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Psalm 19 

The heavens are telling the glory of God; and the firmament proclaims his handiwork.  

Day to day pours forth speech, and night to night declares knowledge.  

There is no speech, nor are there words; their voice is not heard;  

yet their voice goes out through all the earth, and their words to the end of the world. In the heavens he has set a tent for the sun,  

which comes out like a bridegroom from his wedding canopy, and like a strong man runs its course with joy.  

Its rising is from the end of the heavens, and its circuit to the end of them; and nothing is hid from its heat.  

The law of the Lord is perfect, reviving the soul; the decrees of the Lord are sure, making wise the simple;  

the precepts of the Lord are right, rejoicing the heart; the commandment of the Lord is clear, enlightening the eyes;  

the fear of the Lord is pure, enduring forever; the ordinances of the Lord are true and righteous altogether.  

More to be desired are they than gold, even much fine gold; sweeter also than honey, and drippings of the honeycomb.  

Moreover by them is your servant warned; in keeping them there is great reward.  

But who can detect their errors? Clear me from hidden faults.  

Keep back your servant also from the insolent; do not let them have dominion over me. Then I shall be blameless, and innocent of 

great transgression.  

Let the words of my mouth and the meditation of my heart be acceptable to you, O Lord, my rock and my redeemer.  

 

Mark 8:27-38 
27

Jesus went on with his disciples to the villages of Caesarea Philippi; and on the way he asked his disciples, “Who do people say that 

I am?” 
28

And they answered him, “John the Baptist; and others, Elijah; and still others, one of the prophets.” 
29

He asked them, “But 

who do you say that I am?” Peter answered him, “You are the Messiah.” 
30

And he sternly ordered them not to tell anyone about him.  

 
31

Then he began to teach them that the Son of Man must undergo great suffering, and be rejected by the elders, the chief priests, and 

the scribes, and be killed, and after three days rise again. 
32

He said all this quite openly. And Peter took him aside and began to 

rebuke him. 
33

But turning and looking at his disciples, he rebuked Peter and said, “Get behind me, Satan! For you are setting your 

mind not on divine things but on human things.”  

 
34

He called the crowd with his disciples, and said to them, “If any want to become my followers, let them deny themselves and take up 

their cross and follow me. 
35

For those who want to save their life will lose it, and those who lose their life for my sake, and for the 

sake of the gospel, will save it. 
36

For what will it profit them to gain the whole world and forfeit their life? 
37

Indeed, what can they give 

in return for their life? 
38

Those who are ashamed of me and of my words in this adulterous and sinful generation, of them the Son of 

Man will also be ashamed when he comes in the glory of his Father with the holy angels.”  

 

I 

For some reason I love to watch the sky. I love weather- thunderstorms especially. The clouds are fascinating, 

the lightening is exciting, and the rain is luxurious. Snow and sleet and hail and anything else that falls from the 

sky makes any day better for me.  

 

The best thing about the sky, though, is the stars. When I lived in Utah my little town was at an altitude of 6000 

feet. There was no air pollution and the sky was clear almost every night. I could lay out on the lawn and look 

up at more stars than I had ever seen. The Milky Way, the constellations, the planets, the moon all seemed close 

enough that I could run my fingers through them. And we could even watch satellites and the Skylab space 

station as they quietly floated by doing their work.  

 

Walking outside at night was a spiritual experience. With our corner of the galaxy on display so beautifully and 

so regularly, I felt astonishment, wonder, and awe on an almost daily basis. Just by looking up. 

 

The Psalmist says, “The heavens are telling the glory of God; and the firmament proclaims God’s handiwork.” I 

know what that means. My love affair with the sky constantly challenges me to praise the incredible power and 

wisdom that created such a spectacle.  

 



This is called transcendence- the realization that there is something greater than you, something beyond you, 

something that you may not completely understand or be able to relate to. There is a boundary between you and 

the transcendent that you cannot cross on your own. 

 

I often wonder if living in this part of the country with so much light pollution and so few stars that can be seen 

at night, I wonder if we are spiritually poorer for it. We don’t see very much beyond ourselves. We do see 

bridges and tunnels and skyscrapers by the dozen. We can be pretty impressed with ourselves, being builders of 

this great metropolis. Would a regular, unobstructed view of the heavens remind us of who we are and who we 

aren’t? Do we miss the wonder of creation a little, and the transcendence of a creator, when the sky is so 

opaque?  

 

“God is great,” nature can say to us. Our creator is powerful and orderly, but nature can’t say much more. 

 

II  

So God pulls back the curtain and gives us Jesus, saying, “Get to know him, and you’ll get to know me.” The 

transcendent God who is hard for us to connect with, who flings stars across the sky, comes down to earth, 

revealing much more clearly what it is that makes God tick. 

 

We could have known that if we had remembered another psalm that says;  

GOD, my shepherd! 

    I don’t need a thing. 

You have bedded me down in lush meadows, 

    you find me quiet pools to drink from. 

True to your word, 

    you let me catch my breath 

    and send me in the right direction. 

Even when the way goes through 

    Death Valley, 

I’m not afraid 

    when you walk at my side. 

Your trusty shepherd’s crook 

    makes me feel secure.  Psalm 23, The Message  

 
The 23

rd
 psalm, whatever version we know, reminds us that God is not only a Creator, but also a Sustainer, a 

God who travels with us wherever we go. God is great, but God is close, too. 

 
Jesus is the face of our God who heals and forgives, and feeds and teaches. The great power of a transcendent 

God is embodied in this special, human life that aims to raise up the lowly and put down the proud, to free the 

oppressed and bring peace to the brokenhearted.  A powerful, creator God could do that, maybe even should do 

that, so we think. 

 

God has the power to wipe out dictators who kill their own people. A Creator who puts planets just so around 

their stars has the muscle to stamp out racism and sexism and any other “ism” you want to name. Our God is a 

great God. 

 

Then Jesus pulls back the curtain a little more, saying, ‘I will suffer, and be rejected, and be killed, and after 

three days rise again.’ That’s how the transcendent creator of the universe is going to transform the world—

through suffering and dying and being raised. 

 



Peter is shocked by this. We are shocked by this. Suffering? Dying? That’s where God plans to meet us, 

embrace us, change us?  

 

We are so much more ready to fight and battle to change the world. We will assert our rights and claim our 

liberties. We just want to give God the glory. 

 

But Jesus says, get out of the way. Watch and then do likewise. Pick up your cross, too. 

 

III 

Peter didn’t get it. We don’t either, most of us.  

Peter didn’t want it that way. And neither do we, if we’re honest. 

 

God is beyond us. And yet God is with us. 

God is powerful. And yet God suffers and dies for us. 

 

Maybe this place is the right place to ponder the questions and doubts and faith that we carry. Here we take up 

bread and grapes, given to us by our great and good Creator. They are no less amazing than the stars in the night 

sky. We don’t create this food, we accept it from the One who made it. 

 

And here we meet Jesus who fed this same meal to his disciples as he washed their feet, the night before he 

suffered and died to save them. It is in losing life that life is found, he said.  

 

That confused Peter. It confuses us. 

 

But if Jesus has your attention, if his divine power and his human suffering, his unearthly wisdom and his 

shared  humanity, astonish you or confound you, call you or perhaps repel you, then this is a good place to be to 

encounter him-- in the breaking of the bread. Bring your questions. Bring your doubts. Bring your praise and 

your awe.  

 

There’s room here for us all, not to settle down, but to be amazed and challenged and saved and loved and 

changed.  

 

Come, our great and loving God has prepared this table to be with you. 


