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John 19:16a-30

Then he handed him over to them to be crucified.

So they took Jesus; 17and carrying the cross by himself, he went out to what is called The Place of the Skull, which in Hebrew* is called Golgotha. 18There they crucified him, and with him two others, one on either side, with Jesus between them. 19Pilate also had an inscription written and put on the cross. It read, ‘Jesus of Nazareth,* the King of the Jews.’ 20Many of the Jews read this inscription, because the place where Jesus was crucified was near the city; and it was written in Hebrew,* in Latin, and in Greek. 21Then the chief priests of the Jews said to Pilate, ‘Do not write, “The King of the Jews”, but, “This man said, I am King of the Jews.” ’ 22Pilate answered, ‘What I have written I have written.’ 23When the soldiers had crucified Jesus, they took his clothes and divided them into four parts, one for each soldier. They also took his tunic; now the tunic was seamless, woven in one piece from the top. 24So they said to one another, ‘Let us not tear it, but cast lots for it to see who will get it.’ This was to fulfill what the scripture says,
‘They divided my clothes among themselves,
   and for my clothing they cast lots.’ 
25And that is what the soldiers did.

Meanwhile, standing near the cross of Jesus were his mother, and his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. 26When Jesus saw his mother and the disciple whom he loved standing beside her, he said to his mother, ‘Woman, here is your son.’ 27Then he said to the disciple, ‘Here is your mother.’ And from that hour the disciple took her into his own home. 

28 After this, when Jesus knew that all was now finished, he said (in order to fulfill the scripture), ‘I am thirsty.’ 29A jar full of sour wine was standing there. So they put a sponge full of the wine on a branch of hyssop and held it to his mouth. 30When Jesus had received the wine, he said, ‘It is finished.’ Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit. 

Phillip Yancey writes in his book “The Jesus I Never Knew” that the church he grew up in rushed through the events on Holy Week, in a hurry to hear the joyous trumpets of Easter.  There was no Maundy Thursday and certainly no Good Friday.  He writes that from the Gospels he learned that “the biblical record slows down rather than speeds up when it gets to Holy Week.”  
On this day, Good Friday, we slow down and pause, walking each painful, dragging step with Jesus to the place of the skull, seeing every detail play out, hearing each scornful word, each echoing sound of the hammer, each cry.  
This is the beginning of baptism for us.  Our heads are slipping below the surface of the water, into this pool of suffering and death and darkness.  And as much as we desperately want to return to the light and the air, it is important to take this moment to know the dark.  

How rarely do we have the chance to acknowledge suffering, especially in our worship.  We might pray for the victims of a disaster or a cancer patient or a mourning family.  But in general, we smile in church – it does not seem like an appropriate place for tears.  Woe to the pastor who cries in a worship service.  We want to hear the good news accompanied by up-beat music.  
But this day is different.  We don’t have to smile today.  
We have reached the end of our Lenten journey, this journey with Jesus to the cross that we make each year and before we move too quickly to Easter, can we take a moment to mourn for the suffering we see on the cross, for the suffering we know in our own lives?   
One of the greatest lessons I learned as a teenager was that everyone, every person you encounter, no matter how wealthy, how beautiful, how put-together, everyone has something to cry about.  And today we mourn, for the suffering in our own lives, for the suffering of the people around us that we love, for the suffering of this world.   
So today, to the foot of the cross we bring, 
the sweet runaway girl who has been raped twice, 
we bring the college student who is off his psychiatric medications and won’t answer phone calls, 
we bring every person who cannot find the way out of depression,  
we bring every family that is putting a child in a group home, 
we bring the families mourning the loss of fathers and mothers, 
we bring our political bickering, 
we bring all those farmers living around the nuclear power plant in Japan who have lost their livelihood, 
we bring the innocent caught in the crossfire in Libya,
we bring the million people living in tents in Haiti, 
we bring every child who is made to fight a war, 
we bring every mother watching her children starve to death.  
We bring all the girls forced into prostitution.  
We bring every unraveling marriage and every drug addiction.  
This is the brokenness that Jesus saw as he looked out at the world from the cross.  This was the brokenness that he was broken for.   The words of Isaiah ring out, 

“Surely he has borne our infirmities
   and carried our diseases;
yet we accounted him stricken,
   struck down by God, and afflicted. 
5 But he was wounded for our transgressions,
   crushed for our iniquities;
upon him was the punishment that made us whole,
   and by his bruises we are healed.” 

Today we rest a while in this dark place and let our eyes adjust to the darkness.  We don’t want to skip this part.  If we don’t let our eyes adjust to the darkness, then we can’t be blinded by the light of Easter.  If we rush this part, we will pass through it as though it was only a blip on the screen, a nice day of candy and good music.  But to us, who have knelt in darkness at the foot of the cross, acknowledging the suffering of Jesus and our own suffering, Easter will be dazzling, breath-taking.  
It will be not just a new day, but a new world.  Christ is risen, death has been swallowed up in victory, the veil in the temple has been torn.  
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 way to conquer evil is to let it be smothered within a willing, living human being.  When it is absorbed there like a sponge or a spear into one’s heart, it loses power and goes no further.’”   
In John’s account of Jesus’ life which we read today, Jesus’ last works are “It is finished.”  Barbara Brown Taylor writes that when she was a hospital chaplain her supervisor taught her to walk into the room of a patient and sit down and say, “Tell me about it.”  “Tell me about what?” she asked the supervisor . .  .and he replied just say “tell me about it” and the other person will know what the “it” is.  
What does Jesus mean by “it’?  His life, his suffering?  Death would have been a welcome friend to end a method of execution that was meant to inflict as much pain as possible.  Was “it” his sacrifice?  Jesus knew what it would take to break into our lives and shake up the world.  It wouldn’t work by teaching or miracles or laying on of hands.  Barbara Brown Taylor writes, “Self-annihilating love was the dynamite he chose.”  
If we say that Christ’s death has vanquished death, that Christ’s blood has washed us clean, the old life has gone and a new life has begun, God’s kingdom is at hand, salvation is ours, we are adopted into God’s family – if we say all that, then Jesus’ words “It is finished,” these mean something not only for the cosmos and all of creation, they mean something for us.  
What do our hearts tell us “it” is?  

Is “it” fear?  

Fear is finished 

Is “it” meaninglessness?

Meaninglessness is finished 
Death is finished 

Depression is finished

Anxiety is finished 

Suffering is finished

We lay these all at the foot the cross this day, knowing the face of suffering we look at today has the power to say “It is finished.”

Amen.
