


“Christ has sanctified the desert, and in the desert I discovered it.” “Christ has sanctified the desert, and in the desert I discovered it.” 
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The Sanctity of the Desert
I have stood at the summit of the South Rim Trail in the Big Bend National Park in far West 
Texas, a rugged trail that follows the craggy remains of the rim above an ancient caldera. With-
in the hollow of what once was a volcano, long ago even for geological time, is now a flour-
ishing forest inhabited by all sorts of animals, such as birds, rattlesnakes, javelinas and wild 
cats. To reach the rim itself you must hike through this forest. Emerging from the trees, quite 
suddenly you will find yourself on ledges of volcanic rock hundreds of feet above the vast 
Chihuahua Desert. On the trail behind and below you, within the extinct volcano, life-giving 
springs flow amid grasses, shrubs and trees. Below you beyond the walls of the volcano lies a 
flat grill of pure heat running south all the way to the Rio Grande River and beyond into Mex-
ico. You stand on a boundary, life teaming immediately about you, while in the desert expanse 
beyond, life is threatened at every turn.



The gospels tell us that Jesus was driven by God himself out into the desert to be tested. There 
he reached the extremes of human endurance, and at his lowest ebb, when his resistance was 
surely most worn, he was tempted. Thomas Merton, the Trappist monk, speaks from his own 
experience, “Christ sanctified the desert, and in the desert I discovered it.” 

Not everyone who passes through desert places discovers what Merton found there. Some, 
no doubt, are broken by the desert, and never heal. Others, it seems, find in the desert their 
own private deals with the devil. Of this we can be certain: the desert awaits us all with its 
hardships and tests. It cannot be other than what it is. We will find temptation there. But we 
also may discover, as Merton did, sanctity in the desert, the transforming presence of the God 
who entered into desert places in our humanity and has shown us the way though them. He is 
the hidden spring in the desert.

The lectionary provided is a combination of the Sunday Lectionary for 2021 with the 
Daily Lectionary for Year 1 published in The Book of Common Worship of the Presbyteri-
an Church (USA). Devotional readings, in addition to scriptural references, are provided 
for Ash Wednesday and each Sunday in Lent.
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Well, I didn’t much care for this idea. When the fear of 
death confronted me, I had always “dealt” with it by dis-
tracting myself. If I was lying down reading when the fear 
overtook me, for example, I would get up and walk around, 
find something else to do. I knew I wasn’t really “dealing” 
with the fear, but at least I was able to shut it out for awhile.

I resisted the spiritual advice for a good while. But one 
night, as I lay in my bed reading, suddenly, it was as though 
the face of death came up before me. “I will die.” I thought. 
“This ‘I’ lying here will pass out of life and into death.”

Terror. Every cell in my body wanted to leap out of bed. Walk 
around the house. Turn on the television. Find distraction. 
Just get away. Avoid this terror as quickly as possible.

But I didn’t. For the first time, I resisted distracting myself 
from this fear.

I took a long deep breath, and stayed with the fear, stayed 
with the stark cold consciousness that gripped my belly, 

Ash Wednesday, February 17
Readings: Psalm 51: 1-17 and Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21

Ashes to Ashes
When I was a child of perhaps eight, I woke up one night 
and was gripped by fear. I ran to my parents’ room, woke 
my mother, and told her I was afraid. ‘Of what?” She want-
ed to know. “Of death.” I said. She calmed me and sent me 
back to my bed. And a few days later she arranged for me 
to talk to our pastor. If you’re afraid of death, it was clear, 
the answer was to “get saved.” So I walked the aisle, and was 
baptized.

My fear of death never went away, however.

Until about five years ago.

A teacher of spirituality I respect, Pema Chodron, encour-
aged her readers, in meditation and contemplation, to 
move toward what you fear rather than fleeing it.



that awareness, sharp and personal, “I will die.” I allowed 
it to stay right there facing me, me facing it. Not blinking. 
Until, after awhile, the fear slowly faded away. The con-
sciousness of death remained awhile longer, stark and cold, 
but the fear faded enough that I could return to reading.

From that point on, I determined to face the consciousness 
of death without distraction whenever it arose. And it arose 
again and again. I would observe the fear, look at it, exam-
ine it, reflect on how I felt in its grip, turn over the thought 
of death. Just stay with it. And time after time, it came and 
it went.

One night I even allowed myself to imagine my ashes be-
ing sprinkled in the ocean, the dust and bits of bone either 
drifting on the surface or flying in the wind or sinking deep 
into the darkness. I imagined myself as ashes and dust. 
What I found in time was peace.

The only way out is through. We’ve often heard this saying. 
But it is true. The only way out is through.

The discipline of the desert strips away distractions, and 
gives us the gift of an opportunity to face that which we fear 
so that fear need not control us. God is with us in this. God 
is our peace.
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who has ever been there knows what he meant. From the 
slight mound in front of the church where it is believed St. 
Columba himself lived to the pinnacle at the top of the is-
land from which he could no longer see Ireland, there is a 
palpable sense in this place that one is walking shoulder to 
shoulder not only with history but with the God of history.

But I think George McLeod would agree that any place can 
in the blink of an eye become as thin as onion skin paper. 
Suddenly our eyes open and we see a world shot through 
with “God’s grandeur,” as the Jesuit poet Gerard Manley 
Hopkins wrote, a world “charged” with the sacred, “like 
shining from shook foil,” bright, shimmering, radiant be-
yond imagination — transfigured.

There is also another sense in which the metaphor “Thin 
Places” helps us think about our relationship with God, 
however. We do indeed meet God someplace. Some place. 
We don’t meet God in abstraction. We meet God in a sanc-
tuary or in a desert made sacred perhaps suddenly by God’s 

The First Sunday in Lent
February 21
Psalm 25:1-10 and Mark 9:2-9

Thin Places
The Old Testament often relates stories of Patriarchs find-
ing themselves on “holy ground,” particular places where 
God met them. Moses took off his shoes at such a place, 
you will recall, when he came upon the bush that burned 
but was not consumed. The story of the Transfiguration is 
a Gospel story that connects the Old Testament with the 
New.

Maybe we’re all always on holy ground. God can meet us 
anywhere. Maybe God is closer to us than our next breath 
right where we are.

George McLeod, the founder of the Iona Community, 
once referred to the Isle of Iona as a “Thin Place.” Anyone 



presence with us there. We may meet God on a mountain 
top, but we may also meet God in the face of a stranger on 
the sidewalk, like Thomas Merton in his famous epiphany 
on the streets of Louisville, Kentucky, one fine day. Today 
there’s a historical marker on the sidewalk, the only street 
sign in our country (as far as I know) that points out the lo-
cation of a spiritual experience. In this sense, even in New 
Orleans where the water rarely freezes, we are always walk-
ing on thin ice, a hair’s breath separating us from the un-
deniable presence of that which or the One whom is holy.

Like the Patriarch Jacob, wherever we meet God we entrust 
all that we cannot know to the One we cannot name.



Monday, February 22
Psalm 119:73-80
Genesis 37:1-11

Tuesday, February 23
Psalm 34
Mark 1:14-28

Wednesday, February 24
Psalm 5
Mark 1:29-45

Thursday, February 25
Psalm 27
1 Corinthians 2:14 - 3:15

Friday, February 26
Psalm 22
Mark 2:13-22

Saturday, February 27
Psalm 43
1 Corinthians 4:1-7



The Second Sunday in Lent
February 28
Psalm 22:23-31 and Mark 8:31-38

An Accidental Pilgrim
I came to Durham, England, in the summer of 1988, incog-
nito, leaving my clerical collar behind in Scotland. I was 
considering leaving the Christian ministry. I took a summer 
course in English Literature at the university in this ancient 
cathedral city, thinking seriously about switching from the 
Ph.D. Program in Theology to Literature.

The first days in Durham only heightened my vocational 
confusion, but the roots of my confusion extended through 
months and years of doubt and uncertainty. They culminat-
ed one Sunday afternoon in a conversation with my wife, 
Deborah.

We had just returned home from church services at the his-
toric Beechgrove Church where I served as assistant pastor. 

Our children romped up the stairs to their rooms while we 
went to our bedroom to change. As Debbie slipped off her 
coat and hung it in the wardrobe, I took off my clerical col-
lar, studied it in my hands for a moment, and tossed it onto 
the bed.

I looked at Debbie and I said, “You know, I don’t really be-
lieve any of it any more.”

She looked at me sadly and said, “I know.” And so began the 
conversations that led to my summer studies at Durham, 
testing the waters of a new vocation.

I was miserable. What, after all, is a minister to do if he or 
she no longer believes in God? I couldn’t pretend. And I 
couldn’t proceed with business as usual, not if I had any in-
tegrity. What I didn’t take account of at the time - didn’t 
realize till much later - was that the misery I felt was a gift of 
grace. It compelled me, in the end, to submit myself to the 
God whose existence I no longer believed in.



was taught by Jesus in our story from the Gospel of St. Mark 
this week.

Peter simply could not allow for the possibility that Jesus, 
his beloved friend and teacher, the man he believed so far 
beyond ordinary goodness that he must be the Son of God, 
could be shamed and rejected and executed on a criminal’s 
cross. Peter couldn’t imagine this possibility. He told Je-
sus he wasn’t bound for a cross. And when Jesus turned to 
Peter, Jesus saw in the face of his own dear friend the evil 
adversary for a moment and felt the temptation from the 
wilderness not to endure the life to which God called him. 
But Jesus also saw in an instant that his dear friend and dis-
ciple Peter didn’t have a God big enough to handle what life 
was about to throw at him. Jesus scolded Peter harshly, but 
he must have pitied him even more, because he knew what 
lay in store for Peter in the coming days.

Leonard Cohen famously sang that “love is not a a victo-
ry march; it’s a cold and it’s a lonely Hallelujah.” So some-
times is faith.

And so, one late afternoon, I found myself on a kneeler in 
the nave of Durham Cathedral, feeling an inner turmoil 
and conflict that is really impossible to describe. I prayed, 
“God, I don’t believe you exist, but we really need to talk.”
Seldom in my experience does life turn on a dime. I am as 
doubtful of sudden conversions (Saul’s included) as I am 
of faith untested. I didn’t “lose” my faith overnight, and it 
didn’t “return” overnight. In fact, with the benefit of years 
of hindsight, I now realize that I had simply outgrown the 
faith I had and was searching for a deeper faith. Maybe 
we’re more like snakes than doves after all, needing to shed 
skin periodically as we grow.

Later my external examiner in the Ph.D. viva voce at Aber-
deen, the late Colin Gunton, observed that it appeared to 
him I believed in a God who looked a lot like a cozy Victo-
rian family sitting around in their parlor. But at the end of 
another five or six years of disciplined reflection, I discov-
ered a God much too big for even a universe to contain.

Maybe I was being taught a lesson similar to the one Peter 



Monday, March 1
Psalm 145
1 Corinthians 4:8-21

Tuesday, March 2
Psalm 146
Mark 3:19b-35

Wednesday, March 3
Psalm 147:1-11
1 Corinthians 5:9 - 6:11

Thursday, March 4
Psalm 147:12-20
1 Corinthians 6:12-20

Friday, March 5
Psalm 148
1 Corinthians 7:1-9

Saturday, March 6
Psalm 149
Mark 5:1-20





most ordinary things (like providing wine for a wedding), 
and the most compassionate things (like befriending those 
who were considered untouchable). 

When he taught his followers to pray, he broke through the 
layers of piety and religious ritual common in the faith he 
inherited, inviting us to address God as if we are little chil-
dren talking intimately to a daddy or a mommy. And his ac-
tions in the Temple were a sort of physical sermon, seeking 
to bring clarity to the act of worship.

“Stop turning my Father’s house into a marketplace!” Jesus 
shouts.

Church historians will remind us that the Protestant Ref-
ormation was rooted in such an event of “clearing the 
Temple,” when an Augustinian monk named Martin took 
such umbrage at the idea that his beloved church would 
try to sell release from purgatory. But we Protestants really 
shouldn’t cast stones at any other sect. 

The Third Sunday in Lent
March 7
Psalm 19 and John 2:13-22

Clarity of Heart
The artist Mark Rothko once said, “The procession of a 
painter’s work, as it travels in time from point to point, will 
be toward clarity: toward the elimination of all obstacles 
between the painter and the idea, and between the idea and 
the observer.”

These words have become a sort of vocational or spiritual 
compass for my own work as an artist. But when recently I 
read this familiar passage from the Gospel According to St. 
John, it suddenly struck me how appropriate it is to speak of 
what Jesus did in the Temple at Jerusalem as “The Clearing 
of the Temple.”

Jesus, if you will, was the ultimate artist of the human life. 
Our common humanity was his canvas. Throughout his life 
he removed the obstacles between us and God doing the 



mon-possessed and the sweetness of God’s presence. By the 
time Jesus strides into the Temple we have heard him preach 
and teach, and watched him heal and respond to critics for 
three years.

This act of “clearing” was a sermon, and it contained few 
words. But it wasn’t his final sermon. That was preached 
from the cross. 

Such was the clarity of his physical presence on the cross, 
his message is impossible to miss. He took on himself the 
shame and guilt, the violence and hatred, the cowardice and 
ritualized cruelty of humankind, and though he was the Son 
of God, and because he was the Son of God, he responded 
with resignation and with blessings to those who cursed and 
slay him. He was the Word made flesh. 

If anyone wishes to follow, let them also take up their cross 
and come with me, he invites, because they who cling to ex-
istence will lose it anyway, but those who pass through life 
with a looser hold on this world, they will live. That’s pretty 
clear.

A few years ago, the late Eugene Peterson wrote that Prot-
estant ministers in our time too often have become little 
more than “shopkeepers.” They have reduced the procla-
mation of the Word of God to sales; the gospel to a prod-
uct; people to consumers of religious goods; worship to 
entertainment; evangelism to marketing. They are “shop-
keepers,” Peterson said, and the shops they keep are effi-
cient and attract a lot of customers. But they lack the clarity 
to stand by their vocation simply to preach the truth in love, 
to study and teach the Bible and our faith, and to serve as 
spiritual directors of their people.

I remember so well reading those words for the first time, 
and being stung by them. But these words do more than 
sting, they can heal. And they relate to more than just min-
isters.

The life of Jesus does, it seems to me, move ever more 
surely toward clarity. He tore away the obstacles between 
sinners and their God, between the spiritually, emotion-
ally and physically sick and their healer, between the de-



Monday, March 8Monday, March 8
Psalm 121Psalm 121
Genesis 44:18-34Genesis 44:18-34

Tuesday, March 9Tuesday, March 9
Psalm 25Psalm 25
1 Corinthians 7:32-401 Corinthians 7:32-40

Wednesday, March 10Wednesday, March 10
Psalm 27Psalm 27
1 Corinthians 8:1-131 Corinthians 8:1-13

Thursday, March 11Thursday, March 11
Psalm 126Psalm 126
1 Corinthians 9:1-151 Corinthians 9:1-15

Friday, March 12Friday, March 12
Psalm 105Psalm 105
Mark 6:47-56Mark 6:47-56

Saturday, March 13Saturday, March 13
Psalm 31Psalm 31
1 Corinthians 10:1-131 Corinthians 10:1-13





The Fourth Sunday in Lent
March 14
Psalm 107:1-3; 17-22 and John 3:14-21

The World Has a Heart
The world has a heart. And on a summer night you can hear 
it beating to the rhythm of cicadas and frogs in a southern 
forest. 

I was driving home along a two lane road connecting Lufkin 
and Trinity, Texas. Fifty years ago: 1971. The night and the 
forest, and the sounds and the smells of the living world 
poured in through every open window and vent of my car.

Seventeen years old and preaching my first revival series. I 
had been licensed to preach the previous Sunday in an eve-
ning service in Lufkin, where I preached my first sermon, 
sadly memorable, at least among my family, because of its 
regrettable title, “Possum Stew.” Calvary Baptist Church 
did the licensing, and Uncle Langston (the Superintendent 

of our public school system) and Aunt Virginia hosted a re-
ception. 

Conventional wisdom tells us that congregations that split 
from a “First” Church in most southern towns often take 
the name “Calvary” because, it is said, they want to prove 
they’re closer to the cross. There were a few hundred peo-
ple in attendance the night I preached my first sermon, and 
it was broadcast over the local AM radio station. 

I was too young and dumb to be nervous. And a week later 
I was scheduled to preach a full-week of revival services in 
Trinity at the Dorcas Wills Memorial Baptist Church. I’m 
not sure from whom that church split, but I’m pretty sure 
the name memorialized whoever it was provided the funds 
for the new building.

Deep East Texas is basically Western Louisiana with better 
roads. Going home from the first night’s service, late that 
Sunday evening after a covered dish supper at the church, 
there wasn’t another car on the road for miles. The ven-



tilation system of my 1966 Volkswagen Bug gulped up every 
scent in those woods as I drove through the Neches River bot-
tom. Sweet heavy woodland aromas mixed with sweet, rotting 
smells of roadkill. Possums and raccoons are thick as thieves 
in an East Texas river bottom, and the blacktop holding the 
day’s warmth is a temptation to which many succumb to their 
demise.

I sang as I drove along through the night, indiscriminating-
ly skipping from hymns by folks like Thomas Dorsey (“Take 
my hand, precious Lord”) to Buddy Holly (“Rave On”). I was 
slightly intoxicated by post-homiletical adrenaline. That’s all 
the intoxication I was permitted in those days. Exhilaration 
flooded through my veins, and something else too, some ec-
stasy somehow beyond exhilaration.

Surely God was present in that place. If you strained a little at 
the air vents of that old Volkswagen, I’m sure you could have 
smelled God’s breath, hot and spicy and sweet and heavy, the 
exhalation of a deity unafraid, unashamed to become a crea-

ture, willing to be born, willing to die, willing (Oh, the 
scandal!!!) to rot alongside his smallest creatures, despite 
what that early arch-heretic Arius thought, or what the 
Gnostics feared, or the nervous nellies of Neo-Platonism 
could imagine — all those sects and philosophers who want 
God to be more spiritual than God ever cared to be.
“For God so loved the world....” 

Many of us learned that verse before we learned any oth-
ers. And God has never stopped loving this world, all of it, 
although a lot of Christians treat the world with disdain, or 
contempt, or just plain old sanctimony. “God so loved the 
world....” Amen.



Monday, March 15
Psalm 6
1 Corinthians 10:14 - 11:1

Tuesday, March 16
Psalm 91
Mark 8:1-10

Wednesday, March 17
Psalm 51
1 Corinthians 12:1-11

Thursday, March 18
Psalm 102
Mark 8:27 - 9:1

Friday, March 19
Psalm 130
1 Corinthians 12:27 - 13:3

Saturday, March 20
Psalm 143
1 Corinthians 13:1-13





The Fifth Sunday in Lent
March 21
Psalm 51:1-12 and John 12:20-33

Behold the Fair Beauty of the Lord
The cotton fields that once lined the roads of East Texas 
leading northwestward toward Dallas looked like rows 
upon rows of popcorn bouquets by late September, not 
long before defoliating would begin. 

The crop dusters soon would swoop like crazed circus ac-
robats avoiding power lines and trees to spray their defo-
liants, leaving the leaves to drop, exposing the cotton to 
be picked. I remember the stark beauty of that cotton, the 
thick white tufts still set in green foliage against fields of 
rich black earth.

One particular drive along these fields stands out from the 
many. My grandfather and I were in his car. I can’t recall 
how old I was, but I couldn’t have been more than eight 

or ten. We had delivered my grandmother to Dallas to stay 
with her mother (Big Momma, who was no longer married 
to Big Daddy, but that’s another really good story). We were 
returning home.

The little bronze Ford Falcon flew along the two-lane road, 
windows down. This was in the early 1960s B.C.A. (Before 
Conditioned Air). On the front seat between my grandfa-
ther and me lay a sheaf of music with a rock on top to keep 
the pages from blowing out the windows. 

There was music from his favorite collections: Stamps Bax-
ter Quartet Specials, Happy Haven Radio Songs, and Gold-
en Steps, and pages too of sheet music for hymns and choir 
anthems. My grandfather, Bonnie Corley Fenley, directed 
music for the Redland Baptist Church, a non-paid position 
in those days. He had a fine tenor voice and never met a 
musical instrument he couldn’t master in a rainy afternoon. 
He taught me how to sing harmony from the time I could 
stand up.



The indelible imprint of that hot September day is of an old 
man (though younger than I am now) and a little boy singing 
their hearts out, the laughter blending with the music. I re-
member the wind and the songs and the love. I would have 
stayed in that front seat singing forever if I could have. I would 
have built three tabernacles right there if I’d known how. It 
was the House of the Lord on wheels with a standard transmis-
sion and dicey brakes.

And I suspect that the reason why the highly technical theo-
logical doctrine of the divine Trinity always made perfect 
sense to me from the first time I came across it was because 
of my childhood experience of singing with my grandfather. 
That doctrine can appear so abstract. But the reality of God, 
that God’s being is in communion not in bare singularity, 
seems to me anything but abstract. 

After all, I had sung with my grandfather and had experienced 
in the marrow of my bones something of the truth of that love 
and life and trans-cosmic divine music that is God the Spir-

it flowing between God the Father and God the Son 
caught up together in adoration and joy and harmony 
and mutual love, a love so delightful it can’t help but 
fly out of the windows with the wind. Behold! The fair 
beauty of the Lord!



Monday, March 22Monday, March 22
Psalm 119:73-80Psalm 119:73-80
Mark 9:30-41Mark 9:30-41

Tuesday, March 23Tuesday, March 23
Psalm 34Psalm 34
Mark 9:42-50Mark 9:42-50

Wednesday, March 24Wednesday, March 24
Psalm 5Psalm 5
2 Corinthians 2:14 - 3:62 Corinthians 2:14 - 3:6

Thursday, March 25Thursday, March 25
Psalm 27Psalm 27
2 Corinthians 3:7-182 Corinthians 3:7-18

Friday, March 26Friday, March 26
Psalm 22Psalm 22
Mark 10:32-45Mark 10:32-45

Saturday, March 27Saturday, March 27
Psalm 43Psalm 43
2 Corinthians 4:13-182 Corinthians 4:13-18



Palm Sunday
March 28
Psalm 118:1-2; 19-29 and Mark 11:1-11

Seeing What Is Really There
The English writer G. K. Chesterton once praised the most 
soaring kind of imagination, the imagination that makes it 
possible to see what is really there. He said that it is this 
quality of imagination that makes faith in God possible.

His observation about seeing what is really there has special 
meaning for me because, as some of you are aware, I am col-
or blind. When most people look out at the world they can 
see things I simply can’t see. Or, at least, that I couldn’t see 
until a few years ago when I was given the gift of seeing col-
ors. 

I didn’t acquire this gift of sight by accident. It was quite 
literally a gift given to me by my wife, Debbie. After doing 
considerable research into the subject she contacted a com-

pany that had been for several years experimenting with the 
development of a kind of lens that can correct for the mis-
shapen innards of my eyes which have caused me to be red/
green spectrum color blind my entire life.

To clarify, I can see a lot of colors, and there have always even 
been a few specific reds and a very few specific greens that I 
have been able to see. But they were exceptional. Most reds, 
most greens, I just can’t see. I had to learn to adapt to this 
fact and have done so fairly successfully.

For example, when driving at night through small towns es-
pecially out in the country where lighting is spare, I’ve always 
had a problem knowing if a blinking light was red or amber 
or green. Usually I have to slow down, until I can figure out 
the relative position of the light on the traffic signal. Color 
blindness isn’t fatal, unless of course you turn out to have 
been wrong about whether a traffic light was red or green. 
But color blindness does represent a real loss when it comes 
to discerning beauty. Now, thanks to medical science and re-
search in special technical areas and Debbie I can see things 



I never saw before.

The first time I wore these glasses was on a bright, sunny, spring 
day. Although Debbie gave them to me at Christmas, it took 
awhile to get the specifications and prescription right for my 
eyes, so it was spring before I got to use them. As it happened 
that spring day, I was driving from our home at the Presbyterian 
Seminary in Louisville to my local coffee shop. As I approached 
the intersection of Alta Vista Road and Lexington Avenue, I 
came up to the first green light I had ever seen. I mean that 
literally.

When I was a little boy I thought “green light” was just a met-
aphor; “green lights” looked sort of dirty white to me. But on 
that spring day, the light was green. Really. Green. And I rec-
ognized it as such immediately. I suppose that’s where imagi-
nation comes in.

And “wonder of wonders, miracle of miracles” when I turned 
the corner onto Lexington Avenue, something gloriously 
strange appeared. 

I saw a Redbud tree in full bloom, and the darned thing 
was red, purple-red, and pink; it glowed it was so red. I 
can still recall telling someone as a kid that I couldn’t 
for the life of me understand why people called Redbud 
trees Redbuds when they were clearly blue! 

Now I could see. The tree isn’t blue at all. Really I was 
seeing a Redbud tree for the very first time.

Our scripture reading today is a familiar one. We’ve al-
ways called it the Triumphal Entry. Jesus rides a donkey 
into the city of Jerusalem surrounded by crowds waving 
palms. It is a moment rich in symbolism, but it has always 
left me mystified. His arrival in Jerusalem is only trium-
phal if we can see it in light of the cross and resurrection, 
if we can see it as the penultimate step on the road to 
the cross, knowing that God will place God’s stamp of 
approval on this whole life Jesus lived by allowing him to 
drink this cup empty and be raised from the dead. 



Maundy Thursday and Good Friday through Easter 
(what the church has traditionally called the Triduum) 
is the lens through which Jesus’ arrival in Jerusalem is 
triumphant instead of merely tragic.

Probably many if not most of the folks cheering that 
day alongside the road simply didn’t get it. They had 
no real clue what Jesus was up to. They still expect-
ed some sort of temporal liberation from Roman op-
pression. Even the disciples closest to Jesus struggled 
with this right up until the moment they met him after 
his death. Then, it was as though new spectacles were 
placed upon their eyes and gradually they became able 
to see that Jesus had liberated them from the fear of 
death and oppression and liberated them for a life free 
to love as he loved. And it took Easter morning to ex-
pand their imaginations so that finally they could see 
what God was up to. Even their hopes were too small.



Monday, March 29Monday, March 29
Psalm 145Psalm 145
Mark 11:12-25Mark 11:12-25

Tuesday, March 30Tuesday, March 30
Psalm 146Psalm 146
Mark 11:27-33Mark 11:27-33

Wednesday, March 31Wednesday, March 31
Psalm 147:1-11Psalm 147:1-11
Mark 12:1-11Mark 12:1-11

Maundy ThursdayMaundy Thursday
April 1April 1
147:12-20147:12-20
Mark 14:12-25Mark 14:12-25

Good FridayGood Friday
April 2April 2
Psalm 148Psalm 148
John 13:36-38John 13:36-38

Holy SaturdayHoly Saturday
April 3April 3
Psalm 149Psalm 149
Romans 8:1-11Romans 8:1-11

Easter SundayEaster Sunday
April 4April 4
PPsalm 93salm 93
John 20:19-23John 20:19-23



It took Easter morning 
to expand their imaginations 
so that finally 
they could see what God was up to. 
Even their hopes were too small.


