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I speak in the name of Jesus the Christ, in the power of the Holy Spirit, to the 

glory of God the Father.  

Amen. 

In the beginning God 

In the beginning of space, of time, of the universe, God 

In the beginning of creation, of life, of humankind, God 

In the beginning of individuals, of personalities, of me, God 

In the beginning of this year, of this week, of this hour, God 

In the beginning of each thought, of each word, of each deed, God 

I was recently invited to join a fellow pilgrim and Land Rover aficionado on a 

trip to Middelpos in the Kouebokkeveld. Arthur and I share a love for Land 

Rovers and the wild open countryside. Middelpos is approximately 80 kms 

further inland from Sutherland, which you might recall is where the famous 

South African Large Telescope can be found. 

As I reflected upon my message for this Sunday, which is the fourth Sunday of 

Lent, I realised that perhaps I could share part of my spiritual journey that I 

experienced on this trip, with you this morning.  

To just recap for a moment, the Anglican Lectionary reminds us that Lent lasts 

for 40 days and the Lenten Fast is not a Sunday experience. There are 5 

Sundays in Lent, which together with Palm Sunday account for the 46 days 

between Ash Wednesday and Easter Day.  The Sundays in Lent are always Little 

Easters, which give thanks for our Lord’s Resurrection from the dead and which 

are set apart from the Lenten Fast. As they lead us from Ash Wednesday to 

Easter, the Sunday Eucharistic readings point emphatically towards the gift of 

salvation and abundant new life which is ours in the victory of Jesus Christ over 

sin, darkness and death.  



The Fourth Sunday in Lent readings remind us of the generous offer of 

salvation by recording the celebration of the Passover after the entry into the 

Promised Land and the Parable of the extravagant father and his two sons. 

Back to the trip I experienced last week. This trip away was meant to be a way 

of unwinding and relaxing from a stressful term. There were many features of 

the trip that I did, indeed, find rejuvenating and refreshing. However, the 

Lord’s hand was always nearby and found myself struggling spiritually in the 

desolation of the Karoo... 

Being the Fourth Sunday in Lent this morning, there are four spiritual lessons I 

was reminded of this past week away in the desert... 

Lesson No 1: 

Faith. 

Some of you may recall that I have been an avid Land Rover fan for many years 

now. When my fellow pilgrim, Arthur, suggested to me that we drive our two 

Land Rovers in convoy through the Karoo, I welcomed the opportunity, as I 

realised that should either of our Land Rovers break down, we would be able 

to help each other out. At first, when the trip started, I was very nervous about 

the mechanical reliability of my vehicle. I have just had the gearbox rebuilt, as 

well as some electrical repairs. The trip started off on tar through Malmesbury 

and Ceres. Slowly, as the trip progressed, my confidence in my Land Rover 

started to return and I began to feel that perhaps all would be well after all. 

However, once Arthur and I started driving through the Tankwa Karoo National 

Park, I let him drive ahead of me so that I would not have to permanently drive 

through clouds of dust. This left me alone in the desert. I began to find the 

anxiety began to return to me... 

• Was I safe? 

• What would happen if my Land Rover broke down here in the middle of 

nowhere? 

• Would I be able to change the tyre by myself if I had a puncture? 

• What if we become lost? 



I began to realise that all of these feelings could be directly related to my faith. 

The moment I lost faith in my vehicle, the anxiety and questions would return. 

When I listened to how well my Land Rover was performing, I realised that I 

actually had very little to worry about. Where was my faith in my vehicle that I 

had so meticulously looked after for so many years? This vehicle had never let 

me down before, so why would it do so now? Isn’t our faith in Jesus like that 

sometimes? We begin to rely upon our mental attitude and emotion. We then 

find that we over think issues and perhaps even become anxious or depressed 

when we can’t see the wood for the trees in our lives... we become 

overwhelmed. Driving alone through the desert last week reminded me how 

small and insignificant I am in the world. It reminded me that I need Jesus in 

my life. He is my rock. He is my salvation. He is the reason I function. All those 

moments when I began to feel overwhelmed in the Karoo, I had forgotten that 

Jesus was with me all the way. I needed to learn to hand over my anxieties and 

in the same way I grew my faith in my vehicle, I needed to be reminded to 

grow my faith in Jesus... 

 

Lesson No 2: 

Not all the roads are the same. 

For those of you who have driven a vehicle over dirt roads will agree with me 

that not all dirt roads are equal. You can have an incredibly smooth road that is 

just as good as a tar road and this is a pleasure to drive. However, you can also 

have a dirt road with such severe corrugations that you wonder if your vehicle 

is going to arrive in one piece! Arthur took the approach of preferring to drive 

slightly quicker over the corrugations. I took the slightly more conservative 

approach of tackling the corrugations more slowly. There was one section of 

dirt just outside Middelpos where something unusual happened to me. I was 

tired. It was close to 7pm and I had been on the road since 9am. The roads 

through the Tankwa Karoo National Park were in poor condition and here I 

found myself concentrating hard as I steered this 2.5 ton vehicle carefully over 

tricky surfaces. I was in a safe vehicle, not only did my vehicle have four wheel 

drive, but it also had ABS and suspension improvements that resulted in 

excellent road holding. Yet, even with all of these features, I found myself, at 



times, hanging on for dear life as my Land Rover sometimes chose its own 

route. After a while, I began to notice a dust cloud approaching my vehicle 

from a distance. I noticed that the dust cloud was approaching rather rapidly 

and for a moment I thought perhaps this was a four-wheel drive rally car. To 

my utter amazement, when the vehicle passed me by I saw that it was a small 

two-wheel drive Kia Picanto, going at break neck speed... and wait there is 

more, it was being piloted by a Granny who had one hand on the steering 

wheel while her other hand held a cell phone to her ear! I was speechless. 

You see, my point is that we all have different roads to travel this Lent. I cannot 

travel your road and you cannot travel mine. My road may seem smooth to 

you and visa versa, but the truth is we all have our own personal struggles and 

ups and downs. What we can do, as Christians, is to be there for one another. 

The road is long. The road can be bumpy, but there are times when the Granny 

can help the balding guy in the Land Rover. That is what community is all 

about! 

Lesson No 3: 

Communication. 

I have always had two way radios in my vehicle for convoy work. Arthur had no 

radios in his vehicle, so the decision was made that he would buy two small 

hand held radios for emergencies. This was done and when we left for the trip 

we each had a small hand held radio in our vehicle. The idea being that should 

one of us break down, then we could call each other for help. The only 

problem was that the range for the hand held radios was under 5 kms. The 

radio sat on my centre console and luckily it was never needed in an 

emergency. I did, however, find the presence of the radio next to my gearlever 

a great reassurance and comfort. For us as Christians, the hand held radios 

would be symbolic of our personal prayer life.  

• Do we only use our radios or prayers when we are in a life crisis? 

• Do we see prayer as merely a comfort tool that is there when we need 

it? 

• Do we use our radio communication with God regularly and 

meaningfully? 



• Do we sometimes choose to keep our radios out of God’s range so that 

we don’t have to listen to what He has to say? 

Lent is all about communicating with ourselves, each other and God. Our hand 

held radios is our prayer life and our direct line to God. No radio no 

communication. No prayer life no God.  

Simple. 

Lesson No 4: 

Taking time out. 

The last experience that I would like to share with you this morning is that we 

cannot always listen to what God has to say to us when we carry on with the 

normal hectic routines of our daily lives. There is just too much noise and 

disturbance. I was reminded of this fact whenever I stopped my vehicle in the 

Karoo and switched my engine off. The silence was deafening. I suddenly 

realised what a noisy world I lived in on a daily basis and the resultant stress 

that this brought into my life. We need to take some time out of our busy 

schedules if we are to silence the noise around us and become more mindful of 

the presence of God and what He has to say to us. This is our responsibility and 

obligation. God meets us in our silence. We meet ourselves in our silence. This 

does not merely happen. We have to make it happen. Make space and time for 

quiet reflection. You owe it to yourself this Lent. 

In the beginning God 

In the beginning of space, of time, of the universe, God 

In the beginning of creation, of life, of humankind, God 

In the beginning of individuals, of personalities, of me, God 

In the beginning of this year, of this week, of this hour, God 

In the beginning of each thought, of each word, of each deed, God 

May God bless you this week ahead as you continue in your Lenten journey. 

Amen. 


