Dear All
I spent February half term in Northumberland with Simon and the girls. We have recently been encouraging Lottie and Sophie to share our love of walking and have discovered that, unlike at home in Yorkshire where they are tired after five minutes, they are able to walk for miles along the Northumberland coastal paths where they enjoy hiding amidst the long grasses and jumping in and out of the sand. 

This year we stayed in a cottage on the edge of the Cheviots, and were able to walk sections of St Oswald and St Cuthbert’s ways. Alongside the beautiful scenery, I think there is something reassuring and grounding about walking a path that others have gone before you. Especially those of Cuthbert and Aidan, two of the Northern Saints who brought Christianity to the England. Their paths are tried and tested – both physically and metaphorically.  In a way it’s like me following, or at least trying to follow, in the footsteps of Martin; learning from him what it looks like to be a Priest. Knowing that he has already walked the path that I am taking gives me reassurance and has helped me relax into and enjoy my role as his Curate here in the Parish.

On holiday one day Simon chose a walk from a book in our holiday cottage that we hadn’t done before. We arrived at where we thought it said the walk should start, but the telephone box described in the book was nowhere to be seen.  We therefore set of with some trepidation, hoping that we were on the right path and that the foresaid telephone box had been removed since 2010 when the book was published. The theme of uncertainty remained throughout the walk as the directions described in the book did not always seem to be clear or correlate to our surroundings. In addition, when present, the signposts and way marks were often a bit hidden.  Nevertheless, we kept going, taking a step at a time, looking out for signs that we were going in the right direction. Eventually we ended up at the correct destination, although possibly not via the intended route.

I think that life can feel a bit like that walk at times!  We might feel uncertain about the path we are travelling on; about what lies ahead, that we may have taken a wrong turn or indeed not even started where we should. Sometimes we feel confident about where we are going and at other times we are desperately looking for signs that we are on the right track, hoping for a few footprints to assure us that others have gone before us. We are often so worried about whether we are on the right path that we can forget to live in the moment and enjoy the journey. 

At Easter we are reminded that God loves us so much that he came down to earth to live with us. To show us the way, to demonstrate how we should love and live with others and to take our place on the cross so that each one of us might have eternal life.  Jesus has gone before us and continues to always be with us wherever we go; whether on the wide or narrow, bumpy or smooth paths of life as the Footprints poem so beautifully reminds us:  

Footprints
One night I had a dream…
I dreamed I was walking along the beach with the Lord, and across the sky flashed scenes from my life. For each scene I noticed two sets of footprints in the sand; One belonged to me, and the other to the Lord. When the last scene of my life flashed before us, I looked back at the footprints in the sand. I noticed that many times along the path of my life, There was only one set of footprints. I also noticed that it happened at the very lowest and saddest times in my life. This really bothered me, and I questioned the Lord about it.
“Lord, you said that once I decided to follow you, you would walk with me all the way; but I have noticed that during the most troublesome times in my life, there is only one set of footprints. I don’t understand why in times when I needed you the most, you should leave me.
The Lord replied, “My precious, precious child. I love you, and I would never, never leave you during your times of trial and suffering. When you saw only one set of footprints, it was then that I carried you.


So, as we journey together towards to Easter: 

May we find in Christ the risen Lord,
a companion for all our journeys,
a present help in trouble, a light in times of darkness,
and the assurance that life is eternal.  
Amen


Wishing you all a Happy Easter!    
Karen 


