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Gilbert and Sullivan created the light operetta “The Pirates of Penzance,” in 

which a lamb-headed police detachment is sent to capture a gang of allegedly 

merciless Cornish pirates. A woman, Mabel, unnerves the cowardly coppers 

thus: “Go ye heroes, go to glory, ‘though you die in combat gory, ye shall live in 

song and story, go to immortality. Go to death, go to slaughter, and every 

Cornish daughter, with her tears your grave shall water. Go ye heroes, go and 

die. Go to glory and the grave.”  This operetta was all fun, but Jesus and his 

disciples faced a realistic, terrifying future if they choose to “go to glory and 

the grave.” 

It was now midway through Jesus’ three-year ministry to bring about the 

kingdom, the in-breaking of God’s way into  earth. Jesus had taken his twelve 

to a retreat at pagan, Roman, Caesarea Philippi, where, he hoped that no-one 

wanting healing or feeding would distract them. He wished to assess how deep 

was the group’s understanding of who he was. By way of review, Jesus asked 

the twelve, “What’s the tattle-tale, the gos’ about me, chaps? He wished to 

learn had his teaching and preaching been in vain? The group laughed. “People 

think you’re John Baptist or Elijah reborn.” The laughter died in their throats 

when Jesus became pointedly serious and asked, “But, who do you say I am?” 

A generator whirred in Peter’s befuddled brain; a sudden light of insight 

flickered, and he blurted forth his amazing belief “You are the Messiah. You are 

God’s anointed One. You are the cherished hope of Israel. You are the One to 

fulfil God’s covenant mission, once originally sealed with Abraham and Sarah 

and with all subsequent forefathers and foremothers in the faith since.”  

If Jesus is the Saviour of the world, what is your most precious possession he 

can help save? Perhaps your gold-plated, diamond-studded iPhone, at $3 

million, or your top Rolex watch at $25 million or your Jackson Pollock, a steal 

at $150 million. This alleged artwork is a piece of ply-wood with a nightmarish 

spew of house-paint that a demented chimpanzee could have bettered. My 

dear dead friend, Gough Whitlam, got a Pollock for Canberra, now worth a 

parliamentary staffer’s salary or more. Oh! I must not drop names, as I was 

saying to the Governor-General the other day.  

Jesus tells us that our most precious possession is our soul. He tells us “Those 

who lose their life for my sake, will save it. What will it profit them to gain the 

whole world and forfeit their soul?” Our soul is infinitely more precious and 



valuable than anything materially imaginable. Our soul will last when the sun, 

the moon and the entire universe have grown cold to be replaced by the 

promised new heaven and the new earth. There will never be a future time 

when our soul is not. 

[back to Peter]: Jesus had long burned the midnight oil pouring over bible 

scrolls, especially those scrolls which pointed to the Suffering Servant in the 

prophetic writings of Isaiah. Full well, he had learned that if he followed the 

prophecies relating to the Suffering Servant to redeem humankind, then, he 

may as well strap on a suicide vest now. So, at Caesarea-Philippi, Jesus began 

to teach his largely, asinine disciples that he must take the path forewarned by 

the Suffering Servant’s author, to be rejected by the religious leaders and be 

killed, only to rise again. But the Messiah’s right-hand man, stumbling saint 

Simon had become puffed-up, proud Peter. At once, he tried to take the cross 

out of Christianity. The illiterate fisherman took the Messiah aside  “Look, 

Jesus, I don’t want to hear any more silly talk about going up to Jerusalem to 

die. We’re on a roll, Jeez! You can’t take us from high elation to low deflation! 

We’re on the winning team.” And Jesus retorted “Get away from me! You are 

seeing things from a human point of view.” Perhaps, without knowing it, Peter 

had become akin to the tempter whom Jesus had fought off in his forty-day 

desert fast. He continued “If anyone wants to be my follower, you must turn 

from your selfish ways, take up your cross daily and follow me.” Your cross? He 

spoke not so much of physical aches and pains as a cross to bear, but included 

them. He spoke not of the little girl with a Teddy with funny eyes. She called it 

‘Gladly’ from the hymn “Gladly, my Cross I’d bear.” No. Jesus was acquainted 

with Rome’s violence; he often saw its victims carrying a Roman cross; these 

had only one destination, death. 

The daily selfless submission that Jesus required of his followers would be 

heroic soul-saving sanctity. He was speaking of dying daily a death to self. It is 

not a one-time action; it is a daily contest of generosity, a daily contest of 

selfless love. Daily, we are to shoulder our bespoke cross, our made-to-order 

cross, whatever its size or weight, whenever the invitation comes. The call may 

be as Jesus faced, through betrayal, denial, desertion, but he went on. It may 

be a call to sudden sadness unrelieved, as we must go on. It may be a call 

where God’s will seems quite difficult and puzzling at times, yet we go on. It 

will surely be a call to be brave and strong and true to crucify sinful desires to 

become dead and  unresponsive to the lure of sin. St. Paul tells us the result: 



“My old self has been crucified with Christ. I no longer live, but, Christ lives in 

me. I trust in the Son of God, who gave himself for me.” [Romans 6.5] 

There was someone who was literally crucified with Christ; it was the Good 

Thief.  On Calvary, as he hung there, he knew his life was ending. He looked to 

the bleeding Saviour, who looked nothing like a king and gasped, “Lord, 

remember me when you come into your kingdom.” That simple profession of 

faith was enough for him to steal heaven at the last hour and to hear “Today, 

you will be with me in Paradise.” When we crucify the self, we become like the 

thief, with ego, pride and greed all gone. Crucified with Christ, nothing matters 

but Christ. Put yourself on the cross next to Jesus, look into his eyes, and you 

will lose the desire for anything else. And the reward? Mabel’s song: “Go ye 

heroes, go to glory. Ye shall live in song and story. Go to immortality.” 


