
   THE BACK OF THE BULLETIN 
 

The Mountain of the Lord
I’m a great lover of mountains. My favourites 
are the Dolomites in NE Italy, because I know 
of no others that surpass them in nobility and 
grandeur. Here is a landscape that is 
dramatic and overwhelming; you can feel as 
if you’ve learned humility by standing before 
them. To me, they instantly evoke God the 
Creator; I can’t see them without praying. 
 
Let Us Go Up 
It’s a youthful idea to climb a mountain, and 
it takes a lot of courage and a confidence in 
your stamina and resourcefulness. I only 
know small climbs, and of course climbs in 
cars and cable-cars. But there’s still a bit left, 
even when you’ve driven to a high pass in the 
Dolomites, of an expedition. The roads are 
winding and steep, and the car labours to 
ascend; and reaching the valico, the high 
point of an Alpine pass, is always a moment 
to stop and look around; if you can go up a 
ski-lift to the top of a peak, all the better. 
 
A Vision Of Blue 
The most exciting thing is the shock of blue 
light, in which the amazing views you can see 
are bathed.  There is a feeling of clarity, of 
simplicity.  You get a notion that the life you 
live in the plain is too complicated, that you 
have become over-sophisticated. I’m certain 
that the reduced oxygen at four thousand 
metres does something to help. 
  
Where You Can Meet God 
The risen Jesus met his disciples on top of a 
mountain; on the mountain top he had been 
tempted, on a high mountain he had been 
transfigured. Clearly when we climb a 
mountain we are sharing something with 
Jesus. And the first Scripture of the new year 
is calling us to do it: Come. let us go up to the 
mountain of our God. You don’t have to buy 
a ticket to Bolzano; it’s spiritual. You have to 
go up in your mind, and seek God in your 
own high places, the peaks of your own inner 
world. It isn’t all beauty and joy; Hopkins SJ 
wrote: O, the mind, mind has mountains: 
cliffs of fall Frightful, sheer, no-man-
fathomed. Hold them cheap May who ne’er 
hung there. Although these crags of the mind 
are dreadful, I am grateful that I have hung 
there like him, and that I can’t hold them 
cheap when I listen to others who are lost in 
their wild loneliness.  Fr Hopkins was a most 
sensitive man, whose palate was capable of 

the uttermost joy; but it was at the risk of the 
uttermost grief, which he endured when the 
affliction of the world smashed his defences 
and darkened his mind. He loved the world 
greatly, and this laid him open to its sorrow 
too. I doubt if the Church would ever see its 
way to canonise him, but he is a saint to me, 
and I am sure he is a saint to God. He met 
God in the high places, and his throne was in 
the pillar of the cloud; but he knew the 
depths of human pain, and was faithful there 
as well.  
 
To Be Tested, To Be Enthralled 
We are at another threshold, the beginning of 
a new year. It’s a time to be invited forward, 
to commit ourselves once more to the glory 
and the fear of God. Stand ready, says the 
Gospel, stand ready for the flood, for the 
thief in the night; be human, that is, stand 
ready for death as well as for life, for 
darkness as well as dawning. For most of us, 
in this lowland Diocese of ours, the very 
name of mountain involves a long journey. I 
love the entry into the foothills, which usually 
only involves the sight of moderate hills; little 
by little the valleys close around us, and the 
sky becomes narrow, the light restricted, the 
road winding and difficult. But there comes a 
moment (and I know exactly where it is on 
my favourite road into the Dolomites) when 
suddenly we are confronted with the massive 
bulk of a true giant, a rock-faced titan whose 
hugeness lifts us into another realm of scale 
and vision.  So with our lives: we get used to 
the ordinary relationships about us, from 
which little is to feared, but little enough 
expected; so that we come to believe that 
there’s little to be expected from any 
relationship. Our faith can be deadened by 
such a drear outlook. Its heart is an 
encounter with God; and this must transform 
us totally. It therefore becomes us to look out 
for other transforming meetings, with the 
people God has made in his image and 
likeness. It’s excellent practice for the 
moment when we will meet him face to face; 
but even more, the seeking of his face in 
others makes him visible not only to us who 
seek him, but to all who meet us. God has 
shown us his face, and sent us his Spirit to 
guide us to him in our workaday lives. So let 
our lives not be the lives of slaves, rooted to 
the spot, unfree, shackled. Let us seek him 
this new year - and find him!              Fr Philip 


