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Sermon:  Mark (14: 32-72), 15: 1-39, (15: 40-47) (The Passion)

“Simon, are you asleep?  Could you not keep awake one hour?”

Yes, Lord, I slept.  The last hours I would have the chance to be with you, a time when you asked me to keep watch because your soul was troubled, I slept. Yes, I was tired.  But now, you are gone.  And I struggle with why I was unable to be with you, simply to be awake with you that night.
Physically, I should have been able.  I have fished throughout the night, long hours without sleep, hours of hard, sometimes fruitless labor.  Remember the time I fished all night long, and you came and told me to cast the nets one more time.  And I did, and then the work really began.  So many fish, so little rest.  But then I was alive like I had never been before.  The way you made me feel, time after time.

No, I was plenty strong enough.  There was more.  I think it was the sorrow, Lord.  Sorrow over your predictions; sorrow over your words for us.  It began with that woman at Simon the leper’s house, who anointed you with that expensive oil.  We scolder her for wasting money that could have been given the poor.  Then you scolded us, saying she was preparing you for burial.  After this there was our Passover meal, and instead of celebrating you spoke of bread as your body broken, and wine as your blood.  And later, on the Mount of Olives you said all of us would fall away.  When I protested, you said I would deny you three times.  I told you, “Never, I will die with you.”  But you didn’t believe me.  These words, these predictions, sapped my spirit from me.  My strength failed and I could do no more than sleep.  You knew I would fail you Lord.  You knew.

We are all Peter.  We have all abandoned others; we have all abandoned Christ through exhaustion.  Physically, emotionally, we overextend.  Until nothing is left for love.

“Judas, would you betray the Son of Man with a kiss?”

Yes, Lord, I betrayed you.  I’m not even sure why.  The money?  Yes, money was important to me.  I was entrusted with the money of all the disciples because I knew how to handle it.  But there was more.  You didn’t trust me Lord.  You confronted me, in front of all the others, at our Passover meal.  And you seemed so intent on dying.  All our sacrifice, all the abuse we suffered, all we left behind, it was all for nothing.  I meant nothing to you.  There was no Kingdom of God to come, no return of David’s glory.  I thought I had known you, but I was wrong.

So I betrayed you, Lord.  Yes, with a kiss.  And then, later, I came to understand what I had done.  I was devastated, Lord.  I tried to undue what I had done, I gave back the money, I declared your innocence.  But they laughed at me.  No one can understand the pain I felt Lord.  It was indescribable; I could no longer live with the pain, so I killed myself.  You knew I would betray you Lord.  You knew.
We are all Judas.  We have all betrayed others, we have all betrayed Christ.  We sell you short, Lord; we trade your love and your promises for our own wants and desires.  We feign friendship with a kiss, but go after everything the world seeks.  Money, control, condemnation.
“Before the cock crows twice, you will deny me three times.”
Yes, Lord, I denied you.  When the cock crowed, you looked at me.  And I remembered what you had said.  Why, Lord?  It was fear.  The guards spit on you.  They covered your face so you could not see and they beat you.  “Prophesy!” they said.  I had seen men crucified.  How they were beaten, sadistically, by the guards.  Nailed to a cross through wrists and feet.  And raised up to die.  A long, slow, agonizing death.  Raw fear.  You knew I would deny you Lord.  You knew.
We are all Peter.  When we are afraid, really afraid, we deny.  Even when it is just money, or just a job, it is not just money, just a job.  It is our money, our job.  And we deny our responsibility to Christ, to the poor, to those who really suffer.  We see their eyes, we turn away, we stop giving.  We are paralyzed, we watch, but from a distance.
“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”

Yes, Jesus.  Yes, my beloved, my chosen one, my only begotten.  Yes, you sought me and did not find me.  Even seeing your suffering on the cross was nothing compared to hearing your cry, “Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani.”  What father could stand hearing his son cry out, “Where are you, Father?  Why have you left me alone?”
This was the one suffering, the one abandonment that I could not reveal to you.
It was for them, Son.  They needed to know that you had suffered in every way that they had.  The worst physical suffering, betrayal and abandonment by friends, shame and torture before your mother.  But there remained one trial many of them would experience that you could not otherwise know.  To doubt my presence.  To wonder as to my existence.  To lack any assurance of my love.  These words of yours from the cross were words they needed to hear.  These are the words of salvation for all.  And these were the words of your release.
It was only then I could bring you home.
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