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BETRAYED 

Our Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name.  

Jesus taught us how to pray. He once said, “Ask and it will be given to you, search and you 

will find, knock and the door will be opened.” God, I’m knocking, do you hear me? Surely you must 

hear one of your own. Surely you must hear me, a person named after Judah, one of Jesus’ twelve 

disciples, a fearful servant of the one true God, you alone, O lord, are God. Do YOU hear me? Do 

you hear your servant, Judas Iscariot, praying? O Lord, hear me now as I pray. 

Thy kingdom come, thy will be done. On earth as it is in heaven. 

You O Lord are sovereign. You are the true ruler over heaven and earth, not Caesar. His 

empire will pass just as the Babylonians and the Assyrians and all the earthly kingdoms before—

even Israel. But you, Lord, you promised to return Israel to her throne and restore King David’s 

house. Through your prophet Jeremiah, you promised to: 

“raise up for David a righteous Branch, a King who will reign wisely and do what is just and right 

in the land. In his days Judah will be saved and Israel will live in safety. This is the name by which 

he will be called: The Lord Our Righteous Savior.”  

This is the name we called Jesus of Nazareth. Savior. Messiah. Son of God. Hosanna! We 

cried, “blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord. Blessed is the coming kingdom of our 

ancestor David! Hosanna in the highest heaven!  

Hosanna in the lowest earth. Hosanna, save us, here and now. O Lord, I believed. I believed 

he was the one who would save us. I believed he was the one, the true Messiah we have been 

waiting for. I waved palm branches with the others, lining the street with fresh flags of victory. I 

walked in his dust across the Galilean countryside. I witnessed him heal the blind and cast out 

demons. I distributed bread and fish to hundreds of hungry followers. I saw even the wind and the 

sea obey him. Lord, I have seen with my own eyes the power of Jesus. He must be from you. Since 

the very beginning of his ministry he has been pointing people to you, which is why I cannot 

understand what he plans to do. Sure, he’s talked to us about suffering and being betrayed, beaten, 

and killed, and raised three days later, but I thought it was a figure of speech, like all his parables. 

He can’t die. The law says the Messiah remains forever. I don’t understand. Tell me the truth. That’s 

why I’m praying to you. Talk to me God, do you hear me? 

Forgive us our trespasses. As we forgive those who trespass against us. 

Forgive me God, but I cannot forgive Jesus’ betrayal. He betrayed my trust. I trusted him to 

lead us to victory. But instead of raising up a righteous army, he is resigned to giving up. Giving up 

his mission and giving up his life. Can’t he see how selfish he’s being? I placed my entire life in his 

powerful hands, for what? Nothing. Nothing but failure. How could I have been so blind. I knew he 

was subversive, breaking the sabbath and eating with lepers, I just thought it was a clever tactic 

rally all of Israel to fight for our freedom. I thought Jesus was our new Moses, delivering God’s 

people once again from oppression. With the timing of Passover right now, there couldn’t be a 

better sign.  

But my illusions and idealism shattered when the woman broke open the alabaster jar. I 

watched in disgust as the costly perfume poured over his brow and dripped off his nose into his 



Pastor Jenny McLellan | 3.25.2018 
 

Page 2 of 2 

 

beard. I took out a cloth held it over my nose. At first the fragrance was delicate, complex, and 

intriguing, but the sheer volume overpowered me as the stench grew sour. It smelled like death. Of 

course, it was, after all a burial perfume, the same we used for my father.  

This, woman, she kept pouring and pouring out the costly perfume, could she not see the 

absurd waste? It was pooling at his feet for crying out loud! “Stop! What do you think you’re doing?” 

I cried, “Surely you know how many people could be fed if only you sold that perfume!”  

I looked at Jesus, our Lord, with pleading eyes, do something! Surely this Rabbi in his 

compassion and preference for the poor and widow would cast out this woman just as he cast out 

demons. 

“Leave her alone,” he said wearily, “She has done a good service for me. She has anointed 

my body beforehand for its burial.”  

No. It can’t be. His words knocked the life out of me and my body went cold and numb.  

Lord, God, Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. 

There is nothing more I can do. Nothing more I can say to convince Jesus that he is the one. 

His will is resolute. He IS going to suffer. He IS going to die. O GOD! It can’t be. Stop him, do 

something, do you hear me?  

Sometimes I wonder if you’re even listening. Do my prayers even matter? I’m tempted to just 

give up. 

My mother used to say evil temptation is as close as the devil whispering in your ear. I 

haven’t heard the devil lately, but since the first moment I met Jesus of Nazareth, a seed of doubt 

planted in my heart, he’s too good to be true.  

Jesus says this is your will, God, but it can’t be. I’m not willing to believe it. I’m not willing to 

follow him to the cross, to death, to defeat. Surely there must be another way, but if there is, I can’t 

see it. The world as I knew it has grown dark. The only hope I have left is that this Jesus doesn’t 

lead anyone else astray, like he did to me. Forgive me Lord, for what I am about to do. Lord have 

mercy on me, hear me as I pray, Lord have mercy on me.  


