SACRED PLACES

Kent SGM
Let’s introduce ourselves by just saying our names.  In this first session, we will add some program logistics to our usual format. 

Words for Gathering:


When despair for the world grows in me and I wake in the night at the least sound in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be, I go and lie down where the wood drake rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.


I come into the peace of wild things who do not tax their lives with forethought of grief.  I come into the presence of still water.  And I feel above me the day-blind stars waiting with their light.  For a time I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.









Wendell Berry

Sitting in Stillness:
As we prepare to create and enter a sacred space, let us take a moment to sit in silence together.  

Checking-in:
Please light a candle and tell us what has been happening in your life.  The group will listen with care, but without comment; please feel free to offer support after the group meeting. If you like, you may light your candle in silence.

Theme for Reflection:


“There are places I remember, all my life…” 










Lennon/McCartney

We need the tonic of wildness — to wade sometimes in marshes where the bittern and the meadow-hen lurk, and hear the booming of the snipe; to smell the whispering sedge where only some wilder and more solitary fowl builds her nest, and the mink crawls with its belly close to the ground. At the same time that we are earnest to explore and learn all things, we require that all things be mysterious and unexplorable, that land and sea be infinitely wild, unsurveyed and unfathomed by us because unfathomable. We can never have enough of nature. We must be refreshed by the sight of inexhaustible vigor, vast and titanic features, the sea-coast with its wrecks, the wilderness with its living and its decaying trees, the thunder-cloud, and the rain which lasts three weeks and produces freshets. We need to witness our own limits transgressed, and some life pasturing freely where we never wander.”

Henry D. Thoreau Walden
My family’s favorite place to view the sunset is a place where the westbound highway meets the main commercial artery of our suburban city. There is a vast expanse of parking lot between the mammoth supermarket and the monstrous home improvement store. It is one deeply unholy place, with miles of sprawling strip malls as far as the eye can see, and farther. Yet more than once, on leaving the store, I have all but fallen to my knees there because the sunsets are astonishing, and on evenings when the full moon rises, they are breathtaking. 

What makes a place a holy place? How much is what is there, and how much is what we bring or what we choose to see? How I’ve been told that this parking lot is set upon a hill that not so long ago—perhaps 150 years ago—was in fact a sacred site of the native peoples living on this land, a stopping place between one great river and another. A few remember that there was an ancient stand of oaks up here. It is known that the sun went down, and heaven and prairie were engulfed each night in flames. It is known that the moon came up in splendor.

Beneath the pavement, earth remembers. Everything—every thing—is gathered in, for it is known, it is remembered, that the holy holds all weeping as well as all celebration, all desecration as well as all tenderness. Every thing is gathered in. How could a place once sacred at once be rendered otherwise?

Victoria Safford, “Subversive Suburban Soul”

Discussion Questions:
In responding to the following questions, know that they are your launching ground. Respond to the questions that speak to you personally or, if you’d rather, comment on the readings.

We all have places that have been important in our lives, and that remain significant in our memories. Recall a special or sacred place, and reflect on its importance in your life including, as much as possible, those details that make the memory rich.



How did or do you feel when you were or are there?



What do you suppose made that happen for you?



Is there a way to recapture those feelings when you are not there?

Closing Reflections:



Please tell us what you liked and what you wish might have been different about this meeting.
Words for Parting:
We shall not cease from exploration

and the end of all our exploring

will be to arrive where we started

and know the place for the first time.




T.S.Eliot

Extinguish Candles
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