
22nd January 2022 
 

Unsure 
 

“My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here; 
My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer.” 

Robert Burns, My Heart’s in the Highlands 
 

I almost hit a deer this week. It was a matter of inches, a near miss. The 

young deer darted out from the cover of bracken on one side of the road 

into the trees on the other. I had no warning. I wasn’t “a-chasing the deer”, 

though maybe the deer was chasing me. Either way, it was a close thing.  

Both Bambi and I were unscathed, but it got me thinking … What do 

you do if you hit a deer on a country road at night? Haul it to the side of 

the road and drive on? Take it home and contact a local butcher to prepare 

some choice cuts of venison? Phone the police and report an RTA? Find 

the owner of the deer and confess? Be overcome with anxiety as you try 

to work out how you’ll explain this to your Insurance Company, or whether 

there’s an exclusion in the small print that invalidates a claim if you’re hit 

by a low-flying deer? Thankfully, I didn’t have to decide. But if I did  have 

to make a decision, I would have been unsure what I should do. 

I have a friend who struggles making choices. Take him to a 

restaurant that only has two things on the menu – rather than the pages 

of choices in many food outlets – and he struggles to choose. “Oh dear,” 

he’ll mutter. “I’m not at all sure.” And he’ll only make a decision when the 

order’s been taken from everyone else, and he has to say something.  

I’m not as bad as that. I can make choices well enough from a long 

list of options. But I don’t like being unsure. I like to know what to do and 

how to do it when the need arises. I want to be sure. 

One of the problems I had with preaching in my early years was that 

I felt I had to preach certainties, to be definite, sure in everything I said. I 

knew how to be unsure, but I didn’t know how to admit it. Over the years, 

my preaching has changed. I’m more willing to admit my uncertainties and 

to confess when I’m unsure. And, paradoxically, rather than people feeling 

I’ve failed them, being unsure brings me more alongside those who are 

equally unsure, so that we can work on things together.  

So, there it is. I’m unsure what to do if I hit a deer on a country road 

Anyone else unsure about that too? Maybe we can work on it together.  
 

A prayer for today 

I’m sure I’ll be loved today. I’m unsure whether I deserve it. But I’m sure it will last.   
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