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  Many of you know what it means to attend the dying of someone you love—and who loves you—

deeply.  Perhaps it was in a hospital room, or beside a bed brought into your home.  You listen to the 

breathing; and you watch the face of your beloved, holding gently onto their hand, until the silence that 

covers you both takes on a sacred stillness of its own.  Time seems--suspended.  Perhaps you hear a 

murmured word…perhaps not…perhaps it is your own halting words that get offered as you try to 

express the enormity of your love, as you tell them it’s alright to go on.  These are the holiest of times, 

and when they are graced by the presence of family, and by a full life well-lived, and by the cessation of 

pain—they can even be times of deep joy. 

  On the day Christ died, none of that happened.  He died out in the open, naked and nailed to a Roman 

crossbeam while being jeered by his own people: by Pharisees, priests and even passers-by.  His public 

execution was designed to last hours, if not days.  A mocking headboard above him read, “The King of 

the Jews.”  His kingship “was not of this world,” he said early that morning to Pontius Pilate.  But now 

“this world” was doing its very worst to destroy him.  Even the two criminals being crucified beside him 

reviled him. 

  The Gospels inform us that only the women of his inner circle were brave enough to be with him that 

day, watching from a distance, or in John’s account, venturing near the cross.  The disciple “whom Jesus 

loved” was there, as was his mother.  I cannot imagine anything more painful than that.  “Here is your 

mother,” he said to this disciple.  And to his own mother, “Here is your son.”  I find myself remembering 

his final commandment in the Upper Room: “Love one another,” he murmured, “as I have loved you.  

There is no greater love than to lay down one’s life for one’s friends.”  And so a new family was created, 

right then and there—one that would reach down through all the years to embrace and include 

ourselves. 

  The scriptures say he died for our sins on this day we call “good:” for all our sins—and the sins of the 

world.  The march of history from that day until this fills me with wonder, dread and grief as I 

contemplate the enormity of that truth in light of just our own generation.  Planetary destruction and 

ethnic genocide; racism, greed and institutional injustice; political corruption, oppression and deceit.  

And then there are the children--so many of God’s beloved children--gunned down in our city streets or 

“clawing at our gates for bread.”   

  I wonder if those women and that beloved disciple could even remember what he told them the night 

before over Supper: “Take, eat; this is my body, given for you. Drink of this, all of you.  This is my blood, 

poured out for you.”  Now they beheld his broken body and welling blood, poured out like the very 



Sacrament of God as he murmured, “Father, forgive them, for they don’t know what they do.”  My 

problem is that I do remember what I’ve done—and keep on doing, anyway.  Which makes me, his 

avowed follower, complicit in his crucifixion.  As “Ah, Holy Jesus,” that painfully-explicit Chorale puts it, 

“My treason has undone thee…I it was denied thee…I crucified thee.” 

  There is only one way to approach Good Friday—and that is on our knees.  Not one of us here tonight 

is worthy to stand on anything like our own merits—least of all our own valuation of them.  Yet now, 

through this one life laid down for each, through this life-saving death of God-with-Us, we finally behold 

the last, full measure of our own forgiveness, and death’s dominion destroyed.  Jesus said, “It is 

finished.”  And God whispered from heaven, “Let my Light shine.”  The light still shines in our darkness.  

But after the darkness, the full light of Morning will dawn.  My friends and yes--my family, Jesus is still 

calling, saying, “Love one another—as I have loved you.”  He is calling us from the Cross.  And how else 

can we possibly respond, except by saying, “Love so amazing, so divine, demands my soul, my life, my 

all?” 

Amen. 


