
A Meditation from within 

four walls 
 

We’re in strange times, learning to sing the Lord’s 

song in a strange land.  All sorts of questions arise 

for our faith when we are displaced from our 

normal routines, comfortable habits and traditions.  

It makes us think about what we don’t really need, 

it prompts us to what we value and are now 

missing and it alerts us to how we continue our 

journey with all the implications that carries like 

our being fed, resourced, challenged and all the 

other elements which go with living our lives of a 

journey of discovering, and being discovered, by 

God.  I am very open to reflections on what we 

have discovered, what we mourn and what we 

need in our time of lock-down.  Either call me on 

(01386) 446219, which is the Vicarage, or email 

me on movement@evesham.church which is the 

address we’re using for reflection while we are in 

this state of exile. 

 

One of the worlds opened to me, during lock-

down, has been to turn on day-time TV during my 

lunch break.  I discovered lots of real-estate 

fantasy programmes whose title begins ‘Escape’, 

or where the idea is one of escape to paradise.  

These are about exotic or remote destinations 

home and abroad.  As a number of these people 

are either retired, or about to.  I wondered about 

their relationship circles where they already lived?  

I wonder if the locals in the place of their dreams 

know that they are expected to fulfil the seaside or 

rural idyll in the minds of those looking for 

pastures new? 

 

The thing is, I think it’s our relationships that 

we’ll miss, in the days and weeks to come. 

 

We typically use the term “natural resources” to 

refer to things like water, forests, and land 

deposits containing minerals and fossil fuels. I 

think what gets overlooked is the really precious 

resource of human relationships.  When I do 

funerals, no matter how a life has been lived, you 

can measure part of  its worth in the relationships 

it has inspired and whether funeral congregations 

come out of love or duty.  I am convinced that 

love and social connection matter more than 

anything else in life.  When we yearn to get away 

from it all the network of relationships we leave 

behind is actually something of considerable 

value, especially as retirement years wear on.   

 

 

 

 

 

It is crises which bring us back to who the really 

important people are to us.  I remember, writing in 

wake of 9/11, Rowan Williams observed that the 

last messages that people phoned home were 

messages of love to those nearest to them. Friends 

in the States didn’t want to be alone or apart from 

loved ones. They wanted to be together. In those 

anxious days, all kinds of bonds tightened within 

families and among friends as people stayed close 

to one another. 

 

What makes our current situation so different 

from other crises is that we’re actually being 

asked to push away from one another. Social 

distancing requirements physically separate 

people, just as quarantine measures isolate them. 

Both deliver stress to the very social relationships 

we depend on. The resulting loneliness, fear, and 

uncertainty cause many people to poke around for 

signs of hope. 

 

What I miss is the buzz of activity around church 

and after service.  As a leader, my role is to find 

and hold the space for the celebration and sorrow 

of people’s lives. I love the pitch of human 

laughter and the varying temperatures of palms in 

handshakes (after this, I’ll never take a handshake 

for granted again!) pressed into mine. I love 

textures of skin, the complications of long 

relationships, the tone of voices woven together in 

song, the trail of tears on someone’s cheek. 

I have drawn back from videoing me presiding at 

eucharist in an empty church, because we all 

know now that celebration is something we do 

together.  I am not the celebrant, I preside at our 

celebration, so I didn’t see any point in doing it 

alone. 

We live a tactile faith, even though some try to 

make it intellectual, it really isn’t.  In the Gospels 

Jesus pulls apart fish on a hillside. A woman 

breaks her best oil jar over his feet, massaging 

ointment into his worn soles. In another story, 

Jesus takes earth and his own spit, making holy 

mud that washes away the stigma of sin from a 

blind man. The Gospels are stories of bodies that 

hunger and long, fight and weep, rest and toil, 

drink and bleed. And the centre of Christian 

worship is a meal in which we claim to take God 
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into our bodies, the body of Jesus becoming part 

of our bodies.  This is why I feel that colleagues 

who have resurrected Thomas Aquinas’s idea of 

‘spiritual communion’ is well-intentioned but 

taking us in a wrong direction.  We need to find 

other means of nurturing the relationships which 

we are isolated from. 

In this strange new world marked by the 

coronavirus, I am using the phone where I would 

meet in person, and I’m very happy for people to 

call me. I am learning to speak to a video camera 

and hope to have material for Holy Week for 

those of you are online. 

Nick Wright and Mark Binney have performed 

funerals open only to a few close family members 

standing six feet apart at the Vale Crematorium, 

my first one is next week.  There is no touching, 

no holding one another, no firm hold on a shaking 

shoulder to let the grieved know they do not bear 

this death alone.  Friends in medical chaplaincy 

speak to chronically ill and elderly patients 

through windows. Others are turned away from 

offering last rites at the beds of the dying. 

In my own soul, I’ve been attending to what St 

Teresa of Avila called our ‘Interior Castle’ with 

new attention.  I’m reading the conferences of 

John Cassian whose writings on prayer were 

seminal in the formation of monastic 

communities.  

But I have to own up and admit that I find it 

nourishing to allow my longing for the embodied 

world, the world of people, to grow. However 

long this strange season lasts, I am going to 

nurture my yearning for human life, for the rituals 

of food, water, and fire that require other humans 

to ignite, and which we will have to do differently 

this year as we approach Easter. 

Coronavirus snuck into our lives during Lent, our 

time of 40 days in waiting, preparation, and 

expectation for Easter. On Easter Sunday the 

church enacts a yearly ritual of life being birthed 

from death. If we were to meet together, in the 

flesh of being the church we would celebrate 

Communion. There would be hugs and I was 

thinking about a shared lunch this year. We would 

proclaim a body risen from the dead with our 

bodies side by side. 

This year our Lent may last longer. My need for 

connection will have to be a held and nurtured 

need, accepting embodied companions, just as 

they are, as God accepts me.  This is a space that 

can’t be filled by videoconferencing or virtual 

services. But I expect to learn from simply 

holding that place open, although it is empty for 

an indeterminate time, because it brings me back 

to what I value in others and makes me grateful 

for the place they have in my life.  
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