



The Empty Sandals


At one of the productions of the Canora Passion Play I was struck by a 

simple image of seeming insignificance that appeared on stage during the 

production after the Crucifixion scene: a pair of sandals, neatly side 

by side.


I was struck  by the incongruity, that in the chaos of the crucifixion, 

the mad frenzy of nailing Jesus to the cross, the shouts of the 

soldiers...there was one contradictory image, sandals standing in order 

side by side. Imagine the confusion of the riot and the soldiers’ 

activities,  the helplessness of the owner of the sandals! And yet there 

they were, their order surviving.


As I pondered the image, a wealth of significance became apparent. The 

sandals were empty, waiting to be filled. The application was obvious: 

“Walk in my shoes!” Jesus is saying “You are my feet and my hands.”


The sandals themselves have a story to tell. They are worn, weather 

stained. Forensic examination would reveal minute traces of sawdust, an 

expensive and perfumed oil, some salt water stain,  palm resin, and 

Jerusalem dust.


A further reflection led me to remeber other shoes. As children on the 

farm we saved our new or “good” shoes for Sunday Church. As an adult I 

came across the expression: “There will be no new shoes in heaven.” That 

led me to a deeper reflection on everyday work shoes. We may well be 

judged on our everyday footsteps in the work-a-day world rather than on 

our figurative “Sunday Shoes” we wear once a week.


Sometimes at the death of a great leader, especially in the wars of the 

past, a horse with an empty saddle would be paraded. The empty sandals 

are like that riderless saddle. But they are something more. They are an 

invitation to be filled. 
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