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REFLECTIONS ON LIFE: NATURE TALKS TO US STRONGLY ABOUT HOLY WEEK 
            After what, for this area, was a cold winter, eager-beaver Japanese Magnolia blossoms 
burst out, but a mid-February freeze killed the new blossoms. A few weeks later, the eager-
beaver blossoms, that always precede their leaves, burst forth again. This time, they did not 
freeze but blanketed all the trees of their kind in the area. The only other harbinger of spring was 
the singing of one mourning dove a few weeks before, followed later by that of a solitary mocking 
bird.  
            Indian Hawthorn bushes on both sides of the sidewalk leading to Holy Ghost rectory’s main 
entrance seemed to explode with loud-white flowers. However, upon close inspection, many of 
the flowers belonged to interloper blackberry bushes whose sticker-laden branches have laced 
much of the Indian Hawthorn and slightly preceded them in blooming. The sight took me back to 
Holy Week of 1944 in Bay Saint Louis, Mississippi when, as a lad of 14, several seminarians and I, 
returning from a hike, feasted delightedly on ripe dewberries along Dunbar Avenue. The 
dewberries always ripened a couple of weeks ahead of the blackberries. 
 
            Surrounded by such delights, we thrilled also to other heralds of spring and Easter, such 
as the grape-like bunches of purple wisteria flowers dangling from the tall pines along Dunbar 
Avenue. The intoxicating smell of their delicate perfume saturated the atmosphere for about a 
mile along their bewitching trail. This was an annual thrill until Hurricane Camille destroyed all 
the big pine trees on August 17, 1969. Like a lost orphan, I searched in vain for the wisteria 
blossoms in 1970.  
 

Each year about this time, be on the lookout for other signs that Holy Week is drawing 
near, like the curious legend of the redbud tree, aka the Judas tree. Judas Iscariot was the only 
apostle not from Galilee. Iscariot means “man from Kerioth.” Since the redbud tree is known as 
“the tree from Kerioth,” it became associated with Judas Iscariot. A legend has it that Judas 
hanged himself on a redbud tree. So for centuries the Cercis siliquastrum has been called the 
“Judas tree.” The legend goes on to say that, as Judas hung on the tree, the tree’s white flowers 
blushed and turned red because the tree was ashamed that the betrayer of Christ died on it. 
Although the origin of this legend is unknown, many Israeli gardens, e.g., Neot Kedumim and 
the Jerusalem Botanical Garden, associate the Cercis siliquastrum with Judas Iscariot.  

 
            Holy Week has another fascinating arrival seen throughout the wilds of the countryside, 
bringing to life once more The Legend of the Dogwood: 

At the time of the crucifixion, the dogwood had reached the size of the mighty oak tree. 
So strong and firm was its wood that it was chosen as the timber for Jesus' cross. 
                To be used for such a cruel purpose greatly distressed the dogwood. While nailed upon 
it, Jesus sensed this, and in his compassion said. "Because of your pity for my suffering, never 
again shall the dogwood tree grow large enough to be used for a cross. Henceforth, it shall be 
slender, bent and twisted, and its blossoms shall be in the form of a cross: two long and two short 
petals. 



                "In the center of the outer edge of each petal will be the print of nails. In the center of 
the flower, stained with blood, will be a crown of thorns so that all who see it will remember."  
 

Some, but not most, flowers are in bloom at the same season of the year. At this particular 
time of the year, in massive gardens such as 65-acre Bellingrath Gardens in Theodore, 14 miles 
southwest of Mobile, Alabama, one can view the greatest variety of flowers simultaneously on 
spectacular display around the country. On their last leg, camellias are making their final cold-
weather blooms while the buds of splashy azaleas peek out into newly awakening spring days. 
The bridal wreath (spirea) is in its glory, as are magnolia grandiflora, red tip photinia, Easter lilies, 
St. Joseph Lilies (Amaryllis) and magnolia Virginiana (sweetbay). 

 
A dark-green, even-leaved, handsome shrub that might top out at seven feet, the banana 

magnolia is in a class by itself. Its beautiful, oval flowers, approximately the size of the first joint 
of your digital finger, have the tantalizing fragrance of ripe bananas that is even stronger than 
that of real bananas. Creamy ivory in color shot through with dashes of strong reddish, brownish 
near the top, the little beauties are a sight to behold and a singular joy to smell. They remain as 
buds in shape.  

 
The winter’s end signaled the stirring of ponds with their beautiful guppies, minnows and 

other marine creatures that gripped and fascinated us teenagers endlessly, especially during the 
Great Silence of Good Friday which all of nature conspired to put in its own holy context and 
solemn reverence. I would not trade those precious memories for gold, gems or any legal tender. 
In fact, those memories live on in every Holy Week and our reliving of the Passion of the Christ. 

 
After the cruel winter of the passion, crucifixion, death and burial of Jesus, Mother Nature 

reminds us through new buds, blooms and many shades of green that hope springs eternal 
throughout nature and supernature. 
 
 
--  
"God is love, and all who abide in love abide in God and God in them."   (1 John 4:16) 
 


