
This morning, Mardi and I are going to preach three, short, first-
person-narratives, from the perspective of people who witnessed the 
events leading to Jesus’ death.  !
Today is Friday, Good Friday—throughout history it has been called 
“Good” because we know His death on Friday was followed by a 
resurrection on Sunday. Those first followers had no such assurance. 
Do you ever wonder what Saturday must have been like for them? 
They mourned like those who had no hope.   !
This morning, we’re not asking you to pretend that Jesus is still dead; 
instead, I ask you to embrace their lament, to embrace your own 
suffering, and the suffering of the world. Good Friday reminds us 
that God does not turn a blind eye to our suffering; our pain moved 
Him to compassion. God the Son became flesh and blood, in part, so 
He could take our sin, our sickness, and our suffering into Himself. !
I will begin with Simon of Cyrene, next will come Mary—mother of 
Jesus, followed by Peter. !
Simon: When you think about the cross, what comes to mind? !
I was on my way in from the country, heading to Jerusalem to 
celebrate the Passover Feast. Passover is my favourite of all the 
feasts—a time to remember that our God rescues and saves. God 
raised up Moses to deliver our people from slavery in Egypt. God 
heard the cries of His people, He acted in history, and led Israel to the 
promised land. If God heard their cries, He will hear ours too. If God 
raised up Moses, He will act again and send someone to rescue us—
God knows we need rescuing. !

The cross (spit)…my people, we Jews, have all been marked by the 
cross. The cross is a symbol of Rome’s power—in their hands they 
hold the power of life and death; we live at their pleasure and die at 
their command. The cross is an executioner’s tool, the consequence 
of rebellion against Rome—they can, and will, crush all resistance.  !
With the Passover upon us, Jerusalem was bursting at the seams—
Jews had come from all over the world to celebrate. On Friday, I 
journeyed through the city, on my way to the temple, when I heard a 
commotion up ahead. Roman soldiers were leading a procession of 
prisoners—three unfortunate souls were carrying crosses; they were 
dead men walking. Some in the crowd were mocking, others 
weeping; the anguished prisoners, crying out in pain. !
God, how long must we wait? How long must we suffer under the 
tyranny of Rome? Turn Your ear towards us; hear our cry for mercy
—deliver us!  !
Just then Roman hands grabbed me—I was pulled out of the crowd 
and into the street. My boldness in prayer was quickly replaced by 
stammering tongue and knocking knees—what had I done? What did 
they want with me? And that’s when I saw Him—one of the prisoners 
had collapsed under the weight of the cross—He was a bloody, 
broken, mess.  !
There was no mistaking the soldier’s command—I was to help the 
prisoner carry His cross. Rough, splintered, slick with blood. I had 
seen many crosses before, but never had I carried one. The prisoner 
was dragged to His feet, I lifted the cross from the ground, and I 
joined in the death march. 
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With my heart pounding, and my senses on full alert, I began to hear 
whispers from the crowd—this was Jesus of Nazareth. I had heard of 
this man ever since I arrived for Passover; many hoped He was the 
long expected Deliverer.  !
I had heard Him teach just a few days before; His words had power, 
they pierced to my soul. He said, “Whoever believes in me does not 
believe in me only, but in the one who sent me. The one who looks at 
me is seeing the one who sent me. I have come into the world as a 
light, so that no one who believes in me should stay in darkness.”  1

I too had hoped that He would be the One—the One who would 
deliver us. I guess this is what happens to anyone who is a threat to 
Rome. !
When we arrived at execution site, I was anxious to melt into the 
crowd before the soldiers found an extra cross for me. The cross was 
removed from my shoulder, my work was done, and I turned to 
leave. And that’s when I heard Jesus speak—He spoke two words 
and they haunt me even now…He said, “Thank you.” What kind of a 
man was this? !
Mary, mother of Jesus: The first time I held Jesus in my arms, the 
words of the angel came flooding back. “You will conceive and give 
birth to a son, and you are to call him Jesus. He will be great and 
will be called the Son of the Most High. The Lord God will give him 
the throne of his father David…his kingdom will never end…The 

Holy Spirit will come on you, and the power of the Most High will 
overshadow you. So the holy one to be born will be called the Son of 
God.”  My son was a miracle—born to me and born from above.  2

!
There was so much excitement when Jesus was born. An angel army 
sang at His birth and wise men came from East bearing treasure fit 
for a king. That is what the angel said—He will be great, the Lord 
God will give Him Israel’s throne; His kingdom will never end.  !
When Jesus was 12, our extended family and friends travelled to 
Jerusalem to celebrate the Passover. After Passover, we began our 
journey home only to discover that Jesus was not with  
us—He had stayed behind and we had not noticed. We searched for 
three days before we found Him in the temple. He was sitting among 
the teachers, listening to them and asking them questions—everyone 
was amazed at His understanding and His answers.   3

!
When Joseph and I got over our initial shock, I pulled Jesus aside and 
said, “You had us worried half to death; we have been searching for 
you for days.” Do you know what He said? “Didn’t you know I had to 
be in my Father’s house?” I looked at Joseph and he looked at me—
this boy was ours, and, He wasn’t; He was God’s Son too. That 
scared me a little. What next? Where would God lead my son? !
Yesterday, I watched my son die on a cross, gasping for breath. “God, 
what am I missing? How could this happen to my Son? You said He 
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would save us, You said He would be King—how can my son rule 
from the grave?” Why would You let this happen to Your Son?  !
Eight days after Jesus was born, Joseph and I brought Him to the 
temple as the law requires. A man named Simeon approached and he 
told us that God had revealed to him that Jesus was the long 
anticipated Saviour.  !
He took Jesus in his arms and said, “[Mary], This child is destined to 
cause many in Israel to fall, but he will be a joy to many others. He 
has been sent as a sign from God, but many will oppose him. As a 
result, the deepest thoughts of many hearts will be revealed. And a 
sword will pierce your very soul.” !
“God, is this what you meant? Is my son’s death the sword that will 
pierce my soul? I have been torn in two—my heart is broken—and I 
cannot be comforted.” !
Peter: my name is Simon, but the first time I met Jesus, He gave me 
a nickname that stuck—He called me Peter, which means “the 
Rock.” My younger brother heard the nickname and started to  
laugh—“my big brother has always been dumb as a rock.” But Jesus 
meant something else by it—I would stand firm, and He would build 
His church through me. Looking back, it’s the only time Jesus has 
ever been wrong—I couldn’t stand firm when it really mattered. 
When Jesus needed me the most, I ran for my life, I abandoned Him, 
and now He’s dead.   !
Before Jesus came along, me, my brother, and a couple of friends had 
a small fishing business. We were two-bit fishermen in a two-bit 
town. But Jesus changed all of that. He invited us to leave our nets 

and follow Him—before long we were caught up in a whirlwind. 
Jesus said things we had never heard before; Jesus did things nobody 
had seen before.  !
Have you ever seen a blind man’s sight restored? Have you ever 
heard a deaf person talk for the first time? And then there was the 
time Jesus walked on water, and raised someone from the dead. He 
wasn’t your ordinary Rabbi—everyone knew that.  !
One day Jesus asked me, “who do the crowds say I am?” I replied, 
“Some say John the Baptist, others say Elijah, or a prophet of old.” 
“But what about you Pete…who do you say I am?” I didn’t hesitate, 
“You are the Messiah, the Son of the Living God.”  !
Later on, Jesus tried to tell us that He would suffer at the hands of the 
religious leaders, that He would die—none of us could believe what 
we were hearing. I took Him aside and tried to reason with  
Him—“Jesus, this will never happen to you.” Do you know what He 
said? “Get behind me Satan! You don’t know anything about God’s 
plans for Me.” I felt sick to my stomach with His talk about dying—
He couldn’t be right about that…He just couldn’t. !
On Thursday night, our group of 12 shared the Passover meal with 
Jesus, and once again He talked about dying. I finally blurted out, “if 
you are going to die, I will die with you.”  He sadly shook His head, 
“No Peter, you are going to deny you ever knew Me.” It turns out 
that He knew me better than I knew myself.  !
After dinner, we went to the Garden—He asked us to pray with Him; 
He prayed and we slept. He was really upset about something—you 
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could tell He had been crying—He woke us up a few times but we 
were so tired we kept drifting back to sleep. !
Then Judas came with a group of soldiers—we couldn’t figure out 
what was going on. When I realized they were arresting Jesus, I 
panicked. I grabbed a sword and I swung it—someone had to do 
something. I cut a man’s ear off and was about to swing at someone 
else when Jesus yelled, “No more of this! Don’t you know that I could 
ask the Father to send an angel army to rescue Me?” Why didn’t He? 
God answered every prayer I’ve ever heard Jesus pray; if He had just 
prayed for rescue, He wouldn’t be dead right now.  !
Jesus touched the man’s ear and healed him. That’s when we ran for 
our lives—I just left Him there, to fend for Himself.  !
John managed to get me into the courtyard of the high priest’s house. 
I wanted to see what they would do to Jesus but people began to 
recognize me. Three times they asked me if I was a disciple of Jesus 
and three times I lied bold-faced. After the third time, Jesus turned 
and looked at me—I broke down and wept. !
They killed Jesus—they put Jesus on a cross and a few hours later He 
died. I felt alive when I was around Jesus; He gave my life purpose 
and I ditched Him to save my skin…I lied about even knowing the 
best person I have ever met. How can I live with myself? When Jesus 
died, my hope died with Him. I don’t know what to do. All that’s left 
is my old life, and I don’t want to go back to the fishing boat. !

Can you imagine what it must have been like on Saturday? For those 
first followers, there was nothing “Good” about Friday—Friday was 
the day that hope died. But we know differently—the grave didn’t 
have the last word for Jesus, and it doesn’t for anyone who puts their 
faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. !
Communion !
Listen to these words, taken from Colossians 1:19-22. “For God was 
pleased to have all His fullness dwell in [Jesus,] and through [Jesus] 
to reconcile to Himself all things, whether things on earth or things 
in heaven, by making peace through [Jesus’] blood, shed on the 
cross. Once you were alienated from God and were enemies in your 
minds because of your evil behaviour. But now [the Father] has 
reconciled you by Christ’s physical body through death to present 
you holy in his sight, without blemish and free from accusation.” !
Throughout the New Testament, the problem of “sin” is described in 
a number of ways, including the sense that sin is the breaking of 
relationship with God. If the problem is a broken relationship with 
God, then the solution is reconciliation. This word—reconcile—is a 
relational term; to reconcile is to reunite two parties, to reconcile is 
to restore a relationship. To reconcile is to reverse the effects of 
alienation. !
One theologian suggests that whenever we contemplate the cross we 
are stepping into the mystery of a love that did not have to be, but 
was and is.  God loved the word so much that He gave His only  4

Son that all of creation might be reconciled to God. 
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At the cross, Jesus took what was ours—sin, rebellion, alienation, 
pain, sickness—and He died. At the cross, Jesus took what was ours, 
so that we might receive what is His—deepest relationship with the 
Father, love, life, healing, wholeness, and the promise of eternity. 
Everything becomes ours because we are united to Jesus.  !
The night before He died, at the Passover meal, Jesus took bread, and 
when he had given thanks, he broke it and gave it to his disciples, 
saying, “Take and eat; this is my body. Do this in remembrance of 
me”. Then Jesus took a cup, and when he had given thanks, he gave it 
to them, saying, “Drink from it, all of you. This is my blood of the 
covenant, which is poured out for many for the forgiveness of sins. 
Do this in remembrance of Me.”  !
As we come to the Lord’s Table this morning, we come seeking the 
living Christ, the Reconciler, who restores us to relationship with 
God the Father. Do you need to be reunited with God? Do you long 
to be restored and renewed? Then come seeking the living Jesus—He 
is here to meet with us.  Dying He destroyed sin and death, rising He 
restores our life. !
Invite servers to come forward. !
Benediction 
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