
I will pour out a spirit of compassion and supplication on the house of David and the 
inhabitants of Jerusalem, so that, when they look on the one whom they have pierced, they 
shall mourn for him.
Zechariah 12.10a

It’s starting to get uncomfortable. Our faith is starting to get uncomfortable. Everything 
was alright when all it was about a baby born in Bethlehem, it was alright when it was 
about miracles: catching fish, calming storms, healing the sick, restoring sight to the blind; 
it was alright when it was about story telling: intriguing parables, tales that make us think.

Now is the time to look at the cross and realise the sheer weight of that symbol. Now is the 
time to grapple with the difficult stuff.

“What I have done is unforgivable, but Jesus has nailed my sins to the cross, Jesus has 
nailed the sins of the whole world to the cross, and I give thanks to him because he has 
saved me.” This was not the confession of an old priest, nor a famous theologian, but the 
confession of an inmate in Littlehey Prison near St Neots, in front of thirty other inmates, 
two days ago on Palm Sunday, when I visited as part of my training. Whatever that man 
did to deserve being imprisoned, his confession and repentance, if he was sincere, was as 
valid as yours and mine. 

That is the weight of the cross, that is the power of the cross. We cannot claim the cross as 
our own, we cannot monopolise who we think is saved and who is not. The passion story 
reminds us year after year that there is a wideness to God’s mercy, and there is a kindness 
to God’s justice; But how often have we made God’s love too narrow by the false limits of 
our own, and how often do we magnify the Laws’ strictness, with a zeal which God will 
not own?

I will pour out a spirit of compassion and supplication on the house of David and the 
inhabitants of Jerusalem, so that, when they look on the one whom they have pierced, they 
shall mourn for him. Christ’s death is tragic, it is obscene, it is unbearable for us believers. 
It is unbearable because we cannot stand far off and watch it like a spectator. No, we 
cannot pretend to be disinterested, because we are all complicit. We  all have  sinned 
and  fallen short  of the glory of God. We were all present at the foot of the cross, two 
thousand years ago, as Christ bound our sins to that instrument of shame and torture; we 
are all present at the foot of the cross, now, as we look upon the one whom they have 
pierced, whom we have pierced, and we shall mourn for Christ, and remember at what 
cost we are saved.

Let us pray that the spirit of compassion and supplication will stay with us this holy week, 
as we journey deeper into the mystery of Christ’s death and resurrection, and that it will 
stay with us through our lives, so that we will remember to be merciful, as Christ is 
merciful, and Christ’s mercy is for us all the foundation of all hope.


