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“Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom.” 

In the name of Jesus. Amen. 

 

Tonight, we cannot avoid the crucifixion.  The torture Jesus experiences on the cross invades our 

senses, and we are never the same.  We look to the cross as a sign of resurrection, but if you look 

closely tonight, you will see the naked body of a man, bloodied and emptied and limp … killed 

at the hands of human beings. Some were his followers. 

 

We can almost smell Mary’s nard – that overpowering perfume used to cover up the ripe smell 

of death.  Jesus’ body, once filled with life and wisdom.  Dead on a cross. 

 

We lose our sense of taste, because how could we be hungry after seeing such torture?  The only 

taste we experience tonight is the taste of hatred, jealousy, loathing.  We touch the hand of 

someone we love, unable to imagine something as tragic as Jesus’ death coming near our loved 

one. 

 

For us, this Good Friday is especially hard. We cannot gather to be in community as we normally 

would. For those in New York City tonight, instead of hearing the usual hustle and bustle of 

millions of people and car horns, they only hear silent streets and blaring sirens.  So many sirens. 

 

Tonight, the sense of gathering is different.  It is medical teams preparing for new patients, 

serving as the only humans they will be allowed to see.  Some feel the stress and loneliness of 

isolation as they shelter in place; others feel the stress of helping others stay alive. Most feel like 

they are not doing enough, no matter if they are working outside the home or sheltering in place. 

 

 

Yet we listen.  We listen for the cross for all that awaits, even in this time of COVID-19. We can 

remember hearing the Easter bells pealing in the morning air, we can imagine the smell of lilies, 

we know that the resurrection promise is ours.  We know in our hearts that the Gospel wins.  But 

tonight, we are reminded once again:  the Gospel spells freedom for those held captive to sin. 

You see, the resurrection only matters for those who know they are dead. 

 

And tonight, in our hearts, we are dead with Jesus.  Killed by the effects of sin, hatred, jealousy, 

mistrust. 

 

We bow our heads tonight and know the cross is speaking both a verdict and a promise.1  Each of 

us is guilty of participating in the suffering of the whole world.  Because as long as one person is 

hungry, or lonely, or abused, we participate in a system of humanity that allows such behavior.  

 
1 Sundays and Seasons. Reflection. 



As long as there is suffering in the world, we will continue to see Jesus crucified in our world.  

We see it in the eyes of the prisoner, the tattered feet of the homeless, the battered body of the 

woman who is too afraid to leave her violent husband. We see it in the eyes of those who do not 

have health insurance, those who are hungry.  These are crosses on which Jesus still hangs today.  

And we as a society are not much different than the crowd that evening. 

 

Each of us is created in the image and likeness of God, yet we do not respect that image in one 

another.  And we do not respect the world in which we live.  We take the creation God asked us 

to tend, and we put it on a cross.  We judge others for being exactly who God created them to be.  

We put each other on crosses with our angry words and self-centered goals.  And tonight, we see 

Jesus’ crucifixion in the past, but also today.  We are in bondage to sin, and Lord have mercy, we 

cannot free ourselves.  We must confess we are in bondage to patterns of violence and 

corruption, and only then can we be liberated from them. 

 

How?  We look to the cross.  We will never die to sin without rising again.  Because of Jesus, 

tonight.  This is the promise of Good Friday: we will be liberated.  We will be freed from the 

crosses our world hangs each one of us on:  and we will be liberated from the ones on which we 

hang one another. 

 

Tonight, we are left with the cross.  This is what we do.  We crucify.  The cross bears two 

branches, held in tension – one branch representing how we humans divide and conquer – one 

branch as God ending all divisions.  The cross is the proof of our sin – and the proof of God’s 

love.  

 

Tonight, we feel the crucifixion with our senses.  But then, we find ourselves at the empty tomb.  

Stone rolled in front of the entrance.  No light to see, no sounds to hear.  The only thing we taste, 

feel, smell is death. 

 

And if it were left up to us, every cross would end with death. 

 

But God changes everything tonight.  Tonight, our darkness and despair dies.  Our tragedy on 

this earth, the ways we torture and are tortured, ends.  God responds to our suffering and our sin 

and our cries from the depths of sorrow, not with a cross.  Not with torture or pain.  

 

God responds to the cross with an empty tomb, stone rolled away.  Resurrection and light 

overcoming the darkness.  All our senses come back, and we perceive our new life in Christ.   

We smell the lilies.   

We hear the joy and laughter.   

We look for signs of new life everywhere.  

We taste the sweetness of bread and wine.   

We feel the overwhelming, unimaginable love our Lord and Savior has for each one of us.   

And we know this time of COVID-19 isolation and fear will end. 

And the wounds of our lives begin to heal, and the stones of our tombs are rolled away, because 

God is resurrecting us… even tonight. 
 


