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O

ne lazy Saturday afternoon, while walking
down a deserted alleyway, I passed a large pile of
rubbish. I glanced at it; there was a large torn-up sofa,
a few broken chairs, and a smashed computer screen
as well as a whole bunch of garden clippings.

As I passed, my own reflection caught my eye and I
stopped to have a closer look .
There, in between the couch and some of the
clippings, stood a whole full-length body mirror. It
wasn't broken, or even cracked.
It’s frame was made of one piece of solid engraved
wood with some very beautiful patterns on it. It
certainly looked very out of place in this junk heap.
By now I was quite intrigued and reached out to pick
up the mirror. I leaned it against the fence and wiped
away some of the dust that had settled on it.
As I stared, I noticed my reflection in it. My ever-soslightly uneven moustache, longish messed-up curly
hair long overdue for a cut and that annoying
spaghetti stain that just won't leave my jacket.

But today I noticed something new, something I had
never seen before.
The longer I stared, the clearer it became, until I was
amazed that I had not been able to see it before.

It was me, reflecting back at me, but my clothes were
different, and my skin was covered with a thick, waxy
substance from head to toe. I was absolutely covered
in it.
I looked closer and suddenly realized what it was. It
was guilt, I was completely drenched in it, from top to
bottom. Shocked, I tried to scrape globs of it off , but
it just stuck to my hands and made the mess worse.
I tried wiping my face on my shirt but with horror
quickly realized what it was that I was wearing. It was
shame, my shirt and pants, shoes and socks, all
shame.

I realized that in a desperate attempt to cover up
some of my guilt, I must have put on these coverings
of shame.
Just then a terrible thought entered my mind. I
wouldn't be here alone for much longer, soon
someone would come by and see me in all my shame
and guilt, soon they'd realize just how filthy I actually
was.

For the next few minutes, I desperately tried wiping,
scraping, peeling, rubbing and pulling at the guilt, but
every time I removed a layer, another one would ooze
out strong, thick and pungent.
The shame wasn't covering anything either, the guilt
freely oozed out of the fabric and dripped all over the
place around me.

“Here you are young man. Try this.”
I spun around to see an old man with a long white
flowing beard wearing a long, blue robe, carrying a
large stone and metal looking jacket in his hand.
“What is this?” I asked.
“It is religion. Try it.”
I put on the jacket and immediately felt its enormous
weight, and I couldn't move my arms because it was
so rigid.
“How is this going to remove my guilt?,” I asked,
choking as I tried to keep my balance.

“Oh it’s not, it’s just going to make you forget about it
for a bit, while you put your effort into trying to hold it
up.”
I frowned.
Religion was very heavy indeed.
Perhaps the man was right. Perhaps if I was to wear
this, I would forget about my guilt after all.

But as I stood there, desperately trying to stay
upright, I couldn't help but smell the waft of the guilt
that I had. Even though I couldn't see it, for the jacket
wouldn't allow me to look downwards, I knew it was
there, eating away at me.

Finally, in a frustrated fury, I threw down religion and
yelled at the old man, “This didn't help at all. I'm as
guilty and shame-covered as ever!”

The old man stared at me for a moment, shook his
head, turned and left.

“Hey, don’t worry about that guy, maybe you could
give this a try.”
I turned to the other side and saw another man,
younger in appearance, wearing sports shoes and
shorts, in the middle of a jog.
“Who are you?,” I asked.
“I'm good works,” he replied with a smile on his face.
“Do you know how I can remove my guilt?”
“Oh that’s easy,” he chuckled. “All you need to do is
work so hard that you just sweat the guilt away.”
Of course, why didn't I realize that before?
The fear I had been feeling suddenly lifted.
“Why don't you come and run it off with me?” he
smiled. I nodded, and we both began jogging down
the road.

After a few minutes I was getting tired.
“How much longer till it begins working,? “ I asked.
“Oh it’s never going to work at the pace you're going,”
he laughed.
“You're way too slow. You need to go faster.”
I noticed that his smile was gone and he looked
slightly annoyed at me.
“What’s wrong,?” I asked.
“Faster, you’re still too slow!”
I began to run faster and faster.
“I was getting really puffed out but nevertheless I still
tried to go faster.
“You lazy slob! GO FASTER,!” he yelled.
My eyes lurched open in surprise, this was not the
friendly young man that I had seen at first. His face
was bright red as he yelled at me and the veins stuck
out on his neck.
I tried, I tried harder than I have ever tried anything
before in my life, but it was just too hard. The faster I
went, the slower it seemed I was going, and the more
He yelled at me.

“Please,” I puffed, “I can’t go on anymore. I'm too
tired.”
The young man turned to look at me, his face didn’t
show the slightest bit of friendliness anymore, just
anger.

“Fine… you'll never make it.”
He reached out his hand and pushed me off the road.
CRASH!!!

I slid along the ground and came to a stop.
I lay there for a while, not only still covered with guilt
and shame, but now tired and confused and in pain
from my failed attempts.
What was I going to do? I had tried so hard. I had done
everything I could think of.
But it all seemed to be of no use…
I held my head in my hands and began to sob.

“Try this this will wash your guilt away.”
I lifted my head to see an outstretched hand covered
with a thick reddish liquid. As yet I couldn't see who it
belonged to.
“What is that,?” I asked, very hesitant.

“Trust me,” the voice replied.

Very slowly I reached, scooped the liquid out of His
hand, and began to rub it on.
To my surprise, the guilt began to dissolve extremely
quickly.
“I need more.”
The hand returned with more.
Pretty soon I was quite clean except for my stained
clothing. Though the guilt was gone, the shame I wore
was still there, dirty and cold as ever.
“Here, put this on.”
The voice was back again. I looked to see the
outstretched arm holding a pure, clean robe.
“It’s yours if you want it.”
I took the robe and changed into it.

“Give me your old clothes.”

I gave them to Him and suddenly His full body came
into view.
He was now wearing my shame.
As I looked at his body, I noticed bruises and cuts,
gashes and bloody grazes, all over. His back was torn
apart from a severe beating and on His head sat a
crown made of thick netted thorns.
At that moment, I noticed His hands, and I realized
what it was that He had given me to get rid of the
guilt.
It was blood! His blood!

I began to shake as I watched Him pick up a large
wooden cross, and carry it up a mountain side.
Some men with Him grabbed him and threw Him onto
the ground. They fastened ropes around his shoulders
and pulled out enormous nails.

The man cried out in agony as they nailed His hands
and feet onto the cross.
I stared, tears now filled my eyes as the men left,
leaving Him to hang there.
I looked at His body, hanging there. His face was
mutilated and beaten beyond recognition, and his
hands twitched uncontrollably from the damage done
by the nails to His hands.
He was now wearing my shame, and large globs of
guilt still oozed out of it and all over Him.
I looked at myself; I was now completely clean from
the guilt and wearing a robe of righteousness.
Then the man on the cross yelled out in a loud voice,
“It is finished,” and he died.
And then the mirror turned back into me, spaghetti
stain, uneven moustache, and hair in need of a trim.
And as long as I stared and, as deeply as I tried, I
could not find any trace of the guilt or shame that I
had seen before.

It was gone.
Finished.

It was finished.

