
Good morning listener.

Space speaks to us.  ‘Sacred’ space speaks to us in a unique way; it points to something beyond our 
own human understanding: it points to mystery.  Time speaks to us too.  Time speaks of moving 
forward, being on a journey.  It speaks also of the journey already experienced.  Space and time go 
hand in hand.  

Christians, experience faith in the complexity of the passage of daily life, and in the complexity of 
space, whether inside a church building or in the countryside; columns and shapes, frames and 
shadows, light dimly glimpsed, draw you to think deeply about things beyond bricks and mortar, 
beyond trees and mountains; both are a complexity of space time; endless in richness and diversity.  
Faith is possibly the only way you can see mystery: ’if you have eyes to see’ as Jesus reminds us (Mark 
8.18). 

A young man born years ago in the Alps, in summer would get up early, make a difficult climb to a 
high point and experience the wonder of the dawn; the sun rising from behind mountain peaks.  It 
touched his soul.  He is old now and a cable-car passes his window taking tourists to the same high 
point; they take a few minutes what used to take him over an hour to climb.  ‘The view is the same,’ 
he said, ‘I believe the experience is different.  I wondered at the mystery of beautiful and awesome 
Creation; they seem only to take photographs as trophies’.

Mystery is not an argument for the existence of God; mystery is an experience of God.  Like suffering 
or joy, mystery may be the place you know better who God is, who you are.  

When I say mystery is a thin place, where the human and the divine meet, I do not play with words.  
Mystery gets a bad reputation; a refuge of ‘not knowing’; or the, 'one day you will understand’.  That is 
avoidance.  To some who regard Church and faith as belonging in 'once-upon-a-time land’, mystery 
seems a device to clothe plain ignorance.  

I mean something rather different; you know mystery time and again.  Take the human experience, the 
relationship of good and evil.  St Paul puts it directly when he talks about a universal conundrum; you 
want to do good but persist in doing evil; sometimes you cannot separate good intentions and bad 
effects.  Perhaps you cannot solve that; what you can do is recognise it; struggle with it, but not 
expect to explain it.  It seems true that you return to it time and time and again.  

Imagination plays a part in mystery.  The doubter understands the historical event of Jesus death; the 
claim of his resurrection gave a new perspective for humanity.  Suddenly in the end is our beginning; 
the tomb of our world weary and tired enthusiasms becomes the womb of new life.  It is the final 
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mystery; death, yours, or mine, far from being the defeat we might think it, is, on the contrary, a 
victory.  Here is mystery, glorious, wonderful mystery.  'In the Cross of Christ, I glory,' says Paul; 'the 
Cross is the tree of life and is for those who have eyes to see the way of life.'  All our journeyings 
have a new horizon beyond wildest imagining. 

I do not know if this rings true for you.  I want to hold before your eyes the possibility of 
understanding a mystery more wonderful and deeper than before.  Think of the day you were born; 
you do not remember it; but it was a victory after something of a battle.  At that point you had no 
knowledge, no understanding of what happened to you; yet it is the universal experience of all that 
live - to be born according to nature and creation.  The womb is the foundation experience of 
formation; you are familiar with where you are; secure; warm.  Then comes a crisis, in prospect 
looking no doubt more like the end than the beginning, and more like death and birth; if ever you 
could record any conscious thought, you set out leaving the comfort of all you had ever known; you 
are thrust into the unknown.

That death, for in your imaginations so it might have seemed, is in fact your birth.  If you had held on 
to life in the old environment, you would never have known what life lay beyond; nor could it 
continue as it was.  All of us, in a dramatic way, are cut loose.  You enter the life of a new world by 
water and by blood.  

The mystery is immensely powerful; it is, by turns, primitive and crude, wonderful and sophisticated. 
Similarly, so the death and resurrection of Christ.  Christians begin a journey towards an Easter faith; 
it says the world you know now is not a tomb, ending in the grave.  You will be born again; otherwise 
it will be the tomb; your beginning will be your end.  Hold on to what you have and you will lose it all; 
that is the mystery.  It is all there in the scriptures and in the lives of women and men of faith through 
the centuries.  Meet your death daily and you will discover the sort of life in which nothing, nothing 
shall separate you from the love of God in Christ your Lord.

Birth has always been like an exodus, a going out in the apparent face of death - but death that is in 
fact life and, what is more, life more abundant.  Little wonder therefore that Jesus told Nicodemus he 
must be born of water and of the spirit.  He says that still, in our day. 

I add this ‘hopeful’ postscript: In years before the one just past, soon, I hope, to be a faded memory, 
many doubters go to Church at Easter, probably more at Christmas.  Call it sentiment, superstition, 
habit, if you like.  I still retain a profound and joyful belief I share with you.  Not only are the great 
feasts enactment and remembrance of high drama for all who passionately hold the faith of Jesus 
Christ; they are also signs that people still long for and seek out those deep and thin places where 
they have reason to believe their spirit will be uplifted and satisfied.  

They want to believe; they are hungry; they come to be fed; they are thirsty; they come seeking the 
water of life.  In the depths of the spiritual unconscious, mystery is at work.  Woe to you, if those who 
come seeking the bread of heaven are, by your cause, not satisfied.

Thank you for listening 



Prayer

Within what I am about to read to you is the experience of Mystery, of God.  It is about prayer; the 
way Mystery is at work in you, can be at work in you, through prayer.  I mentioned above how people 
still long for signs of those thin places, where they have reason to believe their spirit will be uplifted 
and satisfied.  Prayer is a bridge in those thin places.  

The piece from is from Dostoesvky,’s fabulous story ‘The Brothers Karamazov’.  A fictional character 
called Father Zosima, is portrayed as the perfect holy man.  Perfect, please don’t have a problem with 
that word; it only means who we should learn from:

And so I begin:

Young man [Young woman], 
be not forgetful of prayer.  
Every time you pray, 
if your prayer is sincere, 
there will be new feeling and new meaning in it, 
which will give you fresh courage, 
and you will understand that prayer is an education.  
Remember, too, 
every day, and whenever you can, 
repeat to yourself, 
"Lord, have mercy on all who appear before [You] Thee to-day." 
For every hour and every moment 
thousands of [people] men leave life on this earth, 
and their souls appear before God. 
And how many of them depart in solitude, 
unknown, sad, 
dejected that no one mourns for them 
or even knows whether they have lived or not! 
And behold, 
from the other end of the earth perhaps, 
your prayer for their rest 
will rise up to God though you knew them not 
nor they you. 
How touching it must be to a soul 
standing in dread before the Lord 
to feel at that instant 
that, for him too, 
there is one to pray, 
that there is a fellow creature left on earth 
to love him too! 
And God will look on you both more graciously, 
for if you have had so much pity on him, 
how much will [God] He have pity 
who is infinitely more loving and merciful than you! 
And [God] He will forgive [that person] him for your sake. …

At some thoughts one stands perplexed, 
especially at the sight of [people’s] men’s sin, 
and wonders whether one should use force or humble love.



Always decide to use humble love. 
If you resolve on that once for all,
you may subdue the whole world. 
Loving humility is marvellously strong, 
the strongest of all things, 
and there is nothing else like it.

To what the Holy Man said, I say Amen, as I try and put it into practice each day.  
Amen.


