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29th March 2020
 Goodness, what a
change a few weeks can make.
Last time I was putting together a
magazine in this format, it was
making mention of the Big Fiftieth
Birthday.  And within just a few
weeks, all bets are off, and dia-
ries cleared.  At
present, we still have
no idea just how long it
might be - certainly
months rather than
weeks - until things get
back to something like
normal.

 So at the point of writing,
we’re still trying to pull something
together by way of “collective
worship” for Sundays - if “collec-
tive” isn’t actually a self-contra-
diction when we all are required
to “socially distance” ourselves
from each other.  By the time I get
this to you, we will hopefully have
got something in place for that.

 So this remains some-
thing like the monthly magazine -
though it will possibly be issued,
predominantly electronically, a bit
more frequently over the next few
… whatever.  Odd bits of encour-

agement, and, with this
one, some general
thoughts.

 The final page,
with diary and rotas,
you will not be sur-
prised, isn’t included -

there being nothing to include for
the foreseeable future.  But as we
try to set up various extra means
for keeping in touch, those details
will appear there.

 So let me start with the
big Why? question.  The modern
world has never seen anything
quite like this.  Almost inevitably,
at a time like this, people will start
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imploring “God” - even if they
didn’t give him the time of day
before - to step in and do some-
thing.  Or alternatively pointing an
accusing finger in his direction for
having permitted or sent this
worldwide catastrophe.  So, why?
… as in, “what’s the reason? …
or even, is there one?” Or “how
dare you!”

 Can I suggest that we
should see the current crisis -
which will undoubtedly claim
thousands of lives across the
globe - as a two-fold, double
meaninged mes-
sage.

Consider
the section of the
Bible, in Paul’s
letter to the  Ro-
mans, that men-
tions “the wrath
of God”.  Never think of that as
being just a monstrous strop of
irrational and uncontrollable rage.
It is far more scary than that!  We
are talking about the divine, set-
tled, personal, righteous anger of
God towards all aspects of sin.
So here’s the passage:

For the wrath of God is revealed
from heaven against all ungodli-

ness and unrighteousness of
men, who by their unrighteous-

ness suppress the truth.
(Romans 1:18)

And yet we do not typi-
cally see this.  That wrath is being
held back, to some extent.  To
some large extent, most of the
time, I would think.  We do not yet
receive our due wages of sin.
And yet those wages accumulate
inexorably.

A helpful picture I’ve
come across recently is that we
might think of the situation of
someone caught in a tropical
downpour, but finding shelter un-
der an awning supported at the
corners by poles.  Probably more

designed for sun
shade, but … any
port in a storm!
For a while they
are dry … but the
awning starts to
bulge down-
wards as the rain
collects there.

The deluge is held back - but not
escaped.

But what would you
make of the situation if the awn-
ing had a few holes in it, and
drops started landing on the per-
son beneath?  There are a couple
of ways to look at it.

The person might regis-
ter discontent.  Those drops land-
ing on his head are unpleasant.

I’m not at all trying to play
down the seriousness of the
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world-wide situation we’re in, but
that is the parallel to the situation
we’re currently in.  Drops - on this
occasion, huge drops - are land-
ing all around us.  It is far from
pleasant.  It is disturbing and dis-
tressing.

And so we see those
drops as a trial to be endured.
No, more than that: we do not just
see this as a trial: it is a trial, and
one of the biggest and most
shocking of recent years.  This is
hitting every one of us, in one
way or another.

But that is not the only
way to see the drops.

What would you naturally
do, if you were sitting in your
living room, and drops started
landing on your head?  You
would look up, of course, to see if
you were just imagining it (on the
small scale), and
then maybe run
to the water
mains stop cock
and then phone
for an emergency
plumber … and
hope that that
tank in the loft will
not rupture, in-
stead of just leak-
ing, before they get to you.

In this other sense, then,
those drops are a blessing!  They

are a warning of danger - a dan-
ger far greater than the inconven-
ience of a few splashes of water.
That awning overhead is holding
back the deluge, but it cannot
hold indefinitely. Danger! Get
out! Flee to a place of REAL
safety!

 At a time like this, we
start to feel in our bones what
Paul will say later in Romans, too:

For we know that the whole
creation has been groaning

together in the pains of childbirth
until now.

(Romans 8:22)

For some, that ache will
be all too literal, in the weeks
ahead.  Some of us will be
mourning someone, a different
but possibly more persistent kind
of ache.

And at
those times, we
will all be tempt-
ed to focus on
the drops from
the awning, and
how dire they
are.  But we have
to remember that
they are also, at
the same time,

God’s gracious warning to a com-
placent world, to come to their
senses, and to come to a place of
real safety.
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And not only the creation, but
we ourselves, who have the
firstfruits of the Spirit, groan

inwardly as we wait eagerly for
adoption as sons, the

redemption of our bodies.
For in this hope we were saved.

(Romans 8:23-24)

 We now very clearly per-
ceive that that old song is true:

This world is not my home,
I’m just a-passing through.

 I guess that few of us
have ever felt less at home in our
own homes.  And this is just the
first couple of weeks of what may
turn out to be The Summer That
Never Was … if the lockdown
needs to persist.  Which, present-
ly, who knows?

But actually we do know
the answer to that question.  Who
knows?  It’s summed up by a
slightly less old song, but just as
true:

I do not know the course ahead
What joys and griefs are there

But one is near who fully knows
I’ll trust his loving care

I know who holds the future
And he’ll guide me with his hand

With God things
don’t just happen

Everything by him is planned
So as I face tomorrow

With its problems
large and small

I’ll trust the God of miracles
Give to him my all

Peter Ham

You can contact Peter Ham, TRBC’s pastor,
by phone on (01209) 212442 or (07818) 078135.

You can also e-mail peter.ham@live.co.uk,

Church website:
www.tuckingmillbaptist.org.uk

Facebook group:
https://www.facebook.com/groups/TuckingmillBaptist/

Whatsapp group: contact Peter for access to this

Zoom meetings - “online church”: you should be
contacted about this soon, if you haven’t been already.
Currently thinking Thursdays 7.15 and Sundays 10.30
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