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We’ve prayed throughout this season of Lent that God would journey with us. 

This has indeed been a journey, as we’ve walked with Christ and his disciples on 

the road that ultimately leads them – and us – to the cross. We do so with 

hindsight on our side – we know where the road has been going. 

But this morning I invite you to place yourselves in the shoes of the disciples. They 

have given up everything – their jobs, time with their families, their reputations – 

to follow Jesus, the one the people are calling “Messiah.” They have spent three 

years living with him, learning from him, struggling to decipher his sometimes 

cryptic stories, and most of all wondering. Wondering in astonishment at his 

miracles and teachings; wondering in curiosity at what it all means, at who this 

Jesus is, at what kind of Messiah he will be.  

Over the last six weeks we have seen glimpses of this life the disciples have lived 

with Jesus, each story adding a layer of understanding as to who this Messiah is. 

Each week we’ve added a piece of fabric to the cross, to represent that new layer 

of understanding, building towards something, building toward a fuller picture of 

Jesus. 

We added the sandy fabric as we witnessed Jesus being tempted in the desert, 

but choosing obedience to the Father above all. 

We added the white, stone-like fabric as we heard Jesus weep for Jerusalem, 

longing to gather the people unto himself. 

We added the brown fabric as we listened to Jesus tell a parable of a fig tree and 

a gardener pleading to nourish the soil once more in the hopes that the tree 

would bear fruit. 

We added the red fabric as Jesus told the story of a royal red robe thrown around 

the shoulders of a rebellious son by a loving and forgiving father. 

We added the blue ribbons as Mary anointed Jesus’ feet in an act of deepest love. 

And we added the green fabric on Palm Sunday, as the people cried out their 

hopes that Jesus would save them.  

We have been building up our understanding of who Jesus is, one layer at a time.  
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So too the disciples have been coming to see a fuller picture of Jesus and his 

ministry, coming to a deeper understanding. They have seen him perform 

miracles, heard him rebuke the Pharisees, watched as he forgave sins. They have 

heard him speak with authority, as one sent by God.  

And now, here in Jerusalem, do they sense that something is about to happen?  

Jesus has foretold his death to them, but according to Luke, they did not 

understand what he was talking about.  

Even at the Last Supper, after Jesus has said that one gathered there would 

betray him, that his blood would be spilled, the disciples argue over who would 

be the greatest among them.  

They must believe they are destined for some great thing – their Lord is destined 

for some great thing, some great honour. They have been travelling along this 

road, and the road must lead to glory.  

And then…everything comes undone. Hour by hour, moment by moment, until 

they stand, finally, bewildered and lost, at the foot of the cross, the journey they 

thought they were on coming to a shuddering and screeching halt.  

There is no glory here.  

There is death, and chaos, and confusion.  

There is no triumph.  

There is vulnerability, and weakness. 

There is no throne. 

There is just a cross. 

And the disciples do not understand. 

~ 

We, who know what comes next, who know that even on Friday, Sunday’s 

coming, pity the disciples. We feel for them in their bewilderment. 

But we too, often do not understand the cross.  

We too would prefer that our journey did not take us to the cross.  
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For our journey, we believe, is one from glory unto glory. Adam and Eve once 

dwelt in paradise, dwelt in glory, were whole and perfect. They fell into sin, 

bringing all of humanity into sin. But we are on a journey towards restoration of 

the soul, back towards glory. 

Only we need help to do so, we say. Even as we work hard to stay on this path 

towards glory, we know we fall away from time to time. But the cross makes up 

the difference. We need the help of grace, and in the cross, grace is there.  

And so we speak of the cross, but in such a way that we bring Jesus into our story. 

“Christ suffers with us.” 

“Jesus understands our pain and sorrow.” 

“Jesus helps us, makes a way for us in our journey.” 

The cross is there to our side as we press on, journeying towards a vision of glory, 

a vision of restoration, a vision we can achieve if only we know enough, work hard 

enough, are good enough. We cloak the cross in our own understandings of what 

this journey looks like, disguising its rougher edges in our soft and comfortable 

notions of autonomy and control, acknowledging its presence in our story only 

when necessary. 

But the cross cannot be coopted or sidelined. The cross is not simply a part of our 

story.  

The cross is our story. Gerhard Forde says the cross draws us into itself so that we 

become participants in the story. The apostle Paul says in Galatians 2:20, “I have 

been crucified with Christ; it is no longer I who live, but Christ who lives in me; 

and the life I now live in the flesh I live by faith in the Son of God, who loved me 

and gave himself for me.” 

The cross is God’s working out salvation in us, putting to death the old self – the 

self that desires, like Adam, to be like God, with autonomy and control, working 

our way towards glory. The cross strips us bear, until all we are left with is the 

knowledge, says Forde, “that faith in the crucified and risen one is all we have 

going for us.”  
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On Good Friday, we are confronted by the cross. Even as the disciples’ 

understandings are stripped away, so too are our notions undone, one by one, 

until we are left with the final and ultimate truth: we are sinners in need of a 

Savior.  

And so Good Friday is a great undoing. It is an undoing of all we have striven for, 

all we have journeyed towards on our own, in our efforts to earn our way into 

glory. 

But this undoing does not leave us hopeless. It is not an undoing of God’s plan, a 

derailing of what God had intended. It is precisely what God had intended. And in 

this undoing, there is now room for something new. There is room for us to take 

hold of the grace God offers to us. Stripped bare of all our notions and desires, we 

are free to come to the cross, and lay our whole selves before Jesus, claimed in 

his death, that we might too be claimed in his resurrection. 

It is a great undoing. 

But in the undoing is our ultimate hope.  

And so we pray this prayer once more: 

Journey with us, O holy God, 

as we make our way to the cross. 

Sharpen our focus, that our attention 

may center more on you than ourselves. 

Lead us through the shadows of darkness and prepare our hearts, 

that we might be a people of prayer, 

ready to perceive and respond to your Son and our Saviour, Jesus Christ. 

In his name we pray, 

Amen.  

 


