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Early this morning the wind was sweeping over the waters. The river was a molten gray, 

moving fast as if rushing towards somewhere important.  Early on this day the wind 

moaned as if laboring to birth something.  I stood river side and felt the wind, entered 

into the sound and power of it.  My mind was swept back in time – to the beginning – 

when “the earth was a formless void and darkness covered the face of the deep, while a 

wind from God swept over the face of the waters.  Then God said, “Let there be light!” 

and there was light. 

 

Today, on this Friday of Holy week, darkness falls over our interior landscape where, if 

we have let it happen during this Lenten time, our heart, mind and soul have journeyed to 

this place of arrest, trial and looming death.  We wonder: is this final, does this moment 

mark the end of all that has been, all that has promised life, full and ongoing, formed in 

love, becoming a life of meaning, purpose and life giving relationships, human and 

divine?  Shrouded in the darkness that covers the landscape within us, do we, not unlike 

the wind, moan and cry out, “Where, where O God, is your light?” 

 

What is the speed of sound, from its origin until we hear it?  What is the speed of light, 

from its origin until we see it?  How long, how long, does it take to receive it – the sound, 

the light of beginning – to soak it in, to allow it to form, re-form, trans-form us as it fills 

us, works its wonder within us and re-creates us?   

 

I love the hymn “Morning has broken”.  It’s all about the first day of creation.  We 

imagine God moving through the chaos of beginning, creating things new, speaking fresh 

life into being.  The final phrase in the hymn speaks of God’s “re-creation” of new life 

that will dawn out of the heart of the Divine on that first day. 

 

This is not only re-creation but God’s recreation – to make all things new again.  What 

startles us is that the process starts with chaos.   

 

What is so powerful about the “first day” is how it emerges.  We know the power of the 

Divine ordering and creating a life-giving rhythm to everything . . . . because we start 

with a troubling, disturbing landscape where chaos appears to prevail, but which we 

come to discover is a place used by God to create life. 

 

We sense Divine Power at work in this place of chaos, God wrestling with it there.  A 

power that gathers the chaos, exercises control over it, and uses it, like some powerful 

ingredient, in the process of creation. 

 

What startles us is that God seems to be so at home in the darkness, that God seems to 

use the intensity of darkness as a place vulnerable to the work of Divine creation and re-

creation. 

 



Friday of Holy Week is a day of darkness, a day of chaos.  But this day presents us with a 

surprising gift.  It presents us with a time to be in the depths, to be in the deepest darkness 

and find to our amazement that something powerful, something startling, is within it.  We 

find that the darkness has become rich, not tomb like, but womb like – as the Divine 

essence present within works hidden in the dark, in secret, mysteriously, intensely, 

powerfully.  

 

The sound of stone being rolled away from a tomb plumbs our depths, light enters and 

draws us surely into life awaiting, as we, following that light are drawn, dawned into new 

life. 

 

What is the speed of sound, until we hear it, until we respond to it?  What is the speed of 

light, until we see it, until we respond to it?   

 

Three days unfold before us.  But then don’t we know that how we order time (chronos 

time) and how the Divine orders time (kairos time) may or may not have the same 

rhythm? Perhaps, we are simply left today with the comfort that God is working within 

time, human and divine.  That today we face the time that like a bridge over troubled 

waters leads us from the darkness behind us towards new beginnings God has waiting for 

us.  The bridge offers the Way into new life. 

 

Listen for the sound of whatever may have been blocking your path to new life roll away.  

Watch for the light that shines on the path calling you forward, over restless waters – 

forward to new beginnings the Divine is forming for you.  

 

One of my favorite songs is “Bridge over troubled waters.  An image takes form.  Sshhhh 

. . . . be very quiet . . . . . be very still.  Hear your savior say, “Like a bridge over troubled 

waters I will lay me down – for you.” 

  

 Christ lays himself down, as a bridge from old life to new.  Cross, cross-over and then 

listen for a voice calling you by name, startling you with a vision of Divine Love reborn 

for you and for the life of the world. 


