
LENT WEEK 6 – Day 4 
 
 

READING 
 

Jesus went out as usual to the Mount of Olives, and his disciples followed him. On reaching the 
place, he said to them, “Pray that you will not fall into temptation.”  He withdrew about a stone’s 
throw beyond them, knelt down and prayed, “Father, if you are willing, take this cup from me; 
yet not my will, but yours be done.”  An angel from heaven appeared to him and strengthened 
him.  And being in anguish, he prayed more earnestly, and his sweat was like drops of blood 
falling to the ground. 

When he rose from prayer and went back to the disciples, he found them asleep, exhausted 
from sorrow. “Why are you sleeping?” he asked them. “Get up and pray so that you will not fall 
into temptation.”  While he was still speaking a crowd came up, and the man who was called 
Judas, one of the Twelve, was leading them. He approached Jesus to kiss him, but Jesus asked 
him, “Judas, are you betraying the Son of Man with a kiss?” 

When Jesus’ followers saw what was going to happen, they said, “Lord, should we strike with 
our swords?” And one of them struck the servant of the high priest, cutting off his right ear. But 
Jesus answered, “No more of this!” And he touched the man’s ear and healed him.  Then Jesus 
said to the chief priests, the officers of the temple guard, and the elders, who had come for him, 
“Am I leading a rebellion, that you have come with swords and clubs? Every day I was with you 
in the temple courts, and you did not lay a hand on me. But this is your hour—when darkness 
reigns.” Then seizing him, they led him away and took him into the house of the high priest.  

Peter followed at a distance. And when some there had kindled a fire in the middle of the 
courtyard and had sat down together, Peter sat down with them. A servant girl saw him seated 
there in the firelight. She looked closely at him and said, “This man was with him.”  But he 
denied it. “Woman, I don’t know him,” he said.  A little later someone else saw him and said, 
“You also are one of them.”  “Man, I am not!” Peter replied.  About an hour later another 
asserted, “Certainly this fellow was with him, for he is a Galilean.”  Peter replied, “Man, I don’t 
know what you’re talking about!” Just as he was speaking, the rooster crowed. The Lord turned 
and looked straight at Peter. Then Peter remembered the word the Lord had spoken to him: 
“Before the rooster crows today, you will disown me three times.”  And he went outside and 
wept bitterly. 

The men who were guarding Jesus began mocking and beating him. They blindfolded him and 
demanded, “Prophesy! Who hit you?”  And they said many other insulting things to him. 

At daybreak the council of the elders of the people, both the chief priests and the teachers of the 
law, met together, and Jesus was led before them. “If you are the Messiah,” they said, “tell us.” 
Jesus answered, “If I tell you, you will not believe me, and if I asked you, you would not answer.  
But from now on, the Son of Man will be seated at the right hand of the mighty God.”  They all 
asked, “Are you then the Son of God?”  He replied, “You say that I am.”  Then they said, “Why 
do we need any more testimony? We have heard it from his own lips.” 

 
 
 
 
 



REFLECTION 
 

I went back and forth between the two accounts found in Mark and Luke and also read through 
John’s account, especially Jesus’ prayer, multiple times.  They all include incredible details that 
shine a light on the full humanness of Christ.  For other reasons, it also shows the full 
humanness of his disciples as well.  So forgive me as I go between each of them.  I’d 
encourage you to read the three other accounts as I have included the Luke account above. 
 
The last supper is over and given that it would only have been celebrated after sundown, it is 
late evening or nighttime when they head out to the Mount of Olives.  Christ spent a lot of time 
here and I wonder if he goes there one more time to have a panoramic view of the city of 
Jerusalem lit by the night sky, as well as to be comforted by familiar ground.  He asks his 
disciples to stay awake, suggesting that they pray while he goes off to be alone.   
 
It is here that he comes before his Dad.   

Dad, I’m coming home.  

The work that you have given me to do is done.  These 12 men that you provided for me, to 
walk alongside me know who you are now; they know who I am.  I love them and I have 
guarded them during my time here on earth. But I’m coming to you now and they are being left 
behind.  They really aren’t of this world anymore either but I know they can’t come with me. 
Cover them with your grace and mercy. Fill them with my joy.  Protect them.   

There are more though, Dad.  I see them all; all of those who will come to believe in us because 
these guys are carrying on our work.  I see the folks from Grace Bible Church who love us. We 
are in them and they are in us; they have nothing to be afraid of.  Help them to know that at the 
very core of their being. May the world see how incredible your love is as it is manifested in 
these people whom you love so very deeply.  One day, Dad, they too will be home with us. 
Home. 

And yet, I know the agony that lies ahead of me before I come to you.  Not only my anguish but 
that of these disciples and friends whom I love so dearly.  My Mum too will have to bear witness 
to my death. If there is any other way, Dad, please.  It’s too much for me to bear. 

But...I know you, Dad.  I know you are the great I Am; your will is perfect and you are perfect; 
perfect in love, perfect in goodness.  You want to give all humanity an opportunity to come back 
to you, fully and completely, once and for all.  And so I will journey through this...so that I can 
come home to you and so that they can too. 

 
Luke says an angel came to strengthen Jesus.  I can imagine God’s great heartache too, 
watching his son in complete agony, praying for his companions, praying for you and me.  And 
then, in the end, accepting it.  Accepting a task that was never meant to be; accepting a task 
that is not a result of his own moral corruption.  I weep too. 



 
He goes back to his disciples and they have fallen asleep as a result of their own sorrow.  The 
last supper can’t have been a celebration in any way.  Jesus had said so many disturbing things 
about himself, about them.  He knows that the time has come and so he awakens them.  I 
wonder if he heard his captors coming as he prayed. 
 
There Judas is, greeting Christ, pretending that everything is business as usual.  But Jesus 
won’t have it and he calls him out.  The disciples, seeing the religious elite and their entourage 
approaching under the cloak of darkness, know that this can only spell disaster.  A servant loses 
an ear.  I’m astonished that Jesus’ heals it; as if to say “This is an innocent bystander; it is these 
leaders who are the true cowards - but this is your hour, and the power of darkness”.  With that, 
they take him.   
 
I imagine that chaos was overtaking the minds of the disciples as they watched this unfold.  
Jesus won’t let them defend him.  Moreover, he allows himself to be taken.  They all scatter 
except Peter, who follows the group at a distance as they take Jesus to the home of the high 
priest.  I’m not sure if Peter has a plan in mind but perhaps he feels he should stay close and 
bide his time until the right opportunity to intervene.  In the time that elapses, he gathers around 
a fire along with other folks who have just witnessed Christ being taken in.  As the conversations 
flow, he is asked, “But aren’t you one his followers?”.  In an act of complete self-preservation, 
and perhaps thinking about his plan to intervene at the right time, he denies Jesus.  He’s asked 
again, and he’s more vehement than before in his denial.  He’s asked one more time, and he’s 
indignant, “I have no idea who you are talking about”. 
 
In the distance, as the rest of Jerusalem slumbers in the pre-dawn hours, a rooster crows.  
Jesus looks out at Peter.  Peter probably gives pause at this moment, at this sound...and at the 
sound of his own voice, his own words.  The bravado, the pride, the self-assuredness vanishes.  
He weeps bitterly as the dark self-awareness of his complete failure envelopes him. 
 
Christ engages one final time with the religious elite.  He sees through their cunning, knowing 
their agenda to entrap him.  He answers them with their own words, condemning and infuriating 
them.  “You say that I am”.  This is enough to justify them in their holy crusade to stop this 
heretic.  How dare he? 
 

REMINDER 
 

Christ prayed for you that night.  He didn’t just pray for a nameless, faceless multitude of 
humanity yet to come.  He saw you, knew your name, knew your joy and your anguish too.  He 
knew the failures that he was forgiving you of, that were putting him on the cross.  And he 
prayed for you anyway; out of his great, unending love for you.  
 

 
 

 



PRAYER 
 

Thank you, Jesus.  My tears flow into yours.  I am sorry.  Thank you for your self-sacrificing 
love.  Thank you God, that you bothered about the rest of us after Adam and Eve, much to your 
own great anguish. Thank you. 


