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Explorer Sunday school 
Trinity United Methodist Church 

Beaumont, Texas 
 

Season After Epiphany (January 6 – Ash Wednesday, February 17) 
 

Sunday, January 10, 2021 
Text for today, Genesis 1:1-5 

 

Evening and Morning, First Day 
 
 

You know you don’t know the whole mystery.  
But even one little peek into one little corner of the mystery is more than enough. 

 
- Richard Rohr - 

 
 
When we are fully alert in spirit, mind, and body, we are more than we imagine and can 
accomplish more than we suppose. Moments of awareness occur as a dawning of meaning, when 
the familiar suddenly becomes infused with new insights or unfamiliar ideas merge with the 
wellspring of experiences and beliefs that pervade human consciousness. Such occasions feel like 
personal discoveries. While in the midst of an epiphany, folks inevitably apply the term “discovery” 
to lands, people, and ideas that have always been present. We use the language of strange and alien 
sightings when the more accurate statement would be, “Eureka! I have just awakened to a long-
standing reality that an inner unveiling has finally allowed me to see.” . . .  An awakening is 
necessary to reconnect us to our origins and one another.  
 

- Barbara A. Holmes - 
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Scene: Campsite in Canaan. One dark night.  
 
Players: Hebrews, huddled around a fire.  
 
Action:  Just beyond their circle of light, a leopard clears its throat, then begins to 
hum sweetly—like a saw ripping through wood. Everyone freezes. 
 
Helpful voiceover #1: 
 

“Everyone who goes out from there shall be torn in pieces.”  [Jeremiah 5:6] 
  
Helpful voiceover #2: 
 

“If called by a panther, don’t anther.” [Ogden Nash, 20th century] 
 
The leopard continues her “sawing”, out there in the night.  At least they can hear 
her. It’s when you hear nothing that you have to worry.  Leopards are creepers. 
Also, they can run up to 36 miles per hour. The Hebrews draw closer to the fire.  
Someone asks their poet: 
 

“Tell us a story. Something to put the heart back in us.”  
 
She thinks for a moment, then replies: 
 

“When God began to create heaven and earth, and the earth then was 

welter and waste and darkness over the deep and God’s breath hovering 

over the waters, God said, “Let there be light.” And there was light. And 

God saw the light, that it was good, and God divided the light from the 

darkness. And God called the light Day, and the darkness He called Night. 

And it was evening and it was morning, first day.”  

 
Predictions and proverbs have their place. But sometimes (often) what we need the 
most is a story. By the power of narrative, the Hebrew poet calls her companions 
from ‘welter and waste and darkness’ back to the Light of their life as human 
beings:  However overwhelming the fear and despair, however long the darkness of 
not knowing, there is Presence: Hovering, breathing, naming, loving.  
 
“When God began to create …” A story to give our hearts to—as long as we don’t 
strangle it with literalism. When we allow a story to be a story—when we allow it 
to penetrate our defenses and touch us where we’re afraid and hurting—Good 
News! A knot inside seems to loosen. We find that we’re relaxing, at least a little. 
Sweet consciousness dawns: we’re safe in the arms of Mystery.  
 
In those arms, we find breathing room, and just enough courage. 
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This week I circled back to a book by Jacob Needleman called Lost Christianity: A 
Journey of Rediscovery to the Centre of the Christian Experience.  Among his many 
interesting thoughts is this one:   
 

Deep in man, at the core of his being, there exists the need for experiences 
of truth. Around this need everything else in him is arranged like planets 
around the sun. 

 
Planets around the sun! Maybe that explains why so many souls were outside on 
Winter Solstice 2020, just after sunset, binoculars and telescopes trained on the 
conjunction of Jupiter and Saturn. I myself enjoyed the experience immensely, all 
the more for imagining a certain oddball moon at Saturn’s outer edge. But that’s my 
smile. What truth did you see? 
 

 
 

* * * 
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Some experiences of truth are more agreeable than others.   
Naturally I prefer the agreeable ones.  
There have been others I would like to un-see,  
so I could stay in my reality-bubble, unchanged.   
 
What if preference is not the point?  
What if it doesn’t matter in the least what I “like”?  
What if my aim as a human is to grow in capacity to hold it all,  
as I ask of each the crucial question:   
 
Where is God in this? What can it teach me? 
 
 
 

* * * 
 

 
5:30 a.m. New day.  (First day?)  
Deep silence, velvet darkness.   
In the lamplight, I am listlessly making a list.   
(Sometimes discipline is all that holds us.) 
 
Suddenly, an outburst of song.  
Veiled the singer, but I know him:  crimson crest, black mask, piercing eyes.   
Notes pour from his seed-crunching mandibles.  
At such an hour, why?? 
 
The song abruptly stops. 
Deep silence, velvet darkness. 
Discipline still holds.  
Only now I’m smiling. 
Better balanced, better arranged. 
Like prodigal planets, returning to their place. 
 
Dear Northern Cardinal,  
 

Thank you for the song. A very merry woit woit woit chew chew chew chew to you too! 
 

Gratefully yours, 
Eastern Phoebe 

 



 5 

 
 

* * * 
 

Mid-morning I spy a nondescript bird on the birdbath.  Experience has taught me 
that ‘nondescript’ is an invitation to closer observation. Sure enough, a splash of 
sunshine, just above its tail. Yellow-rumped warbler. Let there be light!  

 

 
 

image by Steve Russell, taken at Anahuac NWR 
 

* * * 
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Some lessons ago I shared a painting of a downy woodpecker, by Carol Blakney: 
 

 
 
Soon after I posted the lesson, a fellow Explorer texted that he’s discovered 
something interesting in this painting, a copy of which has long hung on his wall, 
and which he’s now looking at with new eyes. He said he would ‘say more’ in the 
New Year. Hmmm. He’s a person who knows his birds—maybe he has an issue 
with Carol’s depiction of a downy woodpecker? It seems accurate to me. Guess I’ll 
just have to wait for the unveiling. 
 
But why the delay? (There’s a question for the ages!)  Whatever his reason, come 
first week of the new year, the very day of cardinal and warbler, he kept his 
promise and called me. Turns out his interest lies not in the bird but in the 
background.  In the background, hiding in plain sight, for those with eyes to see! 
 
Quoth our Explorer,  
 

“The sky appears to be a photomicrograph of normal neuroendocrine 
glandular tissue the nature of which requires magnification to appreciate. 
Neuroendocrine glands mainly produce the many hormones which 
regulate our physiology, think blood pressure, metabolism, sex etc. The 
pattern in the print is reminiscent of portions of the human pituitary 
and adrenal glands … The pattern is strands of uniform small cells which 
are encased by a single layer of cells with better defined cell membranes 
and pigment on the side that is adjacent to vascular channels …” 
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And all this time I thought the woodpecker was in awe of the snow!  My 
astonishment is matched only by my delight—that my friend perceived this, that I 
don’t have to understand it, that there are artists, poets and scientists, that there can 
and ought to be a community of shared unveilings, that the picture is now much 
bigger than it was.  
 
A cardinal, a warbler, a medical doctor. All showing up on the same day, as if magi 
bearing gifts.  How long have they been traveling together? 
 
Let it also be mentioned that my enchanting granddaughter turned three on New 
Year’s Day. I’m taking enormous delight in observing her progress. The conjunction 
in her of serious aim and mischievous twinkle are captivating. Then there’s her 
small brother, just turned one, he of the merry eyes and running feet …  
 
“And there was evening and there was morning, first day …” 
 

 
Happy Epiphany from your friend 

Phoebe 

 


