The price of betrayal…

A silver coin – currency that could influence, tempt, and that represented possibilities – maybe even freedom…

Here in this story – the price of betrayal.

Money had preoccupied Judas’s thinking and his time – he was the one looking after the purse after all. 

What’s that saying? ‘The love of money, the root of all evil?’

For sure, what was happening here was a matter of pure evil – like Shakespeare – a drama in the dark – exposing the darkness of a heart… - -

Money betrayed Judas, showing where his heart lay – perhaps his frustration with Jesus joining with his revolutionary spirit. Self-sacrifice was definitely not part of his plan.

What betrays me? – What are the things that would deny Christ's call on my life? 

A Zealot – Judas was up for revolution – maybe for forcing change – Judas could go so far with Jesus – perhaps his care for the poor and the outcast – he was probably quite hopeful when he witnessed the outpouring of Jesus passion in the temple. If only they could rule themselves, if only they could overthrow the Romans, if only…if only…if only…

Then the world would be right…

But Jesus knew that social and political change on its own was never going to be enough for anyone – Justice without peace was just not a full enough long term answer to the people’s needs. 

Jesus knew that there was a bigger need – a bigger picture – the need for a spiritual dimension. We needed his life – his salvation. 

Without it, the best intentions fall short and are open to corruption – 

Judas was a classic example of good intentions turned and twisted into something far more selfish and sinister…and where the worst crimes can find justification…where self serving leads to wrong actions – opening the door to the rejection and betrayal of a friend. 

Yet as the shadow of a cross looms in the distance, extravagant love waits in the wings…

Who will you choose?…

“Why don’t you say something? What about all these charges against you?” 

Pilot is walking on a political tightrope and he knows it. 

He takes a calculated risk  - surely the crowd will see the stark difference between this strange would be king and a known murderer?

But Pilot hadn’t taken into account the desperateness of the Jewish leaders and a crowd that could be so easily manipulated.

Any power he felt he had is quickly slipping through his hands.

He knows it’s a frame up – but he has now handed the decision over to the crowd he so badly wants to find favour with. 

He had backed himself into a corner and seeing the potential for a riot releases Barabas.

Pilot recognised Jesus innocence, yet bows to public demand for his execution. 

‘What is truth?’ he asks Jesus during his interrogation. 

Where do we take our stand?  Politics often calls to get our vote – how often do I feel I am swayed by public opinion, by the strength of a manipulative media maybe? 

Even poor Peter, with all his passion, buckled under the pressure of fear and threat.

If I was in that crowd that day, with the powerful voice of my leaders baying for his blood, telling me he was a poison we needed rid of, with the risk involved in 
going against them, Who would I choose?

I find myself in Isaiah’s shoes  (6:5 ) saying, "Woe to me! I am undone, my lips are unclean and I dwell in the midst of a people of unclean lips; for mine eyes have seen the King, the LORD of hosts."

Today we hear an echo in the distance – Joshua to God’s people – 

‘Choose this day who you will serve, but as for me and my house, we will serve the Lord…The people answered, Yes we choose the Lord, for he alone is our God.’
Thorns and nails… …

Thorns known for their sharpness – piercing – poison  - harsh - inflicting sudden, flinching pain - exacting a little poison that pains and irritates long after that first encounter. 

Thorns – a gardener’s nightmare – so unforgiving, so choking, dominating wherever the ground is left poorly tended. To personify them is perhaps to think of a character of self-preservation and attack. 

No wonder then that they were such a fitting form of torture

A fitting crown for a usurper – after all he called himself a king – but nobody wanted his kingship – 

A purple robe, a crown of thorn, a reed in his right hand,

Before the soldiers’ spite and scorn I see my Saviour stand…..

And nails - tools of his trade as a carpenter… solid, for fixing things, for holding things in place, reliable, - a bit like his character – 

But now used as a destructive instrument of torture and execution - 

Jesus has handed himself over to the act of self-sacrifice and death.

And yet…surrendered into his Father’s hands and bidding, nails holding him there are the way to death becoming a seed, which falls to the ground to give birth to the creation of something new…

The gift of new life offered to us - remade for building his kingdom –

A kingdom of righteousness, justice and peace.

The Passion: love’s expense…

As we come to the cross we remind ourselves of John’s Jesus where the cross is both death and glory and where love is at its most extravagant, its most generous, its most amazing. As we rehearse the words of our reflections this week we remember…

 ‘The hour has come’, Jesus had said, ‘for the Son of Man to be glorified.’

The note is triumphant…but we are reminded not to be misled into thinking that the cross is anything other than an instrument of torture and death. 

The victory of Christ is not that he walks over death but through it.

As we stand in our mind’s eye, with the disciples, with his mother, looking up at the cross -  the reality of  this moment is death for Jesus – sacrifice – the candle melted down to nothing as it shares its light.

And why? 

This is love’s expense – generous love – 

True love that detests limits – not measured and costed out – just poured out to the point of vulnerability and abandonment. 

Here is love unconstrained – extravagant love – while we are yet sinners, God loves us and pours himself out for us. 

Love, not considering its own value, but the worth of the beloved.

Here is God: no monarch he,

Throned in easy state to reign;

Here is God, whose arms of love

Aching, spent, the world sustain.

