








then stood before their dead man’s tomb and called

the dead man out!

They could not grasp Him—they could not understand
this remarkably remarkable Person. “How strange,” they

say among themselves.

He speaks of going away, having told us we must follow
Him always—
then says we cannot follow Him now!
He speaks of a Father of Abraham as if He had seen
Him—
when everyone knows that Terah died

sidetracked in Haran centuries ago.

He talks of a Kingdom—
but will ride only a donkev

and rejects a crown.

He speaks of His death—
yet acts as if He would be

with us always.

“We cannot follow it! He is bevond our understanding!”
And so Judas fell before it,
Peter collapsed and denied,

Thomas was twisted bv his love and his wonder.












Satan knew—they all knew very well. Satan and His Evil
Spirits and Pilate understood it. They bad to reject Him.

Their Dominions would be swallowed up by freed men.
The dominion of demons would die.
The Empire of the Romans would become a
vassal state to a Judaean King of Kings.
They bhad to reject!

Caiphas! Hurry! You are a year too late already!

And so with Scribes and Pharisees and Priests, the best
of Hebrew culture — their dominions would be swallowed
too. Priests, law, patterns of their piety, dogma of their
orthodoxy, all would go by the board—jettisoned, for who
would worship through a dependent priest in a man-made
temple when he had the Lord himself? Who would live by
law when He lifts one above law? Who would confine

himself to a pattern when he has the original?

They knew Him well—
better than did His disciples.
T'hey had to reject Him, for
Jewish Culture would have died.

“Let Him be crossed!” they shouted.

And it was for them the only way.






But we have expected His cross to hold Him, too,
and are thunderstruck when, for a little, he is inadvertently

freed.
In our misunderstanding we have tricd our best to keep
Him there.

We make I1im a White man,
member of the tribe,
national,
citizen,
partisan,
bigot moralist, or
ascetic monk, or
legalist reactionary,
a Baptist, and

a I'éxan, it you please. May God forgive us.

Our neighbor, six years of age with all that means, was
looking through an old color-book smeared by our “littlest.”
In her ignorance the three-year-old had made the flag of
the United States and its forty-eight stars to be orange and
green, and yellow. Our neighbor almost gave me a sermon
when she cried, “Oh, no, it’s all wrong, that’s the Texas
flag, and everyone knows it's red, white, and blue!”

“That’s the Texas Christ,” we cry, or the Baptist, or the
American, or the white, and you must hold Him as we do!
In our concentration on explaining and defending His cross
we have expected the cross to go on holding Him. We see
only by the hardest that He is infinitely greater after simply
because men could not comprehend that there could be any
afterward for a man on a cross.

His “afterward” is greater than His approach to the
cross. But the cross was finished, and even as He cried
“Tetelestar” the “Author of all things” to use a sentence
of Paul Scherer’s, “drew a line through all the contradictions
and wrote across the original text with His own hand—stet!

let it stand! Let it all stand forever.”
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We have sought to keep Him wrapped in a napkin with
the host or in wine;
When all He ever wanted was to get into a man’s
blood-stream.

We bave limited Him to dealing with Sin only;
When He preferred to start with darkness, or lameness,
or demons, or need, and let Sin die as He passed it.

We have protected Him against being taken seriously with
armoréd dogma,

While He never guarded his words against misunderstand-
ing.

We have provided Him with a round of pbhilosopbhies,

but all He ever wanted was someone to trust Him.

We bave ensconced Him safely in niches where He is wor-
shipped,
but He preferred boats and houses and street corners
and Solomon’s pool.

IHow we have caged Him!
Behind bars of dogma,
when lHe rejects confinement.
Behind the walls of institutionalism,
while He cries for the brotherhood
of believing ones.

How we have forced Him to peer through slatted apertures
into tiny apartments made up for company—
when He would roam the whole dwelling!

Who has learned it? He divides, He monopolizes, He
compels, He disrupts. Free Fim from the cross where you
have wanted to keep Him.

Strike the shackles,

Bend the bars, o )















