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A tribute to Fr Gregory Jordan SJ (1930-2015)

The war against Two Towers
by Rev Nicholas Rynne

Glory be to God for dappled things —
For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;
For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;
Landscape plotted and pieced — fold, fallow, and plough;
And áll trádes, their gear and tackle and trim.
All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;
He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise him.
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A group photo of the 2003 IMCSA (now ACSA) Conference held in Melbourne. Fr Jordan is flanked by Fr Joseph Vnuk OP (then chaplain at the University of Western Sydney), Archbishop Denis Hart, and Fr Bill Milsted (then chaplain at the University of Sydney). Several of the university students
Photograph © Alex Sidhu, 2003. Used with permission.
pictured have since become priests, including the author of this article and the editor of this journal.
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The war goes on. There are forces in
our ambient culture, hostile to our faith
and/or more subtly corrosive of Christian
souls. Darkness spreads across the land
that threatens even the most isolated of
Shire-lings. Be it a fundamentalist theistic caliphate that extols voluntarism and
wills that all men conform — if necessary
by force and fear — to a wrathful God; or
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“I know. It’s all wrong. By rights we shouldn’t even be here. But we are. It’s like
in the great stories, Mr Frodo. The ones that really mattered. Full of darkness
and danger they were. And sometimes you didn’t want to know the end. Because
how could the end be happy? How could the world go back to the way it was
when so much bad had happened? But in the end, it’s only a passing thing, this
shadow. Even darkness must pass. A new day will come. And when the sun shines
it will shine out the clearer. Those were the stories that stayed with you. That
meant something, even if you were too small to understand why. But I think, Mr
Frodo, I do understand. I know now. Folk in those stories had lots of chances of
turning back only they didn’t. They kept goin’. Because they were holding on to
something . . . That there’s some good in this world, Mr Frodo. And it’s worth
fightin’ for.”
Samwise Gamgee, in The Two Towers, by J.R.R. Tolkien (1954).
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