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Exodus 12:1-4, 11-14; Psalm 116:1, 10-17; 1 Corinthians 11:23-26; John 13:1-17, 31b-35 

 

On our way down to Rev. Catherine’s institution as Rector of St. Bede’s in Santa Fe, 

George and I pulled off 1-25 South at exit 27. We drove about a half a mile, parked, 

and got out on a barren plot of land, the site of the Ludlow Massacre. 

This Easter Sunday marks the 100th anniversary of the Ludlow Massacre. 

Approximately two dozen people, eleven of them children and two of them women, 

lost their lives at this site on April 20th, 1914, in what is remembered as the most 

horrific labor dispute in U.S. history.  

At least seven men died defending their community from the Colorado National 

Guard. But the deaths that elicited the outrage of a nation were the eleven children 

and two women who were burned alive in a pit the men had dug and put them in to 

keep them safe.  

This year, on the 100th anniversary of a massacre that so shapes this state, and that 

led to reforms we all enjoy in the American work week, it seems fitting to me to 

center my homilies for our triduum  of Maundy Thursday, Good Friday, and Easter 

on scenes from Ludlow.  

Tonight, then, when we wash feet and strip the altar, I begin with bare feet and a 

barren picnic table. 

In his song memorializing the event, Woodie Guthrie writes: 

It was early springtime that the strike was on  

They moved us miners out of doors  

Out from the houses that the company owned  

We moved into tents at old Ludlow  
 

I was worried bad about my children  

Soldiers guarding the railroad bridge  

Every once in a while a bullet would fly  

Kick up gravel under my feet  
 

We were so afraid they would kill our children  

We dug us a cave that was seven foot deep  

Carried our young ones and a pregnant woman  

Down inside the cave to sleep  
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Just before we got out to see the memorial, George and I played Guthrie’s song. 

When we entered the small fenced area where the pit was dug and where the 

memorial stands, I noticed a picnic table off to the side. Odd, I commented to George, 

to see something I associate with joy placed aside a site of horror. “Yeah,” George 

said, “we used to stop at places like this when I was in school. To eat and learn 

history. I could have even been here as a much younger child.” I mused at the 

thought of a grade school George eating a sandwich next to the pit. Clearly, if that 

did happen, the import of the site had mercifully, at that young age, escaped him. 

I walked over to the table, noticing the dust my feet kicked up. Clearly Guthrie had 

walked Ludlow when he wrote. It is a dusty, barren piece of earth. A gunshot would 

indeed have kicked up the gravel under one’s feet. 

This year, on Easter Sunday, the Greek Orthodox Patriarch will celebrate the 

Eucharist on that very picnic table with the faithful in commemoration of their 

ancestors who died, one day after their Ludlow Easter celebration at the camps. 

Just one day before the massacre, those in the camp had played music, danced, and 

feasted on lamb in celebration of the resurrection. Danger loomed all around them, 

but still, they were intimate, engaged together. 

On this night, we remember another time of intimacy in the face of looming danger. 

Around a table, Jesus and his closest friends celebrated the Passover feast. As they 

did, Jesus tied a towel around his waist and began to wash the feet of his friends. 

Peter tried to stop him. Jesus prevailed. 

It was an intimate moment, physical to the point of being uncomfortable, like Mary 

of Bethany’s earlier anointing of Jesus’ feet. Sensuous, charged with energy. He 

touched each man’s feet, caressing them softly, one by one. Jesus intended it to be 

provocative.  

He knew where those feet would go next. He knew torture lay ahead for him. He 

knew some of his friends would flee, running as fast as feet could carry them. Others 

would simply collapse when the weight of the cross kicked up gravel under their 

feet. It was a desperate road ahead. They would need the memory of intimacy, of 

caressed feet. 

He knew, too, that the lamb on which they feasted would be replaced by his own 

flesh and blood. He saw that their table prefigured an altar. And that he would be the 

sacrifice that lay upon it. 

Sometimes you need to go to a place to see the juxtapositions that forge our souls. 

Ludlow is such a place. 
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Dancing feet on the Orthodox Easter precede tagged toes of the dead a mere day 

later. A picnic table aside the massacre pit serves as both altar of commemoration 

for the slaughter and Eucharistic table for the feast. 

So it is with our own lives. This holy night marks the juxtapositions with which we 

must contend. Intimacy, sensuous touch nipping at the heels of death. Feast, song 

and dance laid before us on the altars of our lives. One day joy, the next sacrifice. 

One day caresses, the next day battle. 

This is the most intimate night of the Christian year. Tonight, we touch, we hold, we 

eat. And then we strip bare the space that holds us. Tonight we know again the 

juxtapositions that frame our lives. And in the center of them, one love. One love, 

able to hold them all. One love, able to carry us. One love, our guide through the 

darkness. One love, our hope when the feast is gone. One love when the touch is 

missing. One love when our lives are laid bare. One love to the grave. 

One love beyond it, in a life we can now see only in the faintest shards of light in the 

depths of the night where we hope there is more than these juxtapositions. 

One love. 


