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A Cathedral Church’s Calling in Christ  
Occasion; The Fourth Sunday of Easter/ The third Sunday After Easter 

Theme; Jubilate Sunday/ Good Shepherd Sunday/ Vocations Sunday 

Readings ; Acts 9:36-43, Revelations 7:9-17, John 10:22-30 

THE VOCATION OF CATHEDRAL CONGREGATION… 

It is the Fourth Sunday of Easter or the third Sunday After Easter, and in my High-Church 

Anglo-Catholic tradition we call it Good shepherd Sunday, or some may call it Vocations 

Sunday. When we think vocation or calling we imagine that is just for priests -for those 

ordained ministers of the Church. But as someone who is not ordained who preaches near 

twice a week, does that mean I am not called as a lay woman, does that mean, you who 

come faithfully here every Sunday that you are not called? Is vocation something only clergy 

have. 

And as I walked up this morning, to this cathedral built almost a millennium ago, that is the 

seat of power & prayer, I felt my calling reverberating through its walls.  

It is a place that holds the scars of human conflict, of human greed and desolation & despair, 

but inspiration & beauty and joy & hope too. Like a great craggy Leviathan, it is held 

together by centuries of dead skin cells and canon dust, but at its heart it is held together by 

the soft whispering Word, the word that breathed a cosmos to birth, that breathed life to 

the gloriously knitted human creatures we are- fearfully and wonderfully made, in divine 

breath and muddy terraqueous dust. It is a word that gave you knowledge and free will and 

in love pursued you across time and space from Eden to Gethsemane. 

In our Church of England, where finances are an increasingly contested heritage, when 

cathedrals seem an impossible and extravagant cost, if you ask what is the point of 

maintaining this grand building, when a pop concert tent will do just as well, I will tell you, it 

is the seat of the Word, wrapped in a 1000 years of sacrament & history and operatic 

melodrama, paid for by the blood and bitter suffering of serfs and slaves, of patricians & 

patrons and paupers & peasants, alike. It is a psalm made of brick and mortar, steel and 

cement, and glass and silver. It is our calling made visible, and to remind you of this, the bells 

of Bristol cathedral sing across the city, calling out above the rooftops. That is the point of 

this cathedral, it is an attempt to ornament the gospel in a very human framework!!   

Grandeur and glory as the middle ages conceived it, and ornamented by the often ill-gotten 

gains of scandal and slavery. Near a 1000 years later it captivates me, and many like me. So 

what is it calling out, what does the bells sing to you, what does that soft gentle word that 

dwells everywhere, but speaks like a gushing waterfall in this poignant place say to you? 

You heard the reading from John say… 

23 And Jesus walked in the temple in Solomon's porch. 

24 Then came the Jews round about him, and said unto him, How long dost thou make us to 

doubt? If thou be the Christ, tell us plainly. 

As John’s gospel makes plain, Jesus, the logos, the word of God that created this cosmos, 

revealed all that he was by his death. Not three Sunday’s ago you remembered his passion 

his death and his resurrection. And we believe the word dwells in this cathedral of glass, 

clay and stone, that it is present in the sacrament, BUT is it mere ritual, a remembrance, or 

is it a living breathing word interacting with your cognition and affection. What is it saying to 

you? 
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As the Jews did, do you doubt who he was, as the disciples did, do you imagine he is about 

power and force and triumph, a temporal power that will bring about justice even social 

justice. Or do you imagine a King that will bring plenty, that will be a sedative for your pain, 

a band aid for your wounds. A great philanthropist that fed the hungry. Who is this Christ? 

Who do you say he is? 

What does it say to the exhausted stranger who was curious, and as they walked by and felt 

the stirring of something they couldn’t quite put their finger on, asked what is this building 

about, what are you saying to the world?. What does this the Cathedral Church of the 

Holy and Undivided Trinity say to them? If they said who is this Christ tell me 

plainly? What are you called to say to them? Do you have a vocation to witness, 

to go and tell that Christ is Lord? 

FROM THE ARK OF THE NEW COVENANT… 

I want you to look around you, at this vast cathedral, and see that at its bare bones, it is no 

different to a parish church that is the refuge the resting place of every village, every town 

or city. This vast ark is no different, it is a place of rest, of solace and refuge. It is easy to 

mistake this for a place you come to be transcended by the overwhelming glory of God, a 
place like the original ark of the temple. To prostrate yourselves in absolute humility to an 

all-powerful, all knowing perfect God. But something changed 2000 years ago. The shape of 

our worship changed. About two millennia ago our relationship with the Divine changed. 

Because God proclaimed a solidarity with our vulnerability, with our lives engulfed in risk 

and danger and suffering. God conceived the inconceivable and the Divine became human, 

was broken and beaten and betrayed, because we were broken and beaten and betrayed. 

 Look around you, yes, of course it is a place that reminds us of God’s glory, and our fragile 

fallibility, but it is so much more than that. This building which I often refer to as a great ark, 

is an ark of the new covenant.  Look to your right there is the place you might wash 

yourself clean, there is the table where we break bread together, we don’t stand for hours 

in the Glory of Divine presence, or even lie prostrate on the floor, as we should. We sit, 

because we are in a place of rest, a place of refuge, a place of fellowship, this is written into 

the very bones of this building. We are amongst family, we are in solidarity with each other 

in our communion with the Divine. This place is a place that needs to speak plainly and tell 

the world without a doubt about the nature of Christ. 

It by its very architecture should give refuge to the marginalised and ostracised, seek out the 

poor, and heal the bruised and broken. That is our vocation individually and collectively, and 

more specifically that is the calling and vocation of this building and you its congregation. 

THIS WORLD THAT SUITS YOU SO WELL… 

But how do we preach the gospel to the poor, or heal the broken hearted. How do we 

invite in those ostracised because of their race? It is easier said than done. Why should the 

poor or the bruised or broken listen to you, or to me.  

Or for those more philosophical about this, why should the broken and bruised, the 

marginalised or oppressed, listen to this God or this Carpenter who claimed to be the Christ who 

spawned some sort of insane cult that has survived 2000 years. That branded an empire that 

bought and sold lives and made human bodies cargo. This all powerful omniscient, 

omnipotent being that we can’t begin to understand, or narrate,  who apparently at the 

dawn of the species sent us packing out of the comfort of Eden, because we sought 
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knowledge, however you might understand, that. Why should, why would …the powerless 

…listen… to such extraordinary power, or anything vaguely associated with that power.  

I am a Cognitive psychologist, and Psychological research often holds that power diminishes 

empathy and perspective taking. 

So let’s try consulting the world’s most over -consulted reference book, I hear you have a 

copy in the cathedral.  And this book here tells us, that in order to express love, that God 

gave up control, gave us free will, let us out of Eden, gave us independence. And when that 

went so badly he gave up even more, that he gave up power, so GOD sent his only 

begotten Son, in the body of a fragile powerless young woman in the shadow of one of 

history’s most brutal empires. 

To express love, God gave up power, to heal the broken hearted, he allowed his heart to be 

broken, to free the captives, he allowed himself to be captured, to heal the bruised, he was 

battered and bruised and he descended even unto hell. He took on our sin and our pain so 

that he might know that pain in powerlessness and thus became the wounded healer. 

In my role as the Archbishops advisor on race, I often share; that if we make our churches 

exclusive, a place where the marginalised and oppressed do not find a home in, that we 
might become no more than a Sunday matinee for an elite thespian guild. Or as someone 

put it, the most expensive state sponsored costume drama. And that the marginalised may 

say to us,  

“Why should we believe you, why should we believe in this unseen kingdom you call us to 

put our trust in, why would you change a world that suits YOU so well. A place you have made a 

weaponised fortress against us.” 

How do we respond to that? Now, I am not suggesting the world is a binary, and some of us 

the oppressed, and some the oppressor, life is sadly much more complicated than that. But 

in almost every context you are in, you have a choice about who you protect, who you 

identify with, who you are in solidarity with. 

I pray that you will hear your calling and vocation to always seek company and fellowship 

with the broken and the bruised, the hungry, the weeping, the marginalised and oppressed, 

the lost and the hopeless, so that you might hear the soft whisper of the Comforter around 

them. Because that is where the Comforter dwells. That you might catch a glimpse of that 

coming kingdom, because that is where you might find it.  And when we gather in His name 

MAY OUR lives be so saturated in the Spirit, that the winds of the Comforter blow 

throughout all those about us, in that incredible Grace. 

 

 In the Name of the Creator, the Christ and of the Comforter, Amen. 

 

 


