
Thought for the Day Psalm 116, Mark 8: 27-38 

 This weekend marks the 20 anniversary of the attacks on the 

World Trade Centre, the Pentagon and in Pennsylvania.  Nearly 3000 

lives were lost, including 67 British people, and so this day is marked 

around the world.   

 Some do so at memorial services, some in the memorial gardens, 

at ground zero, in London and elsewhere.  Some at home quietly, others 

in the majesty of the mountains, or by still waters. 

 It’s a time to remember and to reflect, to mourn.  Some will be 

thinking why her, why him, why them? Some will remember the relief of 

learning that their loved one was spared.  Some will still feel guilty, why 

not me?  Why was my life spared when my brothers, sisters, friends 

were not?  

 I can remember watching the destruction of the twin towers, having 
spent the day closeted away from the outside world in all day 
“emergency” meeting in a room with no windows. The first I knew of it 
was picking up my car from the garage and wondering why they were 
showing a disaster movie. I then realised this was real. This was life 
imitating art, in the most appalling manner. I remember my husband’s 
relief when friends from America emailed to say they and their loved 
ones were safe. 

 I was in London on 7 July 2005, the day of the London bombings. I 
can remember the distress of my colleagues as the news unfolded, and 
some of us due to be at our meeting weren’t there. It turned out we were 
the lucky ones. No-one from our organisation was hurt. The journey 
back to Wales, in two taxis was surreal.  I remember reflecting on how 
and why over 100 of us were all spared.  It felt like a miracle. In the days 
and weeks that passed I do remember thinking why them and why not 
me?  

  It’s natural that when we are hurting or grieving that we may want 
to pay others back for the hurt they have inflicted, or turn our anger on 
ourselves and our unworthiness to be spared.  Our readings from the 
psalms and the gospel according to Mark can help us overcome these 
feelings.  

 The theme of deliverance from death in psalm 116 is very 
appropriate for this weekend. Verse 3 tells us, “the snares of death 
encompassed me; the pains of hell took hold of me: by grief and sorrow 



was I held. Then I called upon the name of the Lord: ‘O Lord, I beg you, 
deliver my soul.”  

 It’s a psalm often said on Maundy Thursday in Holy Week, when 
we remember Jesus’ last meal with his disciples in the context of 
Passover.  When we read Psalm 116 on Maundy Thursday the psalm’s 
celebration of deliverance from death takes on a unique character. It is 
not read as testimony to what God has done in the past so much as it 
gives hope for deliverance in the future. The psalm’s images of death 
now apply to the coming suffering of Jesus. The celebration after 
deliverance draws us into the suffering of Jesus as his offering to God 
and to us. Jesus himself has become a sacrifice and we now benefit 
from his faithfulness to God.  It gives us hope. 

 In the gospel reading, which is mid-way through Mark, Jesus 
reveals for the first time to his disciples that he will face, rejection, 
ridicule, death and resurrection.  Peter’s response is very human.  He 
rebukes Jesus and says this can’t be the way it will be, our Messiah 
cannot be rejected and killed.  Peter loves Jesus and cannot bear the 
thought of losing him.  After all the work they have put in together, it’s 
just too hard to bear. Jesus puts Peter straight.  It’s not for us to think of 
him in human terms, we must focus on the divine, we must follow him 
and take up the cross.  That’s not easy and it’s not meant to be.  Jesus 
speaks of us losing our lives for his sake, and for the sake of the gospel.  

 Taking up our cross means being willing to suffer the 
consequences of following Jesus faithfully, whatever those 
consequences might be. It means putting Jesus’ priorities and purposes 
ahead of our own comfort or security. It means being willing to lose our 
lives by spending them for others. Using our time, resources, gifts, and 
energy so that others might experience God’s love made known in Jesus 
Christ. 

 At the same time as we remember and mourn this weekend, there 
is also hope today.  The first Afghan refugees have arrived in Cardiff, 
they are relieved and happy in their accommodation.  It may be 
temporary but it is good. Over the coming weeks and months, more will 
join them, will join us to begin new lives amongst us.  I hope and pray 
that they will be welcomed and loved by all they encounter. Our God is a 
God of truth, justice and love. Let us show our Christian faith by offering 
others our truth, our justice and our love.  

 


