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BETWEEN THE LINES 
 

 

INTRODUCTION 
  

Between the Lines is a creative collection of Reflections and Meditations from Scripture.  

Some of them are written in conversational, dramatic form and others are more reflective 

and poetic. All can be used for both private devotion and corporate worship.  Many of them 

were written for gatherings of young people but are suitable for older generations too.   

  

Sometimes when reading Scripture we can often forget the human side of things and our 

reading of it can be very two dimensional.  This book is not, of course, a theological 

exposition or a Biblical Commentary.  However, we hope that these Meditations will help you 

to get into the Bible and enable the Word of God to be alive and active! 

 

These resources, drawn from youth ministry in the Diocese of Llandaff, are being made 

available through St Mary’s Church.  Check out our website for more information and other 

resources at www.stmaryscf10.com 
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Lost Shoes 

Exodus 3 

  

‘Where are your shoes?’ asked Moses’ wife, as he limped back to the house. 

‘What?’ said Moses. 

‘Your shoes!  Where are they?’ 

He looked down at his feet. 

‘I’ve heard about this sort of thing happening before,’ said Jethro.  ‘It’s the altitude!  A lack of 

oxygen.  One minute perfectly respectable, the next minute wandering around Tescos in your 

pyjamas!’ 

‘Don’t be stupid, Jethro!’ said Moses.  ‘I don’t wear pyjamas!’ 

‘Well!’ exclaimed Jethro.  ‘If I’d known that before you married my daughter I would never 

have allowed you to marry her!’  

‘So where are your shoes?’ asked his wife. 

‘I must have left them on the mountain,’ said Moses. 

‘Do you realize how much those shoes cost?’ screamed his wife.  ‘They’re not cheap!  Do you 

think we’re made of money?’   

‘I took them off on the mountain.’ 

‘You took them off on the mountain?’ she said sarcastically.  ‘Why?!’ 

 ‘Well, to cut a long story short … I had an experience.’ 

‘Oh no, here we go again!  I told you that you should have had breakfast before you went to 

work this morning.  You’ve been hallucinating again!’ 

‘I saw this bush that was burning.’ 

‘Kids these days!’ sighed his wife.  ‘Have they got nothing better to do than to set fire to the 

mountain side!’ 

‘No, it wasn’t kids.  It was God!’ said Moses. 

‘Are you implying that God’s an arsonist!’ 

‘Don’t be stupid, woman!’ exclaimed Moses.  ‘The bush wasn’t burning.’ 

‘Moses, make up your mind.  Either it was burning or not.’ 

‘The bush was blazing but it didn’t burn!’ replied Moses. 

‘Moses, I’m sorry but I can’t keep up with this story.  You’ve been spending too much time with 
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those sheep.  You’ve lost a grip of reality!’ 

‘I thought I was seeing things,’ said Moses, ‘So I went to take a closer look.  And then I heard a 

voice.’ 

‘Oh no he’s hearing voices now’,’ said his wife. 

‘A voice called out, “Moses, Moses!”’ 

‘Well at least he got your name right!’ said his wife. 

Jethro sat down.  He was beginning to take Moses seriously. 

‘And what did you say?’ asked Jethro. 

‘I said, “Here I am.”’ 

‘And then what happened?’ 

‘Well, that’s when he told me to take off my shoes!’ 

‘And if he told you to put your hand in the fire, would you?’ interrupted his wife. 

‘He told me the ground was holy,’ replied Moses. 

‘Well, whose voice was this?’ 

‘It was God – the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob.  He’s seen what’s happening to his people.  

He wants me to rescue them!’ 

‘Rescue them?  You?’ said his wife.  ‘And how do you expect to rescue them?  Call in the A 

Team?’ 

‘No, he wants me to go to Pharaoh and bring them out of Egypt.’ 

‘Just like that?’ 

‘Well, his plans are a bit more involved than that.  But that’s the jist of it!’ 

‘Well,’ said Jethro.  ‘If that’s what you think you really should do then carry on.’ 

‘Father, you’re not gonna support him in this project are you?’ 

‘Of course I am.  I’m not gonna get in the way of God,’ said Jethro. 

Moses smiled and turned to start packing. 

‘Just one thing, Moses,’ said Jethro. 

Moses turned around and stared his father in law in the face. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Sort the pyjama business out.’ 
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Family Business 

Luke 1: 5 – 22 

  

Zechariah clocked in for work, put the kettle on and checked the rotas.   

  

He loved being a priest.  The ritual.  The solemnity.  The Bells and Smells.  He’d been doing it 

for years.  His father did it before him and his father did it before him and his father… you get 

the idea… it was family business! 

  

It was his turn again to offer the incense.  He took one last look of himself in the vestry mirror, 

picked up his bowl of incense, and hobbled through the curtain into the sanctuary.  Ahh, the 

peace and quiet, the solitude, the serenity….the angels….what?!  Angels?!  Maybe he should 

have had breakfast! 

Zechariah was scared. 

He was very scared. 

He didn’t see many angels in these parts.  In fact, they were quite rare.  In fact, the last time 

anyone had sighted an angel was… 

‘Don’t be afraid.’ It was the angel.  ‘Your prayer’s been answered.  Your wife Elizabeth is going 

to have a baby and you must name him John.  Oh, you’ll be so happy!  In fact,’ said the angel 

with a big smile on his face, ‘he’ll make lots of people happy.’ 

Zechariah looked confused. 

‘What?’ 

The angel was in full flow now. 

‘He’ll be a great man, you see, filled with the Holy Spirit.  He’ll bring back people to God.  He’ll 

prepare the people for the Lord.’ 

The angel waited for a response. 

He loved this bit! 

‘Hang on a minute,’ said Zechariah.  ‘How do I know all of this is true?  I mean, come on, look 

at me, I’m an old man.  And my wife is no spring chicken, either.’ 

The Angel was shocked. 

Not about the spring chicken business.  That was true!  Elizabeth wasn’t getting any younger! 
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‘Well!’ thought the angel.  ‘To think, I’ve come all this way, to give him this news and still he 

doesn’t believe me!  Does he think I’ve got nothing better to do than hang around the temple 

not being believed?!’ 

He turned to Zechariah. 

‘Right,’ he said, ‘I don’t want to hear another word from you until everything I told you has 

happened!’ 

Zechariah tried to speak but couldn’t get a word in edgeways.  In fact he couldn’t get a word 

in at all.  He was speechless. 

Maybe the angel did mean business! 

  

Outside, people were getting restless. 

Usually, Zechariah was quick.  That’s why they liked it when he was on duty.  But today he’d 

been in there for hours. 

‘I’ve got to pick the kids up from school!’ said one disgruntled worshipper. 

I’ve got a dentist’s appointment in half an hour,’ said another. 

‘He’d better have a good explanation or I’ll be writing to the High Priest!’ said the Temple 

Warden, as he tapped his watch.  

  

There was a flutter of the curtain and Zechariah emerged. 

‘Well?’ they asked. 

They waited for an explanation, but got nothing. 

Everything they needed to know could be read on his face. 

‘He looks like he’s seen a ghost!’ 

Zechariah tried to fill in the details using sign language - but how do you tell people you’ve seen 

an angel and that your wife is going to have a baby when you can’t speak?!  It’s not easy! 

‘No, no,’ said one of the people, ‘I think he’s seen an angel.’ 

‘An angel?’ 

Zechariah nodded enthusiastically! 

They had got the jist of it! 

  

His work done, Zechariah returned home, put the kettle on and checked the rota. 

It was his turn to put the rubbish out. 
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But Zechariah had something else in mind. 

He looked at Elizabeth.  Yes, she was no spring chicken but she was still as beautiful as the day 

he married her. 

There was a twinkle in his eye. 

His father did it before him and his father did it before him and his father…you get the idea. 

  

This was family business! 
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Message for Mary 

Luke 1:26- 38 

  

‘Message for Mary, Message for Mary!’ 

It was an angel.  Gabriel.  In his hand a clutched message. 

‘Message for Mary, Message for Mary!’ 

Mary stopped.  Suddenly excited.  She wasn’t used to having post. 

Apart from junk mail.  The usual.  Credit Card Applications. Store Cards.  Bank Cards.  Discount 

Vouchers for Dorothy Perkins.  The usual. 

She would have asked the angel in, but he had already taken the liberty of letting himself in. 

‘Message for Mary!  Message for Mary!’ 

‘I wish you’d stop shouting,’ thought Mary.  ‘After all, I am the only one in the house. 

‘Message for Mary!  Message for Mary!’ 

‘Ok, I’m Mary.’ 

‘Of course you are,’ said Gabriel.  ‘It’s just that . . . this is a very important message.’  He lowered 

his voice. ‘I don’t want it to get into the wrong hands.’ 

‘Ok, Ok, so what have you got for me?’ said Mary 

‘I think you should sit down,’ said Gabriel. 

‘I’m ok thanks,’ said Mary 

‘No I think you should sit down.’ 

‘Really. I’m Ok.’ 

‘You’re going to have a baby.’ 

‘I think I should sit down,’ said Mary, as she sat down. 

‘This is always happening,’ thought Gabriel. 

‘Well, don’t be afraid,’ he said. ‘There’s more.  You have to call him Jesus.  He’s gonna  be a bit 

of a star, you see.  In fact, he’s gonna be. . .this is the exciting bit. . .he’s gonna be . . .a king!’ 

‘Hang on a minute,’ said Mary  ‘I’m gonna have to sit down.’ 

‘You are sitting down’, said Gabriel. 

‘Oh yes,’ said Mary. 

‘Pass this by me one more time.  I’m gonna have a . . . baby?’ 

‘You got it!’ 
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‘But…’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Well…’ 

‘What?’ 

‘I haven’t done it,’ whispered Mary. 

‘Done what?’ 

‘It!’ 

‘Ohhhhhh,’ said Gabriel.  ‘Don’t you worry about that!  The Holy Spirit has taken care of that 

one.  The child will be holy.  Son of God!  So, anything you want me to take back?  Return of 

post, I mean? Any. . . messages?’ 

‘Well, just one thing, really.  Just say that I’ll do anything God wants me to do.  I’ll be his servant.’ 

‘Great!” said Gabriel.  ‘Just what he wanted to hear.’ 

‘Aren’t you gonna write it down?’ 

‘Tt!  Easy to Remember!  She. . . said. . .yes.’ 

‘Message for God!  Message for God!’ 

‘I wish he’d stop shouting,’ thought Mary. 

And then she stood up. 

And realised what she’d done. 

The Angel left her. 
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Don’t Look Now! 

Luke 2:25-35 

  

‘Don’t look now,’ said Joseph. 

‘Don’t’ look at what?’ 

But it was too late.  I’d already caught his eye.  And over he came.  An old man, emerging from 

the darkness, limping along like some old dog.  Why did I always seem to attract such ‘odd’ 

people?! 

I was carrying the little one. 

And it wasn’t long before this strange man was holding my child in his own arms, praising God. 

His face had lit up. 

The lines of life which marked his skin were pale and beautiful. 

‘At last I have seen salvation,’ he said, ‘prepared for every nation.  A light for the world.’ 

He handed him back to me. 

‘This child,’ he said, pointing at him, ‘is destined for great things.  He’ll be the rise and fall of 

many.’ 

‘Oh,’ I said. 

‘Have I surprised you then?’ he asked. 

Well, no.  Not really.  Not at all.  It’s just that,’ I whispered, ‘’between you and me, I get a bit 

confused sometimes.’ 

‘Oh my child,’ he said. 

‘What?’ 

I was scared.  He looked serious. 

‘You don’t know?’ he said.  He stared at me.  The sparkle had turned to sadness.  His eyes were 

deep and lonely. 

‘Your heart will be broken.  Like a sword piercing your heart.’ 

I shuddered and Jesus stirred in my arms. 

Where were angels when you needed them? 

Maybe this man was an angel. 

A messenger of God. 

Bringing news.  What news? 
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And then he was gone. 

Disappearing into the shadows again. 

And as the darkness embraced him he glanced back, and I saw the brightness of life in his eyes. 

A sparkle of heaven. 

‘Don’t look,’ said Joseph 

But it was too late. 
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The Water’s Edge 

Matthew 3: 13 –17 

  

He walked to the water’s edge. 

Not tentatively – as if scared of the water 

but confidently – like a master swimmer. 

It was John who was the nervous one: 

as if everything he’d learnt had been lost. 

All that time he’d spent in the water 

and now he held back – afraid to go in. 

  

A few words were exchanged. 

And soon they were in the water. 

A solidarity dip. 

A plunge into the deep. 

Gasping breath. 

And out again. 

  

A few words were exchanged 

as heaven joined the conversation. 

‘This is my Son, I’m pleased with him.’ 

As he walked away a dove dropped from the sky 

brushing his head; 

drying his brow. 

  

He walked to the road-side. 

Not tentatively – as if scared of the path ahead 

but confidently – like an athlete anointed for action 

embracing the life that lay ahead. 

All that time he’d spent in the water 

and now he moved forward – eager to go on. 
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He Changed the Way I See 

John 9:1-41 

  

I couldn’t even see the faces of those who dropped money in my cap. 

I couldn’t see if they had a look of disgust or disdain. 

I couldn’t see if they looked on me in sympathy or if they did it to make themselves feel better. 

If it was to bring me some sort of comfort or it was done to comfort them as they returned to 

their homes and their lives. 

  

I couldn’t see the eyes of the people who kicked dust in my face 

or the people who lifted me from the ground as I stumbled on stones. 

I couldn’t see the face of the people who passed by: 

if their faces were turned the other way as they hurried onto their next thing. 

I couldn’t even see the face of my healer as he rubbed my eyes and sent me off to wash. 

  

And now I can see - 

I can see far more than anyone can imagine. 

I have looked into the eyes of the One who brings healing, 

whose touch is loving. 

  

And now I have a different outlook on everything. 

I see things from a different perspective. 

I see things in a different way. 

I see things that are hidden from the eyes of many. 

  

If only I could have seen all this before. 

But now I am looking in a different direction. 

No longer is my head bowed for begging. 

No longer do I wish life was different. 

  

His touch has changed the way I see. 
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I see so many people who are blind to things that catch my eye. 

I see the life of God in the world whose touch makes us see. 

I see Jesus in the lives of the broken and wounded and his presence in those who are healed. 

  

Even if I was to see for only one more day 

I will never be blind to those things 

because He has touched me 

and changed the way I see. 
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Something Beautiful 

A Meditation on the Anointing of Jesus by Mary 

John 12:1-8 

  

It was a mad gesture, 

unplanned. 

The perfume had stood there 

for years, 

the last gift of an ex-lover. 

She was afraid to open it, 

afraid the aroma 

would fill her mind with memories too much to take. 

  

She caressed his feet 

as if was the first time she had felt a man’s flesh. 

She was scared to raise her eyes, 

scared that her sudden stupidity 

would be slandered, 

that she would be the object of scorn, 

talked about and torn apart 

over the garden fence. 

She blanked out the blanket phrases 

that dropped from their mouths, 

the ones who said it was a waste, 

the ones who said she was a waste. 

  

She was embarrassed by herself; 

her heart racing like a young lover’s, 

her stomach turning like that first touch, the first kiss. 

She poured out her heart, 

thick with love, 
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dropping onto his feet, 

afraid that he would leave her, 

like every other man she had known, 

leaving her lost and lonely, 

afraid that he would die away from her 

in the arms of another. 

  

To the bystanders it was an ugly gesture, 

disjointed and out of place. 

And so the mutterings began, 

rolling across the floor to deal her a significant blow. 

She wished that she could fill the air and disappear 

like the perfume that filled the space, 

getting between the people and slipping through the 

windows into the world outside 

flirting with the breeze 

taken away on the wind, 

until she was forgotten. 

  

And then the room was silenced. 

He spoke. 

He spoke about beauty and beautiful things 

and how the thing she did was beautiful, too. 

And her body glowed, 

filled with the scent of loveliness. 

She had breathed him in. 

She was full of him, 

this man she loved 
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You Work it Out! 

John 12: 20 –26 

  

‘Just wait here, please.  Andrew, we’ve got another one!’ shouted Philip 

‘What does he want?’ asked Andrew. 

‘Wants to see Jesus.  Wants a bit of the limelight I guess!’ 

‘Wants to get his picture in Hello Magazine more like,’ said Andrew. 

‘Or just have something to talk to his mates about down the pub,’ said Philip. 

‘Ahh remember those days?’ said Andrew. 

‘What? When you had mates?’ 

‘No, when we used to go down the pub.  Game of darts.  Nice pint.  Bit o craic!  Don’t get time 

for that anymore.  Life is so busy.  We don’t get time to stand around talking like some people.’ 

‘Excuse me,’ interrupted the Greek, ‘I’m still here.’ 

‘Ah yes,’ said Philip.  ‘Just wait here, please.’ 

‘Where are you from?’ asked Andrew.  ‘Let me guess.  Cyprus.’ 

‘Greece,’ replied the Greek. 

Andrew was no good at accents! 

‘Aw…now I’d love to go to Greece,’ said Philip. 

‘You just want to sit around the pool all day drinking Ouzo,’ said Andrew 

‘I hate Ouzo,’ said Philip.  ‘The last time I drank Ouzo, I ended up the following day tied to a 

lamppost with a traffic cone on my head.’ 

‘That was a laugh,’ cackled Philip. 

‘A laugh?  You try explaining your way out of that situation.  My wife wouldn’t talk to me for 

days.  Apart from to say ‘I do’.’ 

‘Ahhh…them were the days!’ said Philip, lost in the past. 

‘I’m sorry to keep on,’ said the Greek, ‘but I’m still here.’ 

‘Yes, of course, just wait here, please.’ 

‘So you lot on holidays?’ asked Philip 

‘We’re on a lecture tour,’ replied the Greek. 

‘A lecture tour?’ said Philip.  ‘Sounds interesting.  I went to a lecture once.’ 

Andrew looked at Philip.  ‘You?  A lecture?  The only lecture you get is from your wife!’ 
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‘So do we get to see him?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Jesus.’ 

‘Oh yes, wait here please.’ 

‘I’ve been waiting here for the last ten minutes,’ said the Greek. 

‘Ok keep your shirt on.  You’re not in Greece now.  No, I mean it.  Keep your shirt on.  You’re 

not in Greece now.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ said Philip as they walked away, ‘they come over here, think they can do what 

they like!’ 

They went to see Jesus and passed the message on. 

‘Someone wants to see you,’ said Philip. 

‘Some Greeks,’ said Andrew. 

‘On a lecture tour,’ said Philip.  ‘I went to a lecture once…’ 

‘It’s almost time,’ said Jesus. 

Philip looked at Andrew.  Andrew looked at Jesus. 

Why couldn’t they get a straightforward answer? 

‘Unless a wheat grain falls to the earth and dies, it remains a single grain; only if it dies, will it 

produce fruit,’ said Jesus. 

Andrew looked at Philip.  Philip looked at Jesus. 

He was going off on one again. 

‘Those who love their life lose it, and those who hate their life in this world will keep it for ever,’ 

said Jesus. 

‘Yes, ok,’ said Philip, ‘But there are people waiting to see you.’ 

‘Whoever serves me must follow me.  My servant will be wherever I am.  The Father will honour 

anyone who serves me,’ said Jesus. 

 ‘So is that a yes or a no?’ asked Philip as they walked away. 

‘I’m not sure,’ said Andrew.  ‘Did you take it all down?’ 

‘Every word.’ 

They returned to the group of Greeks. 

‘You still here?’ asked Philip. 

‘What did he say?’ asked the Greek 

‘I’m not sure’ said Philip.  He handed him a copy of the notes he’d made. ‘You work it out.’ 



21 
 

We Know What to Do! 

Luke 9:51-56 

  

‘We know what to do!’ 

It was James and John.  They’d formed a sub-committee an hour ago in response to a rather 

cold reception they’d been given. 

‘All I wanted was a brew!’ complained James 

‘And a sit down…’ said John. 

‘A bed for the night would have been nice,’ replied James.  ‘And maybe a sandwich.  One of 

those Samaritan Club specials…’ 

‘Is that all you think of?  Your stomach?’ said John 

But there were no refreshments, no hospitality, no food.  Not even a quick bar snack. 

  

Instead they’d been treated rather rudely. 

 ‘I’m gonna write to the Tourist Board,’ said James.  ‘How do they expect to attract people with 

this kind of welcome?!’  And with that he got out his Palm-top computer to write a reminder. 

  

For ages they’d wanted to be more involved.  They wanted to be part of the decision making.  

And now they had a plan! 

  

‘We know what to do!’ they said. 

  

They were taking this seriously.  They had a flipchart and everything.  And James had just put 

the finishing touches to his Powerpoint presentation. 

  

‘We know what to do!’ 

  

Jesus stared at them. 

It wasn’t the first time he’d been given advice: people trying to tell him what to do and when.  

Like the time his mother fussed at the wedding, worried about the wine waiter.  Wanting him 

to work wonders. 
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‘We know what to do,’ said James and John.  ‘What if…you’re gonna love this…what if…we call 

down fire from heaven, right….to burn them up.  That’ll teach the beggars!’ 

  

They sat back proudly and waited for his response. 

 ‘What?’ said Jesus. 

‘What if…we call down fire from heaven….’ 

‘Yeh, I heard you the first time,’ said Jesus. 

‘Well… what do you think?’ 

‘It was my idea,’ said James, proudly. 

‘No it wasn’t!’ said John.  ‘I mentioned ‘fire’ first.  You wanted to call down a whirlwind!’ 

‘No, if you remember rightly I said “something ‘like’ a whirlwind.”’ 

Jesus stared at them. 

‘What?’ said Jesus.  Again. 

‘A whirlwind.  You know…’ 

He was still staring. 

They were getting vibes from Jesus that maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all. 

They decided not to show him the flowchart because Jesus had already turned his back on 

them, dismissing them with a gesture of the hand. 

  

They were left standing. 

‘What a stupid idea!’ said James, as he looked at John. 

‘It was your idea,’ said John. 

‘My idea?  I was only joking with you…anyway you were the one who said ‘fire.’  We should 

have stuck with whirlwind!’ 

‘It was only a suggestion.’ 

  

Jesus walked on. 

There were other places to get to. 

He left James and John to their good ideas and their recently disbanded sub committee. 

 He didn’t need their advice.  Not now.  Not ever. 

James and John looked at each other. 

They had no idea what to do. 
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He Went Out to Meet Him 

Luke 15:1-32 

  

He was a long way off, 

a dot in the distance. 

I’d seen it many times before, 

only to be disappointed by the sight 

of a travelling salesman or a lost traveller. 

So as the dot grew larger and emerged into a person, 

I imagined, again, that it was him, 

returning from some far off land. 

I wondered if his face had changed. 

Was it filled with wonder or weary by the sights he had seen? 

Were his limbs aching with too much walking? 

Had he made a success of life 

or had life drained him of everything he had? 

Were his pockets lined with silver 

or had the silver lining disappeared long ago? 

And so I waited, 

watching the distant figure emerge into something, 

something I had seen before. 

  

‘No news was good news,’ they said. 

But I disagreed. 

I wanted him home. 

  

Sometimes, I had run expectantly, 

sprinting like a young man 

meeting only disappointment and dejection 

left to catch my breath, 

and limp back home with my heart as empty as my lungs. 
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And so I watched the dot, again. 

Watched it take on shape and form, 

becoming a human figure. 

And as the vague unfocussed figure sharpened 

I could see a characteristic walk, 

a swagger I had seen before. 

  

I hesitated—afraid to invite disappointment again, 

afraid my heart could not take another tear. 

Was this what I had been waiting for? 

Was he coming home? 

The return of a lost child 

returning to a father who was losing on himself 

with the pain of age and worry. 

  

And so I went to meet him 

running, racing, leaping fences like a young athlete, 

forgetting my years, 

my heart beating, my chest heaving, 

my arms opened. 

  

I could see his face, 

his eyes heavy 

but still with the sparkle of youth. 

I kissed his head 

and held him in my arms 

Like the day he was born 

Welcoming him home 

Full of life. 

 

  



25 
 

Sent Out 

Matthew 9:36-10:8 

  

‘”You received without charge give without charge.”  Oi, that goes for you, too, Matthew!’ 

laughed Peter. 

‘Very funny,’ said Matthew.  By now, he was getting fed up of all the Tax Collector jokes.  ‘How 

many tax collectors does it take to change a light bulb… there was this tax collector, see, and 

he goes into this bar…’ The usual stuff. 

‘Well I can’t wait to see you raising the dead!’ said Matthew.  ‘You can hardly get yourself up 

from bed in the morning!’ 

‘I have you know,’ said Peter, ‘that when I was fishing I was up at three every morning.’ 

‘And when you were fishing,’ replied Matthew, ‘you stunk of fish!’ 

‘Still does,’ said Andrew. 

‘So where exactly are we going?’ asked James, as he struggled with a road map. 

‘To the lost sheep of the House of Israel,’ said Peter 

‘Mmm….I can’t find that on the map,’ said James. 

His brother, John, sighed.  ‘Who put you in charge of navigation?!’ 

‘Well if you can do a better job, you try!’ said James as he slapped the map in John’s face. 

They were always arguing.  ‘Sons of Thunder’ Jesus had called them. 

‘Will you two stop arguing!’ interrupted Peter, ‘or we won’t get anywhere.’ 

‘I don’t think we will get anywhere if we rely on this map!’ said John.  ‘This is a map of Spain.’ 

He stared at James in disbelief. 

‘I’ve always wanted to go to Spain,’ said James, pathetically. 

‘You just wanna sit round the pool all day drinking Sangria,’ said John. 

‘Very funny,’ sulked James.  ‘You know I don’t like Sangria.  The last time I drank Sangria I woke 

up the following day tied to a lamppost with a traffic cone on my head.’ 

‘I don’t know about Sangria,’ said Bartholomew, ‘I’m starving.  Can we stop off at Macdonalds 

on the way?’ 

‘We got no money,’ laughed Peter. 

‘And whose idea was that?’ 

‘Jesus’.’ 
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‘Well has anyone got anything to eat?’ 

‘We didn’t pack anything,’ said Peter 

‘And whose idea was that?’ 

‘Jesus’.  Anyway, Bart, you only ate an hour ago.’ 

‘I know but I got this high metabolic rate, see…’ 

‘Rubbish, you just like food.  You’re packing it on.’ 

  

‘So what exactly does Jesus expect us to do on this…Mission?’ asked Thomas. 

Peter looked at the minutes from the meeting with Jesus earlier. 

‘Cure the sick, raise the dead, cleanse lepers, cast out devils.  The usual.’ 

‘And do we get any time for sight-seeing?’ asked James, hopefully. 

‘James, this isn’t a holiday!’ exclaimed John as he binned the map. 

James looked downcast, staring at his map in the bin.  Now he’d never get to Spain. 

‘I think we’ll see enough to last a lifetime,’ said Peter.  ‘And this is only the beginning.’ 

‘So which way?’ asked Thomas. 

‘I think we should go in that direction,’ said Peter, as he pointed towards a rather dodgy looking 

area. 

‘And what will we find in that direction?’ asked Thomas. 

‘More than you bargained for,’ said Simon, who’d been in that direction before! 

Peter looked at the road ahead of him.  His eyes were filled with a mixture of fear and childish 

excitement. 

‘I’m not sure,’ he said, ‘but I got a feeling we may find some lost sheep.  Are you ready?’ 

  

He looked at the others.  They didn’t look ready.  They looked lost before they even put one 

foot in front of the other.  

‘We’ve got nothing.’ said Thomas.  ‘No hand luggage, not even a waterproof in case it rains.’ 

‘No packed lunch,’ said Bartholomew. 

‘No money,’ said Matthew. 

‘No map,’ added James, as he dreamed of Spain. 

‘Nothing.’ 

‘We should go,’ said Peter. 

‘Go where?’  
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‘To the lost sheep.’ 

Peter took the lead. 

They began to walk.  Small, tentative steps.  Slowly at first and then more confident. 

‘The kingdom of Heaven is just round the corner!’ yelled Peter, as he picked up the pace.  ‘Just 

keep your eyes peeled for lepers.’ 

‘Huh, some Tour Guide!’ said Andrew sarcastically. 

‘You received without cost; give without charge!’ called back Peter as he charged ahead. 

‘If that’s another attempt at a Tax Collector joke…!’ started Matthew. 

But it wasn’t. 

They were giving stuff away!  Not the kind of life Matthew had imagined for himself.  But things 

had changed. He had changed. 

They had a message to deliver. 

One that came free of charge. 

He wasn’t certain that people would listen to him. 

And he wasn’t really sure that he’d be able to raise the dead.  It wasn’t something he’d done 

before. 

Matthew tried to break the serious situation with a joke. 

‘How many tax collectors does it take to raise the dead?’ joked Matthew. 

They waited for the punch line. 

Peter turned to look at Matthew. 

‘You’re the only one we’ve got,’ he said. 
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Changing Rooms 

Luke 22-24 

  

Amazing things happen in the most ordinary of places.  When Jesus sent off Peter and John to 

find a room to prepare the Passover Supper little did they know the amazing things that would 

happen in that room over the next fifty days!  The following meditations focus on that ‘Changing 

Room’ - where the room in which they lodged really did become a venue where they were 

changed for the good. 

  

LATE ROOMS 

  

‘www.laterooms.com.  Enter.’ 

‘What are you doing?’ asked John 

‘Booking a room,’ said Peter.  ‘There are some amazing deals on here.’ 

‘But he’s already told us how to find the room.’ 

‘What?  A man carrying a water jar?  And what are the chances of that?’ 

‘Come on,’ said John, ‘lets give it a go.’ 

They walked to the city gates. 

‘What are the chances of meeting a man carrying a water jar?’ repeated Peter, as he stumbled 

into a man carrying a water jar. 

  

They followed the man and met the owner of the house. 

‘We’ve come to see the room for the Passover.’ 

The room was already prepared.  An ideal venue for a festival.  Upstairs, out of the way.  A 

proper party room.  They wouldn’t be disturbed. 

  

They did a shop at the local super market, and got all they needed.  John was the creative one 

and laid the table with royal precision. 

‘I think that’s enough, John!’ exclaimed Peter, as John added yet another table decoration. 

‘We have to get it right,’ he replied. 

‘We have to get on with it,’ said Peter.  ‘The others will be here soon.’ 
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‘Maybe a bit of atmospheric music?’ 

‘Maybe not!’ 

  

Soon they were all sat at table, staring at him over a lit candle that cast shadows over the 

darkened walls. 

They waited for words and all they got was silence.  Not an awkward silence - but the silence 

two lovers hold when they gaze into each other’s eyes. 

  

They could have been there for minutes or months, and then movement as he reached out 

and offered them food. 

A strange disjointed gesture. 

Their minds had been fixed on love 

and here he was breaking the stillness, the silence…with food. 

He gazed at the crust in his hand, lovingly, as if offering them something  

rare and precious, a piece of himself. 

‘This is my body,’ he said. 

And so they ate. 

  

They raised their eyes to him again. 

A glass of wine, deep and red, almost a toast. 

But not quite. 

More a sharing, an intimate moment for friends. 

‘This is my blood,’ he said. 

It was sweet and strong. 

They were intoxicated by love. 

  

And then the door opened as someone slipped into the darkness. 

The candle flickered in answer to the breeze, painting ominous pictures on the plaster. 

  

Jesus’ eyes followed the one who departed, and then his gaze fell to the floor as if focusing in 

on the future. 

And then he rose from table.  The others had been ready for a late night  
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talk, the kind they’d enjoyed before, listening to Jesus put the world to  

rights.  But this night was different. 

  

Peter shuddered as Jesus pressed the handle of the door. 

He looked at them, a silent gesture to follow. 

John glanced back, looking at the table remains.  The remnants of love. 

He closed the door behind him. 

And then the room was empty. 

  

Things would never be the same. 

  

ROOM FOR CHANGE 

  

Thomas was last in and bolted the door as he closed out the night. 

The warm glow of the lamps did nothing to comfort them. 

There was silence in the room. 

No tears, no talk. 

Just silence. 

‘I’ll put the kettle on,’ she said. 

It was Mary - practical and down to earth. 

She put the kettle on and waited for water to boil. 

They drank the tea, hot and sweet. 

James slurped his and John nudged him in disapproval.  Sons of Thunder,  

they were called.  Always arguing.  But this was no time for falling out.   

They had to stick together. 

The one thing they had in common had been taken from them. 

And now, as their minds were blown by the day’s events, they had nothing to say to each other.  

They concentrated on the ordinary.  Clutching the mugs, picking at the pottery, holding warmth 

in their hands.  Seeking comfort in a  

drink. 

Mary busied herself, occupying her mind with domestic chores, trying to fill the void with the 

mundane.  There was still bread on the table, crumbs and spilled wine from the night before.  



31 
 

Memories hung in the air. 

The lamp flickered, the flames teased by the draught from the window.  Peter stared at the 

fire, looking for a sign of the divine.  A promise of his presence.  An unburned bush. 

But nothing. 

And then his gaze dropped to the floor, looking for holy ground and hoping to hear a voice. 

He picked at the mud on his shoes and could think of no reason to remove them. And then 

cradled his head in his hands as if nursing a hangover. 

  

Things would never be the same. 

 

CLOSED DOORS 

  

‘Ding!’ 

It was the doorbell. 

They used to have a bell that played Greensleaves, but with all the coming and going over the 

last two days it had broken.  And now they were left with a simple ‘Ding.’  The ‘dong’ had long 

disappeared! 

 Peter answered the door. 

 It was Cleopas. 

 ‘Have we got some news for you!’ he exclaimed, and then stopped short.   

‘Eughh! What’s that smell?’ 

‘It’s Matthew,’ said Peter.  ‘He’s cooking again.’ 

‘What is it this time?  Kedgeree?’ 

‘No grilled fish.’ 

‘Oh …very Jamie Oliver!’ 

‘Apparently it’s all the rage in Jerusalem,’ said Peter.  ‘There are Grilled Fish Restaurants 

popping up all over the place.  MacDonald’s have even introduced a Mcfish burger.  Anyway, 

don’t just stand there. Come in.  Matthew, there’s another one for supper!  So, what’s up?’ 

‘Well - to cut a long story short!’ shouted Cleopas, ‘we’ve seen him!’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Jesus.’ 

‘When?’ 
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‘On the way to Emmaus.  We didn’t know it was him at the time.  It wasn’t until Supper that it 

dawned on us!’ 

‘So why didn’t you bring him back?’ 

‘He disappeared from our sight.’ 

‘Cleopas,’ said Peter, ‘I know you have a habit of losing things but this is ridiculous!’ 

Suddenly, there was commotion in the kitchen: the drop of a pan and a shout from the fish 

chef.  He emerged from the kitchen, armed with a fish slice. 

And then the questions followed. 

‘What did he say?’ 

‘Where did he go?’ 

‘How did he look?’ 

Where is he now?’ 

‘What should we do?’ 

‘Slow down, slow down!’ shouted Cleopas.  ‘One question at a time…please!’ 

And then there was silence. 

An eerie silence. 

‘Don’t look now,’ whispered Matthew, ‘but I think there’s a ghost in the  

room.’ 

‘Don’t be stupid!’ said Peter disparagingly.  ‘What do you think this is?   

An episode of Scooby Doo?!’ 

They turned to where Matthew was staring, and saw a figure in the room. 

Peter stood still.  John froze to the floor.  Matthew dropped his fish  

slice. 

‘I’m scared,’ said Bartholomew. 

‘I’m going,’ said Matthew as he picked up his fish slice from the floor. 

‘What are you so afraid of?’ 

It was Jesus. 

‘Look at me.  Touch me.  I’m flesh and bone.  Hardly a ghost!’ 

He showed them his hands and feet, wounded with love. 

‘This is too good to be true,’ said Thomas. 

‘Do you have anything to eat?’ asked Jesus. 

‘Well,’ said Peter, ‘as it happens we do have some grilled fish.’ 
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‘It’s Matthew,’ said Cleopas.  ‘He’s been cooking again.’ 

‘I wondered what the smell was!’ said Jesus. 

Matthew handed him a piece, with a look of eager expectation. 

‘The others are afraid to taste my cooking - they think it’ll kill them!’ 

Jesus took the fish and ate it before their eyes. 

  

He sat down with them and led them in a brief Bible study, telling them everything, opening 

their eyes, talking about more promises, and other things to come. 

‘Wasn’t this enough?’ they thought.  ‘Is there really more to come?!’ 

  

‘Come on,’ said Jesus, ‘we have to move on.’ 

It seemed he could never stay in one place for long these days. 

He pressed the handle of the door.   A few hours late they found themselves climbing the side 

of a mountain.  ‘Mountains, mountains, always mountains,’ moaned James as he climbed. 

‘Stop moaning,’ said John.  ‘You’ve always been a moaner.  Never happy.’ 

‘Will you just mind your own business!’ fired James. 

‘Will you two stop arguing?’ interrupted Peter. 

Jesus raised his hands and blessed them.  And then he was gone. 

But this time: no tears, no silence, just joy. 

This was the beginning of something. 

Things would never be the same. 
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THE APOSTLES HAVE LEFT THE BUILDING 

  

The room had changed. 

They waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

  

There was noise in the city outside.  It was only nine o’ clock but already the crowds had taken 

to the street.  A thousand, thousand Pentecost Pilgrims winding their way to the Temple, the 

stadium of light. 

  

Children shouted and ran through the streets with banners and flags. 

Dogs barked, hooters hooted. 

 It was like match day! 

  

‘I hate Pentecost,’ thought Matthew, as he twitched at the net curtains, peering at the crowds 

outside.  ‘Jerusalem is full of foreigners.  You can’t move for them.  A hundred different 

languages!  And they close the roads off so you can’t get across the city.  Shopping’s out of the 

question!’ 

  

And then he returned to the others. 

Quietly, patiently praying.  Waiting for promises. 

‘At least it’s quiet in here,’ he thought. 

  

And then it happened. 

  

It was as if the doors of the room had been broken down, as if the passing pilgrims had invaded 

the house with their colour and noise and foreign ways.   As if the room had become a refuge 

for travellers.  A stopping place for all nations, as if the whole world had been sucked in. 

  

Peter felt a warmth, a fire. 

And the breath of God whispering secrets he had never heard before. 
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His heart beat to the rhythm of God. 

Heaven had opened, proving its power with wind and fire. 

A torrent. 

A furnace. 

A whirlwind, like the one Elijah was caught up in. 

Peter thought he too would be taken up to heaven. 

But there were no fiery chariots or horsemen to lead the way! 

  

The room had changed. 

They had changed. 

Peter pressed the handle of the door 

and left behind the room in which so much had happened 

into the streets 

where things were about to begin. 
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The Lamb that was Undone 

  

He is bound. 

The mobs have had their way with him, 

and lead him to the place of death, 

a death they have hungered for 

in their darkest moments. 

A death that satisfies their cruel minds, 

their sickly fantasies 

that embarrass the human soul. 

But they are carried along, 

forgetting how others feel, 

carried along by an appetite for something more, 

and gaining nothing. 

And so they watch. 

And wait. 

And watch. 

Death does not come quickly enough. 

Yet the slaughter is soon over, 

a memory that sticks in the mind 

and wakes them from their dreams. 

  

And this victim, 

whose blood shot eyes fills their veins, 

returns to them. 

They are scared. 

Yet the very hands of the one they harmed 

brings not revenge or recompense 

but love that drops upon their head like thick oil, 

immersed into their skin, 

absorbed and anointed, 
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so that love becomes a part of who they are. 

Their painful memories 

remain 

but there is a new image: 

one of love, 

who wraps and ties them up in knots, 

making their lives painful 

and bringing beauty, 

even when their ugly hearts 

prepared a place where no one wants to go. 

There is no victimless crime. 

Yet, here the victim, 

marked with pain and love, 

makes them the victim, 

a casualty of exchange 

that comes from too much giving. 

He slaughters them with love 

and their all too human hearts 

are fleshed out in the beauty of his giving. 

There is no need to mourn or cry. 

The Lamb has won the prize, 

and their dethroned hearts 

are raised 

if only they let go of memories that cripple. 

He guides them to a safer place 

where they can be themselves, 

safe from all, 

except the one who brings them all they really need. 

This is not something unexpected. 

The night gives way to day, 

and the ties that bound him once are now released, 

undoing all that was undone, 
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until they turn away no more. 

He has filled them, all with all, 

and all belong to him, 

the Lamb that was undone. 
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Filling the Void 

 

This Meditation can either be used as it is, or split up and read during various parts of the 

Liturgy.  For example, if used at the Eucharist, Part 1 can be read at the very beginning, Part 2 

before the Gospel, Part 3 before the Offertory, Part 4 before or during communion, and Part 5 

after communion.  It can be accompanied by music and images. 

  

I 

I tried to do my best, 

tried to do what God wanted me to do. 

I worshipped and prayed, 

followed the commandments, 

welcomed the stranger, helped the poor, 

kept myself to myself when I needed to 

and gave myself to others when it was required. 

I tried to do my best 

but there was still a void, an empty space. 

I was lacking something. 

Yes, that’s what it was – I was lacking something 

I was unfulfilled 

So no matter what I tried to do, there was something missing: 

a void, an empty space. 

  

And then grew within me the stirrings of life. 

An unwanted life, at first; 

an unasked for life. 

It hadn’t been in my plans 

but here I was - with life within me, 

stirring, growing, filling me, 

feeding from me, 

becoming its own person, 
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filling the void, the empty space. 

The child took its place in my womb. 

It was part of me, taking its flesh from me, 

filling the void, the empty space. 

  

II 

They told me that my life would never be the same 

when he was born. 

And they were right! 

Sleepless nights and early mornings; 

never a moment to myself. 

He took over my life: 

every waking moment given over to him, 

caring for him, feeding him, loving him, 

tending to him, 

listening to his first word, his second word, 

and then every word. 

Filling the void, the empty space. 

  

III 

He grew up and grew away, 

doing his own thing, 

becoming his own man. 

But he was always my child, 

my little boy, 

The one I had fed. 

I had wiped his nose and picked him up when he fell. 

When he left home, 

I felt a kind of emptiness again. 

But there were times when I followed his every move, 

watched the way he mesmerised the crowds, 

and the way some turned against him with anger in their eyes. 
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He grew up and grew away, 

doing his own thing, 

becoming his own man. 

But he was always my child, 

my little boy. 

  

IV 

I couldn’t keep him to myself. 

He had so much to give 

and so much to bring to others. 

And when I saw him hanging there, 

bleeding, dying, breathing his last, 

I felt again the pains of childbirth, 

that, this time, broke my heart. 

They placed his body in my arms 

and I nursed him, 

as I did then. 

Except, this time, no life. 

There was a void, an empty space. 

I was unfulfilled. 

  

V 

And then his life stirred within me again, 

growing, being, filling the void, the empty space. 

The same life that grew in me then 

again took over my life: 

every waking moment given over to him. 

And the promise of more. 

Who could give more? 

Except the God who had first stirred within me, 

the God who took my flesh, 

the God who filled the void, the empty space. 
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It could have been 

John the Baptist 

 

It could have been 

that John would steal the show. 

After all, he was the one who attracted the crowds. 

He was the one who spoke out and spoke up, 

who spoke of another world, another way. 

 

He was the one who drew attention by the way he dressed, 

with his outlandish taste for clothing 

and his strange appetite 

that caused many to tut and suck their lips. 

 

He was the one who caused a stir and a panic in the politician’s lives. 

The one whose life was simple, 

yet ‘simply eccentric.’ 

 

It could have been 

that John would steal the show. 

But there, on the banks of the river, 

standing in the wings, 

was another, 

who asked for something more. 

 

John almost got stage fright, 

afraid of the unknown 

unsure of what to do; 

unnerved by the hecklers and hawkers and the ‘have you seen’ers! 

 

And then the spotlight moved to another 
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to the one in the wings 

who fulfilled the words of John, 

the words so carefully scripted, 

written in years of waiting and wondering 

about who was to come. 

 

John tried to change the script. 

After all, this didn’t make sense 

and so he offered a stage direction 

that would rewrite the story 

but Jesus insisted that this was the way. 

And so they walked to the water’s edge 

and the request was fulfilled. 

 

And then, as if some kind of encore was required, 

the heavens open 

and the Spirit of God swoops down 

and heaven speaks the final word: 

‘This is my Son, the beloved.  My favour rests with him.’ 

 

That was enough for John 

who retreats into the shadows and the half light. 

His lines are done. 

He stands in the wings 

waiting for the one 

who drips and dries himself in the midday sun, 

the one who soon moves on, 

moves away from the limelight 

waiting for his time, the right time, 

God’s time. 

 

It could have been that John 
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would steal the show 

but John was already part of the crowd 

who looked on 

and wondered 

and waited 

and wondered 

and waited 

for the drama to unfold. 

 


