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 Then one of the twelve, who was called Judas Iscariot, went to the high priests and said, 

“What are you willing to give me if I hand him over to you?”  And they weighed out thirty pieces 

of silver for him.  And from that moment, Judas looked for a chance to betray him.  

 On the first day of the Feast of the Matzot Bread, the students came to Jesus, saying, 

“Where do you wish us to make preparations for you to eat the Passover supper?”  He said, “Go 

into the city to a certain man, and tell him, ‘The teacher says, my time is near.  With you I will 

celebrate the Passover with my students.’”  And the students did as Jesus instructed and they 

prepared the Seder. 

 When evening came, he took his place reclining at the table with the twelve.  As they 

were eating, he said, “I tell you that one of you will betray me.”  Bitterly sorrowful, they began to 

say to each other, “Surely not I, lord?”  He answered, saying, “The one who has dipped his hand 

in the bowl with me will betray me.  Yes, the earthly son departs as the prophets wrote of him, 

but agony is prepared for him who betrayed the earthly son.  Better he had not been born.” 

 Then Judas, the one betraying him, said, “Surely not I, Rabbi?”  Jesus replied, “You have said it.”  

 As they were eating, Jesus took the matzot, and after giving thanks he broke it, gave it to 

the students, and said, “Take it and eat; this is my body.”  Then he took a cup, and after giving 

thanks he gave it to them, saying, “Drink from it, all of you; for this is my blood of the covenant, 

poured out for the many for the forgiveness of sins.  I tell you, I will no longer drink this fruit of 



the vine until that day I drink it new with you in the kingdom of my father.”  And they sang a 

psalm, and went out to the Mount of Olives.  

 Then Jesus said to them, “You will all desert me this night; for it is written in Zechariah, 

‘I will strike down the shepherd, and the sheep of his flock will be scattered.’  But after I am 

raised up, I will go ahead of you to the Galilee.”  “Though all the others fail you, I will never fail 

you,” Simon Peter protested.  Jesus said to him, “Amain, I say to you.  During this night, before 

the cock crows, you will deny me three times.”  “Even if I must die with you, I will not deny 

you,” Simon Peter answered.  And all the students said the same.  

 Then Jesus went with them to a place called Gethsemane, and he told his students, “Sit 

down here while I go over there to pray.”  He took with him Peter and the two sons of Zebedee, 

and then he fell into pain and sorrow.  He told them, “My soul is in anguish to the point of 

death.  Stay here and keep awake with me.”  And going a little farther, he threw himself down 

on his face and prayed, “My father, if it is possible, let this cup pass from me, but not as I wish 

but as you wish.”  Then he went back to the students and found them sleeping, and said to 

Peter, “Were you not strong enough to stay awake with me for one hour?  Stay awake and pray 

that you are not brought to the test.  The spirit is eager but the flesh is weak.”  Again he went off 

and prayed, “My father, if this cup cannot pass from me without my drinking it, let your will be 

done.”  And returning once more, he found them sleeping, for their eyes were heavy.  He went 

off a third time and prayed and said the same words as before.  Then he came back to his 

students and told them, “Are you still asleep and resting?  Wake up, let us go.  Look, the one 

betraying me is near.”  

 While he was still speaking, look, Judas, one of the twelve, came, and with him a great 

crowd with swords and clubs from the high priests and the elders of the people.  And the 

betrayer told them the signal, which was, “The one I kiss is the man.  Seize him.”  And at once he 

came up to Jesus and said, “Hello, Rabbi!”  And he kissed him.  And Jesus said, “Friend, do what 

you are here to do.”  Then they came and laid their hands on Jesus and seized him.  And look, 

one of those with Jesus put out his hand, drew his sword, drew it, and struck the high priest’s 

slave, cutting off his ear. But Jesus said to him, “Put your sword back into its place; for all who  

draw  the sword will die by the sword.  Do you suppose I don’t have the power to call on my 



father to send me at once twelve legions of angels?  How else would the scriptures be fulfilled 

that say in this way these thing must happen?”  At that moment Jesus said to the crowds, “Have 

you come to arrest me with swords and clubs as if I were a robber?  Day after day I sat in the 

Temple, teaching, and you did not take hold of me.  But all this happened so the scriptures of 

the prophets might be fulfilled.”  Then all the students deserted him and fled.  

 But those who had seized Jesus took him to Caiaphas the high priest, where the scholars 

and the elders had gathered.  And Peter followed him at a distance, as far as the courtyard of the 

high priest, and went inside and sat down with the servants to see the outcome. The high 

priests and the entire Sanhedrin were looking for false witnesses against Jesus so they could put 

him to death.  But they found none, though many false witnesses came forward.  Later, two 

came forward and declared, “This man said, ‘I can tear down the Temple of God and rebuild it 

within three days.’”  The high priest stood up and said to the captive, “Do you answer nothing? 

What is this testimony these men bring against you?”  But Jesus was silent.  And the high priest 

said to him, “I charge you under oath by the living God, tell us if you are the messiah, the son of 

God.”  Jesus told him, “You said it.  But I say to you, from now on you will see the earthly son 

seated at the right hand of the power and coming upon the clouds of the sky.”  Then the high 

priest tore his clothing and said, “He has blasphemed!  Why do we still need witnesses?  Look, 

now you have heard the blasphemy.  What do you think?”  They responded, “He deserves 

death.” Then they spat in his face and struck him with their fists.  And slapped him, and said, 

“Tell us your prophecy, messiah.  Who hit you?”  

 Now Simon Peter was sitting outside in the courtyard, and a servant-girl came to him 

and said, “You were with Jesus of Galilee.”  But he denied it before everyone, saying, “I do not 

know what you are saying.”  When he went to the gate, another girl saw him, and said to the 

people there, “He was with Jesus of Nazareth.”  And again he denied it with an oath, saying, “I 

do not know the man.”  A little later, those who were standing there came up to Peter and said, 

“Certainly you are one of them.  Your Galilean accent betrays you.”  Then he began to curse, and 

he swore an oath, “I do not know the man!” At that moment a cock crowed.  Peter remembered 

what Jesus had said: “Before the cock crows, you will deny me three times.”  And he went 

outside and wept bitterly.  



 When early morning came, all the high priests and the elders of the people held a 

meeting against Jesus to have him put to death.  They bound him and led him away and handed 

him over to Pilate the governor.  

 When Judas, who betrayed him, saw that Jesus was condemned to die, he was seized 

with remorse, and returned the thirty pieces of silver to the high priests and the elders.  “I have 

sinned in betraying innocent blood,” he told them.   But they said, “What is that to us?  You live 

with it.”  He flung the silver coins into the Temple and left.  Then he withdrew and hanged 

himself.  After the high priests picked up the silver coins, they said, “It’s not permitted to put 

this into the treasury, since it is blood money.”   Then they took counsel again, and used the 

money to buy the potter’s field to bury foreigners in.  To this day that field has been called the 

Field of Blood.  With this the word spoken through Jeremiah the prophet was fulfilled, saying, 

“And they took the thirty silver coins, the price fixed on him by the children of Israel, and used 

them to buy the potter’s field, as the lord commanded me.”  

 Later, Jesus stood before the governor; and the governor asked him, “Are you the king of 

the Jews?”  Jesus said, “You say so.”  When the high priests and the elders accused him, he 

answered nothing.  Then Pilate said to him, “Do you not hear all the charges against you?”  But 

he gave no reply to a single charge, and the governor was greatly amazed.   

 For the holidays of Passover, the governor had the custom of releasing a prisoner to the 

crowd, whichever one they wished.  At that time they had a learned prisoner, who was called 

Jesus Barabbas.  So after they assembled, Pilate said to them, “Which one do you want me to 

release to you, Jesus Barabbas or Jesus who is called the Messiah?”  He knew that out of jealousy 

the latter had been handed over to him.  While Pilate was sitting on the judgment seat, his wife 

sent word to him, saying, “Have nothing to do with that innocent man, for I have suffered much 

today because of a dream about him.”  But the high priests and the elders persuaded the crowds 

to ask for Barabbas and to destroy Jesus.  The governor again said to them, “Which of the two 

do you want me to release for you?”  “Barabbas,” they cried.  “Then what should I do with Jesus 

who is called the Messiah?” he asked.  “Let him be crucified!” they all said.  “What harm has he 

done?” he told them.  But they screamed all the more, “Crucify him!”  When Pilate saw that he 

could do nothing and that an uproar was starting, he took water and washed his hands before 



the crowd, saying, “I am innocent of the blood of this man.  You see to it.”  Then all the people 

answered, “Let his blood be upon us and upon our children!”   So Pilate released Barabbas to 

them.  He had Jesus flogged and sent him off to be crucified.   

 Then the soldiers of the governor took Jesus to the governor’s residence and drew up the 

whole battalion around him.  And they stripped him and wrapped a scarlet robe around him, 

and twisted thorns in a wreath and put it on his head and placed a reed staff in his right hand. 

Then they knelt before him and mocked him, saying, “Hail, King of the Jews!”  And they spat at 

him, and took his reed staff and struck him on the head with it.  After mocking him, they took 

off his scarlet robe and dressed him in his own garments and led him away to be crucified.   

 As they came out, they found a man from Cyrene by the name of Simon.  They forced him 

to carry the cross.  And they came to a place called Golgotha, which is called the Place of the  

Skull.  They gave him wine mixed with gall to drink.  When he tasted it, he didn’t wish to drink 

it.  Then they crucified him, divided up his clothing by casting lots, and sat there and kept 

watch over him.  Above his head they put the charge against him, which read, “This is Jesus, the 

King of the Jews.” 

 They crucified two thieves with him, one on his right and one on his left.  And those who 

passed by cursed him, shaking their heads and said, “You who can tear down the Temple and 

rebuild it in three days, save yourself if you are the Son of God, and come down from the cross.” 

So too the high priests with the scholars and the elders mocked him, saying, “He saved others, 

but cannot save himself.  He is the King of Israel.  Let him come down now from the cross and 

we will believe in him. He trusted in God.  Let God rescue him now if he wants him, for he said, 

‘I am the son of God.’”  And similarly the thieves who were crucified with Jesus taunted him. 

 From noon on, darkness came over all the land until three in the afternoon.  And about 

three o’clock Jesus cried out in a loud voice, “Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?”  meaning, “My God, my 

God, why have you forsaken me?”  Some of those standing there heard and said, “This man is 

calling for Elijah.”  All at once one of them ran and took a sponge, filled it with poor wine, put it 

on a stick, and gave it to him to drink.  But the others said, “Leave him alone.  Let’s see whether 

Elijah will come to save him.”  And Jesus again let out a great cry and breathed his last breath. 



 And look, the curtain of the Temple tore in two, from top to bottom, and the earth shook, and 

the rocks were split, and the tombs opened, and many bodies of the saints who had fallen asleep 

were raised.  And after his resurrection they came out of their tombs and went into the holy city 

and they appeared to many people there.  When the centurion and those with him guarding 

Jesus, saw the earthquake and all that took place, they were terrified and said, “Surely he was 

the son of God!”  

 And there were many women watching from a distance.  They had followed Jesus from 

the Galilee and had provided for him.  Among them were Mary of Magdala, and Mary the 

mother of James and Joseph, and the mother of the sons of Zebedee.  

 When evening came, a rich man from Arimathea named Joseph appeared.  He was also a 

student of Jesus.  He went to Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus.  Then Pilate ordered it to be 

given to him.  Joseph took the body, wrapped it in a clean linen cloth and laid it in his own new 

tomb, which he had cut out of the rock.  He then rolled a great stone to the door of the tomb 

and went away.  Mary of Magdala and the other Mary were there, sitting opposite the tomb.  

 On Sabbath, the next day after Preparation day, the high priests and the Pharisees 

gathered before Pilate and said, “Sir, we remember what the impostor said while he was alive, 

‘After three days I will rise again.’  Therefore, command that the tomb be guarded until the third 

day so his students will not come and steal his body and say to the people, ‘He has been raised 

from the dead.’  And that will be the ultimate deception, worse than the first.”  Pilate said to 

them, “You have a guard of soldiers.  Go, and make it as secure as you know how.”  And they 

went to police the tomb and the secured the stone with the guard.  

Translated by Willis Barnstone 

* 

 Jesus suffered and died because the crowd turned against him after today.  This week, we 

try, as best we can, to explain why.   Perhaps the truth falls between two disheartening answers.  

One is historical; one, though, suggests something’s not right with us.  



 One is that Jesus wasn’t the kind of Messiah that anybody expected.  Many expected a 

Jewish Alexander the Great.  Zealots believed the reign of God couldn’t begin till they drove out 

the Romans.  In the meantime, they waylaid soldiers and hid weapons in caves.   

 Mostly, they went around preaching what not to do:  Don’t pay your taxes; don’t mingle 

with foreigners.   Many thought Jesus, who had the power to heal and raise the dead, would use 

the same miraculous power to overthrow Rome.  

 The palm branch was Judaea’s national symbol—just as the shamrock’s an emblem of 

Ireland, just as the bald eagle stands for the USA.  When the Maccabees liberated Jerusalem in 

142 BCE, Jews celebrated their independence brandishing palms.  And, when Palestine rose up 

again, against Rome in 132 CE, the palm was their sign of resistance, cast on their coins.   

 Jesus wasn’t the general they’d hoped would lead them through a holy war.  Many would 

snatch up stones from the street if he gave the command. 

 Christ made it plain he was rejecting what they were offering: an earthly kingdom, 

established by fire and sword. 

 That's why “Hosanna”—“Help, please!”—becomes “Crucify him!”   

 Jesus wouldn’t be the Messiah they wanted; they were enraged.   

 And yet the more I study Jesus’ life, the more afraid I am we’d kill him now—maybe 

because we know exactly who he is.   

 The Jesus we crucify, time after time, is one who won’t leave us alone.  That’s the still-

unsettling reason for us to put Jesus to death.  After all, he is really only a threat if he is who he 

claims to be—the one who’s come to convince us God’s kingdom is already here.  For if Jesus 

were wrong, lying, or crazy—he’s not a threat to anyone.    

 It’s because we half-believe him that Jesus drives people mad.  

 If he is the Messiah, we really are supposed to love our enemies, and take as brothers and 

sisters beggars we don’t even know.  If Jesus is the Messiah, we are really called to give up 

things we call treasures in exchange for treasures of a different kind.  If Jesus is, then we’re 



supposed to go wherever God calls us to be—follow God’s lead, no matter how inconvenient it 

is.  If Jesus really is the Messiah, we’ve got to make some serious changes.  

 Wouldn’t it be easier—much easier—to get rid of Jesus?  Wouldn’t be easier to muddle 

on the way we do—as pretty nice, pretty good people, anyway—not have to give up quite so 

much?  Wouldn’t be easier to let the authorities deal with Jesus, let them negotiate with Christ?  

What impact might Jesus have on my checkbook and real estate taxes and vacation plans?  

 Over and over, Jesus confronted the lie that God loved some a lot more than others, so 

that people who make our clothes, clean our hotel rooms and pick our vegetables can be 

excluded, condemned to perpetual poverty.   

   He threatened the power and privilege of people who felt very comfortable in a world 

where a few of us counted and got what we wanted and others did not.  

 If I asked you to try to remember what happened at Tiananmen Square one summer 

day—hard to believe it—twenty-eight years ago. . . .  What comes to mind?  Probably some 

image of that one young man blocking a road in Beijing as a row of tanks steamroll toward him.  

There he stands facing down all of that military machinery.  He knows what he’s doing, what’s 

going to happen to him.  His actions are speaking the truth to power.  He is alone, and 

desperate, and free.  When you think of Jesus entering Jerusalem, remember he, too, was soon 

by myself.  It is hard to imagine standing beside that man in Tiananmen Square, or with that 

young man in Jerusalem. 

 Barbara Brown Taylor writes,  

“In the presence of his integrity, our own pretense is exposed.  In the presence of his constancy, our 

cowardice is brought to light.  In the presence of his fierce love for God and for us, our own 

hardness of heart is revealed.  Take him out of the room and all those things become relative.  I am 

not that much worse than you are, nor you than I, but leave him in the room and there is no room 



to hide.  He is the light of the world.  In his presence, people either fall down to worship him or do 

everything they can to extinguish his light.“1 

 So Jesus rode into Jerusalem then and he rides into our lives now.  He offers himself fully, 

to us and to all, time after time.  He holds nothing back.  

 In the end, the important question is not, “Why did Jesus die?,”  but  “ Did he die in vain?”   

That’s a question we each have to answer with our own life. 

 God bless you all 

 

 

 

 

                                                 

 1  Barbara Brown Taylor, “Truth to Tell,” from the March 18-25, 1998 issue of The Christian 

Century. 
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