
CV week 57   18th April   Pastoral letter 

Dear friends 

I’ve had Bob Dylan’s song “The Times they are a changing” going through my mind today. I think it is 

because I feel change is in the air. Suddenly the weather seems a lot more springy (although it still quite 

cold). There seems to be a lot more birds in our garden at the moment. Members of my family are starting 

to have their hair cut, including the dog. And I went shopping with my daughter this morning for the first 

time in absolutely ages to, of all places, IKEA.  

If you’ve never been to IKEA, it is a strange experience, rather like going through a television studio  where 

you are peering through the fourth wall into rooms that look like they’re being lived in but in reality aren’t. 

Its all set up to look just right, perfect. Along the way there are tempting little items which as you pass tell 

your brain that you need them, and before you know it your hand has gone out and picked one up and put 

it on the trolley. To be fair, I did really well this time , I only came back with two extra things that I wasn’t 

supposed to buy, and I remembered to get the one thing Keely had asked me to get – there have been 

much worse journeys to IKEA when I have spent much more than I was going to and still not got all that I 

went for. 

A friend of mine used to describe IKEA as “the Temple to Mammon”. He still used to shop there, but he 

recognised how easy it was to offer up your sacrifice of money to the temptations and delights of  IKEA’s 

panoply of ‘stuff’. As I was thinking about that and looking at all these little rooms set up with their perfect 

version of domestic bliss, I was reminded me of the little chapels that you sometimes find in cathedrals. 

Suddenly my theological head took me to St Paul wandering around the Areopagus in Athens seeing all 

those niches to different gods, and then stumbling upon the one that was to an unknown God. What Paul 

recognised was that whilst they seemed to have everything, there was still something missing in their 

theophany. That gave Paul the perfect way in to talk about God and Jesus his son who, as we might say 

today, is the missing piece/peace. 

I have to admit to not being a natural shopper. The prospect of doing what I heard two young ladies  who 

were interviewed on the radio the other day doing ,  spending two hours wandering around Primark for 

bargains, fills me with horror. That being said, I do like to buy things, so I’m not going to start a rant against 

the capitalist machine. However,  as we walked the hallowed aisles of IKEA , I wondered how many folk  

were really looking for useful items for their home and how many were actually looking for something 

beyond that,  trying to make life better in some kind of way or other by getting things for themselves. 

One question this crisis has caused me to ask is what really makes life worth living? And, what brings 

meaning to my life? I imagine that is true for many people. These are existential questions, deep 

philosophical questions, theological questions, and I guess they will be answered differently by each 

person. But I do wonder how many people will be metaphorically passing that niche to the unknown God 

and wondering to themselves how do I fill that missing piece/peace. The challenge to those of us who feel 

that we have found that missing piece/peace is to find out the best way of sharing that knowledge with 

them. 

But there’s been another thought been going through my head as I reflected back on my experience of 

going to IKEA. It relates back to that song that I’ve been singing by Bob Dylan. I was very struck  that IKEA 

was full of the ‘haves’ and not the ‘have-nots’. Bob Dylan’s song is about times changing, a cataclysmic 

shift. The last verse goes 

The line it is drawn, the curse it is cast, The slowest now will later be fast 

As the present now will later be past The order is rapidly fadin' 

And the first one now will later be last 'Cause the times, they are a-changin' 



 

it reminds me of Jesus words about the first being last and the last being first in the kingdom of God. 

As we drove back from IKEA we went through  Bradford and  Shipley. Waiting in the traffic  approaching 

Fox’s corner traffic lights I noticed another shop,  the Salvation Army shop on the right hand side of the 

road. It reminded me that there are others who are seeking to redress the balance, to help those who feel 

that they are last to come to know that they are actually first. 

This week we had our annual meeting, and I re-emphasised my feeling that we should be committing 

ourselves to a ministry of Welcome, Inclusion and Outreach. We don’t need to rush at changing but I think 

change we must, gently but surely, for the sake of those who need to find that missing piece/peace and 

those who need to be brought from the back of the queue to the front, ‘for the times they are a changin’. 

I finish with some words from “A shopper’s prayer’ written by Norris Burkes, who  is a freelance writer and 

spiritual columnist. The whole meditation is based on the Lord’s prayer. 

“Give us this day our daily bread.” The phrase helps us remember that if God has given us our daily bread, 

shouldn’t we be helping others? 

For example, we don’t need to buy something for us if it means a neighbor doesn’t have food or a place to 

keep it. We don’t need to give our children trinkets if the single mom at the Goodwill doesn’t have enough 

to buy her children clothes. 

We can’t help everyone. As Jesus said, “The poor will always be with you.” But God doesn’t put needy 

people in front of us only because they need help. He puts them there because we need help, too. 

Blessings and peace to you and all who you love and care for 

 

Peter 


