
On suffering  

It is infinitely easier to suffer in obedience to a 

human order than in the freedom of one’s own, 

personal, responsible deed. It is infinitely easier to 

suffer in company than alone. It is infinitely easier 

to suffer publicly and with honour than out of the 

public eye and in disgrace.  It is infinitely easier to 

suffer through the engagement of one’s physical 

being than through the Spirit. Christ suffered in 

freedom, alone, out of the public eye and in 

disgrace, in body and soul, and likewise 

subsequently many Christians along with him.  

Berlin 1942 Dietrich Bonhoeffer  

from Meditations on the Cross  

 

Crucifixion  

They set up their decoy 

in the Hebrew sunlight. What 

for? Did they expect 

death to come sooner 

to disprove his claim 

to be God’s son? Who 

can shoot down God? 

Darkness arrived at 

midday, the shadow 

of whose wing? The blood  
trickled from the cross, but it was not  

their time it kept. It was no 

time at all, but the accompaniment 

to a face staring, 

as over twenty centuries 

it has stared, from unfathomable  

darkness into unfathomable light. 

RS Thomas (1913-2000) in Counterpoint 1990 

 

The Carpenter 

for three years he did nothing  

 but work with wood,  

he’d served his apprenticeship, root and branch, 

could smooth the roughness from damaged goods 

and cut to the living heart. 

the sap that ran him was pure 

flowed through hands and words 

a whole song, so they marvelled 

at something they’d never heard  

except he was just too good: 

in the end they took his own tools, 

killed him on a hill 

with wood and nails 

three days he lay 

a seed in the sleeping earth, until 

he burst open, back and beautiful –  

here, and here, and here, and here 

Kenneth Steven (1968- ) in Evensong 2011 

 

Five days 

A Psalm for each day  

Jim Cotter (1942-2014) in Untamed Gospel (2017) 

 

Monday from an unfolding of Psalm 23 

Living One, you sustain and feed me: 

like a shepherd you guide me. 

You lead me to an oasis of green,  

 to lie down by restful waters. 

Quenching my thirst, you restore my life:  

 renewed and refreshed, I follow you, 

a journey on the narrowest of paths. 

Even when cliffs loom out of the mist, 

my step is steady because of my trust. 

Even when I go through the deepest valley,  

with the shadow of darkness and death, 

I shall fear no evil or harm.   

For you are with me to give me strength, 

your crook, your staff at my side. 

Even in the midst of my troubles, 

with the murmurs of those who disturb me, 

I know I can feast in your presence. 

Your loving kindness and mercy 

will meet me every day of my life. 

By your spirit you dwell within me, 
and in the whole world around me, 

and I shall abide in your house, 

content in your presence for ever.  

 

Tuesday from an unfolding of Psalm 16 

I give you thanks for the wisdom of your counsel,  

 even at night 

you have instructed my heart. 

In the silence of the darkest of hours 

I open my ears to the whisper of your voice,  

I have set your face always before me, 

in every cell of my being you are there. 

As I tremble on the narrowest of paths, 

the steadying of your hand gives me courage. 

Fleet of foot, with my eyes on the goal, 

Headlong into the chasm I shall not fall. 

Therefore my heart rejoices and my spirit is glad,  

 my whole being  will rest secure.  

For you will not give me over  

 to the power of death,  

nor let your faithful ones see the pit.  

You will show me the path of life: 

In your countenance is the fullness of joy. 

From the spring of your heart  

 flow rivers of delight,  

 a fountain of water, that shall never run dry.  

 



Wednesday from an unfolding of Psalm 139 

Light of light, 

You have searched me out and know me. 

You know where I am and where I go, 

you see my thoughts from afar. 

You discern my paths and my resting places, 

you are acquainted with all my ways. 

Where shall I go to flee from your Spirit,  

where shall I flee from your presence?  

If I should cry to the darkness to cover me, 

and the night to enclose me,  

the darkness is no darkness to you, 

and the night is as clear as the day. 

For you have created every part of my being, 

cell and tissue, blood and bone. 

You know me to the very core of my being;  

 nothing in me was hidden from your eyes 

when I was formed in silence and secrecy, 

in intricate splendour in the depths of the earth.  

Even as they were forming you saw my limbs,  

 each part of my body shaped by your finger. 

How deep are your thoughts to me, 

how great is the sum of them. 
 

Thursday from an unfolding of Psalm 91 

Because you are bound to me in love, 

therefore you will deliver me. 

You will lift me out of danger 

Because I hold on to your name. 

You know me in intimate trust,  

in my inner heart I am loyal and true. 

In my anguish and need you are with me, 

You will set me free  and clothe me with glory. 
 

Friday from an unfolding of Psalm 130 

Empty, exhausted and ravaged, 

in the depths of despair I writhe. 

Anguished and afflicted, terribly alone,  

I trudge a bleak wasteland, devoid of all love. 

In the echoing abyss I call out: 

there is nothing but silence in return  

yet still I pray, Open your heart, 

for my tears well up within me. 

If you keep account of all that drags me down,  

 there is no way I can stand firm. 

Paralysed and powerless I topple over, 
Bound by the evil I hate. 

But with you is forgiveness and grace, 

there is nothing I can give - it seems like a death.  

The power of  your love is so awesome:  

I am terrified by your freeing embrace. 

Drawn from the murky depths by a fish hook, 

I shout to the air that will kill me: 

Must I leave behind all that I cherish 

before I can truly breathe free? 

Saturday from an unfolding of Psalm 130 

As a watchman waits for the morning 

through the darkest and coldest of nights, 

more than the watchman  

 who peers through the gloom, 

I hope for the dawn, I yearn for the light. 

You will fulfil your promise to bring me alive,  

 overflowing with generous love. 

You will free me from the grip of evil, 

Loving One, merciful and compassionate. 

Touching and healing the whole of my being, 

you are a God whose reach as no limit. 

All that has been lost will one day be found: 

the communion of the rescued  

 will rejoice in my name.  

 

 

From the First Letter to Timothy 

The Eternal One has not given me a spirit of fear, 

but of power and of love and of a sound mind.  

 

 

Fate 

The liberating thing about Good Friday and Easter 

is that one’s thoughts are swept far beyond one’s 

own personal fate to the ultimate meaning of all 
life and suffering, and of whatever occurs, such 

that one is seized by a great hope. 

Tegel prison 25 April 1943 (Easter Sunday)  

Dietrich Bonhoeffer to his family 

from Meditations on the Cross 

 


