Isaiah 35 ; 1-4  Times of Refreshing

      I have been doing my shopping, weekly or a little over the week at Sainsbury’s at the appropriate time ( 8.00 am for us oldies !) and, although the weather was much improved on my first visit and I knew that there would be no problems once I did get inside, I found it a depressing experiance

     This, my third time, the queue seemed shorter but there were new rules in force and getting through the doors took longer !

         So I had around an hour in which to stand in line and  ponder on how we had got where we are so quickly and easily !

      Are we by nature a docile and obedient nation – was it because all of us in the queue were ‘of mature years' – or is it fear that commands our compliance ? Mostly I think it's the belief that ‘things will get back to normal’, preferably sooner rather than later.

     I think my moment of depression was, for the first time, imagining that this was the new normal- that in just a few weeks we had been plunged into an Orwellian 1984, that all the imaginable distopian futures were with us here and now.

       Then, later in the day, I was reminded that Easter is about Resurrection, the birth of new life out of the old ! 

        The large potted fuscia on my back patio usually survives the winter but not, it seemed, this time. Nothing to show but dead dry stalks of last year’s growth..But there, on the apparently dead wood, were unmistakeable red/green shoots - my fuscia will again live, in glorious and abundant flower  !   

       If you have access to the King James Bible you can encounter Isaiah's prophecy of  new life and renewal in all its power and majesty. We are dealing in various ways with isolation, restrictions on our freedom, possibly, anziety and uncertainty, perhaps even, as I experienced,  fits of dark forboding and depression. Meanwhile, God’s creation is bursting with new life and signs of hope !.

     The spirits of Isaiah’s people could not have been lower. Their homeland was gone, they had experienced invasion by a ruthless and brutal enemy, the horrific depopulation and destruction of their city and,it seemed, their religion since their God had been unable to help them. The survivors were exiles who ‘sat down and wept’by the rivers of Babylon, in a strange land where they could not even bring themselves to ‘sing the Lord’s song’.

      A dismal, endless future seemed  to stretch ahead of them but the prophet was able to assure them that their God was already at work, in ways that they could not have understood, on a radical change for the better. 

        Soon everything would be 'coming up roses !

         In our most barren wilderness times, God sends times of refreshing and signs of hope, if we only know where to look for them !

