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Lent 2021 continued – Ruminations 3.4.2021 
 
 
March 7th  
 
John 2: 13-22 

Jesus Cleanses the Temple 
13 The Passover of the Jews was near, and Jesus went up to Jerusalem. 14 In the 

temple he found people selling cattle, sheep, and doves, and the money changers 
seated at their tables. 15 Making a whip of cords, he drove all of them out of the 
temple, both the sheep and the cattle. He also poured out the coins of the money 
changers and overturned their tables. 16 He told those who were selling the doves, 
“Take these things out of here! Stop making my Father’s house a marketplace!” 
17 His disciples remembered that it was written, “Zeal for your house will consume 
me.” 18 The Jews then said to him, “What sign can you show us for doing this?” 
19 Jesus answered them, “Destroy this temple, and in three days I will raise it up.” 
20 The Jews then said, “This temple has been under construction for forty-six years, 
and will you raise it up in three days?” 21 But he was speaking of the temple of his 
body. 22 After he was raised from the dead, his disciples remembered that he had said 
this; and they believed the scripture and the word that Jesus had spoken. 
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March 14th  
 
Nicodemus Visits Jesus 
3 Now there was a Pharisee named Nicodemus, a leader of the Jews. 2 He came to 
Jesus by night and said to him, “Rabbi, we know that you are a teacher who has 
come from God; for no one can do these signs that you do apart from the presence 
of God.” 3 Jesus answered him, “Very truly, I tell you, no one can see the kingdom 
of God without being born from above.” 4 Nicodemus said to him, “How can 
anyone be born after having grown old? Can one enter a second time into the 
mother’s womb and be born?” 5 Jesus answered, “Very truly, I tell you, no one can 
enter the kingdom of God without being born of water and Spirit. 6 What is born of 
the flesh is flesh, and what is born of the Spirit is spirit. 7 Do not be astonished that 
I said to you, ‘You must be born from above.’ 8 The wind blows where it chooses, 
and you hear the sound of it, but you do not know where it comes from or where it 
goes. So it is with everyone who is born of the Spirit.” 9 Nicodemus said to him, 
“How can these things be?” 10 Jesus answered him, “Are you a teacher of Israel, 
and yet you do not understand these things?  
11 “Very truly, I tell you, we speak of what we know and testify to what we have 
seen; yet you do not receive our testimony. 12 If I have told you about earthly things 
and you do not believe, how can you believe if I tell you about heavenly things? 
13 No one has ascended into heaven except the one who descended from heaven, 
the Son of Man.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Last Night As I Was Sleeping  by Antonio Machado 
 

Last night as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt—marvelous error!— 
that a spring was breaking 
out in my heart. 
I said: Along which secret aqueduct, 
Oh water, are you coming to me, 
water of a new life 
that I have never drunk? 
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Last night as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt—marvelous error!— 
that I had a beehive 
here inside my heart. 
And the golden bees 
were making white combs 
and sweet honey 
from my old failures. 
 
Last night as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt—marvelous error!— 
that a fiery sun was giving 
light inside my heart. 
It was fiery because I felt 
warmth as from a hearth, 
and sun because it gave light 
and brought tears to my eyes. 
 
Last night as I slept, 
I dreamt—marvelous error!— 
that it was God I had 
here inside my heart. 

 
 
 
John 3: 14-21 
 
14 And just as Moses lifted up the serpent in the wilderness, so must the Son of 
Man be lifted up, 15 that whoever believes in him may have eternal life.  
16 “For God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, so that everyone who 
believes in him may not perish but may have eternal life.  
17 “Indeed, God did not send the Son into the world to condemn the world, but in 
order that the world might be saved through him. 18 Those who believe in him are 
not condemned; but those who do not believe are condemned already, because they 
have not believed in the name of the only Son of God. 19 And this is the judgment, 
that the light has come into the world, and people loved darkness rather than light 
because their deeds were evil. 20 For all who do evil hate the light and do not come 
to the light, so that their deeds may not be exposed. 21 But those who do what is 
true come to the light, so that it may be clearly seen that their deeds have been 
done in God.” 
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Numbers 21: 4-9 
 
From Mount Hor they set out by the way to the Red Sea, to go around the land of 
Edom; but the people became impatient on the way. 5 The people spoke against 
God and against Moses, “Why have you brought us up out of Egypt to die in the 
wilderness? For there is no food and no water, and we detest this miserable food.” 
6 Then the LORD sent poisonous serpents among the people, and they bit the 
people, so that many Israelites died. 7 The people came to Moses and said, “We 
have sinned by speaking against the LORD and against you; pray to the LORD to 
take away the serpents from us.” So Moses prayed for the people. 8 And the LORD 
said to Moses, “Make a poisonous serpent, and set it on a pole; and everyone who 
is bitten shall look at it and live.” 9 So Moses made a serpent of bronze, and put it 
upon a pole; and whenever a serpent bit someone, that person would look at the 
serpent of bronze and live. 
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The Weary Blues  BY LANGSTON HUGHES 
 https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/langston-hughes  
 

Droning a drowsy syncopated tune, 
Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon, 

I heard a Negro play. 
Down on Lenox Avenue the other night 
By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light 

He did a lazy sway. . . . 
He did a lazy sway. . . . 

To the tune o’ those Weary Blues. 
With his ebony hands on each ivory key 
He made that poor piano moan with melody. 

O Blues! 
Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool 
He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool. 

Sweet Blues! 
Coming from a black man’s soul. 

O Blues! 
In a deep song voice with a melancholy tone 
I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan— 

“Ain’t got nobody in all this world, 
Ain’t got nobody but ma self. 
I’s gwine to quit ma frownin’ 
And put ma troubles on the shelf.” 

 
Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor. 
He played a few chords then he sang some more— 

“I got the Weary Blues 
And I can’t be satisfied. 
Got the Weary Blues 
And can’t be satisfied— 
I ain’t happy no mo’ 
And I wish that I had died.” 

And far into the night he crooned that tune. 
The stars went out and so did the moon. 
The singer stopped playing and went to bed 
While the Weary Blues echoed through his head. 
He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead. 
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“I Look at Death” by Mae V. Cowdery 
 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mae_Virginia_Cowdery  
 

I looked into the face of death  
And found it kind. 
I looked at life that offered me 
No more than before… a spilled cup 
Of wine…My heart’s own blood. 
 
Death was friendly  
And showed me pale gardens 
And trees with silver fruit 
And slender jade grass 
With pearls for dew…  
 
I am in a quandary 
There is something so strange 
…So still…about this loveliness  
Of death… 
 

 
 
“We grow accustomed to the Dark” by Emily Dickinson 
 

We grow accustomed to the Dark — 
When light is put away — 
As when the Neighbor holds the Lamp 
To witness her Goodbye — 
 
A Moment — We uncertain step 
For newness of the night — 
Then — fit our Vision to the Dark — 
And meet the Road — erect — 
 
And so of larger — Darknesses — 
Those Evenings of the Brain — 
When not a Moon disclose a sign — 
Or Star — come out — within — 
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The Bravest — grope a little — 
And sometimes hit a Tree 
Directly in the Forehead — 
But as they learn to see — 
 
Either the Darkness alters — 
Or something in the sight 
Adjusts itself to Midnight — 
And Life steps almost straight. 

 
 
 
 
March 28th  
 
John 12: 12-19 

Jesus’ Triumphal Entry into Jerusalem 
12 The next day the great crowd that had come to the festival heard that Jesus was 

coming to Jerusalem. 13 So they took branches of palm trees and went out to meet 
him, shouting,  

“Hosanna!  
Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord—  

the King of Israel!”  
14 Jesus found a young donkey and sat on it; as it is written:  
15 “Do not be afraid, daughter of Zion.  

Look, your king is coming,  
sitting on a donkey’s colt!”  

16 His disciples did not understand these things at first; but when Jesus was glorified, 
then they remembered that these things had been written of him and had been done 
to him. 17 So the crowd that had been with him when he called Lazarus out of the 
tomb and raised him from the dead continued to testify. 18 It was also because they 
heard that he had performed this sign that the crowd went to meet him. 19 The 
Pharisees then said to one another, “You see, you can do nothing. Look, the world 
has gone after him!” 
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Poem: Blessing of Palms by Jan Richardson 
 

This blessing 
can be heard coming 
from a long way off. 
 
This blessing 
is making 
its steady way 
up the road 
toward you. 
 
This blessing 
blooms in the throats 
of women, 
springs from the hearts 
of men, 
tumbles out of the mouths 
of children. 
 
This blessing 
is stitched into 
the seams 
of the cloaks 
that line the road, 
etched into 
the branches 
that trace the path, 
echoes in 
the breathing 
of the willing colt, 
the click 
of the donkey’s hoof 
against the stones. 
 
Something is rising 
beneath this blessing. 
Something will try 
to drown it out. 
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But this blessing 
cannot be turned back, 
cannot be made 
to still its voice, 
cannot cease 
to sing its praise 
of the One who comes 
along the way 
it makes. 
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“Born Again” by David Whyte 
 

I want to be born again but I want to be born  
exactly the self same way, with both feet  
on ground I know, seeing a purple line of moor  
edging my father’s Yorkshire; or standing there,  
dumbstruck and dumbfounded on the edge  
of my mother’s turf, looking out  
from Thoor Anu, over the boiling surf to Aran.  
 

I want to be born again, but I want to be born exactly  
as I was, almost between things, as I was in this life,  
and as I want to be in the next: Mary Teresa O’Sullivan,  
nine months gone, carrying me back to England,  
her pains sharp in Waterford, sharper in Dublin,  
the hard rolling bench of the ferry almost my midwife.  
 

I want to be born again so that I can hear  
the familiar sounds again, but this time  
know what I am hearing from the inside out,  
that first beckoning roar of the sea,  
then the firmness of footsteps on land,  
and after, in that hidden, hill-bound house,  
my mother’s singing voice, my sisters’ first words  
and my father’s voice at the lighted door.  
 

I want to be young and start it all again  
but this time I want to deserve my youth,  
to study generosity, to watch my mind  
grow supple, to conjugate the verbs  
that mark the body’s joyful round  
and anticipate even my heart break  
by thinking of the love ahead.  
 

I want to be born again, in exactly the self same life,  
aware this time from the inside out, and to stand this time  
as a beautiful un-worrying witness, living beyond  
the need for this or that; some memory always with me  
of a ship making its way through lifting water,  
the song of the wind, the song of my mother,  
my father’s disbelieving, expectant face,  
and the crowding, merciful voice of the sea at my birth.  
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“Invitation” by Mary Oliver 
 

Oh do you have time 
to linger 
for just a little while 
out of your busy 
 
and very important day 
for the goldfinches 
that have gathered 
in a field of thistles 
 
for a musical battle, 
to see who can sing 
the highest note, 
or the lowest, 
 
or the most expressive of mirth, 
or the most tender? 
Their strong, blunt beaks 
drink the air 
 
as they strive 
melodiously 
not for your sake 
and not for mine 
 
and not for the sake of winning 
but for sheer delight and gratitude – 
believe us, they say, 
it is a serious thing 
 
just to be alive 
on this fresh morning 
in the broken world. 
I beg of you, 
 
do not walk by 
without pausing 
to attend to this 
rather ridiculous performance. 
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It could mean something. 
It could mean everything. 
It could be what Rilke meant, when he wrote: 
You must change your life. 

 
 
 
Mysteries, Yes 
Mary Oliver 
 

Truly, we live with mysteries too marvelous 
   to be understood. 
 
How grass can be nourishing in the 
   mouths of the lambs. 
How rivers and stones are forever 
   in allegiance with gravity 
      while we ourselves dream of rising. 
How two hands touch and the bonds will 
   never be broken. 
How people come, from delight or the 
   scars of damage, 
to the comfort of a poem. 
 
Let me keep my distance, always, from those 
   who think they have the answers. 
 
Let me keep company always with those who say 
   “Look!” and laugh in astonishment, 
   and bow their heads. 

 


