
A thought came to me the other day. There's no mention in the 
Gospels of Jesus ever running. I'm sure he did as a child, like 
other kids. my grandchildren run everywhere. And they only have 
two gears -fast and overdrive. 

But a reference to Jesus running when he was grown up? No 
trace. Jesus and his disciples walked everywhere. No suggestion 
of any other form of transport. No carts or chariots. Now it can be a 
bit dangerous drawing ideas from what isn't written or said -
although we do it with politicians all the time -but it suggests to me 
that Jesus and his friends had time to spare. 

Some of the journeys they made from Galilee to Jerusalem only 
take a few hours by tourist bus today, but for them it meant three 
or four days walk. It gave them time to think, to talk to each other, 
to look up at the sky and around at the hills and fields. And it gave 
them time for people. 

We've lost a lot of that in the mad rush we call life. We move so 
fast that we have to keep our eyes on the road, with no time for 
landscape and the people in it. A poet from my youth, W.H. 
Davies, wrote in his poem Leisure: 

  “What is this life if full of care, we have no time to stand and 
 stare. 
  No time to stand beneath the boughs and stare as long as 
 sheep or cows.” 

If we stand and stare these days we're likely to be told to 'move on 
you're blocking the pavement.' But we do need time to relax, time 
to think and pray, time for people. Take a moment today to stand, 
to look round, to talk to a friend. 

 

'Very early in the morning, while it was still dark, Jesus got up, left 
the house and went off to a solitary place, where he prayed.' 

 

Lord, help me today to find a little space for people and for you. 

 

 



 


