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following link:  

 

https://wellingtonchurch.co.uk/category/holy-week-2021/ 

 

  

https://wellingtonchurch.co.uk/category/holy-week-2021/


 

 

 

1 

Introduction 
 

 

Holy Week …comes to gather us around the one true 

holy place of the Christian religion, Jesus himself, 

displayed to the world as the public language of our 

God, placarded on the history of human suffering that 

stretches along the roadside. This is a week for 

learning not management, bargaining and rule-

keeping, but naked trust in that naked gift. 

(Rowan Williams) 
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I read these words of Rowan Williams’ some years ago. 

Since then, I have often thought about them.  

 

What is the public language of our God saying to us;  

what is Jesus saying to us,  

especially in this year of global health crisis  

and its resulting physical distancing for most of us, 

exhausting work and risk for some,  

and great loss and tragedy for others?  

 

These reflections take as their starting point a verse or two 

from the gospel reading for each day of Holy Week from the 

Revised Common Lectionary. 

    

 

Kathy Galloway 
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Monday 
 

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) 
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One of the things that always strikes me about the Holy 

Week stories is how bodily it all is, how important touch 

is. This is the reality of incarnation, becoming flesh. 

 

Cleaning up the glorious mess of childbirth 

Wiping the dirty faces of the children 

Drying the tears of a loved one 

Washing away the sweat and dust 

Soothing the ointment into aching feet 

Preparing the body for burial. 

Always the anointing 

Always the small, grace-filled rituals of the flesh 

Resistance against violence 

Love which touches 

Until the time when touching is impossible 

And all that is left 

Is watching  

And weeping 
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Prayer 
 

Lord Jesus, it’s so good to know 

That you lived in the flesh, 

walked where we walk, felt what we feel, 

got tired and hungry,  

had sore and dirty feet. 

Thank you for understanding our bodily pains 

and pleasures 

and for valuing them. 

So we pray for everyone deprived of 

compassionate touch, 

at this time,  

at every time, 

in poverty, isolation or illness. 

Make of our lives a touching place 

for the giving and receiving of your love. 

Amen.  
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Tuesday 
 

 

 

 

Whoever serves me must follow me, and 

where I am, there will my servant be also. 

Whoever serves me, the Father will honour.  

(John 12,26) 
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According to United Nations statistics, women do two-

thirds of the world’s work. Most of this work is invisible to 

us; either because it’s far away in fields and factories on 

the other side of the world, or because we are so used to it 

that we simply take it for granted. But the coronavirus 

crisis has made much of this work more visible. Suddenly, 

we notice the work of carers, cleaners, health workers, 

teachers, shop assistants, mothers, precisely because their 

presence, or their absence, has brought home to us how 

much we depend on them. Unnoticed, their work poorly 

recognised; we can assume that this was the same in Jesus’ 

time. 

 

All day they are in the house: 

Mary and Martha, Joanna and Salome, 

Susannah and all the others, 

Baking bread, making ready, 

Remembering together other meals, 

By the sea, on the mountain, at Bethany…. 

And always hoping there will be enough to go round. 

They move quietly in the space, 

Between the lines of his story, 
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Making a ceremonial of love out of a festival meal. 

From the beginning, they have served and shared, 

Memories and hopes, dreams and visions, common 

friendships. 

(from the poem ‘The Last Supper’ by Joy Mead) 

Prayer 
 

Jesus, 

Thank you for the women in your life 

Not in the forefront of the story 

but always there, following, constant, 

giving us a different way to see you.  

  

Thank you for the women in our lives, 

caring without our even noticing, 

in public places, in our homes, 

our strong refuge. 

It all adds up to two-thirds of the world’s work. 

May God honour them, 

And may we. Amen.  
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Wednesday 
 

 

 

After saying this Jesus was troubled in spirit, 

and declared, "Very truly, I tell you, one of 

you will betray me." 

(John 3,21) 
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I couldn’t help noticing that the first four doctors who died 

in the UK as a result of the coronavirus were all from an 

immigrant background. We in Glasgow know very well 

how much we depend on immigrants from all parts of the 

world in our health service, not just as doctors, but as 

nurses, porters, auxiliary staff, pharmacists, carers. We 

have often treated them in a less than gracious fashion, as 

the Windrush scandal demonstrated. Nor do we always 

admit the wider economic realities which brought them 

here in the first place. This too is a kind of betrayal. 

 

Don’t ask for help! 

You don’t want people thinking you’re a basket case. 

We want you to stand on your own feet. 

We know you work really hard, but your priorities are all 

wrong. 

Our advice is that you forget about schools and hospitals 

for now. 

Think resource trading. We’ll give you competitive terms. 

You send us your mineral assets and we’ll refine them for 

you. 
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Then you can open your markets and Bob’s your uncle, 

You’re part of the global economy. 

Of course, it all depends on your taking our advice. 

In the meantime, you’ll have more doctors than you can 

afford. 

We’ll take them off your hands for you. 

 

 

Prayer 
 

O Lord Christ,  

who became poor that we might be rich, 

Deliver us from a comfortable conscience  

if we believe or intend 

that others should be poor  

that we might be rich, 

for in God’s economy, 

no one is expendable. 

Grant us instead the riches of love. 

Amen. 
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Maundy Thursday 
 

 

 

 

 

So if I, your Lord and Teacher, have washed 

your feet, you also ought to wash one 

another's feet. 

(John 13,14) 
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Many of us are unable to eat with others at this time. Our 

thoughts and senses may well go to memories of special 

family meals, or of wonderful hospitality offered by new 

friends. And on this day when we cannot celebrate with 

others the last supper Jesus ate with his companions, we 

may also remember other Maundy Thursdays. 
 

We are in a garden in a city. 

All around us, people are kissing 

and being arrested. 

We gather for a meal. 

The church hall, 

is made mysterious and intimate by candlelight. 

Hospitality unravels inhibition into laughter, poems,  

songs are laced with sadness 

and we permit the touching of our feet, 

the water lukewarm, the handling gentle, 

but still, unnerving in its physicality 

and so the movement is a reassuringly familiar one  

into remembering the body. 

Into being this body. 

Into sharing this body, 

this bread, broken to be shared. 
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Prayer 
 

 

Lord Jesus, 

As we remember your last supper with your 

companions, 

Help us to keep faith with those you have given 

us as ours. 

May our churches and our lives not be closed 

circles of contentment, 

but communities and hearts always being 

broken open to be shared. 

So may we serve one another in humility and 

grace, 

as you did. 

Amen. 
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Good Friday 
 

 

 

One of the slaves of the high priest, a relative 

of the man whose ear Peter had cut off, asked, 

"Did I not see you in the garden with him?"  

Again Peter denied it, and at that moment the 

cock crowed. (John 18,26-27) 
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On this day, we gather around Jesus, in whose body is 

named all the violence of the world. Human suffering cries 

out to us in many forms; for me, it is summed up at the 

gates of a refugee camp I visited a few years ago, where 

nothing since has got better, and everything has got worse-

more crowded, more squalid, more dangerous. I am both 

implicated and powerless in its face. 

 

On Friday we mark the plastered walls 

and post our stations of our own world’s agony. 

There is no escaping history – 

futile to try, we carry it in our bones –  

but looking it in the eye is hard, and so 

we squint from under lowered lids, 

speak words dredged from our own infidelities, 

fall silent mostly 

and hope beyond all reason 

to find some coat-tails of love to hang on to 

before they whisk out of the door for good. 

 

  



 

 

 

17 

Prayer 
 

Lord Jesus, 

In your own body you took upon yourself 

the invisibility of all who are crucified 

by war, disease, poverty, oppression and fear 

and you made it visible. 

When we would rather turn our faces away, 

draw us by your love 

and give us your courage 

to confront all that denies life 

and to bear witness to your living hope.  

Amen. 

 

  



 

 

 

18 

Holy Saturday 
 

 

The hand of the LORD came upon me, and he 

brought me out by the spirit of the LORD and 

set me down in the middle of a valley; it was 

full of bones. He led me all around them; 

there were very many lying in the valley, and 

they were very dry. He said to me, "Mortal, 

can these bones live?" I answered, "O Lord 

GOD, you know." (Ezekiel 37,1-3) 
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We tend to think of the Saturday of Holy Week as a day of 

waiting, as the time between the crucifixion and the 

resurrection. God knows, we have had plenty of experience 

of waiting during this past year. But we are Easter people; it 

was not like that for the friends and followers of Jesus. For 

them, his death was the end. Everything lay in ruins around 

them. They were in a valley of dry bones, a place of hopeless 

desolation. And so it has been for millions this year, who 

have experienced only endings, and have not yet felt the 

terror and joy of new beginnings. 
 

Politics and power 

Occupation and collusion 

Fear and faithlessness 
 

The unsought glare of celebrity, 

Buried conflicts and open challenge 

And the expectations of a hungry crowd 
 

The profiteering of the pious, 

The exploitation of the poor 

And the indifference of the powerful 
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Private devotion and public witness 

Preparation for death and anointing for burial 

The strange calm before the storm 
 

Holy ritual and religious identification 

Intimacy and service 

Bread and water and love 
 

Betrayal and rendition 

Kangaroo courts and officially sanctioned torture 

Judicial murder 
 

The desertion of friends 

The silence of the grave 

The closing in of the shadows 
 

This is his story 
 

His story is our story 
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Prayer 
 

Oh God, 

you have searched the depths we cannot 

know 

and touched what we cannot bear to name: 

may we so wait, enclosed in your darkness 

that we are ready to encounter the terror of 

the dawn 

with Jesus Christ. 

Amen 

(Janet Morley) 
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