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Trust on the Journey
W
e live in a cosmic paradox.  Technology is meant to facilitate our life, and we have become its slaves.  We dream of personal fulfilment and we destroy our very psyche to achieve success at all costs.  We yearn for freedom in all its diverse expressions as the ultimate good and we make war to impose our values and our understandings of freedom on others.  We seek inner peace and our day is a tragic entanglement of “doings” that leave our “being” in tatters, distraught, exhausted, spiritually dishevelled.  Our life is driven by ever new but mostly fictitious needs breeding anxiety, concern, complexes, syndromes of every kind, regrets for the past and fear of the future.    For many of us the last gesture before turning off the lights for the day is to check what our work diary has in store for us tomorrow, only to begin the new day with the same ritual so as to psych ourselves up about what lies ahead today.  As Francis J. Moloney put it, “Most of us spend our todays worrying about and organising our tomorrows, and most of our tomorrows trying to sort out the mess because things did not turn out the way we had planned yesterday”. We worry about being worried, but it needs not be so.

I must confess that I am not a green finger but quite hopeless at gardening.  Yet, as I get older I find myself standing more and more frequently in the small rose garden just outside my door.  There is life exploding in a symphony of colours, shape and scents there, a Michelangelo of cyclic themes and variations called into being at the right time and place by a Master Conductor, never the same, always awe inspiring.  I was just standing there, just “taking it all in” as the saying is, and not thinking deep thoughts at all when the wiggly-wag-tail appeared, restless, loud and yet in perfect synchronization with the moment and the power that surrounded me. . . . And I had just looked at the Gospel of this Sunday!

Nature is life-giving because it is uncomplicated and trust-full.  Delicate, defenceless and short-lived, nature is totally dependent on the present and yet totally free in its full expression, responding to the stimuli of its inner creative energy at the proper season and condition, without seeking self advancement or worrying about the vagaries of time and place. Nature responds to the law of “trustful and eternal present”, and the fruit of that trust is awesome beauty, rich abundance, and energy for life all around it.  No one and no scientific wizardry will ever be able approximate, imitate or clone the unique power and the magnificence of that yellow rose I am looking at right now outside my window.  It just exploded into what it is in free and in unconditional abandonment and  trust.
T

hrough the imagery of birds and flowers blissfully “taking it all in”, Jesus is not despising the power and beauty of creation.  Nor does he invite us to reject that inner drive towards security, achievement and self-fulfilment implanted in the very DNA of each of us by our Creator.  On the contrary, Jesus is asking us to take ourselves seriously as God’s living masterpieces by raising vital question of self from the perspective of discipleship and of faith.  Is our life just one dimensional, driven exclusively by ambition, achievement and self-seeking?  What is the focus of this life and where do we draw the energy for our growth, peace, joy, and fulfilment so as to become what we are meant to be?  Do we live fully the present reality as it presents itself, or are we crushed by fears of the past and by neurotic anxiety of the future?  In the midst of our hectic cacophony of life, where is God?  Is our heart closed shut by selfish concerns and personal ambition or is it wide open to God-enriched love and trust? 

Contrary to walking blithely through life unconcerned, disinterested and uninteresting to the rest of the world, trust means confronting the reality of each day and moment as it arises, with the knowledge that we are not walking our journey or confronting life alone, because “the Father” who feeds the birds of the sky and dresses the flowers of the field walks with us.  The God Jesus came to reveal is a God with us, concerned with every need or ours and yearning to share every skerrick of our life.  There rests our hope and our ultimate trust and the call of Jesus in today’s Gospel.  Like a modern insurance company, Jesus taps into that innate need for security that we carry in our very nature.  But while the cradle-to-grave kind of expensive human insurance hides conditions that can ultimately become a tragic mirage (as we are witnessing these very days following the great flood of the last month), the parable of the flowers of the field speaks of total abandonment into the hands of the One who gave and continues giving life, and that total abandonment carries with it a strong sense of universality and eternity.  The cycle of life is never ending and will always lead back to new life and growth and unique beauty.  That is our God, the universal Life-Give whose very desire of life for his creatures is unconditional eternal and universal.    

T

he Prayer of the Church for Thursday morning of week two expresses it beautifully.  May this be our prayer too! 

Alone with none but thee, my God, I journey on my way;

What need I fear, when thou art near, O King of night and day?

More safe am I within thy hand, than if a host did round me stand.

My destined time is fixed by thee, and death doth know his hour.

Did warriors strong around me throng, they could not stay his power;

No walls of stone can man defend when thou thy messenger dost send.

My destined life I yield to thy decree, and bow to thy control

In peaceful calm, for from thine arm no power can wrest my soul.

Could earthly omens e’er appal a man that heeds the heavenly call!

The child of God can fear no ill, his chosen dread no foe;

We leave our faith with thee, and wait thy bidding when to go,

‘Tis not from chance our comfort springs

 thou art our trust, O King of kings.
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