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Holy Week reminds us that it is never too late to seek forgiveness. Have you ever had one of 

those days when you thought you were so right about something, so sure by what you 

believed and by what others around you said, that there was no way you could possibly be 

mistaken, only to discover that you could not have been more wrong? If you haven't, then 

either you are not married or haven't been married that long. But that's another story for 

another time. Maybe, I might be wrong about that. 

It has happened to me too many times. To say that I have been embarrassed is an 

understatement. The time that stands out to me the most is the time that, in retrospect, 

could have had the direst of consequences. Thankfully, things ended up getting worked out, 

but not before some very high drama unfolded. 

Perhaps some of my old friends who may be tuning in on Facebook may remember this as 

well. It happened back in my second year at Northwest Jr. College. The guys of Yalobusha Hall 

(the band guys dorm) had sort of adopted a dog we thought was a stray. I think we called him 

Meathead. Meathead was a hybrid of German Shepherd and whatever else he had, maybe lab. 

Anyway, he was a medium to large-sized dog, and during the day, he roamed the campus of 

NWJC, but at night, you could usually find him at Yalobusha Hall getting fed by one of us and 

finding a room to sleep in. We would sneak him in without Mama Neal, our dorm mother 

knowing, or so we thought. It turns out she always knew what we were doing. 

One day, I had gotten word that one of the guys on the rodeo team had lassoed Meathead and 

hung him from the scaffolding our band director used to stand on to direct the band at the 

practice field. As I understood it, he didn't hang him for long, but more or less as some kind of 

sick joke on the band members. And he did it a few times. Me being me, I was rather upset. 

This was going to be a cause worth fighting for. 

I went back and told the guys in my dorm what had happened, and some of them had already 

heard. We found out who this cowboy was and devised a plan to lure him down to the 

Coldwater Bottoms, a swampy area that led to the Coldwater River about three or four miles 

south of campus, and there we would question him about the incident to get to the truth. 

But a lot of us had already made up our minds based on what we had heard, so the 

questioning was just a formality. The guy never suspected a thing until we got him down 

there, and about 10 to 20 of us began to ask him what happened. I sort of assumed a 



leadership role in the interrogation as I happened to be the one that asked the most 

questions. Maybe that had to do more with my big mouth and quick temper. 

Thankfully, as I listened, I began to realize that maybe this was just a big misunderstanding. 

He explained that he did lasso Meathead but only using him for practice as he was getting 

ready for an upcoming rodeo. He never pulled the rope tight, and he never hung him from the 

scaffolding. 

I say I realized that it was a big misunderstanding, but I guess I forgot to communicate that to 

the cowboy. When we got him back to his dorm, unharmed but clearly shaken, he rallied his 

teammates on the rodeo team, the football team, and the baseball team, and they made their 

way to Yalobusha Hall, and this time the tables were turned. The 10 or 20 of us band kids 

were now outnumbered by 30 or 40 other guys. And I seemed to be their number one target. 

Imagine that. 

There was a threat of violence as guys on both sides had clubs and sticks hidden in their cars 

and trucks. I was confronted by about 10 to fifteen, including the cowboy. Another guy came 

up and kicked me in the side. As I started to chase him, I saw a circle of football players 

waiting for me. There was even a rumor that someone brought a gun. Thankfully, just about 

that time, the campus police drove up, and the whole thing ended. You know it was just 

another evening in a small town in Mississippi. 

This story ends on a bit of a good note. I eventually found the cowboy and apologized to him 

for putting him in the predicament we had put him in, based on some bad information. 

Jesus was drug before Pontius Pilate, accused of claiming to be the King of the Jews. There 

were many other accusations against him, like blasphemy and sedition, but the one that the 

Jews hoped would catch Pilate's attention was this claim that he was the King of the Jews. 

That would amount to treason, for which the Romans would execute him. Only Caesar was 

the King; for anyone else to make the claim would be a challenge to his authority. 

Jesus never says that he made the claim, but then he never denies it either. As for the 

accusations that were brought against him, they were mounted up charges which Pilate seems 

to see right through and is ready to dismiss them and let Jesus go with a flogging and a 

warning. 

But Jesus' accusers are certain that they are right about him. They have already made up their 

minds before Pilate ever lays eyes on Jesus to interrogate him. It would be a night that would 

seal the fate of Jesus and his destiny to go to the cross. 



Unlike my story where the night could have gone down in a much worse way, but thank God it 

did not, by the Grace of God. It was by God's design that Jesus would not only face his 

accusers but die by their hand. 

I guess the thing that strikes me the most is how we human beings can get caught up in a 

frenzy, a heat of passion, whether it is over a lover, or a dog, or a misunderstanding, or a 

difference of opinion; and we can take to such extremes that it feels like we can never turn 

back. We may feel like we can never go back and say, "I was wrong," whether it is because we 

are too embarrassed, or too proud or arrogant, or perhaps we may feel like it would not make 

any difference. 

But Jesus's whole reason for allowing himself to go all the way to the cross was just so that 

God can make the point to all of us that it is never too late to step on the brakes. It is never 

too late for us to look at our situation again and realize where we might have gotten some 

things wrong, even if we still feel as though we are right. It is never too late to go back and 

say, I am sorry, can you forgive me? 

That is what Jesus' death and resurrection is all about. And it is about God lifting-up his Son, 

the Son of Man, the Son of God, and forgiving all who are willing to turn to him and follow. 

Someone way back in my days at NWJC told me they thought I was brave to question the 

cowboy as I did and then stand out there, ready to fight. But I have to be honest; I was never 

more scared. 

No, the bravest thing I did back then was to find the cowboy and apologize to him and ask for 

his forgiveness. And he did just that. This is what Holy Week is all about. If we can do that, 

then Christ's cause is not a lost cause, and it is never too late for us. 
 


