



Easter Journey


In a World War II prisoner of war camp, at day’s end, a guard declared that a shovel was missing and that someone had stolen it. Screaming at the prisoners he demanded that the guilty person step forward. No one moved. “All die! All die!” he shrieked.


As the enraged guard took aim at the nearest prisoner, another calmly spoke, “I did it.” The guard spent his fury on the man, pounding him with his rifle butt, and continuing to beat him even after he was dead. Ironically, when the shovels were counted again, none was missing.


To get the experience of Easter we must reflect on Good Friday. Attendance at Church services on that day outweighs any other day of the year. We recognize that here, indeed, is something important. But most of us are content to find a comfortable pew and a familiar service that does not challenge us too greatly. We usually try to reach Easter by successfully avoiding the pain of Good Friday. There is no line-up at the foot of the Cross.


The Easter Sunday experience demands a journey of Faith. Though most of us are not called to heroic sacrifice, to lay down our lives for others as Christ did or as the prisoner of war in our story did, we are challenged to make a journey through Holy Week.


On Holy Thursday, in a simple gesture, Christ asks us to wash one another’s feet, just as he has washed our feet. There is a profound message here. By washing our feet, Christ is telling us how significant we are. He will die for us. We also receive a directive to serve one another, to do those menial tasks (like washing dishes) and unpleasant tasks for Christ’s sake.


Mother Theresa’s secret, what made it possible for her to minister to the repugnant, decaying and dying bodies on the Calcutta streets was simply, in her own words, that she was ministering to the body of Christ.


Good Friday, for all its somber and dark appearances is a day that leads us to hope. “This day you shall be with me in Paradise,” Christ says to the thief who was a murderer. Wow! There is hope for our redemption. Rejoice and believe the Good News! If we rejoice in the Good News we will repent.


Holy Saturday, liturgically a day of gloom and tomb, is one day in the year when the Church celebrates no liturgy. We simply wait and reflect. But it is a day of great hope. Imagine the souls of all who waited for the redeemer from the time of our first parents Adam and Eve. Imagine them on Holy Saturday night. And imagine the absolute joy of Christ risen after his suffering and death! All is fulfilled!


Easter joy explodes with resurrection, beginning a joyful burst of Alleluia celebration that will last for fifty days. Join the feast. Who would want to miss the greatest banquet?                              
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