
If I can be honest with you all for moment, I must confess that I am numb and

desensitized to Jesus’s crucifixion and death this year. I am not fazed by it. It is not giving me

pause the same way it has before. I even find that John’s telling of Jesus’s crucifixion and death

push me deeper into a sense of detachment towards it all. Unlike the other Gospels, in John’s

version of the story, Jesus obediently and willingly goes to the cross and dies. John leaves no

room for doubt that Jesus is in control of the whole situation. Jesus meets the soldiers and the

Pharisees because he knows all that will happen to him. Jesus tells Peter ‘am I not to drink the

cup that the Father has given me?’ We see that as Pilate is questioning Jesus, Jesus is actually

questioning Pilate. Jesus carries his own cross. Jesus asks for the sour wine. Jesus announces it is

finished and then gives up his spirit. I find myself detached and desensitized to this image of

Jesus seemingly so in control of his horrific death when I think about all of the death that has

been happening in a way that feels so out of control. Perhaps you feel similarly, and it is easy to

understand why.

We have over 540,000 people in the United States alone who have died from Covid-19. It

can be hard to imagine this number, so let me put it this way…if we offered one second of

silence for each of those 540,000 plus people, we would be silent for seven days. Talk about

death that is out of control. Hate crimes against all people of color are on the rise, but particularly

hate crimes against Black and Asian people. There has been video after video splayed across

television and social media of the deaths of Black and Asian people, to the point where it can

feel like a spectacle. Talk about death that is out of control. There are the funerals we haven’t

had, the six feet apart condolences that don’t always feel like enough, and the planning of

services that maybe left us feeling more hollow than whole. Death that is out of control.



So instead I find myself thinking about the disciples and about Mary the Mother of Jesus

and wondering about how they felt that night, recognizing that they too had lost all notion of

control. I wonder if the only sense of control Peter felt he had was to focus on his own

self-preservation, perhaps he did it consciously, perhaps his brain was so overwhelmed with what

was happening, he didn’t even know what he was saying. Did Mary even register who was

standing next to her in the midst of her personal chaos? Did the shouts of “crucify him”

relentlessly echo in the minds and memories of the disciples in the next days? They are watching

God die. They are watching the Messiah die. How does an immortal God die? Shouldn’t the

Messiah have brought chaos and confusion to the Roman occupiers, but instead they seem to be

having their way with him?

It has been over a year in a global pandemic. It has been lifetimes and centuries of

oppression and discrimination towards those at the margins of our world. Shouldn’t there be a

sense of order or hope, instead of just chaos and confusion? Beloved, here is your God, dead on a

cross. Jesus, here is your world, it killed you. It makes no sense. Jesus, here is your world, it

killed you, and yet you still love it, you love us, Jesus loves you. Beloved, here is your God, dead

on a cross, knowing all of your pain, all of your doubt, all of your anger, all of your sadness.

From death that is out of control we hear the words “it is finished.” In his last words Jesus speaks

to us the promise that all things are God’s, and that God’s word is the final word on all things.

Our world feels chaotic, and it is finished. God has died, and it is finished. You are loved and it is

finished. Here is the world. Here is your God. And it is finished. Amen.


