
          Good Friday Addresses, Eastbourne 2020  

     The Seven Last Words of Our Lord from the Cross 

(1) Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do  

Who are they for whom Our Lord pleads forgiveness as he is nailed to the Cross? They are first 
of all the Roman soldiers, the execution squad. An ordinary troop of men cheesed off and angry 
about being detailed for punishment duties in an unruly outlying province of the empire – and 
on the eve of the Passover a local holiday when the natives get very stroppy. Jerusalem would 
have been full of pilgrims, tourists; and there would be quite a bit of binge drinking 

The soldiers really don’t know what they’re doing – not much about it, anyhow. What they do 
know is that crucifixion is the standard Roman punishment for sedition and rebellion. Galilee 
and the area around Jerusalem swarmed with rebels, uppity nationalists, political and religious 
zealots who wanted the occupying Roman power to leave. The soldiers would regard them as 
terrorists. Very likely at least one of the soldiers nailing Jesus to the Cross would have seen one 
of his mates killed by a rebel sniper. So he wouldn’t have much sympathy for Jesus. 

Crucifixions were a regular punishment, but they were not meted out ad lib. For any crucifixion 
to go ahead, the centurion had to obtain a death warrant from the Governor – in this case 
Pontius Pilate who was in charge of Judea from AD 26 to 36. Father, forgive them – it is likely 
that Jesus spoke those words in the local language, Aramaic. It’s doubtful whether the soldiers 
even understood what he was saying. 

On the hill with the shape of a skull in the dull noontide above the restless city, with the smoke 
from the foul rubbish tip, called in Hebrew Gehenna, pouring forth relentlessly. 

The gospels tell us that it was the Scribes, Pharisees and Sadducees, leaders of the Jews, who 
conspired to have Jesus put to death because they envied him. Caiaphas was the Greek version 
of the name of the High Priest, called in Hebrew Yosef Bar Kayafa – Joseph, the son of Kayafa. 
He was appointed by the Roman Procurator Valerius Gratus sometime between AD 17 and AD 
37 – handpicked to do the Romans’ bidding. Because Caiaphas was hand-in-glove with the 
occupying power, many of the local Jews hated him and gave him the nickname The Monkey – 
a play on his name and the words Ha-Koph, meaning the monkey. In Christian iconography, the 
devil was, of course, the ape of God.  

As High Priest, The Monkey was president of the religious court called the Sanhedrin. This was 
the court which convicted Jesus of blasphemy. The original monkey trial, you might say. 
Caiaphas knew that the Romans were not interested in the Jewish blasphemy laws so, in order 
to have Jesus crucified, went and told Pilate that Jesus styled himself Messiah – a king - and was 
therefore a rebel against Rome: This man is no friend of Caesar’s. We have no king but Caesar 



Incidentally, Caiaphas’ term in office was recorded by the first-century Jewish historian 
Josephus.   And in 1990, two miles south of Jerusalem, twelve ossuaries in the family tomb of a 
Caiaphas were discovered. One ossuary was inscribed with the full name, in Aramaic of Joseph, 
son of Caiaphas, and a second with simply the family name of Caiaphas. After examination, the 
bones were declared likely to be his genuine remains and they were interred on The Mount of 
Olives. 

The whole story is teeming with terrible ironies. Jesus the Son of God is convicted of 
blasphemy. This occurs in the court of the High Priest who alone is permitted to enter the Holy 
of Holies in the Temple once a year on the feast of Yom Kippur – the Day of Atonement. 
Whereas, Christ is the true High Priest who, by his death, enters the Holy of Holies to bring us 
salvation. 

No wonder he said, They know not what they do. 

Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do. The them are us, because we fail to see 
that Christ has to die for our sins. What we didn’t know is that it requires the death of God to 
bring about the life of man. So the sin of crucifying Christ is part of what the Fathers call Felix 
culpa – the happy fault – the fault on our part which, through God’s activity, saves us. 

Here is the extreme revelation of Our Lord’s character: even as he was being nailed to the 
Cross, he thought not about himself, but of us. And here is the first glimpse of something 
remarkable which we shall return to again: the whole gospel record of the crucifixion – the 
torture, mutilation and death of Jesus – but throughout it is Jesus who retains the initiative. The 
Author of Life is commanding even in his death. 

(2) Today thou shalt be with me in Paradise 

Paradise is a word which comes to us through the Latin and Greek and originally from the Old 
Persian word for a walled-garden enclosing a private estate, sometimes pictured as full of 
domesticated animals. It also means an orchard. By metaphor, it can mean a beloved person, 
especially a woman. So, for example, in the Old Testament Song of Songs the writer says, 
Paradise is my sister, my wife...an orchard of pomegranates with pleasant fruits; camphire with 
spikenard; spikenard and saffron; calamus and cinnamon with all trees of frankincense; myrrh 
and aloes with all the chief spices; a fountain of gardens, a well of living waters and streams 
from Lebanon... 

The early Fathers taught that paradise is an intermediate state between earth and heaven 
where we are prepared for the nearer presence of God. Origen described it as a school for the 
righteous dead. It is generally denied by Protestants – though there was a Protestant sect called 
the Adamites who wished to recreate the Garden of Eden on earth by cavorting about in the 
nude. I was disappointed to discover that, in Delius’ opera, The Paradise Garden is only a pub. 



Again, the event is loaded with irony. Three men nailed to three crosses, dying. One says to one 
of the others Today thou shalt be with me in Paradise. It’s absurd. Or rather as Tertullian said of 
the death and Resurrection Certum est quia impossibile. It is certain because it is impossible. Or 
as they say today, You couldn’t make it up. A thousand year old Christian legend names the 
penitent thief as Dysmas – from a Greek world meaning sunset or death. 

Remember, the penitent thief was saved because of his penitence. We can join him in Paradise 
only the on condition that we offer our penitence for our hardness of heart and contempt of 
God’s Word and Commandments. You are there on Golgotha. Turn then and look upon Christ 
who hangs on the Cross for you. Turn to him and, with Dysmas, your sunset will be turned into 
the brightness of the glory of God 

To draw near to this Paradise, we have to remember the Garden of Eden and what took place 
there. This was the place of our Fall.  Adam heard the voice of God walking in the garden in the 
cool of the day. Original Sin. The fault which besets us all. It’s not something weird – just the 
perpetual spanner in the works. Or as St Paul puts it: The thing I would, that I do not; and what I 
would not, that I do. That’s how it is with us all. That is what the name Adam signifies. 

 Of Mans First Disobedience, and the Fruit Of that Forbidden Tree, whose mortal taste Brought Death 
into the World, and all our woe, With loss of Eden, till one greater Man Restore us, and regain the blissful 
Seat, 

So, as St Paul explains it to us translated in The King James Bible –and  in rather fresher English than 
Milton’s sham antique -: Since by man came death, by man came also the resurrection from the dead. 
For as in Adam all die, so in Christ shall all be made alive. Jesus Christ is the Second Adam. As 
Newman’s great hymn has it: O wisest love! That flesh and blood, which did in Adam fail, a 
second Adam to the fight, and to the rescue came. 

There on the first Good Friday that battle was won: And in the garden secretly; and on the Cross 
on high 

And so Paradise, the garden which Adam lost, is restored to us through Christ: 

And on either side of the river was there the Tree of Life which bare twelve manner of fruits, and 
yielded her fruit every month: and the leaves of the tree were for the healing of the nations. 

Adam ate of the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil and fell foul of the evil. The Tree of Life is 
the Cross of Christ 

(3) Woman, behold thy son... to the disciple, Behold thy mother... 



The words used by Jesus, Woman, behold thy son are, in the Greek of the original gospel ho 
huios su – literally, He is your son. They were the words used in court when an adoption was 
being made legal. We might wonder at the way Jesus speaks to his Mother: Woman – it sounds 
peremptory, rather disrespectful. Until we look at the actual word he spoke: gunai. It is a noble 
word, so respectful that it should rather be translated as Princess or Queenliest. We find it in 
the annals of the Emperor Augustus to Cleopatra and in Aeschylus’ Agamemnon the chorus 
addresses Clytemnestra as gunai, woman – meaning Queen. 

But the word used by Jesus is not merely respectful, it is also the tenderest word for the most 
beloved. So, for example, Jesus uses gunai again in the garden on Easter morning when he says 
to Mary Magdalene, Woman, why weepest thou? Whom seekest thou? In Latin the word would 
be domina rather than femina. In English, not woman but My Lady. 

Very early in Christian history a tradition developed saying that The Virgin Mary and St John the 
disciple went to live in Ephesus in modern Turkey – Ephesians the recipients of St Paul’s epistle. 
Ephesus was before that time the centre of the cult of Artemis, known to the Romans as Diana 
of the Ephesisans, patron saint of the silversmiths. There is an old stone house there called The 
Mary House. Archaeologists date the main building 700 years after the time of Jesus, but its 
foundations are first century Roman. But the Mary House was not discovered until fairly 
recently 

In 1812 a German nun, Sister Anne Catherine Emmerich, who never travelled away from her 
home, an invalid confined to bed, awoke in a trance with the marks of the nails in her hands. 
She claimed she had seen visions of the Virgin Mary and the Apostle St John travelling from 
Jerusalem to Ephesus. She described Mary's house in detail, which was recorded at her bedside 
by the writer Brentano. 

Sister Emmerich described a rectangular stone house. It had a fireplace and an apse and a 
round back wall. She said the room next to the apse was Mary's bedroom, which had a spring 
running into it. Years after Sister Emmerich's visions, a French priest named Gouyet read 
Brentano's account and travelled to Ephesus. He found a house matching the nun's description.  

On June 27, 1891, two Lazarist priests and two Catholic officials set out to Ephesus to see the 
house. They found a small chapel in ruins with a damaged statue of the Virgin. They returned to 
Izmir with their report, and more priests and specialists were sent out to the site. Since 1892 
the House of the Virgin has been a place of pilgrimage. It made me think of… 

Voices over the shore at midnight...And faces white as the vacant moon...There is a hollow 
wind...And the lisping surf...Who is she that sits by the breakwater...In that dress white as the 
moon? She who once dwelt where the earth is red...Among the silversmiths...The melody of 
their hammers...Creating the gods who were to die. 



Woman, behold thy son, says St John’s Gospel. It seems strange that the Virgin’s name Mary is 
never used in John’s Gospel. He refers to her as The Mother of Jesus. Apart from this scene at 
the Cross in St John’s Gospel, there is no indication anywhere in the New Testament of a tender 
relationship between Jesus and his Mother. In the Temple when he was twelve, there is that 
terse, anxious question: Why hast thou thus dealt with us? And the boy Jesus’ reply which 
sounds frankly insolent, Wist ye not that I must be about my Father’s business? And later when 
Jesus is a man he is told that his Mother is nearby and keen to see him, Jesus asks, Who is my 
Mother? 

The adoption of John by Mary was really John’s adoption of her. The Gospels assume that her 
husband Joseph was dead. So, after the death of Jesus, Mary would have no one to look after 
her. In his last hour, Jesus is not thinking of himself and his own suffering but demonstrates – 
we are almost tempted to say, At last! – his care for his Mother 

Now here’s a very interesting person from the 13th century, Jacopone Da Todi. He was a 
wealthy Italian lawyer and he also wrote for the theatre. He had something of Swift about him, 
or perhaps Lorenzo da Ponte. At a party at his house the floor collapsed and his wife died. They 
found that she wore a rough vest to mortify the flesh. From that day Jacopone joined the 
Franciscans. He also wrote the great poem: 

Stabat Mater dolorosa 
iuxta Crucem lacrimosa, 
dum pendebat Filius. 

At the Cross her station keeping, 
stood the mournful Mother weeping, 
close to Jesus to the last. 

In appreciation of this wonderful work, his near contemporary, Dante, places Jacopone in 
Paradise in his Divine Comedy. 

Woman, behold thy son. There on the hill of Golgotha in a gathering darkness so thick and oily 
you can feel it, this little group around the Cross: the beloved disciple, The Virgin’s sister also 
called Mary, the wife of Cleophas, Mary Magdalene and Mary the Mother of Jesus. 

Stabat Mater dolorosa…iuxta Crucem lacrimosa…dum pendebat Filius. It is close to the terza 
rima of The Divine Comedy 

(4)     Eloi, Eloi, lama sabbathani… 

My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me? This so called cry of dereliction is misnamed, 
because it is our Lord’s quoting the first verse of Psalm 22, a Psalm which ends in victory and 
redemption. Nevertheless, it is a terrible cry, made more terrible by its intimacy. For it is a rare 
example of words in the language Our Lord actually spoke – the local language of Aramaic, a 



colloquial form of Hebrew. I have some friends recently returned from Damascus where they 
were privileged to visit the local church and hear the Mass in Aramaic. 

The Gospels were written in Greek and only occasionally do they diverge into Aramaic, and 
always where the situation is particularly poignant, intimate, tender. There is talitha cumi – the 
words spoken by Jesus when he raises the young daughter of the Ruler of the Synagogue: Little 
girl, arise.  

And again in the word Ephatha which Jesus spoke when he healed the man who was deaf and 
dumb. Biblical scholars disagree over just what this word means. Usually translated as Be 
opened! But I think St Mark’s Gospel gives us the feel of it. He says that Jesus uttered the word 
with a sigh. Well, the sound of the word is a sigh: Ephatha. Again it was an intimate moment, a 
moment of tenderness as the man’s impediment was cured and he was restored to life in the 
community by the recovery of his speech and hearing. 

This withdrawal into the intimate recesses of language in Eloi, Eloi, lama sabbachthani and in 
the other examples I’ve given, is the attempt to use words for what is beyond words. It is the 
note of personal feeling that goes to the very heart. It is poetry in the proper sense of poetry – 
that which is made, made actual. You might say that this use of words is sacramental. Words 
beyond the usual power of words. 

And the purpose is to approach what is transcendent, what the Bible calls holy. The greatest of 
all examples of this is the word spoken by God to Moses by the burning bush when Moses asks: 
Behold, when I come unto the children of Israel…they shall say to me, What is his name? What 
shall I say unto them? 

And God replies I Am that I Am. I Am hath sent me unto you. Insofar as we can translate this 
mysterious Hebrew word, it means I will be who I will be. The Hebrew writes this down as four 
consonants corresponding to our YHVH with the vowels left out so it can never be pronounced 
– because it is the sacred name of God. Over the centuries, people have put vowels in. So we 
get JEHOVAH. The King James Bible always represents the mysterious name of God as The Lord. 

The point of all of this is the central truth that the reality of God is beyond the comprehension 
of men. God will be who he will be. This is not a primitive way of thinking but a profound 
philosophical truth. What it means is that in any process of thinking, something must be 
regarded as basic. You have to start somewhere. Something must be taken on trust. To do 
arithmetic, you have first to accept the elementary system of numbers beginning with 1 + 1 = 2. 
In Euclid’s geometry, you have to accept his axioms that, for example, parallel lines do not meet 
and that a triangle is a plain figure bounded by three sides whose internal angles add up to 180 
degrees. Accept those axioms and you can start to do geometry. Deny them and you can’t. 

The mysterious name of God tells us that in order to do theology, to learn about God, you first 
have to draw close to him with awe and wonder, in fear and trembling. That is the axiom. That 



is the absolute presupposition. To the Greek philosophers this is epistemi - from which we get 
epistemology, theory of knowledge – for which the biblical word is faith. 

In my nearly forty years as a priest, I have often been asked by intelligent enquirers into the 
Christian faith to set out Christianity as a form of propositions, as a thesis – so that my enquirer 
can decide to accept it or reject it as a sort of job lot. But this is not possible. There is no way 
you can comprehend the Christian faith in the abstract, from the outside. Like starting maths or 
geometry, you have to accept the axioms, the absolute presuppositions. The absolute 
presupposition here is the mystery of the Being of God. That the Being of God is a transcendent 
mystery is what is shown by those four strange consonants YHVH. And this is why the gospel 
goes into Hebrew Eloi, Eloi, lama sabbachthani. The moment is too intimate, too sacred for 
ordinary language. 

As St Augustine said, We do not first understand in order to believe; we believe in order that we 
might understand. This is the only way to be a Christian. St Anselm repeats Augustine’s motto; 
Fides quaerens intellectum – faith seeking understanding. 

We must enter the darkness in order to discover the light. Today Our Lord sets the example: 
And there was darkness over the whole land, for the sixth hour until the ninth. 

(5) I thirst… 

When Jesus cries out I thirst, St John’s gospel tells us, they filled a sponge with vinegar and put 
it upon hyssop and put it to his mouth. Perhaps the drug in the sour wine, here called vinegar, 
did something to ease his agony? But the significance of this verse is the word hyssop. Hyssop 
was the accompaniment to the sacrificial lamb at the Passover meal. Precisely: Jesus is the 
Lamb of God who is sacrificed for us, who takes away the sin of the world. And St John differs 
from the other gospels when he says that the Crucifixion took place not on the day before the 
Feast, but on the Passover itself. Pope Benedict says that what the Jewish Passover represented 
ritually, Jesus achieved actually in his death on the Cross. So Christ is the new Passover. 

As St Paul says, and as we shall repeat rejoicing on Easter morning at the beginning of our 
Festival Mass: Christ our Passover is sacrificed for us: therefore let us keep the Feast… 

But these awful words uttered by Jesus in his last moments: I thirst. They are as heartbreaking 
as My God, why hast thou forsaken me? This is the first and last time on the Cross that Jesus 
gives any regard for his own predicament. Strangely, surprisingly, this bleak utterance is 
actually a triumphant moment at the centre of St John’s teaching. Jesus thirsts. Only real, flesh 
and blood men get thirsty. Therefore Jesus is a real man, as we say in the Creed, et homo factus 
est – he was made man. 

This is not just incidental. There was a powerful movement in early Christianity to deny that 
Jesus was truly man. People misleadingly calling themselves Christians could not bring 
themselves to believe that the pure God could dirty himself by becoming a human being. For 



these enthusiasts, Christianity was a purely spiritual thing, a way of escape from the dusty, 
filthy and corrupt realm of the flesh. These mistaken enthusiasts were called Docetists – taken 
from the Greek word dokeo – to seem, to appear. For these very refined Docetists, the Son of 
God could never take our flesh upon him. Jesus, for them, was a pure spirit and his supposed 
death only an illusion. The mistake of the Docetists was to be so heavenly minded they were no 
earthly use. 

Docetism was only part of a much wider heresy in the Middle East in New Testament times – 
the spirituality known as Gnosticism – from the Greek gnosis, knowledge. The Gnostics then 
were those in the know – or thought they were. They were opposed by St John throughout his 
gospel. You could say St John was obsessed by the fight against Gnosticism. He starts off with it 
at Christmas: And the Word was made flesh. Here the word for flesh is, in the Greek, sarx. There 
is a polite word for referring to fleshly things and it is soma – the body – from which we get 
psychosomatic. Then there is this low, base, unspeakable word sarx – flesh. This despicable 
flesh, says St John, is what God became in the Person of Jesus. 

And from Christmas – The Word was made flesh – right through to Good Friday – I thirst – St 
John hammers the point home: Jesus was a real human being like us. Jesus is always concerned 
with material, things of the flesh. He turns water into wine and feeds the five thousand with 
bread and fish. So he is not merely interested in our refined spiritual needs. And supremely 
when Jesus speaks about our need to receive him, he speaks of receiving his Body and Blood. 
Jesus could not have been more explicit: Except ye eat the flesh of the Son of Man and drink his 
Blood, ye have no life in you. There is a sense in which Christianity is the most materialistic of 
religions. 

Well, what do you think? It was one thing, surely, for St John to put these pesky Docetists and 
Gnostics in their place in his day, but we today in the 21st century don’t need to be cautioned 
against these things? Really? There is more Gnosticism about than ever. Or rather it is the 
perennial heresy which constantly returns to undermine the Christian faith. And heresies are 
always most dangerous when they most closely resemble the truth. Gnosticism apes 
Christianity. 

It does this by emphasizing the reality of what is spiritual. Nothing wrong with that. Christianity 
does the same. But Gnosticism preaches the spirit against the body. In St John’s time, you 
recognized Gnostics by their system-building and their food laws. Tell us about it eh? We live in 
an age when for every personal and social ill there is a system, a regime, a diet, a lifestyle plan. 
But our modern systems are only Gnostic, abstract, bearing little relationship to the real world.  

Our modern world removes the focus of good and evil from where they belong in the individual 
conscience and re-locates them in mere abstractions, social structures, economic dogma, 
unconscious psychological forces. If you doubt the triumph of Gnostic abstractions, just look at 
the myriad government initiatives, the medicalisation of morality – It’s not my fault, it’s my 
genes! – the dietary fads and superstitions. The new Gnostic texts are written in the form of 
ingredients and instructions on food packets, five fruit and veg a day prescriptions, the new 



hypocritical Puritanism about drinking, the obsession with detoxing- as if the body itself were 
poisonous - and the fatuous projects to save the planet. 

Our Lord’s terrible cry, I thirst says as much about the reality of the material world as the 
opening of Genesis where it says that God made the world and saw it was good. St John repeats 
the message of Creation: All things were made by him then, in case we are too thick to get this, 
he rubs it in, and without him was not anything made that was made. 

Gnosticism, ancient and modern, is the rejection of the Creation. And thus it is an insult to the 
Creator. God himself affirms the reality of the Body when he cries out, I thirst. And we go 
beyond Good Friday to Easter itself when we celebrate, remember, not the immortality of the 
soul but the resurrection of the body. 

(6) It is finished…into thy hands I commend my spirit… 

With these final words, Jesus gives up the ghost. The word finished here is used in the sense of 
accomplishment, a job done. Finished in the sense of perfected, brought to the intended 
conclusion. Like finished cloth. And what is finished here on the Cross is no less than the 
redemption of the world. Jesus is accused and put to death, but in all this terrible procedure he 
is never the passive victim. Even on the Cross he takes the initiative: he forgives his 
executioners; he pardons the penitent thief; he commends his Mother to John and John to his 
Mother; and now he pronounces his purpose fulfilled. He does not merely die: he bows his 
head and surrenders what’s left of his life to God, his Father. 

This process of our redemption – when did it begin? Perhaps, we think, with the preaching of 
Jesus and the miracles of healing? Or maybe before that, with his birth in Bethlehem? Or go 
back a few hundred years to the promises in the Old Testament prophets that he would be, 
wounded for our transgressions and bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement of our peace is 
upon him, and by his stripes we are healed. To go back as far as Isaiah the prophet, who wrote 
of the coming of the Redeemer hundreds of years before the birth of Jesus, would be 
remarkable enough. But the story does not begin there. 

It begins before the creation of the universe. We must not think of God as responding to 
challenging events by repeatedly pulling new rabbits out of the hat. God did not wait to see 
human beings fall into sin and then work out his response. God is sometimes portrayed like 
this, as a sort of master chess-player who can cope easily with anything that the challengers 
throw at him. It is not like that.  

God, being God, and therefore beyond time and space, always knew what he would do. The 
astonishing and ravishing insight is that before God made the world, he knew that making the 
world – and us – would result in his death on the Cross. As if the Crucifixion was written in the 
fabric of the heavens on the first day of creation. The poet R.S. Thomas expresses something of 
the cosmic nature of God’s act of redemption: 



I look up at the sky at night and see the archer Sagittarius, with his bow drawn, and realize man 
is the arrow speeding, not, as some think, infinitely on, but, because space is curved, backwards 
towards the bowman’s heart to deal him his unstanched wound. 

What we need to get clear is that God is love and nothing else. He created the world out of an 
outpouring of his love; and his love, like the love of a Father or of a Bridegroom, looks for a 
loving response. But our response was to reject love. So what does God do? He goes on pouring 
out his love anyway, even when that means he ends up crucified. God has no other tricks up his 
sleeve: he is love and that’s it. 

Poor God! Perhaps it is fitting that Good Friday sometimes falls on All Fools’ Day. 

This April is all death…the realest thing sin…with our wages in advance…and time to spend them 
in…The willow tree is angered by the wind…the church bell blown off key…howling iridescence 
and the walk to Calvary. God must be infinitely bored by our procession of seasonal 
banalities…but he makes no digression. He cannot do otherwise, for his love is all extreme: to be 
the bloody, eternal God, with a passion to redeem…  

Into thy hands I commend my spirit….And he gave up the ghost. 

Good Friday afternoon draws on and there is a great calm. But it is an uneasy calm for he has 
given up the ghost. St Matthew tells us that, at that moment of the death of God, the veil of the 
temple was rent in twain, from the top to the bottom; and the earth did quake and the rocks 
rent. As St Paul puts it: For we know that the whole creation groaneth and travaileth in pain 
together until now…and ourselves also groan within ourselves, waiting for the adoption; to wit, 
the redemption of our body. 

And they wrapped him in fine linen and laid him in a sepulchre which was hewn out of a rock, 
and they rolled a stone unto the door of the sepulchre… 

In Jesus on the Cross we see that it took the death of God to secure life for humankind. 

     

 

  

 

 

 



 
 


