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Palm Sunday Meditation 9th April 2017
Turning points.
The acclamation of the crowds turned to shouts for blood. , Hosanna to the Son of David.  Crucify him. Their hopes for a quick fix Messiah of sword and insurrection dashed. Fear and anger and incomprehension at this man who refuses to play the game.
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time.

And where am I and where are you?

Friendship to betrayal. The disciples, a motley bunch, they would have done anything for their Lord. They have been there all along and sometimes, just sometimes, they have even caught a glimpse of bright- eyed truth. They are the active sort, getting an ass and preparing a room present no problems. But fear and despair are different guests and turn their friendship into the betrayal of absence. 
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time.

And where am I and where are you?

Peter. He tried so hard. I will never leave you Lord. Peter who always has something to say, and now says one sentence too many. The icy jewels of fear stand on his brow. I do not know the man. His raucous mocking accuser greets the betrayal and wrings a salty flood from his sad eyes.
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time.

And where am I and where are you?

Judas whom history so reviles. Why did he sell his Lord whom he loved no less than the rest? Was it fear, fear that the temple, the religion he so revered might prove empty? Other? incomplete in this man’s hands? Did he too want an answer? And so the bitter sweet kiss. The kiss to end all kisses, that sows betrayal at the heart of humankind. Poor Judas.
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time.

And where am I and where are you?

The chief priests and the elders and the Pharisees, their deep suspicion turned to thoughts of murder. To heal the sick and cure the lame, to make the dead to rise does not obey the rules. Questions were being asked and the people, a fickle bunch might follow him and neglect the temple sacrifice and levitical laws. It has been said he talked of a command of love to fulfil the law rather than to abolish it. Fine words indeed. He must be suppressed. And all this talk of resurrection – the stone must be made secure, the stone of status quo, of law not love.
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time.

And where am I and where are you?

Pilate, the governor, the one with the power? He washes his hands, he abnegates responsibility. Anything for a quiet life. Or is it fear that snaps at his heels too. Supposing Rome found out there was the makings of an incident. He eyes his sword, glinting maliciously in the shadows and cowardice sings its siren song in his heart.  They shall have this man with the eyes that look as though they were before time. Not cowardice, you understand, just expediency.
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time.

And where am I and where are you?

The soldiers, each one of them somebody’s beloved son. Humanity exploded into taunting, loveless, mindful cruelty. It is not often they have such a meek wretch on whom to practise their art. And as for the practical task, they have been taught not to feel, professional detachment you understand.
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time.

And where am I and where are you?

And what of Christ himself? No more the active healer and teacher, no more hailed as king, no more stories, no more miraculous feedings, no more raising from the dead just the son of God in all his woundedness, passive, handed over, interrogated, flogged, spat upon and crucified.
And at the turning point, the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole the wine, the blood. Forgiveness, Forgiveness suspended in time.

And yes, we are here, both you and I. In the crowd, in the disciples, in Peter, in Judas, in the chief priests and the elders and the Pharisees, in Pilate, in the soldiers. We are here.
 And at the turning point the broken bread, the broken body to make us whole, the wine, the blood. Forgiveness suspended in time, Forgiveness in all eternity.
