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I am the one whom Jesus loved.

I was there in Gethsemane,

When the tears flowed like drops of blood

from a body wracked with fear;

avid with expectation.

I was there with the servants 

and sad, sad Peter.

When the cock crowed 

my betrayal sang out too, 

Though betrayal was not my particular vocation.

I was there in the temple courtyard,

The presence of God surrounded by spite,

And the evil one walking, pirouetting, in our midst.

I was there in the portals of the oppressor.

Powerful, strident.

He washed his hands you know, 

when he could have made a difference.

I was there in Herod’s court

Discordant music

Disembodied laughter

The Baptist’s story mere memory, 

Dried blood on flagstones,

Tracing early symbols of the cross.

I was there for the scourgings

Could they really have been that bad?

R-rated movie shots,

Hollywood numbness,

So that it’s hard to tell how I really felt;

Really feel.

Via Dolorosa.

Mother Mary hooked upon my arm.

That’s why I couldn’t offer to carry his cross.

That’s why, you see.

I am the one that Jesus loved.

John behold your mother;

Woman behold your Son.

Jesus it is too painful to love you.

It is impossible to look at you. 

‘Necessary not to meet your eye.

Yet, I am the one whom Jesus loves.
