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| isten to the sound of anger.

| was there, you see, and | heard it all too

well. | heard the shouting, the vile curses
thrown at []im so innocent yet reviled. |
felt the heat of a city wishing on]y to kill
somcthing, anything that could stand in
for the enemy it tru]9 hated: Rome.

Yet it was in part our imPotcnce toward

, |
gu;]tg Rome that drove us to vent our anger

toward the blameless Son of Goc{.

t was over. | here was no turning back. (Caesar himself could not have stopped the
momentum that was driving Jesus to the cross.

Secretly, Peter and | followed [im to the Palace of CaiaPhas, where [e was ques-
tioned at length before the Council. T here we waited, down in the courtyard, calling the
shadows friend and waiting for the | ord to emerge bearing upon [is back a verdict.

Poor Peter. Caught in the offense of which we were all guilty. Always ready to sPeak,
no matter the consequence, Peter foolishly laid himself open to charges of conspiracy.
T here were those of us who hated him for denying he knew Jesus, but the hate they
expended on Peter could)'ust as well have been spent on themselves, for we all knew that
we would have said and done the same, had we been challenged.

At the time, | would gladly have exchanged the rest of my life Forjust one more day with
Him. But now | realize that in [is leaving, Jesus actually exchanged one terrible day of

[is for the remainder of mine.
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Wl’}en at last the theatrics of the Counci! and the Koman leaders were at
an en&, we made our way out the western gate of the citg. T!ﬁe Procession was
Iarge and boisterous. Parts of it bore an almost festive air, as if the eoP|e
were celebrating some grancl and happg occasion. Other Parts of the proces-~
sion, however, were)ust the oPPosite, carried along bg the mournful clirge,
heads bowed, womén weeping, men glassy-e ed.

| had seen it so many times before and had Passecl !33 it almost unaware, but
on this morning C]o|gotha seemed the most imPosing, depressing site on earth.
There was nothing grand about the execution field. |t was little more than a
sad, trampled expanse of rock and thin soi!just outside the city wall, upon
which PeoPle died in hideous torment—and; under the Roman oPPression, with
a!armfng regu|ari’c .

The Place called “T he Skull” was littered with the Fragmenteé sticks and
Poles of Past deaths. The used and re-used wood was coated with old blood
reduced to many shades of ochre }33 the buming Ju&ean sun. Below the old
uprig}ﬁt {Joles were heavy stonesjammed into the soil for support; tl’weg, too,
were sp attered the same ug!y shades. We hung back, Feter and ], still fearful
for our sorry lives, but we saw everyt}']ing. We saw too much. We saw tlﬁings
that are now burned Permanentlg into our brains—images and memories that
will be our comPanions until we die.

The soldiers Pus!ﬁe& Jesus down and laid [Him out over the ground. While
several held [im there, one brute with practiced strokes drove thick rusted
sPikes through cach of [His wrists and into the crosspfece timber. Jesus was
silent throug}ﬁout. | would have cried out, Pleading for mercy, saying ang’c}ﬁing
that migh’c }we|P me avoid such an awful death. Put Jesus, tlﬁouglﬁ experiencing
every bit of the Pain, acceptec] it si!ently. [He would not revile those who reviled
[Him.

Several Pickec] [Him up, Pinnec{ now to the beam, and attached the cross-
Piece to the top of the uPrigl’lt Pole. Jt dropped into Place with a sicl(ening
thump. While two soldiers braced against the backside of the cross, a third
shoved \Jesus’ lower |egs up until both knees were bent and pushed out to one
side. T hen the executioner drove one last spike that passc throug!’x both his
ankles.

| cannot describe my misery. | cannot describe the l’io”ow, aching ring of my
guilt. No, I had not renounced Jesus, as Feter, but ] have no doubt that my
words would have been similar to his, had anyone so inquired‘ Not }waving the
courage to s cak them out loud onlg compoun&ec{ my shame.

The siglﬁt of His tortured bodg hanging before us stabbed into my heart
like a slowlg twisting knife. | wanted to be anywhere else but tlﬁere, but | felt
comPe”ecl to remain, as if this silent vigi!——tl’lis tortured communion—would
somehow relieve me of my complicitg in [His death.

« Joseph,” my friend Nicodemus had said, “}e’s dging, and will need a tomb.
Your familg has one nearbg, haver’t theg?”

“There’s one available,” | rePlied Hatlg.

My friend knew me well enough to accuratelg interpret my tone. Taking me
Firmlg }39 the shoulders, he looked directly into my eyes and said, “|t’s time,
Joseph. |'s time to go Pub!ic with what | know is in your heart.”

| couldn’t look at him. [1e was right, | knew it. This was a moment ] had
anticipated with dread. ‘|t isn’t me,” l arguec{, “but my family. | have no thought
for my own Position, my stanc{ing with the Counil. But this will be hard on the
Familﬂ.” Mg objection sounded as feeble as it tru|3 was.
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Marvelous grace of our loving Lord,

Grace that exceeds our sin and our guilt!
Yonder on Calvary’s mount outpoured,
There where the blood of the lamb was spilt.

Sin and despair, like the seawaves cold,
Threaten the soul with infinite loss;

Grace that is greater, yes, grace untold,
Points to the refuge, the mighty cross.

Dark is the stain that we cannot hide,
What can avail to wash it away?

Look! there is flowing a crimson tide;
Whiter than snow you may be today.

Marvelous, infinite, matchless grace,
Freely bestowed on all who believe;
You that are longing to see His face,
Will you this moment His grace receive!

Grace, grace, God’s grace,
grace that will pardon and cleanse within,
Grace, grace, God’s grace,
grace that is greater than all our sin.
(Julia H. Johnston)



After these things Joseph of
Arimathea, being a disciple of
Jesus, but a secret one for fear of
the Jews, asked Pilate that he
might take away the body of
Jesus;and Pilate granted
permission. So he came and took
away His body. Nicodemus, who
had first come to Him by night,
also came, bringing a mixture of
myrrh and aloes, about a
hundred pounds weight. So they
took the body of Jesus and
bound it in linen wrappings with
the spices, as is the burial
custom of the Jews. Now in the
place where He was crucified
there was a garden, and in the
garden a new tomb in which no
one had yet been laid.

John 19:38-41
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But Nicodemus was kind. Qur relationship had been built on many years
of livfng and working togetlﬂer, and would not ejeoparclized bg my unsigl’)tlg
dis [ag of cowardice. [Je chose his words care{jl}”g. “| know what you're
Feeling,” he Fina“g said. “Remember that time | went to []im in the dead of
niglﬁt. | had no desire at the time to reveal even my interestin what _Jesus had
to say. |t's on!y a further example of His grace that [Je didrn’t call me on it.”
[He turned toward me. “\)oseplﬁ, He’s ciging. |'m afraid of what will happen to
the bocly if we don’t step in. You have contacts with Pilate.”

“Don’t remind me.”

“Get Permissfon for us to remove the ]:)odg. ]’” see to the burial arrangements.”

“Let us use agents,” ] blurted out. “Tl’lere’s no need for Persona[ involve~
ment.” | was instant!g embarrassed 53 my sad, last-ditch effort to keep Private
my beliefs. And again, Nicodemus, in his gent!e grace, demonstrated that he
had learned more from Jesus than |.

“Joseplﬂ, we've moved begoncl Politics now. | his is no longer about taking
sides, but about Paging adebt. Jesusis cloing this for us—you and me and
everyone else. We owe [Him everﬂtl’xing You owe [Jim evergtlﬁing.”

T he twisted, lifeless boclg oFJesus was a sight almost too hideous to bear.
The tender, compassionate~~—even beautiful—face we had come to love was a
battered mask of Pain that l'lung limP upon [His chest. Rf!:)bons of dried blood
caked His forehead below the ridiculous crown the soldiers had fashioned out
of thorns. Tlﬂe weiglﬂt of His }Joclg Pu”ing on [Tis arms had en[argec] the
alreadg gaping wounds in [Jis wrists. Tl’xe pasty white flesh of His side
revealed a deeP gash, tl’xrough which still cozed a clear liquid. Jesus looked like
notlﬂing more than a lifeless rag doll Pinnccl to the side o?a tree. And my heart
broke over the torture F]e had received into that bodgw—xcor me.

|t was odd, and more than a little Friglﬁtening, to be handling the ]:)oc[g of
Jesus. Put as quicug and respect?u“g as we could, we brougl’xt [Him down from
the cross. [is weigl'lt had enlarged the holes in [is wrists so that we were able
to remove [Jis arms while Ieaving the spikes in the wood. Tl’ne spike that held
[His feet was ﬁna”y, with great e]c)cor't, extricated from the wood and [is flesh.

\With the help of some onlookers, and even a few of the remaining soldiers,
Nicodemus ancﬂ succeeded in wraPPing the bod3 for carrying to the empty
tomb. We did not sce any of Jesus’ &iscip!es.

We stood in the tomb, gazing down on Jesus, now wrappecl for final burial.
Jn a few moments we would roll the heavy stone into Place, and permanentlg
seal [is boc{g inside the limestone cave.

“IHow could we ever have imaginecl that this is how it would end?”
Nicodemus said quie’cb.

“He warned us.”

“Franklg, ] was not alwags able to scParate ParaHe from fact. Tl’)e temPle
still stands, but [ e is here, dead.”

| dom’t know how it will all plag out,” | said to my friend. “Alread3 His words
are Fading in my memory.”

“| remember some of [is words,” Nicodemus said. <] hat niglﬂt !ong ago,
when | visited Jesus in secret, He spoke of this m’ghtw—] know it now.”

“AWhat did [He say?”

“Jcsus told me three things that night‘ He told me from where He had
come, where [ e would be going, and how we could follow. [ e said that [Je
had descended from l’xeaven, and would be retumir\g‘ T]’ren——] understand it
noww—Jesus described what l'lasjust taken Place. [He said, ‘As Moses lifted
up the serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of Man be lifted up; so

»n

that whoever believes may in Him have eternal life.
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There were l’xap Y dags, long ago, when my brother and ] would Put out into
the Sea of (Galilee, visiting one of our regular sweet spots iust off the shore
of our town, Capemaum. The weiglﬂt of the net, as we l’laujJecl it back into the
boat, would be almost too much to bear. We’c] throw evergthing we had into
the ropes, straining, bencling our backs to it. Sweat would pour off us, spi”
into our eyes till we couldn’t see, |eaving the rope slipperg in our hands.

Wlﬂa’c leasant Pain we feltin our arms and backs once the catch was on
board! Qur arms would throb, our backs felt as if tl’xeg would never again
straigl’xtcn, the Palms of our hands burned from the tougi’x ropew—but soon we’d
be back at it, tossing the empty net out over the waves, then hauling its new
catch back in.

Al’l, those were the Aagsl fﬂow ] |ong for them, those &aﬂs of l’nappy

ignorance. ] wonder now if ]’” ever again know such peace. For the last three

years Jve lived with (God—and now |'ve had a hand in l(i“fng [Him.

| ast niglﬂt, after tlﬂeg buried Jesus, | went out into the city. T he streets
were so silent and Hack, and ] wrap sed the blackness about me and tried to
Forget what I had done. Even then | was a{:raidw—l was so afraid someone would
see me and identi% me with [Jim. | was so ashamed, but | couldn’t stop ]:)eing
afraid for mgsel?. ]n my heart I remembered what Jesus had said—that there was
areason for [is clging. Butin my mind | saw onlg a coward who had denied even
knowing Him. He had trusted me, and I had tlﬂougkt onlg of mgsel?.

The street was empty——tlﬂat twisted street that had been filled with People
Iauglﬂing and mockir\g and spitting their hatred. [t was empty, and | embraced
the emptiness like an old friend who understands your Pain when no one else
can. Now, for the first time since that dag Jesus had called me, | could no
longer feel [Him beside me. | was alone. So very much alone.

The guard was as|eep, and soon ] was outside the citg. Golgotlﬂa was
nearby; from the city gate you could alreaclg smell the lingering death. | didnt
rea”g want to see it, but sometlﬂing outside of mysel? had broug]’xt me back.
The path was still muddﬂ from the storm. | triPPed on the wet stones in the
dark. | prayed that a bolt of Iig}ﬁtning would strike me down and end my
wretched miserg‘ But soon ] was there—and that uglg stand of wood was still
there. Trg as ] miglﬂt, ] couldnt keep my eyes from trave|ing up that Post, to
the crossbeam that was still in place.

God in heaven! Mg heart was riPPccl in two 53 what | saw—the sPikes still
there, still embedded in the wood and still Painted with His blood. | couldnt
look on that cross without seeing the clging boclg of Jesus. | knew the cross
was emptg——] knew He was no |onger tlﬂere, but—He was! He was. Ancl ] Put
[Him there. Mg cowardice put [Him there.

But if (as my heart tells me) | alone am responsiHe for His deatlﬁ, then that
would mean that He died on|3 for me. Ancl that's not what He said.

“For even the Son of Man did not come to be served, but to serve, and to
give His life a ransom for many.” (Mark 10:45)

No, we allput [Him there. T he soldiers drove the spfkes, but we all held
[Him down so tl’;eg could. Anc{ we were all Pu”ing on that rope that lifted Him
into Place‘ We all left [Him to die alonew—strippecl of His )Criencls, striPPed of
His Aignitg. \Jesus died for all of us——notjust me. We're all guilty of the sins for
which He died.

|t was an ugly way to die, but then, e died for uglg tlﬂings, didrwt [He. T here
is no pleasan’c way to dic for the sins of all l’numanitg‘ [f Jesus loved me enough to
diein my Place, then | mustfind a way to love mgse”j again. Ferl’xaps in under-
stancling His )Corgiveness of me | will discover the secret of Forgiving myseh?
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Now Simon Peter was standing
and warming himself. So they
said to him,“You are not also
one of His disciples, are you?”
He denied it, and said,“l am not.”
One of the slaves of the high
priest, being a relative of the one
whose ear Peter cut off, said,
“Did | not see you in the garden
with Him?” Peter then denied it
again,and immediately a rooster
crowed. John 18:25-27




Now on the first day of the
week Mary Magdalene came
early to the tomb, while it was
still dark, and saw the stone
already taken away from the
tomb. But Mary was standing
outside the tomb weeping; and
so, as she wept, she stooped and
looked into the tomb;and she
saw two angels in white sitting,
one at the head and one at the
feet, where the body of Jesus had
been lying. And they said to her,
“VWoman, why are you weeping?”
She said to them, “Because they
have taken away my Lord, and |
do not know where they have
laid Him.” When she had said
this, she turned around and saw
Jesus standing there, and did not
know that it was Jesus. Jesus said
to her,“Woman, why are you
weeping? Whom are you
seeking?” Supposing Him to be
the gardener, she said to Him,
“Sir, if you have carried Him away,
tell me where you have laid Him,
and | will take Him away.” Jesus
said to her,“Mary!” She turned
and said to Him in Hebrew,
“Rabboni!” (which means,
Teacher). Jesus said to her,“Stop
clinging to Me, for | have not yet
ascended to the Father;but go
to My brethren and say to them,
‘l ascend to My Father and your
Father,and My God and your
God’” John 20:1,11-17

@mmunion

They alwags said | was crazy, and for most of my life | was. ]guess | never was
inmy riglﬂt mind—until, that is, | met Jesus‘

There is no love stronger than the love that accepts you for who you are—
and that is how Jcsus loved me. Wlﬂen we first met l was a mess. He found me
as ] had been since my carliest dags: mad as a wet hen. Evergwl’xere ] went ]
became the center of attention, because no one could ignore the foul-mouthed
demons that lived in my mind and ]:)ocl&

[He was ’ceacl’n'ng and hea[fng the sick in our small town }33 the Sea of
Galilee, and | was there because | was evergwhere in those daysw—likc a
nagging headache that never lets you know peace. T]’le PeoP[e tried to ignore
me, but ] wouldn’t let them. ]]C /coulcl have no peace, then neither could theg; if ]
had to live with the constant torment, then I would be a constant torment to
them. Don’t ask me wl’lg; it’s)ust how | was.

But Jesus didn't ignore me. Fvenin my state of incoherent babbhng and
screaming ] still could understand that here was a man who cared for me as ]
was. No one had everloved me like that. No one had ever reached down into
my torment to lift me out; everyone else had alwags expectec{ me to reach up to
them.

Oh, what a cold and miserable morning it was. | dorn’t think any of us had
slept the nigl’xt before. I” ver since | had l’ielpecl Nicodemus and Joseplﬂ P]ace
[Him in the tomb | had been obsessed with the notion that we hadn’t done
enougl’) for Him. I ven with the extravagant amounts of burial spices
Nicodemus had sup lied, it didn't seem enouglﬂ. Jesus had done so much for
me—] sfmplg had to do more, even if it was onlg to attend to [is burial.

was not one to frequent cemeteries. A]Cter the sleeplcss nigl’)t ] was blearg~
egecl and disoriented—like wa”dng the dark streets of a strange city and
Foolisl’xlg imagining that the ligl’x’cs represent familiar landmarks. T he tomb
looked strange, different from the last time | had been there, onlg a short while
before.

At first it was all just a blur: the open tomb, the angels, running back for the
discfples, returning with them, then !:)eing left alone there and hating the cloak
of confusion that l was unable to throw off.

| tlﬂouglﬂt he was the garcleneh Doesr’t every garden have a garclener,
someone to tend and ticlg and keep the riff-raff awag? ] onlﬂ wanted to go
home and sleep and Forget that my Master was now gone forever. But he

ersisted: “\Whom are you seeking’?” And | still didnt recognize [Him. Tl’l@ﬂ
—Je spoke once more, and it was as if that heavg cloak of confusion was
su&clenlg lifted away—as if the voice of an old friend Ead)’ust entered the
conversation.

Jesus had a!wags said my name in a warm, gent!e wagw—like a brook gent!y
tumbling over rounded Pebb[es, like song birdsjust waking to the dawn. |n an
instant | knew it was Tﬂim, and all doubt and confusion left me.

Thereis a tender little song we would sing in the neig!ﬂborhood when | was a
girl. ]’ve Forgotten most of itw—except for one Phrase:

now my name;

(Call me friend.

My Precious Lord was alive! But Jesus was more than my Master, [He was
my friend. He knew my name, you see, and in [is speaking that one simp|e
word | remembered the true clept}ﬂ of His love for me—[is love for everyone

who knew [Tis.
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