
 1 

Monday in Great Week. 
 
St Luke’s Gospel 19: 41-44 “Get real: Actions have consequences” 
 
Each year in Great Week, the Church remembers in real time, the last week of 

Jesus’ life. We have accounts in four gospels and, as the real historical documents 

they are, the chronology of the accounts do not all match up and each gospel 

writers includes or omits stories or sayings we find in another. Each gospel is a 

theological framing of the life of Jesus. And on the Sundays that aren’t in 

Christmas, Lent, Great Week, Easter or Pasg as I will call using its Welsh name 

(because the English name derives from the  saxon goddess of spring upon 

whose feast, the Christian celebration of Jesus’ resurrection fell,) we use each 

gospel in  turn. This year is the year when we use the gospel of St Luke. So I am 

going to use St Luke’s gospel for our journey through Great Week. 

 

Yesterday we remembered Jesus’ staged entry into Jerusalem, riding on a 

donkey, drawing on prophetic imagery from the Hebrew Scriptures of God’s 

Chosen One coming to the Holy City, not on a war horse or a chariot, not borne 

on a litter carried by slaves, but, like every one else, riding into the city on a 

donkey and a borrowed donkey at that. 

 

In the chronology of St Luke gospel, as Jesus draws near and catches sight of the 

city, he begins to cry and lament: 

 

“And as Jesus  drew near, seeing the city, he wept over it and said, “If you had 

known on this day the things that make for peace! But now they are hidden from 

your eyes. The days will come upon you, when your enemies will set up a 

barricade round you, encircle you and enclose you on every side. They will dash 

you to the ground, you and your children amongst you. And they will not leave 

one of your stones upon another, all because you did not know the time of your 

visitation.”  

 

“Wrth iddyn nhw ddod yn agos at Jerwsalem dyma Iesu yn dechrau crio wrth 

weld y ddinas o’i flaen. Petaet ti, hyd yn oed heddiw, on wedi deall beth fyddai’n 
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dod â heddwch parhaol i ti. Ond mae’n rhy hwyr, a dydy heddwch ddim o fewn 

dy gyrraedd o gwbl. Mae dydd yn dod pan fydd dy elynion yn codi gwrthglawdd 

yn dy erbyn ac yn dy gau i mewn ac ymosod arnat o bob cyferiad. Cei dy sathru 

dan draed ti a’r bobl sy’n byw ynot. Bydd waliau’r ddinas yn cael eu chwalu’n 

llwyr, am dy fod wedi gwrthod dy Dduw ar y foment honno pad ddaeth i dy 

helpu di.” (Beibl.net) 

 

 

Visitation, that is a funny word. It is a word, we still use, in the same context in 

the Church. A Visitation is when the person who has authority comes to to visit 

and to check everything is ticking over nicely. In the church today, they are 

mostly ceremonial. Every third year, I as Bishop make a visitation to the diocese. 

What it usually means is that, I summon all those who hold my licence to 

exercise a role in the diocese to come and hear my charge, my vision statement 

for the next three years. In the years when I am not making a Visitation, each 

Archdeacon, makes a Visitation in his or her own archdeaconry, in my name, on 

my behalf. When Jesus rides into Jerusalem for what was to be the last week of 

his life, St Luke is clear, he is making his Visitatiion, and like the Archdeacons 

who make their Visitations on behalf of the Bishop so the Lord Jesus makes his 

Visiation in the name of the Lord God. As he rides into Jerusalem, his students 

and the onlookers, shout, “ Blessed is  the king coming in the Lord’s name; in 

heaven, peace and glory in the highest” (Luke 19v38). Such joy and celebration, 

but as Jesus catches his first glimpse of the city, in the midst of the excitement 

and hope,  he weeps over it because he already knows he will find it wanting. 

After all, this isn’t his first visit, he has been there before. In Luke’s account, on 

his first sight of the city after his triumphal entry, he weeps and proclaims the 

inevitability of the catastrophe that will follow when the Visitation that he, the 

King is making on behalf of the Lord God, is repudiated and rejected. 

 

We are constantly at risk of putting God in a religious box, being a Christian, we 

think, living as a Christian, is for people who are religious, spiritual, people who 

like that sort of thing but not every one is religious, not every one does God. Each 

to his own. Get real. God is not religious. God is interested in our real lives, in the 
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real lives of all those with whom we share this planet, both animal and human. If 

God isn’t religious, if all this religion is to please God or make him happy, what is 

it all?, It is a man made tool that, if we use it aright, can help to mould us into 

people who are capable of living at peace with ourselves  and with our neighbour 

and in harmony with the creation. The word was made flesh and dwelt among us, 

Jesus was born of Mary, that we might be exposed to what a human life looks like 

when someone is a peace with themselves, with God and with their neighbour, to 

see what a person looks like when they have no axe to grind, no agenda to follow, 

no deals to do, who is aware of their own ego and selfishness but still chooses to 

live for others. The word was made flesh so that we can see what we human 

beings are capable of, what our potential is: what we are capable of because 

Jesus is fully human and what He is, how he was, is what we can be, but also, the 

following the last week of Jesus’ life shows us the depths of what people are 

capable of doing because when he came to Jerusalem, to make his Visitation on 

behalf of the Most High, what happened was not reflection, repentance and 

rejoicing, what happened was his crucifixion. As we follow Jesus through this last 

week of his earthly life, the heart of what humans beings are is revealed. What 

we are is revealed. The crucifixion of Jesus the Word made flesh is what 

happened when Love lived among us: we killed it. I say we, but I wouldn’t be 

getting real if I didn’t at this point mention, that none of the people who brought 

Jesus to his death were women. The events of Great Week tells the story not of 

human beings but of human males. I am not saying that if women had ruled the 

world at the time, we would have made a better go of it, who knows, but if we are 

to be real this Great Week, that needs to be said. Men crucified Jesus and women 

had nightmares, warned against it and wept. 

 

Jesus had no illusions: he comes in on a wave of joy and hope and triumph but as 

he sees the city, he weeps over it, he knows that his final coming will demand a 

choice, he knows in his heart that the choice will be to reject him and he sees the 

future cost of that way of being.  

 

If we are to get real this Great Week, we have to acknowledge the complexity of 

this remembering that we do, we have to acknowledge that the Church’s 
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remembering of this week over the centutries has led time and time again to the 

persecution  and slaughter of Jewish people. Acknowledging the kingship of 

Christ in our words is no guarantee that we put his love, compassion and 

generosity into practice as the history of the Church shows. Jesus as he enters 

Jerusalem, cries over it and just as Jesus expresses the potential of all human 

beings to learn what love means in practice so his rejection by Jew and Gentile 

alike in that week in Jerusalem, expresses the potential of all human beings to 

choose fear and selfishness over obedience and trust. This week the gentle but 

honest gaze of God in Christ makes his Visitation to our hearts. What will he find? 


