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Holy Week is one of those rare and special times of the church year when we enter the 

story of Jesus in real time, day-by-day as he makes his way to the cross.  Today, Holy 

Wednesday, we are one day before the drama of the Last Supper, foot washing, and betrayal of 

Jesus by Judas.  And so today we’ve added the Bible readings specifically assigned by the 

Church to Holy Wednesday.  From that collection I want to focus a bit on the interaction 

between today’s Psalm and the Gospel lesson. 

 

Let’s begin with the Psalm.  The first verse reads in part, “O Lord, make haste to help 

me.”  This is what I like to call an “arrow prayer.”  It’s a short but powerful little prayer you can 

offer up at any time, whenever you feel you need a hand from God.  That’s really the point of the 

whole verse: God’s help is a practical, everyday necessity, not a theoretical possibility. 

 

The psalmist knew that first-hand.  “O Lord, make haste to help me” is the desperate 

prayer of a person in trouble.  The psalmist is besieged by people who want to shame him, 

confound him, take pleasure in his misfortune, and gloat over him.  There is urgency.  Danger.  

Fear.  And God is the only one who can meaningfully address the situation. 

 

We all have times when we feel like that, don’t we?  Each of us have had moments when 

we’ve felt like we were surrounded with no safe place to go.  Perhaps it was a physical threat, 

but just as likely it was anxiety arising from an interpersonal conflict, our health, school, our 

career – the list is endless.  We all know what it’s like to feel the pressure, to audibly hear our 

heartbeat as it races, and to wonder how we’ll survive. 

 

Perhaps now, more than ever, we all feel the oppression of our worries.  I’ve always 

enjoyed current events, politics, and the news.  But in these days of wall-to-wall pandemic 

coverage, I scarcely watch the news anymore.  My heart can only take so much.  It’s 

overwhelming.  I think all of us are prayerfully pleading, “O Lord, make haste to help me!” 

 

We can pray that prayer to Jesus with tremendous confidence that he hears it with great 

empathy and understanding, because Jesus too has experienced times of enormous pressure, 

anxiety, fear, and even suffering.  Today’s Gospel lesson offers an example that’s especially 

gripping.  Imagine the feeling of being at dinner with your closest friends, knowing that one is 

plotting against you, preparing to turn you over to your most fervent enemies.  Knowing all that, 

could you eat with that person?  Could you be civil to that person?  At their mere sight would 

you be calling to the Lord for help?  Or, even more likely, would you be calling upon the police 

to arrest that person for conspiracy to commit murder? 
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Jesus’s reaction is so different from the reactions I anticipate we would offer.  Jesus 

doesn’t call for Judas to be arrested and doesn’t even try to talk him out of his bargain with the 

devil.  Jesus also doesn’t offer up that timeless prayer from Psalm 70 for God to “make haste” 

and offer help.  Instead, Jesus looks Judas in the eye and encourages him to complete what he 

has started.  Even stranger is that after Judas leaves, Jesus characterizes the coming betrayal as a 

great and glorious victory for God.   

 

This Gospel lesson, and indeed the entire story of Jesus’s arrest, trial, and crucifixion – 

the very story that we have the privilege of unpacking and experiencing during Holy Week – 

reminds us yet again that God has a special gift for drawing light and goodness out of even the 

most shadowy and evil circumstances.  As we will hear this coming Sunday, the very moment 

that we should have reasonably expected to be the most epic defeat in the history of time turns 

out to be the greatest victory of them all. 

 

How has God drawn great good from your adversity?  I often think about an example I 

experienced during seminary.  In the larger scheme of life and suffering it’s trivial.  But at the 

time it seemed like a really big deal.  I’ve told the story before but I think it’s worth sharing one 

more time.   

 

It happened many years ago at Trindle Spring Lutheran Church in Mechanicsburg, 

Pennsylvania, which was my “Teaching Parish” during my first year of Seminary and a first 

chance to learn a little about parish ministry from a seasoned pastor.  I was having a great 

experience and was proud of the positive feedback I had received.  That particular Sunday 

morning, the newly called associate pastor and I were distributing communion together for the 

very first time.  Within moments we discovered that our choreography was off.  As she moved 

one way, I moved the other, and we collided.  It jarred the chalice I was holding and dark red 

wine splashed upon both of our bright, white albs.  My face flushed with humiliation, anger and 

shame.  I agonized that I might have ruined worship.  And I worried that I had forever 

embarrassed myself. 

 

We were both soaked in wine but we soldiered on and concluded the service.  As soon as 

the parishioners had departed, I stomped back to the senior pastor’s office to remove and rinse 

the alb that carried the crimson stain of my shame.  I was still steaming at the spectacle of my 

foolishness.  The senior pastor was right on my heels.  I anticipated a word of comfort and 

sympathy.  But instead, with sharpness in his voice, he said “What’s the matter with you?  Do 

you think you don’t need Jesus?”  His words made no sense to me.  As I eyed him with stunned 

confusion, he repeated his question.  “What’s the matter?  Do you think you don’t need Jesus?”  

Finally pulling myself away from my one-person pity party, I stammered, “Yes, of course I need 

Jesus.”  “Well good,” he answered.  “Because it’s not about you out there.  It’s about Jesus.  It’s 

always about Jesus.”   

 

I will be forever grateful to that senior pastor, and I will never forget those words, 

because they starkly exposed the fool I was, thinking that it was about me, and they gracefully 

proclaimed the fool that I must become – a fool who puts all of his hope and trust in Jesus Christ.  
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It was the most important lesson I learned in seminary, and arose from a moment of enormous 

embarrassment and failure.  God has a knack for doing that. 

 

Is God capable of drawing some greater good from this pandemic?  I think so.  By saying 

that, I don’t mean to minimize the pain, suffering, and loss that people around the globe are 

experiencing because of this awful virus.  We should lament every suffering that we and the rest 

of the world are experiencing.  It is not a cause for celebration.  But even in this tragedy, God has 

the power and the inclination to draw good from it.  When this is over, will we be more 

connected as a congregation?  As a community?  As a world?  Will we cease taking our faith for 

granted?  Will we be inclined to be a little more gentle and graceful in the way we treat one 

another?  I don’t know.  It’s too soon to tell.  But if anything positive can come out of this, God 

will find a way to make it happen. 

 

In the meantime, we continue to pray: “Lord, make haste to help us.”  It doesn’t mean 

that things will magically and suddenly be fixed or back to normal (whatever normal now is).  

But that prayer is not just a request, but a confession of faith that our fears, anxieties, troubles, 

and tribulations do not have eternal power over us.  God has the last word, and that word will 

always be love.  As Jesus himself will show us this week, as he walks in shackles from the 

Garden of Gethsemane to the brutality of the cross on Golgotha, and then finally from the tomb 

itself, God will draw blessing from tragedy.  It was true then, and it is true now.  Thanks be to 

God.  Amen. 


