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Sometimes when I ponder the events that lead up to the crucifixion of Jesus, I find my mind drawn to 
questions around how we define success.  As I look at this morning’s reading from John’s gospel, I 
think about the religious leaders and local police who brought Jesus before the High Priests, Annas 
and Caiaphas.  I think about Pilate, the disciples, and I think about Jesus.   
 

I wonder-- did the religious leaders of the day consider themselves successful in their mission when 
they saw Jesus crucified, dead and buried?  Did they see the people’s response to Jesus’s words and 
actions as so threatening that the best and only solution they could see was to have him crucified?  
Did they think that they had saved their people from being deceived by a charlatan whose words and 
actions would bring Rome down on all their heads? Years later, when they looked back on that night, 
would they consider their words and actions had been successful? 
 

I wonder—did Pilate consider himself successful in the way he responded to the crisis that came 
before him that night.  When he remembered the angry contingent of Jewish leadership and local 
police appearing at his door with that Galilean preacher in their grips—when he recalled their 
ridiculous and, to Roman eyes, irrelevant, charges against him, did he consider he had acted 
prudently in giving in to the demands that Jesus be crucified?  How did he reconcile, “I find no basis 
for a charge against this man” with, “Take him yourselves and crucify him.”  Years later, if he 
bothered to look back on that night, perhaps not so different from many others, I wonder if he thought 
to himself, “It was my job to keep the peace.  It was for the best.” 
 

I wonder about those first disciples… those faithful followers who scattered into the night as Jesus 
had said they would.  And especially, I wonder about Peter…as he remembered telling Jesus he 
would lay down his life for him... and then Jesus’ words,  “Before the cock crows, you will deny me 
three times.”  Years later, when Peter and the other disciples looked back on that fateful night, how 
would they understand it?  Did they consider their words and actions on that night, in some strange 
way for the best?”    
 

Finally, I wonder about Jesus—did Jesus consider it a success when he was arrested, bound and 
taken before the religious authorities, and before the local Roman governor?  Did he think he had 
been faithful—that he had made the right choice to journey to Jerusalem for Passover knowing there 
was a death warrant out against him?  Did he consider himself a success … that he had fulfilled his 
mission… that he had lived out his destiny, even as he was led away to be crucified?   
 

That night, that brief moment in time, was a turning point—a crossroads in one way or another, for 
each one who participated in the events that took place on the day we have come to know as Good 
Friday.   
 
What strikes me as I look at the words and actions of those who were a part of the dramatic unfolding 
events of that night, is that everyone-- everyone, except Jesus was in one way or another motivated 
by fear.   
 

The religious leaders were afraid that if they didn’t get Jesus silenced, their leadership would be 
undermined, there would be unrest amongst the people, they would attract the attention of Rome, and 
ultimately they would all be crushed.  The best they could hope for was to keep their people under 
control, to ‘keep the peace,’ so they wouldn’t draw the attention and ire of their Roman overlords.   
 

Pilate was afraid that if the Pharisees were to go to Caesar charging that he had failed to take a hard 
line against an insurrectionist claiming to be king, that his position, power, prestige, privilege, and 
perhaps even his life would be in jeopardy.  Better to keep those religious fanatics satisfied and 
quiet—wiser to allow them some sense of authority in their own realm, so that ill reports of him would 
not reach the emperor’s ears and bring down the wrath of Rome upon him.    
 



The disciples were afraid for their lives!  They were shocked, disoriented and confused.  What would 
they do now?  Jesus had stopped Peter from acting to either protect him, or to resist those who had 
come to take him away on that night.  The disciples must have felt helpless, hopeless… terrified.  In 
spite of all Jesus’ warnings and assurances to them before that fateful night, they could not know 
what their future would look like without Jesus at their side.  They had left their old lives far behind 
when they had taken up with him. What would become of them now? 
 

Jesus stands alone in this cast of character as the one who does not choose his words or actions out 
of a place of fear.  He responds simply, clearly and honestly to the charges against him. The 
previously eloquent and slightly verbose Jesus of John’s gospel is suddenly succinct!  He stands his 
ground with dignity. He does not strike out, blame or shame either, those who oppose him, nor those 
disciples who have abandoned him. Instead, he stands in the confidence and dignity of one who 
ultimately chooses to trust in the goodness of God rather than fear the evils that people might enact 
against him.  Even as he stands vulnerable to the awful mix of domination and fear motivating those 
who plot his death, Jesus stands faithful to his word unarmed and unafraid.  In so doing, he stands as 
a sign of God’s faithful love for and solidarity with those most vulnerable to the terrible machinations 
of those who would use their powers, to use, abuse, and even destroy them.  
 

In the midst of all of these forces coming together in the darkness of this one night… Jesus stands 
alone, and yet not alone, for he knows that in life, in death, in life beyond death, God is with him—for 
he knows without a doubt that the eternal God is the One in whom he lives and moves and has his 
being—the same one whom he knows intimately as Father, ‘Abba,’ Daddy.  Because of these things, 
he is known and proclaimed among us as light, and life, and love in the world.  Because of these 
things, we are given a glimpse of what divine love looks like as it is poured out through this one 
whose faithful vision, vulnerable love, and humble service continue to inspire the world, and folks like 
us to goodness and boldness in our lives.   
 

The vision Jesus lived and proclaimed, he called, The Kingdom or Realm of God.  In so doing, he 
was dubbed a ‘king’—and thus an enemy of the state.  And, perhaps a king he was--- for since that 
night, many have called him The King of their Hearts. I suspect there is no more powerful region in 
which one might reign supreme than in the hearts of people.   
 

So how about us?  Who or what reigns supreme in our hearts?  
 

I would like to share a little bit of Jenny’s Le’s story.  I share this with her permission.  Jenny is our 
new youth leader.  She’s in the next room with our young people.  She is with us for only a few 
months, but already has made it clear to those of us who have spoken with her for any length of time, 
that Jesus is the King of her heart.   
 

Jenny wanted to come to Canada for a few months and had been thinking, exploring her options, and 
praying about what she should do and where she would live.  She had decided to go and live with a 
young family in Vancouver, where she would care for the children, and teach them piano among other 
things.  She would have a place to live and enough money to pay her other expenses and do some 
things she enjoys.  And she was hopeful to find a big church to get involved in with lots of young 
people like herself.   
 

Everything seemed perfect…still, for some reason, she wasn’t feeling quite settled about it, so on the 
day she was set to order her flight to Vancouver, and to let us know she wouldn't be coming to Manor 
Road, she decided to sleep on it.   
 

That night she had a dream.  She saw herself in Toronto.  She had never been to Toronto or seen 
pictures of it really, but in her dream she knew she was walking the streets of Toronto.  When she 
woke up she felt God had shown her in her dream that she was to come here.  Also, a question had 
settled into in her mind.  “Why did she think she needed to be in a big church with lots of young 
people like herself?”  
 



It was time to make a decision.  She didn’t have a place to live in Toronto, and except for this little 6 
hour/week job at Manor Road, she didn’t have a promise of employment.  In addition, MRUC 
definitely was not the kind of church she imagined herself being a part of.  But to her mind, the King of 
her heart had spoken!  Now, she is in Toronto, happily ensconced in her temporary home; amazingly 
working at a full time weekday job; and delighting in the small group of young people she is coming to 
know at MRUC.   
 

The truth is, none of this was assured when she ordered her plane ticket for Toronto, and she was 
honestly a little nervous about the whole thing; but she ordered that ticket anyway--because Jesus is 
the king of her heart, and to do his bidding is her desire.  Do get to know her.  She’s a light shining in 
our midst…. and here for only for a brief few months.      
 
 


