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Good Friday - but what could possibly be good  
when today Jesus dies on a cross of rough wood? 
And especially this year, when our church doors are shut  

and our ties as a family are seemingly cut. 
But maybe, instead of 'just what’s good about it?'  
we should ask, 'can there ever be good things without it?' 
 
Because on this dark day, when he carries the cross,  
Jesus bears it for us, for the least and the lost 
And he takes to the Father this sad, hurting world  
and its pain he redeems, by his stripes we are healed. 
 
So though church is off limits, it is streets just like ours  
and a city like this, where his love overpowers  
every sickness and sin: so from home let us go  
on the way of the Cross, his salvation to know.  
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Pilate washes his hands (we’re all experts at that!)  
as he passes the buck like a true bureaucrat  
'What is truth?' Pilate asks, While, we know 'Jesus is!'  
Pilate’s in charge, but the real power is his. 
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A tree was how death claimed us all, in the garden;  
Now a tree will be part of what wins us our pardon. 
For the wood of the cross will bear fruit that gives life!  
Jesus takes up its weight, and he faces the strife. 
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He falls, unexpectedly, sudden and hard,  
to the cheers of the crowd and the rage of the guard. 
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What grief could be worse? Who could try to condole?  
As she saw her son struggling a sword pierced her soul. 
And yet Mary, with trust that cannot be denied,  
followed her Son and would not leave his side. 
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Simon, whose dark skin had made him a target,  
is dragged to the cross to help Jesus to bear it. 
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A moment of kindness amidst cruelty and hurt,  
she takes out a cloth and she wipes all the dirt 
from the face of the one, who although caked in blood,  
is the true image of the invisible God. 
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Again his grip slips, his hands splintered and lined,  
hands that brought healing and sight to the blind. 
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The disciples have scattered, but the women remain  
and stay close to Jesus, and share in his pain. 
'Daughters of Jerusalem, don’t shed tears for me  
but weep for yourselves and your own family.' 
 



13 

 

 

 

A rock in the road, from his feet he is thrown,  
here stumbling is Salvation’s Chief Cornerstone. 
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Enthroned in the heavens, wrapped in light like a robe,  
he clothed with his flowers the fields of this globe, 
but now guards cast lots for the robe from him stripped,  
'what a waste,' they agree, 'if it was to be ripped.' 
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Before us Isaiah’s ancient prophecy stands: 
'Your names are engraved on the palms of my hands.' 
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How could this happen? The sun flees the skies  
and darkness descends as the Lord of life dies 
Yet this is the moment of glory utmost:  
as he cries 'It is finished' and gives up the ghost. 
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In love he descended from heaven to earth  
and humbly in Mary, was carried to birth. 
Now lifeless and cold, he descends from his place  
and lies in his grief-stricken mother’s embrace. 
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In a tomb in a garden, his body was laid  
and his friends, leaving silently, downcast and dismayed, 
could feel only sadness, could see only the end  
of their hoped-in redeemer, their master and friend 
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But, while all seemed hopeless and still as the grave,  
something was stirring while he lay in the cave. 
The deep and dread caverns of death’s darkest night  
were dazzled and blinded with a glorious light: 
The gates burst wide open, and life flooded in  
as Jesus triumphant extinguished death’s sting. 
 
O something is stirring alright, even now,  
when we’re locked in our houses and not allowed out. 
Because Easter’s not cancelled, it never can be,  
when Jesus is risen and holds Hades’s key. 
So when death looks victorious, and our fears impede,  
in our heart we can know 'He is risen indeed!' 
 
But today, on Good Friday, with all of creation  
we hope and we wait for that promised salvation. 
And we stand at the cross as it towers above,  
and we marvel at Jesus’s self-giving love. 
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