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CHILDREN 

PRAYING HOLY WEEK 2021 

From his Passion to this day, 

Jesus, the Compassionate One, suffers with us 

Salvador Dali, Christ of St John of the Cross (1951) 
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During this last year, all aspects of our lives have been dominated by the 

Coronavirus pandemic. But as Pope Francis said in a homily given at St 

Peter’s Basilica on Palm Sunday 2020: 

‘When we have our back to the wall, when we find ourselves at 

a dead end, with no light and no way of escape, when it seems 
that God himself is not responding, we should remember that 

we are not alone. Jesus himself experienced total abandonment 

in a situation he had never before experienced, in order to be 

one with us in everything. He did it for me, for you, to say to 

us: Do not be afraid, you are not on your own. I experienced all your 

desolation in order to be ever close to you.’ 

Far from being absent or turning his back on us, Jesus is with us, 

supporting us and sharing in our suffering.  

‘Today, in the tragedy of a pandemic, in the face of the many 

false securities that have now crumbled, in the face of so many 

hopes betrayed, in the sense of abandonment that weighs upon 
our hearts, Jesus speaks to each one of us, saying,  

Courage, open your heart to my love. You will feel the consolation of 

God who sustains you. 
 

The Father, who sustained Jesus in his Passion also supports us.  
May we reach out to those who are suffering and those most in 

need. May we not be concerned about what we lack, but what 

good we can do for others.’  

This Holy Week, we suggest you spend some time each day meditating 

on the compassion of Jesus (from the Latin compati – ‘to suffer with’). 

That compassion is for us all, whatever our age or walk of life. Each 
reflection in this booklet invites us to remember how Jesus in his 

compassion responded to human need, as we hear him say to us, too: 

I know how you feel. You are not on our own.  

I am with you, let my compassion enfold you. Lean on me. 

As we pray through Holy Week with these words, we look forward with 
hope to Easter Sunday and the Resurrection.  



3 

 

Cimabue, Crucifix, (1270; detail), San Domenico, Arezzo 

We Pray ... 
 

Jesus, 

you are the face of God’s compassion 

hidden in each human life. 
 

Give us eyes to see and ears to hear 

the needs of our brothers and sisters. 
 

Give us loving and generous hearts, 

ready to reach out to you in every person 

who suffers. 
 

 Gemma Simmonds CJ, Glimpses of the Divine (2010) 
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A  leper came to Jesus and pleaded on his knees: ‘If you want to,’ 

he said, ‘you can cure me’. Feeling sorry for him, Jesus 

stretched out his hand and touched him. ‘Of course I want to!’ he 

said. ‘Be cured!’ And the leprosy left him at once, and he was cured. 

Jesus immediately sent him away and sternly ordered him, ‘Mind you 

say nothing to anyone, but go and show yourself to the priest, and 

make the offering for your healing prescribed by Moses as evidence of 

your recovery.’         Mark 1: 40

“I’m not a hero – that’s not what I ever asked for. I just want to do the job 

I’ve been trained for – to get people better, to help them cope, to keep 

them safe, to stop their pain, to make life worth living. But the impact of 

Covid – it’s just relentless and it’s getting so hard to keep bouncing back. 

On my way out of the door today though, I remember a prayer: ‘Christ has 

no body but yours’, and in that instant I know he’s there. I hear Jesus say ... 

‘I know how you feel. You are not on your own.  

I am with you, let my compassion enfold you. Lean on me.  

Do you remember what I did for the leper? 

You’ll be my outstretched hands today.’ 

As I recall that story, it’s hard to imagine what leprosy looks like – but I 

can envisage the isolation, the loneliness, the despair. And then there is 

Jesus – reaching out with his healing touch, and the leper is cured. Again I 

hear his voice, feel the compassion – ‘I will be there for you and all those 

you’ll care for today’.  

As I begin my journey to work, I am strengthened by knowing that the 

Lord will be suffering with us today – with me, my colleagues, and the 

ones we’ll be there for.” 

MONDAY 

Jesus suffers with the sick,  

and those who care for them at home or in hospital 
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Christ has no body now but yours ... 
 

Christ has no body but yours, 

No hands, no feet on earth but yours, 

Yours are the eyes through which he looks 

with compassion on this world, 

Yours are the feet with which he walks to do good, 

Yours are the hands, with which he blesses all the world. 

Yours are the hands, yours are the feet, 

Yours are the eyes, you are his body. 

Christ has no body now on earth but yours.  
 

   Teresa of Avila (1515–82) 

Photo Credit: Heidi de Marco/ Kaiser Health News 
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S oon afterwards, Jesus went to a town called Nain, and his 

disciples and a large crowd went with him. As he approached the 

gate of the town, a man who had died was being carried out. He was 

his mother’s only son, and she was a widow; and with her was a large 

crowd from the town. When the Lord saw her, he had compassion 

for her and said to her, ‘Do not weep’. Then he came forward and 

touched the bier, and the bearers stood still. And he said, ‘Young 

man, I say to you, rise!’ The dead man sat up and began to speak, and 

Jesus gave him to his mother.      Luke 7: 11–16 

“After yet another frustrating video conference with the younger 

generation in my family, and a long phone call with my elderly parents,  

I feel very low. How I long to be able to touch them, hug them, explain yet 

again why I can’t visit them. 

So I decide to spend some time with the Lord. I tell him what is in my 

heart, my deepest longings, and I listen: 

‘I know how you feel. You are not on your own.  

I am with you, let my compassion enfold you. Lean on me.  

Do you remember what happened  

when I went to Nain and met that poor widow?’ 

I take a few moments to read the story. I try to visualise the people, the 

widow, Jesus himself ... and I imagine the pain of the woman who now has 

no family, no social status. I pause and ponder. 

‘Do not weep’.  

I hear the compassionate tone of Jesus’s voice. He is saying this to me too. 

My family will be given back to me. We will be reunited once more. They 

and I need to be patient. 

I tell the Lord what is in my heart now, and in gratitude I thank him for his 

compassion and sustaining consolation.” 

TUESDAY 

Jesus suffers with the families kept apart by Covid 
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Photo Credit: Physician 360 

Oisín at 6 
 

Streetlamps pale into dawn. 

I drive by your house, 

Straight from a hospice ward, 

And think of you 

In the heavy warmth of your room, 

Your comfort-blanket fallen from your fingers: 
 

And pray a bright angel to visit you in your dreams, 

Telling you how deeply loved you are 

In your earnestness, 

Your tripping-excitedly-over-words-iness, 

Your joy in being in the world: 

For all the shining self of you. 
 

   Padraig J. Daly OSA, God in Winter (2015) 
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P eople were bringing little children to Jesus in order that he might 

touch them; and the disciples spoke sternly to them. But when 

Jesus saw this, he was indignant and said to them, ‘Let the little 

children come to me; do not stop them; for it is to such as these that 

the kingdom of God belongs. Truly I tell you, whoever does not 

receive the kingdom of God as a little child will never enter it.’  

And he took them up in his arms, laid his hands on them, and blessed 

them.               Mark 10: 13–16 

“I look at the brother and sister again. With so few children in school now, 

it’s easier to see the signs. How do I feel, knowing that I might be the only 

one who smiles at them today; the only one who says, ‘Well done! Good 

job!’; the only one they’re safe with? These are the ones really suffering 

behind closed doors in lockdown. So many times this week I’ve wanted to 

yell at God, ‘Why aren’t you there for them?’ But as I’m looking at them 

today I’m moved by a whisper …   

‘I know how you feel. They are not alone.  

I am with them, my compassion enfolds them. They can lean on me. 

Do you remember what I told my disciples 

when the people brought the children to me?’ 

I’m drawn into that scene, watching as Jesus draws these children closer to 

him, and blesses them. As he speaks he looks straight at me, and the warmth 

of his compassion is almost overwhelming: he knows, he cares, he is 

suffering with them. I return to the reality of my classroom thanking the 

Lord for showing me the depth of his love for me, and for these little ones.  

I will be here for them too, their education will not be disrupted and they 

will be safe today.” 

WEDNESDAY 

Jesus suffers with children and young people  

suffering from disrupted education or abuse 
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Whoever Welcomes 
 

‘Welcome’, the word is always on your lips, 

Each welcome warms another one inside, 
An interleaving of relationships, 

An open door where arms are open wide. 
First welcome to the child and through the child 

A welcome to the Saviour of the world 
And through the Saviour’s welcome all are called 

Home to the Father’s heart. Each call is curled 
And nested in another, as you were 
Nested and nestled in your mother’s womb, 

As Mary carried One who carried her, 
And we are wrapped in you, deep in the tomb, 

Where you turn our rejection into welcome, 
And death itself becomes our welcome home. 

 Malcolm Guite, Parable and Paradox (2016) 

Kelvingrove Art Gallery and Museum, Glasgow © CSG CIC Glasgow Museums 

Beate Heinen,  

The Adult and a Child 

(1995)  

 

nl.pinterest.com
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T hen Jesus called his disciples to him and said, ‘I have compassion for 

the crowd, because they have been with me now for three days and 

have nothing to eat; and I do not want to send them away hungry, for they 

might faint on the way.’ The disciples said to him, ‘Where are we to get 

enough bread in the desert to feed so great a crowd?’ Jesus asked them, 

‘How many loaves have you?’ They said, ‘Seven, and a few small 

fish.’ Then ordering the crowd to sit down on the ground, he took the 

seven loaves and the fish; and after giving thanks he broke them and gave 

them to the disciples, and the disciples gave them to the crowds. And all of 

them ate and were filled; and they took up the broken pieces left over, 

seven baskets full.        Matthew 15: 32–37 

“I’d worked so hard building up my business; things were beginning to take 

shape nicely. Then the lockdown came: we had to close. No income for me, 

or for those working with me, and the bills keep coming in. The government 

does try to help, but it’s not enough. 

I am so downhearted and desolate. So I turn to the Lord. I tell him how I feel, 

how my heart aches, and I listen: 

‘I know how you feel. You are not on your own.  

I am with you, let my compassion enfold you. Lean on me.  

Do you remember what happened that evening  

when I was surrounded by this crowd who had no food?’ 

I take a few moments to read the story. I try and imagine that I am one of the 

people present in the crowd, or one of the disciples. I feel their hunger or 

their powerlessness. I hear Jesus say: ‘I have compassion for the crowd … 

How many loaves have you?’ I pause awhile. 

I hear the compassionate tone of his voice. I ponder.  

In time, I realise that he knows; he will sustain us, feed us till we are full.  

Thank you Lord, for giving me hope and courage, for helping me to find new 

ways to reach out to those in need around me.” 

 

HOLY THURSDAY 

Jesus suffers with the furloughed, the unemployed,  

the bankrupt, the hospitality industry 
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Jesus multiplies the loaves and fish: Jesus Mafa (Cameroon) 

Let us bless the bread 

that gives itself to us 

with its terrible weight 

its infinite grace. 

 

Let us bless the cup 

poured out for us 

with a love 

that makes us anew. 

Let us gather 

around these gifts 

simply given 

and deeply blessed. 

 

And then let us go 

bearing the bread, 

carrying the cup 

laying the table 

within a hungering world. 

Blessing the Bread, The Cup – for Holy Thursday  

Jan Richardson, Circle of Grace (2015) 
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O ne of the criminals who were hanged there kept deriding him 

and saying, ‘Are you not the Messiah? Save yourself and 

us!’ But the other rebuked him, saying, ‘Do you not fear God, since 

you are under the same sentence of condemnation? And we indeed 

have been condemned justly, for we are getting what we deserve for 

our deeds, but this man has done nothing wrong.’ Then he said, 

‘Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom.’ Jesus 

replied, ‘Truly I tell you, today you will be with me in Paradise.’  
Luke 23: 39–43  

“It’s often worst when I wake up very early in the morning; I’m alone and 

have to admit that I’m so frightened sometimes. It’s like an enormous wave 

engulfs me – I feel like I’m drowning. I can’t get my breath, and everything 

is black around me. I’m so afraid of what will happen at the end.  

How will I leave behind these precious ones whose love and care have 

carried me through this far? My heartbeat quickens and I feel the panic 

arising again, but then, in the sliver of light that is coming through the gap in 

the curtains, I catch sight of the crucifix on the wall of my room, and at that 

moment I know Jesus is here with me. His voice surrounds me: 

‘I know how you feel. You are not on your own. 

I am with you, let my compassion enfold you. Lean on me.  

Do you remember what I promised the thief  

who was put to death beside me?’ 

I recall our Lord’s suffering, and his kindness and compassion to all those he 

encountered along the journey to his own death. My fears begin to subside.  

I know I won’t be alone – the Lord will be with me on every step of my 

journey towards his kingdom.  

When my time comes, I know I will be with him in Paradise.”  

GOOD FRIDAY 

Jesus suffers with the terminally ill 
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Vyacheslav Okun S.J., Good Friday 2020 
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N ow Jesus had not yet come to the village, but was still at the place 

where Martha had met him. The Jews who were with her in the 

house, consoling her, saw Mary get up quickly and go out. When Mary 

came where Jesus was and saw him, she knelt at his feet and said to him, 

‘Lord, if you had been here, my brother Lazarus would not have 

died.’ When Jesus saw her weeping, and the Jews who came with her 

also weeping, he was greatly disturbed in spirit and deeply moved. He 

said, ‘Where have you laid him?’ They said to him, ‘Lord, come and 

see.’ Jesus began to weep. So the Jews said, ‘See how he loved him!’  

     Jesus said to Martha, ‘Did I not tell you that if you believed, you 

would see the glory of God?’ He cried with a loud voice, ‘Lazarus, come 

out!’ The dead man came out, his hands and feet bound with strips of 

cloth, and his face wrapped in a cloth. Jesus said to them, ‘Unbind him, 

and let him go.’       John 11: 30.31–36, 40, 44 

“We thought we’d taken every precaution, followed all the rules, but to no 
avail. We rushed him to hospital, but they couldn’t help. He waved to us as 
we left him. We could not stay. And then the phone call. He’d died.  

Suddenly, all seems dark, empty, barren, hopeless. Why? What’s the use? 
‘Where were you Lord?’ I cry bitterly. And from the depth of my heart, there 
is a small inner voice: 

‘ I know how you feel. You are not on your own.  
I am with you, let my compassion enfold you. Lean on me.  

Do you remember what happened when I went to see Lazarus  
and his sisters Martha and Mary? I wept with them, too’. 

I spend a few moments reading the story again ... I might as well, what else is 
there to do? I ponder ... slowly, I start leaning on the Lord. 
No, I am not on my own, thousands of others suffer like me, thousands like 
me feel numb and sorrowful. I pray for them.  

Maybe today, with the Lord’s help, I will be able to see some light at the end 
of the tunnel. Jesus suffered with me, died on the cross for me, but his death 
was not the end. There will be a new dawn tomorrow.” 
 
 

HOLY SATURDAY 

Jesus suffers with the bereaved 
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Julia Stankova, The Buried Lazarus (2012)  

Nothing 
 

I must come to understand 

what it means 

to hold on to nothing – 

it is the ultimate 

experience of faith. 

There is nothing left, 

only God, 

only God 

and me – 

my little self 

in God. 
 

 Edwina Gateley, Growing into God (2000) 
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www.stbeunosoutreach.wordpress.com 

saintbeunosoutreach@gmail.com 

O Christ who suffers with us, hold us close 

Deep in the secret garden of the rose, 

Raise over us the banner of your love 

And raise us up beyond our last repose. 
 

 Malcolm Guite, Quarantine Quatrains (2020) 

Photo credit: Geralt, www.pixabay.com 


