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Staying in Kyneton, a few years ago, my family and I enjoyed a meal at 

the home of a local Italian family. We spent a memorable evening at their 

property, surrounded by olive and chestnut groves, with course after 

course of lovingly prepared traditional Italian food, good conversation and 

warm fellowship. Just above the dining table was a painting of an open 

book with the words ‘Deo et amore; Deo et luce’, which translate, ‘God is 

love; God is light’.  

~ 

And this is love: not that we loved God, but that God loved us. By sending 

his Son, to die for the world, he has put his love into action. An action that 

now calls us, who are now reconciled to God through the reconciling death 

of Christ, to allow ourselves to be taken up into the dynamic of God’s 

love, of God’s light, for people around us. 

~ 

When we first moved into our home in Footscray, we had a neighbour by 

the name of Ken—a Singaporean man in his mid-forties. When we arrived, 

we introduced ourselves to him, as we did with many of our neighbours. 

Shortly afterwards, early one evening, Ken came to our door. I invited him 

inside, but he refused. He said that he needed some change for the phone 

at the end of the street, so I gave it to him. He thanked me and left. A 

month later, Ken came to our door again. Again, I invited him inside, but 

he refused. He said that he was suffering from a headache, and did we 

have any Panadol. So I gave him some Panadol. He thanked me and left. 
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The third time Ken came to our door, he again refused our invitation to 

come in, but then he began to talk. And there, on our doorstep, I began to 

listen. On that occasion, I listened to the story of his early life and his 

family in Singapore; on the next occasion, to the story of how he came to 

Australia knowing only one person, an uncle to whom he was not close. 

On another occasion, I heard that he was in love with a young woman in 

China, and that he had come to Australia to work in order to raise enough 

money to marry her. After about a year, Ken came to our door to tell me 

that pressure from the girl’s family had led her to end the relationship with 

Ken, that he was devastated and, having no further purpose to be here, he 

was returning that day to his family in Singapore. I told Ken that I was 

sorry that the relationship had not worked out, that we were grateful to 

have got to know him as a friend, that I wished the best for him, and that 

we would continue to pray for him in the future. Well, Ken looked at me 

and openly wept on our verandah that morning. He then backed away 

urgently, demonstrably embarrassed by the open show of emotion. With 

tears in his eyes, he told me that I was the best friend that he had ever had. 

And then he left. I never saw him again. I was confounded. I felt I hardly 

knew him, but by loving him in simple, everyday ways—really just by 

listening to him and giving him a little of my time—I had managed to 

convey to him, unwittingly perhaps, something of the profound love of 

God for him.  

 

This is love: not that we love God, but that God has first loved us. In 

sending his Son, to die for the world, he has put his eternal love to action 
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in this world. So that as those who are now reconciled to God through the 

Passion of Christ, we are to allow ourselves to be taken up into the 

dynamic of God’s love, for the people around us. 

‘You have heard it said, “You shall love your neighbour and hate your 

enemy.” But I say to you, Love your enemies and pray for those who 

persecute you, so that you may be children of your Father in heaven; for he 

makes his sun rise on the evil and on the good…Be perfect, as your Father 

in heaven is perfect.’ 

 

Attending the wedding of Lucy’s brother at St James’ Old Cathedral in 

west Melbourne, the preacher, preaching to our text this morning, told us 

that ‘God is love. Not like a postman, delivering letters. But like the sun, 

radiating light.’ 

 

In the death of Christ, the love of God, has dawned in the world. So that as 

we await the final day, we must learn to love, as God first loved us. To be 

perfect, holy, set apart, as God is perfect, holy, set apart from the world. 

 

Not long after Ken’s departure, the property was sold to another family, 

who were represented by their son, Tien. The first time I saw Tien was 

around six o’clock one morning. From the window of my son’s bedroom, 

where I was trying unsuccessfully to convince Ben to go back to sleep, I 

spotted a silver sports car parked outside. Bent over and leaning against 

the car, Tien was throwing up violently into the gutter as his father stood, 

concerned but helpless, beside him. I thought to myself, ‘Here we go.’ For 
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the first six months, Tien and I got along well. We were not the best of 

friends, but we were kind to one another. But one evening, something 

changed. You see, Tien had tenants living not only in the house but also in 

the garage that shared a wall with our place, an arrangement that I 

discovered was not entirely legal. And the tenant of the garage, a student, 

would play music all day and much of the night. Loud. So one evening at 

about eleven o’clock, as we found ourselves once again going to bed to the 

thump, thump of the tenant’s stereo, I picked up the phone and called Tien 

to ask him to reconsider his decision to tenant his back garage. There was 

a moment of silence. And then it began. A full five minutes of unabated, 

breathless, personal abuse. Not an ideal preparation for a good night of 

rest. I held the phone with my right hand at a full arm’s length but I could 

still hear the swearing. This went on for two or three minutes, and then he 

simply hung up. During that call, I was afraid. I felt pain in my spirit. I felt 

nausea in my gut. In my woundedness, I wanted to lash out. My mind 

began to race: If he was capable of such language, what else was he 

capable of? Beneath the fear, however, I felt a strong sense of the Holy 

Spirit upon me. Both during the call and after it, the violence and abuse 

beyond me was met by a larger, stronger peace within me.  

 

‘Beloved, let us love one another, because love is from God…, for God is 

love. God's love was revealed among us in this way: God sent his only Son 

into the world so that we might live through him. In this is love, not that 

we loved God but that he loved us and sent his Son to be the atoning 

sacrifice for our sins…There is no fear in love, but perfect love casts out 
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fear.’ 

 

In the words of Jesus Christ himself, ‘In this world you will have trouble. 

But take heart! I have overcome the world.’ 
	


