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people shouting Crucify Him!!!

Fifty five years ago, I had the privilege of
speaking to high school students on Palm
Sunday. It is the week, as you know, that
begins with a triumphant entry into
Jerusalem with people shouting Hosanna to
a man named Jesus, the Son of God. It ends
before the week is finished with those same

The students were asked to “explain” how such a thing is possible and can anything be
done to help people grow. One of the students gave me a copy of the haunting words
called “Masks” He said it is now our job to do what Jesus did. He loves us despite what
was done to him and his love enables us to grow. Now it’s our turn to do the same for
others. Will you accept the challenge?
Don't be fooled by the face I wear, for I
wear a thousand masks, and none of them
are me. Don't be fooled, for goodness sake,
don't be fooled.

Please listen carefully and try to hear what
I'm not saying. I'd really like to be genuine
and spontaneous, and me. But you've got to
help me. You've got to hold out your hand.

I give you the impression that I'm secure,
that confidence is my name and coolness is
my game, and that I need no one. But don't
believe me.

Each time you're kind and gentle, and
encouraging, Each time you try to
understand because you really care, My
heart begins to grow wings, feeble wings,
but wings.

Beneath dwells the real me in confusion, in
aloneness, in fear. That's why I create a
mask to hide behind, to shield me from the
glance that knows, but such a glance is
precisely my salvation.
That is, if it's followed by acceptance, if it's
followed by love. It's the only thing that can
liberate me from my own self-built prison
walls. I'm afraid that deep down I'm nothing
and that I'm just no good, and that you will
reject me.
And so, begins the parade of masks. I idly
chatter to you. I tell you everything that's
really nothing and Nothing of what's
everything, of what's crying within me.

With your sensitivity and sympathy, and
your power of understanding,
You alone can release me from my shallow
world of uncertainty.
It will not be easy for you. The nearer you
approach me, the blinder I may strike back.
But I'm told that Love is stronger than
strong walls, And in this lies my only hope.
Please try to beat down these walls with firm
hands, but gentle hands, for a child is very
sensitive.
Who am I, you wonder? I am every man you
meet. I am every woman you meet. I am
you.

REDEMPTIVE LOVE

