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INVITATION TO A JOURNEY 

 

This Lenten Season, you are invited to journey with us. The writers and artists drew 

from their travel experiences to talk about our theme, Images of Grace.  

 

As you begin this journey, know that it’s not an easy one. It is one that reminds us of 

our frailty as human beings. It is one that reminds us of Jesus. It is one that reminds us 

of the Cross.  

 

Some of the writers are people who traveled to Jerusalem and environs with Jim Dant. 

They had a special grace experience as they walked in the steps of Jesus and the early 

Christians. Others are members of the committee who are drawing upon their own 

experiences with grace.  

 

We are also excited that artwork is being provided by the new Visual Arts Team led 

by Kyle Matthews.  

 

Our prayer is that you experience your own image of grace as you journey with us 

through these pages.  

 

Kay Hardage 

Chair, Spiritual Formation Committee.

 

 

 

 
 

We shall not cease from exploration 

And the end of all our exploring  

Will be to arrive where we started 

And know the place for the first time.1 

 

~ T.S. Eliot 

 

 
 

 

 

  

                                                           
1 T.S. Eliot, “Little Gidding,” lines 239-242, in The Four Quartets (New York: Harcourt, 1968 [1943]), 59. 



Engaging the Artwork  

Visual Theology – Praying with the Eyes 

 

The history of Christian faith and theology is also a history of the eye, the ear, of bodily 

gesture and movement, the mind imagining, and the senses conjoining.2 Visual theology 

is the field that examines how the sense of sight is used to see the existence of God in the 

world and give it meaning to us as God’s people. A work of art isn’t just an object that is 

beautiful to its viewer; it becomes a tool to see – a technique of examination and 

contemplation – that may lead the viewer in prayer.  
 

Visio Divina (Latin) for “Holy Seeing” or “Divine Looking,” is a Christian prayer 

practice that creates an openness to encounters with God and the Word.3 It is similar to 

the sixth-century Benedictine practice of Lectio Divina (Divine Reading) in which one 

meditates on a passage of scripture allowing the Spirit to speak through the story. 

Included with each meditation are pictures that correspond to the author’s writing and 

experiences. Using the guide below, it is our intention that you allow the artists and 

writers to work symphonically as you explore this devotion.  

 

1. Prepare: Close your eyes, take deep breaths, clear you mind and ask God to 

enter into this time of prayer with you. Ask God to speak to you through this 

image. 

2. Lectio (read): Read the scripture passages assigned and the authors reflection. 

Spend time scanning the image as you note what draws your interest. Close and 

rest your eyes a minute. 

3. Mediatio (meditate): Deepen your focus on just the part of the image that 

caught your eyes and name it. Close your eyes, seeing that part of the image in 

your mind. 

4. Oratio (pray): Open your eyes and allow the Spirit to bring forth a word, 

image or emotion. With what did you connect most closely, from the image and 

the author? Close and rest your eyes. 

5. Contemplatio (contemplation): Open your eyes and take deep breaths.  

What is God speaking to you today through this image? How will you respond? 

Spend time processing that with God. Pray or journal about it.  
 

– Rev. Eric Coleman 

   Furman CSF4 Chaplain  

                                                           
2 Vrudny, Kimberly J., and Wilson Yates. 2005. Arts, theology, and the church: new intersections. Cleveland, Ohio: Pilgrim 

Press, 180. 
3 Mel AhlBorn, Ken Arnold, eds., Visio Divina: A Reader in Faith and Visual Arts (Leeds, Massachusetts: LeaderResources, 

2009), 28. 
4 Cooperative Student Fellowship – Collegiate Ministry of Cooperative Baptist Fellowship 



 

Ash Wednesday 

February 14, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Joel 2:1-2; 12-17 

Psalm 51:1-17 

2 Corinthians 5:20b-6:10 

Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 
 

“But you, when you pray, go into your room, 

and when you have shut your door, pray to your Father who is in the secret place; 

 and your Father who sees in secret will reward you openly.” 

~ Matthew 6:6; NRSV 

 

Each morning, our day began with prayer led by Jim. One morning’s prayer was 

regarding the mystery of God. Being in Israel made this very special to me. During the 

trip, I witnessed the beauty of Israel through the expanse of gardens, orchards, olive 

groves, and grain fields forming a quilt-like pattern, which reminded me of our quilt 

hanging in the sanctuary – a vision of people working together in love and fellowship. 

 

In Israel, we saw crowds of people from all over the world. At the first church we visited, 

a group of elderly Ethiopian women came rushing in, seemingly unaware of anyone else. 

We learned that they had saved money all their lives to make this Pilgrimage. I felt very 

humbled to think about the sacrifices they had made. 

 

As we traveled from site to site, people were seen praying (in languages I could not 

understand, but God understood). Around the grounds of the church at the Sea of Galilee, 

various tour groups were being led in prayer while others were praying individually.  

 

The Garden of Gethsemane was very 

special to me, knowing that Jesus and 

His disciples spent precious time there. 

Inside the church at the Garden of 

Gethsemane is a magnificent rock which 

resembles the one I’ve seen in paintings 

of Jesus kneeling and praying. We had 

the opportunity to go up, lay hands on it, 

and pray. What a powerful experience! 

 

We went to a prison similar to the one 

where Jesus was held captive waiting to 

Becky Ramsey || Olive Trees in Garden of Gethsemane 



hear His fate. It was a deep, dark, damp and cold cave. From above we heard loud 

talking, but Jesus would have heard shouts calling for His crucifixion. How horrible it 

must have been for Him.  

 

On our way to the huge ancient 

cavernous Church of the Holy 

Sepulcher that is built over the 

rock of Golgotha, we walked the 

Via Dolorosa. This is the path of 

narrow streets that Jesus walked 

bearing His heavy cross where 

He would have heard hateful 

and hurtful voices. As we 

entered the church, we stood 

shoulder to shoulder with a 

massive crowd of people from 

all over the world, inching our 

way to see the opening on 

Golgotha, which is thought to 

have held the cross on which our 

Savior was crucified. By this 

point there were many people 

quietly weeping and praying; 

tears of gratitude that He is risen 

from the tomb. 

 

 

At the Wailing Wall, a very Holy place in Jerusalem, we left our written prayers and 

those of others in the Wall. While there, along with the mass of people, we prayed.  

 

 
PRAYER: 

God, I pray that we join with others around the world to give thanks and praise for your 

loving kindness and mercy. Heavenly Father, I ask You to instill in us a calmness, so that 

we can hear Your words of love, hope, joy and peace. In Jesus name, Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Harriet J. Major. I have one son, Charles (Chuck) R. Major, III. I am a retired Reading 

Specialist from the Greenville County School District. A member of the Johnson Class, 

Centering Prayer Group, I collect and deliver mission items. 

 

Nita Hamilton || Imposition of Ashes 



 

1st Sunday of Lent 

February 18, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Genesis 9:8-17  

Psalm 25:1-10  

1 Peter 3:18-22 

Mark 1:9-15 
 

“And just as he was coming up out of the water, he saw the heavens torn apart and the 

Spirit descending like a dove on him. And a voice came from heaven,  

‘You are my Son, the Beloved; with you I am well pleased.’  

And the Spirit immediately drove him out into the wilderness.” 

~ Mark 1:10-12; NRSV 

 

When Jesus left Nazareth, he left as the son of a carpenter. Leaving his home, did he hear 

the voice of his father Joseph or the voice of his Father calling? This was no ordinary trip, 

but a several days journey to where John was baptizing. As he walked from the hills 

around Nazareth into the Jezreel Valley and then down the Harod Valley to the River 

Jordan, Jesus passed olive groves and fields and places where his ancestors fought in the 

days of the kings of Israel. Did anyone recognize him, this son of a carpenter with a 

working man’s kilt? Did Jesus speak with others along the way? 

 

When he reached the Jordan, Jesus turned south, walking down that fertile valley 

bounded on both sides by hills. Did he ask others about John, or did others ask Jesus what 

his destination was? What did He see when he found John? Was he one among a 

multitude? Did John recognize his relative from Nazareth? That Jesus was no ordinary 

man certainly became clear to those who witnessed his baptism. Those present heard God 

proclaim Jesus as son, and watched as a dove descended from heaven. Were they then 

perplexed when Jesus walked 

away into the wilderness? 

 

Wilderness is certainly no place 

to sojourn. Scripture says that 

Jesus was led into the wilderness 

by the Spirit, by God’s spirit. The 

wilderness is where Jesus was 

tempered for his ministry, for the 

path his Father laid before him – 

Son of God and son of Mary, 

struggling to reconcile his human 
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desires with his Father’s wishes. Tempted by the earthly things he knew but sustained by 

his Father’s angels, Jesus knew that his Father’s path would be difficult and painful for 

both himself and his family.  

 

Jesus left the wilderness changed. He chose to follow the path that his Father had set 

before him, and he was led to start his ministry by the Sea of Galilee, where He would 

turn fishermen into fishers of men. 

       Freda Lark || Sea of Galilee 

 

Leaving the wilderness, Jesus also knew this would not be an easy choice. He knew that 

God’s prophets often suffered at the hands of the authorities. How much more would the 

Son of God suffer to proclaim the kingdom?  

 

 

 
PRAYER: 

Lord, strengthen my resolve to seek and follow your path for my life. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Rob and Lillian Hanley have three children, Chris, Erin and Seth, and two grandsons, 

Sean and Zach. Chris and Katie and the grandsons live in Fayetteville where they both 

serve in the U.S. Army; Erin lives in Greenville; and Seth lives in Charlotte. Rob teaches 

5th grade Sunday School and substitutes as the radio announcer for the Sunday worship 

service broadcast. 

 



2nd Sunday of Lent 

February 25, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Genesis 17:1-7, 15-16 

Psalm 22:23-31 

Romans 4:13-25 

Mark 8:31-38 
 

“…If any want to become my followers, let them deny themselves and take up their 

cross and follow me. For those who want to save their life will lose it, and those who 

lose their life for my sake, and for the sake of the gospel, will save it.” 

~ Mark 8:34b-35; NRSV 

         

From fisherman to preacher, Peter’s story is an image of continuous, transforming grace. 

His transformation shows us the real work of God’s grace.  

Peter acts like one of 

us. He can get it so 

right when he 

declares “You are the 

Messiah!” (Mark 

8:29) and so wrong 

when he tries to stop 

Jesus talking about 

the suffering, 

rejection, execution, 

and resurrection soon 

to happen. That’s not 

the Messiah Peter 

had in mind.  
    

                            Freda Lark || Wooden Fishing Boat  
Peter can blurt out profound truths and then blunder badly in trying to live out that truth.  

We, like Peter, are going to get it wrong. Singing God’s praises on Sunday and yelling at 

the rude driver who cuts in traffic on Monday. We want to be perfected in faith 

immediately; no hard work. But, it takes time and effort to allow grace to transform us. 

We will make mistakes along the way.  

 

In our scripture, Jesus rebukes Peter when he’s wrong, but doesn’t leave him or send him 

away. Jesus sticks with him through the highs and lows. Throughout their time together, 

Jesus loves Peter, forgives him, praises him, rebukes him, blesses him, rescues him, 

challenges him, and is at home with him. 

 



Jesus tells Peter and the disciples how to engage in transformation: leave that old life, 

pick up a cross, and move forward following him. Jesus gives us the same challenge and 

invitation to become different than we are. Leave that old life, pick up a cross, and move 

forward following Jesus.  

 

This is not an easy thing to do. Peter couldn’t envision a life without Jesus and didn’t 

want to live that way, so he took Jesus aside to stop him talking about a very scary future. 

Peter still wasn’t ready later when he loudly promised, “I’ll never deny you,” and then 

did just that three times before the dawn of Jesus’ execution.  

 

Peter wanted to skip the intermediate steps: the trials, the scourging, the pit, the betrayal, 

the cross, and death. Move right to resurrection and glory, no sacrifices – all wonder and 

miracles. Jesus knows that that all of the in between parts in our journey are important, 

even when they bring misery and hurt. 

 

We have the benefit of Bible stories to give us a vision of life in faith, and we are not 

often called on to declare our faith in a life or death circumstance as Peter was. How 

often we still don’t want to make the small sacrifices we are asked: to feel shame when 

we demand our way, to feel another’s hurt from injustice or their despair from life’s hard 

circumstances, to act with kindness and speak encouragement, to give time and attention 

to someone else, to give generously, to be less ourselves and more of Christ. 

 

Leave that old life, pick up a cross, and move forward following Jesus. It was the whole 

of Peter’s daily experience with Jesus and God’s grace that transformed him from a 

fisherman to the preacher at Pentecost. Let Jesus take hold of our daily experience, and 

we can expect the same. God’s grace can transform us when we are willing to be loved, 

forgiven, loved, rebuked, loved, blessed, loved, rescued, loved, challenged, loved, loved, 

loved . . .  

 

 
PRAYER: 

Our kind and gracious God, 

Thank you for grace that makes us more than we can imagine.  

Help us to leave our old life, pick up a cross, and move forward following you.  

Grant us peace and patience in the process. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO:  
Sarah McGregor is a deacon, greeter and regularly serves on various committees of the 

church. She treasures the experiences with people and place and scripture she enjoyed  

during the 2017 pilgrimage to Israel. 

 



3rd Sunday of Lent 

March 4, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Exodus 20:1-17 

Psalm 19 

1 Corinthians 1:18-25 

John 2:13-22 
 

“In the temple he found people selling cattle, sheep, and doves,  

and the money changers seated at their tables. Making a whip of cords,  

he drove all of them out of the temple, both the sheep and the cattle.  

He also poured out the coins of the money changers and overturned their tables.” 

~ John 2:14-15; NRSV 

 

In this passage, Jesus was upset. It was near the Holy time of Passover, and instead of 

preparing themselves for worship, the Jews in Jerusalem turned the temple into a 

marketplace. They dared sell livestock 

and exchange currency out of greed 

and disrespect – inside the Holy 

Temple itself. During Passover, Jews 

would often travel long distances and 

purchase their sacrificial animals at 

marketplaces outside the temple. Even 

Gentiles could participate in sacrificial 

offerings – only they couldn’t enter the 

temple but had to stay in the outer 

courts, traditionally known as the 

“Gentile area.” 

 

When Jesus came upon this scene, he was distressed and cleared out the Temple for 

several reasons: 1) Jesus knew the sellers and money changers were not there to honor 

Passover and help the pilgrim travelers. No, they were there to price gouge for personal 

gain. 2) Because the marketplace was set up in the outer courts, the Jews were restricting 

access, and the Gentiles would have no place to worship. 3) These dishonorable acts were 

going on inside His Father’s House – a sacred place intended for worship, prayer, and 

praise for everyone – not segregation and sin. 

 

Can we liken this situation to anything in our world today? Have you seen corruption or 

deliberate segregation that made you really angry? Just look around – we have countries 

filled with poverty and disease governed by wealthy, oblivious dictators. And if you turn 

on the news, there are numerous stories about injustice, racial division, abuse and other 

Freda Lark || Sheep  



instances of humans showing their worst selves. At those times, I feel helpless. It seems 

that humanity has lost its way and turned its back on God. Maybe that’s part of how Jesus 

felt when he entered his Father’s house while it was being defiled. 

 

When I see injustice that I simply can’t process, I try to ask myself “What would Jesus 

do?” In our passage, after Jesus purifies the temple, He no longer condemns the acts of 

the wrong doers. He doesn’t blame, He doesn’t lecture. Even when taunted, He looks to 

the Cross. He tells the Jews that the Temple will one day be destroyed and then raised 

after three days. In this way, He foretold His betrayal and crucifixion for the promise of 

new life for everyone. Even though Jesus had just encountered a reprehensible scene, He 

quickly forgave and proclaimed that He would soon die for their sins out of love and 

compassion. The people didn’t know what He was talking about at the time, but they 

would clearly remember it after His miraculous resurrection. 

 

When faced with the worst in humanity, we – like Jesus – 

can act to stop the corruption if we will. On a daily basis, 

we can try to set an example by living a good life, helping 

those less fortunate, and sharing our Faith – because those 

are things we have more control over. Most importantly, we 

can look to the Cross and see the Amazing Grace in our 

Creator, knowing that He has a plan which is good, which is 

just, and he forgives us for all our shortcomings. For that, 

we can give thanks. 

 

 
        Ben Mullinax || Cruciform 

 
PRAYER: 

Heavenly Father: 

Help us follow Jesus’ example and show forgiveness and grace to others, especially when 

it’s hard. Instill Your wisdom in us as we go about our lives trying to do what’s right to 

others and what’s pleasing to You. Thank You for Your boundless grace which led to 

Jesus’ crucifixion, resurrection and ultimately, our salvation. We ask this in your Son’s 

name, who died for us even when we didn’t deserve it. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Martha Burwell is married to John Burwell, and they live in Greer. Martha and John are 

both greeters and serve on the Communion Committee. John is a Deacon. Martha serves 

on the Communications and Spiritual Formation Committees and enjoys playing 

handbells. Martha has an MBA in Marketing from Wake Forest University and is 

currently Consumer Care Director at Michelin North America. 

 



4th Sunday of Lent 

March 11, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Numbers 21:4-9 

Psalm 107:1-3, 17-22 

Ephesians 2:1-10 

John 3:14-21 
 

“And just as Moses lifted up the serpent in the wilderness, so must the Son of Man  

be lifted up that whoever believes in him may have eternal life… 

God did not send the Son into the world to condemn the world,  

but in order that the world might be saved through him.” 

~ John 3:14-15, 17; NRSV 

 

If you look in the dictionary for the definition of wilderness you’ll find that the dictionary 

describes a wilderness as an “uncultivated, uninhabited, and inhospitable region.” On this 

day of our trip, the wilderness will be what we experience as we walk up the mountain, as 

well as what my heart feels as I grieve the recent loss of my husband. Today, we’ll 

journey to the top of Arbel Cliff. The day is expected to be in the 90’s, so frankly, I am 

not looking forward to walking up to the top of the cliff. However, not participating in the 

day’s activities is not an option for someone, despite a hopeless heart, who survives by 

putting one foot in front of the other.   

 

From the base of the cliff, you can’t see the top nor guess how long it will take to reach 

the top. So, to keep myself from the 

temptation of “giving up,” I walk with my 

head down. Focusing on the ground and 

wearing a wide brimmed hat makes it easy 

to avoid looking any further than necessary.  

As I walk the rocky, dusty path upward, I 

look at the barren landscape. Everything 

within my self-imposed line of vision is the 

same washed-out brown except for the 

sporadic appearance of little purple flowers. 

After walking for what seems an almost 

unbearably long time, Claudia, our guide, 

stops. Feeling relief, I wonder if we are at 

the top. My relief changes to disappointment 

when I realize we have only stopped to 

allow the others to catch up.  

 Ferrell Jenkins || “Holy” Thistle 



Once they catch up, we continue our trek up the path. I’m guessing Claudia could see we 

are hot so she encourages us by saying that there will be a shady tree up further. As we 

continue our walk up the path, I return to looking only as far as the brim of my hat will 

allow. My thoughts wander back to the hopelessness I feel. Heart heavy and eyes misting 

I refocus on carefully placing one foot in front of the other as we trudge up the path. 

Rocks, dust, low bushes continue in my sight along with the lovely purple flowers. I think 

to myself that they have to be fairly hardy to survive the sun and heat. When we finally 

get to the top of the cliff and I allow myself to look up and out, the view is absolutely 

breathtaking. Beautiful blue sky above us, from the cliff we can see all of where Jesus 

lived, the Valley of the Doves, the path traveled from Nazareth to Capernaum as well as 

the Sea of Galilee. Although the view from the cliff is worth every step, I soon start 

feeling the heat so I look around for the shady tree. There is no shady tree. All we can see 

is a small tree behind a wire fence. Claudia suggests that the tree has shriveled because of 

the heat and sun. Considering the sun and heat, that seems a plausible possibility. As we 

walk down from the cliff, I marvel even more at the purple flowers. Those flowers 

continue to thrive even when the tree had succumbed to the heat of the sun.  

 

On the bus ride to our next top, it occurs 

to me that the flowers represent hope in 

the wildness. Hope thrives in the most 

inhospitable regions whether within our 

hearts or in the world. Later, someone on 

the tour finds the name of the flower. It is 

called Holy Thistle! What a special gift to 

my soul – a reminder that hope will 

always be present, even in the wilderness. 

Thanks be to God. 

                                                                                                                                             
                                             Ferrell Jenkins || Sea of Galilee from Mt. Arbel at Sunset 

 
PRAYER: 

Father/Mother, God, thank you for sending hope to our hopeless hearts.  

When our world was hopeless, you sent your grace and hope  

to us in the life of your son and in a little purple flower.  

Thank you for reminding us that even in the wilderness there is always hope. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Debbie Paden Mobley has been a member of First Baptist since 1998.  

She is a member of the Sanctuary Choir and is currently serving as deacon. She is mom 

to two special daughters, Naomi and Sarah. She misses Sherwood and trusts that he is 

watching over his three girls. 

 



5th Sunday of Lent 

March 18, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Jeremiah 31:31-34 

Psalm 51:1-12 

Hebrews 5:5-10 

John 12:20-33 
 

“Very truly, I tell you, unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth and dies,  

it remains just a single grain; but if it dies, it bears much fruit.” 

~ John 12:24; NRSV 

  
In this passage Jesus predicts his death and speaks about the purpose of his dying. The 

obvious Image of Grace here is Jesus preparing his followers for his death by helping 

them understand that this is his purpose and that he must do this for their sake and the 

sake of all the generations to come. I started thinking about what it might be like to have 

been a follower at that time and how I would process this information that I probably 

didn’t fully understand. I took it a step further and started thinking about our current 

climate and how I could relate.  

 

There seems to constantly be negative and even unjust events occurring around the world 

– natural disasters, war, sickness, crime. 

Unfortunately, that list could go on.  

The devastation and negativity that are a 

result of these events can be overwhelming 

and depressing. These events are occurring 

locally, nationally, and internationally.  

They are not limited by religion, politics, 

race, gender, or creed. No one is immune – it 

affects you and me. The effect might be direct 

or indirect and the result might be positive or 

negative depending on the reaction. 

 

Recently Walt and I traveled to California. During our trip, we planned to visit Sonoma. 

Our trip was unfortunately on the tail of all the devastating wild fires that occurred last 

fall. We were a little nervous about what to expect and even questioned if we should still 

make those stops a part of our trip. It seemed wrong to try and enjoy ourselves amongst 

all the devastation. However, it turned out to be rather bittersweet. While we were 

surrounded by the remains of homes, businesses, and lives that had been lost in disaster – 

we were also greeted by a community of people who had been brought closer together 

and were rallying to make the best of the situation.  

Sara Herbert || Vineyards (Sonoma, CA) 



 

I distinctly remember signs all over the place that 

said, “The Love in the air is thicker than the smoke 

#sonomastrong.” We were welcomed with open 

arms because they were so happy we were there to 

help support their businesses during this time that 

they needed it most.  

We may have not experienced the area to its 

fullest, but we did get to experience in a unique 

way – a way that touched my heart and soul, a 

way that reminded me that there is still goodness 

and kindness in the world, a way that showed me 

that the human spirit is not something that can 

easily be broken, and a way that taught me 

beauty can come from devastation.  

 

In verse 24 Jesus states “unless a grain of wheat 

falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a 

single grain; but if it dies, it bears much fruit.” I 

am so thankful that Jesus sacrificed his life so 

that we can reap the harvest of his sacrifice over 

and over again.  

 

The love that he demonstrated through his life continues to multiply as we strive to live 

Christ like and spread that love.  This verse also reminds us that sometimes loss, in 

whatever form it presents itself, may have a bigger purpose yet to be discovered or born.  

 
PRAYER: 

My prayer for us during this time is that we can find the fruit that results from every loss 

that we encounter, and that we live a life that is full of love. I pray for the love of Christ 

to surround those who are hurting, confused, angry, or misguided – I pray that they might 

find a place of peace and comfort, a place of understanding. I pray for our communities – 

that they might find unity in whatever events have occurred and are to come. I pray that I 

am able to show your love and kindness to everyone I encounter – through my words, 

actions, and presence. Amen. 
 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Sara Herbert and her husband, Walt, are members of the Gayle Price Class, teach on 

Wednesdays in the cooking room for Children on Mission, and are serving as Chairs for 

Operation Inasmuch for 2018. Sara serves on the Spiritual Formation Committee and is 

active with the Lula Ladies Circle, as well. 

 

Carol Ann Good || Rebirth 
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Palm Sunday 

March 25, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Isaiah 50:4-9a 

Psalm 118:1-2, 19-29 / 31:9-16 

Philippians 2:5-11 

Mark 11:1-11 
 

“Hosanna! 

Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord! 

Blessed is the coming kingdom of our ancestor David! 

Hosanna in the highest heaven!” 

~ Mark 11:10; NRSV 

 

 

During the last week of Jesus’ life,  

Mark 11:1-11 relates the approach of Jesus 

and his disciples as they walk from Bethany 

and Bethpage on the Mt. of Olives to secure 

the donkey that Jesus rides. Together they 

triumphantly descend the Mt. of Olives to 

enter Jerusalem. 

 

After my pilgrimage to Israel, this story and 

so many other Biblical stories that were once 

only words on a page, have now become 

actual experiences. In the grace of being in 

this Holy Land that Jesus walked while on 

Earth, an old hymn rang through my every 

step as we walked the same paths Jesus 

walked. 

 

“I walked today where Jesus walked  

in days of long ago. 

I wandered down each path he knew  

       with reverent step and slow. 

Those little lanes they have not changed, 

A sweet peace filled the air, and I felt his presence there. 
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My pathway led thru Bethlehem, my memories there were sweet. 

The little hills of Galilee, which knew his little feet. 

The Mt. of Olives, hallowed scenes, that Jesus knew before. 

I saw the mighty Jordan roar, as in the days of yore. 

I knelt today where Jesus knelt, where all alone he prayed, 

The Garden of Gethsemane; my heart felt unafraid. 

I picked my heavy burden up, and with him at my side, 

I climbed the hill of Calvary where on the cross he died. 

I walked today where Jesus walked, and felt him close to me.”5 

 

I am a walker. I walk or hike several times each week. During my rhythmic movement in 

nature, my life focuses clearer and deeper. I feel so blessed to be able to experience this 

time communing with the Creator and with God’s creation. My most vivid images of 

God’s grace expressed through Jesus morph into sensory experiences while walking the 

same paths Jesus walked during his life on 

Earth. 

 

I smelled the path’s dust and reveled in colorful 

fields of flowers as we walked on “The Jesus 

Trail,” the only path descending from Nazareth 

to Galilee. I climbed the rocky slopes of the 

Arbel Cliffs for a view overlooking the Sea of 

Galilee. I tasted water from the only well in 

Nazareth, from which centuries of inhabitants 

supplied their daily needs. Where Jesus cooked 

breakfast over an open fire for his disciples, I 

sat on Galilean beach sand, beside the rocks on 

which the Church of the Primacy of Peter rests. 

I tasted communion bread and cup while our 

boat rocked on the Sea of Galilee’s gentle 

waves. Under olive trees in Gethsemane, I knelt 

and prayed and listened to monks’ sacred song 

drift from the Basilica of Agony next to the 

garden.  
 

                                                           
5 “I Walked Today Where Jesus Walked,” sung by Carroll Roberson or Beth Jones, includes beautiful 

videos of Holy Land scenes to accompany the song.) 

Brenda League || Jim Dant at Magdala 



 

Magdala, the First Century town where Mary Magdalene lived, lay buried by a mud slide 

until unearthed by 20th Century excavations. In awe, I fingered rough cut stone walls as 

my sandals traced intricate mosaic floor tiles of the tabernacle in which Jesus, no doubt, 

worshipped. Capernaum, Peter’s home beside the Sea of Galilee, offered equally 

poignant footsteps and tactile sensations. 

 

In prayerful reverence for the sacredness of this holy experience, I stood knee-deep in  

the waters of the Sea of Galilee. Kendra Plating, our female minister pregnant with a 

daughter, re-baptized me into holy newness of life. I felt God’s unmerited grace, as did 

women once neglected by their society, but blessed and honored by Jesus as he walked 

this Holy Land, his Earthly Home. 

 
Brenda League || Mural in Women’s Center – Woman touching Jesus’ garment 

 

 
PRAYER: 

Heavenly Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, I gratefully walked these paths that Jesus walked 

as he inhabited a human body to experiences life on this sacred Earth and to express your 

love for all your creations. Please create in each of us an awareness of your 

accompanying presence as we continue your walk in our human bodies on this Earth, 

doing the tasks you have given us to complete. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

A grateful Pam Shucker, lifelong member of First Baptist Greenville, is married to Harry. 

Their daughter, Cherington Shucker, married to Darin Gehrke, created their favorite 

granddaughter, Brynn Gehrke. Their son, Burgess Shucker, and their favorite grandson, 

Denver, also live in Greenville. Pam is a Deacon, teaches 5-year old Sunday School,  

and co-chairs the SAVER Committee. 

 
 



Monday of Holy Week 

March 26, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Isaiah 42:1-9 

Psalm 36:5-11 

Hebrews 9:11-15 

John 12:1-11 
 

“Six days before the Passover Jesus came to Bethany, the home of Lazarus, whom he 

had raised from the dead…. Mary took a pound of costly perfume made of pure nard, 

anointed Jesus’ feet, and wiped them with her hair. The house was filled with the 

fragrance of the perfume.” 

~ John 12:1, 3; NRSV 

 

When you enter the Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem, one of the first things 

you see is the stone of anointing. The red polished stone is low to the ground and over it 

hangs eight ornate lamps giving off a soft glow. The smell of fragrant oils fills your nose 

as you bend low to touch your hand or forehead to the smooth, cold stone. This spot is 

heralded as the place where Joseph of Arimathea laid the body of Jesus to prepare it for 

burial—rubbing his body with spices and wrapping it in cloth. This was grace provided to 

Joseph of Arimathea, to be allowed to collect the body of Jesus from the cross and 

prepare it respectfully for burial. This speaks to some of the most intimate, and even 

taboo, moments that can be experienced in caring for a body—preparing it for death. A 

bittersweet grace, but a grace just the same. 

 

In the scripture passage for today, Jesus receives 

his first anointing for death. This is done while he 

is still living by Mary of Bethany. This is the 

same Mary that listened at the feet of Jesus while 

her sister, Martha, prepared the food and home. 

Mary seems to be one of the only persons in the 

gospels that takes seriously Jesus’ foretelling of 

his death. So much so that she anoints him in 

preparation for it by rubbing expensive nard on 

his feet and wiping it clean with her hair. This is 

an intimate moment to be sure—something that 

probably raised the eyebrows of others present—

not only that Mary would learn at his feet but 

unashamedly use her hair to wipe his feet – 

intimate and even taboo – but preparing a body 

for death is impolite and immodest by most  
Carol Ann Good || Arise 



standards of those living. It can be done with the utmost respect but will still seem 

uncomfortable to many, yet grace abounds in such an act of service – grace that Jesus 

would allow Mary to anoint him, and grace that Mary would think to anoint him.  

 

 

I felt my fair share of 

grace while in the Holy 

Land. At the time, I 

was five months 

pregnant with Hattie 

and still somewhat 

new to this church—I 

hadn’t even been on 

staff for a year – yet I 

stood in the waters of 

the Sea of Galilee – 

barefoot and pregnant, 

a female Baptist 

minister raised in a 

Southern Baptist 

church – and baptized 

seven of the pilgrims 

from our church.  

 

 

Grace, such grace – an intimate moment and even taboo to some – I’m sure. A poignant 

reminder that death and life are so interwoven. Those moments when we feel most alive 

can be lived in the bright shadow of death, as the waters of baptism anoint us for the life 

to come.  

 

 
PRAYER: 

God, your grace is too much, and your grace is sufficient. Help us to know your grace in 

the most intimate and life-affirming ways. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Kendra Plating serves as the Minister of Pastoral Care. She studied at Wake Forest 

University and Harvard Divinity School. She finds grace to be plentiful in her life with 

her humorous husband, clever daughter, and handsome hound. 

 
 

       Becky Ramsey || Jerusalem from the Hillside 



Tuesday of Holy Week 

March 27, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Isaiah 49:1-7 

Psalm 71:1-14 

1 Corinthians 1:18-31 

John 12:20-36 
 

“Now my soul is troubled. And what should I say – ‘Father, save me from this hour’? 

No, it is for this reason that I have come to this hour. Father, glorify your name…   

this voice has come for your sake, not for mine… 

And I, when I am lifted up from the earth, will draw all people to myself.’” 

~ John 12:27-28a, 30, 32; NRSV 

 

Over and over again Jesus tells his disciples, “The hour has not yet come.” (John 2:4, 

John 7:6, John 7:8, John 7:30, John 8:20) I wonder what it looked like around him when 

Jesus suddenly shifted that message to, “The hour has come for the Son of Man to be 

glorified.” The image in my mind is a full stop of all action at that pronouncement. Wait, 

what?! 

 

Jesus goes on to explain, but I wonder how much of his explanation those early followers 

of Jesus really heard and understood in the shock of 

the moment. I wonder how much they understood as 

the actions of the coming hours and days unfolded. I 

wonder how much we truly understand so many years 

later.  

 

Jesus explains, “Very truly, I tell you, unless a grain of 

wheat falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a 

single grain; but if it dies, it bears much fruit.”  

 

The time has come.  

 

“What does that mean?” they must have wondered.  

 

“Those who love their life lose it, and those who hate 

their life in this world will keep it for eternal life.” 

 

“What exactly does that mean?” we still wonder today. J. Vernon McGee asserts “there 

are two kinds of life and they are put in contrast here.” The first is what he considers the 

psychological and physical life. Boice calls it “the human personality that thinks, plans 

Becky Ramsey || Priests  

 



for the future, and charts its course.” The other is the divine or eternal life, so the 

implication seems to be that those of us who place our individual lives first will die while 

those who prioritize the divine will find eternal life.  

 

As they (and we) ponder these words, “Then a voice came from heaven, ‘I have glorified 

it, and I will glorify it again.’” 

 

I imagine another full stop here. A voice from 

heaven spoke aloud – spoke out loud.  

 

“The crowd standing there heard it and said that 

it was thunder. Others said, ‘An angel has 

spoken to him.’” 

 

Some heard a voice from heaven. Some only 

heard thunder. I wonder to which group I would 

belong. Would I hear a voice from heaven 

calling me to walk a path that draws me nearer 

and nearer to the grace of God? Would I hear 

the sounds of joy on the journey to Jerusalem? 

Would there be singing and dancing and praise 

for the resurrection to come, or would I hear 

only thunder and the warning of an impending 

storm? 

 

The hour has come.  

 
Freda Lark || Crucifixion 

    

 
PRAYER: 

Heavenly Father, help me find the imprints and images of your grace along my journey 

today. May I find your joy in the laughter of children, your love in words of kindness, 

and your grace in the shadow of the cross. Heavenly Father, help me be the imprint and 

image of your grace along my journey today. May I share your joy in laughter with 

children, your love in words of gratitude, your grace at the foot of the cross. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Krista Martin is a social worker in Greenville. She is married to Sean Martin, and they 

have a son, Liam. Krista enjoys reading, photography, and scuba diving. 

 
 



Wednesday of Holy Week 

March 28, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Isaiah 50:4-9a 

Psalm 70 

Hebrews 12:1-3 

John 13:21-32 
 

“After saying this Jesus was troubled in spirit, and declared,  

‘Very truly, I tell you, one of you will betray me.’  

The disciples looked at one another, uncertain of whom he was speaking… 

Jesus aid to him, ‘Do quickly what you are going to do.’” 

~ Jon 13:21-22, 27b; NRSV 

 

Let me be clear right up front. I’m the type of person that usually travels to eat, not to 

pray. But when the Motherland Pilgrimage to Israel was announced it immediately struck 

me as a rare opportunity to dive in head first to explore my faith, to walk in the footsteps 

of Jesus and to experience the stories of his life through the perspective of the women 

who surrounded him. Suddenly a trip that had never been on my bucket list was on my 

calendar. 

 

Knowing I would have very little say over the itinerary of our journey through Israel, I 

fought the urge to research and plan in the months leading up to it. I wanted to be 

somewhat naïve and wide open to the experience, but with Jim’s guidance, I tried to 

embrace the difference between a pilgrimage and a vacation. As I packed my bags – full 

of excitement and a bit of nerves – I have a distinct memory of not knowing which one I 

would truly be – a pilgrim or a tourist. 

 

Upon our arrival, images of grace 

were bountiful every day: the soft 

glow of candles in both humble 

and magnificent churches, the 

sound of water dripping in Mary’s 

well or rushing over stones in the 

headwaters of the Jordan, the 

smell of incense left on my hands 

after feeling the Jesus’ preparation 

stone at the Church of the Holy 

Sepulchre, the taste of wine 

during communion on the Sea of 

Galilee, and the almost waxy Becky Ramsey || Wailing Wall 



feeling in many places throughout the journey of once-jagged rock rubbed smooth by the 

continual homage of pilgrims.  

 

These images of grace carried the vivid, full-color, surround-sound experience of reality I 

was desperately hoping for, but what struck me as I reflected on our pilgrimage in the 

context of this scripture was a devotion led by Joy Yee. She spoke of carrying two things 

at once – accepting the tensions and contradictions we often try to solve and simply 

sitting with them. Allow them both to exist. 

 

This scripture is wrought with tension. Jesus’ love is met with the promise of betrayal. 

Satan enters Judas, but God is glorified by his actions. Jesus is troubled, but accepts the 

pain to come. 

 

 Carol Ann Good || Emergence 



This passage stirred the anxious hopes and fears I carried during our pilgrimage. The 

hope that visiting the setting for so many stories I grew up with would cement them in 

my heart met with the fear that I would remain unchanged just as some of those who 

experienced his miracles first-hand still struggled with unbelief.  

 

At first, I diligently journaled and tried to absorb all of the information flying at us, but as 

I settled into the rhythm of the pilgrimage, I found myself simply walking, breathing, 

praying. I found comfort in retracing the steps of the multitudes of pilgrims that came 

before me – realizing how much doubt and how much belief they must have carried with 

them as well. The contradictions melted and I simply was. 

 

In the nearly two years since our trip, I continue to carry tensions within my soul and 

within my experiences. I’ve continued to have seasons of faithful conviction, of desperate 

questioning and of simply letting my faith fall to the back of the to-do list. But what has 

remained with me from our pilgrimage to Israel more than anything else is the reminder 

to carry both sides without judgment or analysis. To accept the joy and pain of life and to 

feel God at work in both. 

 

 
Prayer: 

Sit and be still 

until in the time 

of no rain you hear 

beneath the dry wind's 

commotion in the trees 

the sound of flowing 

water among the rocks, 

a stream unheard before, 

and you are where 

breathing is prayer.6 

 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Chris Plating has been a member at First Baptist Greenville for 4 years.  

He is the surprisingly attractive husband of Kendra Goodson Plating and Hattie’s lucky 

dad. When not working at EP+Co advertising, he enjoys fishing, cooking 

 and writing bios in the third person. 

 

                                                           
6 Berry, Wendell. “Where Breathing is Prayer” 



Maundy Thursday 

March 29, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Exodus 12:1-14 

Psalm 116:1-2, 12-19 

1 Corinthians 11:23-26 

John 13:1-17, 31b-35 
 

“And during supper Jesus…got up from the table, took off his outer robe, and tied a 

towel around himself. Then he poured water into a basin and began to wash the 

disciples’ feet and to wipe them with the towel that was tied around him… 

he said to them, ‘Do you know what I have done for you?’” 

~ John 13:2b, 4-5, 12b; NRSV 

 

The image of the basin and towel always stirs my memories of seminary. I distinctly 

remember the professors I hold in such high esteem, those titans of academia who 

authored countless volumes in Christian liturgy and theology, being led by a simple 

bronze bowl and folded linen towel. I remember the feel of the water and humility of 

having my feet washed by these same faithful men and women.   

 

The image of the basin and towel always stirs my memories of pastoral ministry. I 

remember the first time washing the feet of my parishioners…thinking of all the places 

their feet had carried them over the last year. I remembered all the conversations, all the 

challenges/hardships and joys/celebrations we journeyed together, as I walked alongside 

each of them.  

“Towel & Basin” 



The image of the basin and towel always stirs my memories of Jesus sharing a meal with 

his closest friends. The gospel writers tell us that sometime during the fellowship and 

singing of the Hallel psalms Jesus got up from the table, took off his outer robe, and tied 

a towel around himself…. poured water into a basin and began to wash the disciples’ 

feet.  

 

I can’t help but wonder what thoughts and memories stirred in Jesus’s 

mind as his hands slowly moved. 

 

As the water cascaded into the basin, did Jesus remember his baptism 

in the Jordan consecrating this public ministry? Was He reminded of 

the tears he shed over Lazarus? Did He think of that first miracle at 

Cana when water became wine? Maybe He thought back to the waters 

of creation or of gentle rain feeding the earth. 

 

As He wrapped a towel around himself, did Jesus remember the bindings that held 

Lazarus fast? Was he reminded of the Psalmist’s decree of the Creator ‘wrapped in 

light’? (Psalm 104) Did He think back to the parables shared with the disciples and the 

admonition of ‘binding and loosing things on Earth’? (Matt. 18:18) Maybe He thought 

back to the linens used by Mary to swaddle him at birth. 
 

As He knelt down, did Jesus remember the many times spent in prayer? Was he reminded 

of kneeling down to bless the little children? (Mark 10:13-16) Was he reminded of all the 

people who came kneeling at his feet praying for healing and relief? Maybe He thought 

of everything left behind to come in incarnational form for each of us. (Phil 2:5-11)  

 

Ben Mullinax || “Come Unto Me Wwindow” (First Baptist Greenville, SC) 
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As He washed the disciples’ feet and dried them, did Jesus think about the forthcoming 

denial of Peter? Was He mourning over Judas’ forthcoming betrayal? Did He worry 

about the survival of ‘The Way’ knowing the other disciples were likely to follow Peter’s 

path in the coming days? Maybe He thought of prior teachings on hospitality…to shake 

the dust from one’s feet when unwelcomed. (Matt. 10, Luke 9)  

 

St. Augustine reminds us, “For when the body is bent at a brother’s feet, the feeling of 

such humility is either awakened in the heart itself, or is strengthened if already present.”7 

Maybe this practice of [washing each other’s feet] is truly the bath that makes us dirty 

with all our neighbor’s needs8.  

 

 

 
PRAYER: 

Reconciling God, 

As our bodies are bent in humility, renew us with your divine mercy. 

As our feet are bathed, drown our hearts with compassion for your kin-dom. 

As our hearts are broken, help us hold space for our neighbor’s needs. 

Remind us, O Lord, the relentless pursuit of Your love for each of us. 

May we love each other, as you have loved us. 

 

We pray in the name of the Creator, Redeemer and Sustainer.  

One God, now and forever. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Eric Coleman serves as Campus Minister at Furman, his alma mater. He studied at 

George W. Truett Theological Seminary (Baylor University) and is currently working 

toward the D.Min. at Gardner-Webb University in Pastoral Care & Counseling. He is an 

active member of the Sanctuary Choir and a commissioned Stephen Minister.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
7 The Homilies on John, Tractate LVIII 
8 Gordon Lathrop, Bible and Liturgy, Friday, July 1, 2011. The Lutheran Theological Seminary at Philadelphia.. 



Good Friday 

March 30, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Isaiah 52:13-53:12 

Psalm 22 

Hebrews 10:16-25 

John 18:1-19:42 

 

“This is the covenant that I will make with them after those days, says the Lord: 

I will put my law in their hearts,  

And I will write them on their minds, 

I will remember their sins and their lawless deeds no more.” 

~ Hebrews 10:16, 17b; NRSV 

 

Hebrews 10:22 Let us approach with a true heart in full assurance of faith, with our hearts 

sprinkled clean from an evil conscience and our bodies washed with pure water. 

 

When Jim Dant announced his first pilgrimage for FBG to the Holy Land, my wife, 

Becky, was “All In!” A trip to the Holy Land was on her Bucket List, and this was the 

perfect opportunity to travel with fellow FBG pilgrims. After much soul searching and 

reassurance from Jim and Becky, I agreed to join the group. 

 

What a wonderful spiritual growth 

experience it was! The theme of our Holy 

Land pilgrimage was centered around the 

women in Jesus’ life. After deciding to go, I 

began to consider being baptized again in 

the Jordan River. It became something very 

important for me to do, and who better to 

conduct the ceremony than Kendra Plating, 

our recently installed Minister of Pastoral 

Care! 

 

My original thought was baptism in the 

Jordan River. After talking with Jim about 

the best location, we decided that the shore 

of the Sea of Galilee at the Chapel of the 

Primacy of Peter would be meaningful and 

certainly more private.  

 

 
Ferrell Jenkins || Chapel of the Primacy of Peter (Sea of Galilee) 



It was nice to learn that the Sea of Galilee is actually a fresh water body fed by the Jordan 

River. The setting on the northern shoreline was perfect and totally private with only our 

group present. We were honored to have Kendra conduct her first baptisms as a new 

minister for the cleansing of our sins and renewal of life in the Sea of Galilee, no less. 

 

Our group enjoyed a private boat tour on the Sea of Galilee that provided wonderful 

views of Capernaum (the town of Jesus), 

the Chapel of the Primacy of Peter, the 

Mount of Beatitudes, and the Golan 

Heights. It was special to be on the same 

body of water on which the Disciples fished 

and that Jesus walked. It was a beautiful 

blue-sky day and the setting was surreal for 

our group to participate in communion as 

we floated on the Sea of Galilee. 

 

In Jerusalem early one morning, we entered 

the ancient city through the Damascus Gate  

and walked the narrow streets to the Wailing Wall. The streets were becoming active 

with many people beginning their day. When we arrived at the Wailing Wall, rabbis and 

Jews were conducting their morning prayers. The ladies of our group placed scarfs over 

their heads in order to approach the Ladies Only section of the Wall. I approached the 

Wall with my prayer notes brought for family and friends from home. Close by was a 

Jewish rabbi in his vestment as I placed the prayer notes between the stones in the Wall. I 

did not feel worthy to be there in this Holiest of places. I asked God to forgive me and to 

answer the prayer notes placed in the Wall. 
 

Hebrews 10:23-24 Let us hold fast to the confession of our hope without wavering… 

 
PRAYER: 

Dear Lord, please bring peace to our world.  

Help all of us that worship You, the God of Abraham, to recognize the many common 

beliefs that we share and to be tolerant of our differences so that all of humankind may 

live in harmony. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Ralph Bouton is a professional civil engineer and environmental consultant with a 45-

year career in the consulting engineering and construction business. Ralph and Becky 

have three grown sons, two daughter-in-laws, and seven grandchildren. Ralph is a senior 

deacon, a member of the Adkins-Bouton Sunday School Class, and chair of the FBG 

Property Committee. 

 

Brenda League || Sea of Galilee 



Holy Saturday 

March 31, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Job 14:1-14 

Psalm 31:1-4, 15-16 

1 Peter 4:1-8 

Matthew 27:57-66 
 

“When it was evening, there came a rich man from Arimathea,  

named Joseph, who was also a disciple of Jesus. He went to Pilate  

and asked for the body of Jesus…[he] took the body and wrapped it in a clean linen 

cloth and laid it in his own new tomb, which he had hewn in the rock.  

He then rolled a great stone to the door of the tomb and went away.” 

~ Matthew 27:57-58a, 59-60; NRSV 

 

The story begins the day that Jesus died. Joseph, one of Jesus’ followers, goes to Pilate to 

ask for Jesus’ body. Imagine what it must have been like to be Joseph asking for Jesus’ 

body. Pilate allowed the crucifixion of Jesus, and Joseph went before him to ask for 

Jesus’ body. What must that have been like? 

 

I was trying to imagine this setting myself. Last year, Alec and I took a trip to Southern 

Spain with some friends. We visited the Alhambra in Granada last year. The Alhambra 

was a Moorish palace during the time that 

the Moors occupied portions of Spain. We 

walked through the entrance to the palace, 

the courtyard with a reflection pool, the 

waiting room, and finally the throne room. 

The throne room was where the sultan 

would see visitors, including those that 

needed to request something of the sultan. 

The throne room had amazing, intricately 

carved walls. Being in this room, you felt 

the gravity of it. While this is a different 

setting from that of Joseph and Pilate, 

Joseph had to go to Pilate, an adversary, 

and ask for a graceful burial of Jesus. This 

couldn’t have been an easy mission.  

 

There are two dueling customs in this 

story. The first is the Jewish custom of 

Joseph, which says that a body should not 
Michael Williamson || The Alhambra (Granada) 



remain on the cross overnight, especially into the Sabbath (Deuteronomy 21:23). This 

story occurs on the evening before the Sabbath, so it would have been important to Jesus’ 

followers that he be buried that evening. The Roman custom of Pilate said that the body 

should remain on the cross until it was eaten by the birds. Joseph was asking Pilate to go 

against the Roman custom in favor of the Jewish custom. This story appears in all four 

gospels, but in Mark 15, it says Joseph “went boldly to Pilate and asked for Jesus’ body.” 

Joseph boldly asked Pilate for grace to show respect to the body of Jesus.  

 

The text says Joseph was a 

wealthy man, in fact so wealthy 

that he had an empty tomb 

prepared for a burial. The text 

also says Joseph was a member 

of the Sanhedrin or Council. This 

meant Joseph was an influential 

person in Jewish society. Joseph 

used this wealth and influence to 

advocate on behalf of Jesus.  
 

How can we use our gifts, 

talents, influence, money or  

                vocation to advocate for grace? 

How do we do that individually and collectively? During this Lenten season, let us reflect 

on how we can advocate for grace on behalf of others. How we can advocate for someone 

or something that is marginalized, silenced or unable to advocate for themselves? How do 

we use the influence that we have to encourage others to create a space for grace? As 

Joseph did when asking for Jesus’ body, let us advocate boldly for grace.  
 

 
PRAYER: 

Gracious God, 

We hear your call to give grace.  

Just as you advocate for us and pour out grace freely,  

help us to use the gifts you have given us to advocate for others.  

Bless these gifts for the work of your grace. Amen. 

 

AUTHOR BIO: 

Michael Williamson works for the City of Greenville in Community Development.  

He and his husband, Alec, are members of the Gayle Price Class. Michael serves on the 

Neighborhood Partnership Committee and Spiritual Formation Committee. 

 
  

Freda Lark || Jerusalem   



Resurrection of the Lord 

April 1, 2018 

 

Lections: 

Acts 10:34-43 

Psalm 118:1-2, 14-24 

1 Corinthians 15:1-11 

Mark 16:1-8 
 

“As they entered the tomb, they saw a young man, dressed in a white robe,  

sitting on the right side; and they were alarmed. But he said to them,  

‘Do not be alarmed; you are looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who was crucified,  

He has been raised; he is not here’… So they went out and fled form the tomb, 

 for terror and amazement had seized them…” 

~ Mark 16:5-6a, 8a; NRSV 

 

As we walked the winding path toward the Garden Tomb, I felt goosebumps rise on my 

skin. There was the opening in the rock wall, a door-sized hole of black, with steps 

leading inside. I could hardly believe it: we were allowed to walk in?! Whether or not this 

was the actual site of our Lord’s burial and resurrection, it might have been! What a gift 

to be able to stand at the entrance, to walk inside and see what Mary Magdalene, Mary, 

the mother of James, and Salome might have seen, to touch the very stones on which his 

body may have lain, to have a moment of quiet and pray. I couldn’t wait to take it in with 

my whole self, body and soul, to breathe in the space and listen to whatever God might 

whisper into my heart.  

Becky Ramsey || Inside the Garden Tomb 



 

I waited patiently in line, noticing the scent of the flowers nearby, the dappled shade on 

the path through the trees, the gentle voices of others in line behind me. Finally, it was 

my turn, but as I ducked into the cave and my eyes adjusted to the light, I saw that I was 

not alone. Standing along the walls were two pilgrims from Ethiopia, women dressed all 

in white, scarves draped over their heads. Their eyes were closed and they were praying 

aloud, repeating phrases over and over, holding their hands up in reverence. Surely, 

they’d move on, now that I had entered. No, it seemed that they weren’t going anywhere. 

They were clearly planning to stay for a while.   

 

Okay, so I wouldn’t have a moment of solitude, but I could still pray, couldn’t I? I tried 

to focus but their words buzzed in my ears. I tried repeating the Lord’s prayer in my 

head, but even as I repeated the words, I found myself watching them kiss the floor, kiss 

the walls, and raise their hands again. I closed my own eyes and listened for God, but all I 

could hear was my fellow pilgrims’ words, their breathing, the sound of their sandals on 

the floor. I took a last look around the tomb, took a photo of the empty slab of stone and 

left, returning to the light. It wasn’t what I had wanted or expected. I wanted to feel 

God’s presence, but all I could feel was annoyed, cheated. It should have been holy but it 

wasn’t. 

 

I spent a few moments walking the path, working on my attitude, and then our group 

gathered to share communion. What a treat to get to do this within sight of the tomb!  

As we gathered under the private shelter,  

I heard one of the guides ask Jim if 

another group of Americans could join us. 

When Jim answered, “Of course,” I heard 

myself growl inside my head. What if 

these strangers took over and made us do 

things their way? Where was my holy 

moment now?  

 

This was not one of my best moments as a 

loving follower of Christ, huh? 

 

As I read today’s scripture, though, I am 

comforted.  

 

“Go,” says the man in white in the tomb to the women. “Tell his disciples and Peter that 

he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see him, just as he told you.” But the 

women are terrified. They tell no one. What comforts me is not that Jesus’ followers were 

as human as I am, but the way in which Jesus responds to their failures. Jesus shows up 

anyway. Our inability to do what he asks doesn’t keep him from pursuing us! 
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Jesus’ resurrection, his willingness to show up in my life and in your life, even after the 

world gives him its worst (and we add our own foibles), is cause for the biggest Easter 

party ever! We don’t have to go to the tomb to find a mystical experience with the divine. 

Jesus says it himself: he tells the women that he is going ahead of them all to Galilee – 

their home turf! He is always willing to meet us right where we are, smack dab in the 

daily routines of our everyday, mundane lives. That’s where Jesus is today, ready to 

surprise us. 

 

What about me – missing my holy moments? 

 

The Easter story reminds me that 

our God is a God of Mystery.  

When I try to control my spiritual 

life, wanting God to show up in the 

way that makes sense to me, I 

snuff out the possibility of finding 

him in mystery. I can’t orchestrate 

my own mountain top experiences. 

I can only invite him into my 

everyday life and look for him 

there. Lucky for us all, Jesus 

promises he’ll be there! 

 

 
Prayer: 

Dear God, 

Thank you for giving us your best when the world gave you its worst.  

As we go through the routines of our days, help us to remember to think of you,  

search for you, and make room for mystery. We love you, God. Amen. 
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