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Nelson Mandela is a South African lawyer who joins the African 

National Congress in the 1940s when the law under the 

Apartheid system's brutal tyranny proves useless for his people. 

Forced to abandon peaceful protest for armed resistance after 

the Sharpeville Massacre, Mandela pays the price when he and 

his comrades are sentenced to life imprisonment for treason.  

Over the decades in chains, Mandela's spirit is unbowed as his 

struggle goes on in and beyond his captivity to become an 

international cause. However, as Winnie's determination 

hardens over the years into a violent ruthlessness, Nelson's own 

stature rises until he becomes the renowned leader of his 

movement. That status would be put to the test as his release 

nears and a way must be found to win a peaceful victory that 

will leave his country, and all its peoples, unstained. 

An outline of the film, “A long road to freedom”, the life of 

nelson Mandela. If got me thinking, his journey is not unique. 

On 3rd April 1968 another prophetic voice cried;  

“Like anybody, I would like to live - a long life; longevity has its 

place. But I'm not concerned about that now. I just want to do 

God's will. And He's allowed me to go up to the mountain. And 

I've looked over. And I've seen the Promised Land. I may not get 

there with you. But I want you to know tonight, that we, as a 

people, will get to the Promised Land. So I'm happy, tonight. I'm 

not worried about anything. I'm not fearing any man. Mine eyes 

have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord” (Martin Luther 

King) His last speech before his assassination. 

Freedom did not happen in his lifetime, but maybe partly 

fulfilled in the election of another President, Barak Obama. King 

saw himself standing on the shoulders of Moses, who many 

thousands of years ago was denied entry to the Promised Land 

by God. “I will let you see it (says God), but I will not let you go 

there.” (Deuteronomy 34: 4) So both of their journeys were 

never completed, but for the people of God, their ‘long road to 

freedom’ included an escape from captivity in Egypt, 40 years of 

desert wanderings and eventually they did enter the Promised 

Land. 

 I also began to think about the rehabilitation of soldiers injured 

by IEDs in Iraq or Afghanistan. In the loss of limbs, their own 

personal battle, their own ‘long roads to freedom’, to just walk 

or have some control over their life or daily tasks. 

(http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-2204318/Pictured-

Bomb-disposal-expert-lost-arms-legs-IED-blast-documents-

recovery-online--sets-MASSIVE-fundraiser.html) [put link on 

website] Generations have drawn on the words of William 

Ernest Henley’s poem for strength during times of adversity. 

Henley was himself an amputee and the poem reflects his long 

battle with illness. The title means “unconquerable” and these 

16 short lines encapsulate the indefatigable human spirit, which 

is at the heart of the Invictus Games. 
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Invictus 

Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 
Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed.  

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 
Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.  

It matters not how strait the gate, 
How charged with punishments the scroll. 

I am the master of my fate: 
I am the captain of my soul.  

 
William Ernest Henley 

If there is one image or motif that spans the length and breadth 

of the bible, it is the image of journey. We are told that “A 

journey of 1000 miles begins with a single step” (Chinese 

philosopher Laozi). So it was for Abram, as he set out, called by 

God, from his home to land he did not know; as it was for the 

people of God as they journeyed to Promised Land and into 

exile in Babylon; as it was for Jesus who travelled his land from 

Galilee to Jerusalem, saying, “come, follow me”; as it was for 

Paul who travel the known world from Palestine to Italy. Their 

journeys all began with single steps of faith, trusting that God 

would always be with them.  

For many people, their journeys are not to new places, but are 

internal struggles to make sense of the world around them and 

to try and understand the place of God in their lives and in the 

world. Just read some of the words of the psalmists to get a 

sense of what I am saying.  

How much longer will you forget me, LORD? Forever? 

    How much longer will you hide yourself from me? 
2 How long must I endure trouble? 

    How long will sorrow fill my heart day and night? 

    How long will my enemies triumph over me? (13: 1-2) 

My God, my God, why have you abandoned me? 
I have cried desperately for help, 
    but still it does not come. 
2 During the day I call to you, my God, 
    but you do not answer; 
I call at night, 
    but get no rest. (22: 1-2) 

You get the idea here of people in the midst of a journey that 

they see as long, despairing, with no sense of hope or freedom. 

But look again at the end Psalm 13,  
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I rely on your constant love; 

    I will be glad, because you will rescue me. 
6 I will sing to you, O LORD, 

    because you have been good to me (13: 5-6) 

We don’t know what happened to change his outlook on life 

and faith, in just a few short verses, be a witness his ‘long road 

to freedom’ in God.  

We are fascinated by the stories of the heroic and the 

courageous; people who campaign against the odds and win; 

people battling against hostile climates or opposition forces, 

putting themselves in the line of fire; trusting in God in spite of 

unknown destinations, captivity and persecution. Yet, and I 

think this is the key point, the journey and the long road to 

freedom, are ours also to make . 

No film might ever be made of our lives, or recorded in a book 

amongst the heroes of the faith, yet like the psalmists, we to cry 

to God; we persevere in the face of life’s difficulties; and like 

those who battle against loss of limb and ill health, we to seek 

to run the race to the end.  

Sometimes we confuse journey with destination. The journey is 

where we are with all its ups and downs, life eternal beginning 

now; where we are going, is for God alone to know, so the only 

way to travel, is to travel in faith and hope. If we concentrate 

only on the destination we will miss out on the wonder, love, 

creativity and the mystery of the journey and the relationships 

of the people who journey with us. Faith is in every step, not 

worrying about tomorrow, which leads us to God, and God 

alone knows how many steps that will be.  

All of us are in the middle of the race, the writer of Hebrews 

uses the common Greco Roman image of the athlete; we know 

the direction of the finishing line, so may we complete the 

journey, ‘the long road to freedom’, with determination, faith, 

and hope. Amen 

 

 


