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The Reredos above the high altar depicting the
Emmaus journey story in Luke 24.

The artwork of Sieger Koder (1925—2015)
The German priest-painter Sieger Köder trained as a silversmith and
painter and worked for some years as a secondary school art
teacher. At the age of 41 he went to study theology in Tübingen and
was ordained a priest in the Roman Catholic Church in 1971.
He combined his vocation as a parish priest with his work as an artist,
producing numerous paintings, altarpieces and stained glass windows
for churches within and outside Germany. Köder’s wartime
experiences profoundly influenced his depictions of the Passion of
Christ and human suffering and evil. He continued painting long into
his retirement.
Köder’s work shows the artistic influence of the Jewish artist Marc
Chagall and is distinctive for its strong colours and robust, chunky
figures. They express a distinctively earthy theological spirituality
and a warm, inclusive ecclesiology. There is challenge, anger, humour
and deep tenderness in his depictions of biblical scenes, and always an
eye for the human response to God’s communication. His painting is
the visual expression of a lifetime of preaching and of sacramental
and pastoral ministry. The images here were on the front cover of
each part of the one service over the three days.
In a 2009 interview, he said: ‘I hope I can preach with each painting,
not just make pictures. I want people to look at the pictures, of course,
but if the message of my deepest motivation for painting comes
across, then I hope that the message of the Gospel comes with it as
well’.

The worship of Church over the Three Days... is one
continuous act of devotion, shifting focus from the intimacy of the
upper room and the gift of the holy Eucharist, to the revealing as Jesus
as the victim of human scapegoating and violence who refuses not to
trust God, to the extraordinary cry, ‘He is risen’ and the promise of
God to bring life from death is kept once, and for all.
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‘For as in Adam all have died,
even so in Christ shall all be made alive.’
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Maundy (Holy) Thursday

Jerusalem was crowded, really crowded that week when Jesus
came from the Galilee with his closest friends to keep the
Passover festival.
It is reckoned that as many as 300,000 Jews from all over the
known world came. Even Gentiles who associated with their
local synagogue made the journey. No wonder the Roman

occupiers got nervous about the crowds. After all it was a
festival about freedom. Their occupation of Palestine was
about fear and control.
For big events like this, Pilate would come from his usual
home on the sea coast at Caesarea Marittima and take up
residence, probably not with his soldiers in the spartan
Antonia Fortress but in Herod’s luxurious palace. Jerusalem
was a potent mix of fear and excitement that last week of Jesus’
life. Jerusalem is still pretty much like that a lot of the time.
In the midst of this intense week, having created a near riot in
the Temple according to three of the gospels, Jesus gathers in
an upper room to keep the feast of Unleavened Bread, the
Passover. It will turn out to be his last supper. It will turn out
to be his last intimate encounter with those he loved best,
except for the heartbreaking brief conversation with his mother
Mary and the most beloved disciple as he is dying on the cross.
At the time, the disciples barely understand what Jesus does
next. Later they will write an early hymn and sing, ‘Let us have
the same mind as he had… though equal to God, he emptied
himself taking the form of a slave.’ And they told of the night
he washed their feet, as if he really was their slave whose only
purpose was to meet their needs.
But they knew what had been done in that simple act of
washing their dusty feet went way beyond what any other
servant had ever carried out. Jesus had said that night that
they did not yet understand. And he also said that they would
be blessed when they did, and did the same themselves. Which
they discovered to be true.
Have you ever held a newborn baby and gazed into the baby’s
face? Have you ever exchanged promises ‘from this day
4forward, for better for worse’ while gazing into the face of the
4

beloved? Have you ever conversed deeply with another and held
them in your gaze as good or difficult things were said?
Perhaps as they were dying? Have you ever felt held in the gaze
of God? When she had run away to the desert because she was
mistreated, Hagar, Sarah’s rejected slave girl was ‘seen’ by God
who preserved her life. Hagar called God, ‘The One who has seen
me.’
That night in the upper room, an intimate exchange between
Jesus and the disciples, was later called a moment of being seen
and of seeing. It is no light thing to be seen. I regularly take Holy
Communion to a very prayerful woman who is almost
completely bedridden. Few of you will know her, though for a
time when well, she worshipped here.
She recently said to me, ‘I see your priesthood, and I see that you
were born for this.’ When I read her email, I wept for the sheer
relief of being seen; of being held in the gaze of such a prayerful
and loving person.
We say of the sacraments that they are ‘outward and visible signs
of an inward and spiritual grace.’ This is the night when we
celebrate the gift of the sacrament of Holy Communion with
God, through the outward signs of bread and wine and the
inward grace of growing into the likeness of Christ.
And this is the night when we wash feet, though we often fail to
name the sacramental in that simple action. Surely the
sacramental is as much in the gaze that passes between us,
that is between God, whose human face is Jesus, and we failing
humans, as in the water that cleanses.
In the midst of that tense and crowded city, surely this night and
that room was an oasis of encounters, a place where Jesus and the
disciples forgot the clamour of the crowds for a time, and simply
looked upon one another in wonder as Jesus served them, and as

he broke bread to share it, and then passed them a common cup
of wine to share.
One who looked, Judas, would look upon Jesus again later that
night, this time in an act of betrayal. But the consequences of that
failure to be willing to be held in God’s gaze, a failure we all
share one way or another, are for tomorrow’s reflections...
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Good Friday

In that last week of his life, some Greeks came to the disciples and
asked to see Jesus. We never find out if they did! When he hears of
the request, Jesus launches into talk about his coming death, and
talks about seeds and harvests. The writer of the John gospel is
sending us a message: do you want to ‘see’ Jesus? Well, look to the
manner of his dying.
Jesus said there was only a harvest once a seed died. Gathered here,
today, we are part of that harvest. After that first Easter morning,
people had to be in the company of Jesus’ friends to ‘see’ him.
It can be hard to see him these days, even in our company. There is
much that obscures Jesus from the sight of those wanting to see him

- a world of suffering and indifference to suffering; churches that get
caught up in fighting about who is in and who is not, so that few
want to belong; and times when it is the Church itself that has done
harm.
Jesus is never so clearly seen as in the deaths of martyrs. They shine
with his life. They won’t give up on God, or renounce Jesus even
when they could save their lives if they did. The Egyptian Coptic
bishop had it right when he wondered if those young Egyptian
Christian men who we killed on the beach in Libya in 2015 had seen
Jesus coming to meet them and rushed to him. You probably know the
saying, ‘The blood of the martyrs is the seed of the church’.
But here is a hard thing for us. We are so used to a Church that has
until recently shared in the glory of being part of ‘the establishment’,
but we have fallen away from that. We are no longer on the radar of
people fully occupied with the ‘here and now’, dazzled by celebrity
not substance, and ignoring the mystery at the heart of life, the
intuition that God has planted deep within us, as the writer of
Ecclesiastes said so long ago.
Do we need to die to past glory? I think we do. Do we need to take
seriously the reality that Jesus died in disgrace, and on the rubbish
heap? I reckon it is our only hope.
The Romans crucified Jews in an unclean and unholy place precisely
because they understood how seriously this people took being holy
and being clean, as God is holy.
The sign above Jesus’ cross, ‘The King of the Jews’ was meant to mock
him and to say to the people, ‘Well here is what we Romans think of
your king, you Jews.’ God is willing to embrace the unholy, to embrace our polluted human hearts, to make us see what is truly holy.
And a death like Jesus’ death with unbroken trust in the God of life, is
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a holy death even when on a dunghill. It is a death like Job’s. Remember the Hebrew novel about the man who lost everything,
family, fortune and flocks?
Job refused to curse God for what happened to him. And I
believe Jesus dies in that same spirit. We sometimes think the cry,
‘My God, my God why have you abandoned me’ is only a cry of
dereliction. But that Psalm 22, on the lips of a dying Jewish
person was also an expression of utter trust in the God of life.
And that pslam is Jesus’ prayer in his dying.
I have the sinking feeling we Christians have to relearn the deep
paradoxical truth of the glory found in what appears anything
but, and find a new way to speak about what God has done, is
still doing, for creation in the reconciling of all things in Jesus,
this new Adam who undoes the harm of the old Adam.
Sometimes there is a discarded skull in paintings of the
crucifixion at the Place of the Skull. It is as if that skull represents
human mortality and gasps up through the garbage dump of
Golgotha that symbolizes all the horror and suffering we humans
inflict on one another, and all the heartbreak we endure
symbolised by Mary’s embrace of her dead son. It is as if that
skull is saying to the crucified one, ‘Your image in me has been
‘obliterated’ by human sin, but you, crucified with me and for
me, can remake me.
And the Spirit, once more moving over the face of the depths, this
time the depths of human depravity, accomplishes what is not an
end, but a new beginning.
‘It is finished’, Jesus says and dies, but dies in order to enter into
the new creation, the remaking of our humanity – how that is
made known to us is a story for the new day that will dawn with
Easter...

10

10

Easter Day

A few years ago we had a long summer heatwave that bent two
of the largest candles in the church right over. If I had known
better I would have removed of them from the church to lie flat
in the Vestry where we keep what we use in worship.
Those candles were no longer ‘fit for purpose’ as people say. If lit
they would only drip wax on the carpet. Heat caused the damage. And here is a paradox, only more heat applied, very, very,
very carefully would have any hope of unbending them. The risk
would be that too little heat would cause them to crack and
break. Too much heat would cause them to melt. The care and
the expertise needed to restore those candles so that they can do

what they were made for – give light in darkness – is beyond me.
So here they are, of no use to anyone and fit only for discarding.
The bent over candles symbolised for me our human condition.
So much that happens to us, and all that we do that harms us and
harms others, bends us out of our God-given shape. It happens to
us personally. It happens to the world and the societies and the
systems we create. You don’t need me to rehearse for you the
myriad ways so much human behaviour is destructive. Or to tell
you how the powerful bend the vulnerable over with oppressive
systems that distort our common humanity, and damage us all
whether we participate or stand by indifferently.
Those candles are we poor humans under the burden of our
powerlessness to change ourselves. ‘In Adam all have died.’
Here is another candle, newly lit for the first time this Easter. We
call it the Paschal candle, which is just a fancy Greek name for the
Easter Candle. Pascha is the Greek word for Passover. It will
stand here, tall and upright near the altar throughout the fifty
days of Easter. We will light it every time we gather for prayer
and worship.
Then it will stand beside the font until next Easter. We will light it
for baptisms and use it to light the baptismal candle to give the
newly baptised person. It will only come back from the place of
baptism to stand beside the coffins of those whose baptism is
fulfilled in death.
These three candles symbolise the story of Easter. The gentle,
loving care needed to restore we humans comes to us in Jesus
who shares our common life, who bears our burdens and bends
under the weight of human sin, but does not break. He does not
reject God as we do; he does not imagine himself all sufficient, as
we do; he does not put his trust in systems to save us, as we do.
12 never looks away in the face of human need or creation’s
He
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growing, as we do. He lives holding the unbroken gaze of God and
it transforms our humanity as nothing else ever could, nor ever
would have and nor could ever be revoked.
‘In Christ shall all be made alive.’ We sang earlier ‘for as in Adam
all have died, even so in Christ, shall all be made alive.’ This is the
good news of Easter, as given expression by the apostle Paul. The
first announcement was, Do not be afraid, he is not here in the
tomb, he has been raised …he is going ahead of you.’
The ‘going head of us’ is not just to take us out of this world but to
empower us to be God’s people transforming this world now. The
raising is Jesus is not the resuscitation of a dead body but the
transformation of an embodied life in such a way that those who
first experienced Jesus risen from the grave, found him changed
utterly, beyond recognition at times and yet at others their familiar
friend.
I have no explanation for this, any more than the first disciples
could explain it. They have left us their stories and their legacy in
the community of the church which still gathers to remember and
to believe.
What I share with them, and invite you to affirm you share also, is
confidence in the God of life who brings us transformed, from the
many tombs or our making to a life of such quality it can only be
called ‘eternal.’ Do we believe God can do this – well look to Jesus,
God says, he has been raised from the dead so that you will know I
keep my promise to overturn your ultimate enemy death itself.
And in raising him, God says, ‘I give you his Spirit now that you
become those who die to sin and live, alive to God in him. ‘

Christ is the first fruits of a rich harvest of those willing to
share the burdens that bend others under their weight, so that
they might also become people restored to their full humanity.
The proclamation of Easter is the power of God to transform
those bent over candles and remake them – remake us – in the
image of this glorious Paschal candle, burning brightly in a
world still too often in darkness and in need of that joyful,
surprising cry echoing down through the centuries and
throughout the whole creation, ‘He has been raised from the
dead.’
Christ is risen! Alleluia!
He is risen indeed! Alleluia!
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Weekdays
Thursdays

8:00am Eucharist
10:00am Sung Eucharist
5:00pm Meditation & Eucharist
9:00am Morning Prayer in St Martin’s Chapel
10:15am Eucharist
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