
3rd April 2022 
 

Luck 
 

“No one I met at this time – doctors, nurses, practicantes, or fellow-
patients – failed to assure me that a man who is hit through the 

neck and survives it is the luckiest creature alive. I could not help 
thinking that it would be even luckier not to be hit at all.” 

George Orwell, Homage to Catalonia 
 

I was surprised on a recent ferry trip to Jura when, half-way across, the 

ferryman tapped on the window of my car. When I wound it down, he said: 

“It looks like you’re going to have a lucky day.” “How do you make that 

out?” I asked. “Because you’re got bird shit on the bonnet of your car.”  

Throughout my life I’ve heard of various superstitions connected to 

good and bad luck. Black cats, ladders, spilling salt, all come to mind. My 

granny used to say it was bad luck if you dropped a spoon. When I was a 

child, I heard a neighbour remark that it was good luck if you saw a Nun. 

Sportspeople often have rituals to bring good luck or avoid bad luck: 

always putting the right sock on before the left one; carrying a favourite 

teddy in your kit bag; always wearing your lucky underpants. But bird 

droppings on the bonnet of a car? That was a new one to me.  

 Perhaps you’ve got some “good luck” or “bad luck” superstitions of 

your own, or maybe you’ll know stories of people who have “luck” in their 

repertoire of how the world works – like the Jura ferryman and his 

defecating bird. Or maybe George Orwell had it right. Was it good luck to 

survive an accident or bad luck to have had the accident in the first place?  

In the Old Testament book of Isaiah, the prophet condemns people 

for thinking that luck matters. He says (Isaiah 2:6):  
 

They are full of superstitions from the East; 

they practice divination like the Philistines  

and embrace pagan customs. 
 

Don’t trust to luck, superstitions, divinations, or strange customs.  

Gary Player, a legendary golfer, once said about his golfing prowess: 

“The harder I practice, the luckier I get.” Notwithstanding the home-spun 

wisdom of a Jura ferryman, that makes more sense to me than waiting for 

a random bird to defecate arbitrarily on the bonnet of my car!  
  

A prayer for today 

Living God, let me work hard at my response to you.  

And let me trust your purposes and your ways – and not to luck. Amen  
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