
HOLY HIDE AND SEEK – LENT 2026 
 

MONDAY, MARCH 30, 2026 
 

There are a number of sections here for various levels of involvement.  
Each section has a time estimate so just scroll to the section that works for you. 

 

BREATH PRAYER 
(1 minute) 

 
Jesus, as you journey to Calvary/ give me the courage to follow 

 
During Holy Week, the shape of our devotionals will change. This is a time to truly give ourselves to prayer, 
so only one, longer devotion will be offered, along with a “VOICE” monologue and a summary of that 
presentation on our Web page- 
www.stbriceschurch.com  - tap on Devotionals 

 
THE VOICES OF HOLY WEEK 

 
I have long found the practice of Imaginative Prayer (a centuries old spiritual practice) a rich source of 
engagement with the Scriptures. 
 
Out of this practice, I have written a number of monologues in the voice of people in the narratives. There 
will be a link to one of these each day, in the voice of ones who accompanied Jesus in this Holy Week.  
 
Yesterday was Palm Sunday. The Reflection below looks back on the lead up to this and to the image of 
Jesus, weeping over Jerusalem. 
The VOICE here: is JUDAS as I think he may have reacted to that.  

https://www.stbriceschurch.com/judas-at-the-gates/ 
I thank Josh Meecha for the musical background to the monologue and the summary. 

 
REFLECTION  

The Fragrance of Love 

http://www.stbriceschurch.com/


 
Luke 13:33“ 

O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, killing the prophets and stoning those who are sent to you! How often would I have 
gathered your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings, and you would not! “  (RSV) 

 The loneliness of Jesus’ cry on that long-ago Palm Sunday haunts me. It is the keening of Jesus’ heart 
overflowing with love and longing for the people he had created. It is the heart-cry for those for whom he 
would be tortured and die. It is a lament for the ones who would reject him, then and now.    

 How did it feel to Jesus, I wonder, as he heard the cries of the people lining the road, waving the palm 
branches[1] and shouting “Hosanna!”  “Save us, Lord save us!”? People were kneeling before him as they 
laid their coats on his path. Yet the king they thought they were welcoming would not grasp power from their 
oppressors by force as they expected.  He knew full well that in only days they would reject hm with a fury 
born of profound disillusionment and despair. They would cheer again, but for his executioners. 

 As often as Jesus had predicted his death, no-one was listening.  I picture him on the donkey, descending 
the hill into Jerusalem, surrounded by shouts and excitement, his face wet with tears and his broken heart 
throbbing with love. Surrounded by the shouting of the crowd, accompanied by his best friends, the sense of 
terrible isolation must have been torment. It seems that Jesus knew what no-one else would or could see: 

“On this day our Lord Jesus Christ entered the holy city of Jerusalem in triumph. 
The people welcomed him with palms and shouts of praise, 

but the path before him led to self-giving, suffering, and death.” (BAS p.297) 

The sense of Jesus’ crushing isolation permeates all the accounts of this Holy Week.  As Passover begins, 
he gathers with his friends, and amid their wine and the laughter, the celebration and the storytelling, he looks 
ahead to the anguish that will come. Then he rises quietly, strips off his robe and gathers the towel and the 
bowl. He takes the filthy feet of his friends in his hands and cleanses the soil of the journey.  He looks in the 
face of his betrayer and kneels before him to wash the feet that will carry Judas into the deep darkness of 
that night. 

 He looks in the eyes of his friend who will deny him, looks past the bluster and cheap words of false courage, 
to the heart that will fail in the moment of truth. Peter doesn’t get it.  None of them do. Jesus speaks reality 
to Peter and washes his callused feet as well.  He will pray for these, his friends, though they cannot, or will 
not understand, his purpose. And he will pray for us, for me. 

applewebdata://0AA5CFF8-2B87-4184-8939-95F5652280E2/#_ftn1


In the dark and cold of Gethsemane, he will battle the forces of hell until the stone beneath his trembling 
arms is stained with bloody sweat. His desolate cries of torment are accompanied by the soft snores of the 
friends who have not watched with him for even an hour. 

 Yet, before all this, it seems there is one person who actually hears his words, and who sees his heart as 
others do not.  There is the dinner party in Bethany.  The guests are overwhelmed with joy.  Lazarus, who 
had been dead, is alive! Those gathered have seen the supreme miracle. A dead man emerged from a 
tomb.  Can you hear the joyous laughter, the pleas for Lazarus to tell his story one more time, the questions 
about what it was like to be dead? 

On Good Friday, we will hear Mary’s voice – a monologue that developed from a time of Imaginative Prayer. 
But for today… 

In the midst of it all, I see Jesus, pensive and strangely quiet. Only Mary sees the pain in his eyes. She slips 
silently away and collects the treasure which has cost her dearly, in coin and tears. Silently, she comes to 
where the men are reclining at the table and undoes her dark hair.  She breaks open the jar.  The pungent 
ointment mixes with her soundless tears as she pours it on his feet. The fragrance fills the house and 
suddenly the party falls silent.  She is not anointing his head, as she would a king but his feet.  She has seen 
her brother brought back to life. Now she prophesies, with her actions, the death of the one who raised him 
.[2]  Jesus meets her eyes, and honours the sacrifice of her broken heart. 

Judas sees it quite differently. Listen to the reaction I imagine he might have had here: 

But despite Judas’ sharp criticism. In that moment, Jesus’ heart touches Mary’s, and the Comforter flows 
between them. 

 Did the scent of that moment cling to his feet, I wonder, as he wept over Jerusalem, silently comforting 
him?  Did the memory of that touch soothe his troubled heart on the night he knelt to wash the feet of those 
who should have been prostrate before him?  And in that ghastly moment as he lay alone on the cross, and 
the spike impaled his feet, did he remember there had been one person who sensed his future, and tenderly 
touched those feet in grief-drenched worship? 

I cannot help but think that in that isolation, the memory of Mary’s quiet sacrifice was a precious gift. 

What gift have I to offer?  What precious nard can I pour upon the feet of the One who struggled alone, with 
the weight of a cross on his battered shoulders – for love of me? How can my devotion fill the space around 
me with the fragrance of my worship? As I walk through the lonely days of this Holy Week, how can I honour 
the One who loved me more than life 

 

[1] Some commentators see the palm branches as symbolic swords and feel they referred back to the time 
of the Maccabbees 

[2] I thank Barbara Brown Taylor for the observation that anointing of the head signified the recognition of the 
anointed one as king, while the feet were only anointed in 
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death 

 

Events of Holy Week in Chronological Order 
 

Sabbath 
Matthew 26:6-13 

Mark 14:3-9 
Luke 19:28 

John 11:55-12:11  
 

Palm Sunday 
Matthew 21:17 
Mark 11:1-11 

Luke 19:29-44 
John12:12-19 

 
Monday 

Matthew 21:12-19 
Mark 11:11-19 
Luke 19:45-48 
John 12:20-36 


