In the joy of this Easterday, we ask you to bless us as we sit together at table, sharing ourselves, sharing food, sharing the truth –                  Christ is Risen, He is Risen Indeed!

Brother Jesus, you would always leave the disciples, the house, the noise, the requests and go to pray. Why can’t I do that simple thing Lord? Brother Jesus, this Lent stir up in me the desire to imitate you in prayer, to rest in the heart of the Father

Lent 		Long, Arduous 		Demanding Re-creating, Calling
May the balm of the Spirit heal me. 	Fall. 

A gentle wander through the cemetery surprised me. My eyes wide open in wonder. A splash of white against the gray gravestones. Radiant, shimmering brightly in the winter sun, swaying in the gentle breeze. SNOWDROPS, Our Lady’s Bells we call them. In hard, challenging times the Lord sends us gentle reminders, images of new life. Life Risen to Eternity. 

Let sleep slowly seep into my aching body. As I struggle with my aged body, my grumbling illness, It’s difficult to see you, to feel your presence Lord. “My poor, poor child. I’m always with you, within you. I’m always stepping toward you with healing in my touch!”

Martha told us that the tomb is empty, that He is no longer there. John ran faster than me, well he’s just a kid. He didn’t say a word, it was his face that said everything, that exploded in belief,                                                                          The tomb is empty, He is no longer there.                                                                         Now everything is new, different. Everything is possible.                                              CHRIST IS RISEN, HE IS RISEN INDEED!
