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2012 Lent Retreat in Daily Living 
Prayer Material of 3/13 

 
Day 1  Martha: Voice of Encouragement 
 
 
Day 2  Deborah: Voice of Service 
 
 
Day 3  Jesus: Voice of Obedience 
 
 
Day 4  Esther: Voice of Challenge 
 
 
Day 5  The Thief: Voice of Faith 
 
 
Day 6  Mary: Voice of Fidelity 
 
 
Day 7  The Centurion: Voice of Affirmation 
 
 
Day 8  Joseph of Arimathea: Voice of Courage 
 
 
Day 9  Joanna: Voice of Joy 
 
 
Day 10  Mary Magdalene: Voice of Adoration 
 
 
Day 11  Cleopas: Voice of Assurance 
 
 
 
Note: The passages for the Thief, the Centurion, Joseph of Arimathea, Mary Magdalene 
and Cleopas are 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.)  The passage for Martha, Deborah, Esther and Joanna are excerpted from 
Kathy Coffey, Hidden Women of the Gospels.  The passages for Jesus and Mary are from 
Danielle Rose, Mysteries.   
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Instructions 

 
Since our next meeting is in two weeks, I’ve provided you with 11 days of prayer 
material.  Why 11 and not 14?  Because it is spring break and I’m guessing 
everyone is likely to miss a day here or there.  If you are able to pray every day, 
use the extra 3 days to go back and pray again with one of the days that struck 
you particularly powerfully. 
 
For each day, I’ve given you a voice of some aspect of discipleship.  Most of the 
narratives here are based on actual Gospel figures and passages.  But a couple of 
fictional figures (e.g. the serving girl at the last supper).  Each, however, involves 
someone who models Christian discipleship. 
 
For each, read the passage and reflect on: 
 

Why is thie persona  model of discipleship? 
What can I learn from this person’s behavior?  (About myself and about 
Jesus) 
Where would I be challenged? 
What do I want to say to Jesus after reflecting on this person? 
  

 
 
 
 

Day 1 
 

Martha: Voice of Encouragement 
 

I don’t know what possessed me to say it. But I suspect that my mouth, which had gotten 
me into trouble my whole life, had for a stunning second become my glory. “I believe 
that you are the Messiah, the Son of God, the one coming into the world,” I affirmed, and 
I meant every word of it. …. 
 
I was so outraged at Jesus’ delay that I spewed pure venom when he arrived. Lazarus’s 
place at our table was empty, the brother I loved had vanished, and Jesus became the 
target for my fury. 
 
Folks with better social skills might have welcomed him with, “Thanks for trying,” or 
even, “Your friend is dead,” but I immediately dumped the guilt trip: “If you had been 
here, my brother would not have died.” 
 
Even though Jesus is used to my outspokenness, the accusation hurt; I could tell by the 
sadness in his eyes. Still, it didn’t paralyze him; maybe he continued our conversation 
because he could trust me. I’d just proven that I wouldn’t mask the truth. I would look 
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him straight in the eye, without a shred of syrupy politeness. One pressing issue hovered 
in the air between us: Was he avoiding the tragedy, or coming at it from another angle? 
Why was he questioning my belief in the afterlife? 
 
“I know that God will give you whatever you ask.” I bit my tongue and tempered my 
words, softening each syllable, not blurting out in my usual style. I wanted to shout like a 
furious child, “Bring Lazarus back!” but for my brother’s sake, I tried to adopt Jesus’ 
indirect tone. 
 
Despite my restraint, he still hesitated. It was as if he needed something from me, some 
mysterious affirmation before he plunged ahead. The roles were reversed: just when I 
needed to lean on him in grief, he asked for my support! 
 
I summoned everything I could give, maybe to answer that longing in his eyes. Down 
deep, I still wanted my brother back, but the loss had grown beyond a few people. It was 
a larger matter now, and I was in deep waters. Even if I had lost Lazarus, I could still 
encourage Jesus. He was the closest thing I had to another brother; I buoyed him up as if 
he were my own.  
 
Maybe he had taught me how to give people exactly what they need: he had wept with 
Mary; he had discussed ideas with me; now it was my turn to answer the question he 
hated to ask. So few people understood him; all he wanted was one person to show some 
inkling. 
 
And I did know who he was. From all the meals we’d eaten together, all the walks we’d 
taken, all the conversations that stretched late into the night emerged his shining holiness. 
I couldn’t explain how I knew; I certainly couldn’t tell you what text I’d consulted. But in 
some quiet, sure place within, I was bedrock certain of his power. So I said it aloud. 
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Day 2 
 

Deborah: Voice of Service 
 

I’d served a hundred of these dinners, but this one was different. I anticipated the usual 
friendship meal, the familiar Passover foods, the men gathering intimately around their 
teacher. Only later in the evening, after plenty of wine, would they notice me, and try to 
pinch me, or ask to walk me home. 
 
It didn’t happen as I expected. For one thing, I lost my job. I had fetched the water basin 
and towel, and was just rolling up my sleeves to wash the dirty, calloused feet. Not that I 
minded. I liked the rivulets of water cleansing the ugly scars and bunions, the way people 
relaxed when I massaged their arches. It took so little to bring so much pleasure. 
Naturally, I was shocked when the master arose and asked to borrow my bowl. 
 
I was even more stunned by his courtesy. This teacher not only washed feet: He looked 
into people’s eyes and talked with them as he stroked a swollen ankle. Then he kissed 
that unlovely anatomy! I thought I was a pro; people seemed satisfied with my work—
until I watched his sure touch. Then I knew I had met my match. Afterwards, I would try 
to remember how his hands looked, and reach for that care myself.  
 
He handled Peter’s protest just as deftly, then he motioned to me. Bewildered, I couldn’t 
understand what he meant, until I found myself eased into a chair, and my feet being 
washed with the respect accorded Claudia, the governor’s wife! For those few moments I 
relished a dignity as foreign to me as the master doing the servant’s task. … 
 
…the conversation resumed its intensity. Caught up in serving the food, I didn’t hear 
much, but when silence fell over the room, I paid attention. This teacher knew how to 
grab interest! He gave the traditional prayers for blessing a meal an unheard-of twist, 
calling the bread his body, the wine his blood. As he breathed the words “remember me” 
with awful finality, I tingled with cold fear. Did something sinister threaten this man who 
seemed so kind?... 
 
My thoughts were interrupted when he sought me to offer bread and wine. “Don’t you 
know I’m just the maid?” I wanted to ask. “I should be doing this for you!” I took the 
food to save him embarrassment, but he had totally disrupted our smoothly oiled routines. 
 
Usually a prophet hands on his mantle; a warrior his sword and shield; a rabbi, the legal 
code or Torah. But Jesus gave us bread to hold his memory, wine to cup his spirit. What a 
womanly thing to do! 
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Day 3 
 

Jesus: Voice of Obedience 
 

The world's in darkness, but I cannot sleep.���   
All my friends want to be with me, but they cannot wait for dreams. 
���I am surrounded by the ones who love me most, ��� 
But I have never felt so alone.��� 
I can see all that is to come. ���I know what God is asking, I know how I am to love. 
 
Oh, Father. I know you can hear me.���Is there any other way, another prayer to 
pray.���Father, if Your love permits, let this cup pass me by.���Still let it be as You would have 
it, not as I.���Father, if Your love permits, let this cup pass me by.���Still let it be as You would 
have it... not as I. 
 
������I know my betrayal is a never ending one.���And I know salvation is in the hands of the 
Son.���So I fall to the earth and my knees hit the ground.���Then I bury my face in the 
darkness that surrounds me.���How much more will my heart break? ���Peter stay and pray 
with me. Can you stay awake?��� 
 
Oh, Father. I know you can hear me.���Is there any other way, another prayer to 
pray.���Father, if Your love permits, let this cup pass me by.���Still let it be as You would have 
it, not as I.���Father, if Your love permits, let this cup pass me by.���Still let it be as You would 
have it... not as I. 
 
���������Do I believe that you really love me?���Cause if you love must you ask me for this 
yes?���Every generation from now on will call me blessed.���Do you see the angel crying at 
the blood that once was sweat?  
 
Oh, Father. I know you can hear me.���Is there any other way, another prayer to 
pray.���Father, if Your love permits, let this cup pass me by.���Still let it be as You would have 
it, not as I.���Father, if Your love permits, let this cup pass me by.���Still let it be as You would 
have it... not as I. 
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Day 4 
 

Esther: Voice of Challenge 
 

It had to be him. The first time I identified Peter, I thought I might be mistaken because it 
was so dark in the courtyard, and my vision isn’t the sharpest. But then I heard him talk. 
Living in Jerusalem, a cosmopolitan city, I’ve developed a good ear for accents. His 
speech pegged him a Galilean, as surely as the smell of fish in his clothes or the rope 
burns on his hands marked him a fisherman. 
 
For a few deluded moments, I thought I’d offer him an opportunity. I didn’t know why 
he’d denied his friend, but I’d give him a second chance to reclaim the tie, shift into 
himself again. It would be simple as opening a door—and that’s my job. “Come home, 
Peter!” I’d say, with the ease of calling my children home at dusk. “Your show is 
preposterous; no one believes you anyway, so drop your disguise!” Then we’d all have a 
good laugh at his lousy acting ability. 
 
But he only got nastier…. 
 
The third time, I spoke in a tone that surprised me with it surety. “You are one of them.” 
My words shimmered in the smoky air. If he would turn from one friend, surely he could 
not forget the whole company! From what I’d heard, anyone would be honored to be part 
of that crowd. People who had felt the healing touch or heard the welcoming word 
flocked from all over the countryside to be near them. Surely a man who had been so 
close to that life for so long would admit it! What was he afraid of? 
 
Me, I guess. His venom poured on me as though I’d caused his dilemma. I have heard 
plenty of curses, but he vomited these with a filthy, destructive force. Stunned, I fled 
from the courtyard into the night air. Even the cool dampness was preferable to sharing 
the firelight with such poison. Breathing heavily, I looked up at the sky and remembered 
that Esther means “star.” Her light made my failure seem more miserable. On the 
horizon, a pale dawn was glowing. The day’s bustle would soon begin; in a nearby yard, 
a cock’s crow broke the last few moments of quiet night. I gritted my teeth and muttered, 
“So I’m not a queen like you. I didn’t save anyone. But I tried.” 
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Day 5 
 

The Thief: Voice of Faith 
 
I am dying. Some people die in bed, surrounded by those who love them, who soothe 
them in their pain and draw a cover over them for comfort. I figured out a long time ago 
there would be no one at my side when my time came, speaking words of comfort or 
easing my fears. The people at a crucifixion have no words of comfort. It's all mocking 
and abuse. Scolding, berating, insults. It's to make us an example. I realized I am afraid to 
die. Nobody comes down from a cross alive. Not that I have much of a life to come down 
for, but at least I know what it is. I do not know what will happen to me when I die. 

Tomorrow is the Sabbath, so this afternoon they will break my legs and I will no longer 
be able to breathe. I thought, "I am going to die. I don't want to die. I am afraid." Then I 
thought that maybe Jesus was a prophet. Maybe He would work a miracle. Maybe He 
would say the word and we would be surrounded by the armies of God like Elijah of old. 
He would save us all. For a moment, I actually hoped. But Jesus didn't look like He was 
in any condition to save anyone. The soldiers had beaten us all, but Him. I'd never seen 
work like that before. The soldiers mocked Him. "Save yourself!" The chief priests 
reviled Him, "He saved others; He cannot save Himself." 

I could see my brief hope was empty. I joined in, "If you are the Son of God, get down 
from the cross. Let God deliver you now!" Matthan taunted Him the same way. But I 
stopped. Why didn't He show any anger? Why didn't He curse those who cursed Him? 

Then, as Matthan continued his scoffing, I rebuked him, "Don't you even fear God? Don't 
you see that we are being punished justly, but this man has done nothing wrong? How 
can you continue to ridicule Him?" 

Then the darkness came. At midday it was like midnight. It was eerie. This Jesus must be 
more than a man. He must be the Messiah. Jesus was dying. He would go to God. He 
would go, and I would die alone. He would leave me, after all. I couldn't bear the 
thought. 

With all the strength I could muster, I turned to Him and said, "Lord, remember me when 
You come into Your kingdom." He was the King of the Jews. I was a thief, but a king can 
pardon a thief if he wants to. He said, "Today you will be with Me in paradise." 

Some people die in bed, surrounded by those who love them, who soothe them in their 
pain and draw a cover over them for comfort. But no one ever died with Him at his side, 
speaking words of comfort like that, or easing his fears so completely. 

He died a few minutes ago. The soldiers haven't noticed yet. Before long they will come 
and break my legs and I will die. But I believe what Jesus said. I am the voice of faith. 
And I believe He has gone ahead to paradise, and that I will be there with Him. Very 
soon now. 
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Day 6 

 
Mary: Voice of Fidelity 

 
I remember the night you came into this world.���I was trembling as they placed you in my 
arms.���Your body warmed my hands as I held you to my side,���And I wept with joy at the 
sound of your cry.������ 
 
I remember the day you spoke your first words.���You said "Abba!", raised your eyes to the 
sky.���As the years passed by, you grew in wisdom and in grace;���Though I taught you how 
to walk���You taught me how to walk in faith������ 
 
And I loved you then. I love you still.���I will love you til forever passes by.���From the cradle 
to the grave, my love���Remains the same.���You will find me by your side, by your side 
������I remember the day you made the blind man see.���I was standing in the crowds when you 
looked and smiled at me.���People saw your glory;���They believed and they were healed.���But 
not even I your mother knew what was to be revealed������ 
 
And I loved you then. I love you still.���I will love you til forever passes by.���From the cradle 
to the grave, my love���Remains the same.���You will find me by your side, by your side 
 
���And I remember the day you carried the cross.���I met you on the road to Calvary.���I was 
pierced with sorrow; I was full of grace.���Child, let me die for you I would gladly take your 
place.���Just as I stood at the foot of your cradle,���I stood at the foot of your cross. ���I am here 
my child; you are not alone.���I'll be with you til you're safe back in your Father's home. 
 
And I loved you then. I love you still.���I will love you til forever passes by.���From the cradle 
to the grave, my love���Remains the same.���You will find me by your side, by your side 
 
I remember the night you died for this world.���I was trembling as they placed you in my 
arms.���They took your body from the cross, and I held you to my side.���I wept bitterly my 
child was crucified.������ 
 
And I loved you then. I love you still.���I will love you til forever passes by.���From the cradle 
to the grave, my love remains the same.���You will find me by your side,���You will find me by 
your side���You will find me by your side 
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Day 7 
 

The Centurion: Voice of Affirmation 
 

It was easy to see that this man was no threat to Rome. The governor was not convinced 
that Jesus was guilty of any capital crime. But Pilate wanted to appease the Jews, so he 
told me to have the Nazarene flogged. I gave the nod. 

My men scourged Him, opening His back to deep wounds, shredding the flesh until 
pieces--well, if you've ever seen a Roman flogging, you don't need my words. 

But the scourging was not enough for the Jews. They screamed for His crucifixion. Pilate 
finally gave in. The men enjoyed the sport. First we took Him into the Praetorium and 
gathered the whole battalion. They mocked the prisoner because He had said He was 
King of the Jews. One of them pulled some thorns beside the wall and fashioned a crown. 

I'd seen that kind of thing before. But for the first time in many years, I winced as they 
pushed it into His brow. They slapped Him, spat upon Him, ridiculed Him. I knew we 
were doing the right thing and I fought against the new feelings inside. You must rule 
with power and fear, or you cannot rule. At least, that is what we had always been taught. 

I led the execution detail to the hill outside of town. Jesus had to carry His own cross, like 
any other convict. We crucified Him with two others who had been sentenced. Some of 
the chief priests were there; an unusual audience for a crucifixion. 

They weren't finished mocking. They said, "If you're really who you claim to be, come 
down from that cross and save yourself." My men jeered too. "If you're the king of the 
Jews, save yourself." 

I usually joined, too. But I couldn't. This man was no criminal. And He didn't whimper or 
plead like the others. I've never seen anyone who knew how to die. No cursing, no spite, 
no fear. I mean, everyone loses their nerve or struggles or whimpers. It's only natural. But 
not Him. I don't mean He didn't suffer. Everyone suffers. It's just the way He took it. 
They curse or they cry. They blaspheme their gods. I've seen the toughest criminals 
terrified. You find out what a man really believes at the cross. You see who he is. And 
this one was different. 

The funny feeling I had at the scourging grew in me, stronger than ever. Even though I 
had been trained to believe that crucifixion was the only way to rule, that it was the final 
solution for all human crime--but watching Him on that cross--this was not Roman 
justice. 

At midday, the darkness came. I don't mean the sun was shaded. I mean inky darkness. 
Many of the spectators lost their nerve and left. But, of course, an execution guard has to 
remain until the prisoners are dead. Obviously, we can't let a prisoner's friends get him 
down before the work is done. 
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We usually rotate watches because the strong ones can last two or three days. But as the 
hours passed, I could see that this man was really close. I stood close and watched. He 
looked upward and said, "Father, into Your hands I commit My spirit." And then He 
died. I mean, He chose the moment. Death didn't happen to Him, dragging Him away, 
catching Him off guard, struggling to get away. Just like a man chooses his next action, 
chooses a moment to sleep or sing or eat, He died. On purpose. Just like that. Nobody has 
that kind of power over death. It was a miracle. I heard myself say, "Certainly this was a 
righteous man." 

I haven't been the same since. I will never be able to look at a cross the same way again. 
This God-forsaken land. Holy men and scorpions. I never expected that a man on a cross 
could change me so. It was the way He died. I'm not the hardened Roman soldier I once 
was. I have seen the death of a truly righteous man. Now I'll never rest until I find out 
who He was. 
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Day 8 
 

Joseph of Arimathea: Voice of Courage 
 
I am not a brave man. I have never shown much courage in the storm of debate. I 
followed Jesus secretly because I was afraid of the others on the Sanhedrin. They would 
despise my faith, ridicule me, and put me out of the council. What would happen to a 
man my age then? There would be nothing for me back in Arimathea after so many years. 
So even though I believed that Jesus of Nazareth was the Messiah, the Savior of Israel, I 
never told anyone about it. … 

The Roman soldiers determined that Jesus was dead. I left Golgotha and went straight to 
the Tower of Antonio. I requested an audience with Pilate. Because of my stature in the 
Jewish community, he received me. I plucked up my courage and asked Pilate to release 
the dead body of Jesus into my custody. 

… I was not sure what Pilate would do. I knew enough about Roman law to know that 
those condemned to death had no right to burial. Would Pilate enforce their law? I also 
knew that Pilate hated us Jews. He had nothing to gain by granting me a favor. But he 
signed a release. Maybe he saw in me an opportunity to get back at the Sanhedrin for 
forcing him into this business. 

I didn't linger to chat with him about it. I sent word to my friend Nicodemus to meet me 
at my family tomb. I hurried back to the scene of the crucifixion with Pilate's release. I 
presented it to the centurion and asked him to take Jesus' body down from the cross. He 
gave me a funny look and then put his men to work. Some of Jesus' followers were 
standing nearby, watching us, so I asked a couple of them to help me carry the body. We 
took it to my family tomb, which was nearby. 

Nicodemus was there. He had brought linen bandages, spices and aromatics, a mixture of 
myrrh and aloes. We did not embalm Jesus' body like an Egyptian would, but we bathed 
it, and cleaned it, rinsing the wounds, His head, His side, His back. And we wrapped it in 
layers of the bandages and aromatic mixture. It was late in the day and we had to hurry to 
finish before the Sabbath. 

My family tomb is not a natural cave, but rather is hewn out of solid rock. After we laid 
the body of Jesus in the tomb, Nicodemus and the others helped me roll a great stone in 
front of the entrance. It was a heavy stone and would not be easily moved. Later Pilate 
even sealed the tomb and commanded Roman soldiers to guard it. .. 

When I think back on these things, it surprises me that I had the courage to do what I did. 
I knew that my actions meant the end of my term on the Sanhedrin--the end of my good 
name in the community, the end of everything I had thought so important in my long life. 
The Sanhedrin knew, the entire world knew that I was a believer in Jesus the Messiah. 
But what they thought no longer mattered to me. In the face of deep sorrow, I was thrilled 
to find my voice. And what a happy surprise to find that it was a voice of courage. 
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Day 9 
 

Joanna: Voice of Joy 
 

I could barely sleep, the morning’s errand looming over the night. A monstrous boulder 
dominated my dreams, and I felt crushed beneath its weight, grazing my knuckles against 
its flinty surface. That night followed the least restful, most nerve-wracking Sabbath I’d 
ever spent. Any “holy” thoughts were lost in wondering about the dank tomb, the stench, 
the violence we might face the next morning. 
 
For the tenth time, I checked the supplies: Cloths and spices, balm for that broken body. 
Would we have enough? Would the guards stop us? Would everyone who’d agreed to 
come show up? Could we budge the stone? Maybe I stewed over the little questions so I 
could suppress the larger one: how could a tomb contain him, his vibrant, pulsing life?... 
 
From a distance, I thought the stone loomed larger and darker than I’d remembered. But 
as I got closer, I realized it wasn’t a boulder but a dark opening, a glaring hole. Our pace 
quickened. Was I hallucinating, or did glimmers of white flash inside? I grasped Mary 
Magdalene’s hand for courage as we stepped into the cool tomb. We barely had time to 
blink our eyes and adjust to the darkness before we heard a voice buoyant with song. 
 
For the rest of my life I will carry those words, “Why do you look for the living among 
the dead? He is not here, but has risen.” Would every sadness unravel so swiftly? Would 
our sharpest tragedies be robbed of their sting? If someone told me then that paralytics 
could dance, trees could hoist themselves into the sea, and the dead could sing, I’d 
believe it. My inner terrain has shifted somehow. 
 
And the men who scoff at us? They’ve just missed the best news they could ever hear, 
poor 
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Day 10 
 

Mary Magdalene: Voice of Adoration 
 

I am one of the twelve voices of Easter. Mine is the voice of adoration. Jesus changed my 
life. He loved me when no one else did. I have almost forgotten the days before. I will not 
speak of them. I will speak of Him. 

I followed Him wherever He went. I was always in the crowd when He taught. I saw Him 
raise the dead and heal the sick. The blind saw, the lame walked, the deaf heard, the 
dumb spoke. Those bound by evil spirits were released by His command. v I was one of 
several women who followed Him. We were not as close to Him as the twelve--Peter, 
Andrew, James and John and the others--but we constantly felt the warmth of His smile 
and the gentleness of His voice. He loved us as much as we loved Him. 

But then the leaders in Jerusalem arrested Him and killed Him. I stood at His cross and 
watched Him die. I wept to see Him suffer. … 

…when we arrived at the tomb, we were shocked: The stone was not there, nor were any 
soldiers to be seen. The stone had been rolled away--taken right out of its trough and 
tipped over. 

As we stood and wondered at what had happened to the stone, two men dressed in 
dazzling white robes suddenly appeared. These garments were not the togas of Roman 
soldiers, nor were they the long white robes of the Pharisees. These were not men at all, 
but angels of God. 

We were overcome and we fell to the ground. But the angels reassured us. They 
reminded us how Jesus had said that He would rise again. One of the angels bid us to 
look inside the tomb and see for ourselves. I ran as fast as I could to tell Peter and John. 
When we returned, the other women were gone. We looked in the tomb. Empty. I was 
convinced that someone had stolen the body of Jesus. The linen garments Joseph had 
wrapped Him in were lying there, neatly folded in their places. But the tomb was empty. 

Peter and John ran from the garden, but I remained. I had nowhere to go. What had 
happened to the Master? Could it be that He actually did rise from the dead, or had the 
soldiers taken His body away? My heart was overcome again with sorrow. I just stood 
there, weeping. 

Then I heard a voice behind me ask, "Woman, why are you weeping?" I assumed it was 
the gardener. "Sir, what have you done with Him?" I asked, wiping my face. 

It was fully light, but tears blurred my eyes. I turned, but could not see clearly. Then He 
called me by my name. "Mariam." That was my Aramaic name, the name my parents and 
my friends called me. A gardener would not have spoken Aramaic to me. A Roman 
would not know my name. I knew that voice. I looked up. I saw Him. It was Jesus. I 
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answered in Aramaic, "Rabboni!" I threw myself at His feet, weeping, laughing, not 
believing, believing. My Master, my Teacher, my Savior, my Lord. He was standing 
there alive. 

Of course I became one of the twelve voices of Easter. A voice of astonishment and 
wonder. The first human voice of adoration. He told me to go tell the others, and I did. 
Marvelous news. A wonder beyond all wonders. God has accomplished great things in 
our midst. Jesus is risen from the dead! 
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Day 11 
 

Cleopas: Voice of Assurance 
 
By the time we arrived at our village, it was late in the afternoon. Traveling after dark 
was dangerous because of thieves on the road, so when we saw that the stranger intended 
to go on alone, we persuaded Him to stay. He accepted our invitation and came to dine 
with us. We reclined together at the table. The stranger took up the bread, blessed it, 
broke it and we began to eat. 

That's when I noticed them--the marks on His hands. When He broke the bread, I caught 
my breath. I said, "Show me Your hands." He held them out and turned them over. Nail 
prints. I raised my head and looked Him full in the face. His eyes held my gaze. And I 
knew Him. My heart pounded in my chest. I was looking in the face of Israel's Redeemer, 
Jesus, the Messiah, our Teacher, alive from the tomb. The women were right. Peter and 
John were not talking nonsense. He was alive, in my house, reclining at my table. I 
looked across at my companion. He, too, had recognized the teacher. 

When we looked back, Jesus was gone. I stood up quickly, "We have to go to Jerusalem. 
We must tell them what's happened." 

My companion said, "Are you crazy? We've been on the road all day and now it's after 
sunset. It will be dangerous." 

I picked up a heavy walking stick. We left everything and rushed back to Jerusalem. That 
seven-mile journey was the most exciting of my life. If there were bandits, we never saw 
them. 

In the city, we found the place where the disciples were hiding. We burst in. Peter, James, 
John and the others--we told them. Then we told them again. They told us what they had 
seen. That small room could barely contain us. 

Yes, I am one of the twelve voices of Easter. I am Cleopas, and mine is the voice of 
assurance. I tell you today what I know is true. Jesus is alive. I have seen Him. I have 
looked the resurrected Christ straight in the eye. I have heard Him teach. I have eaten 
bread broken by His nail-scarred hands. Now there are no more questions. No more 
doubt. Only this assurance: I have seen Him. He is alive. 
 
 
 

Days 12-14 
 
If you missed any days, use these three to pray with material you missed. If you didn’t go 
back to one or more of the days that were particularly meaningful for you and see what 
else God may want to reveal to you. 


