and bird song 
Fill the early morning 
With your immanence. 
The empty fullness is broken 
By the arrival of the 7.29. 
Such numinous moments sate me 
Like little else. 
Thank you! 
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Crescent moon 
 
On a warm summer evening 
As the darkness gathers 
I look out to the west 
And am bathed in the dying colours  
Of the sunset 
 
But it was the slimmest of slim crescents 
Of a golden moon 
At once both clear 
And ethereal 
That grabs my attention  
 
Its evocative majesty 
Made me stand and gape 
yet it quickly set 
to share its beauty 
elsewhere 
 
I’m left with its echo 
In gratitude 
And wonder 
Feeling connected, 
Strangely, 
With those who’ve had 
The privilege 
To witness such a spectacle 
Through the centuries 
 
 
Glowing moment 
 
The air is cool and still 
There is quiet, peace 
The clouds are white and grey and gold 
The sun shimmers, bestowing its favours before it departs 
The birds sing their praise to day’s end 
This scene glows with your presence 
A balm, an opportunity, a gift to be savoured 
In these brief moments, I am truly present to myself 
Not harried, not distracted. 
I feel at peace, I feel whole. 
Thank you. 
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Seagulls 
 
Blue sky lit by bright sun frames the deep blue of the bay 
What can I see? 
Flash upon flash of dazzling white 
careering with wings broad into the water 
intent upon food 
Is it twenty, thirty, more? 
 
After a moment they bob to the surface, sated. 
for now. 
There they are, floating upon the water 
a large flock of seagulls, serene. 
Stark contrast to the determined action of a minute before. 
Giving a lie to the immanence which has touched me 
 
Just birds? No, they are part of the plan, 
part of the web of life 
of which we glimpse, as if through a mirror darkly. 
 
I am left astonished,  
gaping, 
grateful. 
 
 
Minor miracle 
 
Pale orange glow 
Made fluffy 
Seen through clouds 
 
Delicate harbinger 
Of promise 
Of newness 
Of the gift of another day 
 
Such spiritual food 
Sates a longing 
Of which I was unaware 
 
May the minor miracle of this delicate harbinger 
Shine in my heart and soul today 
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Early morning moon 
 
Leaving home in the dark again  
Flat as a tack  
After more manic busyness 
 I am struck 
 By a sight of delicate beauty 
 That shakes me truly awake  
Almost-full moon  
Robed in clouds  
Amplifying its majesty  
This scene has a living frame  
Of Eucalypt trees 
 Which reach in longing embrace  
This numinous moment  
Pushes self-pity from my mind 
Reminding me of what truly matters 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Seagulls 
 
Blue sky lit by bright sun frames the deep blue of the bay 
What can I see? 
Flash upon flash of dazzling white 
careering with wings broad into the water 
intent upon food 
Is it twenty, thirty, more? 
 
After a moment they bob to the surface, sated. 
for now. 
There they are, floating upon the water 
a large flock of seagulls, serene. 
Stark contrast to the determined action of a minute before. 
Giving a lie to the immanence which has touched me 
 
Just birds? No, they are part of the plan, 
part of the web of life 
of which we glimpse, as if through a mirror darkly. 
 
I am left astonished,  
gaping, 
grateful. 
 
 



 8 

 
Whales at Warrnambool 
 
I am awestruck by 
This majestic scene 
Giant sets of waves 
Creating and crashing into the beach 
 
The fierce off-shore wind  
Makes them perfect for surfing 
So my mate tells me 
 
But the same wind ensures that  
Their tops are blown off 
Making mini rainbows 
In the brilliant sun 
Framed by the bright blue winter sky 
 
Somewhat hidden 
In the lull between waves 
Are some whales 
Which can be seen by their occasional spout 
 
These large, warm-blooded creatures 
Have crossed the vast cold ocean 
To this ‘nursery’ 
To loll and sway in the surf 
Off the coast of Warrnambool 
Protected by their mother 
 
A hardy crew 
Of well-rugged-up individuals 
Watch this extraordinary tableau 
With varying degrees of attention 
 
Days later 
I am still struck 
At this confluence of natural 
And ancient energies 
 
How appropriate at a place 
Named by our ancient people 
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Morning sacrament 
 
This morning sacrament 
Is laid out in front of me 
Glory as far as the eye can see 
Shimmering golden light 
Reflecting off ochre cliffs 
And marine safety signs alike 
Making them seem alive 
  
There are also leaden skies 
With rain brewing 
The water is very calm 
Except for long parallel lines of waves 
Rolling towards the shore 
  
Viewing this is a privilege 
And grace 
Bringing wholeness 
And peace 
 
 
 
Rosella 
 
Looking out the window 
on a brilliant winter’s day 
full of blue sky 
sunshine 
and flowers. 
A crimson rosella 
whips into view 
delighting 
in the flowering rosemary 
while its mate 
emerges from the photinia. 
They are a crowning glory 
on this view 
of beauty and peace. 
And with a flap of wings 
they’re gone. 
Ah, the joy 
of this vision! 
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Elemental 
 
Waves surge and crash 
Their elemental force 
throbbing 
  
Thick mist broods 
over leaden waters 
until a crack of blue sky 
and the sun sneaks through 
  
Magnificent rocky cliffs 
jut out of the water 
now blue 
from the sun and sky 
  
And out to sea 
still broods 
the massive bank of fog 
whose tendrils occasionally 
lick the shore 
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OVER THERE 

 
 
Fallen, caught and taught 
 
I visited the Jewish Museum in Berlin 
Exploring Holocaust, Exile and Continuity 
But what really stopped me in my tracks was “Fallen Leaves” 
 
10,000 plus metal discs in the shape of faces 
Littered on the ground 
 
The thought of walking on them 
Made me sob 
Such brutality 
Such a waste of human lives 
I was crying so hard I couldn’t move 
 
But I was caught by my darling 
As she said words I needed to hear 
“We need to live and love for them” 
We need to walk on because of their humanity 
 
Upon reflection my tears should have been  
Not just for the lost humanity of the victims, 
But also the lost humanity of the perpetrators. 
 
Are we learning the lesson of our shared humanity? 
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Blindsided 
 
I sit here 
Blinking back tears 
Flying home 
Over the starkly beautiful 
Ochre red country  
Of Central Australia 
Having experienced 
A four day ‘intensive’ 
In Timor Leste. 
 
While ostensibly 
For professional, educational purposes 
I have been blindsided 
By the depth of  
My emotions 
 
Due to my connection  
with the Henriques family 
over nearly 30 years 
I had spoken of this trip 
As ‘closing a circle’ 
But I now realise 
It has been much more 
 
There is  
an ember 
of my reaction 
to the atrocities committed  
against the people of Timor Leste 
my country 
partly to blame. 
 
This ember was fanned into flame 
As I was given the ‘royal’ treatment 
Through the Resistance Museum 
 
The intensity of that flame 
Startled me 
What had I done? 
I’d tried (and still do) to educate and 
Raise awareness 
But here I was 
Finally 
In Timor Leste 
 
The tsunami of pain 
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Which began in 1975 
Which touched my life in 1985 
Continues to leave 
A trail in its wake 
 
The healing and development  
Of Timor and its people 
Has begun 
But it is a slow task 
 
I hope to continue to walk part of that journey 
With them 
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The great book, always open and which we should make an effort to read, is that of 
Nature. (Antoni Gaudi)  
 
Grace pouring down 
 
Many speak of  
Gaudi’s genius. 
When you are in the  
Sagrada Familia, 
It’s not about knowledge 
It is about the senses 
An experience 
Of grandeur 
Of wonder 
Of faith. 
 
Being amidst the wash  
Of stained glass light 
Of varying and subtle hues 
Under the canopy  
Of the columns 
Which evoke a forest 
Among the countless 
Faith indicators: 
Saints 
Churches 
Evangelists 
In that privileged moment 
Where human ingenuity, 
A celebration of God’s creation 
And faith collide, 
Tears of joy came 
As I felt 
Grace pouring down 
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Highett and Parramatta 
 
Growing up in the 60’s and 70’s 
Holidays meant 
Going to the coast 
Simple accommodation 
Days spent at the beach. 
‘Going O.S.’ 
was expensive 
exotic 
seemingly out of reach. 
 
So when the girl from Highett  
And the boy from Parramatta 
Travelled to Europe 
And celebrated 
Their anniversary 
With a view of Le Petit Palais 
In Paris 
And drank in 
The wonder of the Rosenlaui Glacier 
And poked about 
Einstein’s home in Bern 
And strolled along Unter den Linden 
As they explored Berlin’s rich heritage 
And gazed into history  
At Stonehenge 
And gloried in Gaudi’s genius 
Of the Sagrada Familia 
And ate seafood paella and drank sangria 
Overlooking the Mediterranean 
There was a delightful air 
Of unreality  
to it all 
 
The girl from Highett  
And the boy from Parramatta 
Had indeed 
Come a long way 
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Joy in Timor 
 
We walk for an hour 
Along a dirt road 
Heading out of Venilale 
Going to ‘the mountain’. 
We chat 
In a mix of English and Tetun 
Strolling in a combination of sun, clouds 
And spatters of rain that settle the dust. 
 
When we arrive 
There is singing and dancing 
Before a number of games 
Display the innocent joy 
Of the participants 
 
This remote location 
Watched our shared humanity, 
Crowned by the Hail Mary 
For our safe travel back to Australia 
Sung in two-part harmony. 
And God smiled 
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Kids are kids 
  
I’ve recently travelled around the world 
And, as always, loved watching kids 
  
The big grin from the twelve-month old in London 
The reciprocal smile to mine from the grandma 
Holding the toddler’s hand in Hong Kong 
  
The child walking along the top of the wall in Berlin. 
As the plane banks on his side, the child who, looking down, says                   
“That’s amaaazing!” 
  
The two year old stacking on a turn in Berlin… and L.A…. and Paris! 
The baby’s plaintive “I’m tired” cry on the plane. 
The same baby happily gurgling away – after a good sleep! 
The father who kisses his infant son twice on the forehead as they walk along. 
  
It seems to me that childhood is a universal language. 
Their joy and wonder in the world, 
As well as their testing of boundaries 
Reinforces to me the wisdom of the words: 
“You must be like a child to enter the kingdom of heaven” 
And maybe that children give us a glimpse 
Of that kingdom 
Right here 
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On seeing ‘Starry Night over the Rhone’ 
 
We queued for 40 minutes 
To gain entry 
To the Musee d’Orsay 
In Paris 
 
Like its big sister 
The Louvre 
There is a wealth, 
A torrent of beauty 
In painting and sculpture 
Flowing through its spaces 
 
Walking around 
With so many other people 
I wasn’t always  
In the right space 
To truly appreciate 
The wonders on show 
 
Then I walked in to the Van Gogh exhibition 
And it was as if I was 
Struck 
Physically 
 
Tears came to my eyes 
Unbidden 
I was transfixed 
Overwhelmed 
By the painting’s 
Colours 
Depth 
Glow 
 
This moment of great joy 
Was worth admission alone 
And is why museums exist. 
To feed the soul. 
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Organ vespers in Berlin 
 
A long way from home 
I felt at home 
During organ vespers 
In the Kaiser Wilhelm Memorial Church 
 
It was a sense of grandeur 
As the organ music 
Filled the church 
It was a sense of beauty 
As the blue stained glass 
Filled our eyes 
It was a sense of connection 
As I shared this experience  
with family members 
It was a sense of faith 
As the congregation shared this experience 
Including praying the Our Father 
 
All done for the greater glory of God 
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Rosenlaui Glacier 
 
Some scenery you look at 
Other pass you by 
But there are a special few 
That command attention 
Sing God’s grandeur 
And remind us  
How small we are 
 
On a perfect day 
Of glorious sunshine 
The Rosenlaui Glacier in Switzerland 
Shared some 
Of her jewels with us 
With brilliant azure 
Glowing white and brooding black 
 
We enjoyed a simple lunch 
Basking in its magnificence. 
We did all we could 
To savour this moment 
And continuing our journey 
Was a wrench 
 
As I ponder 
The gigantic jutting rocks 
And their titanic work 
Of holding and cradling 
This leviathan of an icy river 
I am immensely grateful for this experience  
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Saint Sulpice 
 
Another grey July day and driving rain 
Greet us as we head for St Sulpice 
Huddled under one small umbrella 
Our first purchase in Paris 
 
As we head into the dark confines 
I am struck by all the saints  
That are honoured with side chapels 
In this magnificent, if somewhat dilapidated church 
Vincent de Paul, Anthony of Padua, Francis Xavier 
to mention a few. 
 
I arrive at the chapel for John Baptist De La Salle 
Physically and professionally removed from my long connection 
My visceral response is proof 
that my spiritual and emotional connection is ongoing 
 
I stand greatly moved 
Thinking of how far I've come 
In distance and in time 
Pondering the greatness of God 
Who inspired this man 
Who inspires me 
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Down the line 
 
Many White Australians 
Grow up believing the myth 
That our country 
 
Is young 
When its land 
And indigenous inhabitants 
Are amongst the oldest 
On Earth 
 
Yet, our recorded history 
Is brief 
When compared  
To Europe 
 
History comes to life 
Through stories 
And activities 
 
In the Roman baths 
At Bath 
It was a practice 
To offer a coin 
To have a wish or a prayer 
Answered. 
When I threw in 
A penny 
It made me feel 
Connected to history. 
That I was another 
Down the line 
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Timor Leste 
 
Four intense days 
How can I make sense of all 
That I experienced? 
In essence, as always, it is 
About people. 
 
Bureaucracy changes face 
But its bizarre logic is familiar. 
Young babies still reach out 
And grab whatever they can 
With all their might. 
 
People aspire 
People experience disappointment 
People are frustrated 
People hope 
 
Language 
Skin colour 
‘Level of development’ 
are unimportant. 
 
Friendship 
Community 
Service 
Ministry 
Faith 
These are central, as always 
 
“You do justice where your feet are” 
A wise man said 
 
Where are your feet? 
How are you acting for justice? 
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Amidst the clouds on Stanserhorn 
 
By funicular and cable car 
We scaled Stanserhorn. 
In one direction 
There are breathtaking views 
Of Lake Lucerne 
And the rugged alpine countryside 
A mix of 
Azure, greens and browns 
Fill your eyes 
With joy and wonder 
 
The other direction  
is shrouded in cloud and mist 
at first. 
A combination of 
Sun, wind and God 
Reveal majestic views 
Tantalisingly, 
Only for them to be shrouded again. 
 
Our joyous task is to exult in the magnificence 
Easily seen 
As well as the hard-won 
Momentary glory 
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Drawn out the window 
 
The green fields 
Trees and olive groves 
The mountains 
The plains 
The sky and clouds 
Birds flying past 
Combine 
To draw me out the window 
And into the magnificent view 
 
It’s mesmerising 
Breathtaking 
And peace-giving 
All at once 
I am transfixed 
There is a spirit of place 
That I want to  
Drink deeply 
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San Damiano 
 
Place of Clare 
And Francis 
Place of beauty 
And peace 
Peace which 
Emanates from every wall 
And altar 
And fresco 
Peace from 
The San Damiano crucifix 
 
Francis’ vision 
Of everything connected 
In God 
To gather all 
In all 
In the deep peace 
Gained by 
Clare’s prayer and contemplation 
 
Gift of peace 
Stay with me 
Always  
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Staring at history 
 
2000 year old Roman temple 
with its grandeur 
is just there 
in the piazza in Assisi 
next to the police station 
and the bar 
with cafes and pharmacies 
and souvenir 
stores 
all around. 
Ordinary and 
Extraordinary 
All at once. 
 
Much more nondescript 
Is what is left of 
The church of St Nicholas 
Where Francis, Bernard and Peter 
Together determined 
Their form of life: 
Gospel-based 
Poverty, 
Itinerant 
And imitating Christ 
By taking up their cross 
Which they lived 
Radically. 
 
The ripples from both 
Can still be felt 
One about power 
The other, grace 
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Beauty and peace 
 
This place is so beautiful 
So peaceful 
I needed this 
More than I could say 
 
As I get ready  
to leave 
I want to cram in 
Every last piece 
Of peace 
I can 
 
But I am so grateful 
For this opportunity 
To slow down 
And imbibe 
The unique combination 
Of sun and clouds 
And birds and trees 
And natural beauty 
Whose endpoint is 
Peace 
That is Assisi 
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Mykonos 
 
Today I am in Mykonos 
I ate a splendid meal 
While admiring the blues 
Of the Aegean Sea 
And of the sky 
  
We wander the narrow alleys 
While still watching for 
Manic motorists. 
We have a coffee 
Made with fresh milk. 
Heaven! 
Also delightful 
Was the baklava 
From a family business 
  
The ubiquitous white-washed buildings 
The many Orthodox chapels 
Were so peace-filled 
  
I am trying 
To appreciate each moment 
Grateful I’m sharing it 
With my love 
All the while 
Mentally pinching myself 
I am in Mykonos! 
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My day 
 
My day began 
Looking at a pink sunrise 
Alongside blue land and water 
As we scudded through 
The Ionian Sea 
  
I then fed my passion 
For things ancient 
Visiting the home of 
The Olympic Games 
Gazing upon statues 
And the remains of temples 
To bygone gods 
Glimpsing a world up to 
5000 years old 
  
I then strolled through a 
More modern Greek village 
And enjoyed yiayia’s baklava. 
  
My day concluded 
Eating an amazing meal 
In lovely surroundings 
Chatting and laughing 
With the love of my life. 
  
I am deeply grateful for it all. 
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Singing 
 
Seven men were gathered 
Singing in Croatian 
A capella 
With a rich tone and harmonies 
Accentuated 
By their choice of space 
With its acoustics 
And ambience 
In Diocletian’s palace in Split 
  
What moved me to tears? 
The ability of music 
To share passion 
And connect souls 
In a moment, uncapturable 
For which one must be 
Present 
  
Or as Keats put it: 
‘Truth is beauty, beauty truth 
that’s all ye know on earth 
and all ye need to know’ 
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Soaring 
 
Doing what it is made for 
A seagull hovered overhead 
Graceful, languid 
Allowing us to marvel 
At this grace-filled moment 
Window into its existence 
Before it soared elsewhere 
Meanwhile the million tonnes of metal 
Upon which I sit 
Expends so much energy 
Just to try to keep up 
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Natural History Museum, Venice 
 
I have a passion for fossils 
My darling wife sees 
How happy it makes me 
And lovingly supports me 
Despite not sharing my passion 
  
But I was particularly struck by 
Museo Di Storia Naturale in Venice 
It was more than what they had 
It was the way specimens were presented 
To spark interest, answer questions 
And feed the passion 
Like specimens of footprints 
Being in the floor 
  
But what is it about fossils 
For me? 
It’s that life has been around 
For so long 
In so many different forms 
And that we have a fossil 
Is a long shot in itself 
All of the conditions were right 
For this being 
And/or its passage 
To be preserved 
For our viewing 
Our study 
Our appreciation. 
There is so much order 
So many relationships 
That God is in all this. 
And tears come to my eyes 
For the glory of it all 
And it makes me deeply happy. 
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The Last Supper, Tintoretto 
 
In the church of San Troviso 
There is a Last Supper painted 
By Venetian Renaissance painter 
Tintoretto 
I am no art critic nor historian 
But I deeply appreciated 
Its contemporising the Last Supper 
For 16thcentury Venetians 
Drawing them in 
Saying to them: 
‘The Last Supper is now’ 
  
I was deeply moved by this explanation 
As it strikes a chord 
With my working vocation 
These last 20 plus years 
That faith matters in the here and now 
Or it doesn’t matter at all 
About salvation now 
Really believing that I have dignity 
As do all around me 
And that our relationships 
Promote that dignity for each person 
And as much as they do not 
We are all the poorer for it 
  
As simple 
And as powerful 
As that 
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Oasis 
 
Amidst the gold and grandeur 
And despite the constant buzz 
From visitors 
Who are meant to be respecting the silence 
I found a prayerful moment 
In the chapel of Our Lady 
In the Basilica of San Marco, Venice 
  
The icon of Mary 
Was nestled under a succession 
Of three arches 
Giving it the feel 
Of a grotto 
Emphasising the separation 
Of this space 
From the buzzing throng 
So the Holy Spirit 
Could pour down her grace 
Of this prayerful moment 
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Beggars 
 
There are so many tourists 
In European cities 
Like Paris, Florence and Venice 
That there are may 
‘Associated’ industries 
Legal ones 
Like souvenirs 
And ones that skirt the law 
Like beggars 
  
When some, like me, have so much 
Why shouldn’t they get their cut? 
Is it because they are so 
Outside my normality 
That I feel awkward 
Around them? 
I am also annoyed – 
Leave me in peace! 
Do they confront 
The depth of my compassion? 
Or are some of them just con artists? 
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With open arms 
 
We went into the most spare 
Looking church with 
Rendered concrete walls 
But the peace spoke to us both 
  
Suspended from the ceiling 
Above the sanctuary 
Were three figures 
Jesus crucified 
Mary on his right 
And ‘the disciple whom Jesus loved’ 
On his left 
  
What floored me was 
The shadow of the cross 
Since the sanctuary wall 
Was not flat 
But in sections such that 
The shadowy arms of the cross 
Look upraised in 
A gesture of embrace 
And blessing 
  
This juncture of 
Creativity and theology 
Emphasises the bonds of relationship 
And hope 
And redemption 
Precisely when humans 
Would give up 
Our God 
Our salvation 
Is in community 
 



 38 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 39 

At peace in Luzern 
 
Sitting, overlooking a view 
That no photo can do justice 
I’m struck by a deep sense 
Of peace and gratitude. 
  
The honesty, integrity and hospitality 
Of our hosts 
Is a vital ingredient 
That puts us at our ease 
And helps to open our hearts 
To drink deeply 
Of the idyllic panorama 
And feel at peace 
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The banks of River Limatt 
 
Creation is alive riotously 
In this place. 
An enormous liquid amber 
Whose boughs 
Dip into the river 
Like fingers from a green hand. 
The river flows past ever present and changing. 
Ducks of various types 
Doing their thing – 
From scavenging scraps 
To attempted flight. 
Other birds 
Singing, chirping 
Their joy 
In late spring. 
  
Humans amble past 
Some sit and chat 
Others, like me, 
Drink in the peaceful wonder 
And I thank the creator 
For this everyday salve 
For life’s cares 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 41 

Fraumunster 
 
We went to the Fraumunster 
In Zurich 
To see Marc Chagall’s 
Stained glass windows. 
They were wondrous, luminous 
But the 1250 year history 
Of worship 
At this place 
Was stunning. 
  
The crypt pointed 
To its 9thcentury founding 
As did the mural of the original abbesses 
On the wall of the transept. 
  
But I was moved to tears 
By Mary’s chapel. 
Not by its grandeur 
But by its peace 
Which cracked open 
My heart 
Walled in by fear and control 
  
The spell was broken 
By other visitors 
My desire to stay there physically 
Can be slaked 
By a heart 
Opened by contemplation 
To acting out of love. 
  
Doing so will be the trick 

 



 42 

Our common currency 
 
Spending time in foreign countries 
It’s easy to focus 
On the differences – 
In language 
Customs 
Bank notes 
  
Yet, we have a common currency 
In our humanity 
Seen in children 
Their joy and delight in the simple 
Such as dancing and singing 
Frequently on tip-toes 
Their agency in pressing buttons – 
To cross the road 
Or wherever they can get their hands on them! 
Their mimicry of adult behaviour 
Which can raise an amusing 
As well as uncomfortable mirror 
To adults 
  
Thus we adults have a choice: 
Do we focus on agency 
As well as joy and delight 
And pay attention 
To the mirror 
Held up for us? 
Or do we stumble 
Along dark paths 
That lead to 
distrust, division 
And destruction? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 43 

IN BETWEEN 
 
Ash Wednesday 
Solemn witnesses stand                                                                                                                                         
In their strength                                                                                                                                                             
Certainty                                                                                                                                                                          
And Frailty 
Ritual binds us together                                                                                                                                            
Reminds us of what matters                                                                                                                                      
Where we belong 
“Turn away from sin and be faithful to the Gospel”                                                                                                          
I repeat                                                                                                                                                                                   
50-60 times                                                                                                                                                                                 
My mantra or theirs? 
I am in awe of these solemn witnesses                                                                                                                         
Who are part of a larger tableau                                                                                                                                    
800 mostly teenagers                                                                                                                                                             
In dead silence                                                                                                                                                                       
For 5 minutes or more 
                                                                                                                                                                                         
I am in awe of the Holy Spirit                                                                                                                                             
Who has touched my heart                                                                                                                                                  
and who animates this extraordinary scene 
 
 
 
 
Babies are wondrous 
 
Babies are wondrous! 
Their joy in the world,  
the way that they explore that world 
You can almost hear them think 
“What happens if I do this?”  
 
Squeals of delight 
Gurgles and grunts 
But it is the chuckle  
That is the most pure 
Of their communications 
 
It is as if God is saying to adults 
“Are you paying attention? 
See their joy and delight in the world? 
How do you relate to the world?” 
 
I believe that babies are both  
Proof of God and the Incarnation 
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Chris 
 
Which word can seem like a sentence? 
The answer: Cancer 
 
My brother has fought cancer 
More than once in recent years 
This time it has come back  
With a vengeance 
 
Together, we organised to go to the footy 
To watch our beloved Eels 
Play arch-rivals, Manly 
 
While I was staying 
I got an interesting snapshot 
Of the complex individual that is my brother 
 
Wearing dressing gown and compression socks, 
He is the doting grandfather liberally dispensing lollies. 
I note the concern of friends for his health. 
The friend who remarked about my masters, 
Info Chris had shared with him. 
Hurtling along with him driving, 
Which is reminiscent of driving with our father. 
At the footy he has a word for just about everyone. 
I see him at ease with his old mate, Fitzy. 
His care for those in need and the ‘little man’. 
By no means poor, his currency is relationships. 
When chatting about his illness, he said 
“No matter how bad things are for you, 
you’ll meet some poor bastard who’s worse off” 
 
For all that, we beat Manly 29-20. 
Despite lacklustre periods of play 
There is no such thing as a bad win over Manly!! 
Afterwards, I said to him, “Thanks for tonight” 
His response, smirking 
“Pity I had to give my life for it” 
 
As I head home alone I cry, anticipating his loss. 
Before, his response would have been harsh. 
But I think my brother has mellowed. 
At least a little 
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Goodness 
 
We see people’s goodness 
In different ways 
Sometimes it shines forth 
In a thrill of living 
Or a burst of joy 
It can also reveal itself 
In stories that bring 
A smile or a belly laugh 
Goodness can also be revealed 
In more subtle ways 
That are as powerful 
Because they build relationships. 
It can be the friendly smile of greeting 
The kind word 
The hug 
 
The point is the goodness in us 
Wants to come out and do good 
In me and we 
Our task is to recognise and appreciate  
The source of all this goodness 
The one who loves each of us into being 
God  
 
Mosaic 
 
For my Exec colleagues at Ave 
 
Life to the full 
Is a mosaic. 
We each add our piece 
Or pieces, 
But need a community 
To help make the picture. 
 
Like the pieces of 
A love of young people, 
Clear thinking, 
Careful management, 
A heart for others, 
And an eye for detail 
With a liberal dose of selflessness 
Make a beautiful whole 
When brought together. 
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Present 
 
Untimely darkness 
Leaden skies 
Pouring rain 
 
Adults and teenagers 
Umbrellas up 
Duck and weave 
Through the downpour 
 
Along comes a grim-faced mother 
Holding the hand 
Of a drenched six year old 
Who yells with joy  
and delight 
At being in the rain 
 
Such unbridled joy 
Embracing life 
Makes me grin 
And emphasises 
Chardhin’s point 
“Joy is the infallible sign of the presence of God” 
 
 
Truly present 
 
The young child 
Squirms and cries 
In the arms 
Of, first Mum 
Then Dad. 
He settles 
When he can explore 
His world, a little. 
With wide eyes 
And open heart 
He embraces the moment 
Reminding us 
To do likewise 
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Life 
 
Life is a succession of moments 
That take your breath away 
That warm your heart 
That pierce 
That wound 
 
We can shut ourselves off from the pain 
Protecting our hearts 
But then our arms are closed to the joy 
 
The joy of those moments 
When toddlers hold hands 
And loudly proclaim “Mummy” in the shopping centre 
The heartfelt thanks 
From a family member 
The Lego toy sanctified  
By branches on Palm Sunday 
 
Life beckons us all, in love, into a communion 
Across the world  
And through time and space 
If we have our arms open to those moments 
 
Life is a succession of moments 
You choose 
 
Time 
 
Time? 
What is that? 
When I don’t have to rush 
Don’t have to do…. Something 
A chance to be 
To savour 
 
Time to savour 
The sunshine 
The breeze 
The birds 
The spring smell 
That smell of freedom 
New growth 
Possibilities 
 
Ah, time! 
I am savouring you. 
But will I be able to befriend you? 
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Our response 
 
“So God created humankind in his image” (Gen 1:27) 
 
“However kills an innocent person it is as if they have killed all of humanity” 
(Qu’ran 5:32) 
 
Thus, if you live in Paris 
Or Beirut 
Or Damascus 
Or Baghdad 
Each person has dignity 
No hierarchy 
 
A death in Paris 
Or Beirut 
Or Damascus 
Or Baghdad 
Is to be grieved 
Part of God’s image 
Is lost 
And we are all 
Diminished  
 
There is so much anger 
So much hatred 
What should our response be? 
To follow Jesus, Francis of Assisi 
And Martin Luther King: 
Peace 
Love 
Pardon 
Faith  
Hope 
Light 
Joy 
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Written shortly after the events of 11 September, 2001 
 
Shattered 
 
Like something from a movie 
We watched the horror unfold in front of our eyes 
Some in the middle of the night 
Or endlessly for the last couple of days 
 
People and things littered 
Like so much rubbish 
Discarded 
Strewn 
Shattered 
Lives, families, friendships 
Shattered 
 
But there was no-one to yell “cut” 
And there was no stunt man to hop up  
And dust himself off 
 
We know the answer to the question “How?” 
What is more important is “Why?” 
What cold rage could possess someone 
To believe such acts were justified 
 
Like Hiroshima, like Bhopal, like Chernobyl 
May we say “Never again!”, 
And mean it with every fibre of our beings 
Inspired by the man  
Who gave his life for others 
Who inspired the man who touched hearts 
And asks us to do the same. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 50 

 
What can I know? 
 
What can I know 
Of the lives of others 
Of their joys and quiet struggles? 
They know nought of mine. 
It is so easy for us all 
To be locked into our little cages. 
When do we meet? 
When do we break out of that silent tyranny? 
By a kindness 
An act of will 
A moment of grace 
We see that the bars 
Are but a chimera 
Not pre-ordained. 
The God of love calls us on 
To lives of care and community. 
 
 
 
 
What’s next  
 
Was it momentary delusion? 
Or did I grasp part of your plan for me? 
My train travel can be a metaphor 
For my journey beyond the familiar 
Stretching myself 
Growing 
 
This growth 
Is preparation 
For what’s next 
 
That next step 
That I don’t know yet 
But trust 
You will guide me 
When it is the right time 
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Love of a friend 
 
When my fevered brain 
Sends waves of anxiety 
That wash through me 
And I don’t know 
Which way is up 
I stumble through chores 
But as I hang clothes on the line 
I’m struck by the sun 
And blue sky 
Which centre me 
Then a devoted friend 
Comes to check in on me 
And reminds me it’s all OK 
Because I am loved 
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God is love 
 
Do you believe that 
God is love? 
How do you live 
That faith? 
 
What the Incarnation 
Teaches me is that 
I must embrace 
With tenderness 
The divine 
In me and others. 
What does that look alike? 
 
I must truly open 
My eyes and heart 
To see the goodness 
And goodness 
In everyone. 
As much as I cannot see 
Is my lack. 
 
Loving God 
Open my eyes and heart 
To see you in everyone 
And so welcome them 
With open arms 
And compassion 
And grace 
And love. 
 
Above all, love 
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Struck 
 
Lost in a fog of negativity 
I am jolted 
When I look up 
At the blue sky 
A tree’s slender, naked branches 
Festooned with sparrows 
Perched in them 
  
I am struck 
By the earthy everyday 
Joy and wonder 
  
This salve 
Reminds me 
Of what truly matters 
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Our community 
 
Beginning leave, I am filled with a sense of gratitude that inspired this 
 
Where does it begin? 
Community puts down roots 
In the hearts of each 
It’s leaves and branches 
Spring forth 
In word and deed 
Animated 
By the richly poor man 
From Assisi 
  
Based in faith 
Of the richly poor man 
From Nazareth 
From the young 
And the less so 
Comes 
The encouraging word 
Plenty of smiling ‘hellos’ 
Support in time of need 
Praise for effort 
Supportive challenge 
Loving correction 
Laughs and jokes 
Thought-provoking questions 
Reflection and prayer 
  
Such caring expressions 
Bind us together 
And so we become what we believe 
God is love 
  
  
Loving God, we thank you for the gift that is the Ave Maria community. As much 
as we are supported by it may we do all we can to build it up and so continue to 
learn that it is in giving that we receive. 
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Held 
 
During a beautiful celebration 
At the cathedral 
Where community was tangible 
I realised that 
I am held 
In the arms 
Of so many different people 
That love and support me 
  
Primarily, my darling wife, 
Soul mate 
My everything. 
Also, my sons, 
My mother, 
My siblings, 
And extended family 
Including my in-laws 
  
The list includes 
My friends 
Some of whom I’m lucky 
To have had in my life 
For many years 
My colleagues 
And former colleagues 
Students 
And former students 
  
Around and under and over 
All 
Is our faith. 
God IS our relationships 
And so much more 
As our finite words 
Cannot describe the infinite. 
  
This community of support is 
The body of Christ 
Which brings me 
To eternal life. 
  
Salvation is now 
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Goodness lyrics 
 
Goodness surrounds you every day 
Are you open to the goodness that’s in you? 
Let us build community with this good 
God shines through 
 
Beauty sustains you every day 
Can you see the beauty around you? 
May the beauty help our hearts to soar 
God shines through 
 
Goodness, beauty and matter 
Are all ways to God 
Our faith and life together 
God shines through 
 
Matter colours the shape of each day 
Can we use matter to show our love? 
May we use such gifts to build the good 
God shines through 
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Graced glimpses 
 
What is the kingdom like? 
A place where our words 
Fall short 
Where goodness 
Kindness and 
Decency are 
The norm 
Are not 
Remarkable 
A community 
Where needs are 
Cared for 
Where everyone is 
Valued 
 
For now 
Glimpses 
Must suffice 
 
The grace of a young woman 
Helping with great care and little fuss 
An older blind woman 
Get off a train 
 
The simple joy 
Of young children 
As they embrace 
Each moment 
Of living 
 
The happiness and 
Acceptance 
Radiated 
By the man 
On his daily walk 
 
We’re not there 
Yet 
But such 
Graced glimpses 
Remind us of 
Where we’re headed  
With God’s guidance 
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Words fail 
 
For someone who 
Takes some pride 
In his cleverness 
The smartest thing 
I’ve ever done 
Is marry 
AnneMaree Eddy 
 
She is  
My best friend 
Soul mate 
Lover 
Wonderful mother 
To our sons 
She is  
The sunshine in my day 
So long as 
I’m with her 
I don’t really care 
What we are doing 
 
She is loving 
And caring 
Full of life 
Given to moments of madness 
That make me smile 
And love her all the more 
 
She loves me  
In so many ways 
Large and small 
 
Life without her 
Would be a pale shadow  
Of existence 
 
In the end 
Saying ‘I love you’ 
Barely seems enough 
 
Words fail 
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