
2012 Lent Retreat in Daily Living 
Prayer Material for Week of 3/6 

 
 
Day 1  Judas: Voice of Betrayal 
 
 
Day 2  Peter: Voice of Denial 
 
 
Day 3  Chief Priests: Voice of Deception 
 
 
Day 4  Caiaphas: Voice of Condemnation 
 
 
Day 5  Pilate: Voice of Evasion 
 
 
Day 6  The Mob: Voice of Hatred 
 
 
Day 7  Thomas: Voice of Doubt 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Note: The “voices” of the individuals you are praying with this week is excerpted from 
The Twelve Voices of Easter, by Woodrow Kroll and Keith Ghormley.  If you wish, you 
can both read the full text and listen to the voices here: 
http://www.backtothebible.org/articles-by-woodrow-kroll/the-twelve-voices-of-
easter.html. 
  



 
Day 1 

Judas: Voice of Betrayal 
 

Then one of the Twelve, who was called Judas Iscariot, went to the chief priests 
and said, “What are you willing to give me if I hand him over to you?  They paid 
him thirty pieces of silver, and from that time on he looked for an opportunity to 
hand him over.”                                    (Matthew 26:14-16) 
 

 
 Reflect on the words of Matthew.  What explains Judas’ betrayal of Jesus?  What 
would bring a friend to betray one who has loved him?   
 
 We would like to think we are nothing like Judas.  But do we suffer from some of 
the same impetuses that led him to his treacherous act? 
 
 As you reflect on these questions, consider what you might learn about Judas and 
human inclinations from this version of Judas’ story: 
 

I should have been a leader.  I was named Judas after the great patriarch Judah, 
first among the 12 tribes of Israel.  I should have been first among the 12, not 
Peter.  But there is no other way.  I have done unspeakable things.  I betrayed my 
master.  I am the voice of betrayal.  I deserve to die.  Yes, that will be the end. 
 
At least then no one will be able to use me, ever again.  I hate it when people use 
me.  The religious leaders tried to use me.  All they wanted was an opportunity to 
arrest Jesus without creating a riot.  I gave them that opportunity.  They used me.  
They paid me off. 
 
I thought Jesus wanted to use me too.  He wanted to use me to build His kingdom.  
And He wanted to change me.  I could see it in His eyes every time the money box 
came up short.  Jesus knew I was stealing.  He  knew all about me and should 
have hated me.  I could fool everyone except Him.  I grew to hate Him.  This tree 
and this cliff will put an end to all of their plans.  He wanted me, but only on His 
terms.  I will not belong to another.  I will not be the possession of anyone.  Well, 
I shall be of no use to Him now.  No more errand boy.  No more teacher’s helper.  
No one can help Him now.  They have Him…. 
 
I led the way.  It was exhilarating. I was in command.  No one was using me.  
Everyone following me.  I had the power… 
 
He always wanted to be the Master, to be served.  For all His talk about serving 
others, He always was the Master.  As though He had been born king or 
something! …Well, I will not serve.  I am no one’s fool.  Now finally, in this act, I 
am free, not being used by anyone.  Free.  A rope around my neck, standing at the 
edge of a cliff.  Soon I’ll be free. 



 
Day 2 

Peter: Voice of Denial 
 

Then Jesus said to them, “This night all of you will have your faith in me shaken, 
for it is written: ‘I will strike the shepherd, and the sheep of the flock will be 
dispersed.’ But after I have been raised up, I shall go before you to Galilee.”  
Peter said to him in reply, “Though all may have their faith in you shaken, mine 
will never be.”  Jesus said to him, “Amen, I say to you, tis very night before the 
cock crows, you will deny me three times.”  Peter said to him, “Even though I 
should have to die with you, I will not deny you.”  And all the disciples spoke 
likewise.   
 
“I do not know what you are talking about”…”I do not know the man!”...”I do 
not know the man.”  And immediately a cock crowed. 

     (Matthew 26:32-35; 27:70, 72, 74) 
 
As you reflect on the words of the passage, as, yourself: Would I have been stronger than 
Peter?   
 
What does his denial say about him?  About us? 
 
As you consider these questions, consider one version of Peter’s thoughts, letting yourself 
go wherever they take you: 
 

[When I was a boy fishing all night with my father], rooster music meant an end 
to the night and cold.  It meant home and warmth and food.  But not after tonight.  
I have been with Jesus.  They have Him now in Caiaphas’ dungeon, I suppose.  
I’m afraid.  Now the Romans are in with Him. 
 
The Master warned me.  He said Satan would sift me like a farmer sifting wheat.  
But Jesus said He prayed for me that my faith would not completely fail.  He told 
us He was going to die.  I said, “No, I would die for Him.  What brave words.  
Now I am the voice of denial…. 
 
“Not me!  I’m not a follower of Jesus.”… 
 
“Man, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”… 
 
“Man, I don’t know what you are talking about.”  Angry and excited, I began to 
call curses down on myself.  I swore that I never knew Jesus. 
 
The words caught in my throat.  From where Jesus stood before the council, He 
looked out into the courtyard and in the yellow light our eyes met.  It was just as 
He predicted.  He told me that I would deny Him three times.  I said it would 
never happen.  Peter, the rock.  The Master’s faithful follower and chief defender.  



I had become the voice of denial.  The crowing of the cock told me what I really 
was.  I am disgraced.  The others will despise me.  My name will become a curse. 
 
I stumbled to the gate.  The portress let me out, all the warmth, company and light 
behind me.  So late.  It is so cold out here.  I failed Him.  I was chief among the 
Twelve, and I failed Him.  Three times over I failed Him.  How could I fail one 
whom I have loved so?  Now I wonder do I really love Him?  Can real love 
produce this kind of failure?  But I do love Him.  Don’t I?  If I loved Him, I would 
keep His word.  I would not fail.  Do I even love him?  The voice of the rooster 
testifies against me.  My own words testify against me.  My own heart condemns 
me.  I was a leader among the Twelve.  I confessed Him on the mountain, but I 
denied Him in the night.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Day 3 
The Chief Priests: Voices of Deception 

 
The chief priests and the entire Sanhedrin kept trying to obtain false testimony 
against Jesus in order to put him to death.  
     (Matthew 28:59) 
 

 
 
 We don’t tend to focus on the Chief Priests when reflecting on Jesus’ passion and 
death.  But they played a critical role in bringing about his downfall.  
 
 In reflecting on how our goals and desires can become disordered, leading us to 
act in nonvirtuous ways, consider this version of the words of one of the chief priests in 
Jerusalem: 
 

Our authority is unquestioned.  Everyone knows our lineage.  From the time of 
Aaron, we have been God’s chosen vessels, His official ministers.  So it has 
always been.  So it shall always be.  We view any circumstances which might 
upset this order with profound concern…. 
 
Certainly we have encountered challenges before; those who would destroy, 
cloaking themselves in the disguise of reform.  But none so dangerous as this 
Jesus of Nazareth.  His followers and sympathizers have numbered in the 
thousands.  Some even dare to claim that He may be the long-awaited Messiah.  
But surely if that were so, we in the priesthood should have been among the first 
to acclaim and honor Him.  No, I am afraid the people are too easily deluded.  



You see, we have been aware of this man for quite some time.  And none of our 
information substantiates these irresponsible claims…. 
 
The trial was critical.  We had to work quickly and carefully.  Our charges 
against Jesus had to be substantiated by witnesses.  Regrettably, we were forced 
to pay certain witnesses for their testimony.  Their testimony was not as 
compelling as one would wish, but it did open the way for direct examination, and 
soon He was condemned by his own lips.  He blasphemed openly before the 
council. 
 
Having gained Caiaphas’ sentence, all we needed was the Roman governor, 
Pontius Pilate.  We are not allowed to carry out capital punishment without the 
approval of the empire’s occupation force.  We have learned how to play our case 
before the Romans.  All the governor cares about is the authority of Rome. All we 
had to do was convince him that this Jesus was a dangerous rebel. 
 
…We suffered through some anxious moments as Pilate played the stupid Roman, 
adopting the position that Jesus had done nothing wrong.  Clearly this would not 
do.  We were so close to the final solution.  We had paid a disciple to betray him. 
We had paid witnesses for their testimony.  We could not be stopped just one step 
short of the goal. 
 
As Pilate interviewed the Nazarene, we worked our way through the crown, 
arranging for a convincing solidarity.  So when Pilate stood Him before us, the 
crowd answered with one voice.  Ours.  “Crucify Him.”  The chant surged 
through the crowd like the undulations of an angry serpent.  The governor took 
our message.  Jesus must die…. 
 
Jesus died on the cross.  Terrible, in a way, of course, without question.  But we 
look at it as a great triumph.  The threat to God’s appointed priesthood had 
failed.  Our place and office had been secured.  The priesthood continues to offer 
sacrifice for the glory of God and the redemption of his people.  So it shall ever 
be. 

 
 
 
  



Day 4 
Caiaphas: Voice of Condemnation 

 
 Then Annas sent him bound to Caiaphas the high priest. 
     (John 18:24) 
 
 

 What was Caiaphas?  A conniver?  A puppet?  Are there ways to see him that 
might help us see how it is that one can be a voice of condemnation?   
 

Are there ways I am tempted to act as he did? 
 
 Here is one account of what Caiaphas might have been thinking: 
 

Some call me a puppet.  But I am not.  Those who see me as a puppet obviously 
know nothing about the strength of family ties.  They have no understanding of my 
loyalty to my father, or actually my father-in-law, as you would call him.  He has 
a strength of influence over me as though he were my father.  Annas is a powerful 
man, perhaps the most powerful Jew in Palestine… 
 
Of course it as all wrong.  How did we expect to get away with this?  This was no 
trial.  In the first place, our law does not permit a trial to be held at night, and yet 
we had been up all night long.  And then we had the man before us only because 
of a blood-money bribe paid to one of his followers.  Plus, we had asked the 
defendant to incriminate Himself.  That was excluded from our law as well. And 
there I was, about to pronounce a capital sentence, even tough our law does not 
permit a sentence to be pronounced until the day after a conviction. W hat were 
we thinking? 
 
It was the kind of thing you hope nobody ever hears about.  I could feel my 
father’s eyes upon me.  It crossed my mind that I had an opportunity to step out of 
his shadow, to rise to a higher level of justice and throw out this case.  But there 
was Annas.  His will beta on me like a hot summer sun.  I really had no choice but 
to follow his wishes… 
 
I am one of the twelve voices of Easter.  Mine is the voice of condemnation.  It 
was my voice that proclaimed the innocent Nazarene guilty of blasphemy.  What 
else could I do?  Don’t you understand the power of our family?  Or don’t you 
understand the significance of the office of the high priest?  I am not a puppet.  I 
am a dutiful son.  In that room that morning, a simple man submitted himself to 
the will of his father.  That’s all. 
 

 
 
 
  



Day 5 
Pilate: Voice of Evasion 

 
When Pilate saw that he was not succeeding at all, but that a riot was breaking 
out instead, he took water and washed his hands in the sight of the crowd, saying, 
"I am innocent of this man's blood. Look to it yourselves." 
      (Matthew 27:24) 
 
What picture do you have of Pilate when you read accounts of his dealings with 
Jesus? 
 
Read the following reflection by Pilate of his dealings with Jesus and the people 
who wanted Him killed and consider: 
 

In what ways is Pilate a “voice of evasion”? 
 
What prompts someone to act as he did? 
 
Are there times when I see myself engaging in some form of 
evasion…perhaps for some of the same motives as Pilate?  
 

 
It was easy to spot their victim.  He stood out, their target, the object of their 
concentrated fury.  He was bound.  I asked their leader what they wanted.  He 
said this man was misleading the Jewish people, telling them not to pay taxes to 
Caesar and claiming to be their Messiah… 
 
The Sanhedrin and the chief priests were blind to their folly.  I could tell his man 
had committed no serious crime and I told the Jewish leaders so.  No, they 
insisted, He causes unrest everywhere, from Galilee to Jerusalem. 
 
“Is He a Galilean?” I asked.  I saw an opportunity to diver them. Galilee was 
under the jurisdiction of Hero Antipas, who just happened to be visiting 
Jerusalem….I sent this angry band to Herod. And I sent along an assistant to 
observe, just so I would know. I was glad to be rid of my problem while creating 
one for dear Antipas. 
 
But before long they returned….Again, I did what I could to put them off.  I 
examined the prisoner again.  You know, it is not easy, this business of judgment.  
The law is not always adequate for the case. … 
 
I could put it off no longer.  I told them I found no fault in the prisoner.  “He is no 
threat to Rome.”  Oh, it’s not just the taxes, they said. Jesus had transgressed 
some provisions of their religious law.  Fine, I said.  Try Him in your council. 
Don’t bring Jewish religious law into a Roman court.  They were furious.  They 
said their law required death. 



 
I was running out of diversions.  Herod would not take the case.  Their council 
would not take the case.  I had raised my voice twice in evasion, but some things 
just will not go away. 
 
I did not think they really would insist on crucifixion…So I proposed a 
compromise…I had followed the custom of releasing a prisoner to them each year 
at this time.  I did so to demonstrate Roman kindness and to generate good will.  I 
thought perhaps I could release Jesus to them as that prisoner. 
 
The chief priests would have none of it.  The crowd cried for Barabbas, a 
thoroughly nasty sort, to be released instead of Jesus… 
 
My next thought was to have Jesus scourged.  Perhaps some blood would satisfy 
them…. But again I was wrong. 
 
I finally realized that the only way tot be done with the matter was to release 
Jesus to the crowd.  I called for my basin and washed my hands of His guilt or 
innocence for all to see.  Then I turned Him over to the mob.  He was crucified. 
 
Nothing I tried would make it go away.  The problem of Jesus always came back 
to me.  It is no a thing to be proud of.  Not the way I hoped my service to Caesar 
would go.  But I do not see what I could have done differently.  Just bad luck, I 
guess.  I console myself with the thought that few will ever know of the matter; a 
minor affair of a made race in a backwater province.  My name, when 
remembered, will be remembered with the glory and honor of Caesar, ruler of all 
the earth, and Tome, the kingdom will endure.  My voice, a voice of evasion, will 
grow silent, but my name will be remembered I honor, and not because of some 
unfortunate man who suffered under Pontius Pilate. 
 
 
 

 
  



Day 6 
 

The Mob: Voice of Hatred 
 

“Which of the two do you want me to release to you?”  They answered, 
“Barabbas!”  Pilate said to them, “Then what shall I do with Jesus called 
Messiah?”  They all said, “Let him be crucified!”  But he said, “Why?  What evil 
has he done?”  They only shouted the louder, “Let him be crucified!” 

       (Matthew 27:21-23) 
 
 

People often behave differently in a group than they would on their own.  There is 
a dynamic to groups that can be very powerful.   
 
Consider this account of one mob member’s telling of the events of the day of 
Jesus’s death. 
 

What does it say about the power of mob mentality? 
 
What does it say about the power of hatred? 
 
How does it help you reflect on your own behavior?   
  

Have there been times when you’ve been caught up in the 
mentality of a group?  How has it affected you? 
 
Have there been times when you’ve been blinded by, if not hate, 
then anger?  What happens to you in those moments? 
 

Speak to God about what you need from God to avoid falling into the kind of 
behavior  that our human proclivities make possible. 
 

 
Jerusalem is our capital, the major city in our land.  It teems with people at any 
time of the year, but especially at festival time.  Jews from everywhere converge 
on Jerusalem to observe the appointed feasts.  Out city is filled with crowds.  And 
it doesn’t take much to turn a crowd into a mob.  A throng is a crowd in love.  A 
mob is a crowd in hate.  I’ve been in a mob or two.  I was there when the mob 
raised its voice in hate…. 
 
We stopped outside the governor’s judgment hall and shouted for Pilate. The 
council had condemned Jesus for blasphemy.  They wanted an execution.  We had 
to make sure the governor would hand down a death sentence.  Jesus stood before 
the governor, beaten and bloodied.  But Pilate was being difficult.  That ignited 
our rage. 
 



Pilate challenged us.  “I find no fault in this man.  What do you want me to do 
with Him?”  The chief priests led the chant, “Crucify Him!  Crucify Him!”  We 
picked it up quickly.  Perhaps you have never been swept up in pure hatred.  Rage 
has a mindless strength that no power can resist.  I shouted with the others.  
“Crucify Him!  Crucify Him!  Kill Him! He deserves to die!”  All this for a man I 
did not even know. 
 
Pilate had the Roman soldiers scourge Him.  When Pilate stood Him before us 
and showed us the result, we flew into a blind frenzy.  I could see that Pilate was 
shaken.  He was ours. 
 
He delivered Jesus to us to bear His cross out of the city to Golgotha…. 
 
The mob spread across the hillside to watch.  Most were men like myself, cursing 
the one on the cross.  He had claimed to be a savior.  We taunted Him, calling 
Him to come down from the cross and save Himself. 
 
But there were women there, too, beating their breasts and lamenting Him. You 
could tell form the agony in their cries that some were His followers.  But our 
jeers drowned out their voices. 
 
The Jewish leaders were there, mocking Him.  The Roman soldiers ridiculed Him.  
We wanted Him to die.  We relished His pain and suffering.  A strange thing it is, 
to watch a man die.  A fascinating horror.  There is no dignity on a cross, hanging 
there in public view.  The mob feeling drained from me, and I was just one man, 
watching another man die.  He was covered with blood and sweat. 
 
The other two whimpered and cursed and pleaded for mercy, but this man was 
different.  He spoke from the cross, but not in anger nor in bitterness.  He spoke in 
compassion to one of the thieves hanging next to Him.  He spoke to a woman I 
guessed to be His mother.  There were words to a man with her.  There were 
requests to the soldiers.  And as He hung there near death, He spoke toward 
heaven.  I heard Him all on His Father to forgive us, those assembled in the mob. 
But how could He pray for our forgiveness after what we had done to Him?  How 
could He answer our hatred with love? 
 
Yes, I was in that crowd.  Part of that angry mob.  We raised our voices in hatred.  
But the one on the cross answered our hatred with love and and forgiveness.  I 
don’t understand it.  He did not live long enough to remember my voice, but as 
long as I live, I’ll never forget his.  

 
 
 
  



Day 7 
Thomas: Voice of Doubt 

 
 

But he said to them, “Unless I see the mark of the nails in his hands and put my 
finger into the nailmarks and put my hand into his side, I will not believe.” 

      (John 20:25) 
 
 

Consider the voice of Thomas below.  As you reflect on his doubts – and what 
gave him faith – ask yourself: 
 

Where are my doubts?  What causes me to lack faith? 
 
When have I come face-to-face with the resurrected Christ?  How has that 
restored or strengthened my faith? 
 
What does Thomas’ story teach me about God?  About myself? 

 
 

I am Thomas, one of the twelve.  I loved Him.  I was devoted to Him.  I believed 
Him.  In fact, I was ready to die for Him.  When news came that His friend 
Lazarus died, Jesus told us He was going to Bethany where the family lived.  But 
that would be dangerous; His enemies would be at hand, and those who wanted 
Jesus dead might find their opportunity.  So I would not let Him go alone.  I got 
the others to agree, and we went with Him even though it could have meant death 
for us.  It eventually meant death for Him…. 
 
The next morning Peter and John and some of the women went to the tomb.  They 
came back saying the tomb was empty, claiming that Jesus had risen from the 
dead.  That night they all met in secret, and later they told me that Jesus visited 
them and then disappeared. 
 
But I just could not believe it.  A dead man from the grave, alive?  I remembered 
Lazarus coming out of the grave.  But Lazarus did not mysteriously appear and 
disappear through locked doors.  And Lazarus had a –well, he had a whole body.  
His back had not been stripped of flesh.  His side had not been opened by a 
Roman spear.  No, I said, unless I could put my hands in the print of the nails in 
His hand, unless I could see and touch that horrible gash in His side, unless I 
could see with my eyes and touch with my hands and have proof that He was 
alive, I could not believe…. I could not believe without seeing for myself.  I had to 
see for myself.  I didn’t want to hear about Him; I wanted to see Him and touch 
Him, to know myself that He was alive.  I was the voice of doubt. 
 
A week later we all gathered in the same room where the others claimed to have 
seen Him before.  Suddenly, he was there.  Jesus appeared in our midst.  I knew 



He didn’t come through the door.  The door was locked because we were afraid.  
He greeted us.  Then He turned to me.  My heart pounded.  His eyes looked 
straight into mine.  He reached out and took my hands in His.  He spoke my name.  
“Thomas, put your finger here in My hands.  Place your hand in this wound in My 
side and believe.” 
 
He knew how I had doubted.  He knew exactly what I had said… 
 
And I touched the marks.  Marks of the soldiers and the chief priests.  Marks of 
men who rejected Him, despised Him, cruelly abused Him.  They were marks of 
men who would not believe.  Marks of unbelief.  Scars of doubt.  They were my 
marks.  How was I any different?  I was the man who would not believe.  Mine 
were the nails.  Mine was the spear.  The scars were the marks of my disbelief.  I 
fell to my knees and said, “My Lord and my God.” 
 
What about you?  To any of you who doubt that Jesus is alive, to any who doubt 
that He is the risen, living Lord, to any of you who doubt that He is God, I say 
doubt no longer, but believe.  He rebuked me gently as the others watched.  He 
said I believed because I have seen, but He said even greater blessings would be 
upon those who have not seen as I have and yet believe.  When you come face-to-
face with the resurrected Christ, the voice of doubt is silenced.  It gives way to the 
voice of faith and hope, because this Jesus, this Lord, this God is not in a 
Jerusalem grave.  He is alive.  

 
 


