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Can you drink the cup?
By Brother Scott Surrency, O.F.M. 

Can you drink the cup?
Drink, not survey or analyze,
ponder or scrutinize –
from a distance.
But drink – imbibe, ingest,
take into you so that it becomes a piece of your inmost self.
And not with cautious sips
that barely moisten your lips,
but with audacious drafts
that spill down your chin and onto your chest.
(Forget decorum – reserve would give offense.)

Can you drink the cup?
The cup of rejection and opposition,
betrayal and regret.
Like vinegar and gall,
pungent and tart,
making you wince and recoil.
But not only that – for the cup is deceptively deep –
there are hopes and joys in there, too,
like thrilling champagne with bubbles
that tickle your nose on New Year’s Eve,



and fleeting moments of almost – almost – sheer ecstasy
that last as long as an eye-blink, or a champagne bubble,
but mysteriously satisfy and sustain.

Can you drink the cup?
Yes, you — with your insecurities,
visible and invisible.
You with the doubts that nibble around the edges
and the ones that devour in one great big gulp.
You with your impetuous starts and youth-like bursts of love and devotion.
You with your giving up too soon – or too late – and being tyrannically hard on
yourself.
You with your Yes, but’s and I’m sorry’s – again.
Yes, you – but with my grace.

Can you drink the cup?

Can I drink the cup?

Yes.

Isaiah 53:4-6

Surely he has borne our griefs
    and carried our sorrows;
yet we esteemed him stricken,
    smitten by God, and afflicted.

But he was wounded for our transgressions;
    he was bruised for our iniquities;
upon him was the chastisement that made us whole,
    and by his wounds we are healed.

All we like sheep have gone astray;
    we have turned—every one—to his own way;
and the Lord has laid on him
    the iniquity of us all.



Matthew 27:32-56

As they went out, they came upon a man from Cyrene named Simon; they compelled
this man to carry his cross. And when they came to a place called Golgotha (which
means Place of a Skull), they offered him wine to drink, mixed with gall; but when he
tasted it, he would not drink it. And when they had crucified him, they divided his
clothes among themselves by casting lots; then they sat down there and kept watch
over him. Over his head they put the charge against him, which read, “This is Jesus,
the King of the Jews.”

 Then two bandits were crucified with him, one on his right and one on his left. Those
who passed by derided him, shaking their heads and saying, “You who would destroy
the temple and build it in three days, save yourself! If you are the Son of God, come
down from the cross.” In the same way the chief priests also, along with the scribes and
elders, were mocking him, saying, “He saved others; he cannot save himself. He is the
King of Israel; let him come down from the cross now, and we will believe in him. He
trusts in God; let God deliver him now, if he wants to; for he said, ‘I am God’s Son.’”
The bandits who were crucified with him also taunted him in the same way. 

 From noon on, darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon. And
about three o’clock Jesus cried with a loud voice, “Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?” that
is, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” When some of the bystanders
heard it, they said, “This man is calling for Elijah.” At once one of them ran and got
a sponge, filled it with sour wine, put it on a stick, and gave it to him to drink. But the
others said, “Wait, let us see whether Elijah will come to save him.” Then Jesus cried
again with a loud voice and breathed his last. At that moment the curtain of the
temple was torn in two, from top to bottom. The earth shook, and the rocks were split.
The tombs also were opened, and many bodies of the saints who had fallen asleep were
raised. After his resurrection they came out of the tombs and entered the holy city and
appeared to many. Now when the centurion and those with him, who were keeping
watch over Jesus, saw the earthquake and what took place, they were terrified and said,
“Truly this man was God’s Son!” 

 Many women were also there, looking on from a distance; they had followed Jesus
from Galilee and had provided for him. Among them were Mary Magdalene, and Mary
the mother of James and Joseph, and the mother of the sons of Zebedee. 



Prayer:
By Christina Rossetti

Am I a stone, and not a sheep,
That I can stand, O Christ, beneath Thy cross,
To number drop by drop Thy blood's slow loss,
And yet not weep?
Not so those women loved
Who with exceeding grief lamented Thee;
Not so fallen Peter weeping bitterly;
Not so the thief was moved;

Not so the Sun and Moon
Which hid their faces in a starless sky,
A horror of great darkness at broad noon--
I, only I.

Yet give not o'er,
But seek Thy sheep, true Shepherd of the flock;
Greater than Moses, turn and look once more
And smite a rock. 


