
 
Sunday 14 April 2019: Another crowd, another day! Luke chapters 22,23 
 
I suspect the crowd began to realise that Jesus wasn’t going to declare war on Rome and 
free Israel from its dominion when they saw him weeping over Jerusalem and talking of 
tough times ahead. 
 
But then the people probably got involved in all that was part and parcel of the celebration 
of Passover. There were friends to greet, family gatherings and temple devotions, meals to 
prepare – life must go on, even if one was aware of disappointment. 
 
And then late on Thursday evening, the news broke – probably a tiny rumour first, but 
followed by more and more information: Jesus had been arrested! A fuller story would 
gradually have emerged. After celebrating the Passover meal, Jesus and his disciples had 
gone off to the Mount of Olives something they often did. It seemed that he had been 
distressed, full of foreboding and wanted to pray. (The people could believe that – they had 
seen how upset he was when he entered the city!)  
 
But, the story went on, Jesus and hid friends weren’t alone in the garden. A crowd gathered 
– perhaps more of a ‘mob’ including Roman soldiers and temple police. Carrying flaming 
torches, lanterns, sticks and clubs, they had encircled the small group of Jesus and his 
disciples and there had been a scuffle. Blows had been exchanged – Malchus, the slave of 
the High Priest had his ear cut off, though – and here the story got garbled – it seemed he 
was fine because Jesus had healed him. Throughout Jerusalem, families probably decided 
that such an act would be typical of Jesus. The families weren’t surprised that he was 
arrested – they had seen how much the religious leaders hated him. But they couldn’t 
believe he had submitted. Oh well, perhaps he had a plan still!  
 
Then the news came that his friends had scattered as fast as they could. One young man 
had even run of in the nude, wriggling out of his cloak to avoid arrest! 
 
When morning came, many people came out onto the street first thing to see if there was 
news. Had there been fighting? Was there any talk of freedom? Gradually another crowd 
formed, pushing its way along the streets to get news, heading for the High Priest’s head-
quarters. Gradually it became known that Jesus had been sent for trial at the palace of the 
Roman governor, Pontus Pilate. Hope flickered. Maybe this was why Jesus hadn’t resisted 
arrest. Maybe he was planning dramatic action there. 
 
The crowd pushed and shoved its way along the narrow streets to the palace and the 
courtyard filled up. No-one looked at the guards. Today wasn’t a good day to annoy them.  
 
What a sight met their eyes! Pilate was sitting on his judgment chair. Not that anyone eould 
have looked at him though; he was such an unpopular, weak man. No, their eyes went to 
Jesus, standing quietly and submissively in chains. He didn’t look as though he had the 
spunk to oppose anyone; he looked weary beyond measure.  
 



Suddenly the crowd’s frustration boiled over. He was letting them down again! They saw 
freedom slipping away from their grasp. Jesus had misled them – he couldn’t be the 
Messiah after all.  
 
And so, when Pilate asked who must be released, the angry crowd spurred on by agitators in 
their midst, voted for the terrorist Barabbas. At least he had made things hot for Rome – at 
least he had done something, the crowd muttered! The agitators made sure the crowd 
forgot what Jesus had done – the love he had shown, the healings, the joy he had brought. 
Of course, most of those healed weren’t in the city and, just maybe those reports had been 
exaggerated any way. So when Pilate asked what must be done with Jesus, the crowd picked 
up the cry of the agitators and yelled “Crucify him!” The crowd had gone from “Hosanna!” 
to “Crucify!” in the space of about 48 hours. 
 
And so Jesus was sentenced to death.  
 
It is easy to be angry with these crowds, but I wonder if we would have acted differently? 
We are all pretty good at forgetting about Jesus when it suits us, when we want to do 
something we know he wouldn’t want.  We all want things to go the way we want and hate 
those who oppose us. Are we really any different from the people there? 
 
Once again, Jesus was doing things differently. God’s wisdom is incredibly different from 
ours. He didn’t come as a political conqueror. He accepted death – but then he overturned 
the tables. He rose again! All those powerful leaders disappeared into the footnotes of 
history. He moved onto centre stage. He won!  
 
We don’t know if the people in the crowd later realised who Jesus was. That information has 
definitely disappeared into history. We don’t even know much about Pontius Pilate. But 
Jesus is still a key figure in history. Day by day people realise that Jesus wasn’t killed; what 
the crowd was seeing that day was not a political defeat, but a victory! Jesus was offering up 
his life so we could live with God. The crowd didn’t get it.  
 
Do you?   
 
 
 
  
 
 


