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A friend rang around asking for help. She had to move house on the day her daughter was due to have an operation. She needed someone to be with her, steadying her as she got through the hours of that difficult time. Thankfully one of her friends was able to re-organise her own day so that she could help.  

When my son-in-law fractured his elbow on my daughter’s charity walk from Leeds to London, he rang to ask if I knew anyone nearby who might be able to act as Support and Driver for her for a couple of days. I rang an old friend, she drove to the place my daughter was at, saw to it that she had a break with good coffee, and gave her a lift to her overnight stop. What’s more, she listened as my daughter agonised about whether this set-back meant the end of the charity walk. My friend did this for several days. She said it was no big deal, but it made all the difference to my daughter’s decision to keep on walking, no matter what. 

Another old friend came to lunch and brought me some biscuits, as her mother had done in the past (chocolate digestives, if you must know). This friend works at a home for the retired and for those who need respite care.  She told me how concerned she was that the staff had time to sit with someone, to talk to them and to listen to their stories. To walk alongside with them for a little way.

I’ve never thought it so important, but being with someone for a hospital visit or giving them a lift to the shops, can make all the difference to their ability to cope. 
Listening when a friend pours out her troubles to you, is something else. That requires compassion and patience. Sometimes, if a friend is too distressed to talk, it’s best to quiet. Just to walk beside them. 

I know that any people step in to help in times of crisis and think nothing of it. No thanks are required or given even though the cost in time and concern can be considerable. 

I pray that there may always be someone to walk beside me when I need it . . . and equally that I must be ready to step in when I see the need in others. 

Sometimes it seems that no one can be found to help. We lead busy lives and are often overcommitted. That’s when I need to remind myself that God is always there, walking beside you . . . and me. 


