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If you are a customer at one of the lovely charity shops in Woodstock, it’s 
just possible that you are wearing one of my shirts this morning. Or one 
of my old jackets. Or suits. Or a pair of shorts. All of the above now too 
big on me, ha ha, a testimony to the amount of weight lost as a result of 
the stresses and strains of being your parish priest for the last eight years. 
It’s just possible that you have bought one of our books, or a vase or two, 
pictures, clocks, ornaments, all a result of spending every spare moment 
for the last two months doing the recycling, and, sadly, the non-recycling. 
I filled the back of a transit van with stuff we couldn’t recycle, not least 
boxes and boxes of old video tapes. As Megan and I reluctantly boxed 
them up, I looked at the titles I’d written on the sides in biro. One tape I 
found was a recording of a Prom concert, broadcast on Saturday 29th July 
1989. I remember it well – it was the first Prom that had featured music 
entirely from the Great American Songbook, with the BBC Concert 
Orchestra, Richard Rodney Bennett on piano, and the incomparable 
Maria Ewing (perhaps the best Carmen ever) singing off the voice in the 
most wonderful jazz style. At the heart of the performance was a medley 
of Cole Porter songs, at the heart of that was the most glorious version of 
one of my absolute favourites: Just One of Those Things, which contains 
the verse 

 
So good bye, dear, and amen 
Here's hoping we meet now and then 
It was great fun 
But it was just one of those things.1 
 
Goodbye, as you know from my article in the Woodstock and Bladon 
News, is short for ‘God-be-with-you’. And Amen, as you all know anyway, 
roughly means ‘so be it’.  
                                                           
1 Cole Porter (1891-1964), from the musical Jubilee (1935) © Warner/Chappell Music, Inc. 



So ‘goodbye, dears, and amen’ might be a pretty good text for today. And 
it has really, truly, been great fun. But by no means can it be said to have 
been ‘just one of those things’.  
 
Goodbyes – and, indeed – amens – are often charged with emotion. They 
can be painful. Think of our Gospel reading today.  
 
At the heart of it is the experience of a broken, confused, traumatized 
woman who is trying to, needs to ritually, and emotionally, say goodbye. 
Mary Magdalene had experienced trauma. 2 She had watched the man 
she had followed, cared for, risked everything for, die. And die 
horrifically. God alone knows what state she was in as she went to the 
tomb for that final, most painful, goodbye.  
 
So imagine what’s going on inside Mary’s head when she finds, in the 
darkness, the stone gone from the entrance to the tomb. Imagine what’s 
going on inside Mary’s head when she encounters angels sitting in the 
tomb, where the body of Jesus should be. Imagine what’s going on inside 
Mary’s head when she sees her Lord. It must be the gardener. Who else 
could it be? 
 
And above all, imagine what’s going on inside Mary’s head when she 
hears, in the words of the hymn we have just sung, a voice speaking, 
calling her name.3 What would you do, if the person you loved had died, 
and then you saw them, heard them? You’d run into their arms. You’d 
hug them, caress them, hold them tight like you’d never held anyone 
before. Just as in our Old Testament reading when the heroine, after a 
night of desperate searching, finds her love, holds him, and will not let 
him go.4  
 
But on Easter morning, that cannot be. No matter how precious the 
relationship, no matter the years shared, the joys and sadnesses borne 
together, no matter that she once poured out all that she had to 
demonstrate her love for him. He will not let her hold on to him. He is 
moving on. And so must she.  
                                                           

2 Rambo, Spirit and Trauma: A Theology of Remaining (John Knox Press 2010)  
3 Stuart Townend and Keith Getty, See, what a morning © Thankyou Music (2004) 
4 Song of Songs 3.4 



No ‘goodbye dear’, no ‘amen’, and no meeting now and then. There is a 
Gospel to proclaim. And the time to proclaim it is now. 
 
Eight years ago, on the 22nd July 2010, I was instituted, inducted, and 
installed as your Rector. And it has been the happiest, the most fulfilling, 
eight years of my life. As I wrote in the Woodstock and Bladon News,  
Megan and I were made to feel welcome here from our very first days, 
and the kindness and generosity of these communities has been a real 
gift to us. You have taken us to your hearts, and for that I am deeply 
thankful.  
 
But it is time to let go. I have to let go of you, and you have to let go of us. 
Of me. And that is not easy, at least, not for me. I have spent the last two 
months saying goodbye, in our wonderful schools, in homes and houses, 
with individuals and groups, in the Palace and in the pub (well, pubs). This 
last week has been one long goodbye, pretty much, and even though we 
know that goodbye means ‘God-be-with you’, that doesn’t make it any 
the less painful.  
Leaving here is the hardest thing imaginable. You’ll miss the view, people 
have said in my garden in the last month or so. Perhaps. But not as much 
as I’ll miss all of you. It’s breaking my heart. 
 
‘Then why are you going?’ people keep saying to me. And the answer? If 
it was just up to me, and to Megan, well, I don’t suppose that we would.  
 
But it isn’t just up to us. I have spent the last eight years trying, in my own 
flawed, fumbling way, to encourage these communities to pay attention 
to God breaking into our lives. To cultivate our inner lives. To recognize 
the life of the soul, as well as the body. To know that God became human, 
died, broke death into bits and lives for ever, and that to put the living 
Lord at the centre of things is the only way to make sense of our 
fragmented, yet beautiful world.  
 
And it is my conviction, after prayer, discernment, and all the human stuff 
of applications and interviews, that the word being spoken to me now is 
the word that was spoken to Mary Magdalene then.  



I can’t hold on, as much as I love you, and, I think, as much as you love 
me. It’s time to let go. It’s time to move on.  
 
But we can’t leave it there. Just one of those things? No. Because the 
voice that spoke to Mary spans the years, speaks hope and life to us, and 
calls us to know him, and love him, and serve him, and to go on knowing, 
loving, and serving, so that Woodstock and Bladon are places that have 
seen the Lord; places with love, kindness, peace, and joy, as their 
heartbeat, their life blood, their soul.  
 
It’s time for you and I to let each other go. But we do so with faith in the 
One who will never let us go. For He lives: Christ is Risen from the dead! 
 
So: goodbye, my dears. And – 
 
AMEN.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


