The End of All Our Dreams
(© David Cooper. “Thoughts from the Vicarage” Article in September 2009 Parish Magazine)
A newspaper headline caught my attention the other day after Andy Murray lost his semi final match to Andy Roddick at Wimbledon. “The End of all our dreams” accompanied by a picture of a suitably deflated tennis player summed up the national mood; having been for nearly two weeks, so hopeful and expectant that we would finally have a Brit in a Wimbledon final! But it all came crashing down and we were plunged once again into the gloom of a global recession.

As a nation, we habitually grab hold of something – anything, until it crumbles! We do it with the promise of a sunny summer, the Olympics, the World Cup, the 1997 General Election result: Everything that provides a means of feeling good and hopeful about tomorrow gets puffed up and inflated. Some hope to win the lottery. Some people look to horoscopes and psychic predictions. We are prone to the idolisation of celebrities, which seem to take on God-like proportions, especially if they die. How some people were “devastated” when the King of Pop died! I noticed how Michael Jackson was described at his funeral/memorial event as someone who was sent to us by God and has been returned to God, having given us too few years of his angelic music in between. He was described with no less than divine language and all his human failings, bankruptcy, scandalous behaviour and quirkiness miraculously disappeared. This sort of finding hope and meaning in transient things must be, in the end, futile or even dangerous.
Yet the Bible has always encouraged us to look beyond our immediate limited vision. We are invited to set our hearts, minds and eyes beyond the majestic hills and mountains of the horizon (the horizon: where human heroes live and where much of our dreaming and hoping resides). Psalm 121 corrects the assumption that it is the seemingly permanent hills that help us: Our help comes from the Lord, the maker of heaven and earth.
The human heart needs treasure to keep in it: We cannot live long with an empty heart. This means that it is too easy to clutter up the heart with the wrong stuff! When this “stuff” is not delivering enough fulfilment, it is then that Andy Murray, Michael Jackson and Barrack Obama get called upon to fill our hearts: if only for a while, they provide a dream that can fill the empty heart.
The only dream that endures however is the one that is rooted in the heart of God: the one that is love and only love. With this dream in their hearts, Mary said “yes” to Gabriel’s news, Peter walked on the water, Paul ministered selflessly to fellow shipwrecked sailors on the beach at Malta and Mother Theresa sat in the gutters of Calcutta amongst needy people. Such treasure inspires not only the heroics of famous saints, but the too often invisible acts of goodness that makes the world go round; the normal stuff that don’t feature in dreams very much, but actually make all the difference in the world.
May we fill our hearts with God! May we all dream more! In Jesus Christ, may they never come to an end.

Peace be with you all

David
