GOOD FRIDAY
COMMENT
Sorrow, Bargaining, Anger, Denial, Acceptance.

These are our companions for this Friday morning which we know as “Good” and yet, this is a dark
day, filling us with solemnity, crowned with the thorns of introspection and suffering, spilling itself
out like tears, more than any other day pulling us into our own individual worlds in splendid
isolation, but here together, conscious of each other and each other’s pain and hurt and doubt and
fear in the face of an event which touches us all and yet is one which we cannot yet fully
understand. As human flesh it is our mortality which defines us and it is the quest of our heart
and soul for meaning in death that prompts us to look beyond the grave. But this one day of the
year we as church stay with the death. There is no dismissal and we share no blessing at the end of
our worship but we carry the experience of this morning with us, trusting we will return on Sunday
to the fullness of resurrection, when this cross will look very different.

Today this cross reeks of death and destruction. It is a story which reminds us of our capacity to
inflict hideous cruelty upon one another. It speaks of our fickleness. And the story begins with
the life of someone who, not seven days ago was heralded with palms, the bringer of the promise
of the dawn of a new age, and is now derided, scorned, abused, spat upon, tortured, wasted. And
as we pause and reflect we confess now that we know this experience not just in the pages of
biblical history, but also in our own lives. There are times when we all do this to the world around
us. There are times when we do this even to our own lives. We still do not love this gift of life as
we should. We deride it, we scorn it, we abuse it, spit upon it, torture it and waste it. We
deliberately and ruthlessly nail its potential to a piece of wood - and walk away.

And as we walk away. If we listen, we hear these words: “Forgive them, for they know not what
they do.”

God, forgive us. For we know not what we do. Amen.

MUSICAL REFLECTION

SORROW

The Angel Gabriel was sent by God to a town in Galilee called Nazareth, to a woman named Mary,
who was engaged to a man called Joseph, of the house of David. Mary is told by Gabriel that she will
conceive and bear a son and call him Jesus. Jesus is the Greek form of the Hebrew name Joshua,
which means “God has saved”.

A mother is given a vision, a word: that she will give birth to a Saviour, one who will reign over her
people for ever, whose kingdom will have no end. She nurtures him to manhood. She watches as an
oppressed people put their hope in him and sees how he responds miraculously by lighting their
darkness. She watches as he breaks taboos and challenges prejudice. She watches as he speaks of a



new commandment; to love. She watches as her son sets his face towards Jerusalem and she bites
her lip.

He watches, too, even as he calls the outcasts from the margins of society be with him. He watches
as the unloved rekindle their human dignity in the warmth of his compassion. He watches as the
rich and envious and proud and powerful take offence and begin to plot. He watches for the day he
knows will inevitably come.

The mother’s heart is broken in sorrow even as her son is physically broken. The son’s heart is
broken in sorrow even as the brokenness of the world breaks him. Where is the greater sorrow? To
watch as goodness is needlessly crushed or to be the goodness that is itself crushed? Sorrow sits like
a cold lead weight in a heart bereft of hope. When death comes, the loss is real. There is no comfort
to be found. The loss is real.

MUSICAL REFLECTION

BARGAINING

They had gone to a place called Gethsemane; and he said to his disciples, “Sit here while I pray.”
He took with him Peter and James and John, and began to be distressed and agitated. And he said
to them, “l am deeply grieved, even to death; remain here, and keep awake.” And going a little
farther, he threw himself on the ground and prayed that, if it were possible, the hour might pass
from him. He said, “Abba, for you all things are possible; remove this cup from me.”

In this plea, in this agony, perhaps we see Jesus at his most human. For it is our nature to litter the
roadside to acceptance of the inevitable with our pleading, with our bargaining. Anything but this.
Anything.

A free translation of the lyrics of a song made famous by Edith Piaf: Mon Dieu: My God
My God

Leave me my beloved just a little longer

Another day, another week, another month

Leave us time to love one another

To build some memories to fill the life to come

My God

Leave me my beloved just a little longer

Six months, three months, two months



Leave him with me just one more month

Times for beginnings and endings, good times and bad times
My God

Even if it’s wrong

Let me have him still.

Jesus said, “Abba, for you all things are possible; remove this cup from me. Yet, not what | want,
but what you want. ”

MUSICAL REFLECTION

ANGER

Judas, one of the twelve arrived and with him there was a crowd with swords and clubs, from the
chief priests, the scribes and the elders. And they laid hands on Jesus and arrested him. But one of
those who stood near drew his sword and struck the slave of the high priest, cutting off his ear. And
Jesus said to them, “Have you come out with swords and clubs to arrest me as though | were a
bandit? But let the scriptures be fulfilled.”

It is natural to feel anger when confronting death, particularly when death seems premature,
unwarranted, preventable. Would your anger move you to violence, even to cut off the ear of a
would-be assassin? What would you do to prevent the death of a loved one? And why should
anyone have to die anyway? It is said that certain depressive states can be a form of repressed
anger.

Do not go gentle into that good night by Dylan Thomas

Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,



And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, | pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

MUSICAL REFLECTION

DENIAL

Jesus had said to his disciples, “You will all become deserters; for it is written: ‘| will strike the
shepherd and the sheep will be scattered’. But after | am raised up, | will go before you to
Galilee.” Peter replied, “Even though all become deserters I will not.” Jesus said, “Truly I tell you,
this day, this very night, before the cock crows twice, you will deny me three times.” But Peter said
vehemently, “Even though | must die with you, | will not deny you.” And all of them said the same.

But all of them, at the arrest of Jesus deserted him and fled.

Peter had followed at a distance and sat with the guards in the courtyard, warming himself by the
fire. One of the servant girls of the high priests saw him and said, “You also were with Jesus.” But
he denied it, saying, “I do not know or understand what you are talking about.” And he went out
into the forecourt. Then the cock crowed. And the servant girl began again to say to the
bystanders, “This man is one of them.” But he again denied it. Then after a while the bystanders
said to Peter, “Surely you are one of them, for you are a Galilean.” But he began to curse and he
swore an oath, “I do not know this man you are talking about.” At that moment the cock crowed
for the second time. Then Peter remembered that Jesus had said to him, “Before the cock crows
twice, you will deny me three times.” And he broke down and wept.

Is there not a Peter in us all? Oh we profess and protest not. Disciples we are too, like Peter. And
like Peter our actions, our words betray us. When our life or reputation is on the line, what will
we not say to save ourselves? A destitute stranger stands before us in need. Do we always
welcome him? Do we always feed and clothe him? Do we never turn aside? Truly when we fail to
help one of the least of those in need, we fail to help Jesus. In our failure to respond, to stand up
and be counted we disassociate ourselves from this death and all it means and we deny the legacy
of our calling as his holy children.

MUSICAL REFLECTION



ACCEPTANCE

If we are to play our part. If we are to take our place at this cross. If we are to take up our own
cross and follow. If we are to acknowledge the impact of this death upon our own lives, we need
also to accept the reality of the nails. This is where we are and where we stand.

| invite you, if you wish and feel able as a sign of your solidarity, of your atonement, your at-one-
ment, to hammer your own nail into this cross.

(People hammer nails into the cross)

(A round loaf is placed on the cross and a crown of thorns stuck into its crust)

When it was noon, darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon. At three
o’clock Jesus cried out with a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lema sabachthani” which means, “My God, my
God, why have you forsaken me?” When some of the bystanders heard it they said “Listen, he is
calling for Elijah”. And someone ran, filled a sponge with sour wine, put it on a stick, and gave it
to him to drink, saying, “Wait, let us see whether Elijah will come to take him down.” Then Jesus
gave a loud cry and breathed his last.

(A pitcher of wine is poured over the cross)

It is finished. Friends, let us go from this place.



