
‘They will look on the one whom they have pierced.’   
 
 
Today is not a day for talking, its not even a day for thinking, much.  It is a day 
for being.  And for feeling.  For me, anyway.  So a brief sermon, trying not to 
disturb the silence. 
 
* 
 
There was a trend in services a few years back, to dramatise the readings we 
have just heard.  Bringing the trial to life by hearing the voices of Pilate, temple 
priests, and Jesus read by different people – and the congregation were typically 
cast as the baying crowd.   
Our lines were simple: “Crucify him, crucify him.”  “We want Barrabas freed”.  
Obliging us to identify with the perpetrators. 
 
Wanting to justify myself, as one of the crowd, I would find myself thinking, 
‘Well, I was only one small voice; I was not the person making decisions; I 
didn’t really mean it’. 
 
However, when in the later silence of the service I am just ‘being’, and 
‘feeling’, those little voices are stilled, my defences lowered, and I know I was 
there; I added to the number; I still said it. ...  
I might yet say it: ”Crucify him.” 
 
* 
 
It is the day when I have no answer in my defence for the many large and small 
ways in which I have let him down, failed to choose a different voice from my 
habitual one, or from the prevailing cry of society.  Failed to appreciate that 
living in his life, is our only way of life and hope, because all life comes from 
him. 
 
I have no answer when I hear in my memory, those words that summarise today 
for me so painfully:  
“What have I done to you?  How have I offended you?”   
He freed me, suffered for me, walked the walk I cannot.   
He has given his all, and his words speak into my failure to respond, as if those 
very acts of love were an offence to me??  
 “Answer me!”  …  ‘Lord, I cannot.’ 
 
* 
 



There was a time for me, when Good Friday was best met by my sitting outside 
the church, in solitude.  It represented for me the desire to be close, very present 
but acknowledging my separation.  My own actions putting me outside of that 
place, on this day.  Yet, I also knew the only place I could go, ultimately, and at 
the given hour, was inside the church, to draw near, to request reconciliation.  
So, at the hour of the church service, I would reluctantly, and stiffly, choose to 
get up and join with the congregation and individually and corporately, seek that 
which I sought. 
 
* 
 
In this service we are offered moments of painful choices – painful to some, at 
least: 
Who are we as we approach the cross – or do we even want to come forward?  
It’s a matter of choice.  A matter of how we feel, and how we are being.   
If we think we will look stupid, not knowing the ‘right’ way to do it, are we not 
joining with our Lord in his humiliation?   
Are we not allowing ‘thinking’ to crowd out our ability to just ‘be’?   
To ‘be’ who we are, as we contemplate who He is, for us on the cross? 
This proclamation and veneration of the cross is almost the oldest recorded 
tradition for worship on Good Friday.  It challenges us but not without choice. 
 
* 
 
Choice can be so hard and so confounding.  The passion narrative is full of 
choices being made: Peter in the garden (we too, can weep and wish choices 
undone), Pilate, Judas !! in fact, not one of the characters escapes the need to 
make choices.  We make choices every moment of every day, but some matter 
more than others.  And God made us free to choose.  God is with us in our 
choices, whether we make choices that liberate us, or we make choices that we 
weep over afterwards.  
Because the ultimate choice was made by Jesus: to accept the cup of suffering 
and to die for us. 
 
* 
 
What we feel about receiving holy communion on Good Friday is another of 
those things that hugely matter to many people.  It is so important that you do, 
for some, and so important that you do not, for others.  It is not a matter of 
doctrine: it is equally permissible either way.  And I’m not going to tangle with 
theology: today is not a thinking day, its a feeling and being day, in my opinion. 



Making provision to receive, and being free to decline to receive means we 
must choose.  It can be deeply discomforting to be faced with that choice today: 
where do I find myself drawn to be?  
* 
Where do I place myself in relation to the passion story, and the abandonment of 
Jesus as he hung on the cross? Does that mean absence or presence? 
*  
What does it mean to me to be an Easter person, living in ‘between time’?  
Living ‘in obedience to Christ who told us to remember in bread and wine his 
body broken and blood spilled for us and our salvation’? 
* 
What is important to us today? 
 
* 
 
As we look on the one whom we have pierced, we must answer for ourselves; 
what today do I seek? 


