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Saturday 29 October 

GOOD MORNING

‘On my knees I beg you, to turn away from the path of violence.’  As somebody who lived through the Northern Ireland troubles,  I still feel the power of those words.  It was 28 years ago today.   Pope John Paul was in Ireland pleading for peace.

Much of the 28 years since then were filled with violence, death, loss, hatred, bitterness.  And those 28 years were also filled with the pleas of political and religious leaders – people like me – making the call for peace in the name of Christ.
Useless?  Waste of time?  Speaking to the empty air?  I think not.  Whether in Northern Ireland or the Middle East or Iraq or in Burma – the voices which call for peace rather than war – the voices which try to speak truth in the midst of conflicting and partial truths – those voices are ultimately the voices which speak with power.  The Bible, after all, is the story of how God deals with the waywardness and disobedience of his people.  The insistent call throughout that story is spoken urgently and with love – return, repent, forgive.  It is often spoken without effect or result because people are free to act as they choose to act.  It is often spoken at great cost.

Pope John Paul spoke out with passion and from the heart.  He committed the whole of his authority to his message.  And he was ignored.  But he spoke out of the belief that the anger and passions, the hatred and the violence of people will ultimately exhaust themselves – and out of the belief that God’s insistent and forgiving love will in the end be more powerful.  It wasn’t a waste.  It never is.
Father God

Be with all today

Who speak with courage

the words of peace and forgiveness

in the midst of war, oppression and injustice

May their words be spoken in the power of your love

And may your love overcome.

Amen
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Saturday, 29th  September, 2007

GOOD MORNING

We’re off to a wedding.

I love a party – 

and a wedding is a delicious intermingling of all possible human emotions .

There will be tears of joy 

But some of tears will have sadness inside them,
for we will mark the death of one stage of family and the birth of another.

The phrase the Bible uses is ‘leaving and cleaving.’

There will be fuss, photographers and flowers

And hats, celebration and all kinds of madness.

I’ve been to dozens of weddings in my time.

Indeed, I’m becoming an old so and so.

I grumble about the extravagance, 
And what the wedding industry encourages people to think is necessary:

the cars and the doves and the napkins printed with intertwined initials.

Maybe people can be persuaded that spending more money can make it more special.

Maybe they know but don’t want to recognise that not all relationships last.

But when the moment comes, it is always magical.

The old so and so steps back and I have a tear in the corner of my eye.

I stand in church and watch.

And what I see is people – bringing all kinds of life stories, honesty, hope and integrity.
They look each other in the eye and make a commitment to one another:

open-ended, unconditional, no-holds-barred, no backward glances, no conditions or if’s and but’s.

In a world of contracts which define and put limits on commitment

How could I fail to be moved by that?

In a world where trust is scarce,
how could I fail to be moved when people place themselves in the hands of another.

Put like that, it is almost reckless
And that’s where the joy is.
At the start of the day, Father,

We pray for those who will be married today;

for whom this day will be a day of commitment and trust.

Watch over them and help them to carry out what they promise

Amen
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Monday, 1st September, 2007

GOOD MORNING

It’s not good to wake up in hospital.  I remember that sudden dreadful jolt – realising where I was – bright lights, curtains and busyness.  Another long day stretching out ahead of me.
So this morning, I think about people starting the day as patients in hospital or ill at home.
I used to be a Hospital Chaplain.  I liked to visit quite late at night when things are quieter.  

Many of the people I would visit in the hospital were people I didn’t know – brief encounters with complete strangers.  People do a lot of thinking in hospital - you are out of familiar place and routine.  You don’t have the freedom to walk away and you have time to fill.   The chart at the end of the bed tells one story – temperature, blood pressure, bowels and the rest.  But it can’t record all the pondering and assessing that people do – about life and relationships and family.  Nor can it record the struggle to understand what their illness means – why has this happened to me?  Sometimes they choose to tell a Chaplain – usually a complete stranger – about it.   To be with people at a moment in their lives when their defences are down and they are very open is a great and sometimes scary privilege. 
But my memory of being a patient is that, no matter how crowded the hospital is with staff, patients and visitors, it is lonely.  You’re there – with much more thinking time than usual.  There is a sort of pretence that everything is routine – like routine surgery.  But it is not routine if it is you.   You think about meaning and faith, the existence of God and the hope of healing.

At the start of the day ..

We remember people for whom today brings challenge

People who will have surgery

People awaiting the result of tests

Father, comfort the lonely, be with the lost and 

bring healing to all who seek your aid  Amen
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Tuesday, 2nd September, 2007

GOOD MORNING
We all have lots of conversations every day.  But I’m thinking about the times when you know that the conversation has to take a difficult turn.

I can feel it as I describe it.  Deep breath – grip the edge of the table.  It’s the struggle to say what you believe needs to be said as clearly as possible but with kindness, sympathy – and willingness to listen as well.  So I think this morning about people for whom this day will bring difficult meetings and encounters.
My work is varied.  But I have to recognise that the heart of my responsibility is in the difficult bits, trying to sort out difficult situations, relationships that have gone wrong and all the rest of it.  There are no easy victories.  But I firmly believe that it is where people challenge one another and search for truth together that battles are won and lost.
It’s the same everywhere, I think.  Teachers and pupils – staff and managers – husbands and wives.  There are always moments of truth – crunch points at which the truth is to be spoken and heard.

It is always painful.  But without that pain, I believe that there can be little growth.  It’s the puncturing of arrogance or unreality or self-centredness or laziness or the desire to blame others for my own failings …. It’s painful of course.  But without the death of those things there can be no new birth.  And truth spoken with loving care is the essential thing.

I give thanks – through gritted teeth – for people who took a deep breath and did that for me.

At the start of the day ..

We remember people for whom today will bring difficult meetings

We pray that when truth is spoken

God may be present at its heart.

May he still all anger and fear

And strengthen our compassion and love. Amen
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Wednesday, 3rd September, 2007

GOOD MORNING
One of my children worked for a while as a hospital cleaner.  One day he was given the job of cleaning the stairs – four floors of them – like painting the Forth Bridge.  I was visiting some people in the hospital.  I dropped in and out on him a few times during the afternoon – and he was still at it.

I think this morning of that army of people who are already at work now - cleaners and maintenance staff, workers who keep trains, buses and planes running, people in the water and power industries, healthcare workers.  Maybe there is less sense of community around today – but in a complex modern society, we are dependent on the work of many people whom we never see.  We all depend on people not just doing it but doing it faithfully and well.  That’s part of the dignity of it.
There’s a verse of a hymn by John Keble which says:

The trivial round, the common task
Will furnish all we ought to ask;
Room to deny ourselves -- a road
To bring us daily nearer God.

Every job has routine and tedium.  Family life and child-rearing have more than most.  The work of the priest is no different.  I would plod on saying to myself: 'Don't ask what good will come of this.  Just know that it is part of what creates a society of value and care.'  

But John Keble's words go further – investing with something of the spiritual the commitment which we give to work.  Where there is sacrifice, commitment and self-denial, God is in there as well

At the start of the day ..

we remember those who work unseen

and whose work makes possible the life and work

of thousands of others.

May they find fulfilment and satisfaction

in knowing that in serving others they are serving you.

Amen
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Thursday, 4th September, 2007

GOOD MORNING
The crude concrete block across the doorway reminds me airports are now the front line of the struggle of our society to protect itself against terrorism.  Airports are also one of the places where we are most aware of the issues of climate change and global warming.  But they are also some of the most heart-warmingly human places on the planet.

I stood in the drop-off zone outside Edinburgh Airport last week waiting for one of my children.  An elderly couple drove up – leaving off their middle-aged son.  I watched his mother give him a hug, get back into the car, get out of the car and give him another hug.  His father sat impassively behind the wheel, staring straight ahead.  Well – we all deal with things differently.

I could sit for hours watching the partings and greetings.  You wonder about the stories:  young people starting out an a gap year adventure; families reunited after long separation.   I used to be incredibly moved by the sight of young people returning home for Christmas.

What you see in the airport greetings and partings is what is normally hidden.  It’s the strength of relationship which binds people and families together.  You can see that basic human need of people of all shapes and sizes and types to matter to each other.  You can see the way in which we all depend on one another for our stability and well-being.  Not much of that is normally on view in our society where privacy is prized and community eroded.  But here it is in full view.  It’s reassuring – for where love is, God is there too.
At the start of the day ..

we pray for all who travel

that they may go in safety

We pray for all who set out on new adventures

that God's love will watch over them

and return them safe to their families.

Amen 
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Friday, 5th September, 2007

GOOD MORNING
I’m not a diary writer – not an Alistair Campbell with the energy to record in detail the ebb and flow of events in the Blair years.  I enjoy reading it and it is very revealing.  The diaries tell us that even the great and mighty act in the same childish way as we do.
But I do try most days to sit in front of my computer screen and write an internet blog – well, actually, it’s most nights last thing before I go to bed.  Sometimes I have no idea what I will write about before I sit down.  Just fifty or a hundred words – a snapshot.

Of course I end up being selective and attempting to create a particular kind of impression.  I write about my work, where I live, my cat and my bicycle. I write a little about how I feel.  But most of the time I really say very little about anything which is really important to me.  You have to work it out from what I put in and what I leave out.  Almost certainly, the reader can see it better than I can.

At the start of the day, I need to remember how little I really know about myself and others and how little I understand about relationships and how they work.  I interact with the lives of other people in all sorts of ways which are hidden from me.  

I image that I am self-contained and self-sufficient, aware and sensitive.  But really I am blind to most of the things that really matters – and it only God who truly knows.
At the start of the day ..

I ask that this day may be a journey into truth
May God who knows all the secrets of our hearts

Lead, guide and strengthen you along the way.

Amen 

