
PRAYING HOLY WEEK WITH  

ST BEUNO’S OUTREACH 2022 

Inspired by the Writings of Henri Nouwen,  

with images reflecting the plight of the people of Ukraine 
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Natalya Rusetska (Ukrainian, b. 1984), Crucifixion 

 



We are coming to the end of our Lenten journey – and perhaps Holy Week is 

the most difficult week of all. I may have started with a particular focus in 

mind. But perhaps world events have distracted me, and my prayer has become 

increasingly centred on the plight of those whose suffering, despair, and loss 

has touched me deeply. I take heart that the Lord knows; he understands.  

Holy Week is the perfect opportunity to listen, and reflect on Christ’s Passion. 

‘P raying means above all listening to the voice of Jesus,  

who dwells in the depths of the heart.  

Jesus does not force himself on us, his voice is reserved.  

Whatever we do in our lives, let us never fail to listen  

to the voice of the Lord in our hearts.  

Because in our restless, noisy world,  

the loving voice of God is easily drowned out.  

Each day, let us keep a certain period of time  

for this active listening to God, even if it is only ten minutes.’   

        Henri Nouwen 

This year’s booklet is partly inspired by the reflections and prayers of the 

Dutch priest, Fr Henri J. M. Nouwen  (d. 1996), widely regarded as one of the 

most influential spiritual writers of our time. His texts (in blue type) come 

from Show me the Way: Readings for Each Day of Lent (first published in 1993, 

with a series of later editions), but they also appear in other collections of his 

writings and are widely available online.  

    The accompanying images are all associated with Ukraine. The photographs 

invite us to reflect on the terrible plight of its people, while the modern icons 

are the work of some of the young Ukrainian artists based at the Iconart 

Contemporary Sacred Art Gallery in Lviv (iconart-gallery.com/en). We are 

really grateful to the Gallery for their generosity in allowing us to use the 

images here. We hope that this booklet will inspire you to stand with all the 

suffering people of eastern Europe this Holy Week, as we pray that the Lord 

will help us remain with him during his Passion, as he suffers for us and for all 

those caught up in unjust conflicts.  

‘Bless me Lord in this Holy Week, and give me the grace  

to know your loving presence more intimately.’ 



 

‘O  Lord, this holy season of Lent is passing quickly. 

I entered into it with fear, 

but also with great expectations. 

I hoped for a great breakthrough, 

a powerful conversion, a real change of heart; 

I wanted Easter to be a day so full of light 

that not even a trace of darkness 

would be left in my soul … 

I pray that this last week, 

in which you invite me to enter more fully 

into the mystery of your Passion, 

will bring me a greater desire to follow you 

on the way that you create for me 

and to accept the cross that you give to me. 

Be with me tomorrow and in the days to come, 

and let me experience your gentle presence. 

Amen.’    

    Henri Nouwen, A Cry for Mercy (adapted) 

Independence Square, Kyiv, February 2022   
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M ary brought in a pound of very costly ointment, pure nard,  

and with it anointed the feet of Jesus, wiping them with her hair; 

the house was full of the scent of the ointment. Then Judas Iscariot – one 

of his disciples, the man who was to betray him – said, ‘Why wasn’t this 

ointment sold for three hundred denarii, and the money given to the 

poor?’ He said this, not because he cared about the poor, but because he 

was a thief; he was in charge of the common fund and used to help 

himself to the contributions. So Jesus said, ‘Leave her alone; she had to 

keep this scent for the day of my burial. You have the poor with you 

always, you will not always have me.’    John 12: 3–8 

As I come to pray today, I reflect on my mood. Maybe I am looking forward 

to this special time spent with the Lord, or perhaps I feel tired and depressed 

by the demands others make on me. However I am, I ask the Lord to be with 

me throughout this week, and particularly today. 

I slowly read the Gospel text, perhaps several times. It is so familiar, yet 

always new. There may be something here I haven’t noticed before. 

I stop and ponder. How is it affecting me? 

Perhaps I, too, have done something out of love that was criticised by those 

around me. I bring that to mind ... and consider how I felt then …  

and how I feel now. 

Or it could be that I was the one doing the criticising. On reflection …  

with  Jesus’s words in mind, would I behave differently now?  

I turn to the Lord and tell him what is in my heart, why I acted as I did, 

trusting that he will understand. If I need to, I ask for his forgiveness. 

I may find I identify with the poor, in need of money to feed myself and my 

family. How does this text make me feel?  

I imagine the disciples’ reaction as they hear Jesus mentioning his forthcoming 

death and burial. What do they say to him? 

What do I say? 

In time, I conclude my prayer with my own words of thanks for this time of 

conversation with the Lord. 

MONDAY 



‘I f prayer leads us into a deeper unity with the compassionate Christ, 

it will always give rise to concrete acts of service. And if concrete 

acts of service do indeed lead us to a deeper solidarity with the poor, the 

hungry, the sick, the dying and the oppressed, they will always give rise 

to prayer. In prayer we meet Christ, and in him all human suffering.  

In service we meet people, and in them the suffering Christ. …   

When we live in an ongoing conversation with Christ and allow his 

Spirit to guide our lives, we will recognize him in the poor,  

the oppressed, and the downtrodden, and will hear his cry and respond 

to it whenever he reveals himself.’    Henri Nouwen, Compassion 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

A rise, O Lord; lift up your hand, O God! 
 Do not forget the poor! 

 But you have seen the trouble and sorrow. 
 You note it; you take it in your hands. 
 The helpless one relies on you, 
 for you are the helper of the orphan.  

O Lord, you have heard the desire of the poor. 
 You strengthen their hearts; you turn your ear 
 to give right judgment for the orphan and oppressed.  Psalm 9 (10) 
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Waiting to welcome Ukrainian refugees to Berlin 



S ome Greeks approached Philip, who came from Bethsaida in 
Galilee, and put this request to him, ‘Sir, we should like to see 

Jesus’. Philip went to tell Andrew, and Andrew and Philip together 
went to tell Jesus. Jesus replied to them: ‘Now the hour has come for 
the Son of Man to be glorified. I tell you, most solemnly, unless a 
wheat grain falls on the ground and dies, it remains only a single grain; 
but if it dies, it yields a rich harvest. Anyone who loves his life loses it; 
anyone who hates his life in this world will keep it for the eternal life.  
If anyone serves me, they must follow me, wherever I am, my servant 
will be there too. If anyone serves me, my Father will honour them. 
Now my soul is troubled. What shall I say: Father, save me from this 
hour? But it was for this very reason that I have come to this hour.’ 
         John 12: 21–27

Perhaps, by now, I’ve organised a little ‘prayer corner’, an area which I’ve been 

able to set aside to be with the Lord. Or perhaps I settle somewhere quiet, 

indoors or outside. ‘What are you going to say to me today, Lord?’ 

What strikes me when I slowly and prayerfully read the text above?  

I pause and ponder. 

Maybe I am drawn to the Greeks, those foreigners who want to see Jesus.  

What are they like, in my imagination?  

If I focus on Jesus’s eyes, looking at me as he looked at them and at those around 

him, how does it make me feel: awed, loved, uncomfortable, supported ...? 

How might Jesus have answered Andrew and Philip ..? 

 ‘Yes of course’ ... ‘Not just now’ … or …? 

What would he answer if I asked to see him?  

Maybe I try to do this now, and see what happens. 

As I read the text again, I may hear Jesus’s voice speaking to his friends:  

‘My hour has come … my soul is troubled …’  

In what ways do these words affect me?  

I have the benefit of hindsight, but Jesus did not.  

How much do I normally reflect on the Lord being fully human, with fears and 

feelings just like me? I tell him what his words mean to me today.  

I listen to him. In time I leave, with words of gratitude, if I can. 

 

TUESDAY 



‘L ord Jesus, I look at you  
and my eyes are fixed on your eyes … 

They are the eyes that saw Andrew, Phillip and the Greeks,  
the blind, the lame, the lepers, the hungry crowds,  
the sorrowful women at the tomb. 
Your eyes, O Lord, see in one glance the inexhaustible love of God  
and the seemingly endless agony of all people  
who have lost faith in that love  
and are like sheep without a shepherd … 

Your eyes are so severe yet so loving,  
so unmasking yet so protecting,  
so penetrating yet so caressing,  
so profound yet so intimate,  
so distant yet so inviting. 

I gradually realise that I want to be seen by you,  
to dwell under your caring gaze, 
to grow strong and gentle in your sight. 

Lord, let me see what you see –  
the love of God and the suffering of people  
so that my eyes may become more and more like yours,  
eyes that can heal wounded hearts.’ 

Henri Nouwen, The Road to Daybreak (adapted) 

  

Maria Leginovych (Ukrainian, b. 1996), Jesus the Good Shepherd 
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J esus was troubled in spirit and declared, ‘I tell you most solemnly, 

one of you will betray me’. The disciples looked at one another, 

wondering which he meant. The disciple Jesus loved was reclining next 

to Jesus; Simon Peter signed to him and said, ‘Ask who it is he means’, 

so leaning back on Jesus’s breast he said, ‘Who is it, Lord?’ 

‘lt is the one,’ replied Jesus, ‘to whom I give the piece of bread that I 

shall dip in the dish.’ He dipped the piece of bread and gave it to Judas 

son of Simon Iscariot. At that instant, after Judas had taken the bread, 

Satan entered him. Jesus then said, ‘What you are going to do, do 

quickly’. None of the others at table understood the reason he said this.

         John 13: 21–28 

I settle myself in a place where I can be undisturbed for a while. I invite the 
Holy Spirit to be beside me, and to open my heart to what I need to hear. 

I read the text slowly, a couple of times, and then, in my imagination, enter 
the room with Jesus and the other disciples. As I look around the room, I see 
the table set ready for the Passover meal.  
If it helps, I might take a seat at the table, or perhaps I prefer to watch from a 
corner of the room.  

What do I notice as Jesus speaks of the one who will betray him?  
How do the disciples react – are they disbelieving …? curious …? afraid that 
Jesus might mean them …? or ...?  

I note Judas’s reaction as Jesus holds out the bread to him.  
Is he surprised – or did he know this was coming?  
What do I want to say to him as he reaches to take the bread from Jesus?  

As Judas flees, perhaps I turn and see Jesus looking straight at me.  
What do I see in his eyes? What do I want to say to him about what I have 
witnessed? Maybe I recall times when I, too, wanted to run away and hide 
from a situation which was too hard to bear.  I share my innermost thoughts 
and feelings with Jesus.  

Perhaps this also brings to mind the reality I have witnessed over the past few 
weeks – that of countless innocent people faced with no choice but to flee 
from their homes, trying to keep their children and families safe.  
As I spend whatever time I can with Jesus, I ask for his loving protection for all 
those who have fled, and the ones they have had to leave behind.   

WEDNESDAY 



‘D ear Lord,  

your disciples wanted to know who would betray you. 

You pointed to Judas ... Judas betrayed you. 

Lord give me faith, faith in your endless mercy, 

your boundless forgiveness, your unfathomable goodness. 

Let me not be tempted to think that my sins are too great to be forgiven, 

too abominable to be touched by your mercy. 

Let me never run away from you, but return to you again and again,  

asking you to be my Lord, my Shepherd, my Stronghold, my Refuge. 

Take me under your wing, O Lord, 

and let me know that you do not reject me 

as long as I keep asking you to forgive me. 

Perhaps my doubt in your forgiveness is a greater sin 

than the sins I consider too great to be forgiven. 

Perhaps I make myself too important, too great 

when I think I cannot be embraced by you any more. 

Lord, look at me, accept my prayer, 

and let me not run away from you in the night as Judas did.’   

             Henri Nouwen, A Cry for Mercy (abbrev.) 

Lyuba Yatskiv (Ukrainian, b. 1977), Last Supper 
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J esus had always loved those who were his in the world, but now he 

showed how perfect his love was. He got up from table, removed his 

outer garment and, taking a towel, wrapped it round his waist; he then 

poured water into a basin and began to wash the disciples’ feet and to 

wipe them with the towel he was wearing. When he had washed their 

feet and put on his clothes again, he went back to the table.  

‘Do you understand,’ he said, ‘what I have done to you? You call me 

Master and Lord, and rightly; so I am. If I, then, the Lord and Master, 

have washed your feet, you should wash each other’s feet. I have given 

you an example so that you may copy what I have done to you. I tell you 

most solemnly, no servant is greater than their master, no messenger is 

greater than the one who sent them.’  John 13: 1, 4–5, 12–16 

As we arrive at the start of the Sacred Triduum, I may want to pause and look 

back at my prayer this week. Perhaps I have felt overwhelmed by the recent 

terrible events in our world, and the suffering of so many. I ask the Holy Spirit to 

strengthen my hope in God’s infinite love and mercy as I gently settle into 

today’s prayer.  

Does anything strike me anew, as I read this familiar text?  

If it helps, I might imagine myself there in the room, perhaps becoming aware 

that Jesus wants to wash my feet too. How do I feel about this?  

If I find it hard to accept, I may want to pause here for as long as I need, to tell 

him how I feel, and to ask him to help me understand my hesitation.  

If I am able to accept the Lord’s invitation, I notice how I feel as he kneels down 

in front of me and washes my feet.  

I stay in that moment with the Lord, and share my deepest thoughts and feelings 

with him.  

I hear Jesus calling me to wash the feet of those I meet.  

What might that mean for me? How do I feel about it?  

If I find it a challenge, I tell the Lord simply from my heart and ask for his help. 

In my own time, as I prepare to bring my prayer to a close, I might want to speak 

to the Lord of my desire for what better allows him to deepen his life in me. 

HOLY THURSDAY 



J esus calls us to continue his mission of revealing the perfect 

love of God in this world. He calls us to total self-giving….  

He wants our love to be as full, as radical, as complete as his 

own. He wants us … to touch the places in each other that most 

need washing.   Henri Nouwen, The Road to Daybreak 

‘L ord, you look at me with utter tenderness, saying,  

“I want you to be with me. I want you to have a full 

share in my life. I want you to belong to me as much as I 

belong to my Father…” 

 All the love that you carry for me in your heart now becomes 

manifest. O Lord, how can I ever go anywhere else but to you 

to find the love I so desire?’  

    Henri Nouwen, Heart Speaks to Heart 

Celebrating the Eucharist in an underground shelter, Kyiv 
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S eeing his mother and the disciple he loved standing near her, Jesus 

said to his mother, ‘Woman, this is your son.’ Then to the disciple 

he said, ‘This is your mother’. And from that moment the disciple made 

a place for her in his home. After this, Jesus knew that everything had 

now been completed, and to fulfil the scripture perfectly he said: ‘I am 

thirsty’. A jar-full of vinegar stood there, so putting a sponge soaked in 

the vinegar on a hyssop stick they held it up to his mouth. After Jesus 

had taken the vinegar he said, ‘It is accomplished’; and bowing his head 

he gave up his spirit.       John 19: 26–30 

Today of all days, I desire to spend some time with you, Lord. Some quiet, 

quality time. Perhaps I can hold a small cross. I settle slowly, take a couple 

of deep breaths, and when ready, read St John’s account of your last 

moments. 

Most have left you Lord, yet you are not alone: two remain, and you care 

for them. Your mother, your friend. You make sure they can support each 

other in their grief; they become a new family. 

Maybe that brings to mind my own kin. What have I done to help them in 

their time of need? Maybe they, too, are not blood relatives; have I made a 

place for them in my home? 

‘I am thirsty.’ 

I try to look beyond the immediate need for water and ponder what else 

Jesus might be thirsting for. What do I thirst for in my life? 

‘It is accomplished.’ 

As I hear these last words of Jesus, maybe I wonder why he speaks this 

particular phrase; what else could he have chosen to say? 

What would I have wanted him to say?  

Bowing my head, I remain quiet, gazing at the cross.  

I have no words.  

‘Deep in thy wounds, Lord, hide and shelter me’. 

GOOD FRIDAY 



‘O  dear Lord, what can I say to you? 

Is there any word that could come to my mouth? 

Any thought, any sentence? 

You died for me, you gave all for my sins, 

you not only became man for me,  

but also suffered the most cruel death for me. 

Is there any response? 

I wish that I could find a fitting response, 

but in contemplating your Holy Passion and death 

I can only confess humbly to you  

that the immensity of your divine love  

makes any response totally inadequate.’ 

Kateryna Shadrina (Ukrainian, b. 1995), Pietà  

‘Let me just stand  

and look at you. 

Your body is broken,  

your head wounded, 

your hands and feet  

are split open by nails, 

your side is pierced. 

Your dead body  

now rests in the arms  

of your Mother. 

It’s all over now.  

It is finished. 

It is fulfilled.  

It is accomplished.’ 

Henri Nouwen,  

A Cry for Mercy 
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A t the place where he had been crucified there was a garden, and in 

this garden a new tomb in which no one had yet been buried. 

Since it was the Jewish Day of Preparation and the tomb was near at 

hand, they laid Jesus there. It was very early on the first day of the week 

and still dark, when Mary of Magdala came to the tomb. She saw that the 

stone had been moved away from the tomb and came running to Simon 

Peter and the other disciple, the one Jesus loved. ‘They have taken the 

Lord out of the tomb,’ she said, ‘and we don’t know where they have 

put him.’        John 19: 41 – 20: 2 

After yesterday’s stark events, I may find it difficult to settle to prayer 
again. Perhaps the words ‘It is accomplished’ still ring in my ears. I may 
feel empty and desolate. Slowly, and without forcing anything, I take a 
couple of deep breaths and then slowly read the Gospel text. 

I try to put myself in the garden near the tomb where Jesus lay. 
Maybe I follow Mary of Magdala, noticing the darkness of the pre-dawn, 
and the darkness in our hearts. With her, I discover the scene – the stone 
rolled away, the empty tomb – and run to Peter and John. 

I pause. How am I feeling just now? 
Can things be any worse? We can’t even grieve near the body of the Lord. 
I stay with that bleak scene as long as I feel drawn. 

Eventually, I may want to come back to the here and now, and reflect on 
those suffering and mourning the death of a friend or family member, 
especially those who have lost their lives as a result of foreign aggression. 
Life for them, too, may be dark and seemingly hopeless. 

In what ways can I help? 

Words may not be necessary. Offering time or money or practical support 
may be more helpful. I pray that those suffering will, in time, discover that 
there is a small, growing glimmer at the end of the tunnel.  

Before ending my prayer, I bring to the Lord all those people around me 
who are not able to see the light of the resurrection; those for whom there 
is only the dreary darkness of a Holy Saturday. 

I pray that Easter may dawn bright, full of hope and Alleluias. 

HOLY SATURDAY 



W hat life is all about [is] a slow discovery of the mortality 

of all that is created, so we can appreciate its beauty 

without clinging to it as if it were a lasting possession. Our lives 

can indeed be seen as a process of becoming familiar with death. 

‘In every arrival there is a leave-taking; 

In every reunion there is a separation; 

In each one’s growing up, there is a growing old; 

In every smile, there is a tear; 

And in every success there is a loss.  

All living is dying.’    

     Henri Nouwen, A Letter of Consolation 

 

‘S weet Lord, gracious Lord, 

Generous Lord, forgiving Lord. 

I adore you. I praise you. I thank you. 

You have made all things new through your Passion and death. 

Your cross has been planted in this world as the new sign of hope. 

Let me always live under your cross, O Lord, 

And proclaim the hope of your cross unceasingly. Amen’ 

      Henri Nouwen, A Cry for Mercy 
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Wales weeps for Ukraine: Street Graffiti by MyDogSighs, Cardiff  



A lmighty and everlasting God, 

on this day you conquered death through your Son 

and opened for us the path to eternal life. 

And so we celebrate in joy the feast of his Resurrection. 

Make us new through your Spirit,  

that we, too, may rise and walk in the light of life. 

Amen.      

     Henri Nouwen, Easter Prayer  

www.stbeunosoutreach.wordpress.com 

stbeunosoutreach@beunos.com 

Traditional Ukrainian Pysanky, decorated Easter Eggs  
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CHRIST IS RISEN! 

ALLELUIA! 


