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Palm Sunday 

Finally, we get to see a parade! It has been quite a while since the glorious party on Fat Tuesday 
and we are most certainly in need of an emotional boost. As we go outside with the crowds of 
people to see what all the commotion is about, we see palm branches waving, children running in 
the streets, and hear shouts of “Hosanna! Blessed is He who comes in the name of the Lord; 
Hosanna in the Highest!” We join the fun and grab some palms to wave, and as the hosannas get 
louder, we finally get a glimpse of the guest of honor. There he is-a young man, looks like he is 
about thirty, riding on a donkey. Wait; surely he isn’t the reason for all of the celebration and 
cheering. Where is the king? Where are the Roman guards? Who is this guy and why are we 
treating him like a prince? 
We ask someone near by who the man is riding on the colt and learn that he is the prophet Jesus 
of Nazareth, the great healer and teacher we’ve heard so much about lately. So, that’s Jesus. 
We’ve heard about his miracles and teachings and have been wondering ourselves if he is indeed 
the one who will deliver us from the oppression of the Roman Empire. He looks so ordinary and 
young now that we see him face to face. Could this young Jewish prophet from Nazareth really be 
the hope we’ve been waiting for?  
I find that Palm Sunday, like many other events in Scripture, loses some of its awe and sense of 
wonder not only because we are twenty-first century dwellers, but also because we are adults. I 
wonder if we would run out into the streets for a parade today. I know we would run outside to 
help if we heard EMS sirens pulling up to the front doors, but would we run out if it wasn’t an 
emergency? Would we join in the fun or stand back and assess the situation as if we are in 
celebratory triage? How would an impromptu parade with an unexpected Grand Marshal affect 
us today?  
As you go about your business of triage and diagnosis today, keep your sense of wonder and 
imagination. Take time to wonder about your patients; wonder about who they are and what their 
earthly life is like outside of this hospital. Take time to imagine each of your patients as people 
capable of changing this world for the better. Take time to celebrate each patient you encounter 
as a child of the King of Kings. And, be especially curious if any of your patients seem awfully 
ordinary and young at first glance. 

As he rode along, people kept spreading their cloaks on the road.  
As he was now approaching the path down from the Mount of Olives, the whole multitude of the 
disciples began to praise God joyfully with a loud voice for all the deeds of power that they had 

seen, saying, “Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord! Peace in heaven, and glory 
in the highest heaven!”  

Some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to him, “Teacher, order your disciples to stop.”  
He answered, “I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout out.” 

-Luke 19:33-40 




Holy Monday 

The morning after a parade is never pretty. The flowers are wilted, there is candy in the streets, 
random clothing is strewn about, and the trash is just waiting to be picked up. The Monday after 
the Palm Sunday parade was no different. Sure, the donkey had been returned to his rightful 
owner, but there were probably a few cloaks stuck on tree branches here and there amid the 
wilted palm branches. No crowds. No cheering. No music. No royal treatment.  
For all intents and purposes that Monday was ordinary. Yet, there is nothing ordinary about the 
last Monday of Lent. We have been knee deep in the ashes of our finitude for nearly forty days 
and the much needed Palm Sunday celebration did not last long enough. We are back to living 
among the shriveled palms and ripped garments, and it’s natural to want to pull the coats over our 
heads and go back to bed. However, we were not formed out of dust to be dormant creatures. 
We were formed out of the dust to be the ones who remember that those wilted palms and piles 
of ashes were once beautiful celebratory signs of hope and joy. We were formed out of the dust to 
remind the man who was just diagnosed with cancer that he is promised a future and to tell the 
grieving mother that she has every right to refuse to be consoled. For we in the health care 
profession were formed out of the dust not only to “do no harm,” but to bring healing and hope 
to those whose bodies and minds have been wilted and messy for far too long.  
As children of God, we are nothing but dust-precious, intentionally formed, created-for-a-
purpose dust. Throughout this Holy Week, may we be assured of our identity as God’s beloved. 
And, as we journey from the Parade of Palms to the goriness of Golgotha, may we behold the face 
of the infinite God among the finite ones entrusted to our care. May the promise that the sting of 
death has been defeated quench the droughts of our souls once more. 
Hope in God, for we will celebrate again.  








Holy Tuesday 
As he walked along, he saw a man blind from birth. His disciples asked him, “Rabbi, who sinned, 

this man or his parents, that he was born blind?” Jesus answered, “Neither this man nor his 
parents sinned; he was born blind so that God’s works might be revealed in him. We must work 

the works of him who sent me while it is day; night is coming when no one can work. As long as I 
am in the world, I am the light of the world.” When he had said this, he spat on the ground and 

made mud with the saliva and spread the mud on the man’s eyes, saying to him, “Go, wash in the 
pool of Siloam” (which means Sent). Then he went and washed and came back able to see. The 

neighbors and those who had seen him before as a beggar began to ask, “Is this not the man who 
used to sit and beg?” Some were saying, “It is he.” Others were saying, “No, but it is someone like 

him.” He kept saying, “I am the man.” But they kept asking him, “Then how were your eyes 
opened?” He answered, “The man called Jesus made mud, spread it on my eyes, and said to me, 

‘Go to Siloam and wash.’ Then I went and washed and received my sight.” They said to him, 
“Where is he?” He said, “I do not know."  

-John 9:1-12 

There are many ways to interpret this story, especially as those in the business of diagnosis, 
treatment, and healing. However, instead of focusing on why he was blind, I want to focus on the 
cure to his blindness. Mud. Not any homeopathic remedy. Not surgery. Not medication. Mud. A 
simple, very affordable concoction of dirt and water enabled him to see again. As well educated 
people of faith in the medical industry, we could easily argue that it was the healing power of 
Christ that healed the man, not the mud itself. We realize we are not Jesus and cannot work 
miracles with science alone. However, we have the same healing treatment of water and dirt in 
our grasp. 

So, what do we do when we are blinded by discouragement and exhaustion from not being able to 
heal all of our patients? What about the times our prescribed concoctions don’t help? Or the 
diagnosis cannot be determined? Or we cannot face another day of diagnosing terminal 
illnesses? Or we cannot tell one more wife that her husband did not make it through surgery? 
What about the days we are so weary and dry from administrative red tape that we cannot face 
setting foot in the hospital? We entered this profession to make a difference, to provide healing, 
and to learn from other professionals. We did not enter this profession for medical coding issues 
and battles with insurance companies. How can we continue to use the God-given gift of our 
minds and talents if we are losing sight of why we became doctors? 

We continue because the beauty of this shared calling is that all of our wells aren’t dry on the 
same day. There is always someone whose soul is overflowing with the waters of life and renewal. 
None of us is alone in this profession of giving care, and care giving must extend to the doctors 
and nurses we work with daily, not simply our patients and their families. We are called to seek 
out those whose wells are overflowing when all we can see is dirt and dust. And we are called to 
keep our eyes open to those who are parched on the days our cups are overflowing. We are called 
to be wise enough to find water and dirt to mix together to make mud.  

After all, mud restores sight to the blind. 



Holy Wednesday 
 

When evening came, Jesus was reclining at the table with the Twelve,  
and while they were eating he said, "I tell you the truth, one of you will betray me."  

They were very sad and began to say to him one after the other, "Surely not I, Lord?"  
Jesus replied, " The one who has dipped his hand into the bowl with me will betray me.  
The Son of Man will go just as it is written about him. But woe to that man who betrays  

the Son of Man! It would be better for him if he had not been born."  
Then Judas, the one who would betray him, said, "Surely not I, Rabbi?"  

Jesus answered, "Yes, it is you." 
                                                                                                                                                   -Matthew 26:20-25 

As twenty-first century Christians we know what will happen tomorrow. We know that Judas will 
betray Jesus and that greed once again trumps loyalty. But what if we didn't know what happens 
tomorrow? What if this was simply the third day since the Parade of Palms, and we were still 
processing the royal treatment while riding through the city on a donkey event? 
I imagine that tomorrow came with the same feelings of shock and fear that many families 
experience in the ER. The beauty of working in the ER is that we never know what will happen 
tomorrow. The one guarantee in our profession of unpredictability is that we will encounter 
children, parents, cousins, and spouses whose lives are turned upside down in an instant, and the 
normality and routines of yesterday are gone.  
When families are called into the ER they prepare themselves for the worst, hope for the best, 
and attempt to grasp that the life they knew, just yesterday, is most likely changed forever. And 
we are the ones who give them the details of what happened, explain treatment options, if there 
are any, or who hold their hand as they say goodbye one last time. Inevitably, they speak of their 
loved ones and say what they would change if they had just one more day with them or what they 
would have done differently when they had an argument yesterday. There is always something 
they wish to change, regardless of how healthy the relationship. Yet yesterday is now decades 
away. 
 
While we do not know what will actually happen in our lives tomorrow, as faithful disciples we 
can certainly learn from what we know of Judas. Each of us has betrayed someone we love and 
each of us has been betrayed. We know the pain of dishonesty and disappointment. We know 
what it's like to watch one friend betray another mutual friend. We know the heavy burden of 
guilt and grudges. So, as we prepare for all that tomorrow's hand dip in the bowl holds, let us 
think about those our hands have betrayed. Today, each time we wash our hands between patient 
visits, let us remind ourselves that we are washed clean over and over in the waters of grace and 
forgiveness. Let us also offer the same undeserved, overflowing waters of forgiveness to those 
who have betrayed us.  
Grace and peace be with you this day. 



Maundy Thursday 
Victor Hugo’s Les Miserables is a powerful masterpiece full of sin, brokenness, redemption, and 
grace. It is nearly impossible to not resonate with at least one of Hugo’s characters, and even 
harder not to be moved to tears when the brokenness of this world and divine grace collide. 
 A beautiful example of this collision occurs when Valjean has been released from prison, cannot 
earn a day’s wages due to his convict status, and is about to lose hope in all humanity and any 
kind of future. It is while he is in the pit of despair that the Bishop invites him into his home. 
“Come in sir, for you are weary, and the night is cold out there. Though our lives are very 
humble, what we have we have to share. There is wine here to revive you, there is bread to make 
you strong. There’s a bed to rest ‘til morning, rest from pain and rest from wrong.”  
The Bishop’s offering of hospitality and life sustaining communion is so moving that it seems 
Valjean would be overwhelmed by goodness and grace. Yet, Valjean eats a hearty meal, gets a bit 
of sleep, then sneaks out in the night stealing some of the Bishop’s silver. When he is caught and 
the police question him, the Bishop does not turn him over to the police, but gives him more 
silver and tells the police they can be on their way. “And remember this, my brother. See in this 
some higher plan. You must use this precious silver to become an honest man. By the witness of 
the martyrs, by the passion and the blood. God has raised you out of darkness. I have bought your 
soul for God.”  
It is only after this second act of grace and mercy that Valjean has a change of heart and indeed 
does become not only an honest man, but offers the same gifts of communion and mercy to 
friends, enemies, and strangers alike.  
As we partake of communion today, either in a sanctuary, or over lunch in the cafeteria, or by 
feeding an infant in the NICU, or in the waiting room, may we again be overwhelmed with 
Christ’s hospitality to his disciples, knowing full well that he was going to be killed. May we be 
nourished by the bread and wine so that we may offer bread and wine to others. May we return to 
the Table of Hope always grateful for the centerpieces of divine love amid the place settings of 
our sins and brokenness. May we leave this table full of grace and may others recognize the 
Living Christ in our lives.  
For as often as we eat this bread and drink this wine, we proclaim the life, death, and resurrection 
of the Word Made Flesh until He comes again. And He will come again. 



Good Friday 
The pathway is broken  

And The signs are unclear  
And I don't know the reason why You brought me here  

But just because You love me the way that You do  
I'm gonna walk through the valley  

If You want me to  
Chorus:  

Cause I'm not who I was  
When I took my first step  

And I'm clinging to the promise You're not through with me yet  
so if all of these trials bring me closer to you  

Then I will walk through the fire  
If You want me to  

 
It may not be the way I would have chosen  

When you lead me through a world that's not my home  
But You never said it would be easy  

You only said I'd never go alone  
 

So When the whole world turns against me  
And I'm all by myself  

And I can't hear You answer my cries for help  
I'll remember the suffering Your love put You through  

And I will go through the valley If You want me to 
                       -Ginny Owens, If You Want Me To 

On this day that seems to be anything but good, may you remember that you are not alone in the 
darkness. Remember that God is God even of the valleys and droughts. Remember that God’s 
love is deeper and more powerful than the sting of death. Remember, especially as you go 
through the valley of death with your patients, “No life ends so tragically that its meaning and 
value are destroyed. Nothing, not even death, can separate us from the love of God in Jesus 
Christ our Lord.”   For indeed our greatest comfort and hope, in life and in death, is that we 1

belong to the Light of the World.  

Grieve the losses that death leaves behind, but know and believe that the darkness cannot and will 
not ever have the last word. For even from the pit of the valley of Good Friday, our souls 
remember that we are promised a day when crying and pain and illness and even death itself will 
be no more. Thanks be to God.  


!  A Declaration of Faith  Presbyterian Church (USA) 1



Holy Saturday 
As a deer longs for flowing streams, so my soul longs for you, O God.  

My soul thirsts for God, for the living God. When shall I come and behold the face of God? My 
tears have been my food day and night, while people say to me continually, 

"Where is your God?" 
These things I remember, as I pour out my soul: how I went with the throng, and led them in 

procession to the house of God, with glad shouts and songs of thanksgiving, a multitude keeping 
festival. Why are you cast down, O my soul, and why are you disquieted within me?  

Hope in God; for I shall again praise him, my help and my God. 
                                          -Psalm 42:1-5 

I met a woman who is dehydrated and discouraged. She has been in the hospital forty days while 
being treated for cancer and HIV. I could tell just by looking at her that her body is dehydrated, 
but her eyes spoke of something even deeper than physical famine. She told me she is 
dehydrated, lonely, exhausted and that nobody cares about her. She said since her days and 
nights are all running together at this point, she spends her time crying and praying to God. She 
cries from the depths of her soul because she has no words to describe her despair, and said she 
has no one to listen to her.  She said she cries alone and prays alone because that’s all she can do. 
Her body is thirsty. Her soul is thirsty. And she believes that even God has forgotten her forever. 
But she is wrong. Thank God she’s wrong. God cannot forget her forever. She faithfully and 
persistently prays and cries out from the depths of her dehydrated body to the God who created 
her, who created her on purpose, from dust. She cries out from the depths of her dehydrated soul 
to the God who overcame the sting of death. She cries out to God, night and day, because her 
faith is deeply rooted in the promises that God will not forget her forever.  
As she told me more about her deep faith in God, I watched the tears flow from her weary eyes. 
She didn’t even bother wiping them away, and they flowed stronger and stronger from the depths 
of her soul, as if there was suddenly a strong current within her. I was rubbing her frail hands 
when she licked a stream of tears that had fallen over her mouth. She then laughed and smiled at 
me and said, “The salt tastes good. You know things are gonna get better so long as the salt of 
your tears tastes good.” 
Have you ever wondered-wondered from deep within your being when you will encounter the 
face of God? Then cry out. Is your soul thirsty? Cry out. Are some of your patients and families 
only being nourished by their tears? Then cry with them and remind each other that the salt tastes 
good.  
Hydrate your soul with living waters, even the midst of death itself. 

*Story used with permission and commitment to uphold anonymity. 



Easter Sunday 
A fully alive person is one who is full of death.  

We’re always dying to things. 

We’re always shedding everything in order to be fully alive 

And to be resurrected at every moment.  

-Anthony de Mello 


On a Sunday morning in a NICU, a couple completed their discharge papers for their daughter.  

Their eyes were sparkling and their faces were glowing as they signed each document. The 
nurses who gave them the paperwork were practically giddy. The baby girl left the hospital for the 
first time in her three months of life. The baby girl has two siblings who did not survive the 
second trimeters in their mother’s womb. The baby girl was born premature, even after her 
mother was on bed rest due to complications. The baby girl overcame every obstacle, and her 
body said, “Let's just see about that,” when any medical tests showed she might not survive. 
Today, that same baby girl is healthy, strong, and living a full life with her parents. 

That Sunday morning, the stone of anxiety and fear was rolled away from her parents’ hearts as 
light and new life took up residence once more. All of the grief over the losses of their other two 
babies was finally coupled with the joy and hope that her life brings to them. Their struggles, 
medical bills, and time away from their jobs were nothing compared to their fears that their third 
child may also never run, play the piano, go to prom, or get married. For the first time in years, 
the couple could breathe easier, worry less, and have a tangible grasp on the hope that is their 
future. Their tears were no longer waves of despair, but overflowed with awe, promise, relief, and 
gratitude.  

Easter had finally come.  

One of the great privileges of working in hospitals is that we get to witness Good Friday, Holy 
Saturday, and Easter over and over again. We witness the finitude of our bodies and the human 
capacity to love another person. We witness the depth of human pain and the vastness of God’s 
mercy. We are there when brand new creations take their first breath and when others breathe 
earthly air one last time. We, like the first disciples, have the humbling and honorable task of 
witnessing to the death and resurrection of the Light of the World.  

He is Risen! He is Risen Indeed. May your day be filled with the awe, promise, relief, and 
gratitude of the empty tomb.  


*Story used with permission and commitment to uphold anonymity. 


 


