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The word is near us, on our lips and in our hearts. Amen 

My husband and I are re-landscaping the hill behind our house. Once upon a time, we are 
told that hill was a beautiful English-style garden, with terraces built up by slate stones and 
flowers that bloomed from spring to fall. We saw remnants of the garden after we moved 
in. Poppies, daffodils, tulips and many others than I cannot name peaked between the tall 
grasses and weeds that had taken over through the years. 

In the beginning someone lovingly sculpted and planted that hillside. But as the house 
changed owners, the level of commitment and care to that beautiful garden allowed 
unwanted plants to choke out what had been planned and cared for. 

Our gospel reading for this Good Friday begins and ends in gardens. The very beginning of 
human existence also began in a garden, lovingly prepared by our Creator. The writer of 
John’s gospel tells us that the Word of God, John’s cryptic name for Jesus, was there in the 
beginning with God and that, “All things came into being through him, and without him not 
one thing came into being. What has come into being was life, and the life was the light of 
all people.”  (John 1:3-5) 

It did not take long for the weeds of sin and death to take over the garden of God’s Creation. 
Time and again, God set the people to the task of tending to the gardens of their hearts, 
repenting and turning again to remember who they were as God’s precious children, meant 
to bloom and be evidence of God’s love and goodness for the world. 

But the people could not re-create what God had first planted and nurtured. They needed 
an expert gardener to come and help them start again. So God sent the Word, God’s only 
Son, to renew and tend to the love God had planted in the world. 

After Jesus prepared his disciples one last time for what was to come, after washing their 
feet and sharing a final meal with them, Jesus took them to a garden that was familiar to 
them. They had been there before, often, John tells us. I imagine it had served as a place of 
retreat, where they had prayed together, talked together, and were renewed for the 
ministry Jesus was training the disciples to carry on.  

But on that night, Judas, the one who had walked out them, met Jesus and the disciples with 
a detachment of soldiers and police, as well as the chief priests and the Pharisees. It was 
there, in a garden, where Jesus handed himself over to be arrested, tried, and crucified.  

What must that garden have looked like after they left? I suspect they trampled it, not 
caring where they stepped. Flowers flattened, bushes beaten back by the soldiers weapons, 
blood staining the ground where Peter’s violent swipe of the sword cut off poor Malchus’s 
ear. The garden that once was a place of inspiration and beauty was left in ruins, like the 
hearts of Jesus’ disciples. 



Jesus carried all that with him to the cross. The One who was the very presence of God, the 
Word made flesh, carried God’s good intention for life and light along with the brokenness, 
sin, and fear of humanity as he faced trials, beatings, and death. 

“Now there was a garden in the place where [Jesus] was crucified,” John tells us. I had 
always imagined Golgotha, the Place of the Skull, as place abandoned of any signs of life. 
But there was a garden, perhaps nearby, or maybe in that very place. Just as life began “in 
the beginning” life seemed to end in a garden. 

This is the place where we are invited to stay this night. As we wait through the cold and 
dark of winter for spring to bring forth what has been buried, we also wait beside the tomb 
where Jesus was laid. 

Buried there are the pain, the suffering, and the divisions of the world. Buried with Jesus 
are our doubts, our struggles for power, and our need to control what is so out of control in 
our lives. Buried in that tomb is the sin that lures us away from God’s love. 

How shall we wait in these next days? Many of us have work to do, a big meal to prepare for 
guests on Sunday, perhaps a job to support a family, and with the beautiful spring weather 
maybe some yardwork. I invite you to take time between now and Sunday to find a garden, 
whether it needs tending to or not. Take time to wait, to listen, to smell the earth and even 
hold it in your hands.  

A garden is a place which both receives what is dead and brings forth life. May we hand 
over that which needs to die in us to the One who tends the gardens of our hearts. And until 
Sunday, let that be enough. 

Amen 


