
 

March 30 – “Holy Week”  |  A Word from Jim Everette 
 

Holy Week always brings with it an assortment of thoughts and emotions for me, and 
probably for you as well. I try to get some time alone each day to reflect on the remarkable 
love that God demonstrates for all of humanity by the startling actions and teachings of Jesus 
during that one week so many years ago. Unimaginable pain and sacrifice and disconcerting 
misunderstanding by the people that thought they knew Jesus best. 

Saturday was a beautiful day so I decided to get outside and go for a bike ride not knowing 
where I may go or how long I may be gone but I wanted to be alone with my thoughts of 
God’s love. The warmth and sunshine made me feel more hopeful, more optimistic than I 
have in a long time. I began to think this endless pandemic might actually be coming to an 
end. Every person I encountered seemed to be in an exceptionally good mood. 

The promise of spring was becoming reality as I witnessed the beauty of colorful bulbs 
bursting forth and azaleas blooming. The pear trees, red buds and cherry trees were showing 
off their colors. Bees were buzzing, birds escorted me as I rode and the sound of lawn 
mowers could be heard in the distance. The laughter of children playing at the park was 
contagious and I began to laugh along with them. Before long, I had ridden all the way to 
Oakdale Cemetery where I saw a family gathered in grief under the canopy of the colors of 
springtime and my eyes began to fill with tears. Was it for them or the impact of pollen from 
the trees? I concurred it was a little of both as I exited the graveyard. The warm days, 
springtime rains and additional hours of sunlight come together to push up the slender green 
stalks of bulbs buried deep in the compost of winter and eventually they explode in 
remarkable beauty---and it all depends on God. As I rode through downtown, I saw colorful 
tulips standing tall and I began to smile again. The muscles in my legs were getting tired and I 
was far from home, yet seeing the smiles on peoples’ faces and the array of sights in the city 
—if only from a safe distance --- reminded me that we may not be at home with God yet, but 
Jesus is constantly knocking at the doors to our heart and mind. I ran into a special friend that 
caused me to be revitalized with strength and joy as I got nearer to home. We talked and 
laughed as we rode together. We had both ridden over twenty miles, the longest rides we 
have had in a long, long time. We agreed that seeing each other inspired us to continue our 
journey and that we could see the face of Jesus in each other though we are of different races 
and generations. Will we recognize his face in the people and nature that surrounds us? Will 
we remain intentional at looking for Jesus all around us? I have some spring cleaning to do in 
order to get my house in order to receive the resurrected Jesus. You may as well. The good 
news is that Jesus is with us as we slog through a difficult week preparing ourselves to receive 
him in all of his glory on Easter. 

With perseverance and joyful hope! 


