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This year, for Holy Week, the Circuit local preachers have prepared a 
series of reflections based around some characters who might have 
witnessed the events in the final days of Jesus life.  
Some reflections we have written and some we have borrowed. Some 
names will be familiar – others will be people we have imagined might 
have been there. All will have had their lives changed by seeing, 
hearing or knowing the man Jesus. 
We invite you to share with us our reflections on how their lives were 
changed by Jesus and ask you to think how He may be waiting to 
transform your life too. 
 

        Holy Week Prayer 
Almighty Father,  
Bless us, as we walk together in the way of Jesus this Holy Week.  
Speak your words of love and grace into our hearts and minds so that  
as we rejoice, follow, lament and reflect, we too may be broken and  
restored to life. For we ask this in the name of Jesus,  
Your Son, our Lord and our Redeemer.                                     
 Amen. 



 
Palm Sunday -The Donkey’s owner 
(from a poem by Clive Sansom) 
 

 
 
Snaffled my donkey, he did – good luck to Him! - 
Rode him astride, feet dangling, near scraping the ground - 
Gave me the laugh of my life when I first see them. 
Remembering yesterday – you know, how Pilate came 
Bouncing the same road, only that horse of his 
Big as a house and all the armour shining 
Half Rome trotting behind. Tight-mouthed he was, 
Looking like he owned the world.  
 

Then today, Him and my little donkey! Ha! - Laugh? - 
I thought I’d kill myself when He first started. 
So did the rest of them. Gave Him a cheer 
Like He was Caesar himself, only more hearty: 
Tore off some palm branches and followed, shouting, 
Whacking the donkey’s behind……….  
Then suddenly,  
 

We see His face. 
The smile had gone, and somehow the way He sat 
Was different – like He was much older – you know – 
Didn’t want to laugh no more.                   

 



Monday – The temple guard 
(Rachel Mitchell) 

Today was busy. 
Well, it’s always busy in the temple 
but today was busier than most. 
Everyone is excited because it’s 
Passover.   
I stand at the gate and generally no-
one notices me, but I see it all. 
 

Today was tense. 
The Pharisees and the Sadducees 
were challenging the teacher that 
has come from Galilee. They all 
wanted to trick him, catch him out, 
but he saw right through them all. 
It’s as if he saw right into their souls. 

Today was extraordinary 

One of the Galilean rabbi’s disciples stopped right by me and reminded 
everyone just what a magnificent building the temple is. I felt proud. 

He didn’t see me, but Jesus did.  
Jesus stopped and turned. He looked me in the eye. 

Then he looked up at the stones and said: “Do you see all these great 
buildings? Not one stone here will be left on another.  
Every one of them will be thrown down.” 

Those words left me feeling empty, defensive, confused. How could this 
be? Guarding this temple was my life’s work. Was this temple, that I love, 
really so insignificant? Surely it was built to honour God?  

Today was a revelation 
But then I looked around me and saw the business, the money, the greed 
and the self-importance and realised that we’d got it all wrong.  

I wondered what Rabbi Jesus had seen in my soul – had he seen what I 
see now - and what sort of temple would he have built? 

What stones would he use? 



Tuesday – Simon the Leper 
(Sally Sargeant) 

My name is Simon, but I’m 
known as Simon the Leper.  

I live in Bethany with my lovely 
family Lazarus, Mary, and 
Martha. 

Can you imagine the excitement 
when Jesus, on his way to 
Jerusalem accepted the invitation 
to stay with us for a few days?  

I said to the family “we must 
have a celebration meal for our 
guest”. They all agreed and the 
preparations began.  

That evening, sitting at the table 
of our celebration meal I looked round and thought how different all this is. 
Jesus who cured me of leprosy, with Lazarus who he raised from the dead 
and Mary and Martha, so happy. What a change this man has brought to 
our lives since we started to follow him. 

Martha was being the very best of hostesses and Mary, as usual, was sitting 
listening. She is so intent on hearing what Jesus has to say; she has such 
love for this man.  

It was towards the end of our meal that events really took me by surprise. 
Mary got up, took out the jar of perfume she treasured and spontaneously 
poured it over Jesus’ head.  I was shocked at first, but as Jesus himself 
pointed out, Mary had “done what she could” to honour him. I pondered 
on that later when all had gone to their beds.  

Jesus doesn’t ask the impossible of us.  
Rather he asks us to do what we can for him and for others, in his name.  

That perfume was treasured by Mary but she showed her devotion by 
sacrificing it to him.  

She was happy to do that for him, costly though it was. 

The house still smells of the perfume. 



 

Wednesday – The woman who cooked the meal 
(Helen Hibbard) 
 

The Last Supper?  

Oh yes, I was there. It’s a long time 
ago now, but I can still remember it.  

Yes, of course there were women 
there. You’re probably thinking of 
the paintings that show just a group 
of men around a table. But they are 
not right. Jesus and his friends were 
there for the Passover meal – but 
that Passover lamb didn’t cook 
itself, you know!  

Mother and I cooked the meal and set the table with the dishes, the bitter 
herbs and the cups for the wine. When Jesus and his friends arrived that 
evening, we returned to the kitchen and left them to enjoy their meal.  

Later, we went back to see if they had finished eating, so that we could 
clear away the dishes. But they were still sitting around the table. Jesus 
was standing, talking to them. When he saw us, he beckoned us in and 
said: “This is for you as well.”  

Then he picked up a loaf of unleavened bread and blessed it. He broke 
pieces off it and gave a piece to everyone, including us, saying  

“This is my body, given for you”. 

Then he picked up a cup of wine, gave thanks to God and passed it around 
for everyone to drink. He said: 

“This is my blood of the New Covenant, which is poured out for you.”   

It all seemed very solemn and serious, but there was an amazing sense of 
peace in the room. I didn’t understand it then; it felt as though something 
had been completed.  

We all joined in a hymn and then Jesus led them out to the Mount of 
Olives while we cleared away the meal.  

His words and his peace stayed though, even through all that was to 
follow. It was, as he said, for us as well. Later I began to understand. 



 

Thursday – Peter in Gethsemane 
(Rachel Mitchell) 

It’s dark now, and I’m so tired. 

So much has happened this week 
and I’m sure there’s more to come.  

Jesus is acting strangely – 
I’ve never seen him like this.  
So focused, so intense, yet so sad 
and withdrawn too; it’s as if the 
weight of the whole world has 
descended on him. 

In the past he’s taken himself off to 
pray but this time he’s asked some 
of us, James, John and me, to watch 
with him. So here we are, waiting 
and watching, while he wrestles with 
his Father and himself in prayer.  

“Abba, my Father” we heard him say, “I know all things are possible to 
you, so will you take this cup away from me?” and then he looks up “yet 
let your will be done”. There are tears in his eyes. 

James and John are both asleep now and even though I know I shouldn’t, I 
close my eyes, just for a moment… so tired…. 

We felt awful when Jesus woke us up, like we’d let him down. Not much to 
ask was it, to stay awake and watch with him that last night, yet we were 
human – just fishermen he had invited to follow him. It had all started so 
hopefully, but now darkness has fallen on him and on us. 

“It’s time” he said “they’re coming” 

How easy it would have been to run away, but Jesus didn’t move. He knew 
what was ahead but he chose to stay. He met Judas and the guards with 
composure – somehow his strength was renewed and once again he was 
in charge. He had faced the darkness and he was not overcome.  

Will I ever have the same confidence in him that he had in his Father?  

Am I ready to unreservedly say “let your will (not mine) be done?” 



Friday – Pilate the governor 
(Bob and Jan Hamblin) 
 

I SHOULD HAVE LISTENED TO MY WIFE!!   

If only I had paid attention to her warnings, if only I had not wanted to 
appear the master of my own decisions, if only I had not feared for my 
own career…  it might all have been different! 

So, they bring this guy Jesus, to me, saying He should be put to death. I 
question Him to see if He’s broken any Roman laws, but He’s squeaky 
clean!  He doesn’t even seem to want to help himself.  I wasn’t going to 
crucify an innocent man. 

The Jewish leaders say that failure to act might result in more popular 
uprisings. Then I get an urgent message from my wife, telling me to have 
nothing to do with condemning Jesus….   

Now, in private, I always listen to my wife.  She is wise, perceptive, and 
has a good understanding of politics.  However, I would never admit that 
in public, so I compromise.  I refuse to crucify Jesus, ordering Him to be 
flogged and released instead. 

When I refuse the death penalty, the crowds outside become all the 
bigger and all the louder - they shout, “Crucify Him! Crucify Him!”  

I offered to let him go but the Jews had me release some common thug 
instead.  

So, I wash my hands of the decision – 
in full sight of all the people.  I tell 
them that Jesus’s blood is on their 
hands not mine, and I order His 
crucifixion. 

Ever since that moment, I have 
known I made the wrong decision 
and for all the wrong reasons. Now 
history will remember me as the man 
who condemned him. 

What, I wonder was the sense in His 
death, and who was it really, that 
sent this good man to the cross?  

 



 

Saturday – Mary 
(Erica Jordan)  

Numbness has overtaken my senses 
Unshed tears behind my eyes that no longer see 
My body aches and tenses, I still feel His agony 
My mouth is dry and wordless - with a scream I cannot yell 
The dreadful din of yesterday; my ears shut to that hell 
My soul is broken. I am ripped apart 
‘A sword shall piece your heart’. 
 
Those words hold a memory 
And through the pain and misery 
I recall the mystery of his birth, 
God’s handmaiden here on earth. 
Throughout his childhood 
I could see God’s handiwork  
No ordinary man was this,  
No ordinary life was his. 
 
He lived to be the sacrifice 
Revealing to others  
A new way 
And that would always  
Lead to this day. 
 
Tomorrow, the next day,  
How will it end? 
I am sure that my God  
Cannot intend  
This to be all. 
 
So, I wait quietly,  
Hopefully, expectantly 
And most of all, so longingly 
For Him.



 


