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The Pathway 

By 
Cecilia Chiwaka 

A couple of weeks ago, I was sick with the flu. Now I 
mean the flu. I do not mean "the sniffles", a cough or a 
cold. I am talking a headache that feels like you have 
been hit with a sledgehammer and joints that ached in 
protest when I made the slightest movement. I felt 
chilled to the bone. No amount of paracetamol, hot tea 
with lemon or steamy showers made me feel any 
better. I just had to "ride it our as the doctors put it. 
Well, this was not a journey that could be undertaken 
on a motorcycle with a crash helmet or a boat ride with 
a life jacket to protect you from the perils of the journey. 
This was agony, unbelievable pain that your body had 
to fight on its own with no outside help. I survived 
(barely!) and lived to enjoy food again and to tolerate 
the screams of my three children w�hout feeling like 
putting a gun to my head. II got me thinking about the 
millions of people around the world who go through 
individual pain in the privacy of their homes with no 
relief. I thought of the people in Ethiopia who live with 
drought, famine and hunger, the helpless mothers who 
have to watch their babies with bloated stomachs of 
malnutrition die a slow death, sitting on a sunbaked 
ground that refuses to yield anything green, people in 
India who have to somehow "ride out• the devastation 
that is left behind by floods and many wives, husbands, 
sons and daughters in Europe and America who suffer 
the weight of depression on their shoulders and no 
amount of platitudes such as "It's going to be alright" 
can lighten that yoke. Suffering with no hope in sight is 
like that flu virus. You are under attack from a strong 
enemy and feel that death would be a relief. As with the 
flu virus, some people, like me, survive the attack but 
others die having buckled under the weight of 
enormous suffering. 

Jesus said, ''The harvest truly is plentiful, but the 
labourers are few (Matthew 9:37) and it is a scripture 

that has rung so true for me. I have spoken to people 
who are ill , poor, widowed, orphaned and depressed. 
People who have no-one to talk to because many 
people are in a rush doing other things that they cannot 
be !bothered to listen to someone who might be
teetering on a precipice that could plunge them to their 
death. I have noticed that once these suffering people 
have someone who LISTENS, they talk for hours. 
Evel!ylhing that has been building up on the inside of 
them wells up and spews over. Most people are 
generally like the doctors who, having no cure for the 
virus, will tell you to "ride it out". If you have lost a loved 
one, you will be told that time is a healer. No-one wants 
to confront the raw emotions that come with death. No
one besides those that have lost a loved one 
themselves, can imagine the emptiness in your soul, 
the feeling that you are going to go mad with agony and 
lone'liness. II is hard for someone who is used to eating 
a roast dinner to imagine digging through an unyielding 
earth hoping to find something edible, looking into the 
horizon and seeing nothing but dust. Many of us find it 
difficult to imagine that a rich person can sit in a 
cavernous mansion and try to numb depression with 
prescription tablets or worse. Many Christians around 
the world have stickers or bracelets that have the letters 
WWJD i.e. What Would Jesus Do? Jesus had 
compassion and He knew what people were going 
through and so it made ii easy for Him to reach out to 
them and for people to be drawn to Him. When Lazarus 
died, He wept (John 11 :35). He felt the pain of loss that 
Martha and Mary were feeling. He had compassion on 
those who had gone for many hours without eating and 
were hungry and turned five loaves and two fish into 
hundreds of baskets to feed them (Matthew 14:13-21). 

He understood the pain of working hard and having 
nothing to show for it when He came to the aid of 
Simon Peter, James and John who had fished all night 
but caught nothing (Luke 5:3-6). He knows how many 
children around the world feel when they are 
abandoned by their parents because when He died on 
the cross He had to be separated from the Father 
because of the sin of the world that He carried ... 

To be continued ... 
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