Immigration Committee Lenten Series

2022

Holy Week Reflections — A Pilgrimage of Dangerous Journeys
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We have journeyed together this Lent, stopping along the way to reflect on our commitment to
those who seek justice as immigrants. We have listened to the voices of a young man from
Mexico with DACA status, to a Haitian immigrant here twenty years with Temporary Protected
Status, to the journey of Afghan refugees with so little preparation, to a family torn apart and
reunited in their immigrant journey, to a young mother leaving her abuelas and culture behind in
Columbia. Stories matter. We are called to be Dangerous Women. As we go forward into Holy
Week, we recall the pilgrimage that Jesus himself made from that procession into Jerusalem, to
the Passover meal celebrated with his friends, to the betrayal by his friend, to his passion and
death on the cross, to the victory of life over death in the resurrection.

We invite you to reflect on some of these images, poems, short videos, and prayers as you make
space for contemplation during this Holy Week. May they be a blessing to you, to those with
whom you share them, and move your spirit to join in the work of justice for immigrants. We
pray with you.

Palm Sunday — April 10
Let us pray:


https://vimeo.com/695402656?embedded=true&source=video_title&owner=59782413
https://vimeo.com/691421071?embedded=true&source=video_title&owner=59782413
https://vimeo.com/691421071?embedded=true&source=video_title&owner=59782413
https://vimeo.com/695456226?embedded=true&source=video_title&owner=59782413
https://welcomewithdignity.org/about/the-dignity-project/
https://vimeo.com/686025777?embedded=true&source=video_title&owner=59782413
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Jesus proceeded on his journey up to Jerusalem.

As he drew near to Bethphage and Bethany at the place called the Mount of Olives,

he sent two of his disciples. He said, “Go into the village opposite you,and as you enter it you
will find a colt tethered on which no one has ever sat. Untie it and bring it here. And if anyone
should ask you, ‘Why are you untying it?’ you will answer, ‘The Master has need of it.””

So those who had been sent went off and found everything just as he had told them.

And as they were untying the colt, its owners said to them, “Why are you untying this colt?”
They answered, “The Master has need of it.” So they brought it to Jesus, threw their cloaks over
the colt, and helped Jesus to mount.

As he rode along, the people were spreading their cloaks on the road;

and now as he was approaching the slope of the Mount of Olives, the whole multitude of his
disciples began to praise God aloud with joy for all the mighty deeds they had seen.

They proclaimed:

“Blessed is the king who comes in the name of the Lord. Peace in heaven and glory in the
highest.”

Some of the Pharisees in the crowd said to him, “Teacher, rebuke your disciples.”

He said in reply, “I tell you, if they keep silent, the stones will cry out!” Luke 19:28-40

Reflection: Read and reflect on these thirteen images of artists in response to the issues of
immigration. Take the time to contemplate the images that catch your attention, that grab your
heart. Then read the two poems below about the experience of immigration.

tomorrow I leave to El Paso, Texas

see my brother-in-law with a styled shirt
in spite of his cancer below
then a small dinner in the evening the next day
no one knows except I may be on the road
Mesquite where my father settled in '31
forty-five minutes west then a left you go in
sister Sarita waits for me on Abby Street
after decades in separate families we just met
now I hear the clock snap I swipe an ant
time to walk my dogs five blocks and back
a different route to soothe the mind
it is the same one but [ am hopeful -Juan Felipe Herrera - 1948-

Home
(Hear it read by the author here.)

no one leaves home unless home is the mouth of a shark you only run for the border when you
see the whole city running as well


https://www.nytimes.com/2018/06/19/t-magazine/immigration-art.html?unlocked_article_code=AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACEIPuomT1JKd6J17Vw1cRCfTTMQmqxCdw_PIxftm3iaua3DLDm8TiPhQBoGP8lXMY6ckZt423juBTcNAN7lqTeZuiO9DOkgnAy-Znqy5orVXaSMktdD0GWosw5PGWb1__2S2MjGzd-46ye3h5lfbYGG5RK3agXQ-dggyqMc1dFGp2SYN1b6FRrAuoqR23_8jBp15QDYSNmLd77SzVUIIaJjRZQrc6wI2R-hfRTjU-NaY4L4FewlVYknUGDI9uS1vrYMBZ65Eefr3PBUie8HhgLkOC2AOLIihA5M5Q4S8hKxzgRkO8JnkUBWxWzDIDZwb&smid=url-share
https://poets.org/poem/tomorrow-i-leave-el-paso-texas
https://poets.org/poet/juan-felipe-herrera
https://www.facinghistory.org/standing-up-hatred-intolerance/warsan-shire-home
https://www.google.com/search?q=no+one+leaves+home+unless+home+is+the+mouth+of+a+shark&rlz=1C1CHBF_enUS914US914&oq=no+one+leaves+home+unless&aqs=chrome.0.0i512j69i57j0i512l6j0i390l2.14743j0j7&sourceid=chrome&ie=UTF-8#kpvalbx=_gW9MYsCFKbq0qtsPgpe8wAM16
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your neighbors running faster than you breath bloody in their throats the boy you went to school
with who kissed you dizzy behind the old tin factory is holding a gun bigger than his body you
only leave home when home won’t let you stay.

no one leaves home unless home chases you fire under feet hot blood in your belly it’s not
something you ever thought of doing until the blade burnt threats into your neck and even then
you carried the national anthem under your breath only tearing up your passport in airport toilets
sobbing as each mouthful of paper made it clear that you wouldn’t be going back.

you have to understand, that no one puts their children in a boat

unless the water is safer than the land no one burns their palms under trains beneath carriages no
one spends days and nights in the stomach of a truck feeding on newspaper

unless the miles travelled means something more than journey. no one crawls under fences no
one wants to be beaten pitied

no one chooses refugee camps or strip searches where your body is left aching or prison, because
prison is safer than a city of fire and one prison guard in the night is better than a truckload of
men who look like your father no one could take it no one could stomach it no one skin would be
tough enough

the cries: go home blacks refugees dirty immigrants asylum seekers sucking our country dry

niggers with their hands out they smell strange savage messed up their country and now they

want to mess ours up how do the words the dirty looks roll off your backs maybe because the
blow is softer than a limb torn off

or the words are more tender than fourteen men between your legs or the insults are easier to
swallow than rubble than bone than your child body in pieces.

1 want to go home, but home is the mouth of a shark home is the barrel of the gun and no one
would leave home unless home chased you to the shore unless home told you to quicken your
legs leave your clothes behind crawl through the desert wade through the oceans drown save be
hunger beg forget pride your survival is more important

no one leaves home until home is a sweaty voice in your ear saying- leave, run away from me
now i don’t know what i’ve become but i know that anywhere is safer than here

- Kenyan-born Somali poet Warsan Shire

Holy Thursday

Let us pray:
Brothers and sisters:

1 received from the Lord what I also handed on to you, that the Lord Jesus, on the night he was
handed over, took bread, and, after he had given thanks, broke it and said,

“This is my body that is for you. Do this in remembrance of me.”

In the same way also the cup, after supper, saying, “This cup is the new covenant in my blood.
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Do this, as often as you drink it, in remembrance of me.” For as often as you eat this bread and
drink the cup, you proclaim the death of the Lord until he comes. 1 Cor 11:23-26

Reflection: Do this in remembrance of me. Memory. Food. Music. Do this in remembrance of
me.

Music has the power to help us remember. My father-in-law had advanced dementia at the end of
his life, and yet music brought him into the present if for a brief few minutes. Listen and
remember what this time means for Christians throughout the world as “we remember, we
celebrate, we believe.”

Read this article, written for the BBC Travel section, about memory and food, particularly
poignant at this time as it is written by a Russian Jew. Reflect on your own memories of food, of
tables shared, of tables of rejoicing and tables of struggle.

And then read this, on reimagining immigration and the influence of food on all of us.

Good Friday

Let us pray:
Standing by the cross of Jesus were his mother and his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas,

and Mary of Magdala. When Jesus saw his mother and the disciple there whom he loved

he said to his mother, “Woman, behold, your son.” Then he said to the disciple, “Behold, your

mother.”” And from that hour the disciple took her into his home.

After this, aware that everything was now finished, in order that the Scripture might be fulfilled,
Jesus said, “I thirst.” There was a vessel filled with common wine. So they put a sponge soaked
in wine on a sprig of hyssop and put it up to his mouth. When Jesus had taken the wine, he said,
“It is finished.” And bowing his head, he handed over the spirit. ~ John 19:25-30

Reflection: In what ways and where does Jesus continue to suffer and die? Where do I stand in
relationship to those deaths, those crosses? To what does God call me now, in this time, in this
season, in my life and work for others?


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=D6_KModMCtg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=D6_KModMCtg
https://www.bbc.com/travel/article/20190826-why-food-memories-are-so-powerful
https://reimaginingmigration.org/what-can-we-learn-about-the-immigrant-experience-from-food/
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What happens when migrants die in the Arizona desert? Read and reflect here.



https://www.pbs.org/newshour/nation/what-happens-when-migrants-die-in-the-arizona-desert
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Holy Saturday — Easter Vigil

Let us pray:

At daybreak on the first day of the week the women who had come from Galilee with Jesus
took the spices they had prepared and went to the tomb. They found the stone rolled away from
the tomb; but when they entered, they did not find the body of the Lord Jesus.

While they were puzzling over this, behold, two men in dazzling garments appeared to them.
They were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground. They said to them, “Why do you seek
the living one among the dead? He is not here, but he has been raised. Remember what he said
to you while he was still in Galilee, that the Son of Man must be handed over to sinners and be
crucified, and rise on the third day.” And they remembered his words.

Then they returned from the tomb and announced all these things to the eleven and to all the
others. The women were Mary Magdalene, Joanna, and Mary the mother of James;

the others who accompanied them also told this to the apostles, but their story seemed like
nonsense and they did not believe them.

But Peter got up and ran to the tomb, bent down, and saw the burial cloths alone;

then he went home amazed at what had happened. Luke 24:1-12

Reflection: “And they remembered his words.” How does my memory move me to action? To
whom am I called to “announce all these things” in this time, in this season, at this point in my
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life, even at the risk that it will “seem like nonsense”? With whom might I share my concern for
justice for immigrants? Read here about the demographics of women and immigration (2020)
from the American Immigration Council. Read how migration is a gender equality issue here.
How will I tell the story to others? With whom should I share it?

Action/Advocacy: Commit to at least one action a month that advocates for justice for

immigrants. Imagine the power of SSND if everyone did this! Dangerous women, go make a
difference!

Closing Prayer: Dangerous Women and “Go Make A Difference” video.


https://www.americanimmigrationcouncil.org/research/immigrant-women-and-girls-united-states
https://interactive.unwomen.org/multimedia/explainer/migration/en/index.html
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Q2vYFN1YNIk

