
UP-HILL  
Christina Rossetti 
 
The Palm Sunday procession begins on the Mount of Olives, yet it begins a 
steep descent along a narrow, winding road to Jerusalem. The final stage 
of that procession ascends again through Jerusalem’s gates. From 
Jerusalem to Golgotha, Jesus carries his cross outside Zion’s gates, 
climbing the hill that ends at the place of his crucifixion. Lenten pathways 
descend into darkness and ascend to the cross, the final up-hill climb. 
Rosetti’s poem traverses the terrain of the royal way of the cross. 
 
Does the road wind up-hill all the way? 
   Yes, to the very end. 
Will the day’s journey take the whole long day? 
   From morn to night, my friend. 
 
But is there for the night a resting-place? 
   A roof for when the slow dark hours begin. 
May not the darkness hide it from my face? 
   You cannot miss that inn. 
 
Shall I meet other wayfarers at night? 
   Those who have gone before. 
Then must I knock, or call when just in sight? 
   They will not keep you standing at that door. 
 
Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak? 
   Of labour you shall find the sum. 
Will there be beds for me and all who seek? 
   Yea, beds for all who come. 
 
 
Count the questions in this poem. Eight questions, grouped in pairs 
across four stanzas. Questions establish the structure of this poem. So 
also the Lenten experience. Does the road wind up-hill all the way? Will 



the day’s journey take the whole long day? Shall I meet other wayfarers 
at night?  
These questions mark the poet’s journey at various stations. Her 
questions are like a personal commentary on the Stations of the Cross. 
Even if Rossetti doesn’t intend that association, seeing her suffering 
within the suffering of Christ is essential. As Jean Pierre de Caussade 
wrote, ‘Divine action often brings to mystical books a meaning their 
authors never had. God uses the words and actions of others to reveal 
truths which they never intended.’  Reading these aching questions with 
the Stations of the Cross helps one see that personal darkness and 
suffering finds its meaning in Christ alone. 
Jesus said ‘whoever does not take his cross and follow me is not worthy 
of me.’ Rosetti’s darkness is the cross she bears. Speaking questions in 
lyrical form is the way she takes up her cross to follow the way of Christ. 
In the tradition of the Stations of the Cross, Jesus falls three times before 
he is nailed to the cross. Rossetti collapses under the weight of her own 
series of questions. She dreads the possibility that there will be no 
resting-place in the night hours of her uphill journey.  
 
PALM SUNDAY 
by Christina Georgina Rossetti 
 
I lift mine eyes, and see 
Thee, tender Lord, in pain upon the tree, 
Athirst for my sake and athirst for me. 
 
“Yea, look upon Me there, 
Compassed with thorns and bleeding everywhere, 
For thy sake bearing all, and glad to bear.” 
 
I lift my heart to pray: 
Thou Who didst love me all that darkened day, 
Wilt Thou not love me to the end alway? 
 
“Yea, thee My wandering sheep, 
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Yea, thee My scarlet sinner slow to weep, 
Come to Me, I will love thee and will keep.” 
 
Yet am I racked with fear: 
Behold the unending outer darkness drear, 
Behold the gulf unbridgeable and near! 
 
“Nay, fix thy heart, thine eyes, 
Thy hope upon My boundless sacrifice: 
Will I lose lightly one so dear-bought prize?” 
 
Ah, Lord; it is not Thou, 
Thou that wilt fail; yet woe is me, for how 
Shall I endure who half am failing now? 
 
“Nay, weld thy resolute will 
To Mine: glance not aside for good or ill: 
I love thee; trust Me still and love Me still.” 
 
Yet Thou Thyself hast said, 
When Thou shalt sift the living from the dead 
Some must depart shamed and uncomforted. 
 
“Judge not before that day: 
Trust Me with all thy heart, even tho' I slay: 
Trust Me in love, trust on, love on, and pray.” 
 
 
Ride on! ride on in majesty!  By Henry Hart Milman     MARIA 
 
Ride On, Ride On in Majesty!", hymn written by Henry Hart Milman in 
1820. It is a Palm Sunday hymn and refers to Matthew 21:1–17 and Jesus' 
Triumphal entry into Jerusalem.  
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It was described by composer Stanley L. Osbourne as "Objective, robust, 
confident, and stirring, it possesses that peculiar combination of tragedy 
and victory which draws the singer into the very centre of the drama.  
It is this which gives the hymn its power and its challenge". 
 

The hymn proved popular: in 1907, John Julian, in his Dictionary of 
Hymnology, stated it was the most popular Palm Sunday hymn in the 
English language of that time and 103 years later we are still singing it.  
 
 
Ride on! ride on in majesty! 
Hark, all the tribes hosanna cry; 
O Savior meek, pursue Thy road 
With palms and scattered garments strowed. 
 
Ride on! ride on in majesty! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die; 
O Christ, Thy triumphs now begin 
O’er captive death and conquered sin. 
 
Ride on! ride on in majesty! 
The winged squadrons of the sky 
Look down with sad and wondering eyes 
To see the approaching sacrifice. 
 
Ride on! Ride on in majesty!  
Thy last and fiercest strife is nigh 
The Father on his sapphire throne 
Expects his own anointed Son 
 
Ride on! ride on in majesty! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die; 
Bow Thy meek head to mortal pain, 
Then take, O God, Thy power and reign. 
 



HOLY WEDNESDAY     
MARIA 
 
Fr Sam McNally-Cross is the vicar of St Thomas, Kensal Town for the last 
three years. He is a relative newcomer to London having served his 
curacy in one of Bishop Jonathan’s parishes in Reading. His interests 
include spiritual writing, monastic life and the works of Thomas Merton. 
He is 35. 
 
It would have been better 
had he not been born. 
Jesus’ condemnation 
at the betrayal by a friend. 
I can see him, 
a shadow laden figure. 
Face turned, 
lips puckered, 
the knowing eye. 
The face morphs 
from olive skin. 
Pigment pales 
as it becomes my own 
staring back at me. 
Lord, forgive my own betrayal 
more frequent 
and cheaper, than his. 
SJMC+ 
(Written: 12.IV.17) 
 
 
MAUNDY THURSDAY 
Simple silver cup 
struggling to contain 
the mercy of God, 
flowing from the wounded side, 



dripping from thorn pierced forehead 
captured in our chalice 
yet not ours to possess. 
Pausing before us, 
resting for a moment 
on the altar of His love. 
A tentative approach 
knees trembling, 
meeting cold stone floor, 
head bowed, breath baited. 
Those words 
Shed for you. 
A small sip 
sufficient grace. 
We rise from the floor 
lifted by angelic host 
returning to our seats / forever changed. 
SJMC+ (Written: 29.IV.17) 
 
Maundy Thursday 
by Christina Georgina Rossetti 
 
The great Vine left its glory to reign as Forest King.  
" Nay, " quoth the lofty forest trees, " we will not have this thing;  
We will not have this supple one enring us with its ring.  
Lo, from immemorial time our might towers shadowing:  
Not we were born to curve and droop, not we to climb and cling:  
We buffet back the buffeting wind, tough to its buffeting:  
We screen great beasts, the wild fowl build in our heads and sing,  
Every bird of every feather from off our tops takes wing:  
I a king, and thou a king, and what king shall be our king? "  
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Nevertheless the great Vine stooped to be the Forest King,  
While the forest swayed and murmured like seas that are tempesting:  
Stooped and drooped with thousand tendrils in thirsty languishing;  
Bowed to earth and lay on earth for earth's replenishing;  
Put off sweetness, tasted bitterness, endured time's fashioning;  
Put off life and put on death: and lo! it was all to bring  
All its fellows down to a death which hath lost the sting,  
All its fellows up to a life in endless triumphing, —  
I a king, and thou a king, and this King to be our King. 
 
 
At The Watch:          MARIA 
Christ calls 
from candle lit altar, 
from that garden 
so long ago. 
An inaudible call 
that touches the heart, 
reaches down 
into the very depth of my being, 
takes hold of my song 
which has, until now 
been a solitary solo 
and weaves it into 
a soaring symphony. 
Each note 
perfectly played, 
lovingly conducted 
SJMC+ (Written: 13.IV.17 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A Psalm for Maundy Thursday,” by Joseph Bayley 20th century 
 
Tonight  
Lord Jesus Christ 
you sat at supper 
with your friends. 
It was a simple meal 
that final one 
of lamb 
unleavened bread 
and wine. 
Afterward 
you went out to die. 
How many other meals you shared 
beside the lake 
fried fish and toasted bread 
at Simon’s banquet hall a feast 
at Lazarus’ home in Bethany 
the meal that Martha cooked 
on mountain slope 
where you fed hungry crowd 
at the close of tiring day. 
Please sit with us tonight 
at our small meal 
of soup and rolls and tea. 
Then go with us 
to feast of bread and wine 
that you provide 
because afterward 
you went out to die. 
 
 
 
 
 



GOOD FRIDAY  MARIA 
 
The day dawned 
but darkly. 
As though struggling 
to cut through the darkness 
that descended the night before. 
The darkness of betrayal, 
that evening the light went out. 
As Truth falls 
into the barbaric grip 
of those who would distort it, 
disfigured with each lash, 
each blow, each word. 
Condemned as a criminal 
for daring, 
daring to oppose misplaced power, 
and for the challenge 
of privilege. 
Evidence by their response 
far easier to murder another 
than to sacrifice oneself. 
And yet. 
In response, 
in perfect response 
He shall say 
‘Father, forgive’. 
And to us, 
who profess to follow, 
who claim Him 
as our own. 
‘Love one another, 
as I have loved you’ / Even unto death. 
SJMC+ 
(Written: 30.III.18) 



WHAT IS TRUTH 
 
It is the concept 
pondered and presented 
by philosopher kings. 
The material 
tested, 
experimented on 
by great minds of science, 
gods in white coats. 
It is the muse 
glimpsed and yet elusive 
in the brush strokes 
and chisel blows 
of celebrated artists, 
sculptors of life, 
of beauty. 
And yet 
it is found in you, 
alone. 
It is you 
completely. 
This incomprehensible, 
unexplainable 
truth. 
More than concept, 
material or muse. 
Truth. 
Searched for 
yet given freely 
to those who choose 
to believe. 
 
SJMC+ 
(Written: 13.IV.17) 



I gazed upon your cross today 
upon your body, 
writhing in torment 
frozen in time. 
Your face in perfect agony, 
your shoulders slumped 
under the weight of a fallen world. 
Arms outstretched 
in the ultimate embrace. 
I gazed upon your cross today 
the cross that casts its long shadow 
over my very life. 
That all I am, 
all that I could be, 
is somehow fixed upon it. 
My own arms outstretched 
in priestly blessing 
and Eucharistic sacrifice 
to relay all that you have done. 
I gazed upon your cross today 
where at the foot your mother is 
clinging and crying 
her broken sobs for her broken son, 
and your words hand heavy in the air. 
Behold your mother 
My mother, Our mother 
and my heart breaks, with her 
for her, as she becomes my own. 
I gazed upon your cross today 
and then in shame 
I had to look away. 
I had to look away. 
 
S+JMC (Written: 4.IX.19) 



 “The Everlasting Mercy”   MARIA 
 
John Masefield was an English poet and writer, and the Poet Laureate 
from 1930 until 1967 born at Ledbury in Herefordshire Among his best 
known works are the children's novel The Box of Delights which 
everyone my age remembers watching in a beguiling and still popular 
TV adaptation from December 1984 
 
O Christ who holds the open gate, 
O Christ who drives the furrow straight, 
O Christ, the plough, O Christ, the laughter 
Of holy white birds flying after, 
Lo, all my heart’s field red and torn, 
And Thou wilt bring the young green corn 
The young green corn divinely springing, 
The young green corn forever singing; 
And when the field is fresh and fair 
Thy blessèd feet shall glitter there, 
And we will walk the weeded field, 
And tell the golden harvest’s yield, 
The corn that makes the holy bread 
By which the soul of man is fed, 
The holy bread, the food unpriced, 
Thy everlasting mercy, Christ. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



From “The Dream of the Rood” 
Anglo-Saxon, 8th century, trans. Richard Hammer (1970) 
The earliest Christian poem in English 
 
The Rood (cross of Christ) speaks: 
“It was long past – I still remember it –  
That I was cut down at the copse’s end, 
Moved from my root. Strong enemies there took me, 
Told me to hold aloft their criminals, 
Made me a spectacle. Men carried me 
Upon their shoulders, set me on a hill, 
A host of enemies there fastened me. 
“And then I saw the Lord of all mankind 
Hasten with eager zeal that He might mount 
Upon me. I durst not against God’s word 
Bend down or break, when I saw tremble all 
The surface of the earth. Although I might 
Have struck down all the foes, yet stood I fast. 
“Then the young hero (who was God almighty) 
Got ready, resolute and strong in heart. 
He climbed onto the lofty gallows-tree, 
Bold in the sight of many watching men, 
When He intended to redeem mankind. 
I trembled as the warrior embraced me. 
But still I dared not bend down to the earth, 
Fall to the ground. Upright I had to stand. 
“A rood I was raised up; and I held high  
The noble King, the Lord of heaven above. 
I dared not stoop. They pierced me with dark nails; 
The scars can still be clearly seen on me, 
The open wounds of malice. Yet might I 
Not harm them. They reviled us both together. 
I was made wet all over with the blood 
Which poured out from his side, after He had  
Sent forth His spirit. And I underwent 



Full many a dire experience on that hill. 
I saw the God of hosts stretched grimly out. 
Darkness covered the Ruler’s corpse with clouds 
His shining beauty; shadows passed across, 
Black in the darkness. All creation wept, 
Bewailed the King’s death; Christ was on the cross…. 
“Now you may understand, dear warrior, 
That I have suffered deeds of wicked men 
And grievous sorrows. Now the time has come 
That far and wide on earth men honor me, 
And all this great and glorious creation, 
And to this beacon offers prayers. On me 
The Son of God once suffered; therefore now 
I tower mighty underneath the heavens, 
And I may heal all those in awe of me. 
Once I became the cruelest of tortures, 
Most hateful to all nations, till the time 
I opened the right way of life for men.” 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Good Friday 
Christina Rossetti  
 

Am I a stone, and not a sheep, 
            That I can stand, O Christ, beneath Thy cross, 
To number drop by drop Thy blood’s slow loss, 
            And yet not weep?   

  

Not so those women loved 
            Who with exceeding grief lamented Thee; 
Not so fallen Peter weeping bitterly; 
            Not so the thief was moved;   

  

Not so the Sun and Moon 
            Which hid their faces in a starless sky, 
A horror of great darkness at broad noon-- 
            I, only I.   

  

Yet give not o’er, 
            But seek Thy sheep, true Shepherd of the flock; 
Greater than Moses, turn and look once more 
            And smite a rock. 
 
 
HOLY SATURDAY: 
 
Easter Midnight Service by Marion Pitman (20th Century) 
A pagan fire to conjure in the spring – 
But this fire we have lit to conjure out 
The Winter chill and all the pagan rout, 
And conjure in the Summer of the King. 
Soon will the brazen bells of triumph ring 
And midnight dark be shaken by a shout 
That death’s cold chain that gripped the world about 
Is broken – link from link – and the links sing 
 
 



And fire from our candles take the light 
As we take fire from the eternal flame 
And flame from flame, we walk down the dark aisle, 
Each flame a glory gold against the night, 
That trembles at the whisper of the name 
That burns through all the empty halls of hell 
 
EASTER HYMN 
 
The poet A. E. Housman (1859-1936) published just two volumes of 
poems in his lifetime: A Shropshire Lad (1896) and Last Poems (1922). Yet 
he remains one of the most widely-read poets of his era, on the strength 
of these two books and a selection of posthumously published poems. 
‘Easter Hymn’ opens More Poems, which was published shortly after 
Housman’s death in 1936. In summary, Housman, addressing Jesus, says: 
‘If you’re there and can’t hear this and have no idea that your martyrdom 
inspired the foundation of a major world religion, then sleep on. But if 
you were really were resurrected and so live on , dwelling up on high in 
heaven with God the Father, then come down again to earth and save us, 
for your work is not done yet.’ 
 
Easter Hymn 
If in that Syrian garden, ages slain, 
You sleep, and know not you are dead in vain, 
Nor even in dreams behold how dark and bright 
Ascends in smoke and fire by day and night 
The hate you died to quench and could but fan, 
Sleep well and see no morning, son of man. 
 
But if, the grave rent and the stone rolled by, 
At the right hand of majesty on high 
You sit, and sitting so remember yet 
Your tears, your agony and bloody sweat, 
Your cross and passion and the life you gave, 
Bow hither out of heaven and see and save. 



The Easter Flower  MARIA 
 
Claude McKay, was a Jamaican-American writer who died in 1948, and an 
important poet in the Harlem Renaissance which also included Langston 
Hughes. McKay was an atheist (‘a pagan’, as he himself puts it), but one 
who could enjoy the scent of the Easter lily though he cannot believe in 
the Easter story, at least not yet.  
 
Far from this foreign Easter damp and chilly 
My soul steals to a pear-shaped plot of ground, 
Where gleamed the lilac-tinted Easter lily 
Soft-scented in the air for yards around; 
 
Alone, without a hint of guardian leaf! 
Just like a fragile bell of silver rime, 
It burst the tomb for freedom sweet and brief 
In the young pregnant year at Eastertime; 
 
And many thought it was a sacred sign, 
And some called it the resurrection flower; 
And I, a pagan, worshiped at its shrine, 
Yielding my heart unto its perfumed power. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



An Easter Carol  by Christina Rossetti 
 
Spring bursts to-day, 
For Christ is risen and all the earth’s at play. 
  
Flash forth, thou Sun, 
The rain is over and gone, its work is done. 
  
Winter is past, 
Sweet Spring is come at last, is come at last. 
  
Bud, Fig and Vine, 
Bud, Olive, fat with fruit and oil and wine. 
  
Break forth this morn 
In roses, thou but yesterday a Thorn. 
  
Uplift thy head, 
O pure white Lily through the Winter dead. 
  
Beside your dams 
Leap and rejoice, you merry-making Lambs. 
  
All Herds and Flocks 
Rejoice, all Beasts of thickets and of rocks. 
  
Sing, Creatures, sing, 
Angels and Men and Birds and everything. 
  
All notes of Doves 
Fill all our world: this is the time of loves. 
 


