
Feast of Dedication, 11.11. 12 

Called to be Wizards . . .  

Matt 7: 24- 29  
 
 
I am like many girls in my age group.  

My parents had been more than once to see the Wizard of Oz, and were part of the first 

generation to be changed by film. So I was named after Judy Garland and grew up singing 

'We're  off to see the Wizard . . .' 

 

But much later, another wizard captured part of my heart. This one was not from OZ, and 

didn't dance a yellow brick road. Rather, he was dreamed up by a wise man who had 

spent his boyhood inventing languages for the different peoples of Middle Earth. A little 

later, he would spend time in the trenches of the Western Front. In that time he thought 

deeply about human nature, and dreamed of other perspectives on what he saw as cosmic 

evil. After the Great War, Tolkien began to write, and in 1954 and 1955, after sixteen years 

of work, The Lord of the Rings was published. 

 

More recently, Gandalf the Wizard, whose true  vocation was the folk of Middle Earth, has 

been seen frequently, much closer to home. In fact, Gandalf lives just across the Trench, in 

New Zealand.  A  Wizard, is by definition, one who is wise. Today's gospel reading is 

Jesus' invitation to us to be wise, to be wizard-like, right here in Bendigo.  

 

When Gandalf comes out of hiding in the South Island, in order to be filmed in Mirramar, a 

suburb of Wellington, in the North, he wears flowing robes, and has long hair under his 

high, pointed hat. Rumour has it that Gandalf has been seen walking the hills behind the 

city of Wellington with the new Bishop of Wellington, who sports a pointy hat, on top of his 

impressive dreadlocks. 

  

Gandalf's clothes say that he is different, but it isn't his clothes which enable him to tramp 

around Middle Earth, it's his feet. Gandalf's feet take him from one end of Middle Earth to 

the other, from one group of beings to another, in and out of beauty and danger, in and out 

of hope and despair, in and out of making the  ordinary extraordinary. And at every step of 

the way, Gandalf says to dwarves, elves, orcs, Hobbits and us, that the privations of the 

journey are not the end. 

 



And Middle Earth itself? Tolkien, creator of languages, Middle Earth, hairy-footed Hobbits, 

and the wizard Gandalf, said that he coined the name Middle Earth, in order to be able to 

say something about the human condition, with heaven above, and hell below, and the 

work of transforming everyday life in the middle. So hobbit life was about transforming the 

ordinary, and apart from their hairy feet, hobbits had an uncanny resemblance to us. The 

vocation of Hobbits, Wizards, women, men and kids, Tolkien would say, is to live in every-

day life in the middle.  

 

That's not such a new idea. Jesus had it, too, and that's where Tolkien got it. Today's 

gospel is the last, small section of the sermon on the mount. The ancients thought that to 

be on a mountain was to be close to the heaven, to be close to God. Jesus' sermon was 

set on a mountain in order to show and to teach his disciples and the others who followed 

him up there, how to build their lives on the stories that we now know as the Jewish Bible, 

and so to be close to God. 

  

In this sermon, Jesus gives  the Beatitudes, and the Lord's prayer, and a selection of those 

wacky stories he made up so often, the ones we call parables. These are very different 

kinds of stories. They are like everyday life, but they don't have a simple, one-to-one 

correspondence either with God's ways or with ours. Nor are they as simple as a colouring 

book, or as using tracing paper, or even as an outrageously good recipe. 

 

No, parables work more like riddles. They are more like stories which invite us to ask 

questions, than like stories which give us simple, pat answers. They are as complex as 

daily life can be, and so they are ordinary people's stories. Jesus' Sermon on the Mount 

was to give ordinary people the tools  to live in the now-time, situated smack between the 

promises of God, and what Jesus, his people and the traditional Jewish teachings called 

the Age to Come. 

 

What Jesus was giving was  tools: ways of thinking, ways of being, ways of praying, so 

that they could build the kingdom of God right where they were. Paul, patron of this 

Cathedral, talked about a middle place, too. Most early Christians thought Jesus would 

return any day, and certainly within their lifetimes. But Paul, who was a great thinker, as 

well as being an intensely practical man, gradually realised that he and the people to 

whom he brought the gospel were in an in-between place. Their job was to become like 

Jesus, to become wise, and to realise that the greatest wisdom has two faces: one which 



looks at the world, and the other which looks to Jesus, to God. Those two faces, fused by 

God's love into a thin gold line, wove their way around the Mediterranean Sea, in and out 

of cities, and in and out of  countless human lives in the work of our patron Paul. 

 

We,  like him, need to seek that golden line of love, with all our hearts, with all our souls, 

with all our minds, and with all our strength. And why? Simply because our job, our 

vocation, is the dance of the gospel with the people of Bendigo. So wise folk in this place 

will build on Jesus' life and example, on Paul's questions and guts, as well as on our own 

gifts. And as we build, we will dance, 

 

That, in this part of Middle Earth, will mean more than one thing for all of us. It will, God 

willing, take us back into the cathedral, as the renewed people of God. It will entail learning 

to ask new questions every day, and it will entail our embracing change in all  kinds of 

ways, daily. 

 

This kind of change will mean learning to prize the wisdom of the way God builds: in 

minds, in hearts, in communities of faith. As well, it will entail prizing the way God builds,  

more than all the other things we have been taught to prize, even when they are, in 

themselves, good. 

 

Only in that way can we be wizard-like in this beloved city of Bendigo. Only in that way can 

we point every day, like our patron Paul, to the transforming presence of the Lord Christ in 

this part of Middle Earth. 

 

The Lord be with you. 
     


