THE FACES OF CHRIST

I’ll never forget that week.  It really wasn’t supposed to end like that.  But I knew something was going to happen by the look on His face.  When that Sunday came around I knew His going to Jerusalem was a bad idea.  But, He had this look in His eyes; like a man on a mission.  There was nothing anyone of us could say to stop Him.  And we tried.  We told Him about all the talk about Him and the way the religious leaders were out to get Him and that they would all be there because of the big celebration.  But, like I said, He had that look. 

It was a look I had never seen before.  I had been traveling with Him and His disciples for almost three years.  And I had seen him look at people.  Not just look at them, but often times it was as if He could see right through them and know what was in their hearts and what they were thinking.  Like the time when He looked at the rich young man and told him he had to give up all he owned if he wanted to be one of His followers.  He knew what the man was going to say before he answered.

Then there was the look when He was teaching the crowds on the mountain.  It was like He knew more than He was telling them.  He knew the ones who would actually do what He was calling them to do.

I will always remember the look in His eyes when suppertime came and the people were hungry.  He felt their pain.  He knew that they had very little if anything to eat at home.  So, as He looked from them to the disciples and said for us to feed them, it was a look of real care and concern.

I remember the time when He was talking to the disciples and I was listening in.  There was a group of children playing near by.  He looked over at them and then at the disciples as if to say, “Look at them, they get it.  They understand.”  Then He told the disciples that unless they came with the trust and innocence of a little child, they would not enter His kingdom.

But, this week was different.  He had a look of determination on His face.  He had set His face like flint to the destination God had called Him.  He had that look when He entered Jerusalem, when He cursed the fig tree, and you should have seen the fire in His eyes when He ran the people selling sacrificial animals out of the temple.  Oh, that was a day.  But, the look never left His face.

Except for one time.  It was as we gathered around a table in a small room to observe the traditional meal of Passover.  At one point during the meal, I remember Jesus picked up a loaf of bread.  He held it in front of His face and asked God to bless the bread and as He broke that loaf of bread the look in His eyes was unforgettable.  It was if He was looking at us, but not just at us.  It was if He could see the future.  It was as if He could see generations on into the future that would gather around a table and share in this same meal.  Then He passed it around to us and said some strange words about it being His body broken for us and for all people.  He did the same thing when it came time for us to drink the traditional glass of wine.  Except He said it was His blood poured out for forgiveness of sins for us and for all people who believe and drink.  Now, we had a look on our faces of what is He talking about.  But, His look never wavered.  He looked out and saw the generations to come sharing this same meal.

----------COMMUNION---------

From this moment on the look on His face began to change.  It was no more the look of a man on a mission.  His face showed more emotion and feeling during these few hours of any I have ever seen.

When we went out to the garden and He went off to pray.  At one point He came back where I could see His face and it was obvious He was in pain.  Not physical pain, but the pain that racks your insides and the pain of the struggle of the soul.  

Then Judas came back.  He was not alone, but had a whole company of Roman soldiers with Him.  I think this surprised me the most.  I mean, the look Jesus gave Judas.  I would have been furious, but Jesus looked at Judas with the eyes of love.  Even at a time when one of the trusted twelve had sold Him out and given Him up for arrest, Jesus still loved him and it showed in His eyes.

At the trial Jesus never looked at anybody with the look of anger.  In His eyes there was always compassion, and concern for the ones who testified against Him and the ones who made fun of Him.  

Then came the verdict.  And a look of resignation came over His face.   He knew that this was His destiny.  This was why He was here and He graciously accepted the verdict.

I did not understand how He could be so resigned when it had all been a farce.  There was no justice in His arrest, trial and conviction, but He just gave me and the others a look that said it would all be all right.

Then came the crucifixion.  I remember the look of pain on His face as they made Him carry the cross through the streets.  The grimace as that rough wood rubbed across the open tears in His skin from the beatings.  The look of agony as they nailed the nails through His hands and His feet.  The look on His face and the groan from His throat as the base of the cross fell into the hole as it was raised.  Oh, the face of Christ in agony, I will never forget.

But, most amazing was the face of forgiveness and love as He looked down from the cross and saw those responsible for His death and asked God to forgive them.  The look of acceptance and grace as He looked at the thief being crucified next to Him and told Him that very day he would be with Him in paradise.  The tired eyes after hanging for hours on that cross that never lost their ability to look past the circumstances and see the heart of people and still love them.

Then came the end.  Jesus looked around and saw the faithful who had never left Him, He looked at the guards, the other two hanging there and then that look again like He could see into the future.  Then He looked up and saw the face of the Father in the clouds, and then with steady resolve in His eyes and His voice, He said, “IT IS FINISHED.”  And the eyes that had cared, loved, laughed, cried, and looked into the future closed for the last time on this earth.

-----TABLE COVERED WITH BLACK------

--AS SPEAKING THE TABLE IS MOVED TO THE                                                                                                     BACK OF THE SANCTUARY----

As they carried Him to the tomb I got one last look into the face of the man I had followed for three years.  And as I looked into that face I looked into the face of God and I knew that this was surely the Son of God.  I looked at the crowd and for the first time I looked at them not with anger, not with resentfulness, not with fear, but for the first time in my life I was able to look at them with the eyes of God and love them, just like this man had done for three years and God had done since the beginning of time.  

Then the loudest sound I have ever heard occurred as they sealed the tomb and closed the door on Jesus for the last time, or so they thought.

