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Our Len’cenjourneg can be some’ciﬁing like the change of seasons,
as we go forward remembering Cnris‘c’sjourneg to Jerusalem and the
cross. The terrain was bleak. What about the terrain of our lives? Are
we in a wintry season of the soul, trudging tlﬁrougi’i difficult terrain —
Perhaps s‘cePPing amidst some unexpectecl Potholes) or Feeiing as if
we’re frozenina lanciscape of Hickering nope, or yearning for

friendlier turf?

As we round the bend into Holg Week reﬂecting upon Jesus’ self-
gving of his life on the cross, we know that there’s more to the story.
We continue on tlﬁrougiﬁ Maunclg Tlﬁursdag’s upper room, Good
Friciag’s mourning and the empty tomb in iﬁopexcul anticipation of

Easter morning’s alleluias.

We go forward with anticipation, i‘uopeiculness -and yes, newness
of life - trusting in the One who raised Christ Jesus from the grave,
offers salvation bg grace ti*irougn i:aiti*x, and whose Promised
presence continues to guicle, encourage, strengtlﬁen) and comfort us

in all seasons of our lives.

So we continue ourjourneg tnrouglﬂ the Passion of Christ -
tlﬁrough the sl"irouc]ing darkness of his sugering, anguisl‘i and death -
into the breaking%nrougl‘i of Easter morn’s resurrection ligi‘ut. Then
we canjogicuug sing out our Easter alleluias, for Christ is risen! He is

risen indeed!



