Walking slowly up the stairs
Knowing in the house that there’s

A person who will soon be struck with tears

The doorbell rings, approaching feet

“May we come in please take a seat”

Our presence there confirms their darkest fears.

The padre comforts as they grieve

“It can’t be true, I don’t believe”

And sadness mounts within the padre’s soul.

With no quaint words to soothe the loss

The padre prays that Jesus’ cross

Will one day help this person feel more whole.

Hey padre can you do this thing

I think its called a ‘christenin’
We want to do what’s right for little Jean

I’d love to – come lets have a chat

You both know its important that

We talk a bit about what ‘Christenin’ means.

Padre, quick, they’re coming in!
The wounded soldier tries to grin

And grits his teeth to cope with all the pain.

“Padre say a prayer for me”

As doctors ply their surgery

He hopes that he can join his mates again.

The padre says the Eulogy.

“And greater love there can not be”

The choir sings “Fast falls the Eventide”

The service ends, the volleys fired
The padre’s soul is sad and tired

He prays the Lord to be his strength and guide.

Hey Pard’ you’ve been around enough

So tell me this religion stuff

So many things confuse me – don’t know why

I try to live an honest life

I love the kids and car and wife

So will your God accept me when I die?

Hey padre are you free in May?
My girl and I have chose the day

a nice reception place has got us booked

The in-laws sent the invites out

We’re well prepared without a doubt

There’s just one thing we may have overlooked!

Padre Sir I must confess
I’m really stuffed – my life’s a mess

I’m really sorry for the things I’ve done.
I’ll change my life – true as I live

But surely God cannot forgive -
“The Good News is God does forgive you son!”
Padre what’s that little book
You’re always reading – Can I look

I see its all about this Jesus bloke.

Hey Padre just last night I read

That Jesus rose up from the dead

Is that for real or is it just a joke?

Lunchtime meetings, bible studies
Watch as strangers grow as buddies

Do we take the plunge or just play safe?

Father Son & Holy Spirit

Once, twice, thrice we dunk you in it

Welcome Christian - celebrate your faith.
Walking on her daily rounds

Sometimes passing sweets around

Listening to joy and to lament

You don’t know when life takes its toll

When someone needs to bare their soul

And so the padre loiters with intent

Myriad the chaplain call

Striving to be all to all

Feast and famine, prize and sacrifice

Privilege and sometimes pain

Falling, getting up again

Friend to those defending freedom’s price.

March to Band and drummers beat

Wipe their brows and wash their feet

Hold firm to the plough and do not swerve

Take your pack and go ye hence

The Cross of Christ within Defence

Following the One who came to serve.
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