The Rector's Ramblings
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Hallelujah! I know, I know, I’m not supposed to say, sing or shout Hallelujah, or Alleluia, during Lent, but I am sure even the strictest liturgist would forgive me for doing just that (shouting, not singing) on Wednesday when for the first time in over two months I got behind the wheel and actually drove on the road. I did have a mini go on Tuesday evening, driving forward and backward on the driveway, just to get the feel for it again, but on Wednesday night, halfway home, my sister pulled into a layby and I took over! Now there is no stopping me, so my poor sister in back on the bus again!
Now if you’re shaking your head in disbelief at my excitement you are not alone, because so did my sister! She understands that I am excited to get my independence back, because although I have been blessed with family, friends, and neighbours driving me to hospital appointments, church, meetings etc, it is wonderful to be able to just get in the car and go, but it is more than that. It is a major step in getting back to normal, in being able to do everything I used to do. There have been smaller ‘successes’ over the past couple of weeks that elicited a ‘whey hey’ from me. Being able to carry a full cup of coffee in my right hand, so I can make just one journey to the kitchen in the evening not two (although the downside is my daily step count is going down). Being able to type with both hands, being able to answer the phone and write a message at the same time. Being able to put the washing out! They are small things that we take for granted and do almost without thinking (except driving of course, to reassure you if you meet me on the road – I am concentrating!).
Now there are still ‘everyday’ activities that I can’t do. I might be able to carry a full cup in my right hand, but I still can’t lift even a half full kettle. I still have to wash my hair one handed (if you’ve never had to do it, give it a go, it’s not as easy as you think!) I still can’t open the front door of the shop, and even the smallest parcels is too heavy for me to lift.
I have Rambled before on the Ignatian Examen, looking back at the end of the day and asking forgiveness for what we have failed at, and giving thanks for all the blessings we have received, but over the past couple of months I admit I have had a rethink about how I approach the Examen, and I have a fractured arm to thank. In the past I confess I sometimes struggled to give thanks because I was looking for all the big things, looking for ways in which I had had a profound effect on someone’s life, or they had had a profound effect on mine. Looking for major successes in the sight of others, and in comparison with others, without really reflecting on what a major success looks like in the sight of God.
After spending almost all of January indoors looking out at (predominately) rain, unable to go anywhere or do anything, then getting more movement and strength back and returning to work in February, helped me see that my blessings, the things I am most grateful for, are not big, not headline grabbers, and are things that most of us take for granted. I may not be able to carry a kettle yet, but I am grateful that I have clean water to fill it. I may not be able to open the door of the shop yet, but I have a job to go to. I may not be able to raise both hands in worship yet, but I am free to worship.
As I watch the news with its reports from war zones, seen the effects of natural disasters, and understand more and more each day how over 80% of the world’s population actually lives, I know that I have so much to give thanks for that has slipped under the radar. In the West we have become so used to be able to drink clean water, have a roof over our head, get free education and health care, and yes, even drive a car, that we can forget that we are incredibly privileged. We bemoan the fact that prices are rising, without giving thanks for the fact that we have shops to go to. We complain that it takes 6 weeks to get a doctor’s appointment (yes, that is me) without thinking that unlike most of the world our health care is free. We watch oil prices rising without thinking of the people whose lives are in danger every day to bring the oil to us. We harrumph at the loss of the internet (St Olav’s had no internet for most of January!) without reflecting that there are parts of this country, let alone the wider world, where there is no internet.
So looking back, what does a ‘major success’ look like in the sight of God? What should we give thanks for at the end of each day? Well different scholars, theologians and even clergy will each have their own ideas, but I believe it is simple - ‘Do justly, love mercy, and walk humbly with God’ (Micah 6:8), count all our blessings, give thanks at the end of the day for our daily bread, and love our neighbours, wherever they are in the world, as ourselves.
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