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WHY REMEMBER THE PASSION? 
Reflections on Good Friday 

Text: Mark 15:22-24 
 

Look to the Rose 
First Candles 
Narration 1 

 
Amidst the barren hillsides of Palestine there grows an exquisite flower known as the 
“rose of Sharon.”  Many a traveler, exhausted by the rough climate and contours of that 
land, has been staggered to find there – there amidst the craggy rocks of an apparently 
desolate wilderness – this simply lovely rose. 
 
We come tonight to remember that far greater Rose of which this other is simply a 
reminder.  We come to remember the most fragrant life that has ever grown up or borne 
in his body the sting of the thorn.  Jesus was the most fruitful character and fertile mind 
that ever walked the face of this earth.  He was the key to turning the sin-blasted desert 
of human affairs back into a garden once more.  And yet the stunning irony is that rather 
than hallowing and cherishing him… Rather than seeking to engraft their life to him in 
hopes of bearing his kind of fruit themselves, human beings sought to cut him down and 
throw him out, like a weed in the way of their self-interest.  
 
With stunning brevity, Mark tells the story that we come to remember tonight:  “They 
brought Jesus to the place called Golgotha (which means The Place of the Skull).  Then 
they offered him wine mixed with myrrh, but he did not take it.  And they crucified him. 
Dividing up his clothes, they cast lots to see what each would get.” 
 
What do those events mean for you and me?  As I hope we’ll discover in a deeper way 
tonight, they mean that it is right that each of us comes before God this evening and 
prays from the depths of our heart: “Kyrie Eleison” – “Lord have mercy.” 
 

Confession (Choir/GJO) 
Assurance of Pardon 

Second Candles 
Narration 2 

 
Hardly a year goes by that I don’t hear from someone who tells me that we ought to get 
rid of the Prayer of Confession in our worship services because, after all, it doesn’t 
really do anything and is mainly a “downer.”  Save it for the woman who kills her kids or 
the guy who molests them.  Save it for the terrorist or the pension-fund raider.  Save 
confession for Michael or Martha or all the Mayhem-makers out there.  And if it’s hard to 
get why WE need to get on our knees and confess our sins here, how much harder is it 
to see ourselves as having anything to do with the killing of Christ.   
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Sometimes, I think, we’re like the character of Simon the Cyrene, as he gets portrayed 
in Mel Gibson’s, The Passion of the Christ.  In the story, Simon is pulled from the crowd 
to carry the cross for Jesus who can carry it alone no further.  Simon looks around and 
sees the frenzied mob.  He spots the callow glint in the eyes of the power-drunk soldiers 
and apparently thinks to himself: “If I’m not careful, I could get killed here.  These people 
could forget who I am and end up crucifying me here too.  And so Simon steps out from 
the crowd and says, in effect, “Let me make one thing perfectly clear.”  I quote: 
“Remember, I am an innocent man, carrying the cross of a condemned man.”   
 
Do you ever feel like that around Good Friday?  Why should I an innocent man, an 
innocent woman, be forced to get so close to this Cross?  Why focus on all that gore?  
Why remember, why rub up against, the Passion of Christ? 
 

O Gentle Jesus, wounded for me 
Third Candles 

Narration 3 
 
“Remember, I am an innocent man, carrying the cross of a condemned man.”  What 
Simon couldn’t see at that moment in Jerusalem was that he had things exactly 
backwards.  The only innocent man there on that day was the One already laboring 
beneath that Cross.  Everyone else – Simon, the soldiers, the Pharisees, the jeering 
mob, they were the condemned ones.  The pastor who’s too busy being the public 
figure to care for his wife and kids; the person who’d rather upgrade that car or techno-
toy than feed starving kids; the person who is so self-righteous and whose tongue is like 
a flame-thrower; the pride-hardened professional; everyone we are and know – we are 
the condemned ones. 
 
Some years ago I traveled to Ecuador and spent a couple of weeks traveling in the 
mountains.  The Quechua Indian people I met there lived amidst the most mind-
numbing squalor.  The disease and disfigured bodies were heart-breaking.  The bugs 
and stench were everywhere.  People were living in holes in the ground and calling that 
a house.  They were feeding on rotten food and prizing garbage as possessions.  But 
they didn’t know it.  Why?  Because everyone lived that way.  To them, there was 
simply no picture anyplace of what a genuine healthy human, what an even more 
abundant life truly looked like. 
 
That is our problem too.  It’s the reason we think of ourselves as largely innocent 
people, people who have little to do with bringing about the Cross of Christ.  We don’t 
get how sick and undeveloped we are spiritually.  King David says that the One fully 
healthy Being in the Universe looks upon the human race as you might view those 
Quechua villagers, only the gap between His life and that of our village is so much 
larger.  Psalm 14 says: “The Lord looks down from heaven on the sons of men to see if 
there are any who understand, any who seek God. But ALL have turned aside, they 
have together become corrupt; there is no one who does good, not even one.”  We are 
condemned and don’t even know it. 
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Only one thing could enable us to gain even a glimpse of this reality from the familiar 
squalor of our souls.  It would be if we could have an encounter with Someone truly 
healthy… if we could see a Rose of Sharon growing alongside the dying weeds on our 
mountainside.  And it was for this reason that God planted in this desert the Tree of Life.  
 

The Tree of Life 
Fourth Candles 

Narration 4 
 
The Cross of Christ becomes the Tree of Life only for people who have taken in two 
realities.  We must first take in the horrific magnitude of our sin, for only then will we 
reach out for a Savior from it.  How do you take in the reality of your Sin?   
 
For some of us, it is by finding ourselves in the people around the Passion story and 
seeing the sin in ourselves that binds us to them.  Maybe you see yourself in the 
swiveling Peter.  Perhaps it is in Judas – along for the ride with Christ and people, till it 
stops paying off in the way you expected.  Maybe you see yourself in the self-serving 
Pilate or the entertainment-driven Herod.  Perhaps you’re a Barrabas, more than 
anyone human here knows.   Maybe you’re like the cynical thief on the Cross thinking 
God mainly exists to get you out of a scrape.  Perhaps you’re like the Pharisees – 
religion’s fine just don’t rock the boat Christ.  I like being Lord. 
 
For me, it is the perfect health of Jesus that shows me the squalor of my soul.  In his 
Passion, I see Christ obeying his Father in spite of his fears, forgiving his enemies, 
praying for his Father’s mercy upon them, choosing suffering for the sake of others and 
I know in the depth of my being:  That is the life for which I was made.  That is the only 
life that is going to fundamentally alter the course of this world.  And I fall so far short of 
it.  Oh, how I need a Savior. 
 
We must take in the reality of our sin, seeking to “repent” to turn from it.  And secondly, 
we must take in the wonder of Christ’s redeeming love.  M. Scott Peck writes:  “I cannot 
be any more specific about the methodology of love than to quote these words of an old 
priest who spent many years in the battle: ‘There are dozens of ways to deal with evil 
and several ways to conquer it.  All of them are facets of the truth that the only ultimate 
way to conquer evil is to let it be smothered within a willing, living human being.  When it 
is absorbed there like blood in a sponge or a spear into one’s heart, it loses its power 
and goes no further.’” 
 
In the Cross of Christ, God met us with the one heart large and pure enough to absorb 
all the sin of the world and remove its final power.  Let’s try to take that in and give it 
voice, as we sing to the one who for us and our salvation offered up his very Body and 
Blood… 
 

Psalm 130 (with the Lord there is redemption) 
_____ Candles 

Communion 
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Prayers 
Offering 

Fifth Candles 
Declaration of Faith 

Sixth Candles 
Narration 6 

 
Philip Yancey writes: “I wish someone with the talents of Milton or Dante would render 
the scene that must have transpired in hell on the day that Jesus died.  No doubt an 
infernal celebration broke out.  The snake of Genesis had struck at the heel of God; the 
dragon of Revelation had devoured the child at last.  God’s Son, sent to earth on a 
rescue mission, had ended up dangling from a cross like some ragged scarecrow.  Oh 
what a diabolical victory! 
 
Oh, what a short-lived victory.  In the most ironic twist of all history, what Satan meant 
for evil, God meant for good.  Jesus’ death on the cross bridged the gap between a 
perfect God and a fatally flawed humanity.  On the day we call Good Friday, God 
defeated sin, routed death, triumphed over Satan, and got his family back.  In that act of 
transformation, God took the worst deed of history and turned it into the greatest victory.  
No wonder the symbol never went away; no wonder Jesus commanded that we never 
forget.”1  And so we shall not. 
 

Choral Response 
Hymn – O Sacred Head Now Wounded 

Seventh Candles 
Isaiah 53 

 
 

Recessional Hymn 
Benediction 

 
And now may the Father who so loved the world that he sent his only begotten Son, be 
the arms that enfold you… 
 
May the Son who gave his life for lost sheep, be your Shepherd when you walk through 
the valley of the shadow of death… 
 
May the Spirit who broods over the face of the darkness and brings forth life from the 
void, be the power at work in you… 
 
Until that day when the pain of all dark Fridays, and the cold waiting of every still 
Saturday, gives way to the brilliant glory of God’s Easter morn. 
 
Light of the world, come we pray, as we go in peace.  Amen. 
                                                 
1 Philip Yancey, The Jesus I Never Knew, p.273-4. 
 


