
Wait
“Jesus said “It is finished.” With that, He bowed His head and gave up 
His spirit.” 

- John 19: 30

“Because it was the Jewish day of Preparation and since the tomb 
was nearby, they laid Jesus there.”

- John 19: 42

“The disciple whom Jesus loved.” 

He had seen so much. Called from his nets by the side 
of the lake into three years of watching the unfolding 
power and authority of His leader. Lepers were 
cleansed. The blind given sight. Demons were cast out 
of those a�icted, crying out their recognition of Jesus’ 
divinity. The hungry were fed.

Jesus spoke with authority about the things of the 
Kingdom of God, to the joy of the downtrodden and 
marginalized, and the anger of the self-righteous. The 
Lord stood before John on the mount of transfiguration, 
His clothes shining like the sun! The Lord had even 
raised the dead as if rousing them from sleep!

But when the soldiers arrested Him, the Lord, passive, 
seemingly powerless was led away to face the full wrath 
of His enemies. John had watched as His Lord was 
paraded through the streets like a common criminal. 

Taunted, spat upon, despised, they had nailed Jesus of 
Nazareth to the cruel bitter cross, and He had gone 
where John could not now follow.

Locked up in the tomb in the garden by the hill of death, 
outside the city of Jerusalem. Was there nothing more 
to see, to do? To hope for?

In less than a day, John will run to the empty tomb “and 
stooping and looking in, see the linen wrappings lying 
there.” That same evening, he will see his beloved 
Savior and touch His nail-pierced hands, and 
spear-pierced side.

One day, exiled to the island of Patmos, he will see 
indescribable scenes of glory as God reveals to him 
grand visions of the final victory of Christ’s Kingdom, in 
power and strength. But for today he sees only Mary, 
the grief stricken mother of Jesus, entrusted into his 
care.

John - The Son of Thunder



“You are Peter, and on this rock I will build My Church, 
and the gates of hell will not overcome it.”

This was the promise made to Peter by Jesus when His 
disciple had recognized the identity of his Master as the 
Messiah - “You are the Christ, the Son of the Living God” 
Peter proclaimed. 

Now the One whose words of promise filled the heart 
with hope and strength, and in whose presence Peter 
could feel like the Rock for which he was re-named, lay 
dead in the tomb. The One whose life was the 
embodiment of fulfilled promises had been cut down by 
death, and was now locked up behind stone and 
guarded by Roman soldiers.  

Peter too had made his own promise. With 
characteristic forthrightness he declared, “Even if all fall 
away on account of You, I never will.” “I tell you the 
truth,” Jesus had replied, “this very night, before the 
rooster crows, you will disown Me three times.” To which 
Peter declared, “Even if I have to die with You, I will 
never disown You!” The night had revealed that it was 
Christ’s, and not Peter’s words that had come to pass, 
and Simon Peter who desired with all of his heart to live 
up to the name the Lord had given him, wept bitterly at 
his failure to do so.

But what of the promise that came with the keys to the 
Kingdom? “...You are Peter…Rock...and the gates of hell 
will not overcome.” Could it be that in this Jesus was 
mistaken, or had Peter misunderstood much about his 
Master’s plans? Is there life and hope and strength to be 
found beyond the fear and grief of this day?

Pregnancy brought me joy
and pain
Pain and joy, joy and pain
Joy first, and then pain

As soon as I felt it grow within me
My body succumbed
To the swashes of hormones
The tides of chemicals
The tra�c in tissue
I grew and changed
As He grew and changed
I became large and ungainly,
Comically rounded;
I smiled and patted my belly in joy
My good humor even survived
That hurried journey along 
crowded roads
In the muddy, frosted ending 
of the year
To Joseph’s native village

Thirty years on, and thirty 
miles north.

I reach the foot of the little hill

Of ill-omened name  
(place of the skull)
The city walls behind me;
the gate locked
Against encroaching dusk
The three trees stood on 
the summit
Long shadows sweeping the grass
And something ending

We had done so much, 
taken such care;
Food, water, clothes, love
Joseph taught Him a trade

But then the good news stopped:

But then Joseph died, left us alone;
And then He left,
Said He was called to other things
Had work to do
I waved Him o�
Kept my fear to myself

The rumors came
From time to time

Travelers, soldiers, relatives
Buzzing with news
He’d been here and there
Doing wonders
And helping, always helping

Instead, capture, trial, 
and sentence
I hurried to Jerusalem
I can do nothing but watch
But must do what I can
As He labors through the hours
His face drawn, plastered with 
sweat and blood
His voice cracked
He asked why His Father 
forsook Him
I wanted to tell Him
His mother had not

Joy and pain, He brought me,
Pain and joy, joy and pain
Joy first, then pain
Such pain.

- Martin Locock

Peter –  The Rock

Mary-  The Mother
“And a sword will pierce your own soul too.” 
    - Luke 2:35

Mary’s Lament



“He was assigned a grave with the wicked, and with the rich in His death, 
though He had done no violence, nor was any deceit in His mouth. ” 

- Isaiah 53:9

Consider these questions and spend some time in prayer today after you have read the booklet.

 1. Think about the people who were following Jesus throughout the three years of His ministry. Ponder 
how they must have felt on this day, having no evidence that Jesus was anything but dead or that He 
would actually rise again. Think about the lives these people had left behind to follow Him, and the cost 
to their own safety and future that doing so might now entail for them.

 2. Where in your life currently have you found yourself in a place of waiting? Have you had any hopes or 
dreams that it seems will never be realized?  How does it feel? How do you imagine God feels about 
your situation? What might this Day of Waiting tell you about your own situation?

 3. Spend some time, speaking with God. It is ok to express frustration with your situation. Pray through all 
the ways you feel until you have expressed all that you can. Then speak these words, knowing that 
God is with you and hears your prayer: "Lord have mercy, Christ have mercy, Lord, have mercy, Christ, 
have mercy." Spend some time in silence afterwards and just be still and know that He is God; that He is 
with you, that He knows your situation and that He sees you in the midst of it.

REFLECTION


