
 

 

 

 

 

 

Holy Week in Lekubu 

Holy Week has always been one of my most 

favorite times of the year. I personally do not 

like holidays the slightest bit, but the week 

of Easter makes it possible for me to enjoy 

one holiday per year. Most of my years, I 

have spent this week in the Catholic Church I 

was raised in. This year I may be over 8000 

miles away from that little church, and 

exploring my new home within the Lutheran 

Church, but this week is just as powerful as 

ever. So many parts are completely new, like 

walking to the cemetery in the moonlight. 

But, like giving up meat and crying during 

the Good Friday service, some parts stayed 

the same. Many of you may never get the 

opportunity to spend the days of a Holy 

Week in a church such as this. So here is my 

experience within my Setswana speaking 

congregation in the rural South African 

village of Lekubu.  

  

Maundy Thursday 

While relaxing under my tree with a book, 

enjoying the coolness of the approaching 

evening, I hear the ring of the church bells. 

That means the church service will begin 

within an hour. I make my way back home 

and change into my church outfit, and 

stroll up the hill to the Church.  

 

When I get to the church I find a spot. 

Usually somewhere in the middle. Here in 

South Africa it is very common that you 

don’t sit with your family during church 

services.  They split up into different groups 

that they may be a part of. The elders sit in 

the front left. The Sunday school kids 

clump together in the front right. The Young 

Adults League and Church Choir are 

usually with me in the middle. Right behind 

us is the Men’s League. The little ones just 

float around, and everyone keeps an eye on 

them. I mean how great is that? Church is 

about community, and what better way than 

to mix yourself among your community as 

soon as you enter the church? 

 

My church services are a minimum of 4 

hours long and in all Setswana. Even 

though I only understand like 10% of what 

is actually being said, the service is always 

beautiful and touching. Maundy Thursday 

was no exception.  

 
I find myself in a creaky, overcrowded pew. 
The smell of incense fills the church. 

I feel the hot SA sun on my neck. 
It fades away to just a cool breeze. 
The church glows golden yellow, 
As a sea of black and white fabric weave their way to 
and from the altar.  
Every voice singing. Loud and energetic. 

For communion, everyone makes their way 

to the front and kneels down. We go in 

groups, eldest to youngest, males, then 

females. We make our way to the front and 

kneel. This is where we receive a blessing. 

Then we make our way back to our seat. 

After everyone has been blessed, we make our 

way back up for the Body and Blood. 

Whenever people are moving, they are 

accompanied with singing. It is so beautiful.  

 

Good Friday 

Good Friday is always a tough service for 

me to make it through. I always remember 

sitting in a different pew than usual with 

Mom and Stephy. Every year I would be 

brought to tears by the service. This year was 

the same as every other year.  

 
Every seat is filled. 
The voices echo through the village. 
Everyone is clothed in black. 
At three the voices stop. 
We silently exit the church. 
Heels click and feet scuff, 
As we make our way back inside. 
One by one, we lay flowers on the altar. 
Tears begin as I find my way to my seat. 
 

The songs began eventually. But now they 

are much more somber and quiet. Different 

people shared testimonies towards the ending 

of the service. One that really stuck out to 

me was “If God can think so highly of you, 

how can you even doubt that?” On Good 

Friday He proves how much we really mean 

to Him. 



Holy Saturday  

Holy Saturday must not be the most popular 

day of Holy Week here in Lekubu. The 

church was only about half full when I 

arrived. (I was out for a run when the bells 

rang, so I was a little late) Tonight’s sermon 

by my host dad, Moruti Mogale, (Pastor 

Mogale) was very touching. He was 

speaking about Baptism and said “that is a 

date to remember. Instead of celebrating our 

birth date each year, we should celebrate our 

Baptismal dates. That is when we were 

welcomed into our Saviors Family.” I think 

that’s a pretty cool way of looking at it.  

 
I sit alone in my pew. 
There are seats to spare tonight. 
The sounds of birds echo through the tin roof. 
One by one, the children cry. 
Eight children. Ages 3 down to newborn. 
Held over the Baptismal Fount, 
As we welcome another life into our amazing family. 

 

Easter Sunday 

My Easter Sunday started out with a little 

confusion. I was told to meet at the cemetery 

at 5am. My alarm went off at 4, got dressed 

etc. and walked around the corner to the 

cemetery in the moonlight. When I arrived 

there were only a few familiar faces. My 

first thought was, hey it’s dark out, and I’m 

blind at night. The next thing that should 

have warned me was that my host dad was 

nowhere to be found. There are more churches 

in the area than there are pastors so maybe he 

was traveling today. The hymns began and 

the procession started. It wasn’t until we 

passed my church that I realized I was with 

the Anglican Church from deeper within the 

village. Oops. I turned around and made my 

way back home. Where I found my host dad, 

and the rest of the congregation. They had 

originally said 5, but then saw that the other 

congregation was there and decided to wait 

until they were gone. 

 

I joined my fellow congregants and waited 

for another 15 minutes or so before we headed 

over. We stood outside the cemetery and 

sang as the crowd around us continued to  

grow and grow. 

 
Rejoicing voices fill the morning air. 
A star makes its way through the sky, 
Leaving behind a trail of light. 
Candles light every grave site.  
Their glow shines onto the tree in the center. 
 
We process into the cemetery. 
Handheld candles are lit by friends.  
The cemetery mirrors the approaching sun.  
A tomb is covered in white. 
We gather around as the singing grows louder. 
As the tomb is uncovered, flowers are brought forward. 
 
Readings. Prayers. Songs. 
Time continues as the stars fade away. 
The light of a new day approaches. 
Silhouettes of cactus and acacia trees appear. 
The morning songs of the birds begin. 
 With Our Lord, every day is new!  
 

We weave our way out of the cemetery and 

begin our procession towards the church. (I 

know I’m with the right group this time!) 

The church fills quickly, and soon extra 

chairs and benches are brought in.   

 
Sandy shoes make their way down the aisle. 
Not an open seat to be found. 
Songs louder than ever before. 
Sounds of drums, whistles, and flute join in, 
Welcoming Our Savior back home. 
 
The rising sun blasts through the yellow panes. 
The smell of incense fills the church. 
A fog begins to erase the hard edges of the individual. 
We become one.  
A community.  
Together to worship. 
 

Spending Holy Week within the Lekubu 

Lutheran Church was an experience I will 

never forget. I wish I could capture the beauty 

of everything that goes on within this week. 

Everything here is from the eyes of an 

outsider. Yes, I have been here for 6 months 

now, but I still can’t comprehend all of the 

traditions, the culture or the language. To 

quote my favorite song, “I Can Only 

Imagine” what it would be to understand 

completely?  

One day I will! 
  

 

 

A Morena a go boloke 

a go sireletse! 

(May God bless you 

and keep you safe!) 

Joshua Harold 


