
 
© 2024 Christopher Wilkins. All Rights Reserved.   

1 
 

Troubled 

5 Lent B, 3/17/24 

 

Today’s gospel reminds me of an interesting meme that goes around from time to 

time online. (For all I know, it goes around offline, too.) It included a photograph of 

the Olsen twins – Mary Kate and Ashley – as adults, dressed elegantly and rather 

alike, but with differently odd expressions on their faces. One looks as though she’d 

just seen a ghost. The other looked like she just seen a hawk swallow a mole. The 

caption to the photograph that made it a meme interpreted their expressions this way: 

‘The Olsen twins look as if one of them knows when you will die, and the other one 

knows how you will die’. Now, I can’t know their own minds better than they do, 

but what if they knew exactly those things about the pap [sb sing. for “paparazzi”. 

derog. – ed.] who snapped this photo? We know not the day nor the hour… 

I wasn’t able this week to figure out from whom to ask permission to reproduce the 

photograph, so have not done so. It’s readily available online, though whether the 

Olsens consent that it be so, I do not know. Point being, to see both their faces in 

such a photo and state and imagine that they might just know the things it is said 

they know, but have remained silent as church mice about them – as is their right – 

is just about as disquieting as it is meant to be.  

What brings that meme to mind this morning is Jesus’s strange behavior. Greeks have 

arrived at the Temple just as he did. Passover is like that in Jerusalem – much as goes 

on now during Ramadan, which just started, or is when there isn’t a war going on. 

People come from all over because they want to be part of the great celebrations and 

festivals of their religion(s). People, that is, for whom the religion(s) in question 

matter, even if only for business or matchmaking purposes. It is likely that these 
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‘Greeks’ were Jews from Asia Minor, Greece, Egypt, or the like who spoke Greek at 

home, not Aramaic, the language that Jesus and pretty much everyone else in what’s 

now Israel and Palestine spoke on the daily. If they were not Jews per se, they 

might’ve been among those who were curious about Judaism as practiced then, but 

not yet converts to that faith. Judaism in this period, especially outside Judea, 

welcomed converts and at times actively sought them. Whoever they were, though, 

they weren’t from ‘round here, Andrew and Philip told Jesus, and they want to meet 

you (Jesus, that is). Shall we show them in? 

Their desire makes sense. I mean, who wouldn’t want to meet Jesus if you had the 

chance – in this life, I mean. We’ll meet him in the next soon enough; I just hope 

he’ll be glad to see us. The people in today’s gospel weren’t worried about ‘the next’, 

though. They were focused on the right here and now. What’s interesting is that the 

gospel does not say how they knew Jesus was right there, right now. It’s not as though 

he posted his travels on ancient Instagram or something. But it’s these Greeks’ 

knowledge that he’s there, as well as their desire to speak with him, that wig Jesus 

out. He doesn’t give Andrew or Philip an answer either way, btw., but falls instead 

into a bit of a reverie. He tells them that his hour is now come, ‘the hour in which 

the Son of Man is to be glorified’.  Now what made him think of that? 

Well, let’s look at it as he no doubt did. His fame had spread far beyond the confines 

of Judea, Samaria, and Galilee. He knew that now. He hadn’t known it before. Now, 

though, he not only knew it; but had living proof. The whole of the East – from 

Greece through the Levant and over to Egypt and Libya – had now heard of him. 

Not only that: a good few of them wanted to hear more. Some of them even wanted 

to hear from him directly, hear him tell them to their faces that the kingdom of 

heaven was within them and at hand, that peace should be with them, that scriptures 

such as Isaiah 40 et al. were fulfilled in their hearing, and that they had no more 
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reason to be afraid. They wanted this so much that they came to Jerusalem to hear 

it. They figured that that he’d be there, if he was who people said he was. Where 

else could he be but in his Father’s house? Ah, finally, you can hear Jesus saying to 

himself. It’s working. That great grapevine of faith and change is working. Word is 

spreading. The Word is spreading. Blessèd be. 

Also, you can feel him sighing, it worked. It’s almost over. The end is near. My end. 

Not long now, my friends. It won’t be long now. Hence the reverie. 

Jesus has known for a while how he will die – ‘the Son of Man must be lifted up like 

a serpent that’s traded leather for metal’, ‘unless a grain of wheat falls to the ground 

and die…’ and so on. Does a seed, technically, die? Surely the DNA within lives on, 

no matter the fate of the husk it grew and falls in. But Jesus will die for sure – and 

he’s now realized when he will die: pretty soon. It won’t be long now. 

I wouldn’t want to know that. I don’t think we’re meant to know that. It’s enough 

to know that we are mortal, born to live while our life lasts, and to enjoy that life 

and fulfill its purpose as best we can. It’s enough to know that it is God’s or Nature’s 

pleasure that we lay our life down at the end, never to return. Whither then? We 

cannot know whilst we remain on this side of the veil. We are not to hasten that 

end, except perhaps when it is imminent and our body’s suffering has become 

unendurable to us and to those whom we love, or when we give our last full measure 

for a cause that is worthy of it. Can any cause be so worthy? Jesus certainly thinks so. 

“Those who love their life will lose it,” Jesus says – but so will we all, love it or hate 

it. Except, not quite. “Who hates their life in this world will keep it for eternal life,” 

John’s gospel has Jesus say in this bit. Commentators are quick with a gloss to this, as 

do the Geneva Bible translators in 1560, writing, ‘What he means is “lose their life 

for Christ’s sake”’, but I’m not so sure. He doesn’t say that, and hate’s a strong word. 



 
© 2024 Christopher Wilkins. All Rights Reserved.   

4 
 

I’m not entirely sure what Jesus means by it here, but I’m sure that he means 

something. 

The reason for that is what he says next: “Now my soul is troubled.” Why is that? It 

takes a word from God himself to get Jesus back on track, as it were. He asks for one 

– “Father, glorify thy name” – and the Father does. “I’ve glorified it, and will glorify 

it again,” he says, whatever that means. Jesus hastens to tell everyone that God said 

that out loud for their sakes, not his. But it was he who asked for it, not them. It was 

his soul that was troubled, not theirs. He asked, God answered, but even that wasn’t 

quite enough. After trying once more to settle the people’s minds – telling them that, 

‘The prince of this world shall be cast out’ and, ‘If I be lifted up from the earth, I will 

draw all people unto me’, and so on – he hides himself away from them all: Greeks, 

Jews, Andrew, Philip, everyone. His soul was still troubled. Why? Because he didn’t 

want to die. 

Few people do. Even those who take their own lives rarely want to cease to be. They 

simply want the pain to end. What pain? Whatever pain it is that afflicts them, be it 

of body, of mind, of spirit, of the fruits of things ill-done and done to others’ harm 

or their own, of unendurable torments of the prison, gulag, or slave-labor camp, or 

of trying to live in a society (or a family) that rejects them because of who they are 

or whom they love. Jesus knew that his death would involve a lot of pain. Were the 

Olsen twins looking at him with those looks in their eyes I mentioned earlier, one 

would see the cross and the crown of thorns, the nails and the spear, and hear in her 

mind’s ear the choking gasps of the seven last words and his despairing cry as he gasps 

his last. The other would see this happening a week or so from now, as John writes 

it: by Friday next, Jesus. After that, the grave as, as far as they both knew, the long, 

slow sleep that awaits us all. 
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Jesus needed strength to go through that, he now realized. But it wasn’t all that 

troubled him. He knew that he could make it all go away in an instant, and that 

temptation was never far from his mind. That also troubled him. Could he resist? 

Time would tell – soon. Also, Jesus knew that his heavenly Father could make it go 

away as well. Would he? Did Jesus want him to? These questions may have troubled 

him as well. God was going to let him die. His Father was going to watch him die. 

How would this ‘glorify’ his name? This may well have troubled him most of all. 

Or, perhaps, it was something else. Jesus came, he says elsewhere, that we might have 

life to the full. Why couldn’t he have that as well? Was that not part of the plan? If 

not, why not? Gerard Manley Hopkins writes a lovely poem to a young girl who has 

seen leaves falling in autumn, and started to cry about it. She’d seen the leaves blossom 

in the spring watched them grow green all summer long, and now has seen them 

turn color and drop from the trees. She may or may not be old enough to know that 

new leaves will grow in next year’s spring to replace these that have fallen. But those 

that fall will never grow again. This, she knows. Hopkins writes this poem to her: 

Márgarét, áre you gríeving 
Over Goldengrove unleaving? 
Leáves like the things of man, you 
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you? 
Ah! ás the heart grows older 
It will come to such sights colder 
By and by, nor spare a sigh 
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie; 
And yet you wíll weep and know why. 
Now no matter, child, the name: 
Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same. 
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed 
What heart heard of, ghost guessed: 
It ís the blight man was born for, 
It is Margaret you mourn for.1 

 
1 Gerard M. Hopkins, “Spring and Fall,” public domain. Online source: 
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44400/spring-and-fall  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44400/spring-and-fall
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The emphases are Hopkins’s. ‘It – death – is the blight man was born for’, he writes. 

That is why, as Margaret weeps for the fallen leaves – ‘Goldengrove unleaving’ or 

un-leafing – Hopkins tells her that ‘it is’ really ‘Margaret you mourn for’. That which, 

and those whom, we love will die, and also we will die. Sometimes we will die too 

young, as did the young man whom we buried from this church just yesterday, and 

as have those even younger than he who also died too soon. This will never not be 

sad. Life ends, but it shouldn’t end until it’s over, until we’ve done all we came to 

do and were meant to do, and then it should end in peace. Perhaps what troubled 

Jesus most of all was that this does not happen – not for him, and not for millions 

gone before their time, and painfully.  

I can only add that this troubles me, too. Amen. 
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