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Sonnet XIII:  Jesus’ body is taken down from the cross
His spirit and his life he breathes in all
Now on this cross his body breathes no more
Here at the centre everything is still
Spent, and emptied, opened to the core.
A quiet taking down, a prising loose
A cross-beam lowered like a weighing scale
Unmaking of each thing that had its use
A long withdrawing of each bloodied nail,
This is ground zero, emptiness and space
With nothing left to say or think or do
But look unflinching on the sacred face
That cannot move or change or look at you.
Yet in that prising loose and letting be
He has unfastened you and set you free.

Sonnet XIV:  Jesus is laid in the tomb
Here at the centre everything is still
Before the stir and movement of our grief
Which bears it’s pain with rhythm, ritual,
Beautiful useless gestures of relief.
So they anoint the skin that cannot feel
Soothing his ruined flesh with tender care,
Kissing the wounds they know they cannot heal,
With incense scenting only empty air.
He blesses every love that weeps and grieves
And makes our grief the pangs of a new birth.
The love that’s poured in silence at old graves



Renewing flowers, tending the bare earth,
Is never lost. In him all love is found
And sown with him, a seed in the rich ground.

~By Malcolm Guite
From Sounding the Seasons: Seventy Sonnets for the Christian Year,
Canterbury Press, 2012

Matthew 27:57-66
When it was evening, there came a rich man from Arimathea, named Joseph, who was
also a disciple of Jesus. He went to Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus; then Pilate
ordered it to be given to him. So Joseph took the body and wrapped it in a clean linen
cloth and laid it in his own new tomb, which he had hewn in the rock. He then rolled
a great stone to the door of the tomb and went away. Mary Magdalene and the other
Mary were there, sitting opposite the tomb. 

 The next day, that is, after the day of Preparation, the chief priests and the Pharisees
gathered before Pilate and said, “Sir, we remember what that impostor said while he
was still alive, ‘After three days I will rise again.’ Therefore command that the tomb
be made secure until the third day; otherwise his disciples may go and steal him away,
and tell the people, ‘He has been raised from the dead,’ and the last deception would
be worse than the first.” Pilate said to them, “You have a guard of soldiers; go, make
it as secure as you can.” So they went with the guard and made the tomb secure by
sealing the stone.

Prayer:
Precious Lord, take my hand, 
Lead me on, let me stand, 
I am tired, I am weak, I am worn; 
Through the storm, through the night, 
Lead me on to the light: 
Take my hand, precious Lord, 
Lead me home.

When my way grows drear, 
Precious Lord, linger near, 
When my life is almost gone, 
Hear my cry, hear my call, 
Hold my hand lest I fall: 
Take my hand, precious Lord, 
Lead me home.   

~Thomas A. Dorsey


