
Saturday, April 9th  
John 11: 45-53 

 
Years ago, Jimmy and I attended Cursillo. My table leader was Fran Alexander of 

Tuscaloosa. Although she was forty years my senior, she became my life-long friend and 
mentor. Two or three times every year, I drove to her home where we enjoyed lunch and 
visited for hours. The depth of her wisdom was endless. 

On one of those trips in 1992, I drove all the way to Tuscaloosa in tears. Jimmy and I 
had just received news that our 6-year-old son had a rare, incurable eye disease that would 
slowly, but surely, render him blind. And too soon. Fran was my refuge. I poured out my 
heart that I was not strong enough to bear our fear of his going blind and the complications 
that the literature warned adolescence would bring – addiction, reclusion, and suicide.  

Despite her many life experiences, Fran hadn’t seen this one coming. After long 
thought, she said, “If Mary could sit at the foot of the cross, then you, too, can endure.”  

I have thought often of Mary and the many other witnesses at the crucifixion. They 
must have been confused and doubtful of the promises of Jesus, of deliverance and hope. 
Mary’s pain must have been excruciating. Did she panic? Did she feel that God had lost 
control, that evil had prevailed? How could she still accept the love of God for herself and 
her son in that situation?      

One Sunday afternoon arriving home from church, I found my son in his room crying. 
Echoing what he had heard from church, he cried, “If all things work together for good, how 
is this possible? I fear that this will destroy me!” Again, I thought of Mary. She watched as 
her son suffered immeasurably. Surely, like me, she questioned whether God was big 
enough to stop this suffering. Where did she see the presence of God, where do I?  

My wise old friend had me turn to Mary in the face of my son’s suffering. Mary did 
not turn away when they hammered her son to a post. Somewhere she found faith, trust, 
and love, to carry her during horror. To sit in the presence of suffering and yet, wait on the 
presence of the lord. Surely that is the path to joy, for Mary and for us, to Easter.   
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