'in the latter days of July, a most interesting question was for ten days hourly asked in the cathedral city of Barsetshire and answered every hour in various ways: 'Who was to be the new bishop?'. Anthony Trollope's Barsetshire Towers opens with those words.  
There is something which fascinates about the election of a bishop.  It seems to acquire an importance far beyond it's functional significance.  Some if it is in the choosing - part selection, part election and all part of the God-rooted and spirit-filled process which we call vocational discernment.
More of the fascination is in the hopes - and maybe the fears - which are invested in this choice.  
Clergy seek a friend, pastor and mentor.  The church seeks a person who will enable it to fulfil its calling - a missional leader - a person who is strongly faith-rooted in a way which allows him or her to communicate faith in church and in society with the quiet authority and integrity which compels attention.  Here in Scotland, we travel somewhat institution-lite.  So the bishop has a particular role in bringing shape and a helpful orderliness to church life.  And he or she helps to steer the church at a time of great potential political change in Scotland.
The process of electing a bishop is necessarily a lengthy one.  Not for us the Prime Ministerial fiat of Trollope's day.
It is an election - but not as we sometimes know it elsewhere.  Not an election in which the candidates excite the self-interest of the electors. Rather one in which the candidate - without obvious self-promotion and ideally without self-awareness - allows the electors to glimpse faith, integrity, truth .. suggests the possibility of challenge, care, encouragement which may lead to transformation and wholeness
It is our job to do the very best we can.  We bring all of our skills and talents; all of our experience.  And yet the challenge is the same as it was when they chose David.  Has God chosen this one?  And the shake of the head until finally the word is, Rise and anoint him.
