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Do you remember the moment? I remember the moment well. A year ago this past week, I had 

just returned from a special session of the Michigan Annual Conference at Albion College. Most 

of us thought that the greatest thing facing the global United Methodist Church at the time was a 

Plan for Reconciliation and Grace through Separation. The Church was preparing for a global 

separation as differences in theology had become so great across the United Methodist Church. 

The Michigan Conference had gathered in a special session to affirm the path forward worked 

out so that we could move beyond harming one another and others over our theological 

disagreements and begin focusing on ministry and mission together again. 

 

I would never have guessed that in a few days’ time, I would have to decide to close our church 

from indoor worship so that we could keep our communities, our congregation, and our staff 

safe. Beyond that, I wouldn’t have guessed that we would have moved from livestreaming 

worship from our buildings and sanctuaries to sending it from my living room for the next few 

months. That week, a couple of weeks to contain a virus seemed like an eternity as we were 

approaching Easter. I remain deeply grateful for those who shared wise counsel and advice 

during those days when we didn’t know much about this virus that would impact our lives for 

more than just a few weeks or months. 

 

In that week, many spent hours on the phone with me as we shared concerns. In the past, in times 

of fear and uncertainty, we’d gather at the Church. We’d fling wide the doors of the sanctuary 

with a generous invitation to gather for prayer. Now, where would we go? How would we reach 

our members who didn’t have internet access or the ability to gather with us online? When this is 

the place we gather to find hope, where would we gather? How would we come together?  Who 

would hold us when we couldn’t physically hold one another and give one another the assurance 

that everything would be all right? 

 

A year ago last week was that moment when I began to realize that our world wouldn’t be the 

same, but I still wasn’t certain where we were all headed. At times, it felt like everything was 

falling apart in our world and no one knew how to put us back together again. I don’t know about 

you, but I like to be in control and I quickly realized that I couldn’t be in control in my life or in 

the world that was rapidly changing around us. 

Why Easter Matters: 

“THE RISK OF SURRENDERING TO GOD” 
Matthew 26:6-16 
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As Jesus gathers with his disciples in Bethany at the home of Simon the Leper, an unnamed 

woman (at least in Matthew’s telling of this story) enters onto the scene with an alabaster jar of 

costly ointment. Before everyone knows it, she opens the jar and anoints Jesus’ head, as if he 

were a king, as he sits at the table. The disciples couldn’t believe their eyes. “What a waste! This 

could have been sold and the money given to take care of the poor. Who does she think she is?  

This is not the moment for such extravagance!” 

 

Before they can continue, however, Jesus sees the heart of her gift and commends her. Her 

extravagant gift, valued at a year’s wages by some accounts, was an act of adoration, an act of 

gratitude, an act of humility, an act of worship. Jesus says that this woman who the disciples are 

ready to condemn has performed a “good service” for him. He reminds them that the poor will 

always be with them, but they won’t always have him. 

 

This anointing will be what his body needs for burial. And we know that his body is never 

anointed, right? There was no body present when the women came to the tomb on Easter 

morning. This woman had already done that work. 

 

Yet, as we read further, it seems like this was the moment for Judas—this was the final moment, 

the point of no return. This was the moment that Jesus started going in a different direction than 

Judas had anticipated. This was the moment his life was turned upside down. 

 

In this moment, Jesus had spoken about his own death. Judas had been with him for a while now.  

He had seen the miracles. He had watched as Jesus healed others and brought back Lazarus from 

the grave. In Judas’ mind, Jesus was the man who finally had the power to kick the Romans out 

of the promised land. Judas was a zealot. He was ready for the insurrection that Caiaphas, the 

high priest, was worried about. And Judas knew that Jesus was just the man to bring it to pass. 

Judas saw that the military possibilities of overthrowing the Romans and setting the oppressed 

free could happen with Jesus. 

 

There was only one problem that Judas realized as he approached this moment. Jesus had just 

said that he was going to die. How could a dead Messiah kick the Romans out of Dodge? How 

could a dead Savior save the people of God? Death would mean an end to their movement. Death 

would be surrendering. Surrender indicates weakness. Weakness would mean a loss of what 

could happen in this very moment for the people of God. Surrender could never lead to the 

victory that Judas sought. 

 

We read the gospel story and we make Judas out to be the embodiment of everything that is evil.  

We know that he is the treasurer for the disciples. John’s gospel puts the disciples’ words 

towards the woman all on him. He’s known as the “Betrayer” and we are certain that we want to 

stay far away from him. 

 

In fact, years ago at a Maundy Thursday service in a local church I was serving, I thought that I 

would recreate the Last Supper with Jesus. So I invited everyone to join me in groups of twelve 

around a table to receive communion. As each group came up, they were able to sit where they 

wanted, but there was a name placard for each of the disciples at every place setting. That night, 
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I noticed that everyone avoided Judas Iscariot’s spot. No one wanted to sit there. No one wanted 

to be the evil betrayer. 

 

Yet, are there not times in our lives when we can identify with Judas? Maybe we’re not out 

actively trying to betray Jesus. We’re not out to stand against God. We wouldn’t hand Jesus over 

for thirty pieces of silver. 

 

But I’ve known times in my journey of faith when I’ve come to a moment when I wondered 

where in the world Jesus was leading. Like Judas, I’ve wanted to bargain with God for my way 

because I wasn’t ready to give up control; I wasn’t ready to surrender. 

 

What do you do when life starts to move beyond your own control? It certainly hasn’t been 

comfortable in this past year when we’ve found ourselves having to surrender to the moment that 

we might lead in ways that bring life, has it? In those moments, I understand Judas better. I get 

how Judas wondered how Jesus could accomplish the salvation of the world, the overthrow of a 

horrible oppressor, if the path that Jesus was choosing would lead to his own death. Perhaps 

Judas thought that if he did this, he might actually force Jesus to make the next move and 

checkmate those Romans. 

 

Have you ever found yourself bargaining with God to keep control rather than surrender? 

There’s a great risk involved when we surrender to God. What if God loses it all? What if Jesus 

goes to the cross and that’s the end? What if we don’t win out? What if…what if…what if…? 

 

Last week, I saw a glimmer of hope as my wife, Dawn, was finally eligible for the vaccine. We 

had been registered in a variety of places. All week long, I went online only to discover how 

frustrating it is to find an appointment. I know some of you are still there. Friends reached out, 

but links still were full and no appointments were available. Partway through the week, I 

discovered that I, too, was eligible. Yet, my heart dropped as I spent hours online, even past 

midnight a couple of nights, to no avail. 

 

I threw up my arms. How would we get out of this? It’s been a year of trying to keep one 

another, our congregation, our loved ones, and our communities safe. I’m tired. I’m worn out. I 

can’t work a full day and stay up until 1 a.m. looking for an appointment. On Thursday before I 

went to bed, I tried a link that a good friend shared with me and so many appointments popped 

up that I thought it was too good to be true. In no time, I made our appointments for Friday 

afternoon and shared it with other staff members as quickly as I could. 

 

Standing in line on Friday, I had tears in my eyes. It was too good to be true. I was worried up 

until they put the shot in my arm that I’d be turned away because there wasn’t enough or because 

of technicality. Feeling the soreness afterwards was a reminder of the life that’s coming in the 

days ahead. 

 

It’s hard to surrender when you’re facing a Good Friday moment. Surrender is not on the list of 

priorities when you don’t know how long you’ll be in the tomb. But Church, there is good news 

that Judas missed in the moment. There is good news that we sometimes forget when we’re 

faced with our own moments of surrender. The cross and the tomb don’t look like life. The 
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ointment in the alabaster jar is not just for burial, but for the crowning of the One who will reign 

over death. The cross and the tombs we face won’t have the last say. 

 

Easter is on its way! Life is on its way! 

 


