
“I believe not because I hope it is true but because I know it is true.” 

 

Dear Friends, 

 

I do not know who wrote the words you read above, but I do know this: they are the words of one of our very 

own parishioners.  “I believe not because I hope it is true but because I know it is true.” I want to tell you about 

those words and how I came to read them.  

 

Every year after the Maundy Thursday Service of  Holy Week, after the homily and the  footwashing, after the 

communion and the stripping of the altar is done, the Deacon reads from Matthew’s account of Jesus in Garden 

of Gethsemane  (“will anyone stay awake with me?”)  We then tiptoe out in the dark silence of that somber 

night.  Or at least, most of us do. 

 

But some remain. Some do stay awake with our Lord and pray. All through the night they stay and pray. Each 

year I place a notebook in front of the Altar of Repose; the cover reads “A Maundy Thursday Journal”. Each 

person who sits watch is invited to write down their observations, their prayers, their reflections.  Each year 

after that vigil I type them up and return them to the Journal. If you are fortunate to participate in the Maundy 

Thursday Vigil you can read the annual reflections that go back ten seasons to the year 2006 when the Journal 

began. 

 

I love typing those reflections. The thoughts and prayers that are uttered in the darkness of that fateful night are 

so poignant, so revealing. They speak of desires and love for others and betray the faith of simple, everyday 

Christians.  Like this one, the first recorded for this year: 

I always try to come to this service and stay an hour to pray and be with my friend ____ . Tonight I met a 

woman who came to service. She’s fighting cancer as I did many years ago. We talked and shared. I pray she 

will be comforted and get strength from our Lord. I pray for all of us. Please pray. 

 

Would you ever guess that keeping vigil in the church would present such an opportunity to share your faith 

journey with a stranger? Did our vigil-keeper ever think this would happen on her watch? It gives me hope, 

renews my faith. A lot more going on there than one would think! 

 

Sometime the prayers reveal the inner struggles of the person praying. Like the entry that began,  

As I keep vigil, I am reminded of the need to slow down – “pace myself”, as my coworker is always reminding – 

and not rush through everything. When I slow down, and my thoughts are calmer, it is so much easier to hear 

the “still small voice”. That “voice” has never misled me. I know that God loves me, and wants what is best for 

me. 

 

I think that one could have been written by me. Or for me. What about you? 

 

And sometimes the words exude a kind of wisdom that sinks right into my heart. Things like,  

I believe not because I hope it is true but because I know it is true. Could it be said any better than that? 

 

I love Christ Church. I love the faith that is so evident in this place. I love the thought of prayers being said by 

our faithful – even when we may be unaware of them. And I love that each prayer, each thought, each 

reflection, is a mirror of my own prayers and thoughts and reflections.  And I believe not because I hope it is 

true but because I know it is true. 

 
Peace, 

Mother Lisa+ 

 

 

 


