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My grandfather was a lovely man, but he was aware of the price of everything. Occasionally, as I buy a chocolate bar or a packet of crisps I can hear him say “what 10 bob for that”!
On the other hand my grandmother, who was even more wonderful, stewarded the housekeeping money with enormous skill and often slipped me a green pound note or even 2 with the words “Don’t tell your grandad”. On one occasion she took me to the botanical gardens in the northern town where they lived, simply known as ‘The Botanic’    and afterwards for a drink and a cake in a tea shop….with the phrase ‘don’t tell your granddad’’. I enjoyed the cake……but I couldn’t keep my mouth shut could I?
Here we are …Another Holy Week. …another anticipation of the air warming……the days lengthening….summer to come…..But before the chocolatefest of Sunday, the Church invites to travel this journey of pain, to relive this story of horror. -  To be reminded that our baptism is about death as well as resurrection. Whenever I sign a child, or indeed an adult, with the sign of the cross I want people to see it not just aa a sign of being made Christian, not only a sign of being marked as Christs own, but a sign of horror…..”James”  or “ Susan” ….”Hello wake up…..This is how much God loves you”.
What are we to do with our reading tonight? This story….it begs so many questions. It has kept theologians busy for centuries and whilst it is good ask questions……read bible and ask questions always …. I wonder if it is even more important to allow it to ask questions of us.
Perhaps also it is enough just to be. We had a debate about admitting children to communion at the PCC in a little village church in mid Devon and someone said ‘we shouldn’t’ because “they won’t know what they are doing”. I was tempted to say “well do you know what you are doing”
So, as we explore this passion story again in Luke, it is important simply to allow ourselves to be in the story and this evening as was readd a section headed in my Bible ‘The Institution of the Lord’s supper’, it is perhaps good to be reminded that, whilst we do not always know the answers, we are given food for the journey
If there is lots I don’t know or fully understand, this evening if there is a particular challenge. What on earth do we make of Judas.?
Of course, there is a straightforward story. A bit risky to grab Jesus in front of a big crowd of followers, better to take him in a quieter moment. Judas was aware of Jesus movements. Judas could earn his 30 pieces of silver by leading the arrest party to Jesus in a quiet place.
But somehow the money doesn’t feel like enough of an explanation.  What were Judas’ motives? Why was it significant that Jesus was betrayed? Why was the betrayal by means of a kiss and not a pointed finger? What became of Judas? – we are told, without any judgement, just matter of fact, that he ended his own life, but what of his eternal destiny? So much we don’t know. So much the Gospel writers choose not to tell us.
I have been confronted with my own hypocrisy often enough to know that pointing the finger is a bit of a mug’s gam. We do need to name that down through history there has been a tendency to link the betrayal that Judas carried out with the Jewish people. It has been an excuse for persecution, and we need to call it out. Even as I searched images online of a picture to portray this event, so many had exaggerated caricatured supposed Jewish features.
Perhaps it is enough for us to know that there was betrayal that Holy week. That Jesus shared the last supper and prayers in the garden was compelled, tried and suffered agony, knowing that he was betrayed. The story of this great week of our faith carries a story of betrayal.
And as my story and your story meets this Jesus story, maybe betrayals in my own life come to mind……or the betrayal of a loved one……How could they? Am I really called to forgive that – is it even possible? 
Or maybe in the dark corners of our conscience is an act of betrayal we carried out….against another…..against our self….against God.
And maybe in this great week we are called afresh to our baptism and that mark of the cross. At the beginning of Lent it is a mark of ash…’remember that you are dust and to dust you shall return. This great week it is the mark of something else…..’This is how much God loves you…….whatever your story…….this is how much God loves his hurting world’
And week by week …this other sacrament of Eucharist is to sustain us as we journey on
A moment of quiet
St Teresa of Avila once said “God I don’t love you….I don’t want to love you….but I want to want to love you.”
Maybe we can say “Lord I don’t forgive myself….or another….. I don’t want to embrace forgiveness……But maybe I want to want to embrace forgiveness.
A moment of quiet and then a prayer


Where are you going Lord?
I’m going to Bethlehem to be born as a child 
Lord let me come too

Where are you going Lord?
I’m going to Nazareth to grow as a boy
Lord let me come too

Where are you going Lord?
I’m travelling thorough Galilee, to see life while I’m young
Lord let me come too

Where are you going Lord?
I’m going to Jerusalem to face life like an adult
Lord let me come too

Where are you going Lord?
I’m stretching pout my arms on a cross for you 
Lord let me come too

Adapted from Giles Harcourt & Melville Harcourt:  ‘Short Prayers for the Long Day’
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Tuesday Luke 22 39-53
Come with me back to the mid-1970s, 1975 I think. It’s a pleasant summer’s day in North West London and I am sitting in the echoing hall outside the Headmaster’s study. The practice is for form teachers to send a couple of people with a fantastic end of term report and a couple of people with a rubbish one to face the Head, either for a pat on the back or a kick up the backside. Eventually I am called in. Unbeknown to me, my eccentric as a box of frogs form teacher has decided to send a couple of us from the bland middle of the pack for a change - Just to see what happened!
The Head sits behind his vast desk, looks with a puzzled expression at my report and then at me. “Well, this is a perfectly satisfactory report Sourbut, have a good holiday on the strength of that. Thank you for coming” …..Which clearly meant “go away” .   I walk swiftly across the room and then the problem begins in the shape of a highly polished brass doorknob. No matter how I try, my palm simply would not grip it. In the end I have to get my handkerchief out. Sweat and brass doorknobs are a slippery combination.
We sweat when we exercise……we sweat when we are nervous. We sweat when we are under stress. In his anguish Jesus prayed more earnestly and his sweat became like great drops of blood falling on the ground.
About 10 years ago I went with Bishop Michael and a group of curates on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land. We got soaked at the top of the Mount of Olives It was a cheapie out of season deal and Jerusalem can be bleak in January. We huddled into the Church of Dominus Flevit where supposedly Jesus caught sight of Jerusalem laid out before him and wept “if you, even you had only recognised this day the things that make for peace but now they are hidden from your eyes”. 
On another occasion Matthew reports Jesus as saying “Jerusalem, Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets and stones those who are sent it. How often have I desired to gather your children together as a hen gathers her brood under her wings and yet you were not willing”


At the foot of the steep descent, attended by coach loads of tourists from many nations , is a garden. The background noise is of heavy traffic skirting the stunning but still troubled city. The garden it contains a massive Olive Press. Our Palestinian guide explains that just as the massive stones squishes the oil out of the olives so Jesus wrestled here in the press in the garden and the sweat was pressed from him. “Father if you are willing, remove this cup from me…….yet not my will but yours”.
It's easy to think that Jesus was superhuman, but he is shown to us here as a human who sweats. After a long run my running t shirt is really not nice to know. If Jesus went home to mum at this point, I think his robe would be in the wash before long. “Here’s your father’s old one, wear that while we get this sorted out” 
Jesus is strengthened by an angel but only so that the emotional wrestling match can continue……’In his anguish ….he prayed more earnestly’.
He is alone now. The disciples are only a stone’s throw away, but they are sleeping because of grief. That phrase always puzzled me until I hit my own moment of immediate loss and deep grief. You sleep out of exhaustion and because there is only so much harsh reality you can take in ….and you hope that you will wake up to discover that the nightmare is just that, a dream.
I have stopped using the phrase “Man up” but I do occasionally tongue in cheek encourage a colleague to “human up”. This is a very human struggle for Jesus - Appearance of encouraging angel or not. He wants the next bit of the journey to go away and he wants to do his fathers will and those two are somehow incompatible.
Where am I in the story and where are you.?
With the disciples trying to block it out, yes sometimes. Sometimes I block life out with retail therapy, a glass of wine, rubbish TV, being busy. Jesus urges his disciples to be present and we are invited to be present this Holy Week too.
Perhaps some of us are wrestling with an inevitability……and we want to dull the pain……to deny it.
Perhaps some of us are still scarred by a very real part of our story. It revisits us from time to time, our own Olive press moment. I wonder if our part is simply to be and to see and to hear……’We do not have a great high priest who is unable to sympathise with our weakness’ say the writer to the Hebrews, ‘but we have one who in every sense has been tested as we are’.
I can’t explain. The Holy week story is not an instruction book. But there is surely something here for those who have experienced the humiliation of public pain and those who endure hidden secret……furtive pain. And for those of us who watch Clive Myrie in Kiev looking more drawn each night and think ‘How much more’?
Jesus sweated in the wilderness heat. Jesus sweated in the carpenter’s workshop. Jesus sweated in the agony of inner torment and anticipation of Gethsemane...And in bread and wine he meet us who are sweating flesh and blood too. 
Some time ago, in my fury at life not working out the way I had planned it……(the words of hymns wound me up…..the encouragement to give thanks in all circumstances fell on deaf ears)…….but the physical act of walking forward and holding my hands out for bread was all I could do to say ‘Yes’ to God…..whatever that meant. 
After a short silence - I am going to use part of a prayer by Anna McKenzie - words of one who was part of the persecuted church in South America when things turned very nasty in Chile in the 1970s….
As well as our own sweaty moments of anguish we hold before God unfolding outrage and tragedy in Ukraine……
So I use it for them, but also for me and for you

We did not want it easy God,
But we did not contemplate
That it would be quite this hard,
This long, this lonely.

So, if we are to be turned inside out, and upside down,
With even our pockets shaken,
just to check what's rattling
And left behind,
We pray that you will keep faith with us,
And we with you,
Holding our hands as we weep,
Giving us strength to continue,
And showing us beacons
Along the way
To becoming new.

We are not fighting you God,
Even if it feels like it,
But we need your help and company,
As we struggle on.
Fighting back
And starting over.

So we pray
Lord have mercy
Christ have mercy
Lord have mercy
[bookmark: _Hlk100500097]Amen 



Wednesday Luke 22 54-65
As a teenager I was pretty good at faking illness in order to avoid any physical activity. A few years ago, in a belated mid-life crisis, I discovered the gym and running and recently a great St Thomas invention called Freemoovement (exercises in the park) which has even spread now across the river to the heathen lands of Heavitree Pleasure Ground. 
From being cross country phobic, I now pay good money to run.
But more than once I have signed up for a race in a moment of enthusiasm, set off too fast, my eye on a time I wasn’t ever going to reach, only to hit the wall part way through and inwardly proclaim “This is the stupidest thing ever did…no way am I ever going to do this again.” 
There are 2 people inside me. One who loves it . When I run, like Eric Liddell “I feel His pleasure” and one who hits pain barriers and changes my mind.
I don’t’ know about you, but I know that I am indeed 2 people about faith too. One wants to sing that old hymn ‘All to Jesus I surrender all to him I freely give…..I surrender all …All to thee my precious saviour I surrender all’.  And another part of me acts very differently…….
I like people to like me. I’m afraid they will think I am a religious nutcase. I worry about whether there is enough money to retire….I get indignant when people seem to ignore me or trample over me.  I care about the planet, and I also complain about the price of petrol. I preach generosity and sometimes I am mean. 
The Jesus demand just sometimes feels too much.
Frederick Beuchner writes …
“If the world is sane, then Jesus is mad as a hatter and the Last Supper is the Mad Tea Party. The world says, ‘Mind your own business’, and Jesus says, ‘There is no such thing as your own business’. The world says, Follow the wisest course and be a success, and Jesus says, ‘Follow me and be crucified’. The world says, ‘Drive carefully - the life you save may be your own’ - and Jesus says, ‘Whoever would save his life will lose it, and whoever loses his life for my sake will find it’. The world says,’ Get’ and Jesus says, ‘Give’. In terms of the world's sanity, Jesus is crazy as a coot, and anybody who thinks he can follow him without being a little crazy too is labouring less under a cross than under a delusion”. 
Frederick Beunchner; The Faces of Jesus

Of course, this is nothing new. Being two people I mean. 
St Paul expresses his own battle: “For I do not do the good I want, but the evil I do not want is what I do”. 
 This seems to be part of the average human experience, but to be useful I do need to come to terms with it.
My 94 year old father keeps asking when I am going to write a book……the answer is never, but if I did I would call it “Limping towards the Kingdom with feet of clay”.
Some of us follow a pattern a bit like this
We can start off seeing ourselves as mini saviours, rescuers who fight for right and care for all. Then cold reality of disappointment and exhaustion (because it is more difficult than it looks) leaves us disillusioned and the disillusionment can lead to us feeling persecuted and self-righteous and even cynical. clergy can be the worst – present company excepted of course.
Simon Peter, the rock on which Christ I is to build his church is full of enthusiasm and bluster……He’s with Jesus ok …he’s the right hand man…”ME and Jesus ….we are like this”…     ”Lord I am ready to go with you to prison and to death’. 
It’s easy to demonise Judas and even easier to patronise Peter…’…dear dear impetuous Peter. Still his heart is in the right place isn’t it?’
Actually, if he was on the average PCC, I think he probably would be a right pain, but feeling good about ourselves by patronising others can be a besetting sin of the Church. And most importantly, Jesus has his eye on Peter.

. 

Jesus seems able to read people…and to love them just the same. Jesus can read Peter, but he wants Peter to be able to read himself. You see self-awareness, knowing our vulnerabilities as well as our strengths is an important life skill and an especially important skill for a disciple of Christ. “I tell you Peter. The cock will not crow this day until you have denied three times that you know me.”
And it would not be long
The mocking and the beating has not yet begun in earnest, but nevertheless Jesus has been led away and taken to the house of the high priest …….
First it’s the servant girl….” Hey, he was with him”
Then someone else “Hey you are one of them, that Jesus lot”
Then another. ”Surely you are with him, you’ve got a really broad Galilean accent”
 And three times Peter denies.
And Jesus looks. 
What was that look? I so wish we had the stage directions… ‘And he (Peter) went out and wept bitterly’
We know of course that the other side of Holy Week and Resurrection Day Jesus makes a point of asking Peter three times if he loves him and three times commissions him with work to do. We know that he is indeed the rock on which Jesus’ Church is to be bult. But only after he has come face to face with himself. Only after death and resurrection
Why might we turn away from Christ? It may be from a mistaken assumption that he doesn’t want us to live life to the full. It may be because we are tempted to follow something else. It may be because it all becomes such hard work somehow. It may be because I am trying to be someone I am neither made nor called to be. 
As life goes on, I think that there are more and more things that I don’t know. But one thing I am pretty sure of is that we are called to integrity. To be real before the God who knows everything about us and looks on us with eyes of compassion and love.


Let us Pray 

I am two people; and one is longing to serve thee utterly, and one is afraid. 
O Lord, have compassion upon me.
I am two people; and one will labour to the end, and one is already weary. 
O Lord, have compassion upon me.
I am two people; and one knows the suffering of the world, and one knows only his own. 
O Lord, have compassion upon me.
And may the Spirit of the Lord Jesus Christ fill my heart and the hearts of all men everywhere.

Adapted from a prayer by Austen Williams (1912-2001), Vicar of St. Martin-in-the-Fields (1956-1984)




