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Three years ago about this time, Richard Muir and I met for coffee and talked about gathering a 

group that might be willing to wrestle with the hard issues of our faith, folks who would be 

willing to share their doubts and fears around questions of doctrine and belief and to struggle 

with the real cost of discipleship ………what it really means to be a follower of Jesus Christ. The 

title of the group is Thinking Outside the Box…………..and I am here to tell you that we do a whole 

lot of that………….you see, we’ve found a safe place to be provocative, to blurt out our unbelief, 

to say outrageous things around that table in the library and still be welcome the next month. 

And, instead of being a crowd that keeps tearing at the foundations of our belief system, I have 

found that we are building a deeper faith, a stronger platform for theological reflection and 

forming a group who really care deeply about one another. 

 

During Lent, we examined the book, 3ÏÌɯ+ÈÚÛɯ6ÌÌÒȮɯ6ÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÚ×ÌÓÚɯ1ÌÈÓÓàɯ3ÌÈÊÏɯ ÉÖÜÛɯ)ÌÚÜÚɀɯ%ÐÕÈÓɯ

Week in Jerusalem, by Marcus Borg and John Dominic Crossan. It was a powerful account of Jesus’ 

confrontation with both Roman imperial power and the complicity of the temple authorities to 

oppress the people, to keep them impoverished. It also told a story of the failure of 

discipleship……how Jesus despaired of his friends during those final days……that they didn’t 

get it and then they abandoned him when he needed them most. Each one played a part in his 

passion………as we do, this week and every Holy Week.. What, then, I ask you, will your 

response be, during this most holy of weeks leading to the cross, the tomb, and the Resurrection? 

What part will each one of us play in the Passion Gospel? 

 

I don’t know about you but I can imagine myself as so many of the players in this extraordinary 

drama. 

 

I have been Peter and denied my God at least three times. I have been Judas and betrayed Christ 

for politics and money. I have been Barabbas, the thief who was freed, and did not have to face 

the consequences of my own iniquity I have certainly been among the women who followed 

Jesus from Galilee and looked on in horror at his violent crucifixion………albeit it, from a safe 

distance. I have also been one of the women at the empty tomb, still looking for my Lord, aching 
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with grief. I have been Pilate’s wife hearing dreams that tell me that God is among us. I have 

been Pilate and washed my hands of situations where I should have spoken out for what I knew 

in my heart was injustice. I have been the thief on the cross crying out for God’s loving mercy in 

my agony. I have prayed with Christ and fallen asleep either literally or by still staying 

unconscious to the present moment. I could not keep awake even one hour for my Christ. 

 

I have sat at table with Jesus, shared many a meal with him. He has washed my feet as a gesture 

of hospitality and humility. I have walked with him, sung hymns with him, heard him preach 

and teach, and watched him heal with a tender touch, an exhortation or a prayer. I have publicly 

declared him as my Savior in front of large groups of people. I have defended him to others. I 

have wiped his brow. I have spat on him and mocked him by my actions. I have given false 

witness against him by making my plan his plan. I have been the centurion at his death and 

finally recognized him in the lives of so many only after they have died. I have been Joseph of 

Arimathea and found a resting place for my God. I have been Nicodemus coming to him secretly 

at night and speaking out for him in ways that would still keep me safe. I have been Mary 

Magdalene in the garden, searching for him and not recognizing him. I may even have been 

Simon of Cyrene and carried his cross for brief periods of time. 

 

Each year at this time, I contemplate whether or not I would be strong enough or brave enough 

or faithful enough to stand the humiliation and suffering and abandonment to be actually 

crucified as Jesus was. But then I realize that I will never have to, for it has been done for me. 

Christ’s death has allowed me to have life, new life, eternal life. Thanks be to God! 

 Now it’s time to put it to you…………which part will you play this week? 

 

Amen. 


