
REFLECTION QUESTION: I remember how I felt when I saw my mom or a loved one in court... 

I remember... I remember... 

CLOSING PRAYER

Let us pray:

God,
Jesus lived for us and died for us. Just as Jesus made 
his way to the cross, we ask that he may also 
accompany us on our way to you. We ask that during 
this special time of the year, you may come into our 
hearts and renew us. Amen.
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LAMB OF GOD

Lamb of God, you take away the sins of the world:
have mercy on us.

Lamb of God, you take away the sins of the world:
have mercy on us.

Lamb of God, you take away the sins of the world:
grant us peace.

Behold the Lamb of God, behold him who takes 
away the sins of the world. Blessed are those called 
to the supper of the Lamb.

Lord, I am not worthy that you should enter under 
my roof, but only say the word and my soul shall 
be healed.

OUR FATHER

At the Savior’s command and formed by 
divine teaching, we dare to say:
Our Father, who art in heaven, 
hallowed be thy name; 
thy Kingdom come, 
thy will be done 
on earth as it is in heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread, 
and forgive us our trespasses 
as we forgive those who trespass 
against us, and lead us not into 
temptation, 
but deliver us from evil.

R. For the kingdom, the power and the  
glory are yours, now and for ever.

SIGN OF PEACE

Lord Jesus Christ, who said to your 
Apostles: Peace I leave you, my peace I 
give you; look not on our sins, but on 
the faith of your Church, and graciously 
grant her peace and unity in accordance 
with your will.

Who live and reign for ever and ever.
Amen.

The peace of the Lord be with you 
always. R. And with your spirit.

PENITENTIAL RITE

Lord, have mercy.
Christ, have mercy.
Lord, have mercy.
May almighty God have 
mercy on us, forgive us 
our sins and bring us to 
everlasting life. Amen.

OPENING PRAYER

Let us pray:

Lord, at your trial, the 
people chose Barabbas 
over you for fear of the 
change that you would 
bring to their lives.
Give us the courage to 
find you in the poor, the 
sick, the elderly, the 
prisoner, and everyone we 
meet. Amen.

COMMUNION

palm sunday
WISDOM FROM THE CELLS

I remember the day I received my life sentence. I 
was in so much stock. Then I was filled with so much 
anger. I blamed everyone and everything. I excused the 
crimes I committed because “I was the victim of life”. 
“Life” had not been fair to me. After years of time, the 
most Holy Spirit led me to the place where I could see 
that I was to blame for the crimes I committed. I had 
hurt so many people. Betrayed people’s trust. I had been 
so very selfish. I had finally come to the place where 
after years of anger, depression, grief and sadness I 
could I forgive myself. 

Then after 15 years of doing time in prison; I was 
brought back to face some of the very crimes that 
brought me to prison for life. I was allowed to make a 
plea agreement that they would add eleven  years to my 
sentence. I was allowed to make a statement to 
apologize to the court, to society, and to the people I 
had hurt. 

Now my sentence with the eleven years added to it; 
comes to fifty-one years to life. At fifty years old, I face 
thirty-five to life more years. I am alright with this. The 
years I spent in prison  do not erase the pain I caused. 
This, Jesus did on the cross when he died for my sins.

The time I am doing does bring me closer to Jesus, 
who suffered on the cross for me. Now, the pain I endure 
has meaning. It brings me closer to Jesus, who out of 
such great love suffered for us. My life is a meditation  on 
the Passion of Christ Jesus. This is where I find the love 
of God in its fullest expression. Every time I receive 
Jesus Christ in the Holy Eucharist, I am united to Jesus, 
who suffered for me. God in all eternity comes to me to 
demonstrate his great love for me. Now, my life has been 
united to this great suffering of Christ to behold the 
great love he has for all of us…

-Joe, who is in a California State Prison.
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Meditation: A mother

Liturgy of the Word

(from the eyes of mary)

i needed to be here
when they were going
to judge my son
since he had been taken prisoner
i had not seen him

standing here now waiting
to be a mother
and have your son imprisoned
i never have lived
through so much uncertainty
not knowing
what they were doing to my son

finally pilate brought out
the prisoner barabbas
i had heard of the crimes
he had committed
they led him to one side
then the door opened
two guards were pulling my son
in front of the crowd
i could hardly recognize him
because of what
they had done to him
blood was soaking
through the purple cloak
blood was dripping down his face
a crown of thorns
was pierced into my son's head
his hands were tied
as if he was really dangerous

i could not say anything
could not react
i was feeling too much

so i couldn't feel anything
it was too much
the person in front of me
was my child
what kind of torture
had they inflicted on jesus?
i could not move

jesus looked my way
he caught my eyes
what was he feeling?
how much pain did he feel?
this was the flesh of my flesh
look at what they have done
to this flesh

seeing my son 
for the first time 
as a prisoner
never did i think 
anything could be that painful
he was bound like an animal
looking at my son
in this tortured condition

my heart raced back
to when jesus was small
i held him in my arms
bathed him
he would laugh
now i was staring 
into my son's eyes
deep caverns of sorrow
i wanted to go
in front of pilate and ask
what kind of trial is this?

then it was as if time stood still

Responsorial Psalm: Psalm 22

R. My God, my God, why have you abandoned 
me?

All who see me scoff at me;
they mock me with parted lips, 
they wag their heads:
“He relied on the LORD; let him deliver him,
let him rescue him, if he loves him.”

R. My God, my God, why have you abandoned 
me?

Indeed, many dogs surround me,
a pack of evildoers closes in upon me;
They have pierced my hands and my feet;
I can count all my bones.

R. My God, my God, why have you abandoned 
me?

They divide my garments among them,
and for my vesture they cast lots.
But you, O LORD, be not far from me;
O my help, hasten to aid me.

R. My God, my God, why have you abandoned 
me?

Second Reading: Philippians 2:6-11

Christ Jesus, though he was in the form of God, 
did not regard equality with God something to be 
grasped. Rather, he emptied himself, taking the 
form of a slave, coming in human likeness; and 
found human in appearance, he humbled himself,
becoming obedient to the point of death, even 
death on a cross. Because of this, God greatly 
exalted him and bestowed on him the name which 
is above every name, that at the name of Jesus
every knee should bend, of those in heaven and on 
earth and under the earth, and every tongue 
confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of 
God the Father.

The Word of the Lord.
R. Thanks be to God.

First Reading: Isaiah 50:4-7

The Lord GOD has given me a well-trained tongue,
that I might know how to speak to the weary a 
word that will rouse them. Morning after morning
he opens my ear that I may hear; and I have not 
rebelled, have not turned back. 
I gave my back to those who beat me, my cheeks to 
those who plucked my beard; my face I did not 
shield from buffets and spitting.
The Lord GOD is my help, therefore I am not 
disgraced; I have set my face like flint,
knowing that I shall not be put to shame.

The Word of the Lord.
R. Thanks be to God. 

Gospel: Mark 15:1-39

As soon as morning came, the chief priests with the 
elders and the scribes, that is, the whole Sanhedrin 
held a council. They bound Jesus, led him away, and 
handed him over to Pilate. Pilate questioned him,
“Are you the king of the Jews?” He said to him in 
reply, “You say so.” The chief priests accused him of 
many things. Again Pilate questioned him, “Have you 
no answer? See how many things they accuse you of.”
Jesus gave him no further answer, so that Pilate was 
amazed.
Now on the occasion of the feast he used to release 
to them one prisoner whom they requested. A man 
called Barabbas was then in prison along with the 
rebels who had committed murder in a rebellion.
The crowd came forward and began to ask him to do 
for them as he was accustomed. Pilate answered, 
“Do you want me to release to you the king of the 
Jews?” For he knew that it was out of envy that the 
chief priests had handed him over. But the chief 
priests stirred up the crowd to have him release 
Barabbas for them instead. Pilate again said to them 
in reply, “Then what do you want me to do with the 
man you call the king of the Jews?” They shouted 
again, “Crucify him.” Pilate said to them, “Why? What 
evil has he done?” They only shouted the louder, 
“Crucify him.” So Pilate, wishing to satisfy the crowd,
released Barabbas to them and, after he had Jesus 
scourged, handed him over to be crucified.
The soldiers led him away inside the palace, that is, 
the praetorium, and assembled the whole cohort.
They clothed him in purple and, weaving a crown of 
thorns, placed it on him. They began to salute him 
with, “Hail, King of the Jews!” and kept striking his 
head with a reed and spitting upon him. They knelt 
before him in homage. And when they had mocked 
him, they stripped him of the purple cloak, dressed 
him in his own clothes, and led him out to crucify 
him.
They pressed into service a passer-by, Simon, a 
Cyrenian, who was coming in from the country, the 
father of Alexander and Rufus, to carry his cross.
They brought him to the place of Golgotha—which is 
translated Place of the Skull—They gave him wine 
drugged with myrrh, but he did not take it. Then they 
crucified him and divided his garments  by casting 
lots for them to see what each should take. It was 
nine o’clock in the morning when they crucified him.
The inscription of the charge against him read, “The 
King of the Jews.”
With him they crucified two revolutionaries, one on 
his right and one on his left. Those passing by reviled 
him, shaking their heads and saying, “Aha! You who 
would destroy the temple and rebuild it in three 
days, save yourself by coming down from the cross.” 
Likewise the chief priests, with the scribes, 

as if this spot
where i was standing
became full of mothers
gazing upon their 
sons and daughters
for the first time as prisoners
they were standing there
with me
their silent groans
with so many memories
of their sons and daughters
growing up
then suddenly 
in front of them in chains
ridiculed
never had i felt
so powerless as a mother
i wanted to do something
for my son

how many mothers will also feel
this piercing in their hearts
as they feel the shame
spread across
their children's faces
as if they have let us down?
who would want this
for their mothers
to see their flesh chained
to be slaughtered
by the powerful?

i could not move from this spot
what finally broke our connection
was pilate's voice
addressing the crowd
“who do you want me
to release?

this murderer barabbas?
or this beaten nazarean jesus?”
yet those to my side were yelling
what a dangerous criminal
my son was

“he deserves to die”
i heard the mockery
the pharisees were shouting
about my son

this hurt me as a mother
i wanted to defend jesus
i wanted to explain
that what was happening here
was an offense to god

“release barabbas,
crucify jesus,
he deserves to be crucified!”

how many mothers
feeling as i am now
will be saddened
by the tearing apart
of their sons and daughters?

i am standing here
with all the mothers
who will hear during trials
monster
murderer
and being with judges
like pilate
mocking the dignity 
of their sons and daughters

mocked him among themselves and said, “He saved others; he cannot save himself. Let the Christ, the 
King of Israel, come down now from the cross that we may see and believe.” Those who were crucified 
with him also kept abusing him.
At noon darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon. And at three o’clock Jesus 
cried out in a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lema sabachthani?” which is translated, “My God, my God, why 
have you forsaken me?” Some of the bystanders who heard it said, “Look, he is calling Elijah.” One of 
them ran, soaked a sponge with wine, put it on a reed and gave it to him to drink saying, “Wait, let us 
see if Elijah comes to take him down.” Jesus gave a loud cry and breathed his last.

Here all kneel and pause for a short time.

The veil of the sanctuary was torn in two from top to bottom. When the centurion who stood facing 
him saw how he breathed his last he said,  “Truly this man was the Son of God!”

The Gospel of the Lord.
R. Praise to you, Lord Jesus Christ.


