
THE GRAPEVINE – Issue 18:16th July 2020 

 
Dear Friends, 
 
I wrote the other week about the blackbirds nesting in my garden. Unfortunately they didn't stay long. They sadly 
left the nest but I was pleased to see that they nested elsewhere and brought up two young.  I remember hearing 
once that as a blackbird goes to roost at dust on a winter's night they announce their presence with a penetrating 
call. The call sounds very reassuring. However it's an aggressive signal. A warning to other blackbirds to keep their 
distance. The birds are on alert because their territories are under threat. Continental blackbirds arrive to escape 
colder conditions elsewhere on the continent and Scandinavia. These immigrant birds are very unpopular with our 
resident blackbirds. Although they all eventually settle down to roost it is not before the chorus of aggressive calls 
from our resident birds.  
 
The nearest I have ever got to feel what that must be like to be 'the other' was when I was out on the streets of 
Reading involved in some secret filming for the Bible Society In the morning I was dressed in my suit and dog collar 
asking passersby if I could borrow their mobile phone to ring a friend because I had left mine at home. Nearly 
everyone stopped to help. One or two were genuinely in a hurry and therefore couldn't stop. Those that did trusted 
me to take their phone to ring my imaginary friend.  
 
However, in the afternoon I was dressed up in old clothes and made up to look like a rough sleeper. Before I went 
out onto the street I saw myself the mirror. In an instant I felt different about myself. It affected my self-esteem. I 
felt less of myself than I had before. Before I went out onto the street I popped cans of lager in my pockets and 
swilled my mouth out with whiskey. 
 
It was as though I had become invisible. In the same way, as in the morning, I asked people if I could borrow their 
mobile phone to ring my friend that had not turned up. Most of the passersby didn't even give me eye contact. They 
walked straight on by. Some were aggressive in their tone. " Leave me alone." "What makes you think I have a 
phone on me?" they shouted. In the end there were three people who stopped and offered help. 
 
I had never felt that way before. I had not been in such a situation before. I had never experienced what it is like to 
be 'the other'. In that moment on the street, dressed as a rough sleeper, I got a small glimpse of what it must be like 
for those who live on our streets. Of course I would never really understand what it is like to be ignored day after 
day on the streets of out towns and cities, but it gave me a hint.  
 
There are many people who might feel like 'the other' in our society today. Perhaps it might be those who are black, 
Eastern European, Arab, Muslim, refugee, immigrant, rough sleeper or drug addict. Who is your 'other'?  
 
Some years ago I was in Kolkata, India, where I was struck by the staggering contrast in wealth. There were those 
busy about their daily lives in their large chauffeur driven cars while tens of thousands of people were living on the 
streets.  Kolkata is where Mother Teresa worked for many years caring for the sick and dying. She once said: 
 
“I see Jesus in every human being. I say to myself, this is hungry Jesus, I must feed him. This is sick Jesus. This one has 

leprosy or gangrene; I must wash him and tend to him. I serve because I love Jesus.” 
 
What if we saw Jesus in everyone around us. How might that change the way we respond to 'the other' in our 
midst? If we look longer and deeper we might see something that we had never seen before. If we were to take the 
hand of the 'the other', listen to their story and step into their world we might see them as God sees them. People 
of great worth, loved by God, and in whom we see the face of Jesus.  
 

God's richest bless 


