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It wasn’t me. | didn’t do it. | wouldn’t do it. I’'m not a betrayer. I’'m not a deserter. I'm
not to blame. I’'m not like them. Surely not I?

And yet for all the protestations of innocence, the declarations of fidelity, the
swearing of oaths and justifying of actions, the night of Jesus’ betrayal and arrest is a
night on which no one is really true ... no one but Jesus, that is.

Some seem almost pathologically divided or double-minded. Judas, for
example, who's been actively plotting to betray Jesus and yet who can sit at supper
and ask, apparently sincerely, ‘Surely not |, Rabbi?’ Or the chief priests and members
of the council who, in the name of defending true religion, snatch Jesus away in the
middle of the night, organise a secret trial, drum up false witnesses and twist Jesus’
words into a supposed confession to obtain the ‘evidence’ required to justify the
sentence of death. A sentence they’ve long since determined.

Others are less obviously divided but still profoundly self-deceived, wilfully
blind to the import of events and lacking self-knowledge. For weeks now, Jesus has
been speaking of his impending suffering and death, and for weeks his disciples have
pledged to follow him to the end. Yet now the time is near, it’s as if they’re
completely out of it. Rather than facing the moment, they fall asleep, and then, when
the blow finally falls, they run away. Peter shows a little more tenacity — he follows
his friend as far as the high priest’s courtyard. But that’s as far as solidarity takes him
and, once he’s identified with Jesus, on the brink of being exposed, he finds himself
saying anything, swearing to anything, to secure his life. So much for his earlier
bravado: ‘Even though | must die with you, | will not deny you’.

The whole scene reeks of fear. For the disciples, it’s the fear of suffering

violence, torture, death. In the garden, they’re confronted with the sudden, appalled



realisation that the authorities have given themselves permission to do what it takes
to eliminate their teacher, that none of the usual rules or restraints will apply. Llttle
wonder they’re terrified. For the authorities, it’s the fear of losing face, losing power,
perhaps ultimately the fear of revolution, reprisal from the masses. Which means the
gloves are off, even as they cling compulsively to the fiction of due process and moral
necessity.

Jesus is caught in a web of self-justifying illusion, from which there is now no
escape. He realises it. He knows the futility of struggling against the lies and the fear
unacknowledged behind them; the pointlessness of explaining anything, appealing to
anyone. His silence, as much as his speech, makes it clear. And it’s as if, in this
climate of falsity, Jesus is the only one now capable of being true.

For he has faced his fear of suffering and death, of being at the mercy of the
merciless. ‘My Father, if it is possible, let this cup pass from me’. He’s accepted his
fate. Now, deeply rooted in the integrity of his own life, he sees through the
disguises and evasions with which everyone else seeks to cover their nakedness. The
inconstancy of his friends, the dividedness of Judas, the manipulation of the crowd,
the fake outrage of the hierarchy — all of it is transparent to his gaze.

We recognise it too, don’t we? This climate of falsity, born of unintegrated
fear, where much of our lives are lived. Which underlies our struggle to know
ourselves and face reality. Which is there in the background of damaged families and
toxic communities, in the politics of lies and division. On this night, in this garden, the
web of bad faith in which much of human life is lived becomes visible.

Jesus steps into it. He enters it bodily, with no protection other than his faith

in the power of truth. He calls us to follow him through. See, the hour is at hand.



