
Curateôs Musings 
 
As I write this, the sun is beating down on our patio and Iôve retreated 
to the gloom inside ï not only because of the heat and brightness but 
because thereôs a large tanker parked in the road, which is emptying 
a septic tank.  The smell is appalling.  If you are in the village at this 
moment, you may have the benefit as it wafts about the shops and 
the Green éé 
 
This morning, I passed a council worker emptying, and refreshing with 
clean bags, the dog poo bins in the road.  I felt sorry for him, having to 
do that un-fragrant job on a hot day ï but even he had it easy 
compared with the septic tank operative. 
 
I apologise for mentioning such unsavoury subjects, but theyôve made 
me ponder how hard it is to imagine ourselves into the lives of others.  
What is the peak of enjoyment for one might be hateful for another.  I 
remember having a chat with a very keen, competent skier, who 
couldnôt understand my lack of enthusiasm for what was to him a 
wildly exciting fortnight, sharing a chalet with 12 other talented skiers.  
I asked him if heôd like to come with me on a choral singing course, 
with cathedral Evensong every day, rather basic accommodation and 
robust rules for ólights outô.  We agreed to differ! 
 
There is a long list of occupations at which I would be no good.  
Thereôs a wide variety I know little about ï being a DJ or a 
neuroscientist or a professional diver. 
Then there are all the people who have jobs I can just about 
understand, but live in such vastly different situations from mine ï a 
nurse in an over-stretched Delhi hospital, a teacher in a Lebanese 
refugee camp, a priest in a virus-infected Brazilian favela.  How can I 



empathise with them and treat them as equals?   
 
We tend to live in our own bubbles of somewhat like-minded people ï long 
before óbubblingô had anything to do with keeping ourselves safe from 
infection.  Itôs natural and comfortable to socialise or work with compatible 
folk, whose accents, opinions, habits and lifestyles donôt alarm or challenge 
us.  But we know how social media groups can feed off each otherôs 
prejudices and partisanship in a very unhealthy way, and I suspect 
someone wandering into a church service may well think we were 
speaking our own language, observing rituals and just echoing the 
practices of others in the group, in a way that mystified ï or even repelled - 
the outsider. 
 
How are we to cope with, on the one hand, the huge variety of humanity; 
on the other, the impossibility of identifying with every individual; and on 
the third, the command of Christ to love one another, to ódo as you would 
be done byô?  Even among people who live in the same country, under the 
same laws and with a shared history, recent protests have reminded us 
how far apart we are from each other, in understanding, in life experiences 
and viewpoints. 
 
Thereôs the old proverb ï claimed by several different authors - óBefore you 
judge a man, walk a mile in his shoes.ô  It seems a good place to start, if 
weôre trying to get into the mindset of someone not too far distant from us.  
We can imagine ourselves into the situation of someone whose life and 
work coincides to some extent with our own.  But what about the ones who 
are, geographically or socially or emotionally, a million miles away?   
 
Paul, writing to the Colossians, commended a certain outlook, a 
demeanour and óclothingô ï a way of ókeeping in tuneô with one another.  
Easier said than done! ï  
But when we try to put ourselves in someone elseôs shoes, it helps if we try 
to be 
óeven-tempered, content with second place, quick to forgive an offenceé..   
and cultivate thankfulness.ô  (Colossians 3 ï The Message translation) 
 
Iôve heard many people in Broadway, during the last few months, saying 
how thankful they are to live here.  And when I saw those two men doing 
their distasteful work today, I repeated that thankfulness.  I donôt know 
where they live, but certainly their work is a million miles away from mine.  
Our lives are far apart but I applaud them and trust we have something in 
common and could view each other with humility and respect. 
 
 



Iôm reminded of words in the óDesiderataô: 
 

As far as possible without surrender  
be on good terms with all persons. 

Speak your truth quietly and clearly;  
and listen to others, even the dull and ignorant;  

they too have their story¦.. 
 

¦.. The world is full of trickery. 
but let this not blind you to what virtue there is;  

many persons strive for high ideals; 
and everywhere life is full of heroism. 

 
Jo Williamson 








