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In the middle or fourth book of seven in the Harry Potter series, Voldemort, the most evil wizard 
of all time, once thought destroyed, is reborn to wreak his vengeful havoc on an unprepared 
world. 

In the middle or second of the first three Star Wars movies, Han Solo is frozen is carbonite, Luke 
Skywalker has his hand cut off, and Darth Vadar reveals his fatherhood in a bid to consolidate 
the power of darkness to rule the galaxy. 

If those references don’t resonate with you then please recall high school English and the third or 
middle scenes of Macbeth, Hamlet, or King Lear or Julius Caesar. 

Any epic will tell you that it is darkest before the dawn but there is something more un-nerving 
in the passion of Jesus than dramatic convention. 

Part of that is the historical nature of this story. A Gospel is not a history nor is it biography but it 
is the telling of a story based on historical events and involving people who were as real as you 
and I. We hear the death of Jesus and, knowing how it will turn out in the end we may be 
inclined, even with its graphic depictions, to think of redemptive deaths that soften the impact. 
We may want to equate it with the daily accounts this week of baby Kaylee, the newborn girl at 
Toronto ‘s Sick Kids Hospital who appears destined to die and whose parents are committed to 
seeing her relatively healthy heart transplanted into another infant. It appears the death of an 
innocent is inevitable but let there be some good come of it. 

Still, we sense there is something more to the death of Jesus that we can’t quite put our finger on. 
It causes us to shiver in ways we find difficult to explain and we are not comforted by looking to 
the good that may have come from it the way Kaylee’s parents are finding some comfort. At its 
heart this is a deeply disturbing story. 

One wonders if it is the vast array of conspirators that magnifies our horror. We know Jesus was 
crucified but assigning blame is like paying an ancient game of Clue. Was it Pilate in the palace 
with the whip…or the crowd in the courtyard with their hypocrisy? Many played a role. The 
chief priests Anna and Caiaphas clearly escalated the issue. The Pharisees and Sadducees had 
been angling for this for ages. Pilate had the authority to release him but the moral fortitude of a 
slug. The crowd shouted ‘ Hosanna’ days earlier when the famous teacher arrived in Jerusalem 
were now shouting ‘ Crucify. Crucify .’ Would anything have happened without such a swing in 
public opinion? Oh yeah, then there is the delicate matter of Judas. Mmmm. Knowing the nature 
of the one accused makes these waves of assault seem all out of proportion and even if we have 
not faith, our basic sense of fair play is offended by what happened. 



But I wonder if there isn’t one more chilling aspect of this story. One that takes us beyond drama 
and tragedy, beyond the idea of a redemptive death, beyond the forces that conspired to bring 
about the death of Jesus. That is the reality of abandonment. 

A psychologist I met a few years ago told me that the fear of abandonment is one of the deepest 
innate fears human beings exhibit. And that’s one of the heart stoppers of this story, not that the 
enemies of Jesus had a hand in his death but that his friends were impotent if not complicit. 

Evidence of abandonment abounds in the story. It begins with an arrest brought about because 
Judas, one of the twelve, one of the disciples, one of the companions, the students, the helpers 
brings the authorities to Jesus as if three years of collegiality meant nothing. In this act Judas 
separates himself from Jesus, the first of many. 

During that arrest, Peter draws a sword and cuts off the ear of a guard as if he never heard the 
lesson to love your enemies, as if he never absorbed, despite his intimacy with him, the non-
violent nature of Jesus. 

Next as Jesus is in the court of the high priest this same Peter is given three chances to declare 
his association with Jesus, to stand up and say ‘Yeah I am connected to him, what of it?’ but 
instead takes three opportunities to distance himself, to abandon. 

In the so-called trial no one wants to get close to Jesus. The religious authorities, personified by 
the high priests, want Pilate to take care of business and the political authority, in the person of 
Pilate, wants the religious powers to do the same. They have not been attached to him before and 
they are not going to start now. 

In John 19:17 we read the phrase that captures it all as if it were not perfectly obvious by this 
point, “ Jesus was carrying his cross by himself .” There is nothing more true in the entire 
account. He is alone, abandoned, forsaken, by his enemies for sure, but just as so by those closest 
to him. So it is that on the cross without anyone he loves by his side, he is alone in saying “It is 
finished.” It sure is. 

There it lies at the foot of the cross. Everything that separates us one from another and from God. 

The greed of the priests. 

The envy of the Pharisees. 

The brutality of the Romans. 

The shallowness of the crowd. 

The corruption of Pilate. 

The grief of his mother. 



The betrayal of Judas. 

The weakness of Peter. 

The absence of his friends. 

All the things you and I know and experience as the sin and brokenness of the world, greed, 
envy, violence, emptiness, corruption, grief, weakness, absence…these are still the things that 
separate us form one another and separate us from God…and there they are, all piled in a heap at 
the foot of the cross. 

What could mend this fractiousness? 

What could unite this separateness? 

What could heal this brokenness? 

Or maybe the question is who. Stay tuned. 

 


