
Back in January, Fr. Tristan said we should go to see the film 1917 by Sam Mendes, which came
out at the beginning of the year. We actually came over to Lewes, the Depot cinema down by the
railway station: Tristan, me, and Nick the seminarian who is on attachment with us this year.
The film uses really close camera angles to make you feel what it was like to be in that cramped
and terrifying situation in the trenches. No one moved when it came to an end, we were all
hypnotised watching every last credit  including one which said, this film is dedicated to my
grandfather Lance-Corporal Alfred H. Mendes “who told us the stories”. Alfred Hubert Mendes
was from the West Indies and like so many subjects of the then British Empire, signed up to fight
in the war.

So many films came out at the time of the centenary of 1914-18 war, and just as many about the
Second War – we will celebrate the 75th anniversary of V.E. day in a fortnight. There’s something
about people who lived when history was being made. I grew up conscious that my grandfather
went into the First War aged 18, and my father into the Second –aged 18.

They say this Coronavirus is putting another line across history; that we will talk about our lives
before, and after the Pandemic. That ’life will go on’ – for those fortunate to have survived the
virus – but that it will be different. We are going to need people of faith in the days to come. Our
faith,  based  on  the  Bible,  gives  us  a  perspective  when  we  go  through  times  of  complete
uncertainty. We have not been through this exact situation before in history, but we have been
through times when we didn’t know what to do next. That raw experience of facing a dark future
is not new, but it is new for us.

In the Bible the people of God knew what it was to face famine and then slavery, and be rescued
into freedom and the Promised Land. Then they faced enemies around them, and sometimes
corrupt  leaders  who threatened them from within.   Although God had promised  he  would
always be with them, that  did not  prevent  them being defeated and taken into exile  by the
Babylonian Empire. It was a disaster but in the Exile they came to know God closer and more
personally than before. Without the Temple and the grand ceremonies, it was a God who as the
Book of Deuteronomy (4: 29,37) says “will never forget you…he who brought your ancestors out
of Egypt…you will find him, if you seek him with all your heart”. The early Christian Church in
the same way was born out of the trauma of the crucifixion, and spread amazingly across the
Roman Empire. But then it suffered times of persecution and those are written about in the last
book of the Bible, the Apocalypse. That word has also been used for film titles but it’s primarily
a kind of message which says, “I know you are going through stormy times, but I am with you
and I am stronger”.

Maybe  now  the  Church  is  learning  to  find  that  God  without  any  of  its  sacraments  and
ceremonies.  We  are  learning  to  pray  at  home  and  in  our  room.  The  daily  briefing  from
government  ministers  always remembers those who have sadly died and those  who mourn
them, and never fails to say “our thoughts and prayers are with them”.

And I was listening to the radio which has started a “Covid Chronicle” from people around the
country and their experiences of these times. One was from a lady struggling to cope with a
child whom they obviously took in and adopted from a very tragic childhood, “a great ball of
trauma that I now live with along with my husband”.  She said,  they had just got to a calmer
and more confident place with this child when the Virus destroyed all the progress they had
made. It was Holy Week and I was amazed to hear her go on to say,”but we will not let this Virus
steal the truth: that our girl IS NOT ALONE, you are not alone, we are not alone. Because as I
look  to  ahead  to  Easter  Sunday,  I  remember  that  Someone  has  already  triumphed  over
brokenness,  fear  and  even  death.  So  OUR  HOPE  IS  INTACT.  Even  though  my  arms,  my
confidence, my heart may be bruised

MY HOPE IS INTACT”


