From the Manse
I think I’ll be saying “Doesn’t time fly” for the rest of my life!  As I write we’re just a week away from James, Declan and Aiden finally joining our Church family here; and as you read, they’ll be here (DV)!  Actually, as that gets closer, time slows down.  On the 11th of June it’ll be two years since my Dad died.  I had to check recently that it hadn’t been three years; in so many ways it seems very recent and in others it feels like a lifetime ago.  Dad had been increasingly ill before and during Covid, with Doctors unable to determine what the issues were.  Finally, he was diagnosed with prostate cancer and treatment put in place; first immunotherapy, later chemotherapy.  But by the time he was diagnosed, it had spread throughout his bones.  For the last 4 months, I spent most of my time in Inverness, going home to preach at weekends and do pastoral work, as well as seeing James and the boys.  It was hard to see Dad deteriorate and see treatments were not working.  The conversation with his Consultant - that there was nothing more they could do and he had a few months left – was not a surprise, but still a shock.  We were thankful that we could keep him at home, with provisions from the hospital being delivered in time for his last month.  His 76th Birthday was on the 27th of May and we were all able to celebrate with him, knowing he didn’t have long.  After a very difficult morning he rallied enough to tell jokes, blow out his candles, open presents and sit reminiscing memories late at night as James, Mum and I sat with him.  Dad had lived an interesting life.  He was thoughtful, loving and hilarious.  Most of his life he resisted the Gospel, but in 2002, he gave his life to Jesus after running out of the excuses why he shouldn’t.   Over the next 20 years his faith deepened and matured, he became a Church member, Deacon and then Elder.  He began preaching, or as he preferred, “gossiping the gospel”.  His faith was a great comfort to him as he neared the end.  He was an incredible Dad and I’m immensely thankful for all the time we had.  His 2nd Anniversary feels harder than the first.  I tell you all this because it’s a common experience we share.  Some of us may be very fortunate not to have lost loved ones; the vast majority of us have.  For some our loss is very recent, for others years or even decades ago.  Life, friends and family move on; it feels they forget our loved one was even here and that is a heavy burden to bear.  So here, in our Church family, we make space for our grief; here we are safe to name it and own it.  Here we speak our loved ones names, and we remember together.  Here we come to the One who stood at the tomb of his best friend and did what?  Jesus wept.  He died in our place to bring us into the family of God. He was raised from the dead, robbing the grave and death of its ultimate victory and so we would all be raised at the End.  God does not forget the names and faces of our loved ones.  I know Dad is in glory beholding God face to face, while I see through a glass darkly.  Mum lost her life partner and best friend and that wound is real and will be till she passes into heaven.  For those of you who know that pain of losing a spouse, partner, parent, sibling, child, friend…My prayer is here we find healing in and through each other as we “bear one another’s burdens” and as we come together to the King who died and defeated death for us all.  So a huge thank you to everyone who has spoken of their loved ones, shown me photos, shared tears and special memories – it is an incredible honour.  Never be embarrassed to say their names together.  My Dad’s name was Roderick Malcolm MacRae (known as Ricky).  “The eternal God is your refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms.” My Dad has gone to heaven where our Heavenly Father is his refuge and mine and we are both held in the everlasting arms.  May you know that comfort too.
