Tanks for the memory

“Here we go again,” I thought, on seeing an enormous metal object in the middle of Dundee’s City Square. Not a Typhoon Euro-fighter this time (see my article back in December) but a Warrior infantry fighting vehicle which formed an eye-catching crowd puller for an army recruitment team.

“Should I go up and speak to these guys?” I wondered apprehensively.

Not, I hasten to add, because I was afraid they might persuade me to join the army.

No. My hesitation is because of what happened on that previous occasion, when I went and spoke to two RAF corporals one dark winter evening in City Square and was assaulted by a somewhat scary passer-by (again, see my article in December).

This time, I did go and speak to a young soldier next to the Warrior, who told me all about its speed and cross-country capability, and I am delighted to say that our pleasant and informative conversation was not interrupted by anyone threatening (or administering) violence.

As I left the scene, I said a prayer of thanks. Often, people will pray when in danger, or when faced with a health crisis, or trouble at work or in their family. Do we remember to give thanks when our prayer is answered? Often, we forget that we had asked God for a safe journey, or for a recovery from illness, or that the problem turned out all right in the end. 

Sometimes, it’s right to say “thanks for nothing” – because we have been kept safe from what might have been.

