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Interruptions  
 

Dalek 1: Do not interrupt! Dalek 2: Do not interrupt! Dalek 3: Do not interrupt! 
The Doctor: I think you're forgetting something. I'm the doctor and if there's 

one thing I can do is talk. I've got five billion languages and you haven't got one 
way of stopping me. So if anyone's gonna shut up … IT'S YOU! 

The Ninth Doctor, Doctor Who, ‘The Parting of the Ways’ 
 

I’ve only once been interrupted during a sermon. I’ve had plenty other 

reactions, though – smiles, the odd grimace and some occasional 

headshaking. One man took notes during every sermon and challenged 

me point by point afterwards. A lady kept a vial of smelling-salts in front 

of her from which she took an extravagant sniff when I said something 

that disturbed her equilibrium. But I’ve only once been interrupted. 

 It was at the height of the Troubles in Northern Ireland. Mairéad 

Corrigan, Betty Williams and Ciaran McKeown had founded “Women of 

Peace” to end the violence and killings. I was commending them in my 

sermon, when one of my members leapt to his feet and shouted, “Stop!” 

The colour drained from my cheeks, and I did indeed stop in mid-

sentence. The man “took the floor” and suggested it wasn’t enough to be 

satisfied with fine words. He went on to encourage everyone to join him 

in sending a telegram of solidarity, to assure these women that we were 

standing alongside them in their activism. It was quickly agreed, and I 

continued my sermon – though I remember being quite shaken by the 

experience. I don’t  like being interrupted.  

 I heard a prayer recently which began: “Loving God, thank you for 

interrupting our lives”. Here was gratitude for a God who interrupts all the 

time, a God who comes to disturb us when we’re in mid-sentence! We 

might like to be Daleks, programmed, steady, almost robotic in our lives 

and faith. But God comes and interrupts, a God who has more than five 

billion ways of talking to us and making us stop and think.  

Interruptions in sermons I can do without. Even one in fifty years 

feels like one too many. But interruptions from the promptings of God I 

have to give thanks for. After all, I “haven’t got one way” of stopping that! 
 

A prayer for today 

Loving God, thank you for your interruption. Amen. 

Now, what was I in the middle of? Oops, sorry Lord! You were saying …? 
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