
Woke Up This Morning….. 

So, despite a lifting of some of the lock-down restrictions, my routine 

hasn’t changed that much.  I guess I could go and play golf, or I could 

drive somewhere and vary my exercise routine a little bit.  But it doesn’t 

feel like a lot has actually changed and we are all still coming to terms 

with what the new government advice really means.  And it seems to me 

that our country is now divided into two camps – those who are 

desperate to go back to work, to socialise with friends or to visit people 

who have been out of reach since lock-down started.  And on the other 

side, we have those who are still anxious about social distancing in a 

work environment or in schools, the possibility of a second peak 

happening or who have on-going concerns for themselves or vulnerable 

family members.  It’s a bit like the immovable object versus the 

irresistible force.  Normally, I try to be as logical as possible about these 

things, which leads me to… 

Lies, damn lies and statistics – at school, mathematics was my best and 

also favourite subject.  Even now, I still love a nice juicy equation, a 

yummy algorithm or a cheeky statistical method.  It has to be said that 

statistics have never had a higher profile than currently is the case.  

There are so many numbers being quoted (and misquoted) by all sides 

that it feels a bit like a numerical gunfight at the OK corral.  The almost 

mythic R-factor is a case in point – it is both exalted and rubbished by 

experts to the point of why talk about it.  At the end of the day, while I am 

a fan of statistics, I don’t want to be one and likewise, I don’t want to 

treat people in that manner either. 

Maths nerd fact of the week - Florence Nightingale, whose bicentenary 

was celebrated this week, as well as being called by God at the age of 

17 to be a nurse, was a noted statistician and a pioneer in the use and 

presentation of data on infections back in 1857 – who knew!? 

Bonkers story of the week that caught my eye – billionaire CEO of Tesla 

cars and SpaceX, Elon Musk, and his wife Grimes have confirmed they 

have named their new baby X Æ A-12.  Don’t even ask me how to 

pronounce it or what it means (the baby is a boy, by the way).  Bet you 

they end up with a nickname for him like Dave or Bob! 



If you had asked me a couple of months ago, the date of VE day, I 

probably would have struggled with correctly giving you the precise date.  

I think I would have known that it was sometime in early May, but that 

would be about it.  The celebrations for the 75th anniversary of VE day 

on May 8th were rightly a very fitting tribute to those who fought and 

served their country in a time of war.  And much is being made in 

comparing those times with our current fight against the Covid-19 

pandemic.  Yet, there are often different ways to look at every situation – 

I would like to share a poignant story (used with permission) that 

happened this week.  My 87 year old mother-in-law is currently living 

with us.  She was born in Poland and came to England as a young girl 

shortly after the end of the Second World War.  Last Friday, my wife 

asked her if she would like to join us for the VE celebrations.  She rather 

emotionally replied, “Why would I want to celebrate one of worst days of 

my life?”  She did not over elaborate on this, but simply to say that it 

reminded her of what she had witnessed on that day 75 years ago and 

how she and her mother were absolutely terrified because of what was 

taking place during the liberation of their country.  I have to say that this 

made me much more hesitant in conflating the current pandemic with 

the 1939-45 war and VE day.  Being able to get pretty much everything I 

want and having to stay at home versus fighting for your liberty and 

avoiding being a victim of the atrocities of war – no comparison 

whatsoever. 

Last Saturday was the first time that I have voluntarily prayed in the 

middle of the night, which I did in support of the 24-7 prayer initiative that 

is happening around the country.  I was feeling quite sleepy to be sure, 

but also I felt it to be a real privilege and blessing to be praying and to be 

part of the prayer movement that is going on at the moment.  I went to 

bed feeling very peaceful and grateful to God that I could spend some 

real time with Him.  I prayed for my own prayer life to go further and I 

pray that we as a church can grow together in prayer also.  The 

challenge is to keep it going which hopefully may be relatively easier at 

this present time.  Going forward, I am not planning to be praying in the 

middle of night very often, but spending quality time with God is 

definitely part of my routine. 
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