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John 18:28 – 19:42

“Meanwhile, in the meantime – and it was truly a mean mean time –

standing near the cross of Jesus were Mary his mother, and his mother’s

sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene (John 19:20?). They

were waiting. This was a very mean time.

I cannot imagine witnessing the death of a son. In our time, we know our

children from before they are born. I just received a picture of our next

grandson – Dylan, a sonogram picture. The first pictures of our grandson

Max who will be a year old next week were from a sonogram as well. I

treasure the first pictures of my new great-nephew Ewan. And I have

watched my two older great-nephews grow from infancy to pre-school boys

mostly through their pictures.

Now picture this: our Lord’s mother and his favorite auntie and his best

friend, the three Marys, waiting at the foot of the cross for their precious

Jesus to die.

What extremes of pictures of a son and his mother in the stories of Jesus

and his mother Mary in Scripture we have, as we have in our own stories. At

the end of a meal I always used to ask everyone “Wouldn’t you all be more

comfortable in the living room?” And noone would move. Finally the

youngest son in our household gave me the Oh Mom look said, “No, I want

to stay at the table.” But I wanted him and everyone else to get up and leave

the room so that I could clear the table and join them sooner in the living

room. I didn’t realize until that moment that I was speaking code. Well, at



the wedding at Cana when the wine gave out, Mary the mother of Jesus said

to him, “They have no wine” which you mothers and sons understand is

code for “Son, you need to get up and provide more wine for the host

because they have run out.” In stead of giving her an “Oh, Mom” Jesus

speaks almost harshly to her, “Woman, what concern is that to you and to

me? My hour has not yet come” for he thought that it was not time for him

to reveal his powers to his disciples and the people there at the wedding. But

his Mom Mary knew that it was time and she said to the servants, “Do

whatever he tells you.” And Jesus performed his first public miracle, his

glory was revealed, and the people began to believe. Then Jesus, his mother,

brothers, and disciples went down to Capernaum, his adopted home, the

home of his public ministry.

But on the cross in the mean mean time as Jesus’s Marys looked on he

spoke in tenderness to his mother. From the cross, that tree of torture and

death, Jesus could see his mother and John – the disciple whom he loved –

standing beside her. He said to his mother, “Woman, here is your son.” Then

he said to the disciple, “Here is your mother.” And from that time on John

took her into his own home. Can you see the contrast between the exchange

of an impatient mother with her son Jesus whose ministry has yet to become

public so that people might one day believe and a conversation of a

tormented mother and her tortured son Jesus on the cross who has submitted

to death so that people that very day in the mean time did believe? From the

dreaded cross he speaks to his mother with affection and respect, with love.

In the meantime – the mean time – three faithful women who loved Jesus

as a boy and a man and the Son of God – waited and watched a precious son,

a beloved nephew, and a treasured friend die an ignoble death on the cross,



the death of a common criminal. And after it “was finished” and Christ was

taken down from the cross, his body was prepared for burial and placed in a

new tomb.

Early on the first day of the next week – this Sunday – Mary Magdalene

will come to the tomb and see that the stone has been removed and Jesus has

risen from the dead. We will no longer be in the mean time. But my friends,

we are in that mean time, the in-between time, now. We must go through

Good Friday. To get to the Easter joy we must go through the mean time. In

his teaching in John Jesus has told his disciples that the time was coming,

and indeed it has now come, when they would leave him alone. But he was

not alone. God was with him as were the three Marys.

So we are in the mean time. And we must sit at the foot of the cross with

Mary, the mother of Jesus, Mary his aunt, and his friend Mary of Magdala.

We must wait with them. Picture yourself waiting for our precious Lord to

die for us. Hold that picture in your mind. It is too horrible to picture our

own child up there, but if we see through the Marys’ eyes, we will see our

Jesus, our own child, our own nephew, our own best friend up there on the

cross. In this mean time are we willing to wait with our Lord? Can we wait

with the Marys for him to die? More importantly, can we be his presence in

the world in the mean time?


