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Explorers Sunday school 
Trinity United Methodist Church 

Beaumont, Texas 
 

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

Color of the Season: green, for growing 
 

 
 

Epiphany:  
 

a flash of understanding  

in a prepared mind 
 

Sunday, January 24, 2021 
Text for today, Mark 1:14-20, The Message 

 
Jesus assembles his team – Simon Peter, Andrew, James, and John 

 

Lesson:  “On the Mend” 
 

 
 
 
After John was arrested, Jesus went to Galilee, preaching the message of God: 
“Time’s up! God’s kingdom is here. Change your life and believe in the message.” 
 
Passing along the beach of Lake Galilee, he saw Simon and his brother Andrew 
net-fishing. Fishing was their regular work. Jesus said to them, “Come with me. I’ll 
make a new kind of fisherman out of you. I’ll show you how to catch men and 
women instead of perch and bass.” They didn’t ask questions. They dropped their 
nets and followed. 
 
A dozen yards or so down the beach, he saw the brothers James and John, 
Zebedee’s sons. They were in a boat, mending their fishnets. Right off, he made 
them the same offer. Immediately, they left their father Zebedee, the boat, and the 
hired hands, and followed. 
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“Christ Calls His First Disciples”, part of a series by Lavers & Westlake firm, circa 1890’s, 
for Church of St. John the Evangelist, Gravesend on the Thames, County Kent, England 

 
 
Mend: verb 1a : to improve in manner or morals: REFORM  b : to set right: 
CORRECT c : to put into good shape or working order again : patch up :  REPAIR  
d : to restore to health : CURE 2 : to make amends or atonement for vt 1 : to 
improve morally : REFORM 2 : to become corrected or improved 3 : to improve in 
health; also : HEAL noun 1 : an act of mending : REPAIR  2 : A mended place – on 
the mend : IMPROVING 
 
Mend our nets, mend our mistakes … In human experience, mending and 
amending is the name of the game. James and John were repairing their nets. No 
doubt they were also critiquing their strategy, looking to improve their next time 
out on the lake. Their aim: to make a living in the framework of good Jewish lives.  
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Adjusting strategy:  At just under one, grandson Shep left crawling and started 
running. His game plan at fourteen months: “As for the danger out there, Mom and 
Dad will save me from what they can. As for the rest, what of it? Full speed ahead!” 
He wears a constant lump on his forehead.   
 
Shep has taken for his transition object several swaddling blankets. 45-inch muslin 
squares, they’re meant to immobilize a newborn, not be dragged around by a 
toddler.  But he adores them, he needs them. Often he clutches one in each hand 
as he charges through his days. You see the problem:  Entanglement. Impact.   
 
Shep’s father brought me one of these blankets. He proposed an experiment: Might 
his son accept a cut-down version?  We brought out the mending basket, the sharp 
shears my brother gave me, the sewing machine my mother gave me, my foggy 
memory of how to fill a bobbin …  



 4 

The subtle grid-pattern Providence wove into the muslin made for quick cutting. I 
machine-hemmed the raw sides. From one swaddling blanket … four dinner 
napkins! We laughed nervously, and crossed our fingers. 
 
When presented with the ‘napkins’, Shepard gave them a long, careful inspection.  
Size: Suspicious.  Pattern, feel, and smell: The same.  Accepted!  
 
Creative collaboration. Transition objects, slightly amended. Shepard’s lumpy 
brow, on the mend. Now we’re all happier.  For the moment.  One thing Shep will 
learn as he grows: The mending never ends. 
 

 
 

 
“And how can you mend a broken heart? 
How can you stop the rain from falling down?” 

Barry and Robin Gibbs 

 
 
Came news this week of the sudden death of a kinsman. A wife now widow, her 
heart broken and ours breaking for her.  Each morning since he died I think, “This 
is her first morning without him.  This is her first Sunday without him …” My own 
forty-year life as wife, I look at with different eyes.  I send a note. I stand by to send 
a meal. It seems little. But many are surrounding her with small mendings like 
mine. We’re all on the mend. 
 

 
 
 
“I want you woven into a tapestry of love.” 

Colossians 2:2 

 
Since the beginning of the pandemic, friends Jim and Isabelle have been uplifting 
an online group by means of a “Bird Art and Poetry Virus Vigil.”  Each and every 
day, for lo these many months, Isabelle has produced a painting, which Jim has 
companioned with commentary and a poem. A generous, creative way to reknit 
the raveled sleeve of community.  I love waking to it every morning. What life has 
torn, is on the mend. 
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On Day 304 (!!!) Jim gave us this gem:  “We help by being the person we wish 
others to be.”  

 
 
Take my hands, Lord Jesus, let them work for you;  
make them strong and gentle, kind in all I do.  
Let me watch you, Jesus, till I’m gentle, too,  
till my hands are kind hands, quick to work for you. 

Hymn #273 Jesus’ Hands, v. 2 
Words by Margaret Cropper, sung to old French melody “Au Clare de la Lune” 

 
Today is the day the Lord has made! Also the morning after MLK Service Day.  Lots 
of people across our country pitched in to mend what they could.  Among the 
notable projects:  a group spent three days removing more than 9,000 pounds of 
trash from the Tennessee River. Mostly plastic.  
 
Too many people live heedless, careless, reckless. Across a spectrum of magnitude, 
the mending never ends. 
 
Which may be said with a sigh.  On the other hand, with effort and Grace, Shep 
has a less injured brow, my kinswoman has a warm blanket of care around her torn 
heart, Isabelle and Jim are tending their circle, and the Tennessee River is breathing 
a little easier.  

 
 
 
Did I mention my husband’s shirt collars? (“Clothes worth wearing are worth 
repairing…”) 
 
Seems that one day they’re fine, the next the fabric has separated.  One shirt worth 
saving I brought to a seamstress. Could she “turn” the collar? (This, a term I got 
from old books.) She had never heard of turning a collar.  But when I worked with 
the shirt to illustrate, her face lit up, and she said, “Ah, take collar off, flip, turn 
other way, sew back!”  Which she did, beautifully.   
 
I am learning my limits: I can hem blankies, because it doesn’t matter if the stitches 
are a little wonky. But I hold Austin’s collars to a higher standard! 
 

“Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; prone to lose my train of thought.  
Here’s a shirt, Lord, take and mend it; make it look more like it ought.” 

with apologies to Robert Robinson, “Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing,” 1758 
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Mending, as we’ve said, occurs on a sliding scale of magnitude. Sewing basket or 
Covid ward, it all matters. Paraphrasing Jesus, “He who is faithful in a little will be 
given bigger challenges.” 
 
One challenge:  the persistence of the need.  As we’ve said about the unavoidable 
wearing away of things, the disarray and disappointments, the rips and ruptures: 
one sign of growing up is to accept that the mending never ends.   
 
There is a Hebrew term:  tekkun olam.  It means, to repair the world.  The world is 
broken and it keeps breaking.  We can fear that, resent that, rail against it, assign 
blame, demand that someone else fix it, invent one more hyper-management 
project,  buy more stuff, throw plastic in the river, boil over in rage, sink into 
despair …  
 
Or, we can each take our small assignment of tekkun olam.  
 
Given that mending is part of the picture and never ends, what is yours to do?   
 
What courage, what community, what Grace do you need to help you? 
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“Shalom, my friends. You have been selected!  
Tekkun olam.” 

 
What did Jesus see by the Lake of Galilee? Jesus saw four men at their regular work:  
Two brothers, casting their nets. Two more brothers, mending their nets.  
 
You might say he caught these four being what God intended people to be:  
Poised. Responsible. Purpose-driven.   
 
At any rate, he called them. 
 
Many words have been written and preached about the suddenness of the call, the 
instant dropping of nets and family ties, the alacrity in leaving all they knew, 
moving toward they knew not what.  Many a soul (count me in!) has shrunk from 
the prospect. Perhaps what’s required is simply to go deeper and more intentionally 
into the life you’ve already got? That can be adventure enough. 
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If you will, please go back and look at the stained glass scene at the beginning of 
this lesson.  In Mark’s quick-moving Chapter One, Jesus has just stood up from his 
baptism in Jordan, struggled forty days in the Judean wilderness, absorbed the blow 
of his cousin’s arrest, and now he’s taking the first vigorous steps of his ministry. 
From the fishing culture in which he lives, he’s nimbly gathering a team. 
 
Even in the stillness of the stained glass depiction, things are happening fast.  
 
Peter and Andrew are on shore with Jesus, having just agreed to follow him. Jesus is 
calling John, the beardless man with hands raised in prayer, and James, with the 
red halo, holding the net he’s in the midst of mending.  
 

 
 
Notice that their dad Zebedee and one of his employees also have haloes!!   
 
I suppose Zebedee gets a halo for rearing two sons to help him, and then after all 
that trouble, letting them go? And who knows about the employee, what his story 
was?  Surely witnesses get haloes, too?  This is where the input of an in-person 
class would really help!! 
 
I take comfort and a smile from Robert Louis Stevenson’s idea that the saints are the 
sinners who keep on trying. Angels with skinned knees and crooked haloes. Angels 
on the mend? 
 
Notice the vivid colors, the tree, the pebbles on the shore, the still waters of 
Galilee.  From first sight I was eager to share this scene with you.  
 
But wait, there’s more!  This stained glass window “lives” in the Church of St. John 
the Evangelist, in Gravesend, County of Kent, England.  Another water-based 
community, from way back!   
 
Beckoned by their window-account of today’s gospel text, I went to their website. 
Among the handful of pictures I found was their altar. It has the look of a gnarly 
tree holding up a wooden tabletop.   
 
Something new to explore! 
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Little dreaming they would reply, I emailed the church, inquiring about the altar. 
Within a day, parish secretary Teresa Potter replied. (What else would an English 
parish secretary be called but Potter??)   She thanked me for my kind interest and 
attached a “leaflet” about the sanctuary furnishings.  With full heart I offer my 
findings, part of which you may have already guessed if you have sharper eyes than 
mine: 
 
The altar is the work of sculptor Michael Casey, Irishman. The wood is bog yew, 
carbon dated to over 4,500 years old. When taken from the bog, the wood has to 
dry out for a number of years, then spend six months in a kiln.  By then it’s so hard 
as to be virtually fossilized.  Now, the sculptor can work it.   
 
Here’s the part that brings me to tears: What I took for a tree is actually the 
crucified Christ, holding up the table. Crowned with thorns, he’s on one knee and 
rising. Strong, determined, his outstretched arms “supporting the altar on which we 
place our prayers and offerings. So we have the Last Supper and Calvary in one.” 
 
And so his followers are called to bear good fruit while bearing the weight of the 
world. 



 10 

Below is a better picture of the altar, and more of the leaflet language: 
 

 
Turning (as we must) from church furniture to the national and international scene 
in Year of our Lord 2021:  The problems and ruptured social bonds overflowing our 
mending basket are well nigh overwhelming. In response,  
 

“We must trust that the one who has called us into this present moment 
will also sustain us and lead us through it.”  

– Richard Rohr 

 
We owe it to life to be ever on the mend.  Mend the hurting, mend our ways.  
Mend through violence? Doesn’t work.  Mend through restoring? That’s the way 
Jesus taught. What that means for our day, I really don’t know. But we’d better 
figure it out. 
 
It is our bracing and challenging privilege as children of the Most High to discern 
our part of the mending, to connect with like-hearted others and keep at it as if 
God is counting on us.  

 

THE ALTAR AND FURNISHINGS 
 
Our altar and furnishings have been 
sculpted by the renowned Irish Bog Wood 
Sculptor Michael Casey. 
 
The wood is bog yew and is carbon dated 
to be over 4,500 years old. 
 
When this type of wood is taken from the 
bog it is saturated with water, so it takes a 
number of years for it to dry out. It then 
spends six months in a kiln before it can 
be used. By this process, it becomes so 
hard that Michael says it is really 
fossilised. You can actually see the colour 
of the heather staining the wood. 
 
The most spectacular and most important 
piece is the altar. 
 
 
THE ALTAR 
 

 

The altar table and support are two 
separate pieces. If you stand a little distant 
from the altar, you can discern the figure of 
the crucified Christ holding up the table. 
 
You can see the bowed head of Christ 
crowned with thorns. Christ is on one knee 
and arising. His strength and 
determination can be seen in the way His 
arms are outstretched and supporting the 
altar on which we place our prayers and 
offerings. So we have the Last Supper and 
Calvary in one. 
 
THE BAPTISMAL FONT 
 

 
The baptismal font represents the figure of 
Mother Church welcoming the newly 
baptised child with a motherly hug. The 
bowl is solid bronze. 

THE LECTERN 
 

 
 
The lectern represents the tree of 
knowledge from which we hear the Good 
News. Book supports are at different 
heights to accommodate taller and shorter 
readers. 
 
There are fourteen pieces in all: the altar; 
baptismal font; lectern; credence table; 
presidential chair; four concelebration 
chairs; the paschal candle holder; the 
processional cross; book stand; candle 
holder and eucharistic tray. Not just works 
of art, but very practical liturgical furniture. 
 
The relics encased in our altar are those of 
St. Thomas of Canterbury and the Blessed 
Edmund Rice. 
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BTW, the February prayer guide “One Open Window” is now available on Trinity’s 
website and will be on tables in the Narthex this Sunday.   
 
Hope you find it useful. Hope it offers some room to breathe, to grow in wisdom 
and stature—the proper aims of a human, on the mend. 
 

 https://trinityumcbeaumont.org/monthlyprayercalendar 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Amen and fresh breezes from 
 

Phoebe 


