
GOOD FRIDAY 
April 10, 2020 

 

WE BEGIN 
 

(Silence is kept, perhaps in a darkened room, for a minute) 
 

Lighting a Candle to Represent the Life of Christ: 
One: Jesus Christ, Light of the world, 
 gave and gave and gave to the very end. 
All:  Being Light sometimes calls us to shine 

in the darkest places. 
 

Words of Opening: 
All humanity, all creation, knows suffering. 
Jesus, as one of us, suffered.  His great love of us and his 
commitment to stand up for what is right, led to his crucifixion. 
Why do we focus on this event?  We’d rather skip to Easter.  Yet 
Easter is hollow without Good Friday.  A great mystery of our 
faith is that death is the way through to a bright new dawn.   
So let us not shrink from the painful side of life.  Let us cry when 
it is time to cry and rejoice when it is time to rejoice.  Let us 
worship God who is with us in sorrow and joy.  Let us journey 
with Jesus to the cross. 
 

Hymn VU# 133  “Go to Dark Gethsemane” 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Prayer of Approach and Confession 



God of the Cross, we do not gather as innocent observers of a 
tragedy, but as those who share responsibility.  Like Peter, we 
have denied the truth and let others down.  Like Judas, we have 
said and done things we later regret.  Like the chief priests, we 
have put our own interests first.  Like the mob, we have blamed 
and judged another.  Like Pilate, we have washed our hands and 
stepped aside to allow injustice.  God of love and grace, have 
mercy upon us. 
(Silent Prayer) 
 

Hymn VU# 145  “O Sacred Head” vs. 1, 2 & 3 
 

 
 
 
 



THE WORD OF GOD 
 

First Testament:  Isaiah 52:13 – 53:12 
 The prophecy of the suffering servant. 
52:13 See, my servant shall prosper; 
    he shall be exalted and lifted up, 
    and shall be very high. 
14 Just as there were many who were astonished at him 
    —so marred was his appearance, beyond human semblance, 
    and his form beyond that of mortals— 
15 so he shall startle many nations; 
    kings shall shut their mouths because of him; 
for that which had not been told them they shall see, 
    and that which they had not heard they shall contemplate. 
53: 1 Who has believed what we have heard? 
    And to whom has the arm of the LORD been revealed? 
2 For he grew up before him like a young plant, 
    and like a root out of dry ground; 
he had no form or majesty that we should look at him, 
    nothing in his appearance that we should desire him. 
3 He was despised and rejected by others; 
    a man of suffering and acquainted with infirmity; 
and as one from whom others hide their faces 
    he was despised, and we held him of no account. 
4 Surely he has borne our infirmities 
    and carried our diseases; 
yet we accounted him stricken, 
    struck down by God, and afflicted. 
5 But he was wounded for our transgressions, 
    crushed for our iniquities; 
upon him was the punishment that made us whole, 
    and by his bruises we are healed. 
6 All we like sheep have gone astray; 
    we have all turned to our own way, 
and the LORD has laid on him 
    the iniquity of us all. 

7 He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, 
    yet he did not open his mouth; 
like a lamb that is led to the slaughter, 
    and like a sheep that before its shearers is silent, 
    so he did not open his mouth. 
8 By a perversion of justice he was taken away. 
    Who could have imagined his future? 
For he was cut off from the land of the living, 
    stricken for the transgression of my people. 
9 They made his grave with the wicked 
    and his tomb with the rich, 
although he had done no violence, 
    and there was no deceit in his mouth. 
10 Yet it was the will of the LORD to crush him with pain. 
When you make his life an offering for sin, 
    he shall see his offspring, and shall prolong his days; 
through him the will of the LORD shall prosper. 
11     Out of his anguish he shall see light; 
he shall find satisfaction through his knowledge. 
    The righteous one, my servant, shall make many righteous, 
    and he shall bear their iniquities. 
12 Therefore I will allot him a portion with the great, 
    and he shall divide the spoil with the strong; 
because he poured out himself to death, 
    and was numbered with the transgressors; 
yet he bore the sin of many, 
    and made intercession for the transgressors. 
    This is the witness of Israel. 
    Thanks be to God. 
 

New Testament:  John 18 and 19 (selected verses) 
 The crucifixion of Jesus. 
18 After Jesus had spoken these words, he went out with his 
disciples across the Kidron valley to a place where there was a 
garden, which he and his disciples entered. … Judas brought a 
detachment of soldiers together with police from the chief priests 



and the Pharisees, and they came there with lanterns and torches 
and weapons. 4 Then Jesus, knowing all that was to happen to 
him, came forward and asked them, “Whom are you looking 
for?” 5 They answered, “Jesus of Nazareth.” Jesus replied, “I am 
he.” … 10 Then Simon Peter, who had a sword, drew it, struck the 
high priest’s slave, and cut off his right ear. … 11 Jesus said to 
Peter, “Put your sword back into its sheath. Am I not to drink the 
cup that the Father has given me?” 
12 So the soldiers, their officer, and the Jewish police arrested 
Jesus and bound him. … 
19 Then the high priest questioned Jesus about his disciples and 
about his teaching. 20 Jesus answered, “I have spoken openly to 
the world; … I have said nothing in secret. 21 Why do you ask 
me? Ask those who heard what I said to them; they know what I 
said.” 22 When he had said this, one of the police standing nearby 
struck Jesus on the face, saying, “Is that how you answer the high 
priest?” 23 Jesus answered, “If I have spoken wrongly, testify to 
the wrong. But if I have spoken rightly, why do you strike 
me?” 24 Then Annas sent him bound to Caiaphas the high priest. 
… 
28 Then they took Jesus from Caiaphas to Pilate’s headquarters. 
 … Pilate went out to them and said, “What accusation do you 
bring against this man?” 30 They answered, “If this man were not 
a criminal, we would not have handed him over to you.” …  
33 Then Pilate … summoned Jesus, and asked him, … “What 
have you done?” 36 Jesus answered, “My kingdom is not from 
this world. If my kingdom were from this world, my followers 
would be fighting to keep me from being handed over …  But as 
it is, my kingdom is not from here.” 37 Pilate asked him, “So you 
are a king?” Jesus answered, “You say that I am a king. For this I 
was born, and for this I came into the world, to testify to the 
truth. Everyone who belongs to the truth listens to my 
voice.” 38 Pilate asked him, “What is truth?” 
19 Then Pilate took Jesus and had him flogged. 2 And the soldiers 
wove a crown of thorns and put it on his head, and they dressed 
him in a purple robe. … 5 So Jesus came out, wearing the crown 

of thorns and the purple robe. Pilate said to them, “Here is the 
man!” 6 When the chief priests and the police saw him, they 
shouted, “Crucify him! Crucify him!” … 8 Now when Pilate 
heard this, he … again asked Jesus, “Where are you from?” But 
Jesus gave him no answer. 10 Pilate therefore said to him, “Do 
you refuse to speak to me? Do you not know that I have power to 
release you, and power to crucify you?” 11 Jesus answered him, 
“You would have no power over me unless it had been given you 
from above; therefore the one who handed me over to you is 
guilty of a greater sin.” 12 From then on Pilate tried to release 
him, but the people cried out, “If you release this man, you are no 
friend of the emperor. Everyone who claims to be a king sets 
himself against the emperor.” 
… 15 They cried out, “Away with him! Away with him! Crucify 
him!” … 16 Then he handed him over to them to be crucified. 
So they took Jesus; 17 and carrying the cross by himself, he went 
out to what is called The Place of the Skull, which in Hebrew is 
called Golgotha. 18 There they crucified him, and with him two 
others, one on either side, with Jesus between them. …  
Meanwhile, standing near the cross of Jesus were his mother, and 
his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary 
Magdalene. 26 When Jesus saw his mother and the disciple whom 
he loved standing beside her, he said to his mother, “Woman, 
here is your son.” 27 Then he said to the disciple, “Here is your 
mother.” And from that hour the disciple took her into his own 
home. 
28 After this, when Jesus knew that all was now finished, he said, 
… “I am thirsty.” 29 A jar full of sour wine was standing there. So 
they put a sponge full of the wine on a branch of hyssop and held 
it to his mouth. 30 When Jesus had received the wine, he said, “It 
is finished.” Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 
38 After these things, Joseph of Arimathea, who was a disciple of 
Jesus, though a secret one, … asked Pilate to let him take away 
the body of Jesus. Pilate gave him permission; so he came and 
removed his body. 39 Nicodemus, who had at first come to Jesus 
by night, also came … 40 They took the body of Jesus and 



wrapped it with the spices in linen cloths, according to the burial 
custom of the Jews. 41 Now there was a garden in the place where 
he was crucified, and in the garden there was a new tomb in 
which no one had ever been laid. 42 And so … they laid Jesus 
there. 
    The Gospel of Christ. 
    Thanks be to God. 
 

 
 
Sermon A Good Friday Finish   
 (below, or attached) 
In normal times, on any given day on the 
401 highway, people drive faster than they 
should, and as a result bad things happen, some drivers never 
getting to where they are going, being involved in a fatal car 
accident.  On whichever side of the highway, east or westbound, 
immediately after such an accident, the traffic grinds to a halt, as 
sirens blare, and only once a way is made around the accident 
does traffic begin to move again, slowly.  Traffic backs up even 
on the other side of the road, going in the opposite direction, as 
people try to see around the maze of cars and emergency vehicles 
to try to figure out what happened, in a practice called 
rubbernecking.  Motorists sometimes ignore the police officers 
who motion them to move, and stare at the crushed vehicles, the 
broken glass, looking around only for victims or survivors. 
 

Some even pull over either to help or to gawk, but it is only 
human to do so – to want to know what’s happened to fellow 
travelers.  For most of us, beyond our morbid fascination with 
pain, I think we slow down, or stop to get a better look, because 
we sense how easily it could have been us.  After all, I, too, have 
slammed on my brakes on the highway when a car appeared in 
my lane out of nowhere.  I, too, have been blinded by the sun, 
though not yet at the split second when such blinding could have 
been fatal for me.  That could be my car, or even my body.  It’s a 
little jarring, actually, to stop and ponder how next week it could 

be someone I love who is planting a makeshift cross on the piece 
of scorched earth by the road where I died. 
 

Friends, today the wreck is in the story we just heard, and we’ve 
all decided to pull over.  Each of us has decided to slow down 
and see what happened, to try and see how things went so wrong. 
 Why did such a promising life come to such a bloody, torturous 
end?  Was there anything anyone could have done to prevent it, 
or was it meant to be?  It will defy all our understanding, in the 
end.  Those who offer easy explanations are just in a hurry to 
move on.  They don’t want to watch the body being tugged from 
the car.  They don’t want to see the glass swept up or the 
survivors milling about with sad faces.  They just want to file 
their reports and go home, where no one will say, “Yes, but why 
him, why this, why now?” 
 

The wreckage of the cross is so hard to understand that scripture 
gives us four reports on it – not one gospel but four, in which the 
same story is told from four different perspectives.  They all 
agree on some things, of course, namely that Jesus died on a 
cross at a place called Golgotha, that two other people died the 
same day in the same way, that there was a sign above his head 
that announced the charge against him, ‘King of the Jews’, that 
they divided up his clothing on the spot, that he was offered some 
sour wine before he died, and that he died before sundown on the 
day before the sabbath.  Beyond that, each gospel has its own 
truth to tell, and the differences are striking.  Luke reports a 
conversation between Jesus and the two dying with him that the 
others don’t mention, while John doesn’t say anything about 
Simon of Cyrene carrying Jesus’ cross for awhile, nor about 
anyone mocking him while he died.  Matthew’s and Mark’s 
accounts are almost identical, except for a few differences in 
phrasing, but neither says a word about Jesus entrusting his 
mother to one of his disciples, nor his forgiveness of those who 
hung him on the cross. 
 

This is hardly surprising, though, given that different people see 



different things.  The Bible respects that.  Even the famous 
“seven last words” from the cross – on which I remember 
preaching along with six others at ecumenical services in Cape 
Breton in a lengthy liturgy at the biggest church in town in the 
late 80’s and early 90’s – are a compilation, with Matthew and 
Mark agreeing on the first, Luke offering the next three, and the 
last three coming from John.  The “word” that finished them all 
is the last one we heard earlier, the one that Jesus spoke as his 
breath was leaving him, when his life was being snuffed out like 
a candle, the one that signaled the finish line for him, namely “It 
is finished.” 
 

Yes, he is dead, and it is finished, but what is “it,” exactly?  Well, 
the dying, for one thing.  There was no lethal injection in Jesus’ 
day, nor was there any attempt to make the state execution of 
crucifixion any less painful than it could be, since to do so would 
have reduced its use as a deterrent.  The whole point was for the 
state to make a statement to any and all rebels and 
revolutionaries, namely that if you cross us up with any talk of 
liberation, we’ll nail you to a stake in the ground and make you 
suffer an excruciating amount of pain while you slowly 
suffocate.  So Jesus’ lungs likely collapsed under the weight of 
his sinking body, as his arms gave way.  Whatever finished it for 
him, death came as a friend, in the end, and not as an enemy.  
Remember, death is not painful, friends; it’s the dying that hurts. 
 

Another “it” that was finished was the project he had begun, way 
back at the beginning when he first saw what kind of explosion it 
would take to break through the rock around the human heart.  
He knew that if he was to really get through to people, he would 
have to use a tactic stronger than teaching or prayer alone, and he 
had to stake his own life on it.  Selfless, sacrificial love is the 
dynamite he chose.  The word “sacrifice” comes from the Latin 
sacrum facere, and means “to make sacred by making an 
offering for others.”  His sacrifice has been breaking through the 
hardness of the human heart ever since, the cross having finished 

his plan to save people from themselves and from each other by 
sharing the sacrificial key that unlocks our true humanity.  The 
irony here, of course, is that his finish was our new beginning. 
 

Whether or not he intended it, he finished something else while 
he was at it: the pretension of religion to exercise power.  The 
temple system of the time had its careful divisions between clean 
and unclean, and posturing clergy who pretended to know which 
was which.  During the same hour when he died, the parade of 
Passover animals into the temple began, their owners 
slaughtering them while priests caught the blood and poured it on 
the altar.  So there were two bloody places in Jerusalem that day 
– Golgotha and the temple – both presided over by religious 
people who believed they were doing God’s will.  That was one 
thing both the clergy and the politicians agreed on: that Jesus’ 
death was God’s will.  But when it was over, some realized how 
Jesus had been the scapegoat for their guilt, to purge it from them 
falsely, and from that moment on, the system that put him to 
death was doomed.  Its tactics of control and manipulation had 
been exposed, and its motives of power and intimidation were 
revealed.  Jesus was the last lamb of God who would die for the 
people, and he finished religion’s longest lie that day. 
 

There was one final thing that was finished that day, and that was 
the separation between God and humanity.  In John’s Gospel 
Jesus was pictured as a prototype of a heroic human who had 
special powers to heal and even to raise from the dead, but he 
was still a human being who had to suffer the sting of death.  He 
knew that he couldn’t raise himself from the dead, so he gave 
himself wholeheartedly to God, in trust that God would raise him 
up and take him home.  With this wholehearted trust Jesus 
finished the separation that divided humanity from God, 
becoming what Douglas John Hall called the Representative, the 
One in which humanity and divinity met and the separation 
eliminated, finished forever. 
 



Those whom he left behind at the scene of the wreckage saw 
nothing at the finish but his corpse, yet he had become a window 
into the depths of God that some could see through and some 
could not.  Those who wanted a God of redemptive violence, an 
imperial God, a God of guaranteed victory through power, 
looked upon a scene where God was not.  But  those who had 
listened to him, learned from him, leaned upon him, and made 
the leap of faith the cross required of them, looked upon a scene 
in which God had made the sacrifice in the Son for the love and 
life of humanity.  It was dark by the time they got him down, and 
it was the sabbath, his day to be at rest.  His work was finished, 
as finished as he was, and the whole earth fell silent, for thus had 
ended the most complete life ever lived.  Amen. 
 

Hymn  “Come Boldly”   
 (below, attached,  sung or read as poetry) 

 
 
 

 



RESPONSE TO THE WORD 
A Prayer 
God of gospel grace, whose passion in Christ  
  is with and for all your suffering people, 
    as this Friday we dare call Good is nearly finished, 
  we testify to the truth that your reign is not from this world 
    though we know it is for this world. 
We continue to turn our faces, in fascination,  
  toward the wreckage of history, the crosses of time, 
    rather than live, as you do in Christ, 
      in solidarity with the suffering 
    that we might, as you still do in Christ, 
      live out your call to turn the other cheek. 
We continue to forget that we, as the privileged people of empire, 
  are not innocent of the blood of the crucified One, 
    or of the blood shed today among the bruised and battered, 
      the marginalized and victimized. 
Like the disciples then, we are so often silent, scared followers, 
  still asleep while our social system denies justice to many, 
    disciples only at a safe distance from the powers-that-be. 
As we finish today, we long to walk in newness of life tomorrow, 
  remembering that taking up the sword of violence 
    means that we will perish by it; 
  that living in truth means heeding the truth, 
    and naming the lies, our leaders speak; 
  that seeking justice calls for our solidarity 
    with those who oppose the injustice systems of our time 
  that our love of creation leads to action on climate change. 
These commitments we make in prayer, now, 
  trusting that transformation is possible, 
    and that we are a part of the answer to our own prayers. 
In humility and gratitude for the Crucified One, 
  Jesus, we pray.  Amen. 
 

 
Closing Reading 

It was on this Friday that they finished it all. 
 

Of course, they didn’t do it one by one. 
They weren’t brave enough. 
All the stones at the one time, at the point of deadly weakness, 
  or no stones at all. 
 

They did it in crowds, though we can’t right now … 
  in crowds that insulate from responsibility; 
    in crowds that help you lose yourself and shout things 
      you would never shout on your own; 
  in crowds that urge you to do things you would never do 
    if you knew the surveillance cameras were watching. 
 

It was a religious crowd, a church crowd, that did it; 
  and a crowd in the civil and public service that did it; 
    and a crowd in the streets that did it; 
      and a crowd on the hill that did it. 
 

And he said nothing. 
 

He took the insults, the bruises, the spit on the face, 
  the thongs on the back, the curses in the ears. 
He took the sight of his friends turning away, running away. 
 

And he said nothing. 
 

He let them do their worst until their worst was done, 
  as on Friday they finished it all by finishing him … 
and would have finished themselves off as well, 
  had he not cried, “It is finished” … 
 

    and began the revolution of love. 
 - from Stages on the Way, Iona Community, 2000, altered 
 

 
SENDING FORTH 

 

Hymn VU# 137 “The Love That Clothes Itself in Light” 
 (below, attached, sung or read as poetry) 



 

 

Extinguishing of the Christ Candle 
Today is the darkest of all days, a terrible Friday before it was 
ever good.  Today we remember the power of the virus of 
violence in the world, and of our own power to finish off the best 
and brightest among us, and therefore to finish off our own 
humanity.  We even seek to finish off divinity by the cross of 
Christ.  What we finish off and snuff out now is not just a 
service, but God’s Son, the Light by which we see ourselves and 
God. 
(candle is extinguished)   


