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We are in the perfect place this year to celebrate, in memory, the last week in the life of Jesus 

Christ. We cannot now have, nor do we really need, the symbols offered to us by our Church at this 

specific time. We can, instead, re-live the experiences of Jesus and his friends during these last five 

days. 

 

We really are very like the apostles. They were forever pushing Jesus to stop talking about His 

impending suffering and death. Peter was brash enough to say that he, brave Peter, would never let 

any harm come to Jesus. To this end, he even drew his sword on the night of their last meal together 

when the crowd came to arrest Jesus. 

 

It seems that the apostles wanted only the good life offered by Jesus – His popularity (and through 

Him, their reflected popularity!). They wanted the glory of the Transfiguration when things seemed 

so good that Peter, James and John wanted to settle down on the mountain there and then. They 

were constantly watching each other to see who would get the good jobs in ‘the kingdom’ as they 

imagined it would be. James and John even sent their mother to put in a good word for them. 

 

And just how fast they were to run when the chips were down. Like us, they did not relish pain. 

When their illusion of a kingdom seemed not to be realised, they were quick to run. They did not 

like not being in control. They were scared when the outcome was unsure or threatening. They 

wanted so much the life they imagined Jesus was promising – a kingdom, He said. A kingdom ‘not 

of this world’ - but I feel sure that would have been confusing for them. 

 

And just as they thought they were made, with the fantastic welcome into Jerusalem on the week of 

their great Jewish feast of Passover (our Palm Sunday) and the party itself on the Thursday evening, 

it seems that one of them, Judas, spoiled things. Jesus seems to have got wind that all was not well – 

but more of that later in the week. 

 

For today, this is the beginning of the end. The dream come true for the apostles, so they thought; 

the completion of the Father’s will for Jesus as was planned long ago. How far apart these two 

dreams were was to become clear as the week progressed. 

 

You and I can anchor ourselves in this week by remembering our dream for ourselves and our 

spouse (or my dream for me as priest) and, in looking back on it over the years, discover how it has  

changed through the intrusion into it of life’s experiences. In so doing, we can capture again the 

initial dream placed in our hearts by God who called us to our respective vocations. 

 

Our time of  self or other imposed isolation can become a time of solitude, a time when we become 

comfortable with the person we have become through life’s experiences and, in this way, open the 

way for God to find us and to assure us of His presence. 

 

More to reflect upon as Holy Week progresses. 


