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Ash Wednesday
Read Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21
“Beware of practicing your piety before others in order to be seen by them; for then
you have no reward from your Father in heaven.
2 “So whenever you give alms, do not sound a trumpet before you, as the hypocrites
do in the synagogues and in the streets, so that they may be praised by others. Truly I
tell you, they have received their reward. 3 But when you give alms, do not let your
left hand know what your right hand is doing, 4 so that your alms may be done in
secret; and your Father who sees in secret will reward you.
5 “And whenever you pray, do not be like the hypocrites; for they love to stand and
pray in the synagogues and at the street corners, so that they may be seen by others.
Truly I tell you, they have received their reward. 6 But whenever you pray, go into your
room and shut the door and pray to your Father who is in secret; and your Father who
sees in secret will reward you.
16 “And whenever you fast, do not look dismal, like the hypocrites, for they disfigure
their faces so as to show others that they are fasting. Truly I tell you, they have
received their reward. 17 But when you fast, put oil on your head and wash your face,
18 so that your fasting may be seen not by others but by your Father who is in secret;
and your Father who sees in secret will reward you.
19 “Do not store up for yourselves treasures on earth, where moth and rust[b]
consume and where thieves break in and steal; 20 but store up for yourselves
treasures in heaven, where neither moth nor rust consumes and where thieves do
not break in and steal. 21 For where your treasure is, there your heart will be also.”

"Stardust"
by Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity
Inspired by Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21
Acrylic on raw canvas with digital drawing

Reflect
Many of us begin Lent with ashen marks
smudged against our foreheads, the oil
glistening on our skin throughout the
rest of the day. It’s a mark that is holy
because it tells the truth: we are formed
from the dust, and to dust we shall one
day return. We are not immortal. Death
will one day find us all.

However, as we’ve crafted this Lenten series around the theme, Full to the Brim, we’ve
found ourselves asking for more from our Lenten journey. Yes, death will surely find
me one day, inhaling me into that infinite abyss. But the cross on my forehead only tells
me part of the story. The empty tomb tells me a fuller, more expansive truth: death will
not have the last word. There is more. God is more.
This expansive truth requires more of us. It invites us to abandon empty or showy
practices of faith, and instead, draw inward to open ourselves to a deeper journey of
transformation. It requires me to believe that I am truly worthy of love, belonging, and
grace. It requires me to believe others are also.
In this Lenten season, we’ve reimagined this Ash Wednesday ritual. What if, instead of
ashes, gold gleamed on our foreheads? What if, alongside the certainty of death, we are
also reminded of God’s expansive grace? What if on this day we said to one another,
“From stardust you have come, and to stardust you shall one day return”?
— Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

The First Sunday In Lent
Read Luke 4:1-13
“Jesus, full of the Holy Spirit, returned from the Jordan and was led by the Spirit in the
wilderness, 2 where for forty days he was tempted by the devil. He ate nothing at all
during those days, and when they were over, he was famished. 3 The devil said to
him, “If you are the Son of God, command this stone to become a loaf of bread.” 4
Jesus answered him, “It is written, ‘One does not live by bread alone.’”
5 Then the devil led him up and showed him in an instant all the kingdoms of the
world. 6 And the devil said to him, “To you I will give their glory and all this authority;
for it has been given over to me, and I give it to anyone I please. 7 If you, then, will
worship me, it will all be yours.” 8 Jesus answered him, “It is written,
‘Worship the Lord your God,
and serve only him.’”
9 Then the devil took him to Jerusalem, and placed him on the pinnacle of the temple,
saying to him, “If you are the Son of God, throw yourself down from here, 10 for it is
written,
‘He will command his angels concerning you,
to protect you,’
11 and
‘On their hands they will bear you up,
so that you will not dash your foot against a stone.’”
12 Jesus answered him, “It is said, ‘Do not put the Lord your God to the test.’” 13 When
the devil had finished every test, he departed from him until an opportune time.

"Temptations"
by Hannah Garrity
Inspired by Luke 4:1-13
Paper lace

Reflect
“Jesus answered him, ‘It is said, “Do not
put the Lord your God to the test.”’
When the devil had finished every
test, he departed from him until an
opportune time.”
(Luke 4:12-13, NRSV)
In this image, concentric circles depicting the temptations that Jesus meets in the
wilderness radiate outward. A crown and swords echo the power of kings that the devil
offers to Jesus. Steeples point outward between the swords.
“Do not put the Lord your God to the test.” Jesus quotes scripture in verse 12 of this Luke
passage. And yet, the devil continues to test. Nails in the center foreshadow Jesus’
death on the cross.
“Do not put the Lord your God to the test.” I depicted this story within the structure of a
stained glass window. Where in our religious structures do we find temptation winning
the day? Where do our selfish actions fall on this temptation continuum? May we see
the abundance before us, dispelling the desire for more.
—Hannah Garrity

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

The Second Sunday In Lent
Read Psalm 27
1 The Lord is my light and my salvation;
whom shall I fear?
The Lord is the stronghold of my life;
of whom shall I be afraid?
2 When evildoers assail me
to devour my flesh—
my adversaries and foes—
they shall stumble and fall.
3 Though an army encamp against me,
my heart shall not fear;
though war rise up against me,
yet I will be confident.
4 One thing I asked of the Lord,
that will I seek after:
to live in the house of the Lord
all the days of my life,
to behold the beauty of the Lord,
and to inquire in his temple.
5 For he will hide me in his shelter
in the day of trouble;
he will conceal me under the cover
of his tent; he will set me high on a rock.
6 Now my head is lifted up
above my enemies all around me,

and I will offer in his tent
sacrifices with shouts of joy;
I will sing and make melody to the Lord.
7 Hear, O Lord, when I cry aloud,
be gracious to me and answer me!
8 “Come,” my heart says, “seek his face!”
Your face, Lord, do I seek.
9 Do not hide your face from me.
Do not turn your servant away in anger,
you who have been my help.
Do not cast me off, do not forsake me,
O God of my salvation!
10 If my father and mother forsake me,
the Lord will take me up.
11 Teach me your way, O Lord,
and lead me on a level path
because of my enemies.
12 Do not give me up to the will of my
adversaries,
for false witnesses have risen against
me, and they are breathing out violence.
13 I believe that I shall see the goodness
of the Lord in the land of the living.
14 Wait for the Lord;
be strong, and let your heart take
courage; wait for the Lord!

"Under God's Wing"
by Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity
Inspired by Psalm 27
Acrylic on raw canvas
with digital drawing

Reflect
The beauty of the psalms is that they
are personal; they are prayers that are
honest, desperate, and undeniably
human. The psalms remind us that
theology is not just something we think
about—it’s something that we live.
Scholars think the author of this psalm
may have been seeking asylum in the
temple, fleeing persecution. Learning
that contextual detail expanded the psalm for me—it was no longer just my personal
prayer, but the prayer of someone fighting for their life.
The day I began working on this image, I learned that 40 Afghan families would be
seeking refuge in the city I call home. With that in mind, I read the psalm again,
imagining the words spoken from the lips of one forced to flee their home. When I
finished the psalm, I gritted my teeth and prayed my own desperate plea: “Please, make
it so, God. May your protection expand to everyone. Please.”
I invite you to read the psalm again from a similar vantage point. When you do this,
how does your faith grow fuller? How does this impact your sense of who God is?
When I began this image, I drew a young boy peeking out from the open folds of a
canvas tent in a refugee camp. I added rugged stones lining the bottom hem of the
tent, holding the flimsy fabric in place. But then I felt compelled to turn the tent flap
into a wing with feathers lined in gold. At that point, all the details of the boy’s setting
no longer mattered. I erased them from the scene. I saw clearly the promise of this
psalm: you are under God’s wing. May you dwell there, surely and safely, all your days
long.
—Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

The Third Sunday In Lent
Read Luke 13:1-9
13 At that very time there were some present who told him about the Galileans whose
blood Pilate had mingled with their sacrifices. 2 He asked them, “Do you think that
because these Galileans suffered in this way they were worse sinners than all other
Galileans? 3 No, I tell you; but unless you repent, you will all perish as they did. 4 Or
those eighteen who were killed when the tower of Siloam fell on them—do you think
that they were worse offenders than all the others living in Jerusalem? 5 No, I tell you;
but unless you repent, you will all perish just as they did.”
6 Then he told this parable: “A man had a fig tree planted in his vineyard; and he came
looking for fruit on it and found none. 7 So he said to the gardener, ‘See here! For
three years I have come looking for fruit on this fig tree, and still I find none. Cut it
down! Why should it be wasting the soil?’ 8 He replied, ‘Sir, let it alone for one more
year, until I dig around it and put manure on it. 9 If it bears fruit next year, well and
good; but if not, you can cut it down.’”

"You Are Worthy"
by Rev. Lauren Wright Pittman
Inspired by Luke 13:1-9
Block print with oil-based ink

Reflect
How often does society wish us to feel like we are
wasting soil? The whole capitalist system lurches
forward, powered by our collective sense of
unworthiness and our searching for worth based
on what we produce. This parable upends the
notion that we are what we produce, and speaks
truth: you are worthy. You deserve rest and care
simply for existing. What a gift!
In this image, I wanted the fig tree to look unremarkable, surrounded by the hands of
the Gardener reaching down to lovingly massage the soil. The sleeves contain
patterning of simplified visual references to everything a plant needs to not only
survive, but to thrive. Starting close to the roots and moving upward, the patterns
include water, air, sunlight, nutrients, and space. The emphasis in this image is on what
is happening below the surface, in the depths of the dirt. The roots stretch toward the
hands of the Gardener as the specks of dirt seem to also image the stars of the vast
universe. Within us, despite what we produce, despite what can be seen at the surface,
we contain multitudes. We bear the image of God, and our mere existence makes us
worthy of Sabbath and the loving arms of the Gardener reaching out to provide us with
everything we need.
On a personal note, the Full to the Brim theme keeps bringing me back to the image of
resting while God reaches to embrace us. Lately I’ve spent so much time and energy
fighting so hard to get some kind of tangible grasp of God, all the while feeling so
empty. I’m realizing that I need to practice surrender, allowing God to find me where I
am, and to receive God’s care and love, filling me to the brim so I can then be full to
pour out once again. —Rev. Lauren Wright Pittman

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

The Fourth Sunday In Lent
Read 2 Corinthians 5:16-21
16 From now on, therefore, we regard no one from a human point of view; even
though we once knew Christ from a human point of view, we know him no longer in
that way.
17 So if anyone is in Christ, there is a new creation: everything old has passed away;
see, everything has become new! 18 All this is from God, who reconciled us to himself
through Christ, and has given us the ministry of reconciliation; 19 that is, in Christ God
was reconciling the world to himself, not counting their trespasses against them, and
entrusting the message of reconciliation to us.
20 So we are ambassadors for Christ, since God is making his appeal through us; we
entreat you on behalf of Christ, be reconciled to God. 21 For our sake he made him to
be sin who knew no sin, so that in him we might become the righteousness of God.

"New in Christ"
by Rev. Lauren Wright
Pittman
Inspired by
2 Corinthians 5:16-21
Digital painting

Reflect
How does one image the
transformation we experience in
Christ? I began with this verse:

“So if anyone is in Christ, there is a new creation; everything old has passed away; see,
everything has become new!” (2 Cor. 5:17, NRSV)
When I closed my eyes and repeated this verse over and over again, I began to see the
silhouette of a person filled with the echoes of the first creation narrative in Genesis.
This came at no surprise to me, considering I like to think of the first creation narrative
in a radial fashion, with the imagery of each day starting from the center and building in
rings upon the next. Within this person experiencing new life in Christ is imagery of the
delineation of light and darkness, water and sky, water and earth. They contain seeds
yielding vegetation, the light of the sun and the moon, the feathers of winged creatures,
the patterned wings of butterflies, and the closed buds of Sabbath. From there the
creation narrative begins again, continuing to ripple and move toward the edges of the
figure.
At the center of the creation narrative is a fire poppy, which symbolizes new life, for it
grows and thrives in the ash following the destruction of wildfire. A butterfly is poised
on the flower, also representing new life, for it transforms from a caterpillar into an
intricately-designed, delicately-winged creature. The poppy grows from the wound of
the golden figure who is meant to personify the transformative love of Christ. The
figures, one experiencing new life, and the other sharing the love of Christ, embrace
and dance, offering a new picture of what the ministry of reconciliation might look like.
—Rev. Lauren Wright Pittman

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

The Fifth Sunday In Lent
Read John 12:1-8
12 Six days before the Passover Jesus came to Bethany, the home of Lazarus, whom
he had raised from the dead. 2 There they gave a dinner for him. Martha served, and
Lazarus was one of those at the table with him. 3 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.
4 But Judas Iscariot, one of his disciples (the one who was about to betray him), said, 5
“Why was this perfume not sold for three hundred denarii and the money given to the
poor?” 6 (He said this not because he cared about the poor, but because he was a
thief; he kept the common purse and used to steal what was put into it.) 7 Jesus said,
“Leave her alone. She bought it so that she might keep it for the day of my burial. 8
You always have the poor with you, but you do not always have me.”

"Brazen Beauty"
by Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity
Inspired by John 12:1-8
Acrylic on raw canvas with digital drawing

Reflect
When my son was younger, he decided the
worship prelude was the perfect time to start
rolling on the ground in the narthex of the
sanctuary. Worshipers dressed in their
Sunday best awkwardly stepped over him or
winced as his speeding body hit their heels.
“Isn’t it wonderful that your son feels so
comfortable here that he can move his body
around to get ready for worship?!” Nothing
about that moment felt wonderful.
To be honest, I was mortified that he was greeting church members as an embodied
obstacle course before worship. But this person’s ability to see beauty where I could
not, to proclaim abundant love for who my son is and who the congregation was to be
for him, was a gift ripped open for us.

The story of Mary breaking open a jar of expensive perfume is surrounded by death.
Only one chapter earlier, Jesus raises Lazarus from the dead at the risk of his own life.
Returning to Judea and resurrecting the dead became the final actions necessary for
the religious and political leaders to conspire against him. Yet here is this faithful family,
welcoming and celebrating Christ as the outside world seeks to write a different story.
As people of faith, we are called to crack ourselves open, pouring out the richness of
what is within to more fully worship God. We cannot hide pieces of ourselves or grasp
onto expectations that distract from what God created and creates within us. We are
free to bring our whole selves as a living testimony to who God has made and makes us
to be, both what we label as good and that which we hide from the world.
God doesn’t need our “good” behavior. God needs our being/ be-ing. Remember all of
you is beautiful. Live as though you are an expensive gift from God to Creation,
because surely you are. - Rev. Larissa Kwong Abazia

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

Palm Sunday
Read Luke 19:28-40
28 After he had said this, he went on ahead, going up to Jerusalem.
29 When he had come near Bethphage and Bethany, at the place called the Mount of
Olives, he sent two of the disciples, 30 saying, “Go into the village ahead of you, and as
you enter it you will find tied there a colt that has never been ridden. Untie it and
bring it here. 31 If anyone asks you, ‘Why are you untying it?’ just say this, ‘The Lord
needs it.’” 32 So those who were sent departed and found it as he had told them. 33
As they were untying the colt, its owners asked them, “Why are you untying the colt?”
34 They said, “The Lord needs it.” 35 Then they brought it to Jesus; and after throwing
their cloaks on the colt, they set Jesus on it. 36 As he rode along, people kept
spreading their cloaks on the road. 37 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, 38 saying,
“Blessed is the king
who comes in the name of the Lord!
Peace in heaven,
and glory in the highest heaven!”
39 Some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to him, “Teacher, order your disciples to
stop.” 40 He answered, “I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout out.”

"Even the Stones Cry Out"
by Rev. Lauren Wright Pittman
Inspired by Luke 19:28-40
Digital Painting with photo collage

Reflect
Living above a school is quite an experience. From
the moment I wake up until the moment my workday
ends, I am surrounded by the sounds of the school.
The honking of the horns as cars and buses try to
move down my one-way street during drop-off and
pick-up. The screaming of the children as they run
around excitedly outside the building. The faint caw
of the school bell as the students change classes. The
speeding footsteps and blaring whistles of recess.
The exhausted yelling of parents trying to corral their
kids to take them back home. It’s a constant source
of energy and life. It’s vibrant and chaotic and, from

my perspective, sometimes disruptive. I’ll admit that there are times I wish it would
stop and quiet down so I can sleep longer or think easier while I work. Truth remains,
however, that it doesn’t really matter what I want. Something important is happening
below me, something that I can’t stop and I can’t silence.
When the Pharisees ask Jesus to order his disciples to stop their expressions of joy in
Luke 19, Jesus tells them, “I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout out.”
What they’re feeling is too important, the kind of thing that just has to come out
regardless of whether or not it makes others uncomfortable. The discomfort of others
is often not enough of a reason to keep the silence.
Expressing our joys, telling our truths, asking the questions we need to ask, repenting
and making amends, being our honest and authentic selves—these things are too
important to be silent. We shouldn’t have to restrain ourselves because some may
temporarily experience discomfort. Rather, we should be free, like the rocks, the
disciples, and the school, to cry out, to be loud, and to make whatever noise we need to
make to exist. This Palm/Passion Sunday, may you cry out as your freest self.
- Rev. Ashley DeTar Birt

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

Maundy Thursday
Read John 13:1-17, 31b-35
13 Now before the festival of the Passover, Jesus knew that his hour had come to
depart from this world and go to the Father. Having loved his own who were in the
world, he loved them to the end. 2 The devil had already put it into the heart of Judas
son of Simon Iscariot to betray him. And during supper 3 Jesus, knowing that the
Father had given all things into his hands, and that he had come from God and was
going to God, 4 got up from the table, took off his outer robe, and tied a towel around
himself. 5 Then he poured water into a basin and began to wash the disciples’ feet
and to wipe them with the towel that was tied around him. 6 He came to Simon Peter,
who said to him, “Lord, are you going to wash my feet?” 7 Jesus answered, “You do not
know now what I am doing, but later you will understand.” 8 Peter said to him, “You
will never wash my feet.” Jesus answered, “Unless I wash you, you have no share with
me.” 9 Simon Peter said to him, “Lord, not my feet only but also my hands and my
head!” 10 Jesus said to him, “One who has bathed does not need to wash, except for
the feet, but is entirely clean. And you are clean, though not all of you.” 11 For he
knew who was to betray him; for this reason he said, “Not all of you are clean.”
12 After he had washed their feet, had put on his robe, and had returned to the table,
he said to them, “Do you know what I have done to you? 13 You call me Teacher and
Lord—and you are right, for that is what I am. 14 So if I, your Lord and Teacher, have
washed your feet, you also ought to wash one another’s feet. 15 For I have set you an

Maundy Thursday
Read John 13:1-17, 31b-35
example, that you also should do as I have done to you. 16 Very truly, I tell you,
servants are not greater than their master, nor are messengers greater than the one
who sent them. 17 If you know these things, you are blessed if you do them.
31 When he had gone out, Jesus said, “Now the Son of Man has been glorified, and
God has been glorified in him. 32 If God has been glorified in him,[a] God will also
glorify him in himself and will glorify him at once. 33 Little children, I am with you only
a little longer. You will look for me; and as I said to the Jews so now I say to you,
‘Where I am going, you cannot come.’ 34 I give you a new commandment, that you
love one another. Just as I have loved you, you also should love one another. 35 By
this everyone will know that you are my disciples, if you have love for one another.”

"Threshold"

by Rev. T. Denise Anderson
Inspired by John 13:1-17, 31b-35
Oil on wood panel

Reflect
The first thing I do when I step through
our front door is kick my shoes off. Piles
of boots, sneakers, dress shoes, and
sandals litter the entryway. The minute
my feet are freed, I swear I breathe
differently. I feel the solid floor beneath
my toes and the welcoming comfort of
home. I’m ready to rest, relax, and
rejuvenate.

Sometimes I forget to tell guests of this Chinese custom ahead of their visit. It results in
an awkward, unspoken conversation as we negotiate their shoes joining the pile of
mismatched footwear on the ground. Toes curl under feet as bare skin touches the
floor. Fingers delicately shift socks to hide holes now exposed for all to see. It feels
oddly vulnerable and unfamiliar.
Removing shoes is an invitation to enter the holy ground of our home. It means that we
are settling in and committing to be fully present to one another. Everyone who walks
through our door will be intimately aware of how we live, the beloved items that
surround us, the ways that we have attempted to fill every corner with love, and the
mess that dwells in the midst of it all.
There is a rich intimacy as Jesus moves from one disciple to the next to wash their feet.
These feet carried them through a lot: miracles, political and religious disputes, despair,
hope, weariness, joy, and confusion. These same feet will soon bear the weight of
violence, death, and resurrection. But there will be time in those three days to become
enfleshed. - Rev. Larissa Kwong Abazia

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

Good Friday
Read John 19:1-30
Then Pilate took Jesus and had him flogged. 2 And the soldiers wove a crown of thorns
and put it on his head, and they dressed him in a purple robe. 3 They kept coming up to
him, saying, “Hail, King of the Jews!” and striking him on the face. 4 Pilate went out again
and said to them, “Look, I am bringing him out to you to let you know that I find no case
against him.” 5 So Jesus came out, wearing the crown of thorns and the purple robe.
Pilate said to them, “Here is the man!” 6 When the chief priests and the police saw him,
they shouted, “Crucify him! Crucify him!” Pilate said to them, “Take him yourselves and
crucify him; I find no case against him.” 7 The Jews answered him, “We have a law, and
according to that law he ought to die because he has claimed to be the Son of God.”
8 Now when Pilate heard this, he was more afraid than ever. 9 He entered his
headquarters again and asked Jesus, “Where are you from?” But Jesus gave him no
answer. 10 Pilate therefore said to him, “Do you refuse to speak to me? Do you not
know that I have power to release you, and power to crucify you?” 11 Jesus answered
him, “You would have no power over me unless it had been given you from above;
therefore the one who handed me over to you is guilty of a greater sin.” 12 From then
on Pilate tried to release him, but the Jews cried out, “If you release this man, you are
no friend of the emperor. Everyone who claims to be a king sets himself against the
emperor.”
13 When Pilate heard these words, he brought Jesus outside and sat on the judge’s
bench at a place called The Stone Pavement, or in Hebrew Gabbatha. 14 Now it was the
day of Preparation for the Passover; and it was about noon. He said to the Jews, “Here
is your King!” 15 They cried out, “Away with him! Away with him! Crucify him!” Pilate
asked them, “Shall I crucify your King?” The chief priests answered, “We have no king
but the emperor.” 16 Then he handed him over to them to be crucified.

Good Friday
Read John 19:1-30
So they took Jesus; 17 and carrying the cross by himself, he went out to what is called
The Place of the Skull, which in Hebrew is called Golgotha. 18 There they crucified him,
and with him two others, one on either side, with Jesus between them. 19 Pilate also
had an inscription written and put on the cross. It read, “Jesus of Nazareth, the King of
the Jews.” 20 Many of the Jews read this inscription, because the place where Jesus
was crucified was near the city; and it was written in Hebrew, in Latin, and in Greek. 21
Then the chief priests of the Jews said to Pilate, “Do not write, ‘The King of the Jews,’
but, ‘This man said, I am King of the Jews.’” 22 Pilate answered, “What I have written I
have written.” 23 When the soldiers had crucified Jesus, they took his clothes and
divided them into four parts, one for each soldier. They also took his tunic; now the
tunic was seamless, woven in one piece from the top. 24 So they said to one another,
“Let us not tear it, but cast lots for it to see who will get it.” This was to fulfill what the
scripture says,
“They divided my clothes among themselves,
and for my clothing they cast lots.”
25 And that is what the soldiers did.
Meanwhile, standing near the cross of Jesus were his mother, and his mother’s sister,
Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. 26 When Jesus saw his mother and the
disciple whom he loved standing beside her, he said to his mother, “Woman, here is
your son.” 27 Then he said to the disciple, “Here is your mother.” And from that hour
the disciple took her into his own home.
28 After this, when Jesus knew that all was now finished, he said (in order to fulfill the
scripture), “I am thirsty.” 29 A jar full of sour wine was standing there. So they put a
sponge full of the wine on a branch of hyssop and held it to his mouth. 30 When Jesus
had received the wine, he said, “It is finished.” Then he bowed his head and gave up
his spirit.

"Posca"

by Carmelle Beaugelin
Inspired by John 19:1-30
Acrylic on canvas

Reflect
Posca is an Ancient Roman drink made by
mixing acetum—a low quality or spoiled
sour wine vinegar—with water, salt, and
herbs like coriander seeds. Although
despised by the upper class and nobility
of Rome, it was the cocktail of choice for
Roman soldiers and the lower classes.

Soaked in a sponge and attached to a hyssop branch, Posca was likely the drink offered
to Jesus in response to his final statement before his death. Jesus’ “I thirst” statement,
alongside the offering of this sour cocktail, has become one of the most famous last
meals in the history of capital execution.
This despised drink of the poor, consumed by the soldiers of Rome, may offer hints to
the social standing of the Roman soldiers performing Jesus’ execution in the hierarchy
of ancient Roman society. We are reminded throughout the passage that, while it is the
soldiers who are charged with the physical labor of carrying out the execution, they
were performing as the muscle of the Roman state on behalf of the Jewish religious
nobility—who indicted and demanded Jesus’ execution in the first place. Matthew’s
account of the crucifixion recalls that it was one of the soldiers who testified to the
truth of who Jesus was in the moments following his death, stating, “Surely he was the
son of God!” (Matt. 27:54, NIV)
Posca offers us a symbolic moment of fleeting and subliminal solidarity. The action of
offering the soon-to-be executed Christ a drink from the personal flask of the
executioner invites us into the complexity of the actors in the crucifixion: Jesus as a
servant of God performing the will of God, and the soldiers as servants to Rome
performing the will of the religious leaders. Two cups of power, divine and secular
(albeit, religious), converge in the partaking of this final sour drink.
—Carmelle Beaugelin

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.

Easter Sunday
Read Luke 24:1-12
But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the spices
that they had prepared. 2 They found the stone rolled away from the tomb, 3 but when
they went in, they did not find the body. 4 While they were perplexed about this,
suddenly two men in dazzling clothes stood beside them. 5 The women were terrified
and bowed their faces to the ground, but the men said to them, “Why do you look for
the living among the dead? He is not here, but has risen. 6 Remember how he told you,
while he was still in Galilee, 7 that the Son of Man must be handed over to sinners, and
be crucified, and on the third day rise again.” 8 Then they remembered his words, 9 and
returning from the tomb, they told all this to the eleven and to all the rest. 10 Now it
was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the other women with
them who told this to the apostles. 11 But these words seemed to them an idle tale,
and they did not believe them. 12 But Peter got up and ran to the tomb; stooping and
looking in, he saw the linen cloths by themselves; then he went home, amazed at what
had happened.

"Prepared"

by Hannah Garrity
Inspired by Luke 24:1-12
Paper lace

Reflect
“But on the first day of the week, at early dawn,
they came to the tomb, taking the spices that they
had prepared. They found the stone rolled away
from the tomb, but when they went in, they did not
find the body.” (Luke 24:1-3, NRSV)
I recently read Art and Faith by Makoto Fujimura.
Fujimura speaks of the beauty in particular
moments in scripture: when the women enter
the tomb, and when Mary, sister of Martha,
pours oil over Jesus before his journey to the
cross. Fujimura draws attention to these texts
to anchor a discussion of the importance of

beauty in faithful practice. God placed beautiful things on earth for us to give back to
God in glory. We must consider when, where, why, and how we engage beauty. We
must engage with beauty in our faithful practice.
In this paper lace art piece, the inside of a bowl is patterned with images telling the
initial moments of the Easter story. This design depicts burial spices in patterns. Amidst
the spice patterns, a sunrise emerges. At the top is an abstract image of the empty
tomb.
This moment, the moment when the women arrive at the tomb, represents an act of
holy, extravagant, expansive beauty. Imagine being there, arriving at daybreak, holding
the spice bowl in your hands. The burial spices, nard and myrrh, were aromatic. The
aromas of blood, oils, death, and spices fill the air. Imagine how it would have smelled.
It was the work of the women to honor the body of the deceased; to honor the life he
had lived, and they had loved.
How might we honor God with our practices of beauty? What materials do we need to
gather and incorporate? How can we keep God centered in our creative endeavors?
—Hannah Garrity

Pray
Breathe deeply as you gaze upon the image above. Imagine placing yourself in this
scene. What do you see? How do you feel? Get quiet and still, offering a silent or spoken
prayer to God.
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