
1 
 

 
 
 
Holy Cross Day: September 13, 2015 at Holy Cross Japanese Canadian 
Anglican Church 
 
1 Corinthians 1:18-24 
 
For the message about the cross is foolishness to those who are perishing, but to us who are being 
saved it is the power of God. For it is written, “I will destroy the wisdom of the wise, and the 
discernment of the discerning I will thwart.” Where is the one who is wise? Where is the scribe? 
Where is the debater of this age? Has not God made foolish the wisdom of the world? For since, in 
the wisdom of God, the world did not know God through wisdom, God decided, through the 
foolishness of our proclamation, to save those who believe. For Jews demand signs and Greeks 
desire wisdom, but we proclaim Christ crucified, a stumbling block to Jews and foolishness to 
Gentiles, but to those who are the called, both Jews and Greeks, Christ the power of God and the 
wisdom of God.  
__________________________________________________________________________ 
 
“Jews demand signs and Greeks desire wisdom, but we proclaim Christ crucified, a stumbling block 
to Jews and foolishness to Gentiles, but to those who are called, but Jews and Greeks, Christ the 
power of God and wisdom of God.” 
 
It’s an honour to be here with all of you today—on your parish’s name day, on the 70th anniversary 
of the end of World War II and on the 100th Anniversary of the Provincial Board of the Mission for 
the Orientals, an organization that supported Japanese and Chinese Canadians during the internment 
camps and helped re-establish a Japanese-Canadian Anglican Church in British Columbia. 
 
We have much to celebrate today, and, of course, right along with this, we have much to remember 
and to lament. Today on our celebration of Holy Cross Day we cannot do the one without the 
other. 
 
For that is the message of the cross, isn’t it?  No resurrection without the experience of death. No 
light without the awareness of the darkness that it has overcome.  No liberation without the memory 
of imprisonment. No new life without the remembrance of an old life that has to be relinquished.  
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And so today on this celebration of Holy Cross and so much more, we explore the mystery of our 
lives in the interweaving of lament and victory and a cross that comprehend them both, for as Paul 
says to the Corinthians, “the message of the cross is foolishness to those who are perishing, but to 
us who are being saved, it is the power of God.” 
 
And so what is the cross about? 
 
 
Put simply, the cross of Christ is God’s own experience of the darkest places and circumstances that 
we can imagine.  The cross of Christ is God standing in our place when we were outcast, when we 
were in prison, when we were abused, when we were sick, when we were suffering and when we 
were in the throes of death.  The cross is God’s own comprehension of everything in our lives that 
has been death-dealing, isolating, imprisoning and incomprehensible. The cross is God’s standing 
with us in these things, holding these things and, in the end, discovering for us and with us that we 
are not killed, we are not obliterated, we are not destroyed.  
 
And so the cross is our companion in the face of our darkest times.  And the cross the companion 
of anyone in their darkest times. 
 
Such as the crucifix belonging to the Catholic woman in the hospital where I served as a summer 
hospital chaplain. She had dancing brown eyes and was dying of cancer. The crucifix had belonged 
to her father who had held it as he, sea-sick, had crossed from Italy to America in the early 1900’s.  
He had given it to her when she was a little girl, telling her the story that went with it. On the day of 
her death she held that same crucifix in her hand as the talisman that gave her the strength she 
needed to complete her own difficult crossing. 
 

And then there was the crucifix behind the altar in a small downtown African-American Church in 
South Carolina. It was not expensive, and some would not even think it was tasteful. On it was a 
struggling, muscular black Jesus, who looked down with blazing eyes on the congregation, many of 
whom were descendants of slaves, as they sang this hymn: “Stony the road we trod, bitter the 
chastening rod, felt in the days when hope unborn had died….God of our weary years, God of our 
silent tears.” 
 
And then there are the rows and rows of white marble crosses in World War II cemeteries. Those 
cemeteries, the orderly rows, have always looked both obedient unto death to me and deeply 
reproachful of all that we do to fill the cemeteries of the nations with soldiers and civilians who have 
died in the war, reproachful of all we do in wartime that does not happen on the battlefield that is 
degrading and inhumane. 
 
And finally there are the dozens of crosses scribbled on bits of paper given to me by the children of 
parishes I have served, children who at one time or another were afraid of those crosses, but who in 
their own way, like all of us engaging that powerful image, are trying to come to terms with the fact 
that, yes, there is suffering in the world, there is or will be suffering in our lives, but that it will never 
have the last word.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     
 
And so this is what we celebrate today: that the experience of being an immigrant does not have the 
last word, that living through a world war does not have the last word; that the experience of losing 
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land and vocation and churches in a time of internment does not have the last word; that ongoing 
racism, degradation and abuse will not have the last word. 
 
Dear people of Holy Cross Japanese Canadian Anglican Church, blessed be the God and Father of 
our Lord Jesus Christ who by his great mercy sent Jesus Christ into the world to live our human life 
and, through his cross and resurrection, opens for us the new life of grace. Blessed be those who 
have come before you who suffered much but did not abandon hope. Blessed be those who walked 
the way of the cross with them to lighten their load in some small way. And, finally, blessed be you, 
here today, evidence that darkness will not have the last word.  Blessed be you here today who are 
walking in the light.  
 

 

 

 

 


