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Sermon Notes  St Mark's Anglican Church  

South Hurstville 

Easter 3 and ANZAC Day 

26 April 2009 

Preacher 

The Reverend Chris Albany 

Rector 
Readings 8.00am Easter 3: Acts 3. 12-20; Psalm 4; 1John 2. 15-17; 3. 1-6; Luke 24. 36b-48  

9.45am ANZAC: Micah 4.1-4;  Luke 24. 36b-48 

 

ANZAC 
 

Yesterday was ANZAC DAY and at the 9.45am service we will welcome the local RSL members 

for their ANZAC Day service. As we think about  ANZAC  Day and all it signifies for this nation 2 

questions come to mind: 

 

1. What’s behind human conflict?  and 

2. Is their a key to finding way to end its constant and seemingly never ending spiralling 

violence? 

 

In answer to the first some key words come to mind: Envy/ Fear/ Tribalism/ Greed/  

The prophet Micah hints at a beginning to an answer to the second when in Chapter 4 of the book 

bearing his name after he talks about beating swords into plough shares, spears into pruning hooks, 

and nation shall not lift up sword against nation, neither shall they learn war any more, he says, “all 

shall sit under their own vines and under their own fig trees and no one shall make them afraid” 

(Micah 4. 3,4). ie a situation where each person has their own place, and each has what they need – 

speaks to me of justice and equity. 

 

Sometimes the conflicts that beset us as a human family are disguised as religious conflicts –  about 

being right, and also about the fear of those who are different. 

 

To help us think about such issues I am going to share with you 2 poems. The first came to me via 

Doug Golding –  who said in the message it came with “I found it most powerful.”  
 

If God Would Go On a Sick Leave: A Poem of Peace 
By Rabbi Zoë Klein 
  

Nowhere is there more prayer. 

The Nuns at the Holy Sepulchre. 

The faithful at Al Aqsa Mosque. 

The worshippers at the Wall. 

The call to prayer at dawn and dusk 

Warbling from the citadels. 

The church bells, 

The Persian trills, 

The passion spilled over texts 

From every major/minor religious sect. 

  

Nowhere is there more prayer than Jerusalem, 

Thanks be to God, Hamdilala, Baruch Hashem. 

And yet, 

I'm starting to think that it's You and not them, 

God, what's the point of prayer? 
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If there's nowhere where  

There's more prayer, 

And terror reigns 

Then, Who's to blame? 

  

If suddenly, without a whisper goodbye,  

Jesus, Allah, Adonai, 

The three men they admire most 

All took the last train for the coast, 

  

And the Moslems got up from their knees 

And the Christians put down their rosaries 

And the Jews stayed their hands from kissing 

Their mezuzahs, 

And everyone looked up,  

And realized something's missing... 

  

God is missing. 

Stop the praying! No One's there, 

They'd arrange a party to search everywhere. 

They'd look for God 

But there'd be no Presence 

In Holy Books or stars and crescents 

Or steeples and crosses. 

People'd be at a loss, 

Is He ever coming back? 

  

They'd be so distraught, 

Their searching for naught, 

There'd be nothing on high 

So they'd turn to on low, 

There'd be nothing above 

So they'd turn to below, 

And they'd finally see there, 

In the face of the other, 

A semblance of sister, 

The eyes of a brother, 

They'd turn and they'd lean 

Upon one another. 

  

You see, every group can't believe that they're the ones chosen, 

Every group can't believe that the Holy Land's owed them, 

Sometimes faith in You, God, 

Builds insurmountable walls, 

And everyone falls. 

Everyone falls. 

  

How wise are the secularists for whom the dead aren't martyred 

But, quite plainly, murdered... 

  

This might sound like an absurd,  

ungodly thing to say, 

A truly heretical supplication to pray, 

(I say this only out of the deepest respect) 
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But if for a few days, God, You'd just give it a rest, 

If You'd take a sick leave and just go away 

And let Israel work this out without You in the way, 

  

God, for that kind of peace, 

You're a small price to pay. 
 (Rabbi Zoë Klein)  

See http://urj.org/Articles/index.cfm?id=11054 

The second poem addresses the problem of tribalism, or selfish nationalism. It is powerfully 

challenged by the following Poem by Wislawa Szymborska the Polish poet who won the Nobel 

prize for Literature in 1996. 

 
It is simply entitled  Psalm 

 
Oh, the leaky boundaries of man-made states! 
How many clouds float past them with impunity; 
how much desert sand shifts from one land to another; 
how many mountain pebbles tumble onto foreign soil in provocative hops! 
  
Need I mention every single bird that flies in the face of frontiers 
or alights on the roadblock at the border? 
A humble robin -- still, its tail resides abroad 
while its beak stays at home. If that weren't enough, it won't stop bobbing! 
  
Among innumerable insects, I'll single out only the ant 
between the border guard's left and right boots 
blithely ignoring the questions "Where from?" and "Where to?" 
  
Oh, to register in detail, at a glance, the chaos prevailing on every continent! 
Isn't that a privet on the far bank 
smuggling its hundred-thousandth leaf across the river? 
And who but the octopus, with impudent long arms, 
would disrupt the sacred bounds of territorial waters?  
And how can we talk of order overall  
when the very placement of the stars 
leaves us doubting just what shines for whom? 
  
Not to speak of the fog's reprehensible drifting! 
And dust blowing all over the steppes 
as if they hadn't been partitioned! 
And the voices coasting on obliging airwaves, 
that conspiratorial squeaking, those indecipherable mutters! 
  
Only what is human can truly be foreign. 
The rest is mixed vegetation, subversive moles and wind. 

(From "View with a Grain of Sand"  selected poems 1993) and to be found at http://www.arlindo-

correia.com/wislawa_szymborska.html#_PSALM 

 

I link what Szymborska has to say so insightfully with St Paul's assertion in Ephesians (3:13-end) 

that Christ has broken down the walls of human hostility bringing peace to those who were far off 

and peace to those who were near. How do we live out that reality in Australia and the world today? 
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All this has much to say to us about our attitude to those who are different, asylum seekers, refugees 

those who come by boat. Surely the beginning point and indeed the key to the answer of my second 

question needs to be what Rabi Zoë Klein says  
“And they'd finally see there, 

In the face of the other, 
A semblance of sister, 

The eyes of a brother, 

They'd turn and they'd lean 

Upon one another.” 

 

Let me finish with a prayer from South Africa 

 

Let us dream. Let us prophesise. Let us see visions of love, peace and justice. 

Let us affirm with humility, with joy, with faith, with courage and in confidence 

that you, O Christ, are the life of the world. 

 

______________________________ 


