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Well, folks, here we are. Six days before Easter. We know, more or less, what’s coming this week. We 
know, more or less what’s in store. We know that tomorrow will be much like today, and we know the real 
rollercoaster’ll come on Wednesday. We know Thursday’s darkness and Friday’s prayers. We know Saturday’s 
return to light and Sunday’s big celebration. We know we’ll keep coming, as often as we can, day after day. 
Especially you folks! You’re the first out of the Holy Week gate! But what we don’t know, and what we don’t 
know year after year, is exactly when Christ is going to show up for each of us. One year, maybe it’s the lights 
coming up at the Vigil, and the next, maybe it’s the sight of the cross on Friday.  

At least for me, though, it’s different every year. I’ll get so caught up in the planning or the fretting or 
the sermon writing, that I kind of forget to make room for Jesus. But that’s the amazing thing about all this. See, 
I can do all those things, plan and fret and write and try to push Jesus out of the way so I can just do Holy Week 
“right,” and he still shows up. When I least expect it, when my guard is down, Jesus shows up.  

Over the past year, yes, even outside of Holy Week, Jesus has figured out a way to break in right when 
he should. Sometime around Holy Week of last year, it hit me. See, when I say those prayers at the altar, I know 
I’m talking to God, and I know I’m talking to y’all. And I’ll say “on the night before he was betrayed” and “this 
is my blood of the new covenant” and so on. But last spring, when I got to the end of the prayers, and after we’d 
all said the Lord’s Prayer together, I looked down at that cardboard-tasting wafer, and for a moment, I couldn’t 
move. I knew I needed to pick it up, hold it high, and break it so we could keep on with communion. But I 
couldn’t do it. I stared at that bread, and I felt tears welling in my eyes. Because the words of that prayer finally 
hit home. Jesus said, “This is my Body.” And here I am, standing in front of all y’all, here I am, two thousand 
years later, and it’s my job to pick up Christ’s body given so freely and break it. No better than Pilate or the 
priests back then or the crowd yelling “crucify him.”  

But there was another layer to all that. See, when Paul talks about the Church, he calls all of us Christ’s 
Body. You people in the pews, us clergy-types in collars and stoles, even those at home, debating whether or 
not to come to church: that’s the Body of Christ. Now, a lot of the work I do, I think of myself as repairing 
some brokenness in the world. I spend a lot of time trying to make right what’s wrong in this world. I’m 
supposed to fix things, right? Well, there I was, standing in front of all y’all, and it’s my job to take up Christ’s 
body, a body I try so hard to repair, and it’s my job to break it. No wonder I was frozen with grief. From my 
own brokenness, I break Christ’s Body, every week, and from my own brokenness I share that heavy gift with 
you.  

Another thought hit me while I stood there, though. And thank goodness, because if it hadn’t come 
along, we may still be stuck in that place a year later. But another thought hit me. That I’d had a primary 
assumption all wrong. Yes, I’m the one who breaks Christ’s Body, in both senses, and probably more. But it’s 
not my job to repair the breaks. I don’t have the power to make the broken, crucified Jesus whole again. I don’t 
have the power to knit together the old breaks in his body then, and I don’t have the power to darn the new runs 
in his body now. That’s God’s power. I was imagining it was mine, and I couldn’t have been more wrong.  

See, just as we shouted along with the crowd yesterday, we all had a part to play in the breaking of 
Christ’s Body. We’re all responsible for that. And just as we each move in the world a little shy of perfect these 
days, we have a part to play in the breaking of Christ’s Body, yet again. The great gift of this week, is that we’ll 
learn all too soon that our own brokenness and our propensity for breaking other things doesn’t disqualify us 
from God’s love. In fact, it is in our breaking, or rather in witnessing the miraculous repairs that follow, that we 
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come to know that love. I don’t fix things. Neither do you. God does. I might show up, or you might, or you, but 
it’s God that does the repairing, even when you’re not ready.  
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