We are grateful to the Rev. Tansy Chapman for the following meditation.  Tansy is one of the founders of the Bethany House of Prayer, a colleague in ministry, gifted retreat leader, writer, spiritual director and priest.  We look forward to welcoming Tansy back from the West Coast for the upcoming May 6 Refreshment Day.  
“Renew me thoroughly, O God,
For in you I find my strength” 
POWER CUT: 

Climate change can no longer be denied. News reaches us of floods and drought, tornados, blizzards and wild fires and massive icecaps breaking apart, that like boils and sores on the human body, are symptomatic of an ailing planet.  On the coast in Northern California we rarely see snow and ice, but winter storms roar in with hundred- miles- an- hour winds. My small house shakes, and I hear huge waves pounding the rocks and I try to remember what my Community Emergency Training says I should do if there is a tsunami.  The lights flicker and then go out, and next the burner, and the pump to my well.  Next day everyone gathers in the village at the local grocery store which has its own generator, and serves hot coffee.  Talk is all about how many days this time we will be without power, and who is going to need the most help. Workers from the Electric Company are out there day and night removing felled trees from the power lines so the rest of us can go back as soon as possible to our warm houses, and flush toilets, telephones that work, and the flickering blue of our computer and television screens.

            Meanwhile we improvise.  Meals are cooked on wood stoves and eaten by flash light or candles.  People remind each other how much we take light and heat and water for granted. Some of us confess how vulnerable we felt in the storm, and our thoughts go to cities like Gaza and Baghdad and what it must be like to be under siege day after day.  Somewhere in the back of our minds we know that these minor inconveniences are an opportunity to connect with those who suffer more than we can ever imagine.

            The imagery of a storm can take our minds in as many directions as there are on a weather vane.  Less visible, and often less dramatic than the physical storms, are the disturbances of the soul.  Never before in the history of the world, have we known so much about the details of human misery.   Nor have we felt so implicated and yet powerless to do anything about it.   The nightly television news assaults us with images of war, violence, and poverty, and we eat our dinners.  What must that do to the human psyche?  When we see the faces of strangers going about their daily lives, there is no telling what kind of inner storms they are enduring.  In many churches numbers are dwindling even as so many are desperate for shelter and comfort in the midst of spiritual distress. There is something heroic about the small congregations that honor the great liturgies of Holy Week and Easter, but where is everyone? Has there been a power cut?

            In Lent I was asked to lead a Quiet Day at a local church.  When I saw the faithful few that showed up I commented that I was “preaching to the choir.”  Someone handed me a piece of paper on which he had written, “Not preaching to the choir, but feeding the hungry.”  Our Christian faith, that glorious news, tells us that whatever human beings do, there is no way we can be cut from the love of God.  Power cuts can’t happen in the kingdom of God. 

            It is no wonder that we feel the storms of change.  We are as much part of the ecosystem of this planet as the birds, and animals, and plants. On May 6, in the beautiful Bethany Chapel, I hope to reflect in greater depth, on the new images of healing that are all around, transforming us: “Renew me thoroughly, O God, for in you I find my strength.”

