


UNREALISTIC EXPECTATIONS 
Others and Self
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I am clear what I want of the clergy. I want them to be 

people who can by their own happiness and contentment 

challenge my ideas about status, about success, about money, 

and so teach me how to live more independently of such drugs. I 

want them to be people who can dare, as I do not dare, and as 

few contemporaries dare, to refuse to work flat out (since work 

is an even more subtle drug than status), to refuse to  

compete with me in strenuousness. 

 

I want them to be people who are secure enough in the value 

of what they are doing to have time to read, to sit and think, 

and who can face the emptiness and possible depression which 

often attacks people when they do not keep  

the surface of their mind occupied.  

 

I want them to be people who have faced this kind on loneliness 

and discovered how fruitful it was, as I want them the to be 

people who can sit still without feeling guilty, and from whom I 

can learn some kind of tranquillity in a society  

which has almost lost the art. 

An extract from The Parson’s Role Today by Monica Furlong  
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Pause 

The year has started.  

365 days lie ahead.  

It would be easy to rush into them. 

Don’t. 

Pause. 

Intentionally stop.  

A quiet place, some time, solitude. 

Pause. 

 

Ponder 

What is God calling you to this year? 

To be? 

To do? 

To become? 

What will faith-filled living look like? 

What will faithful leadership look like? 

Ponder. 

 

Pray 

Submit. 

Cry out. 

Yearn. 

Confess. 

For without him we are lost. 

And with him we are found. 

Pray. 

 

And then… 

 

Lead on. 


