Good Friday Meditation for Home Use


Welcome

Read or sing

There is a green hill far away,
outside a city wall,
where our dear Lord was crucified
who died to save us all.

We may not know, we cannot tell,
what pains he had to bear,
but we believe it was for us
he hung and suffered there.

He died that we might be forgiven,
he died to make us good,
that we might go at last to heaven,
saved by his precious blood.

There was no other good enough
to pay the price of sin,
he only could unlock the gate
of heaven and let us in.

O dearly, dearly has he loved!
And we must love him too,
and trust in his redeeming blood,
and try his works to do.

Collect for Good Friday

ALMIGHTY God, we beseech you graciously to behold our church family, for which our Lord Jesus Christ was content to be betrayed, and given up into the hands of wicked men, and to suffer death upon the cross, who now lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, ever one God, world without end. Amen.
Trial and Sentence

Mark 15 15-17
Read scripture

(Mark 15:15)  Wanting to satisfy the crowd, Pilate released Barabbas to them. He had Jesus flogged, and handed him over to be crucified.

(16)  The soldiers led Jesus away into the palace (that is, the Praetorium) and called together the whole company of soldiers.

(17)  They put a purple robe on him, then twisted together a crown of thorns and set it on him.

Why did Pilate start now wishing to satisfy the crowd? Their opinion had never bothered him much before. These were the people he had abused in a hundred ways. This was his slave workforce. This was the engine that drove his plans and ambitions. The raw material that built his wonderful aqueduct for blessed Caesar the project that would surely get him preferment if mighty Caesar ever deigned to actually come and see it. But keeping the peace had been so hard lately. These were a difficult people to govern. Always some sect or some Zealot freedom fighter was giving them ideas. And those Priests were so tiresome and those petty puppet Kings with delusions of grandeur. People thought the life of a governor was cushy. They should try it for a while in a far flung fly infested corner like Jerusalem. 

But today Pilate had pulled of a coup. 

The oldest ploy in the book. 

Divide and conquer. The people wanted a gesture of Rome’s mercy. 

The priests had been lobbying against this Jesus character. Who, let’s face it, was a pain in their necks? 

So why not give them what they want and keep the influential people happy and let those same influential people woo the crowd. Then, for a few days at least, everyone is happy, and the troops can have a few days rest. 

Meanwhile there was still this Jesus. 

The priests wanted an example made of him; so why not. 

Let’s undermine him in the people’s eyes. 

Let’s flog him until he is too weak to have any fight left. Then let’s give him a purple robe fit for a king and let’s give him a crown and, to ram home the point let’s make it a crown of thorns. 

That will really debase him that will make the priests happy and the blood thirsty crowd cheer yes that is a master stroke.

And so, Pilate reflects on his days work. This should be a good day. He should be getting a buzz from his clever diplomacy. He should get his scribe to write a parchment to Caesar about his latest ploy to manage the troublesome province. 

But if it is a good day why does he feel bad? 

Why can’t he get the image of this Galilean out of his mind? 

Why does His stomach churn? 

It’s not the blood of course not that had never bothered him. It wasn’t his conscience. He remembered saying once at a banquet that a governor’s only conscience was centred on how well he served his Caesar. 

And he had always served Caesar well and found that in so doing he also served himself.  But he was not proud of what he had done today. 

He sensed that for once in his life he had met a truly good man. 

He had looked forward to seeing this man’s fear and panic to; the longing pleading eyes searching him for a crumb of hope. He had seen none of those things. So, what had really happened? What did all these events mean? And! Deep down Pilate knew. There had been a trial today a trial at which almost everyone had been found guilty. In fact everyone except this Jesus. 

Silence

Read or sing You laid aside your majesty.

You laid aside Your majesty
You laid aside Your majesty, gave up everything for me.
Suffered at the hands of those You had created.
You took away my guilt and shame,
When You died and rose again.
Now today You reign,
And heaven and earth exalt You.
I really want to worship You my Lord,
You have won my heart and I am Yours.
Forever and ever, I will love You.
You are the only one who died for me,
Gave Your life to set me free.
So I lift my voice to You in adoration.

You laid aside Your majesty
You laid aside Your majesty, gave up everything for me.
Suffered at the hands of those You had created.
You took away my guilt and shame,
When You died and rose again.
Now today You reign,
And heaven and earth exalt You.
I really want to worship You my Lord,
You have won my heart and I am Yours.
Forever and ever, I will love You.
You are the only one who died for me,
Gave Your life to set me free.
So I lift my voice to You in adoration.

Jesus falls under the weight of the cross.

Isaiah 53:4 - 1 Peter 2:24 – Hebrews 4 15-16

read scripture

(Isaiah 53:4)  Surely he took up our pain and bore our suffering, yet we considered him punished by God, stricken by him, and afflicted.

(1Peter 2:24)  "He himself bore our sins" in his body on the cross, so that we might die to sins and live for righteousness; "by his wounds you have been healed."

(Hebrews 4:15) For we do not have a high priest who is unable to empathize with our weaknesses, but we have one who has been tempted in every way, just as we are--yet he did not sin.

(16)  Let us then approach God's throne of grace with confidence, so that we may receive mercy and find grace to help us in our time of need.

It sounds so every day ‘after flogging Jesus’ they handed him over to be crucified. Indeed, it did happen everyday under Pilate’s tyranny. The Roman scourge had nine strips of leather and the Roman soldiers were encouraged to personalise them in creative ways. Some have been found in various archaeological sites. One had bits of sharp quartz sown in every inch along the strip, another, bits of metal shrapnel. 

The soldiers then took their scourges with them to the shrine of the soldiers God Mithras to have them endowed with a bit of extra power. The process often involved dipping them in the hot blood of a sacrificed bull which also made the leather more supple. 

A flogging consisted of 39 strokes of the scourge swung at full power. Many crucifixion victims never made it the cross. 

They died under the scourge. 

It was a scourged Jesus that was then handed the cross beam of his cross to carry up the slope to Golgotha. 

Small wonder then that he collapsed under the weight. 

That he fell. 

Church tradition has it that he fell three times. A traditional ‘stations of the cross’ takes the pilgrim through each one. Maybe in reality he fell more times than that.

Jesus was also under the heavy weight of our infirmities and our diseases. It was not just a lump of wood he dragged up the hill. As he lie momentarily pinned to the ground he was pinned by the same weights that crush me and that crush you, my pain, my sickness, my disease, my wilful sin. 

All of these are resting on the already torn body of God.  Then poignantly as Jesus stumbles and falls again, we ponder the words Hebrews 4. We do not have a high priest who is unable to sympathise with our weaknesses. Again, theologically there is not a pain that you have in your life that Jesus does not know because there was a point in human history before you were even born when your pain was also Jesus’ pain. 

He does not just know about it he knows it and it was his. 

In three days of darkness Jesus carried the crushing pollution of all the centuries on his own back and took it all to the pit of Hell were it belongs. 

There is no way of overstating what happened on that first Good Friday neither is there any way of truly understanding it. It was an awesome and cosmic event. 

Jesus did not just die on the cross to deal with our sin he was dying progressively with every stroke of the scourge and every agonising metre of that horrid journey, the darkness that covered the land through those hours was the darkness of the murk of countless ages that cut the Son of God off from His heavenly father. 

And part of that murk came from my heart and my life and from yours. We could not deal with it but thank God that through his Son he could. Truly that Friday was a Good Day for me and a good day for you!

Keep silence and reflect

Read or Sing

My song is love unknown,
my saviour's love for me;
love to the loveless shown
that they might lovely be:
but who am I, that for my sake
my Lord should take frail flesh and die?

He came from heaven's throne
salvation to bestow;
but they refused, and none
the longed-for Christ would know:
this is my friend, my friend indeed,
who at my need his life did spend.

Sometimes they crowd his way
and his sweet praises sing,
resounding all the day
hosannas to their king:
then 'crucify' is all their breath,
and for his death they thirst and cry.

Why, what has my Lord done
to cause this rage and spite?
he made the lame to run,
and gave the blind their sight:
what injuries! yet these are why
the Lord most high so cruelly dies.

They rise and they must have
my dear Lord done away;
a murderer they save,
the prince of life they slay!
yet willingly, to shame he goes
that he his foes, from this, might free,

Here might I stay and sing
of him my soul adores;
never was love, dear King,
never was grief like yours!
this is my friend in whose sweet praise
I all my days could gladly spend.

They Gamble for his Clothes

John 19 23-24
read the passage

(John 19:23) When the soldiers crucified Jesus, they took his clothes, dividing them into four shares, one for each of them, with the undergarment remaining. This garment was seamless, woven in one piece from top to bottom.

(24)  "Let's not tear it," they said to one another. "Let's decide by lot who will get it." This happened that the scripture might be fulfilled that said, "They divided my clothes among them and cast lots for my garment." So, this is what the soldiers did.

Gambling is a dreadful disease. I have seen lives wrecked by it. I once watched a TV interview with Jimmy White the well-known snooker player confessing to his gambling addiction. He described how the very first thought he had on winning a particular championship title was ‘what can I gamble this on even when he was holding the trophy in his hands’. I have seen it at all levels. In Mansfield I got to know a chap called John. He called often for handouts of food and we would keep a box of food handy to give him. He never smelt of drink and was always clean and well presented but always always broke. He had a wife who tried all she could to stand by him but he was totally unable not to gamble away any money he had. He was capable of slotting £40 in 20p’s into the machine in the local café. 

Like most addictions compulsive gambling is in essence escapism. 

Small wonder then that it was a favourite pastime for the Roman soldiers who executed Jesus and so many others. This was just a day at the office for them but what a job. Even they knew that this man was different. The darkness that was falling got to them deeply. 

The wonderful woven robe was a good prize to win but the thrill of gambling for it did not seem to lift the darkness this time.

When I first saw the version of stations of the cross at Southwell Minster the one telling this story was one that caught my attention for some time. In that the robe of Jesus lies at the feet of the soldier who won the bet. He looked down at his winnings and knows that it means nothing compared with what is going on around him. 

I visited Las Vegas once some 26 years ago. The images have stayed with me for a quarter of a century. Those Casinos are full of colour and lights and noise, but they are really quite depressing places. 

One of the most depressing things was watching those who won. The rhythm of the coin dispenser would ring out time and time again sometimes paying out $50 dollars for 25c stake. And you would look at the face of the winner expecting a smile or a whoop of triumph but there was only a dead pan expression. 

They knew that they had not won anything. 

They knew that every quarter would go back in. 

The only thing they had done was to extend their stay at the machines. They had lost the plot. Material victory is almost never ultimately satisfying. 

I had an advert for a credit card come through my door the other day. It said do you want the holiday or the car of your dreams? We can bring your dreams closer; or words to that effect. 

There was one among that group of soldiers who really saw what was going on. Their officer the Centurion: Mark’s gospel gives us his response. 

Mark 15:39: And when the centurion, who stood there in front of Jesus, heard his cry and saw how he died, he said, 

"Surely this man was the Son of God!" 

Still today, many gamble away their precious lives on ultimately worthless things. Let’s pray that we can help at least a few of them to see Jesus

Silence

Read or Sing

Just as I am, without one plea
But that Thy blood was shed for me
And that Thou bid'st me come to thee
O Lamb of God, I come, I come

Just as I am, though tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt
Fighting's and fears within without
O Lamb of God, I come, I come

Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind
Sight, riches, healing of the mind
Yea, all I need, in Thee to find
O Lamb of God, I come, I come

Just as I am, Thou wilt receive
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve
Because Thy promise I believe
O Lamb of God, I come, I come

Because Thy promise I believe
O Lamb of God, I come, I come

They have crucified my Lord

Matthew 27 39-40 Mark 15 37-39 read the passages

(Matthew 27:39)  Those who passed by hurled insults at him, shaking their heads

(40)  and saying, "You who are going to destroy the temple and build it in three days, save yourself! Come down from the cross, if you are the Son of God!"

(Mark 15:37) With a loud cry, Jesus breathed his last.

(38)  The curtain of the temple was torn in two from top to bottom.

People can be so cruel. But I am a person and I can be cruel too. If we are angry then we feel more justified in our cruelty. I remember when the family and I watched the DVD of the film Gladiator. It finishes with a fight to the death between the hero and the evil Caesar. The hero played by Russell Crowe has so much to angry about. Caesar exiled him for no crime other than being loyal and murdered his wife and son. I always get absorbed in films and felt the ‘in inverted commas’ righteous anger well up in me and willed the gladiator to give Caesar all he so richly deserved. 

During the French Revolution the people had a right to anger against the exploitation they had suffered from the aristocracy. That anger meant that the women of Paris felt quite justified in talking their knitting and having a good day out watching heads lopped off by the guillotine. And lest I sound too sexist I have been reading a fascinating history of the Church of England and I was surprised to find how recently women have exercised any public ministry at all in the church even read a lesson. 

On Good Friday 1896 on hearing that a ‘women’ was to read the lesson at a London church angry male opponents felt justified in packing the church to heckle her and pelt her with rotten fruit and worse. 

The Good Friday crowd felt they were justified in their anger against Jesus for not fulfilling their expectations of him. So, they went to watch him die and derided him as his very lifeblood ebbed away. Doubtless they felt better after venting their emotion on one too far gone to reply. 

As I reflected on the people’s anger and as I confessed the anger that so often lies within me. 

As I looked again at this scripture. 

I felt another question creep into my mind. How did God feel at all this? His wonderful obedient and recklessly courageous only begotten son was doing this for them, the ones who shook their heads, the ones who gambled, the ones who hid in corners. 

The God who had a right to be angry the God in pain at the pain of his son how did he express that anger. I think the text tells us and I saw it for the first time as I prepared this. When we are angry we lash out and hurt people, often-innocent people. God expressed his anger not on people, not on the crowd, not on all of us who deserve his wrath. God expressed his anger on the 40-foot high curtain in the temple, the curtain that symbolically separated God from his covenant people. God took those tons of fabric and tore them down. It was as if God cried out.

Now see what my son has done. 

I am proud of him. 

He has broken down the barrier that divides. 

At the moment God the Son Cries his loud cry God the Father rips the divide away and in doing so he too cries ‘In Jesus name come to me through a new and living way open to all who want to enter through it for that is the victory of the cross.’ 

It is accomplished.

This is my Son with whom I am well pleased, and this is a Good Friday!

Silence

Read or Sing

I will offer up my life in spirit and truth
Pouring out the oil of love, as my worship to you
In surrender I must give my every part
Lord, receive this sacrifice of a broken heart

Jesus, what can I give, what can I bring
To so faithful a Friend, to so loving a King?


Saviour, what can be said, what can be sung
As a praise of Your name for the things You have done?
Oh, my words could not tell, not even in part
Of the debt of love that is owed by this thankful heart

You deserve my every breath, for You've paid the great cost
Giving up your life to death, even death on the cross
You took all my shame away, there defeated my sin
Open up the gates of heaven and have beckoned me in

Jesus, what can I give, what can I bring
To so faithful a Friend, to so loving a King?


Saviour, what can be said, what can be sung
As a praise of Your name for the things You have done?
Oh, my words could not tell, not even in part
Of the debt of love that is owed by this thankful heart

We'll bring an offering, unto You an offering
What can I sing as an offering, Lord?
I want to please Your heart


What can I give, what can I bring, what can I sing as an offering, Lord?

What can I give, what can I bring, what can I sing as an offering, Lord?
What can I bring to the King of kings?
Oh, what can I give, what can I bring, what can I sing as an offering, Lord?

Simply this I will offer up my life in spirit and truth
Pouring out the oil of love, as my worship to you
In surrender I must give my every part
Lord, receive this sacrifice of a broken heart

Lord, receive this sacrifice of a broken heart
Lord, receive this sacrifice of a broken heart

The journey to the tomb

John 19 38-42 Matthew 27 59-61 read scripture

(John 19:38)  Later, Joseph of Arimathea asked Pilate for the body of Jesus. Now Joseph was a disciple of Jesus, but secretly because he feared the Jewish leaders. With Pilate's permission, he came and took the body away.

(39)  He was accompanied by Nicodemus, the man who earlier had visited Jesus at night. Nicodemus brought a mixture of myrrh and aloes, about seventy-five pounds.

(40)  Taking Jesus' body, the two of them wrapped it, with the spices, in strips of linen. This was in accordance with Jewish burial customs.

(41)  At the place where Jesus was crucified, there was a garden, and in the garden a new tomb, in which no one had ever been laid.

(42)  Because it was the Jewish day of Preparation and since the tomb was nearby, they laid Jesus there.

(Matthew 27:59) Joseph took the body, wrapped it in a clean linen cloth,

(60)  and placed it in his own new tomb that he had cut out of the rock. He rolled a big stone in front of the entrance to the tomb and went away.

(61)  Mary Magdalene and the other Mary were sitting there opposite the tomb.

The ministry of Jesus touched so few of the rich powerful influential clerics. Most of them were spiritually deadened by the wealth that they acquired in the legalised fiddle that was temple sacrifice. 

But there were good men among them. 

Honest men who had not forgotten what it means to be Holy. To live a life in pursuit of truth and who truly wanted to discover the will of God for his people. Two such men are named here. Joseph and Nicodemus. Almost all the commentators agree that they could not have been named here in the text if they had not later gone on to become public disciples. 

Their secret was a secret no longer. 

How guilty they felt that they had not been able to save Jesus. Perhaps they were not even invited to take up their Sanhedrin seats for that illegal night-time kangaroo court. But they could not let the mutilated body of Jesus be used as a deterrent and then thrown on the dung heaps of the Kidron Valley. 

Those tombs in the garden were very expensive. 

Many of them Royal tombs. Again, I don’t think I had realised this before but the tomb Joseph gave to Jesus was his own new tomb. He had had it prepared for his own burial. Most Sanhedrin Members were well on in years. It might even be that Joseph knew himself to be ill and had begun to make his plans. To know that his remains would be laid in the best tombs around would have been a comfort. Yet here was a young man who had years of life ahead of him snatched out of life by brutal unjust cruelty. 

Let him have my tomb. 

And likewise, Nicodemus had gone way over the top. A hundred pounds of herbs and spices: eight stone. That is thousands of pounds worth by today standards. 

Why now did these men go over the top? 

On that day of darkness, they must have realised the truth. 

What is my petty career compared to this? What is my wealth compared to this?

What have we done today: surely, we have gone as low as we can go as a nation? 

This is not what motivated us to come into public life! This is not what we studied for all these many years? If all the trapping of wealth and power mean that we cannot follow our hearts and follow the best teacher that has ever lived then all the trappings and all the wealth are worthless and if they arrest us and kill us then so be it! 

We will be secret disciples no longer. 

We will identify with him in death as we failed to do in life. This is not the end of the story. We do not know where it will end but one way or another all will know that even if it were too late, we have decided to follow Jesus! And so, it was that Joseph’s tomb and Nicodemus’s spices would be remembered for two millennium. So it is that we know they were his disciples and one day in Jesus’ name we will meet them in paradise. It is a fitting end to our Journey today. 

For we too are imperfect disciples who have decided to follow Jesus. 

Thanks be to God. Amen.

Silence

Read or Sing

When I survey the wond'rous Cross
On which the Prince of Glory died,
My richest Gain I count but Loss,
And pour Contempt on all my Pride.

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the Death of Christ my God:
All the vain Things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to his Blood.

See from his Head, his Hands, his Feet,
Sorrow and Love flow mingled down!
Did e'er such Love and Sorrow meet?
Or Thorns compose so rich a Crown?

His dying Crimson, like a Robe,
Spreads o'er his Body on the Tree;
Then am I dead to all the Globe,
And all the Globe is dead to me.

5. Were the whole Realm of Nature mine,
That were a Present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my Soul, my Life, my All.
A Celtic Blessing for our homes – Our places of safety 

May the God of peace
bring peace to this house.
May the Son of peace
bring peace to this house.
May the Spirit of peace
bring peace to this house,
this day and all days

The Lord bless you this Good Friday
Page 12 of 12

