
 
 
 
 

1.  Jesus in agony in the Garden of Gethsemane 
 
We adore you, O Christ, and we bless you, 
Because by your holy cross you have redeemed the world. 
 
Mark 14:32-36 
They went to a place called Gethsemane; and Jesus said to his disciples, ‘Sit here 
while I pray.’  He took with him Peter and James and John, and began to be 
distressed and agitated.  And he said to them, ‘I am deeply grieved, even to death; 
remain here, and keep awake.’  And going a little farther, he threw himself on the 
ground and prayed that, if it were possible, the hour might pass from him.  He said 
‘Abba, Father, for you all things are possible; remove this cup from me; yet, not 
what I want, but what you want.’ 
 
Meditation 
Celebration turning into confusion, a party left behind with disturbing words of a 
friend’s betrayal, a broken body, spilled blood, words that hang in the air.  Too much 
to think about now, too tired to know what they mean, too may conflicting thoughts 
and feelings, too much time spent together to contemplate the end.  A pause.  An 
unsettled exhaustion creeps closer in the sweet overpowering scent of the evening 
garden.  For now, at least there is rest.  Stillness, quiet, space, peace……….. But not 
for him, now the expectation is building; the wrestling, the struggle, the fear as the 
loneliness of the way ahead becomes painfully real as the others sleep.  How can 
they sleep?  How can they abandon him?  How can they not feel the change in the 
atmosphere, how can they not feel the change in him?  How can they sleep in the 
midst of the maelstrom?  They would not let him sleep during the storm on the lake, 
yet now they sleep as a greater storm is brewing.  A question rings round the 
garden.  How can they not hear it?  How can they not feel it?  It whirls around the 
trees, bounces off the walls.  It fills the darkening sky.  It swirls around his head, 



pushes from his pores and shreds his soul: the question ‘Must … must it be now, 
must it be me, must it be this way?’ … So be it!  The hour is here, there is no more 
time for questioning, there is only ‘Yes’…… It is the end of the beginning. 
 
Prayer 
Lord Jesus, you entered the garden of fear and faced the agony of your impending 
death:  be with those who share that agony and face death unwillingly this day.  You 
shared our fear and knew the weakness of our humanity: give strength and hope to 
the dispirited and despairing.  To you, Jesus, who sweated blood, be honour and 
glory with the Father and the Holy Spirit, now and for ever. 
Amen. 
 


