Lectionary Readings for Sunday 2nd September 2012

Song of Solomon 2:8-13

The voice of my beloved! 

Look, he comes, 

leaping upon the mountains, 

bounding over the hills. 

My beloved is like a gazelle 

or a young stag. 

Look, there he stands 

behind our wall, 

gazing in at the windows, 

looking through the lattice. 

My beloved speaks and says to me: 

  

“Arise, my love, my fair one, 

and come away; 

for now the winter is past, 

the rain is over and gone. 

The flowers appear on the earth; 

the time of singing has come, 

and the voice of the turtledove 

is heard in our land. 

The fig tree puts forth its figs, 

and the vines are in blossom; 

they give forth fragrance. 

Arise, my love, my fair one, 

and come away.” 
Psalm 45:1-2, 7-10

1 My heart is stirring with a noble song;
let me recite what I have fashioned for the king; * 
my tongue shall be the pen of a skilled writer. 






                            2 You are the fairest of men; * 
grace flows from your lips, 
because God has blessed you for ever. 







                            7 Your throne, O God, endures for ever and ever, * 
a scepter of righteousness is the scepter of your kingdom; 
you love righteousness and hate iniquity. 






                            8 Therefore God, your God, has anointed you * 
with the oil of gladness above your fellows. 






                            9 All your garments are fragrant with myrrh, aloes, and cassia, * 
and the music of strings from ivory palaces makes you glad. 




                         10 Kings' daughters stand among the ladies of the court; * 
on your right hand is the queen, 
adorned with the gold of Ophir. 

James 1:17-25
Every good and perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father of the heavenly lights, who does not change like shifting shadows. He chose to give us birth through the word of truth, that we might be a kind of firstfruits of all he created.
My dear brothers and sisters, take note of this: Everyone should be quick to listen, slow to speak and slow to become angry, because human anger does not produce the righteousness that God desires. Therefore, get rid of all moral filth and the evil that is so prevalent and humbly accept the word planted in you, which can save you.

Do not merely listen to the word, and so deceive yourselves. Do what it says. Anyone who listens to the word but does not do what it says is like someone who looks at his face in a mirror and, after looking at himself, goes away and immediately forgets what he looks like. But whoever looks intently into the perfect law that gives freedom, and continues in it—not forgetting what they have heard, but doing it—they will be blessed in what they do.

Mark 7:1-8, 14-15
Now when the Pharisees and some of the scribes who had come from Jerusalem gathered around Jesus, they noticed that some of his disciples were eating with defiled hands, that is, without washing them. (For the Pharisees, and all the Jews, do not eat unless they thoroughly wash their hands, thus observing the tradition of the elders; and they do not eat anything from the market unless they wash it; and there are also many other traditions that they observe, the washing of cups, pots, and bronze kettles.) So the Pharisees and the scribes asked him, "Why do your disciples not live according to the tradition of the elders, but eat with defiled hands?" He said to them, "Isaiah prophesied rightly about you hypocrites, as it is written, 



       'This people honors me with their lips, 

        but their hearts are far from me; 

        in vain do they worship me, 

        teaching human precepts as doctrines.' 





      
        You abandon the commandment of God and hold to human tradition."

Then he called the crowd again and said to them, "Listen to me, all of you, and understand: there is nothing outside a person that by going in can defile, but the things that come out are what defile. 
Do we find it difficult to imagine that gratefulness could ever become our basic attitude toward life? In moments of surprise we catch at least a glimpse of the joy to which gratefulness opens the door. More than that--in moments of surprise we already have a foot in the door. 

There are some who claim not to know gratefulness. But is there anyone who never knew surprise? Does springtime not surprise us anew each year, or that expanse of the bay opening up as we come around the bend of the road? Is it not a surprise each time we drive that way?

We have to find our own, each one of us. No matter how often that cardinal comes for the cracked corn scattered on a rock for the birds in winter, it is a flash of surprise. I expect him. I've come to even know his favorite feeding times. I can hear him chirping long before he comes in sight. But when that red streak shoots down on the rock like lightning on Elijah's altar, I know what e.e. cummings means: "The eyes of my eyes are opened." 
Once we wake up in this way, we can strive to stay awake. Then we can allow ourselves to become more and more awakened. Waking up is a process.







     (From Gratefulness: the Heart of Prayer by Brother David Steindl-Rast)
