
Lent 3 year C 

Do you suppose those Galilean’s who suffered like that were greater sinners 

than any other Galilean’s” 

 “Do you suppose those Galilean’s who suffered like that were greater sinners 

than any other Galilean’s” 

When I was about 15 years of age. I was very much into rock music. My 

personal identification was with the Beatles, then on to Led Zeppelin – Deep 

Purple – Emerson Lake and Palmer. 

The drugs culture was wrapped up in the imagery of this fashion of music. Lucy 

in the Sky with diamonds, Sweet child in time. 

My hair was long, My jeans torn and unwashed. My innocence only matched 

by my ignorant defiance. 

Into my classroom in the heart of this period walked a friend. He carried with 

real triumph a fairly large paper bag of Barbiturates. Sometimes referred to as 

speed, wiz, and other names. 

The drug, this narcotic was then easily available, and quite cheap.  

I did not live close to my friends, and took a bus journey away from them each 

evening. 

I was presented with these drugs at school, and not in a disco, or social 

gathering. 

I did not take any. 

In the current age there is the common smell of cannabis - weed –skunk  

Certain parts of Darwen smells constantly of Cats. But this stench has a more 

human origin. This stuff is poison, dangerous. 

But there but for the grace of God go I. 

But there but for the grace of God go I. 

Do you suppose those Galilean’s who suffered like that were greater sinners 

than any other Galilean’s” 

 



I do not claim to be the best motor car driver in the world. Neither would I 

proclaim myself the worst. But I am often in a hurry, and there are occasions 

when my concentration is not on the job in hand. 

On one such occasion, rushing, I turned right off main road and into a shopping 

centre car park.  

I did not see the motor cyclist coming directly down the lane that I was 

crossing. 

He slammed on his brakes. Stopped his Motor bike, and fell off. 

I braked the car, turned off the engine. Jumped out of the driver seat and ran 

around the car to him. 

I WAS TERRIFIED.  

However he got up from the ground, shaken but not physically hurt. 

I had been incredibly stupid. Another second, another few miles an hour and 

the poor victim could have been dead, and I facing a trial for manslaughter. 

But there but for the grace of God go I. 

But there but for the grace of God go I. 

Do you suppose those Galilean’s who suffered like that were greater sinners 

than any other 

 

As well as being a man of very good looks. (Some say I look a little like Sean 

Connery) I am also subject to a degree of real vanity. 

Indeed I am quite capable of crumbling into a mumbling mess of incoherence 

before a beautiful woman. 

In this state of dazed consciousness I am actually quite vulnerable to 

compliments directed not at my well-being but manipulation.  

I have never been married. However in such a state of charmed fantasy, with 

alcohol to weaken my will power. Then big eyes, red lips and caring 

expressions could indeed induce me to proclaim. 

“My wife does not really understand me” 

Or something equally inane. 



With the consequent chaos 

But there but for the grace of God go I. 

But there but for the grace of God go I. 

Do you suppose those Galilean’s who suffered like that were greater sinners 

than any other 

 

During Lent attempt to practice real humility. Which is an expression of reality 

See an image of yourself in the GREATEST and in the LEAST. 

Thank God for the path that your life has taken  

Be grateful 

Because 

 Do you suppose those Galilean’s who suffered like that were greater sinners 

than any other 

There but for the grace of God go I. 

There but for the grace of God go I. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


