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A handful of individuals from All Angels' extended community gathered
virtually on the first two weekends of Lent to reflect on the Lord's Passion
and Resurrection through the the tools of creative writing. Our guides,
Renée Ehle and Rebecca Fraser, facilitated a pair of workshops that
beautifully combined artistic creation with spiritual practice, and this
booklet is an extension of those profound sessions.
As a workshop participant myself, I was nourished not only by the process
of writing but also by sharing that process with others whose scriptural
engagements and creative perspectives enriched my own. That's why I am
delighted to share their reflections with you in the form of this devotional
booklet.
The booklet is organized simply: a Gospel lesson is presented for each of
the eight days of Holy Week through Easter Sunday and is followed by one
or two pieces of creative writing responding to the lesson.
May these writings from our church community nourish you on your
journey with the Lord Jesus this Holy Week and Eastertide.
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APRIL 10

PALM
SUNDAY
LUKE 19:29-40
As he approached Bethphage and Bethany at the hill called the Mount of
Olives, he sent two of his disciples, saying to them, “Go to the village ahead
of you, and as you enter it, you will find a colt tied there, which no one has
ever ridden. Untie it and bring it here. If anyone asks you, ‘Why are you
untying it?’ say, ‘The Lord needs it.’”
Those who were sent ahead went and found it just as he had told them. As
they were untying the colt, its owners asked them, “Why are you untying
the colt?”
They replied, “The Lord needs it.”
They brought it to Jesus, threw their cloaks on the colt and put Jesus on it.
As he went along, people spread their cloaks on the road.
When he came near the place where the road goes down the Mount of
Olives, the whole crowd of disciples began joyfully to praise God in loud
voices for all the miracles they had seen:
“Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord!”
“Peace in heaven and glory in the highest!”
Some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to Jesus, “Teacher, rebuke your
disciples!”
“I tell you,” he replied, “if they keep quiet, the stones will cry out.”
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Paul Johnson

PHARASAIC GATE

The city walls have twelve strong sturdy gates.
We watched in dread the small parade progress
Toward our city as the crowd awaits
To shout and fawn at Him who did transgress
The Law and all that holds our faith within.
He’s known for miracles and parables;
And followers from all varieties of Sin.
Should we accept his Kingship as do these fools?
Or close the gates and never let Him in?
Our voices tried to overcome the din:
“Rebuke them, Sir. Rebuke their shouts of shame!”
And through our gate He rode by all the same.
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Paul Johnson

THE FEET OF HIM
I went to untie the colt. The man asked me why I was untying it and I said what
I was told to say. That was enough. He waved me on.
The day was quickly growing warmer, as it often does in spring. While we made
our way up the hill, leading this young donkey, I recalled how much bread we
collected on a different hillside.
I remembered sorting a huge catch of fish, once the fishermen were able to
drag their nets ashore. There were so many, we had to give away most of the
catch. Then he told those men about being fishers. “Behold, I will send for many
fishers, saith the Lord, and they shall fish them.”
And then the other day, I saw a man like a latter-day Job walk out of his own
tomb. I watched them take his shroud from around him and untie the napkin
from under his jaw. “I know that thou canst do every thing, and that no
thought can be withholden from thee.”
And I remembered what we were told to say today: “The Lord has need of it.”
The day was growing warm. The sun was climbing to its height in the sky, so we
lay our cloaks upon the colt while we trudged. As we passed the Mount of
Olives, I remembered something else he said: “O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou
that killest the prophets, and stonest them which are sent unto thee, how often
would I have gathered thy children together, even as a hen gathereth her
chickens under her wings, and ye would not!”
Why such grief? Was this not a happy day?
At last, we came to Y’shua Messiah, standing with Peter and the others. Peter
asked us to help the Rabbi onto the donkey. We didn’t bother to remove our
cloaks. They provided a saddle-blanket for him.
But as we placed him on the back of the animal, I smelled perfume. Rich, heavy
perfume. It came from the Master’s feet. “How beautiful upon the mountains
are the feet of him that bringeth good tidings, that publisheth peace; … that
publisheth salvation; that saith unto Zion, Thy God reigneth!”
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Peter led the group down the road, past the Mount of Olives. They sang as they
went: “Prepare ye the way of the Lord, make straight in the desert a highway for
our God.”
As we descended the hill once more, people filled the Damascus gate. Soon
they were spilling out onto the road. As Peter and the disciples approached, the
crowd parted slightly to let them pass.
But at the sight of Y’shua, their voices became loud. They shouted and rushed
toward him. Some spread their cloaks on the road. The crowd parted to watch
him pass.
Despite the noise, I heard the donkey’s hooves strike some small stones as he
walked. They skittered left and right with a plinkety-plock.
And when the Master approached the gate, some men in splendid robes
appeared. The Teachers walked toward him, as if to stop the procession. I could
not hear what they said to him, but he made mention of the stones crying out.
Had they not already sung?
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APRIL 11

HOLY
MONDAY
LUKE 22:39-62
Jesus went out as usual to the Mount of Olives, and his disciples followed
him. On reaching the place, he said to them, “Pray that you will not fall into
temptation.” He withdrew about a stone’s throw beyond them, knelt down
and prayed, “Father, if you are willing, take this cup from me; yet not my
will, but yours be done.” An angel from heaven appeared to him and
strengthened him. And being in anguish, he prayed more earnestly, and
his sweat was like drops of blood falling to the ground.
When he rose from prayer and went back to the disciples, he found them
asleep, exhausted from sorrow. “Why are you sleeping?” he asked them.
“Get up and pray so that you will not fall into temptation.”
While he was still speaking a crowd came up, and the man who was called
Judas, one of the Twelve, was leading them. He approached Jesus to kiss
him, but Jesus asked him, “Judas, are you betraying the Son of Man with a
kiss?”
When Jesus’ followers saw what was going to happen, they said, “Lord,
should we strike with our swords?” And one of them struck the servant of
the high priest, cutting off his right ear.
But Jesus answered, “No more of this!” And he touched the man’s ear and
healed him.
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Then Jesus said to the chief priests, the officers of the temple guard, and
the elders, who had come for him, “Am I leading a rebellion, that you have
come with swords and clubs? Every day I was with you in the temple
courts, and you did not lay a hand on me. But this is your hour—when
darkness reigns.”
Then seizing him, they led him away and took him into the house of the
high priest. Peter followed at a distance. And when some there had kindled
a fire in the middle of the courtyard and had sat down together, Peter sat
down with them. A servant girl saw him seated there in the firelight. She
looked closely at him and said, “This man was with him.”
But he denied it. “Woman, I don’t know him,” he said.
A little later someone else saw him and said, “You also are one of them.”
“Man, I am not!” Peter replied.
About an hour later another asserted, “Certainly this fellow was with him,
for he is a Galilean.”
Peter replied, “Man, I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Just as he was
speaking, the rooster crowed. The Lord turned and looked straight at Peter.
Then Peter remembered the word the Lord had spoken to him: “Before the
rooster crows today, you will disown me three times.” And he went outside
and wept bitterly.
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Shanna Pargellis

FALLING INTO TEMPTATION

An invitation to prayer
“Why are you sleeping?
Get up and pray that you will not fall into temptation.”
Falling is easy
A trip
A misplaced step
And then a slip-sliding, slumbering
Into a dark pit, a dry well
Temptation can happen unexpectedly, subtly
A twisted view
A slanted perspective
A desire that once was life-giving morphs into a disordered, intoxicating death
slowly stealing life away
What once was light in life is diminished, distorted, disfigured,
disguised by the shadow of dusk and darkness that lulls us to sleep
Like twilight, we slowly fade into the sleep of death
What draws me into this weariness?
What keeps me awake?
What is so tempting about a sleep that offers no rest?
How to stay with Jesus in this dark night?
Even in this bleakness
can I encounter the darkness that so easily surrounds me, subdues me
with a prayer of surrender and trust in the God
I cannot see but sense is present
who in tender mercy is ready to catch and carry me when I fall
In that embrace I can rise again, try again
Despite the darkness of death
Another invitation to prayer
Open my eyes,
keep me awake,
help me get up and
stand close to you
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APRIL 12

HOLY
TUESDAY
JOHN 12:1-22
Six days before the Passover, Jesus came to Bethany, where Lazarus lived,
whom Jesus had raised from the dead. Here a dinner was given in Jesus’
honor. Martha served, while Lazarus was among those reclining at the
table with him. Then Mary took about a pint of pure nard, an expensive
perfume; she poured it on Jesus’ feet and wiped his feet with her hair. And
the house was filled with the fragrance of the perfume.
But one of his disciples, Judas Iscariot, who was later to betray him,
objected, “Why wasn’t this perfume sold and the money given to the poor?
It was worth a year’s wages.” He did not say this because he cared about
the poor but because he was a thief; as keeper of the money bag, he used
to help himself to what was put into it.
“Leave her alone,” Jesus replied. “It was intended that she should save this
perfume for the day of my burial. You will always have the poor among you,
but you will not always have me.”
Meanwhile a large crowd of Jews found out that Jesus was there and
came, not only because of him but also to see Lazarus, whom he had raised
from the dead. So the chief priests made plans to kill Lazarus as well, for on
account of him many of the Jews were going over to Jesus and believing in
him.

11

12

Hope Kidd
UNTITLED

Six days before the Passover, Jesus came to Bethany.
Four days into Lent, I come too.
I wonder, and I watch.
There is Lazarus, raised from the dead, beloved brother,
Walking miracle, reclining at the table,
Eating with Jesus.
Is that me?
There is Martha, serving, buzzing, filling glasses of wine,
Bringing more food to the table,
Platters of grapes and flat bread and cheese,
Not eating herself, focused on her guests.
Is that me?
There is Mary, a jar of expensive perfume in her hand.
She spills it over Jesus’ feet.
She kneels and wipes his feet with her hair.
Would I wipe his feet with my hair?
Can I be this extravagant,
My scent spreading through the house
And into the neighborhood?
There is Judas, leaning in the doorway, brooding,
His eyebrows knit, grumbling,
Now that the perfume has been “wasted.”
He is a complainer, like me.
Is that me?
“Leave her alone,” Jesus says.
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There is the crowd, smelly and dusty-footed,
poking their heads around the door frame,
Pointing at Lazarus and Jesus, gasping, whispering,
Shouting Jesus’ name.
“Hey, Jesus! Come restore my daughter!”
“Hey, Jesus! Can you alleviate my bleeding?”
“Hey, Jesus! Come treat my blindness!”
Hey, Jesus.
Hey, Jesus.
Hey, Jesus.
Is that me?
I wish to be Mary, but Judas is my fear.
Mary is here to be present: to see, to listen, to touch, to taste
To breathe him in, to sit at his feet.
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APRIL 13

HOLY
WEDNESDAY
JOHN 13:21-35
After he had said this, Jesus was troubled in spirit and testified, “Very truly I
tell you, one of you is going to betray me.”
His disciples stared at one another, at a loss to know which of them he
meant. One of them, the disciple whom Jesus loved, was reclining next to
him. Simon Peter motioned to this disciple and said, “Ask him which one
he means.”
Leaning back against Jesus, he asked him, “Lord, who is it?”
Jesus answered, “It is the one to whom I will give this piece of bread when I
have dipped it in the dish.” Then, dipping the piece of bread, he gave it to
Judas, the son of Simon Iscariot. As soon as Judas took the bread, Satan
entered into him.
So Jesus told him, “What you are about to do, do quickly.” But no one at the
meal understood why Jesus said this to him. Since Judas had charge of the
money, some thought Jesus was telling him to buy what was needed for
the festival, or to give something to the poor. As soon as Judas had taken
the bread, he went out. And it was night.
When he was gone, Jesus said, “Now the Son of Man is glorified and God is
glorified in him. If God is glorified in him, God will glorify the Son in himself,
and will glorify him at once.
“My children, I will be with you only a little longer. You will look for me, and
just as I told the Jews, so I tell you now: Where I am going, you cannot
come.
“A new command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you
must love one another. By this everyone will know that you are my
disciples, if you love one another.”
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Hannah Bansil

Lamplight within, outside the dusk.
In the upper room the twelve relax, recline.
Good fellowship and wine unwind the press of crowds
and envious eyes, this day of unleavening.
But the spirit troubled air vibrates with change.
One will betray.
A darting glance.
Mouthed words.
Raised brows.
Saints jangle with the epinephrine shock of guilt,
impenitence, fear, knowing, unknowing, seen.
John who is loved, leans in.
Above suspicion?
Who?
The one who dips the bread, my body broken.
He stands and blessing, blesses the third cup.
Gives all, just as each foot was washed.
Judas tasting, turns on lifted heel.
Quick go, do what you will.
The fourth cup yet to drink.
And it was night.
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Jon Meharg

WE'VE ALL FARTED IN CHURCH
Whether discretely or not,
On Sunday morning or Saturday night,
We hath mingled our incense with high heaven.
And Christ winces.
And then smiles,
At the good work he is doing in us.
And the deep work bubbling within us.
His love carries both.
Truly, all that is very good
Is often very…potent.
For there is a blessed assurance
That for each heavenly tone
Someone will be singing off key,
With no hope of resurrecting the melody.
Thankfully, the veil is not torn by our attempts at salvation,
And we are no longer hellbent on refinement by our own fire.
For we know that neither height nor depth
Angels nor demons
Flatulence nor Praise
Can separate us from the love of God.
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APRIL 14

MAUNDY
THURSDAY
JOHN 13:1-15
It was just before the Passover Festival. Jesus knew that the hour had
come for him to leave this world and go to the Father. Having loved his
own who were in the world, he loved them to the end.
The evening meal was in progress, and the devil had already prompted
Judas, the son of Simon Iscariot, to betray Jesus. Jesus knew that the
Father had put all things under his power, and that he had come from God
and was returning to God; so he got up from the meal, took off his outer
clothing, and wrapped a towel around his waist. After that, he poured
water into a basin and began to wash his disciples’ feet, drying them with
the towel that was wrapped around him.
He came to Simon Peter, who said to him, “Lord, are you going to wash my
feet?”
Jesus replied, “You do not realize now what I am doing, but later you will
understand.”
“No,” said Peter, “you shall never wash my feet.”
Jesus answered, “Unless I wash you, you have no part with me.”
“Then, Lord,” Simon Peter replied, “not just my feet but my hands and my
head as well!”
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Jesus answered, “Those who have had a bath need only to wash their feet;
their whole body is clean. And you are clean, though not every one of you.”
For he knew who was going to betray him, and that was why he said not
every one was clean.
When he had finished washing their feet, he put on his clothes and
returned to his place. “Do you understand what I have done for you?” he
asked them. “You call me ‘Teacher’ and ‘Lord,’ and rightly so, for that is
what I am. Now that I, your Lord and Teacher, have washed your feet, you
also should wash one another’s feet. I have set you an example that you
should do as I have done for you.”
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Rebecca Fraser

RADICAL ACTION

Lord, you washed my feet.
You took my heart, cleansed it too.
Held my heart, felt its beat.
Now, I tender my self and
Strive to take, wash, hold, feel
The dirt, the blood, the water, the injuries.
Dare I shadow your humility?
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Olivia Bolling

BUT LATER YOU WILL UNDERSTAND.
The bleach was blessed
on the out-pour of corrosive
contusion—convulsions, now clean.
The whisper of plastic
brush against white tile.
Stinging, astringent, singing swipes,
state of grace.
Screaming, scrubbing,
Head of blue bristled brush—
it’s back and forth, rising,
like steam on fogging mirror.
Telling?
Teaching?
Taunting?
Bubbles streaks between
wipes, washes.
Teacher, why?
The blessed bleach,
leaves your hands raw, red.
Steam, a prayer rising:
Spots rebuked.
Dirt renewed.
Rust reclaimed.
Back and forth— teeth whispering:
later you will understand.
Now the shower is fit for you, daughter
Now, daughter, you are fit for the shower.
I will clean now,
And later you will understand.
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As cold air bites shoulders,
know it will not be gnawed off.
Limbs left limp.
Fingers left sticky.
Heart left broken.
The cold air is not yours to have.
Shower more than white box.
Feet more than sum of steps.
Drop tarnished, tethered towel.
Let dirty feet stumble,
aching limbs rest.
Step forwards and let delicate skin stop its shivers.
But later you will understand:
Dirty hands were now meant to last on your skin.
Each spit, splattering, scorning scum
was not the home I made.
Take off, step in.
This gift of yours is more than survival.
This moment, more than a home.
—
Heaven is aged pink linoleum tub—
water marks down the side.
Always, water warm enough
to last one more wash. Your own bar of soap.
A tough tarry towel,
which has tackled generation of mess,
invites bundle, scratch-dry.
Suds seep through floor
to living room below,
as family gathers for games
buckets are placed.
As fire crackles for warmth
bellies, full, rattle with laughter.
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A table littered with puzzle pieces
A shelf warped with books
A walk way filled with shoes
A prayer of blessing on old rooms;
A blessing on old limbs.
—
But later you will understand:
Daughter, you are clean.
Daughter, you are safe.
Daughter, you are loved
and will be again.
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APRIL 15

GOOD
FRIDAY
JOHN 19:1-30
Then Pilate took Jesus and had him flogged. The soldiers twisted together
a crown of thorns and put it on his head. They clothed him in a purple robe
and went up to him again and again, saying, “Hail, king of the Jews!” And
they slapped him in the face.
Once more Pilate came out and said to the Jews gathered there, “Look, I
am bringing him out to you to let you know that I find no basis for a charge
against him.” When Jesus came out wearing the crown of thorns and the
purple robe, Pilate said to them, “Here is the man!”
As soon as the chief priests and their officials saw him, they shouted,
“Crucify! Crucify!”
But Pilate answered, “You take him and crucify him. As for me, I find no
basis for a charge against him.”
The Jewish leaders insisted, “We have a law, and according to that law he
must die, because he claimed to be the Son of God.”
When Pilate heard this, he was even more afraid, and he went back inside
the palace. “Where do you come from?” he asked Jesus, but Jesus gave
him no answer. “Do you refuse to speak to me?” Pilate said. “Don’t you
realize I have power either to free you or to crucify you?”
Jesus answered, “You would have no power over me if it were not given to
you from above. Therefore the one who handed me over to you is guilty of
a greater sin.”
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From then on, Pilate tried to set Jesus free, but the Jewish leaders kept
shouting, “If you let this man go, you are no friend of Caesar. Anyone who
claims to be a king opposes Caesar.”
When Pilate heard this, he brought Jesus out and sat down on the judge’s
seat at a place known as the Stone Pavement (which in Aramaic is
Gabbatha). It was the day of Preparation of the Passover; it was about noon.
“Here is your king,” Pilate said to the Jews.
But they shouted, “Take him away! Take him away! Crucify him!”
“Shall I crucify your king?” Pilate asked.
“We have no king but Caesar,” the chief priests answered.
Finally Pilate handed him over to them to be crucified.
So the soldiers took charge of Jesus. Carrying his own cross, he went out to
the place of the Skull (which in Aramaic is called Golgotha). There they
crucified him, and with him two others—one on each side and Jesus in the
middle.
Pilate had a notice prepared and fastened to the cross. It read: Jesus of
Nazareth, the King of the Jews. Many of the Jews read this sign, for the
place where Jesus was crucified was near the city, and the sign was written
in Aramaic, Latin and Greek. The chief priests of the Jews protested to
Pilate, “Do not write ‘The King of the Jews,’ but that this man claimed to be
king of the Jews.”
Pilate answered, “What I have written, I have written.”
When the soldiers crucified Jesus, they took his clothes, dividing them into
four shares, one for each of them, with the undergarment remaining. This
garment was seamless, woven in one piece from top to bottom.
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“Let’s not tear it,” they said to one another. “Let’s decide by lot who will get
it.”
This happened that the scripture might be fulfilled that said, “They divided
my clothes among them and cast lots for my garment.” So this is what the
soldiers did.
Near the cross of Jesus stood his mother, his mother’s sister, Mary the wife
of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother there, and the
disciple whom he loved standing nearby, he said to her, “Woman, here is
your son,” and to the disciple, “Here is your mother.” From that time on, this
disciple took her into his home.
Later, knowing that everything had now been finished, and so that
Scripture would be fulfilled, Jesus said, “I am thirsty.” A jar of wine vinegar
was there, so they soaked a sponge in it, put the sponge on a stalk of the
hyssop plant, and lifted it to Jesus’ lips. When he had received the drink,
Jesus said, “It is finished.” With that, he bowed his head and gave up his
spirit.
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Jacque Filbey
SEAMLESS

The soldiers took Him and
Stripped away His clothes.
Bruised cheek,…bloodied brow
shredded flesh exposed.
Nailed to the crossbeams, and
Lifted up between another two,
A sign posted overhead
Hail: ‘King of the Jews’.
His garments were divided up,
Save the seamless shirt.
Its woven wholeness kept intact,
Despite the blood and dirt.
Watercolor by Jacque Filbey

An icon of the enduring truth
That God’s faithfulness prevails,
Against the darkness of the dark
And the cruelty of the nails.
Oh Lamb of God defend my heart
When Fear and Doubt take aim.
Enfolded in Your holy Weave,
I surrender to Love’s claim.
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Carolyn Carney

WHO'S IN CHARGE?

In the next few moments, may you discover and deepen your experience of Jesus
with you. Take a few deep breaths. Allow life-giving breath to go to the parts of
your body where you feel tension. Feel your feet on the floor, grounded in the love
of God. Now take in Jesus’ loving gaze upon you. Hear him say, “I’m so glad you
have come.” If you like, insert your own name and hear again Jesus’ words to you:
“______, I’m so glad you have come.”
Because it’s Good Friday we are taking a longer passage of Scripture today. Like
Jesus’ seamless garment which can’t be easily divided, so is this text. Taking it as a
whole helps us have insight into the power dynamics of the time. Read the
passage above or listen to it being read. Pay attention to who seems to be in
charge, who has the power.
_______________________________
Imagine yourself a visitor to Jerusalem in these days. Notice what the chaotic mob
sounds like. Feel their fury. Hear their cries: “Crucify! Crucify!” Do you hear the out
of control, irrational rage of the religious authorities?
The political leader, Pilate, also seems to be out of control. The text says he has
become “even more afraid.” Hear again Pilate’s interrogation of Jesus. Where do
you come from? Don’t you realize I have the power to free you or crucify you?” Feel
the tension as Jesus remains silent. And then, and then, Jesus’ calm, controlled,
cleverness: “You would have no power unless it were given to you from above.”
Who has the power here?
We also see Jesus’ power and control in his ability to think about others instead of
himself. And so, in his last moments, Jesus comforts those closest to him—this is
your son, this is your mother.
And finally, he gives up his spirit. It is not taken from him. He gives it up. He has the
power over life and death, even his own life and death.
Now, take a moment to consider your own life. What feels out of control or chaotic
or confusing in your life right now? Or perhaps in the world? Name it. What
feelings arise in you? Allow yourself to feel your feelings.
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Let Jesus – the one who is present with you and within you, the one who has the
power of life and death—Let this Jesus come to you where you feel the chaos, the
conflict or the confusion.
_______________________________
Use the following 5 prompts as a means of inviting Jesus to speak into your
situation. You may want to record what you hear Jesus saying to you.
The first prompt is: I see you///…Jesus says to you: “I see you holding your breath…
I see you scrunching your shoulders…I see your tears…I see your fidgeting…” (Jesus
sees whatever is true about you right now.)
Our second prompt is: I hear you///…. Jesus says to you: I hear your uncertainty…I
hear that you are afraid…I hear you judging yourself…I hear the longing in your
heart… (Jesus hears both your spoken word and unspoken words.)
Third, Jesus says to you, I understand how hard (or big) this is for you….I
understand why this would make you sad…I understand how angry this makes
you…I understand that you feel isolated and alone…I understand how hard it is for
you to go through yet another transition…
Fourth, Jesus says, I am glad to be with you. (What might Jesus say to you where
you feel out of control or chaotic or confused?)
And finally, our last prompt:
Jesus says, I can do something about what you are going through. Listen for how
Jesus wants to specifically help you.
Close with this prayer, a part of St. Patrick’s Breastplate (written by one who was
enslaved as a boy, and went back to show the love of Christ to those who enslaved
him.)
Christ be with me, Christ within me,
Christ behind me, Christ before me,
Christ beside me, Christ to win me,
Christ beneath me, Christ above me,
Christ in quiet, Christ in danger,
Christ in hearts of all that love me,
Christ in mouth of friend and stranger. AMEN.
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APRIL 16

HOLY
SATURDAY
JOHN 19:38-42
Later, Joseph of Arimathea asked Pilate for the body of Jesus. Now Joseph
was a disciple of Jesus, but secretly because he feared the Jewish leaders.
With Pilate’s permission, he came and took the body away. He was
accompanied by Nicodemus, the man who earlier had visited Jesus at
night. Nicodemus brought a mixture of myrrh and aloes, about seventy-five
pounds. Taking Jesus’ body, the two of them wrapped it, with the spices, in
strips of linen. This was in accordance with Jewish burial customs. At the
place where Jesus was crucified, there was a garden, and in the garden a
new tomb, in which no one had ever been laid. Because it was the Jewish
day of Preparation and since the tomb was nearby, they laid Jesus there.
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Maggie Duckworth
It was towards the end of the rainy season in Jerusalem.
We slipped and slid in the mud as we carried Jesus’ body from the site of the cross
to the closest graveyard. I thought for sure we were going to lose him a few times.
Nic and I grumbled and kept our balance as best we could.
Jesus, he was heavy.
Nic was really struggling as we made our way up a slight incline nearly losing a
sandal in the mud. For a moment I didn’t think he’d be able to make it and the
three of us would tumble down the hill.
Nic huffed, “We’re gonna have to find a place to prepare his body soon. This extra
70 pounds of spices are about to break my back, mate.”
Of course…while I was negotiating with Pontius Pilate for the release of Jesus’ body
—Nic was gathering the spices for burial prep. I looked over my shoulder and saw
there was a wide bench under an old olive tree. I motioned with my head and we
began making our way. We laid his body across the bench. Letting out a sigh of
relief Nic dropped the heavy bag beside him as he groaned down the rough trunk
of the tree. He needed a moment to regain his strength. I grabbed the flask off my
hip and handed it over to him. A cool breeze brought a chill to the sweat on our
brows. I slipped down next to Nic and we just sat there, in silence, regaining our
breath and contemplating the significant weight of the task we’d undertaken.
After a bit Nic was the first to stand—refortified. “Alright, let’s prepare the body
here. It’s secluded and no one will bother us. There’s a fresh tomb a few paces
away past the rosemary shrub. I spotted it as I was coming to meet you. The place
is empty so we can safely bury him. What d’ya think?”
“Sounds good to me.” And so the two of us began preparing Jesus’ body for burial.
We didn’t sing or talk. We focused on the task at hand—the ripping of the linen to
wrap around his body after we covered it in aloe and myrrh.
It was the strangest feeling---taking the human body of the Son of God and
wrapping him like he was anyone else on earth.
We’d nearly completed the burial prep when Nic spoke up, “Joe, are you angry?”
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I took a beat to process what Nic was asking. I should be angry—the death of my
friend, my rabbi---is indescribable BUT when I thought about it I didn’t feel anger.
“You know what Nic—I was really angry when I heard what had happened—but
now in this moment, with you preparing Jesus—I just feel peace. I know that
sounds mad but truly I feel peaceful—like everything is going to be OK. What
about you?”
“The pain I felt seeing him up on that cross—it felt like I could die, too. I’d only met
him a few times but there was something so different about him—he was steady
in the midst of everything. But now—sweaty, sore, and muddy as I am—I feel
grateful that we can do this final act for him.”
We both paused, gazing down at Christ’s body. Joe simply stated, “I feel love.”
When we finished we once again picked up our friend’s body. It felt lighter now—
more manageable. Nic was having a better time no longer carrying those heavy
apothecary jars.
We made our way to the tomb and laid Christ’s body to rest. We said a simple
prayer, kissed his shrouded forehead, and then pushed the giant boulder across
the tomb’s threshold, signaling Christ’s body had finally been laid to rest.
May God be with us.
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APRIL 17

EASTER
SUNDAY
LUKE 24:1-10
On the first day of the week, very early in the morning, the women took the
spices they had prepared and went to the tomb. They found the stone
rolled away from the tomb, but when they entered, they did not find the
body of the Lord Jesus. While they were wondering about this, suddenly
two men in clothes that gleamed like lightning stood beside them. In their
fright the women bowed down with their faces to the ground, but the men
said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not
here; he has risen! Remember how he told you, while he was still with you
in Galilee: ‘The Son of Man must be delivered over to the hands of sinners,
be crucified and on the third day be raised again.’ ” Then they remembered
his words.
When they came back from the tomb, they told all these things to the
Eleven and to all the others. It was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the
mother of James, and the others with them who told this to the apostles.
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Jennifer Knight
UNTITLED

Unmoored by your fear
Hope blurred by anger and grief
Look for the Living
Words re-membered from beyond
Drawing you to mystery:
Your life hid with Christ in God.
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