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Simon of Cyrene Carries the Cross      

Luke 23: 13—27 

13 Pilate then called together the chief priests, the leaders, and the people, 14 and said to them, 

“You brought me this man as one who was perverting the people; and here I have examined him 

in your presence and have not found this man guilty of any of your charges against 

him. 15 Neither has Herod, for he sent him back to us. Indeed, he has done nothing to deserve 

death. 16 I will therefore have him flogged and release him.”[a] 

18 Then they all shouted out together, “Away with this fellow! Release Barabbas for us!” 19 (This 

was a man who had been put in prison for an insurrection that had taken place in the city, and for 

murder.) 20 Pilate, wanting to release Jesus, addressed them again; 21 but they kept shouting, 

“Crucify, crucify him!” 22 A third time he said to them, “Why, what evil has he done? I have 

found in him no ground for the sentence of death; I will therefore have him flogged and then 

release him.” 23 But they kept urgently demanding with loud shouts that he should be crucified; 

and their voices prevailed. 24 So Pilate gave his verdict that their demand should be granted. 25 He 

released the man they asked for, the one who had been put in prison for insurrection and murder, 

and he handed Jesus over as they wished. 

26 As they led him away, they seized a man, Simon of Cyrene, who was coming from the 

country, and they laid the cross on him, and made him carry it behind Jesus. 27 A great number of 

the people followed him, and among them were women who were beating their breasts and 

wailing for him. 

 

 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Luke+23%3A13-27&version=NRSV#fen-NRSV-25943a
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Simon of Cyrene and Susanna Speak 

 

Simon 

I knew some things about this man named Jesus.    Well, they were not really things I knew, but 

hearsay… Stories people were telling one another on the streets and in the temple courtyard.      

Some were angry with him… or about him - calling him a troublemaker.  Some stories went 

further than that, calling him a liar…a blasphemer.  While others spoke of him as healer and 

miracle worker, telling stories of demons being cast out, and lepers cleansed, feeding a hungry 

crowd with almost nothing.  Wild stories of storms at sea and walking on water.  Not likely!  

who would believe these things?  

 

Why was this one man getting SO much attention?  And why did people respond to him in such 

different ways?  I heard so many things about him, but I don’t know him.  I don’t know what to 

believe… 

 

Susanna 

I feel as if it has been a lifetime, this time I have spent with Jesus and the others. Yes, a lifetime.   

Because when I met him – that’s when my life really began.  He called out to my heart to follow 

him, and I did.  

                                            

We became a family of sorts as we travelled together.  I felt this most keenly between myself and 

the other women, bound together by a common sense of purpose; to care for and support Jesus.    

But also bound together because Jesus saw us for who we were.                                                                                                      

It had all felt so…complete, almost powerful.  No that’s not the right word. I guess it just felt as 

if knowing Jesus had opened my eyes to who I am.  Who I am supposed to be.   

                   

Following Jesus opened my heart to others.  It had all seemed so good,  so right.  I don’t 

understand all that has happened since we entered Jerusalem a few days ago.  We followed Jesus 

through the gates and people were shouting Hosanna!  But the mood shifted.  So much anger, so 

much betrayal.  Why?   How has it come to this? 

 

Simon 

I’ve traveled to Jerusalem with my sons Alexander and Rufus.  I’ve been wanting to show them 

the Temple.  Wanting them to see for themselves how so many other people would come - from 

oh so many places - to celebrate the Passover.  I was looking forward to telling them the story 

again of how God saved the people from slavery, how God parted the waters, how God provided 

for the people, providing what they needed.  

 

As I stand on the street today with people pushing and shouting, I try to shield my sons, hold 

them close to my side. There is no feeling of celebration for the Passover in these streets. I find 

myself thinking again of the  story I wanted my boys to hear - of our Great Exodus to freedom, 

the parting of the sea, how God fed us so long ago with manna that came from heaven - and it 

makes me wonder,    “Maybe these stories of Jesus are not that unlikely?” 

 

But no, it seems he is a criminal.                                                                                                              

Why am I here on this terrible street, where it feels like fear and anger?  But wait, I see him 
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approaching, beaten, with soldiers around him and he’s dragging that heavy cross.  I’ve got to try 

to shield my boy’s eyes… 

 

Susanna 

And now, here I am in this crowd, pushed and carried along. I can’t find Mary, Joanna, the rest 

of my sisters in the crowd.  We became separated, and I’m frightened.  Why are we here?  This is 

all so terrible. 

  

But I know why I am here. I am here because I will follow him to the very end.  I see this 

suffering and pray that somehow I can carry a part of it for him - by simply being here.                     

And then that man was grabbed by his arms and shoved toward Jesus and that heavy cross. His 

boys cried out as they were pushed back, away from their father.  I moved to shield them as 

Jesus and their father slowly struggled on together. 

 

And again, I know why I am here.  I cannot take his pain, but I can help those confused and 

frightened children. 

 

Simon 

What’s going on?  Why are the soldiers grabbing at me? Pushing me to help him shoulder that 

cross?  My boys…I can see them over my shoulder, frightened and reaching for me!  Why did 

the soldiers grab me?  I don’t know this Jesus. He means nothing to me. But now, as I stumble 

into him  I see his eyes.  I see his pain.  And I see something else. It draws me toward him, and I 

will step in. I will help carry this cross. 

 

Come to Me 

I want to take us back a bit in the biblical storyline to a couple verses that kept coming up for me 

this week.  Jesus, during this time is traveling from place to place, speaking and teaching not 

only to his disciples, but to the many…listen. 

 

Matthew 11:25-30 

25 At that time Jesus said, “I thank you, Father, Lord of heaven and earth, because you have 

hidden these things from the wise and the intelligent and have revealed them to infants; 26 yes, 

Father, for such was your gracious will. 27 All things have been handed over to me by my Father; 

and no one knows the Son except the Father, and no one knows the Father except the Son and 

anyone to whom the Son chooses to reveal him. 

28 “Come to me, all you that are weary and are carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you 

rest. 29 Take my yoke upon you, and learn from me; for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you 

will find rest for your souls. 30 For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light.” 

Are You in the Crowd? 

It was this saying of Jesus I kept hearing, pausing on, as I considered the originating text we had 

assigned to today.  That story of Jesus walking toward his crucifixion and even the story of those 

who were there watching.  Last week Marty shared the lesson of Jesus saying to his disciples that 

to follow him they must take up their cross.  And at the time I had a brief, “Hey, I need that 
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lesson for next week!” But as I mentioned, during the week - as I reflected on the terrible image 

of a crowd turned to shouting for crucifixion, the suffering and  struggle to carry the cross, other 

words and images came to mind, “Come to me, all  you that are weary and are carrying heavy 

burdens, and I will give you rest…my yoke is easy, and my burden is light.”  

 

But to remind you, the yoke that Jesus speaks of is the image of an old farming tool that places a 

contoured cross bar across the shoulders of two work animals enabling them to work together, to 

share their strength in order to pull a heavy load. This is the image of the cross we heard today. 

I know, to the core of my being that this is true.  That all those images are in the fullness of life 

with God, and with each other. 

 

Marty and I have enjoyed the process we chose for Lent by which we try to tell the stories of 

people who were there.  Scripture doesn’t give us much information about Simon of Cyrene or 

Susanna. Compiling from single verses in several gospels, we know Simon is a father to 

Alexander and Rufus. He is from Cyrene, which would have been the north east coast of Africa 

and that he has traveled in from the country.  Susanna is mentioned as one of a group of women 

followers of Jesus who provided for him. 

    

So, as I wrote the stories of Simon of Cyrene and Susanna I wanted us to imagine for ourselves 

the questions their stories try to answer: What would draw you to be there in the crowd that day?  

What do you feel you know, or don’t know about him, and how does that matter? How does 

another’s suffering touch you?  When have you been surprised or had our lives and plans 

interrupted by God and the opportunity to share a burden? 

 

As in the reading from Luke that Marty read earlier, through the season of Lent we are often 

invited to look toward our own complicity in the shouts to crucify him!  To our own denials, our 

own fears that hold us back from responding to God’s purpose. But these things also invite us to 

find that which we are grateful for, to better realize what and who we love and are committed to. 

We know about Easter, the resurrection to come, we think of ourselves as “Easter people.”  But 

here in the scripture today we are not there yet.  We know some of the changes and strains of 

these current weeks and months will end as well, but we are not there yet. But there are so many 

ways we see the cross of suffering being picked up by others, the encouragement of being able to 

lean into others when we feel weary and overburdened. 

 

How does Simon’s story or that yoke of Jesus fit us today? How can we see this in real and 

tangible ways?  

   

When Jesus was asked by those who wondered where he was when they had encountered people 

in need, the hungry, the sick, the lonely.  Jesus answered, “Truly I tell you, just as you did it to 

one of the least of these… you did it to me.’  This is where you see the cross picked up, this is 

where you see Jesus sharing and carrying the burden with us. 

 

And it has been so good to see a great rising up of simple acts of kindness that take us beyond 

ourselves.  We are seeing this in you- the Church- being the Church.  Reaching out, asking and 

sharing ways to help, checking in on people, writing cards – sweet pen pals are forming between 

children and some older adults here.  You are offering to run errands for those who can’t. 
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Stepping beyond regularly scheduled outreach systems of the church to check in with food 

pantries and other organizations in order to meet the immediate needs of the moment.  We are 

not alone or unique in this.  Individuals and neighborhoods are as well.  In these ways we share 

and support our doctors, nurses, care providers…first responders.  

 

An article a friend sent me highlighted how we are in a universal situation in which a “sudden 

obliteration of expectation” has pulled us “out of our insular priorities and toward concern for 

one another.”1  I see the story of Simon of Cyrene in this. Simon is probably there for his own 

reasons, but suddenly pulled into something else that has him carrying the cross for Jesus. 

The idea of Susanna speaks of a life changed by God, of the joy and purpose found in that.  She 

speaks of a centeredness that helps carry her through, that empowers her to be right where she is 

on that difficult road.  The ability to turn toward another’s need, and find in doing so her own 

burden is lighter. That is the cross and the yoke that Jesus shows us. 

 

Some of you know and have prayed for our daughter.  She has been in and out of hospitals with a 

condition called gastroparesis, which basically means her stomach doesn’t work. This week she 

had a procedure to place a feeding tube into her intestines that will give her nutrition and calories 

she cannot get otherwise. But she called Wednesday evening asking me to pray for her, that she 

didn’t think she could take the pain that had spiked up that night. And it was so very hard to be 

on the other end of the phone trying to bring calm and comfort.  Wanting so much to be able to 

be there with her and wishing I could just take it from her. I couldn’t of course, but I could pray 

and breath and wait through it with her on the phone.  And we were not alone. 

 

I know many of you have loved ones you cannot be with now.  You are not alone, nor is your 

loved one.  

 

You all have stories of events in your that have been very hard, this is common to us all.   

I know I also speak for Marty when I acknowledge how often we have received notes telling us 

to be careful, don’t wear ourselves out caring for and reaching out to others.  And it makes me 

smile because we are all being lightened by that yoke Jesus spoke of. 

Even though we are social distancing we are yoked together in Jesus. 

 

Amen 
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