
 
  
   

       

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Collect and readings for Trinity Sunday 
 

COLLECT  

Almighty and everlasting God,  

you have given us your servants grace,  

by the confession of a true faith,  

to acknowledge the glory of the eternal Trinity 

 and in the power of the divine majesty to worship 

the Unity:  

keep us steadfast in this faith,  

that we may evermore be defended from all 

adversities;  

through Jesus Christ your Son our Lord,  

who is alive and reigns with you,  

in the unity of the Holy Spirit,  

one God, now and for ever.  

Amen. 
 

READINGS 

1st reading, Old Testament: Isaiah chapter 40, 

verses 12-17 & 27-31 

Psalm 8 

2nd reading, New Testament: Paul’s second letter to 

the Corinthians chapter 13, verses 11-13 

Gospel, New Testament: St Matthew chapter 28, 

verses 16-20 

Revd. Maureen’s letter 
 

Trinity Sunday marks 
something of a turning point 

in the Church’s year, and we 
find ourselves at about the 

half-way point. From Advent 
Sunday back in December 

until now we have been hearing about Jesus’ life from 

birth onwards through to his death and resurrection 
at Easter and the coming of the Holy Spirit at 

Pentecost. Today we acknowledge the unity of 
Father, Son and Holy Spirit in one God – three persons 

in one.  As I sometimes explain at baptism/christening 
services, the Church initiates people in the name of 

God the Father, God the Son and God the Holy Spirit. 
For anyone, whether they attend church or not, this 

is a difficult concept to get our heads round – how 

can one person also be three?  If we think a bit more 
about it, though, we are all more than one person as 

we have different aspects within ourselves: we start 
off life as someone’s child; if we marry, we become  

someone’s wife or husband; and when we have children 
of our own, we become a parent. So that’s three aspects 

or “essences” as I like to think of them of each one of us. 

Of course, if we don’t marry and if we don’t have children 
of our own then this picture falls down, but there are 

other aspects of us as well and I’m sure that you can 
think of some.  
 
So this is how I 

think of God, that 
he is Father and 

Creator in that he 

created the world; 
he is the Son and 

Redeemer because 
he came to earth to 

save us by giving 
up his life for us; 

and he is Holy 
Spirit and 

Comforter because he is able in this way to be with us for 

ever - but God is still one being. God the Father brings us 
into being, by breathing life into us; as we go through 

life, Jesus walks with us because he became incarnate – 
human – and lived and died as a human being; and when 

we die, we enter the life of the Spirit to live in eternity. 
 

There are other ways of trying to understand the Trinity: 

plants with three leaves, but still one complete plant; or 
water, which can be liquid or ice or vapour but still 

constituting water. If you visit a church and look around 
you there are often allusions to the Trinity in the 

decoration of windows or one large window made up of 
three parts or arches, or choir stall fronts with decoration 

which forms three parts – all 
designed to remind us of the 

Trinity. Do have a look when our 

churches are open. There is 
also, of course, the famous icon 

which I mentioned last week – 
the Rublev Icon is three persons 

sitting at a table, all equal in the 
eye of the others but inviting us 

to join in and sit and eat.  
 

In our services, too, we are often reminded of the Trinity: 
at the beginning of our Communion services, we are 

greeted by whoever is leading the service with the words 
We meet ‘in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and 

of the Holy Spirit.’ 
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Many of our prayers are addressed to God as Father, 

praying through God the Son and in the power and 

inspiration of the Holy Spirit. In the words of the Gloria, 

we acknowledge God the Father as being worthy of 

worship, thanks and praise; we also knowledge Jesus 

as being God’s Son and that he is in heaven with the 

Father; and, at the end of the Gloria we remind 

ourselves and pronounce that Jesus with the Holy Spirit 

is one with the Father in glory.   
 

Yet again, in the same service, the Creed is set out in 

three distinct parts, each of which relates to one person 

of the Trinity: quite a short statement about God the 

Father; in the second part we state that we believe in 

Jesus, who he is in relation to God the Father, how he 

came to be born (the Virgin Mary and the Holy Spirit), 

his death and resurrection, his ascension and that he 

will come again and his kingdom will not end; and 

finally, a section on our belief in the Holy Spirit and how 

the Spirit relates to 

God and Jesus and 

that the Spirit is also 

worthy of praise; that 

it is the Holy Spirit who 

has enlightened and 

emboldened the 

prophets (who we 

read about and listen 

to in the Old 

Testament); we also 

declare that we believe the Church to be one, universal 

and based on the foundation of the belief, work and 

teaching of the Apostles; we acknowledge the place of 

Baptism in our Christian lives, that we are forgiven and 

we look forward to the end of our lives when we believe 

that we shall have eternal life with God in heaven. We 

stand and say that we believe all that! This is why I 

have been urging our congregations to really think 

about what they are saying.  
 

Can we honestly repeat all this, and truly believe each 

and every word – or are we just reciting what is put in 

front of us. As Christians, I feel that we should search 

our hearts and our consciences and really think about 

what we are saying and what we truly believe. 

Otherwise, what are we saying? What do we believe? 

What’s the point of us saying these words, if we haven’t 

thought about them and if they don’t really mean 

anything to us or have an impact on our everyday living 

and worship? Our first reading today from Isaiah 

acknowledges God as Creator with wonderful words 

reminding us of the majesty and power of God, but 

power for good and the support and encouragement of 

all those who need to be upheld. Our psalm, too, talks 

of creation and the wonder and mystery of it and it 

reminds us to thank God and to worship him for all his 

wonderful works. Paul, in his second letter to the 

Corinthians, urges them and us to live in the peace of 

God, but goes on to say that we can do this if we accept 

the grace which comes from Jesus and in communion 

with the Holy Spirit. 

So the whole of our lives and our being are encapsulated 
in these three “essences” of God’s being. Finally, in our 

Gospel from Matthew we are reminded of the great 
commission which Jesus pronounces that we should go – 

in the name of, and with the authority of, Father, Son and 

Holy Spirit – and make disciples of all nations. There is no 
distinction, no separation, no issue over colour or race or 

creed – we are sent out to everyone, in the knowledge 
and remembrance that we are not alone and that God will 

be with us ‘to the end of the age’. What a commission; 
what a promise and what a challenge. And, in the words 

of the post-communion prayer for today we acknowledge 
that God has revealed himself as Father, Son and Holy 

Spirit. We pray that we may remain firm in this faith and 

know God in all his ways and rejoice in that unity. What a 
fitting end to this part of the church’s year.  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 

We continue now further into the Church year  - coming 
out of the season of Easter – back into what is known as 

Ordinary Time, when our churches are dressed in Green 
instead of Gold or White – and we hear about Jesus’ 

teaching, preaching, miracles and parables. This will take 

us through the Summer and early Autumn until the Feast 
of Christ the King when the Church year ends, and we 

approach Advent once again. 
 

As usual, I’d like to share with you one of Malcolm Guite’s 
poems, called Trinity Sunday: 

 
In the Beginning, not in time or space,  

but in the quick before both space and time,  
in Life, in Love, in co-inherent Grace,  

in three in one and one in three, in rhyme, 

in music, in the whole creation story,  
in his own imagine, his imagination,  

the Triune Poet makes us for his glory,  
and makes us each the other’s inspiration. 

He calls us out of darkness, chaos, chance,  
to improvise a music of our own,  

to sing the chord that calls us to the dance,  
three notes resounding from a single tone,  

to sing the End in whom we all begin;  

our God beyond, beside us, and within. 
 

Sit with the words of this poem; read and re-read it; let 

the words sink into your heart and your soul. There is so 

much here; so much to meditate on; so much to inspire 
us, to encourage us. Perhaps use it as a prayer or – if 

you’re clever – set it to music, and sing it as a hymn! 
 

Maureen 
 



 

 

 

The Sheep Walk 
By Julie Woodward 

I have been thinking again. When Terry and I owned the 

Exmoor Forest Hotel during the early eighties, we heard 

that a man named Asa Pinney was intending to re-enact 

the way that sheep were originally brought down from 

Scotland to Exmoor. 

So the Sheep 

Walk began.  It 

started in Howick 

in the Borders 

and ended at 

Simonsbath.  We 

followed the 

progress of the 

walk, which as 

you can imagine took some time, as the sheep had to be 

vetted regularly, and the whole band had rather posh 

overnight stays at Stately homes. 
 

On the day that they were due to arrive at Simonsbath the 

whole village and most of Exmoor turned out to welcome 

them.  A barbecue was arranged, a huge banner made 

from a cut-up sheet was strung between two telegraph 

poles.  We were ready to welcome them at their final 

resting place.  It was a sight to see.  Down the road came 

Asa and his helpers followed closely behind by the flock of 

sheep, obediently following like dogs.  
 

During the walk I read an article following their progress 

in which a reporter stated that when Asa paused for a rest 

the sheep gathered around him like a flock of Japanese 

tourists. The press helicopters flew overhead filming the 

event.  It was a lovely day. 
 

The people involved stayed the night at Simonsbath 

House Hotel, which didn't have a bar, so they spent the 

evening and a bit of the night celebrating with us.  I wish 

I had kept the souvenirs, but alas things get lost in 

moving. I cannot remember the exact date of their arrival, 

but maybe someone who was living in West Somerset 

then can remember, it was a beautiful summer day.  I 

have got a commemorative mug from Rod Billington who 

had a pottery at West Bagborough and Simonsbath. 

Unfortunately, he didn't put a date on it. The Little family 

originally came down with the sheep from Scotland and 

their descendants still lived in the village when we were 

there. I believe that when they first came to Exmoor they 

were brought across the Bristol Channel on a boat. 

Julie 

Barber Shop Blues 

(as experienced by Michael Gale) 

When the two sides 

of my San Pedro 

haircut had 

equalised it was 

time for another cut. 

I berated myself for 

not realising before 

that, in Gibraltar, I 

could at least give 

instructions in 

English.  
 

All Costa del Sol 

British expats went 

regularly to Gib’ for 

vital provisions: 

cereals, proper 

bacon, marmalade (the Spanish don’t do breakfast), tea 

and Branston pickle were essential too. 
 

The next time there, I turned off Main Street into a small 

alley where I had spotted a barber’s pole. I pushed 

through the open doorway and the red and white plastic 

anti-fly strips. The change from bright sunlight to gloom 

temporarily blinded me. Then, as my eyes adjusted, I 

saw a large Arab dressed in a long robe made out of old-

fashioned mattress ticking. He was stropping a cut-

throat razor lovingly. Oh no! Sweeny Todd… 
 

I turned to leave quickly but an even larger Arab – 

similarly dressed – had materialised between me and 

the door. As he advanced, I retreated until I found 

myself sitting in the chair. We did not speak in English 

but a sort of pidgin Spanish with gestures had to do. 

The haircut was not that bad at all considering I was 

shaking at the thought of the cut-throat in action. It 

was used, but on the back of my neck – not the front. 

Michael 
Another barber shop experience from Michael next week! 

From Gavin and Maureen Lord 

Hello everyone 
 

Another mini-epic from Canon Chris Bishop and his 
brother in law David Pickthall. Enjoy! 
 

 
 

https://youtu.be/mFClDU_Mow4 
 

Best wishes 

Gavin & Maureen 

https://youtu.be/mFClDU_Mow4
https://youtu.be/mFClDU_Mow4


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Morningtown Ride 

by Adrian Smith 

Back in 2019 BC (Before Corona) I was 

driving along the M42 listening to 
Radio 2 when they played The Seekers 

singing 'Morningtown Ride'.  
 

I cannot remember the last time I 
heard that song. Certainly it was many, 

many years ago. It was one of the first '45s' that we had 

in our house when I was a child, played on a 'Collard' 
mono record player with valves, that needed you to pull 

the pick-up arm to the right in order to start the 
turntable, and with a ceramic pickup cartridge which 

tracked at about a pound and a half. It was brilliant. 
 

So this unexpected blast 

from the past sneaked 
past my defences and 

before I knew it I had a 
lump in my throat and 

tears in my eyes (I'm a 
soft, sentimental old 

churchwarden!) At 

60mph on the M42 this 
is not an ideal state of 

affairs so I stopped off at the next services to pull 
myself together. 
 

I am sure I must have heard Morningtown Ride since 

childhood, but I really can't remember when. It went to 

number 1 in the UK charts in 1966 - I was 5 at the time!  
 

Anyway, as I listened to it, digitally revitalised and in 

DAB quality three things struck me.  
 

The first was that was this is a lullaby, and a very 

beautiful one. I think when I heard it as a child, I was 
more interested in the fact that it was about trains.  
 

This was confirmed when I researched the song later. 

I discovered that it was written in 1957 by Malvina 
Reynolds. In a radio interview in 1977 she said: 
 

"Once in a while I have something in particular to say 
[to children]. Well, let’s take a song like 'Morningtown 
Ride.' I remember how it was when I was little. I know 
youngsters hate to go to bed at night because it seems 
like, as far as they’re concerned, it is the end of the 
world. Going to sleep means you are going to be cut 
off from everything, and I wanted to help them  
understand that they were heading somewhere, when 
  

they got into bed, that they were heading for morning. 

And strangely enough, this song became a grown-up 
hit all over the world. It really amazed me...”   
 

The second thing was that 

lead singer Judith Durham 
has an absolutely stunning 

voice, it soars and has a 

depth and quality 
comparable with that of 

Karen Carpenter. 
 

And thirdly, it struck me 
that as Christians who are 

rockin', rollin', ridin' on a 

journey through our lives 
to a place we're 

sometimes not too sure 
about, here is a message 

of comfort and assurance for moments when we are 
anxious. Although not overtly religious it is a song full 

of peace and infused with hope for the future.  

   
"Somewhere there is sunshine,  

somewhere there is day. 
Somewhere there is Morningtown,  

many miles away." 
  
If, as 'grown up' Christians, these words touch some 

deep part of us, the knowledge that they were 
originally written for children should not surprise us. 

We are, after all, each of us a child of God. No matter 
how self-assured and 'grown up' we may try to be, from 

time to time we all need some reassurance that we are 

loved and that everything is going to be alright. 
  

Perhaps, for those of us in this benefice, this song may 
have a special resonance due our close links to the 

West Somerset Railway. But more importantly for we 

Christians it’s a song about travelling together in hope, 
to a place where a welcome awaits.  

 
We pray that more travellers will join us on our journey. 

 
"Rockin', Rollin', Ridin', 

out along the bay 
All bound for Morningtown, 

many miles away" 
  
All aboard! 

   

Adrian 

Photo: Tom Adams for WRSA. Used by kind permission 

Photo: Tom Adams for WRSA. Used by kind permission 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From Katherine Lyddon: 
Lockdown Psalm I 

Katherine spotted two Lockdown 

Psalms in The Church Times. 

Number 2 next week. 
 

1. I have dwelt long in the house 

of lockdown: I have enclosed 

myself in the habitation of Netflix 

and groaning. 

2. They have set me my bounds which I shall not 

pass: I keep the statutes and observe the laws. 

3. I entered into the 

supermarket, but it 

was barren: its plenty 

was turned into 

empty shelves, and 

there was no toilet 

paper in it. 

4. Neither were there 

delivery slots by day nor by night: verily, not even 

from Ocado. 

5. [2nd part] Deliver us from the wilderness of 

delivery: and deliver our deliveries unto us. 

6. I am become a stranger unto the pub, and unto 

the office: even an alien unto Pizza Express. 

7. The sun ariseth, and I go forth to work and to my 

labour: even in my pyjamas until the evening. 

8. I am weary of Zoom, my throat is dry: it melteth 

away like wax as my broadband vanisheth. 

9. Yet they gape upon me with their mouths and say: 

thy toddler sitteth lurking in the corner of the screen, 

and lo he imagineth mischief. 

10. And thou, oh daughter of lockdown: thou shalt 

do thy phonics in exile. 

11. Also thy literacy and numeracy work, and thy 

comprehension: yea verily, even thy fronted 

adverbials. 

12. They have sprayed markers for my feet: they 

have set a place for me on the pavement outside 

Tesco Metro. 

13. The unrighteous forget their social distancing: I 

swerve from their transgressions. 

14. [2nd part] The people rebuke each other: and 

bear in their bosoms the rebukes of many people. 

15. A mask hath covered my face and I wash my 

hands: neither have I found any hand sanitiser to 

comfort me. 

16. The pestilence layeth siege against me: 

according to the cleanness of my hands shall I be 

recompensed. 
 

Professor Catherine Clarke, from the Institute of 

Historical Research, University of London 

 

Exciting news from Angelika! 

Angelika has now raised well over £2,000 
(including Gift Aid) for the charity Refuge 

through her yoga marathon. Thank you again 

to all who have supported her, and 
congratulations to Angelika for being a Top 

5% fundraiser! 

Tell ‘em about the honey! Yummy! 

From Mary Adams 

Just to let you all 

know that I have 
plenty of honey 

available even 
though we can’t 

meet at church at 

the moment.  

 
Please ring me on 01823 432287, and I’m sure we 
can come to some arrangement for collection of 

whatever you require. 
 

Best wishes. 
 

Mary 



Our Prayers 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity, on this special day, we 

come before you to offer our praise and adoration. You are 

God, the creator, giving us richly all things to enjoy. You are 

Christ the Saviour of the world, made flesh to set us free. You 

are the Spirit of truth and love, willing to dwell in us. You are 

holy and blessed.  One God, eternal Trinity, be near to us your 

people, and close to the world your love brings to life. 
 

Lord, in your mercy:  Hear our prayer 
 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity, we pray for your church 

throughout the world, for those that are thriving and those 

which have lost a sense of direction especially during this 

pandemic.  We give thanks for our benefice and its people, 

and gladly acknowledge all the gifts you have given us 

through its life, we ask you to open wide our hearts that we 

may welcome the stranger and share our faith with others.   
 

Lord, in your mercy:  Hear our prayer 
 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity, we remember all who 

bear the responsibility of leadership. We think today  

particularly of the leaders of the world as they and their peoples 

start to return slowly to a new normality; let your will for our 

world be accomplished through the decisions they make and 

give them a vision of a better way of life for everyone. 
 

Lord, in your mercy:  Hear our prayer 
 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity, we pray for peace in 

the world, in our communities and our families: create in us 

a love for peace: not peace that is absent from struggle, nor 

peace that is blind to injustice, but the peace that makes 

whole what now is broken. 
 

Lord, in your mercy:  Hear our prayer 
 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity, we remember those 

who are sick, sad or lonely. We pray that they may be aware 

of your comforting presence and know that in your hands they 

are safe and loved. We give thanks for all frontline workers as 

they continue to risk their lives coping with the Coronavirus.  
Today we pray especially for: Peter, John, Gwen, Joan, Bobby, 

Lucinda, Norma, Marissa, Roger and Wendy, Revd. Martin and 

Sally Perry, and for all others known to us. 
 

Lord, in your mercy:  Hear our prayer 
 

God in three persons, blessed Trinity, we remember before 

God, those who have died especially John Stedman, a lay-

reader in this Diocese. We pray for those saddened by the 

death of a loved one. Be with them in their loneliness and 

let them know that Jesus Christ is the light of the world a 

light which no darkness can quench. We especially pray for 

who have died from the virus and their loved ones who were 

unable to attend their funerals. 
 

Lord, in your mercy:  Hear our prayer 
 

Father God, lead us into the coming week, Son of God, help 

us to know that you are close to us, Spirit of God, give us 

wisdom. Triune God, may we know that you walk beside us 

at all times, good and bad. 
 

Merciful Father: accept these prayers for the sake of your 

Son our Saviour Jesus Christ. Amen 

Spike’s column 

Hello my lovely friends!  
 

I’m here again with some more 

useful suggestions on how to 

make the best of the lockdown. 
 

I have been 

supervising Mr 

Human in preparing 

the garden for 

summer. If you 

haven’t done so yet 

it’s not too late to 

plant some pretty flowers. If Mr H plants something I   

don’t like I just dig it up again!!  

But of course, not every day 

is sunny so I have been 

sorting out some of Mrs 

Human’s books for her. She 

has far too many.  “Christian 

Theology” – she’s never 

going to read that. 

I have been keeping 

busy with my 

Neighbourhood Watch 

Duties. People are very 

appreciative and I was 

recently invited to a 

barbeque. It was very nice 

but I think I had too many 

lemonades. So learn from 

my mistake and moderate 

your lemonade intake if you 

are celebrating with your 

neighbours, and of course 

maintain social distancing! 

 

My final tip this week is 

to think ahead. If you 

have a boiler to be 

serviced or electrical 

work to be done, now 

is the time so you’ll be 

all set for the winter. 
 

See you all next week! 

Love from Spike 

xxx 



 
 

 

 

Last Resort Risotto  

as created by Dilly Bradley 

The one remaining event of interest in the sameness of 

daily lockdown is the question “what is for the next 
meal?”. 
 

Almost tore my hair out until I learnt this was being 

asked in every household.  Now I laugh but the question 

is still “What?” In the last resort anything can go into a 
risotto.  Keeping the basic proportions for 4 people of 

8oz rice to 1-pint liquid anything can be added for taste 
and nutrition.  Just bear in mind what marries up with 

what.  It should technically be a bit sloppy and puddingy 
but give it a lift with trickle of chilli or flavoured oil over 

a serving on the plate. 

 

 
 

Basically: 

• Rice, pearl barley, pearled spelt, buckwheat (a pulse 
not a grain).  These can be partially substituted with 

amaranth or lentils. 

• Chicken, Bacon, cheese (add at the end), duck, 
turkey, prawns, cold smoked salmon 

• Onion/ garlic/shallots 

• Leeks, mushroom, carrots, frozen peas 

• 5 minutes before end of cooking broccoli, 

cauliflower, spinach, kale or asparagus blanched 

• Seasoning and spices to taste. 
 

A glass of Vermouth added when frying the onion and 

rice before adding the stock (water and stock cube) 
raises the stakes But: “Mummy you must not forget to 

add a couple of spoons of crème fraiche/sour cream 
(cream and lemon juice will do it) just before serving.” 
 

Just remember the 

salvation of 
alcohol not just for 

the cook but for 

the cooking too! 
 

 

Spike gets letters!

 
 

 
 

Answers to last week’s quiz 

1. B) Noah 

2. C) Genesis 
3. C) Daniel 

4. B) Gospels 

5. A) Amen.  
 

I bet everyone got all those right! 

Maureen 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From David Smart 

Reading last week of 

Maureen’s intention to record 

her life history prompted me to 

think of events in my own past 

particularly with Pentecost in 

mind and things that have 

taken me closer to God. 
 

My mind went back to when I 

was 19 (ah!) and a passion 

then was rock climbing. We used to go to Wales 

whenever we could, to Snowdonia but to the southern 

section entered on a mountain called ARAN FAWDDWY 

to a valley called CWM CYWARCH. 

 

 
 

Staffordshire Mountain club had a hut there called Bryn 

Hafod (look it up on the net there are some spectacular 

pictures). It was 1966 and this weekend we had 

intended to work on the mountain on the footpaths and 

cairns to help other people using the trails. 
 

Despite the weather, which was lousy, we still went up 

to do the work required and once we had got going the 

mist and low cloud was not too bad. As with all these 

things we lost track of time but as we were packing up 

the mist lifted and the departing clouds were ablaze 

colour until the sun appeared to take a final bow and 

disappear to the west behind CADER IDRIS. It 

immediately felt colder and grass which moments ago 

had been charged with gold now looked grey and 

haggard. 
 

Distant views were gone and our world was reduced to 

the length of a torch beam. We could all navigate but 

we knew we would have problems getting off the 

mountain. 

The stars were switching on one after the other as our 

creator had intended as we huddled around our maps 

like Mesolithic hunters must have done here 4000 years 

before. Having agreed the course we prayed for safe 

guidance and set off. 
 

As we walked the night was getting clearer and then 

the first meteor appeared, then another, then another, 

not in great numbers but it lightened our spirits.  
 

 
 

Between the sky and the torch light we were soon 

coming down the track to the hut - though still far 

below - and the other residents had turned on the 

lights to guide us in and then gone out to watch the 

astral show. 
 

We were told it was a Perseid meteor shower and it 

would be more spectacular in the early hours. You may 

recall that Perseids were linked to Saint Lawrence and 

were said to be sparks from his martyrdom. Anyway it 

cheered us coming off the mountain. 
 

We stood for a short while watching the heavens and 

as I stood I sensed the presence of the “Architect” who 

wills us to lift our heads above the mundane and 

worldly and meditate on the infinite and unfathomable 

and I glimpsed my place as a child of God, destined to 

stand at the summit of earth’s mountains and creation. 

Through us the universe has become conscious of itself 

and staring up into the sky I believe the Creator is 

conscious of me. 

 

The night sky, especially at Pentecost, is the most 

profound of revelations yet rarely do we stand in awe 

of it and its maker. 

 

David 


