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Introduction

The Light in the Soul
So o�en, it seems Lent comes in like a new wave off the crest of Christmas.  All that joy and 
celebra�on suddenly turns into the dark gray clouds of Ash Wednesday.  But Lent has its own 
wings of celebra�on, and we are given six full weeks to ponder our faith, to examine ourselves, 
and to search deeply into our hearts. This year’s journey takes a look at the soul, the “Dark 
Nights of the Soul”, penned by John of the Cross in 14th Century Spain.  It is the Soul’s quest for 
unity with God, for understanding the nature of God through the Holy Spirit, and finally about 
the Life and Light of Jesus who comes to dust away the ashes of our sin and offer us new Life 
through the Cross.  May your journey through Lent grant new wisdom and new hope in the 
power of the Cross.
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Ash Wednesday, March 5, 2025
The Open Window
One can say Lent is a “Spiritual Journey to Open the Eyes of the 
Soul” – your soul, my soul, the souls of all those who believe. But 
some�mes, something is missing, something that clouds the Light 
of God from tunneling in deeper, the Light which divinely reveals 
the Truth. Apart from God, our souls are empty and clandes�ne, 
like black holes in space. We were born in this dark condi�on and 
except f
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Pure Joy
“Consider it Pure Joy, my brothers, whenever you face trials of many kinds….” 
James 1:2.  Pain is not a joyous state.  Suffering portends anguish in both 
body and mind.  Laughter is seldom heard in �mes of torment, unless it 
comes from the dark soul of the demented or a demonic Roman soldier.  Joy 
in its norma�ve state does not equate with agony, evil, tribula�on, 
desola�on nor any emo�on or ac�on that renders raw the heart and soul of 
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a human being, especially the Son of God and Son of Man.  Yet James, the half-brother of Jesus tells us to 
consider it “pure joy”.  We don’t know how much pure joy Jesus felt during His life on earth.  We don’t know how 
many, if any, happy moments He was blessed to enjoy.  The Bible never men�ons Jesus laughing or telling an 
innocent quip.  Surely the faces of children would elicit a smile from His face of Grace.  He must have enjoyed 
the company of his family, Mary, Martha, Lazarus, His Disciples, and those His message touched.  But His earthly 
life was not meant to garner joy and laughter.  “He was a despised and rejected by men, a man of sorrows, 
acquainted with suffering.” Isaiah 53:3. (note: the word “Sorrow” is men�oned 7 �mes in the Bible, while “Joy” 
is cited 250 �mes).  Imagine being born into a life only to die an agonizing death, unappreciated and unknown 
by thousands.  Imagine knowing every day that your next step would lead you closer to the Cross.  Jesus was a 
human man, with all the same emo�ons and anxie�es that the evil one throws like flaming arrows at us every 
day.  And the Son of God was his main target, the Bounty that he thought in his perverse mind would put him on 
an equal plane with God.

Yet in His wisdom and righteousness, God the Father did not exempt His Son from the trials and tempta�ons 
humans suffer every day.  When James says, “Consider it Pure Joy”, he wants us to understand how our own 
personal sufferings and sorrows draw us closer to the life and heart of Jesus, how He went before us to pave the 
way, to ease the burden and bring all the pain we endure, as He did for us, to a blessed end in Heaven’s lap of 
everlas�ng light.  “Consider it Pure Joy” when we are blessed with the opportunity to share in the sufferings and 
everlas�ng Light of Jesus.

In a Li�le While
“I am �red, Father,”  He prayed,  “The pain has no 
boundaries, it racks my body like the ra�le of chains.  I see 
no relief on the horizon on this hot and dusty plain, and 
each new sunrise brings only torment in the remnants of a 
sleepless night.  Pain pursues my days like vultures a�er a 
dying carcass.  How long must I wait in this tomb of 
suffering?  My prayers are perfunctory, I have no more 
provoca�ve words to speak.  They remain the same 
remedial repe��on, some�mes with another hear�elt sob 
of the soul, that You might reconsider the path upon which 
I walk.  I am like the homeless man begging on the corner 

for alms, for just a penny or two.  The hollow eyes look at me searching, beseeching me for rescue from this dark 
and tangled world that cares for no one.  He says,  “God Bless You”,  when I cover his head with my hand.  He 
begs me to stay.  I pray for others now, no longer for myself.  The comfort I crave becomes the comfort they need 
so desperately.  I hear the sheep blea�ng in the hills and somehow this comforts me, for I know there is a 
shepherd protec�ng them, guiding them away from the wolves wai�ng to devour.  I am loving them in this silent 
act of prayer.  When I pray for others, my pain eases to a mist, yet this is not enough to silence my longing to 
return to You.  “ Dear Father,”  I ask,  “How long?  How long for them?”  

Jesus knew his disciples were confused and perplexed.  He knew they were unaware of what was happening and 
when it was over, they would grieve for the wrong reasons.  He said to them, “In a li�le while you will see Me no 
more, and then a�er a li�le while, you will see Me.  Now is your �me of grief, but I will see you again and you 
will rejoice, and no one can take away your joy.” John 16:20,21.

“No one can take away your Joy.”  Not now, not ever.  For where He goes, you will be Risen!
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Examine Your Heart
The nature of our inner being rests on the true exegesis of 
Christ’s character, brought to us specifically in the parables 
and teachings recorded in the New Testament.  Jesus 
exemplified all the quali�es the “natural man” did not 
possess.  If we examine the Bea�tudes, for instance, we 
discover the key elements of the soul’s spiritual essence—
the perfect persona of the Divine Son.  This has always been 
a profound problem for mankind since the Fall.  We can try 
nobly, but we can never emulate the holy character of 
Christ.  Humility is a prime example.  In our society, being 
humble is looked upon as weakness, �midity, lack of 

backbone or ambi�on: definitely nega�ve quali�es, especially regarding men.  Yet Jesus, also a man, took the 
trademark when it came to presen�ng that looked-down-upon characteris�c.  The evening of the Last Supper, 
much to the shock and shame of His disciples, Jesus performed his selfless act of no greater love and humility, 
when He tenderly washed the feet of each one in the holy Upper Room.  When He is finished, he says, “I have 
set you an example that you should do as I have done for you.” John 13:15.  During those �mes, washing the 
filthy, dust-caked feet of someone was considered an abomina�on, or bête noire, an abhorrence even to the 
lowest of the low.  Yet, Jesus without hesita�on performed this act.  

When we are contempla�ng an act of service, our soul is sent a subtle poke from the Holy Spirit asking us to 
check our mo�ves. Most acts of charity, philanthropy, or welfare involve a gracious, giving and loving heart. We 
are answering the call of the Lord to help His children in need. O�en �mes, these acts are done without fanfare 
or even no�ce. At other �mes, we are duly applauded for our efforts. The a�en�on and gra�tude delights  our 
hearts and gives us a sense of fulfillment and sa�sfac�on, which in turn heightens our sense of self-esteem.  
Jesus knows our hearts, and He can see when something is done out of love of our fellow man, or for the sweet 
delight our souls feel. It’s natural for humans to feel these self-oriented emo�ons, and they are not necessarily 
“bad”.  Jesus doesn’t judge us for having these feelings. He just wants us to be on guard for them. Examining our 
hearts helps us guard our mo�ves.  “I am among you as the one who serves.” Luke 22:24.

The Defining Moment
A�er all the relentless bea�ngs, torture and humilia�on, 
Christ’s abandoned and brutalized body would hang from 
the Cross for the next three hours. Screams of sorrow, 
wailing and sobbing pervaded the atmosphere as the sun 
became dark with its own remorse, and the earth was 
covered in a cloud of evil. The enormity of what Jesus had to 
suffer suddenly crushed down upon Him as He gasped for 
His next breath crying out to His Father:  “Eloi. Eloi, Lama 
Sabachthani?”  “My God, My God, why have You forsaken 
Me?”  It was at that moment when Jesus felt the horror and 
the hopelessness of being abandoned and separated from God.  It was the ninth hour, the exact �me that the 
unblemished lambs were being sacrificed at the temple for the Passover, Jesus, our Paschal Lamb was sacrificed 
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on the Cross for the sins of all mankind.  The “Dark Night of the Soul” found its defining moment in the profound 
agony of the Cross on the place called the “Skull”.

The Cross took the final victory when Jesus cried out, “It is finished.” John 19:30. And when He finally gave up 
His Spirit, the earth shook and the Temple Curtain, separa�ng men from the most Holy Place where God Himself 
indwelt, was torn in two. No longer would men be separated forever from the Creator again.  The Cross which 
calls to mind abhorrent suffering and tortuous death, now becomes the greatest of all symbols of Love—the 
immeasurable Love Jesus had for all of mankind, even for those who delivered Him to Golgotha. Death had been 
conquered forever.  Jesus Christ was Victorious and because of His Cross, so are we.

Just One More Day
God always gives us His Refuge and Strength.  
When there is only one life jacket le�, He 
provides another.  He never leaves us with just 
loose ends, but He knits together and casts out 
a huge net, filled with more provisions than we 
could ever need.  When we think we cannot 
bear another moment of pain, or anguish or 
discouragement, He sends us a brand new day.  
Just one more day and the sun will pierce 
through the melancholy sky and warm us with 
its golden waves of light.  Just one more day and 
the wind will breeze the laughter of the leaves, 

and joy will beam once again.  Just one more day and you will walk in fields of wildflowers dropping seeds of 
emeralds and pearls, and a Mourning Dove will nest upon your hand.  Just one more day, �me and space will 
bridge with the infinite, there will be no sense of sequence or schedule, vacancy or separa�on, anxiety or pain. 
Sunrises and sunsets will become more beau�ful than the one proceeding, and the stars will light the sky from 
morning to dusk.

Just one more day, and you will float instead of walking, laugh instead of crying, stand out instead of hiding.  You 
will see the Hand of God reaching for yours, beckoning you to take your joy and your victory.  There will be no 
past, nor future, only the present dawning all around you.  The former You of yesterday is gone and vanished.  
The ta�ered coat of sorrows you once wore-- the longing and the regrets will be cast off forever.  And you will 
come forth clothed as His new Crea�on, woven in the Holy Handiwork of God. 
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This booklet was written by our very own member, Marilyn Staargaard, with excerpts 
penned by John of the Cross in 14th Century Spain.  

Thank you for your time and wisdom.


