
Reflections for Holy Week 2020 

 

Palm Sunday.  Gospel Reading:  Matthew 21. 1-11 

When Jesus entered Jerusalem, the whole city was in turmoil asking: ‘Who is this?’  (Matthew 21.10) 

Not meeting on Sundays still feels strange, and especially so as we enter Holy Week.   

Today, the whole benefice should have gathered in Sandford.  After the children had made palm 

crosses and we’d shared breakfast, Isla would have ridden George the donkey into church, arriving to 

shouts of: “Hosanna, hosanna.”   

This year, there will be no procession, no waving of palms, no gathering together.  Instead, we will 

spend more time in personal reflection.  You might like to try imagining yourselves among the first 

Palm Sunday crowd.  Spend time there.  How does it feel?  How do we respond?  Do we see before us 

an act of humility on the part of our Lord, or an unmistakable, perhaps provocative statement?   

Zechariah had prophesied that Israel’s king would come to his people riding on a donkey.  In enacting 

this, the crowd understood Jesus to be saying: ‘I am this king’.  Why else would they have responded: 

“Hosanna to the Son of David?”  It was a jubilant moment of prophecy fulfilled but also one which, for 

Jesus’ opponents, helped seal his fate.    

Today we journey into Jerusalem with him once again.  May this day, and Holy Week ahead, prove to 

be a time of challenge and enrichment for us.  

Jane 

 

Maundy Thursday.  Gospel Reading:  John 13. 1-17 

He poured water into a basin and began to wash the disciples’ feet.  (John 13.5) 

Have you ever had to care for someone, maybe a family member, who is ill or injured?  It is time 

consuming, tiring, hard work demanding that you be on call, often for 24 hours.  You do difficult and 

demanding personal tasks. It takes strength, courage, and love to carry on.  

This passage from John comes on the day before the Passover celebration.  Jesus was with his disciples 

at supper and at some point, he stood, removed his outer clothes and with water and a towel began to 

wash the disciple’s feet.   

John never writes a simple story.  Often there is a sub text to challenge us. It makes me think of who 

Jesus was – his power, glory, authority and his close relationship with his Father. Then his action: 

bending before each of his followers to wash their feet!  The most menial job of a slave, certainly not a 

King! 

Jesus was illustrating a very important point: Humility.  Love is like that.  Jesus did not need pride to 

indicate his importance. No. He knew who he was, but he needed his disciples to know who they were!  

He tells them “no slave is greater than his master”.  Now they must put it into practice. 

Judas was included, and Jesus’s love extended to Judas.  There was no resentment or bitterness, only 

love.  This is worth meditating on.  His love also extends to you and me! 

Susan 

 



Good Friday.  Gospel Reading:  John 18. 1 – end of chapter 19 

He said, ‘It is finished.’  Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit.  (John 19. 30) 

Today is the bleakest day in the Christian year.   

It is the day that God died.  

The day that the Son felt his Father had abandoned him.   

The day on which night came early. 

 

A five-year-old child sitting in a school assembly hears the story of the crucifixion for the first time. 

Tears run down her cheeks as she is told of the nails being driven into the man’s hands and the cross 

being raised up and falling into place with a jolt. She imagines his mother and friends standing nearby, 

she sees their horror, she hears their sobs.   

How could this happen to a man who had done no wrong she wonders?  Where was God? 

 

And where is God now?  

In our isolation and fear, and in our suffering, where is the God of love? 

 

God is the person struggling to breathe, he is the person mourning the loss of the one he loved, he is 

the doctor fighting exhaustion to bring comfort to the sick, he is the delivery driver overwhelmed by 

the relentless needs of others, he is the person trapped alone in isolation. He is the person for whom 

the world has become a dark and frightening place. 

 

God is with us. 

 

‘Surely he took up our pain and bore our suffering, yet we considered him punished by God, stricken 

by him, and afflicted.’ 

 

Steph 

 

Holy Saturday.  Gospel Reading:  Matthew 27. 57 – end. 

He rolled a great stone to the door of the tomb and went away.  (Matthew 27.60) 

What should we call today?  Easter Saturday?  Holy Saturday?  Easter Eve?   

As children we were taught that Easter Sunday is the first day of Easter week, followed by Easter 

Monday, Tuesday … which places Easter Saturday a week from now.  Whether or not this is correct, it 

has stayed with me, as things taught in childhood often do.  

The church calendar calls today ‘Easter Eve’.  Nobody can argue with that, tomorrow being Easter Day.  

But does this capture the core of today, or pull our attention forward to the celebration of our Lord’s 

mighty resurrection?  Surely we’re not quite there yet!   

Today, for me at least, is Holy Saturday.  The name captures the moment.  The Journal Theology Today 

once described it as: “The hiatus between Good Friday and Easter Sunday when Jesus lay dead in the 

tomb and his disciples experienced the absence of God.”     

It is a harrowing, yet holy day, with Good Friday over and Easter morning yet to dawn.  Today is the 

space between.  A liminal space, where one age has ended but the new is yet to begin.  By entering 

into its desolation, tomorrow’s Easter light will shine ever more brightly by glorious contrast. 

Jane 


