
God Wants Your Freedom More Than Your Obedience 

 
[In a recent meeting with Bishop Gregory I was asked to 
share my honest observations of The Diocese of St. 
Asaph. “What do we need to hear?” the Bishop prompted. 
After our meeting, Bishop Gregory asked if I would 
summarize my thoughts in a brief presentation to the 
various minsters who gathered in the cathedral for the 
Chrism Eucharist on Maundy Thursday. Below is a 
summary.] 
 

Over the past five weeks, as the Missioner in Residence, I 
have had the opportunity to meet with a variety of vicars, 
diocesan officers, church leaders and congregations. In all 
of these gatherings I have been warmly and graciously 
welcomed.  So it is with some reluctance that I respond to 
the Bishop’s request to share my honest thoughts and 
reflections on my experience of the Diocese of St. Asaph. 
I do not want to sound rude or ungrateful. I am a stranger 
to this land and an outsider to the Church in Wales. It is 
out of a desire to be faithful to the calling you have given 
me that I share these thoughts with you. 
 
Over the past five weeks I have noticed that many people 
in the diocese seem greatly burdened. There is a 
heaviness, a tiredness, a draining anxiety, sometimes a 
bitterness and resentment at the state of the church. I 
believe this heaviness comes from grief. The Old Church 
as we have known it has died. I am sorry to say this so 
plainly. The church that you have loved, the church of your 
parents and grandparents, the church that you knew in 
your youth, the church that you felt called to serve has 
died and is returning to the ground. 
 

It is not your fault. You have done nothing wrong. God 
gives, God takes away. You have been as faithful as the 
previous generations, but like all living things, that church 



lived, grew old, and died. And you have been living 
through the despair and anxiety and heaviness that loss 
brings. 
 

Now we are living within the in-between time. The Old 
Church is gone, the New Church is waiting to be born. We 
are living between the dreaming and the coming true. This 
is an age of creativity. This is a time of experimentation, a 
time to try out new ideas.  
 
Remember when you first felt God—that secret passion 
that longed to do good, to love people, to heal the sick, to 
take risks for the sake of love? This is the time to turn 
those dreams into reality. This is the time when all of us 
are invited to live the life we’ve longed to live. 
 

The great good news of the Gospel is that we are free. 
God holds none of the old obligations over us. We are 
free. It is time to exercise some of that freedom. What 
does that mean? It means you can no longer participate in 
any activity within the church that leaves you less alive, 
more anxious, more burdened, more irritable toward your 
family, less curious, less free, less alive. Why? Because it 
is not of God.  
 
God is good news. God is always good news. As any child 
will tell you, good news means you feel good when you 
hear it. To live the good news means you must only 
participate in those activities that leave you feeling good 
within your heart. You must only participate in those 
activities that stir up joy, love, generosity, kindness, 
creativity, a sense of anticipation and well-being. God is 
the great pleasure and much of what we are doing in the 
church right now gives no one any pleasure, least of all 
God. 
 

The revival does not happen by institutional decree. The 



reshaping of the church goes beyond diocesan planning. 
The church is remade and reborn only when you decide--
when one-by-one, each of us decides to live as free 
persons.  If we don’t claim the free life that God is inviting, 
if we don’t follow the affections of our hearts and the truth 
of our imaginations, we will feel badly, life will feel 
burdensome, and the Church in Wales will become an 
antique store of despair. 
 

So let us learn from the earth’s rhythms. Let us follow the 
seasons of the liturgy. Winter has come and gone. Death 
has come and gone. Spring is blooming. Easter is here. 
It’s time to leave the cold, damp tombs and go outside 
among the singing birds, out into the blooming spring, out 
onto the green grass, and play.   

  


