
�1

Good Friday and Holy Saturday 
Three Reflections 

Jan Such Pickard 
Wild Goose Big Book of Worship Resources 

The music you are hearing today is “Bach:  St. Matthew Passion, BWV 244”

Trinity Church United Church of Christ 
Northport,  Michigan 

April 19, 2019 

Phil Garrison, Pastor



 

�2

“I thirst”   
(John 19:28) 

I thirst 

The heat of the midday sun beats back 
from the bare rocks of this hilltop, 
from the bleached wood of this cross. 
The last time this man saw water 
was when Pilate washed the blood-guilt from his hands. 
The last time it passed these cracked lips 
was at table with his friends -  
who have now run away like raindrops into the thirsty earth. 
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I thirst 

He imagines water flowing down a riverbed 
after the spring rains, when the land is green, 
where trees grow at the river’s edge, 
and - watched by kingfishers in their branches and by 
crowds from the city along the bank -  
two men wade into the Jordon, 
waist-deep int he still unpolluted waters. 
John cupped his hand and raised it, 
a rosary of bright drops falling as he poured water over his 
head that is now beaded with blood. 
Then the dove came down out of a clear haven 
and a voice proclaimed, “This is my beloved son . . .” 
but now the only words under the empty sky are 
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I thirst 

“Son,” said his mother at the wedding, 
“there is no wine left!” 
and he laughed, “What’s that to me?” 
But now when this hour has come, he remembers 
that in the courtyard there stood six stone water jars -  
huge and full the brim with cool pure water -  
and that he sent the servants 
to draw all the wine that they wanted -  
to quench everyone’s thirst, 
enliven the party and celebrate human love. 
That was a sign, water into wine,  
just as much as the voice from heaven. 
Folk said then that the host had left the best till last. 
But at last, for  the man on the cross, water will do: 
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I thirst 

“Give me a drink,” he had said 
to the woman at the well outside the city; 
her look mingled wonder and mockery: 
“You, a Jewish man, ask for a drink from a Samaritan woman?” 
So many prejudices, prohibitions, dangers of 
misunderstanding. 
Water was the one simple thing. 
He remembers how thirsty he was, 
sitting there by the well.. 
She drew water out of its depths, 
the bucket overflowing, splashing, echoing, 
precious water coming up dark and flashing gold 
as she poured it out in the sunshine.  
The traveler drank his fill, 
letting it caress his throat, grinning in gratitude, 
splashing it on his face, his hands, his dusty feet, 
making free with the water that was her gift. 
Then the talk turned to living water -  
a gift to her she didn’t, at first, understand. 
But she had understood his human need: 
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I thirst 

His friends hadn’t understood, 
when he took the basin and towel, 
and washed their feet. 
The upper room was filled with baffled silence, 
the slip-slop of water, words of protest, 
uncertain laughter.  But his gentle hands 
turned a routine task into a sign of caring: 
the water blessed them, brought them together. 
Though they drank wine that night,  
for some the water was what they remembered: 
the washing, the water poured out for them. 
And it went on flowing through their lives. 
As his life ebbs, he calls out again 
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I thirst 

The soldiers raise a sponge soaked in sour wine, vinegar, 
to his parched lips.  It is sharp 
as the barbed wire and minefields along the Jordon; 
as cheap as the booze which people drink to forget 
and as stale as the marriage that didn’t work out; 
as bitter as the divisions between men and women, 
rich and poor, races, different faiths; 
It silences the cry for justice 
and it leaves a bad taste in the mouth; 
it is a numbing as our guilt, as our fear of being loved. 

This man’s life was living water.  Is this the last word? 

I thirst 

This reflection is drawn from 
 John 19:28-30, John 1:31-33, John 2:1-11, John 4:4-15, John 13:3-15
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Jesus said, “It is finished.” 
Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 

(John 19:30b) 

This is the end  
and we will all come to it. 
We are mortal.  Our bodies wear out, 
cannot stand the strain and shock 
of the world in which we live as mortal beings. 
In Jesus, God entered our mortality, 
crept into this fragile shell 
which is unique, beautiful, but not eternal. 
We exist in time. 
Jesus lived in a particular time and place, 
and died at a moment of time, 
as each of us will do. 
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But how he died! 
He died alone 
and yet with all eyes on him 
in anguish, in terror, 
in love, in despair. 
WE cannot know what was in his mind 
andy more than the figures falling -  
arms outstretched through space -  
from the burning tower 
on a day we can never forget.  
A day fixed in time. 
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But we remember now 
that there was another moment in time 
after which nothing would ever be the same: 
when the man Jesus cried, “it is finished” 
and fell out of the world. 
Out of time.  
Leaving a great emptiness 
and silence. 

Jesus said, “It is finished.” 
Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 
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Holy Saturday 
(Mark 15:40-16:2) 

Here we are 
in the waiting room:  the place 
where everyone is a stranger:  the space 
between death and burial. 

Numbness and 
no-man’s land. 

We women keep watch 
while Joseph of Arimathaea 
went to ask for the body. 
He has become an undertaker -  
the borrowed tomb 
a chapel of rest -  
because now we are entering 
a day of rest, 
when even this task, 
this last loving ministry, 
must be left half done. 

Mourning is put on hold. 

Death is a hard fact -  
but somehow we need to touch it 
one more time, to know 
its finality, to show 
our respect, to let go. 

Meanwhile the story is incomplete. 

We the women, go on watching, 
waiting for the Sabbath to be over, 
so that we can return 

with spices at dawn 
on the first day of the week -  
and know for sure 

it is finished: 
the one we love is not there . . .  
know there’s nothing to wait for any more. 



notes to myself
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