Chapter 3   a
What are we waiting for?
Do you buy a lottery ticket?  You probably know that the chances of winning are infinitesimally small.  You have a greater chance of a fatal encounter with a piece of office equipment than of getting the big prize!   But you go on buying - because you feel that if you won, you would have such a fantastic chance of a new start.  So that’s what you really want.  A new start; a chance to escape.  
At the end of Jurassic Park (the book) soldiers from Costa Rica come and rescue the children Tim and Lex, and the archaeologists Grant and Ellie, and the others, from the rampaging dinosaurs.  They take them by helicopter to San Jose on the mainland where the authorities question them about what happened.  Of course, Grant and Ellie and Tim and Lex want to go home, but they aren’t allowed.  They have a visitor whose departing words are, “Enjoy your stay with us, Dr Grant.”  Grant replies, “You’re telling me we’re not going anywhere.”  “None of us is going anywhere, Dr Grant,” the visitor ends. 
That’s the point.  We want to escape - but none of us is going anywhere.  
I once worked in Ghana in West Africa.  I did VSO for two years.  I put my heart and soul into my work as a Maths teacher - but of course I could do.  I only had to do it for two years.  My Ghanaian colleagues would have to cope with the poverty, the lack of food and water, the illness, for the rest of their lives.  They were not coming back to the affluence and security of the UK.  They were not going anywhere.
There’s another point.  We think that winning the lottery - unlikely as it is - will be an escape.  But from what?  From whatever your current situation is, possibly.  From Lightfoot Drive to Levens Drive to Longlands Road (streets in Carlisle) maybe.  From working for someone else to working for yourself, perhaps.  But not from yourself.  Not from your family.  Perhaps not even from your friends - though how do you stay friends when you have so much more money?  None of us is going anywhere.
The philosopher Rousseau said the sole cause of man’s unhappiness was that he didn’t know how to live happily in his own room.  Perhaps he meant that we didn’t know how to be content.  But I hope he meant a bit more than that.  After all, I don’t think we should be content with a world as unsatisfactory as ours.  Instead, I think we should understand Rousseau as showing us the real problem.  In our room we have to face ourselves.  None of us is going anywhere.  
There’s another diversion waiting for us here.  I’m not exactly talking about facing yourself like getting back on your bike after you’ve fallen off.  It’s more about not being distracted. 
14 centuries before Rousseau, some men and women left the corruption of the cities of North Africa at the end of the Roman Empire.  They went to live in the deserts of Egypt - a few hundred miles inland from the mouth of the Nile.  They found the same thing.  Escaping from decadence and sleaze is one thing.  Living with yourself is another.  One of them wrote, “Go to your room and it will teach you all you need to know.”  
These people in the desert wanted to explain two important things.  First, that what they were looking for was not escape, not even freedom from themselves;  they were looking for God.  Second, that God - and freedom - were not found by running away but by facing themselves.  And the reason that they could find God by facing themselves is, they believed, that God shared their life and - in Jesus - stayed right to the end.  
It’s a thought, when none of us is going anywhere.   
