The Passion of the Christ


A Review





It is 12:45 AM as I begin this writing. I've just come home from viewing The Passion of the Christ. There's not much chance I'm going to sleep for a while.





A party atmosphere going into the theatre felt out of place to me. But hardly a word could be heard as people filed slowly out. I heard sobbing once, but the impact was almost too deep for tears. Later, walking across the parking lot and driving home, my vision clouded at times.





I'm not convinced this is a film to take a non-Christian to who has no foundation of Bible knowledge. I don't know how they could comprehend the reasons behind the brutality that Jesus suffered. The flashbacks would be strange, if not totally incomprehensible without a Biblical background. For believers, however, with a basic grasp of the message of the four Gospels in the New Testament, and hopefully a bit of understanding of Old Testament passages like Psalm 22 and Isaiah 53, I don't know how one could view it and be unmoved.





Anti-Semitic? Hardly. Less in fact than a verbal reading of the Bible text itself. The pompous self-righteousness portrayed is not something the Jewish leadership holds a corner on. Even at their very worst, the Jews stand high above several of the Roman soldiers who display a sadistic blood-lust in their on-going orgy of violence.





You are almost forced to sympathize with Pilot under the intense political pressure, yet the reality is he publicly committed the double crime of declaring a man "Not Guilty", yet ordering him flogged and then executed, and he released a known and convicted murderer. The Romans -- the non-Jews show themselves as morally bankrupt in at least as great a measure as the Jews.





Disturbing? Very, and intentionally so. The horrific reality of a crucifixion is a far cry from a fancy gold cross on a fine gold chain.





Perhaps it was just me, but a stark aloneness filled the theatre. We each stand at the Cross -- ALONE -- His blood and our sin. And we must choose, individually, whether we will turn away in disgust from this gruesome, gory spectacle, or accept this most costly sacrifice of all time. Accepting it means, like Mel Gibson, identifying with the guilt that nailed Jesus to the cross; seeing our hand in the picture holding the spike, swinging the hammer.





The verses from Matthew 26: 53-54 did not appear in the subtitles, but their reality resonated in my mind and spirit through the entire film. 





"Do you think I cannot call on my Father, and he will at once put at my disposal more than twelve legions of angels? But how then would the Scriptures be fulfilled that say it must happen this way?" NIV.





Jesus could have called it off at any point. Many people were crucified by the Romans, but no one else ever had the power call a halt to it. Jesus endured the spitting and flogging. He had His beard plucked out, felt the sting of the crown of thorns, carried His cross until He collapsed. He allowed the nails to rip through His hands and feet. He hung on the cross before a mocking, gloating crowd until He died. Yet from beginning to end, He had the power to put a stop to it. Because of the measure of His love for you and me, He saw it through to the very end. If there is a measure for that kind of love, I've never found it. If there is language to describe such love, it is beyond my grasp.











