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When in sight of the Holy City, Jesus grieved: “Jerusalem, the city that kills the prophets…How often I 

have desired to gather your children together, and you were not willing.  Now, it is too late. See, your 

house is abandoned.”  

In the Temple, Jesus taught a parable of wicked tenants in a vineyard (Israel). The vineyard owner, 

(God), sent messengers (the prophets) to negotiate a deal. But the tenants beat them up “I’ll send my 

beloved son,” thought the owner, “They will respect my son.” But, alas! The tenants hustled him 

outside the city and killed him. At this, Jesus asked his hearers “What will God, the owner, do? God 

will give the vineyard to other Gentile tenants” [Luke 20.9-19].  

When the religious authorities realized that Jesus applied the parable to their own rotten lives, they 

began an unholy uproar and ferocity against the Man of Nazareth. Blinded by hatred, the religious 

leaders wanted to lay hands on Jesus and sought ways to have him put to death. They howled for his 

blood hot from the flesh. But, on countless occasions the people had been helped by this man of God, 

and the authorities began to fear them and to doubt their loyalty to their brand of bowdlerized 

Judaism. 

In the show trial they arranged, the Roman prefect, Pilate, found Jesus innocent of any charge that he 

could punish. But, when the religious heavies threatened to delate his weakness to mighty Rome, 

Pilate buckled at the knees and offered to release a hardened criminal in lieu of him. The religious 

leaders moved frantically through the crowd offering bribes or threats for votes, just like our pollies 

do, and cattle-prodded   the mindless mob to cry their wrong choice for Barabbas, the revolutionary, 

and not for Jesus. This was bitter irony as Bar-Abbas means “Son of the father.” Opposed to the 

murdering rapist was the true “Son of the Father, God.”  

Along the Via Dolorosa, a confused crowd followed. The Daughters of Jerusalem were blind to the 

reason for the suffering of their benefactor; they wailed for the fate of a man they knew to be good. 

And cross-bearing Jesus answered their cry “Do not weep for me, but weep for your future women 

who will have no children, because your religious leaders will destroy justice and call down disaster 

on the city.” Jesus gasped further,” If this is what Rome does with the wet wood, shudder to think of 

the fire they will start when the wood is dry.”  In the years to come, the priestly fomenting of 

underground rebellion, will make certain the Roman fiery destruction of the city and the annihilation 

of the population. 

On Mount Calvary, brutal Rome did what Rome did all over its fading empire and Jesus was nailed to 

the wood of a cross. Neanderthal-like soldiers spat “just following orders,” made fun of the king they 

had already crowned. They spat insults and sarcastic jabs, seeking to ease their bored discomfort: 

“Just another ruddy crucifixion! Are we soldiers of the Legion or mere executioners?” 

Completely ignorant of God’s over-riding plan for our salvation, the priests taunted “He saved others. 

Let him save himself. Come down and we will believe.” Jesus was condemned for whistle-blowing their 

corrupt system, a system as secretive as exposed in the recent Royal commission. On both occasions, 

truth was the one gift both would not allow into their desensitized brains. 

The soldiers mocked Pilate’s sarcastic sign placed above Jesus’ thorn-crowned head: “This is the King 

of the Jews.” This was the title for which Herod Antipas butchered his way to impress Rome, who kept 

him on as a powerless puppet. When the priests protested the words atop the cross, Pilate washed 

his bloody hands of the whole sham trial and curtly sneered “What I have written, I have written.” 

The torture of crucifixion was intended to teach a political lesson that the might of empire could crush 

the life of any opposition. But Calvary was peppered with people who would not be crushed, and the 

division between these disciples and the cankered, corrupt leadership widened. 



There were valiant women, who stood waiting to mourn, perhaps stifling a near-silent scream as Jesus 

struggled in his death throes. There were faith-filled observant Jews, shaken, but watching and 

companioning their Saviour to the end.  

And, as Jesus died, a centurion, the hardened commander of a hundred men, quieted and humbled 

by the perversion of justice, praised God, “Certainly, this man was innocent.” What the pagan officer 

meant was “We have defied God’s holy religion. We have tortured and murdered the righteous one, 

the Messiah of God. We have lost out.”  

At day’s ending, “all the crowds who had gathered there, saw what had taken place, returned home, 

beating their breast.” But, the people now know that Jesus was truly the King of the Jews. 

Some time ago, at yet another US shooting, parents ran to the uni, hoping “Not my child. Please don’t 

let anything happen to mine.” One mother’s prayer was not answered. Grieving, she answered “Yes,” 

when doctors asked would the bereaved donate their young peoples’ organs. Time passed and she 

opened her door to a doctor. He owned that he had been given her son’s heart. Tears flowed as the 

memories flooded back of her precious son. As doc was about to leave, the mother startled him by 

asking, “May I put my ear to your heart to hear my son’s heart beating one more time? 

What Jesus did on Calvary was to transplant his dying heart into every one of us, saying “This day, you 

will be with me.” There is so much incompletion, imperfection, inadequacy in our society, where there 

could be the uncontained joy of Easter morning. Australia needs to put its ears to our hearts to know, 

to feel that from Calvary’s hill, Jesus, King of Kings, still reigns. 


