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I was baptised at Fitzroy UCA in 1998. I was 24. 

God had hunted me down, like Artemis with her hounds. 

At my baptism I quoted a Ted Hughes poem. 

‘Crow realised that God loved him, 

so that was proved 

and he also realised that God spoke Crow, 

just existing was his revelation. 

I also quoted the archbishop of Canterbury who said 

‘I was converted first and have spent the rest of my life trying to work out the 

intellectual implications’ 

I am part crow, part Bishop and as the water flew into my face 

and as I gasped with the shock of it 

I opened my eyes to a new world 

and with the realisation that nothing would ever be the same again. 

My journey towards this moment of baptism was one in which the role of 

progressive theology 

in a written and embodied form 

was vital. 

And if it had not been for these theologies 

I would not be standing here before you today. 

I did not grow up as a child of the church 

and still have moments of wonder 

within myself, 

that I am part of it. 

 

As I was sharing with my congregation a few Sundays back… 

One of the most common reactions I get from people, 

who do not know me 

who do not know who I am and what I do, 

one of the most common reactions 

upon finding out that I am a Christian minister is shock 

and not just shock because I am a woman, 

or shock because I am under 95 

but shock because their understanding of the Christian church 

is that it is a place, not just of: 

Christmas carols and angels and ‘Be near me lord Jesus I ask you to stay’ 

and sugar and spice and all things nice 

but a place also of raging fundamentalism, racism, sexism and homophobia 



and so these folk, who don’t know me, ask: 

But how? 

But why? 

Why would you belong to an institution which is symbolic of all these things? 

‘How shall we find you 

God who is Holy 

captured by gender, colour and code? 

how shall we worship 

God of the presence 

action and essence, meaning and mode?’ 

I was always aware, as a very small child of god inside and around me 

But the God I knew though I didn’t understand. I didn’t understand the pain of this 

creation, the suffering or the abandonment and I certainly didn’t understand how 

this God whom I knew in my heart as deep and burning love could possibly have 

preordained the death of his son in some kind of weird sacrifice for the collective 

sins of a people born out of a fairytale Adam and Eve 

who themselves had only ‘sinned’ 

because God had tempted them in the first place. 

 

No I didn’t get the church. 

So when I found myself called, called in a way both awe-full and mortifying I did not 

even have a language to understand what this call was. Then one day I read an 

article in the Saturday age about a man 

and as I was reading this article I felt my heart grow strangely warm and I knew 

that what this man did 

is what I wanted, no, needed to do 

and then 

I got to the end of the article and realised that he, 

this man, 

was a priest 

and I remember throwing the magazine across the floor in horror, 

for there was no way that I was going to be part of the church. 

 

‘Do not be afraid I am with you I have called you by your name you are mine’ 

 

Absurd, ridiculous, embarrassing…I had not even been baptised. 

I was seeing at this time a counsellor, a retired UCA, 

once Methodist minister called Alf Foote 

and I told him what was happening and he, in his wisdom, 

sent me along to the Rev Coralie Ling 

who was, at that time, the minister at Fitzroy UCA, a radical feminist community, 

and I sat with Coralie and told her that ‘I felt that I was meant to be a minister’ 

‘Well you’ll have to come to church first’ she said. 

‘All right’ I replied, reluctantly, ‘but if it’s really boring, I’m not coming back.’ 

I am quite sure that despite the power and the insistence of God’s call 

if I had been sent to a more traditional congregation and minister 

I would not have stuck around. 



But the theology that I experienced in that place and later at Pitt St in Sydney was 

one which challenged all my prejudices and preconceptions 

about Christianity and which inspired me to give my life 

to becoming a soul carer for the world. 

 

For me perhaps the most profound freedom that I have had affirmed by 

progressive theology is the freedom of being able to love God as love 

and not as some sort of capricious deity who has the power to intervene in horrific 

situations 

But chooses not to. 

 

Progressive Theology has taught me that 

as a man, Jesus died the victim of unspeakable inhumanity, 

he died because he believed that the message of God’s love must be heard 

and that he was called and incarnated to send it. 

Progressive theology taught me that 

As Trinity, when Christ died on the cross, God died on the cross 

and that God didn’t save himself 

not because his death was part of some great preordained plan 

but because this simply wasn’t an option and simply wasn’t the point. 

 

Dietrich Bonhoeffer once wrote: 

"God allows himself to be edged out of the world and on to the cross. 

God is weak and powerless in the world, and this is exactly the way, 

the only way in which he can be with us and help. In Matthew 8:17 it is written 

‘He took our infirmities and bore our diseases which makes it crystal clear that 

Christ helps us not by virtue of his omnipotence, but by virtue of his weakness and 

suffering". 

 

Now such a concept is still, these 80 or so years on a radical one, 

but it is one which a myriad of the faithful have begun to recognize as a theology 

which they can hold in their heads and hearts as true. 

As Jesuit theologian Antony Cambell writes: 

Some would consider talk of anger and grief to be an absurdity 

What’s the point of pain if you have the power to change the situation. 

My observation says that God does not normally exercise this power, 

my conclusion is that God, does not, to all practical effects, have this power. 

And the radical feminist theologian Rita Nakashima Brock has written of how 

to assume that god had the power to get down from the cross, 

but has chosen not to 

is to deny the act of state terrorism that the crucifixion actually was 

and is to sanction a violence and make it sacred. 

And more recently progressive theologian Marcus Borg has asked 

‘Why do people prefer a God 

who could have intervened to stop the Holocaust 

but chose not to 

rather than a God for whom divine intervention is just not an option.’ 



 

For Bonhoeffer, god’s vulnerability, which is revealed in the silence of the cross 

is also god’s power 

because when we 

as disciples 

become conscious of the true nature of god 

we are compelled and empowered into action to transform creation. 

 

Progressive theologians are radically re-visioning the way in which we see god 

and this re-visioning is inspiring a call to all of us 

to action on God’s behalf. 

 

Those who have heard me preach may have heard me share the story of 

a young Jewish girl called Etti who was imprisoned 

and later killed by the Nazis in a concentration camp 

and she kept a diary. 

 

In it she wrote of how she had stopped praying to god 

because she was so angry that God had not rescued her from the camp. 

A few weeks later she writes of how she has begun to pray again 

for she can feel how lost and lonely God was without her, 

and she writes that for as long as they are stuck in the camp together 

she will hold God’s hand. 

 

Etti and the progressives of the world know a truth about God 

that many of the world’s faithful are still trying to come to terms with 

and it is a truth that can be found in silence 

and in the warmth of God’s hand 

held in ours. 


