
LENT WEEK 6 – Day 5 Good Friday 
 

READING 
 

Then the Jewish leaders took Jesus from Caiaphas to the palace of the Roman governor. By 
now it was early morning, and to avoid ceremonial uncleanness they did not enter the palace, 
because they wanted to be able to eat the Passover. So Pilate came out to them and asked, 
“What charges are you bringing against this man?” “If he were not a criminal,” they replied, “we 
would not have handed him over to you.” Pilate said, “Take him yourselves and judge him by 
your own law.” “But we have no right to execute anyone,” they objected. This took place to fulfill 
what Jesus had said about the kind of death he was going to die. 

Pilate then went back inside the palace, summoned Jesus and asked him, “Are you the king of 
the Jews?”  “Is that your own idea,” Jesus asked, “or did others talk to you about me?”  “Am I a 
Jew?” Pilate replied. “Your own people and chief priests handed you over to me. What is it you 
have done?” Jesus said, “My kingdom is not of this world. If it were, my servants would fight to 
prevent my arrest by the Jewish leaders. But now my kingdom is from another place.”  “You are 
a king, then!” said Pilate.  Jesus answered, “You say that I am a king. In fact, the reason I was 
born and came into the world is to testify to the truth. Everyone on the side of truth listens to 
me.” “What is truth?” retorted Pilate.  

With this he went out again to the Jews gathered there and said, “I find no basis for a charge 
against him. But it is your custom for me to release to you one prisoner at the time of the 
Passover. Do you want me to release ‘the king of the Jews’?” They shouted back, “No, not him! 
Give us Barabbas!” Now Barabbas had taken part in an uprising. 

Then Pilate took Jesus and had him flogged. The soldiers twisted together a crown of thorns 
and put it on his head. They clothed him in a purple robe and went up to him again and again, 
saying, “Hail, king of the Jews!” And they slapped him in the face. 

Once more Pilate came out and said to the Jews gathered there, “Look, I am bringing him out to 
you to let you know that I find no basis for a charge against him.” When Jesus came out wearing 
the crown of thorns and the purple robe, Pilate said to them, “Here is the man!” As soon as the 
chief priests and their officials saw him, they shouted, “Crucify! Crucify!” But Pilate answered, 
“You take him and crucify him. As for me, I find no basis for a charge against him.” The Jewish 
leaders insisted, “We have a law, and according to that law he must die, because he claimed to 
be the Son of God.” 

When Pilate heard this, he was even more afraid, and he went back inside the palace. “Where 
do you come from?” he asked Jesus, but Jesus gave him no answer. “Do you refuse to speak to 
me?” Pilate said. “Don’t you realize I have power either to free you or to crucify you?” Jesus 
answered, “You would have no power over me if it were not given to you from above. Therefore 
the one who handed me over to you is guilty of a greater sin.” 

From then on, Pilate tried to set Jesus free, but the Jewish leaders kept shouting, “If you let this 
man go, you are no friend of Caesar. Anyone who claims to be a king opposes Caesar.” When 
Pilate heard this, he brought Jesus out and sat down on the judge’s seat at a place known as 
the Stone Pavement (which in Aramaic is Gabbatha). It was the day of Preparation of the 
Passover; it was about noon. “Here is your king,” Pilate said to the Jews.  But they shouted, 
“Take him away! Take him away! Crucify him!”  “Shall I crucify your king?” Pilate asked.  “We 
have no king but Caesar,” the chief priests answered. Finally Pilate handed him over to them to 
be crucified. 



So the soldiers took charge of Jesus. Carrying his own cross, he went out to the place of the 
Skull (which in Aramaic is called Golgotha). There they crucified him, and with him two others—
one on each side and Jesus in the middle. 

Pilate had a notice prepared and fastened to the cross. It read: Jesus of Nazareth,the king of 
the jews. Many of the Jews read this sign, for the place where Jesus was crucified was near the 
city, and the sign was written in Aramaic, Latin and Greek. The chief priests of the Jews 
protested to Pilate, “Do not write ‘The King of the Jews,’ but that this man claimed to be king of 
the Jews.” Pilate answered, “What I have written, I have written.” 

When the soldiers crucified Jesus, they took his clothes, dividing them into four shares, one for 
each of them, with the undergarment remaining. This garment was seamless, woven in one 
piece from top to bottom. “Let’s not tear it,” they said to one another. “Let’s decide by lot who will 
get it.”  This happened that the scripture might be fulfilled that said, 

“They divided my clothes among them and cast lots for my garment.” 

So this is what the soldiers did. 

Near the cross of Jesus stood his mother, his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary 
Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother there, and the disciple whom he loved standing 
nearby, he said to her, “Woman, here is your son,” and to the disciple, “Here is your mother.” 
From that time on, this disciple took her into his home. 

Later, knowing that everything had now been finished, and so that Scripture would be fulfilled, 
Jesus said, “I am thirsty.” A jar of wine vinegar was there, so they soaked a sponge in it, put the 
sponge on a stalk of the hyssop plant, and lifted it to Jesus’ lips. When he had received the 
drink, Jesus said, “It is finished.” With that, he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 

Now it was the day of Preparation, and the next day was to be a special Sabbath. Because the 
Jewish leaders did not want the bodies left on the crosses during the Sabbath, they asked Pilate 
to have the legs broken and the bodies taken down. The soldiers therefore came and broke the 
legs of the first man who had been crucified with Jesus, and then those of the other. But when 
they came to Jesus and found that he was already dead, they did not break his legs. Instead, 
one of the soldiers pierced Jesus’ side with a spear, bringing a sudden flow of blood and water. 
The man who saw it has given testimony, and his testimony is true. He knows that he tells the 
truth, and he testifies so that you also may believe. These things happened so that the scripture 
would be fulfilled:“Not one of his bones will be broken,” and, as another scripture says, “They 
will look on the one they have pierced.” 

Later, Joseph of Arimathea asked Pilate for the body of Jesus. Now Joseph was a disciple of 
Jesus, but secretly because he feared the Jewish leaders. With Pilate’s permission, he came 
and took the body away.  He was accompanied by Nicodemus, the man who earlier had visited 
Jesus at night. Nicodemus brought a mixture of myrrh and aloes, about seventy-five pounds. 
Taking Jesus’ body, the two of them wrapped it, with the spices, in strips of linen. This was in 
accordance with Jewish burial customs.  At the place where Jesus was crucified, there was a 
garden, and in the garden a new tomb, in which no one had ever been laid.  Because it was the 
Jewish day of Preparation and since the tomb was nearby, they laid Jesus there. 

 

 

 



REFLECTION 

 
Suddenly, it is over. 
 
You and I know that the story doesn’t end here.  Christ knew that as he hung from the cross; 
there was more to come.  But for everyone else that day, Jesus was dead.  I imagine there were 
two basic emotions felt amongst the crowd as they watched: victory or defeat. 
 
The trial of Jesus is a mockery and everyone who partakes in it and witnesses it knows it.  But 
in their zeal to preserve their righteous way of life, the religious elite feel justified in bending the 
rules.  Jesus is hastily condemned within the judicial structure of the Jewish nation but in order 
to execute him, he must be found guilty by the law of the land.  Pilate, a non-Jew, turns out to 
be a bit of a fly in their ointment.  I’m sure he is perplexed by this strange scene before him: this 
calm, quiet man, not lashing out, not defending himself, not having broken any law as far as 
Pilate can see; these angry religious leaders wanting him dead, begging Pilate to give his seal 
of approval so that they can destroy Jesus.  Pilate wants no part of but in the face of an angry 
mob and a silent defendant, he gives in.  Victory!  Defeat! 
 
There he is on the cross, unable to save himself from his own demise; bragging a few days 
earlier that he could rebuild the temple in three days, that he’s the son of God, that he’s the long 
awaited Messiah.  The religious rulers object when Pilate puts up a sign “King of the Jews!”  
That’s who he thinks he is, they say, but they and everyone else know that it’s a blasphemous 
lie!  He’s finally getting what he deserves. 
 
And then Jesus sees his Mum.  Next to her, his best friend.  The full humanity of Christ on 
display, blood pouring from his wounds, anguish over the unbearable physical pain of being 
nailed to a cross, hanging upright above this mocking, hateful crowd. 
 
Mum, I’m not abandoning you.  I am going but I don’t want you to be lonely.  John, shelter my 
Mum.  Let her be your mother.  Mum, care for John as you would for me.  Love him as you have 
loved me: so very well.                          
 
...I’m thirsty... 
 
In the other gospel accounts, the day turns into night.  Back in the temple in Jerusalem, in the 
Holy of Holies, God rips the curtain from top to bottom, in preparation for not just high priests to 
enter, but for you and me.  People panic and flee the crucifixion show grounds.  His followers 
watch from a distance. 
 
It is finished. 
 
Victory and defeat.   
 
Victory for the pharisees.  The usurper is dead. 



Victory for the crowds.  Pilate gave us what we wanted.  We know what’s best. 
 
Defeat for his followers.  This was not the way it was supposed to end.  How can a dead man be 
the Messiah, the promised one?  Why didn’t he perform one last miracle on himself and prove 
all these people wrong?  Why didn’t he stand up for himself? 
 
Defeat for his Mum.  Maybe he should have died alongside the neighbor children Herod killed all 
those years ago.  A lifetime of loving my son and now he dies anyway...a horrible death for my 
beloved first born. 
 
Maybe the weak won’t inherit the earth.  Maybe the first will remain in first and the last will 
remain in last.  The powerful, robed in righteousness, win.  Have we been fooling ourselves all 
along?  God, where have you gone?  Why have you gone? 
 
 

REMINDER 
 
The darkness that descended that day was very real for Christ and for his followers.  Christ 
knew there was more to come but he still had to endure death and separation from his Father.  
But the rest of them watching, and perhaps us too, are left wondering; will the sun ever shine 
again? It will.  I promise, it will. 
 
 

PRAYER 
 
God, we sit in darkness, waiting.  Waiting for reprieve, waiting for light, waiting for you.  
Although we may feel completely alone, you are here with us.  Give us the strength to cling to 
that.  Comfort us in this darkness.   
 


