88. Sketches From an Unfinished Cathedral

[image: image1.png]



A mother replies to the question, “ Do you have any children?” with a response, “Yes I have two at home and another who awaits us in heaven”. She has not sidestepped the tragic death and cruel grief through a verbal trick or illogical mindset. Instead the mum has chosen to respond to the reality that darkness can’t extinguish the presence of the Christ light within her, (Jn 1:5). A conviction that contrary t0 appearances and evidence to hand, God is working all things for the good prevails, (Rm 8:28). 

Her accumulated decisions to choose transformational faith rather than feed the compulsions of cynicism, bitterness and resignation, mean that even the most horrid can be faced and overcome. A pearl is spun around the abrasive and penetrating shard of glass within her heart. No morbid shrine to the child exists in her home for she allows no room for a cult of death. The mother is able to live in the present with one eye on the future where she will enjoy an eternity of reunion and completion. The fruitless question of, “Why Lord?” (Lam 3:1-33) has given way to, “What would you have me do now between the reunion?” 

We are called to more than stoic endurance through life’s tragedies, setbacks, disappointments, betrayals and abuse. It is not possible to produce fruit of the Spirit by our own efforts. We can co-operate with God’s intentions to infill us with His fruits of righteousness (Phil 1; 1 &  Gal 5:22). Somehow the furnace situations, which are so extreme, nurture the growth of fruit which is profound and impressive.  In environments of hatred, injury, despair, and sadness we are called to enable the growth of fruit of love, pardon, hope and joy,

The tapestry of our life contains threads of dark somber colours set amongst the more brilliant ones as the poem below reminds us. The cathedral which God is building of our lives will be completed and be splendid before Him.
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 The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it.  Jn 1:5

And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to his purpose.                                                                              Rm 8:28

I have been deprived of peace; 
   I have forgotten what prosperity is. 
18 So I say, “My splendour is gone 
 and all that I had hoped from the LORD.” 

 19 I remember my affliction and my wandering, 
 the bitterness and the gall. 
20 I well remember them, 
 and my soul is downcast within me. 
21 Yet this I call to mind 
 and therefore I have hope: 

 22 Because of the LORD’s great love we are not consumed, 
 for his compassions never fail. 
23 They are new every morning; 
 great is your faithfulness.                                                                                Lam 3: 16-23

I said to my soul, be still, and let the dark come upon you
Which shall be the darkness of God. . . .
So the darkness shall be the light, and the stillness the dancing. 
                                                                                                                           — T. S. Eliot

The Weaver

My life is but a weaving between my Lord and me,
I cannot choose the colours He worketh steadily. 

Oft times He weaveth sorrow, and I in foolish pride
forget He sees the upper but I the under side. 

Not till the loom is silent and the shuttles cease to fly,
shall God unroll the canvas and explain the reason why. 

The dark threads are as needed in the Weaver's skillful hand,
as threads of gold and silver in the pattern life has planned. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YdxfgkqaU5g
Video of dance celebrating Corrie Ten Boon’s life to this poem

Abide With Me

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide;
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide;
When other helpers fail and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me.

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away;
Change and decay in all around I see—
O Thou who changest not, abide with me.

I need Thy presence every passing hour;
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s pow’r?
Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me.

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless;
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness;
Where is death’s sting? Where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me.

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies;
Heav’n’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee;
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.                                        H F Lyte 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9bqrRNowf1Q
Hayley Westenra at Rugby Cathedral singing this song

