
GOOD FRIDAY MEDITATION Rev’d Clive Williams 
 

The Entry into Jerusalem 
 

Only a week ago the crowds had applauded my arrival. The cheered me on my way 
as I entered Jerusalem. “Hosannah” some of them shouted, and as so often happens 
with large excited groups,  they made up a chant, passing it from section to section 
down the line. “Hosannah to the Son of David”, “Blesssed is he who comes in the name 
of the Lord”.  
 

Some of them were quite young, unaware that they were actually quoting the 
Scriptures. King David had conquered his enemies and now I, the prophet from 
Nazareth had come to overthrow their Roman overlords. It seemed not to matter 
that I was only on a donkey, and they appeared quite unaware that the enemy to be 
overthrown death itself. 
 
Gethsemane 
 

I felt quite desolate when we arrived at the Garden, for this would be my last 
chance to talk to my Father in the quiet. There were so many things that I wanted 
to share with Him, my acceptance of my fate, my desire for His blessing on my 
followers, and above all, that the Father would be honoured by my sacrifice, and 
glorified through all that was to come. 
 

This would be a significant moment and I dearly wanted to share it with those 
closest to me But they let me down. I had given them the responsibility to watch as 
well as pray, but they fell asleep. 
 
Caiaphas the High Priest  
 

When they took me to the house of Caiaphas I thought at first that this man of God 
might recognise me for who I was. But to my dismay, he was just full of his own 
importance. He was at pains to preserve his dignity, and his position of honour. But 
by organising false witnesses he undermined his own position and displayed his 
desperate clutching at power. That was why he had had me arrested at night, 
instead of confronting me in the Temple. One act of mercy could have redeemed 
him. It was within the range of power that he wielded to have called a halt to the 
whole charade, but he couldn’t see the truth. 
 
The Roman Soldiers  
 

I wasn’t really surprised at the way the soldiers treated me. It was only to be 
expected from a group of men who had been hardened by their training. After all, it 
was their job. You don’t get to be a soldier without losing some of your softer 
human characteristics And so I was prepared for a measure of cruelty from them, 
but the mischievous torture of the crown of thorns betrayed a sadistic streak which 
was unworthy, even of such men. I knew that they didn’t really know what they 



were doing, and so I found that I could offer to the Father a prayer for them, not for 
justice, but for mercy.  
 
The Two Thieves  
 

I felt sorry for those two men, who hung on their crosses beside me. I knew their 
backgrounds, that they had grown up in poverty. Deprivation had been all too 
apparent in the mean streets where they had lived. They had been obliged to wear 
ragged hand-me-downs. Pangs of hunger had surfaced afresh each day; and 
gratuitous violence was a regular feature of their family relationships. Little surprise, 
then, that they should have turned to crime. Even less surprise that they had been 
swiftly caught and sentenced. 
 

But they were so different, those two. The one, still defiant in the face of disaster; 
but the other, rather than wallowing in self-pity was reconciled to his own fate, and 
yet sensitive enough to spare a thought for me. 
 
Jesus dies on the cross 
 

After all the uncertainties and the horrors of the past hours, one might have 
expected my final end to come as some sort of relief. They had threatened me, 
reviled me and taunted me, gambled for my clothes, and tempted me with mind-
numbing drugs, And now my physical body was all but destroyed. I almost found 
myself welcoming the darkness of oblivion until, just before I took my final breath, 
the reason for my sacrifice became all too clear. I was, at last, the sacrificial lamb, 
and in that role carried the darkness of all their sins. But as I took that burden upon 
myself I realised that my Father could no longer look at me. 
 

For the first time in my life I was completely alone. If I had expected my death to 
bring relief, I was mistaken, for without the presence of my Father I became, for a 
while, nothing….lost…abandoned. 
 
Prayer 
 

Lord Jesus, we simply cannot know what you endured on the cross, for the 
experience of total separation from the Father is beyond our imagining. And yet we 
confess that there are occasions when we are guilty of treating Him disdainfully, as 
though we can simply call for His help when needed, and ignore Him for the rest of 
the time. We, in our arrogance, seem to think that, we can manage by holding Him 
at arm’s length. 
 
How wrong we are, and how foolish. Forgive us, we pray. Make us ever mindful of 
our need to walk with you. Keep our eyes fixed on the one who made us. Do not 
abandon us to our own devices, but keep us on the path you have ordained, for our 
sakes, and for your glory.   Amen. 
  



EASTER DAY MEDITATION Rev’d Clive Williams 
 

Resurrection  
 

At last I was free. Free from the burden of their sins, free from the constriction of 
the grave clothes, and free from the responsibilities of sacrifice. But more than all 
that, I was, once more, free to continue my everlasting life with my Father. 
 

How I had missed Him during those dark hours as I had carried their failure to the 
blackest depths to face the demons of darkness in one, great, final confrontation, 
and to break the power of death once and for all.  
 

Even then, I knew that although I was separated from my Father, I was not alone. I 
may have been cast down for a while, but I had never been abandoned. I may have 
experienced that moment of despair as my life had ebbed away on the cross, but the 
assurance of restoration had been there in an instant, reminding me that my Father 
loved me too much to ever leave me completely. 
 

And now I could tell them. As I walked the earth once more, for just a few brief 
glorious days, I had such an opportunity to tell them of the completion of my task, 
and of the fact that they, too, could now be free, free to enjoy that same eternity of 
love with my Father.  
 

Some would accept my news with immediate delight. Others would be slower to 
believe, fearful that the promise was too good to be true, more reluctant to commit 
themselves. But they would learn, eventually. 
 

Lord Jesus, what can we say? “Thank you” seems so inadequate. “I believe you” sounds 
patronising. “I trust you” carries the implied sense that mistrust could have been an 
option. “I want to follow you” simply echoes the hollow words of so many, who 
stayed for a while, and then drifted away again. 
 

So what can we say? How can we express our deepest gratitude for all that you did 
for us. How can we put into words, feelings that sweep through us, affecting our 
entire being, touching our very souls? 
 

We cannot. Whatever we say will be inadequate. However well we express 
ourselves, there will simply be too much left unsaid. We can only really respond 
with actions, for they, at least, speak louder. 
 

So take us, we pray. Take us and use us. For too many still live their lives in 
ignorance of what you have done for us and have no real awareness of the Father’s 
love. 
 

And we realise that if they are to hear the truth, then it must come from our lips. If 
they are to gain the benefits, then we are the ones with the responsibility to point 
them in the right direction. If they are to learn to love you, then it must be we who 
show them how. 
 

So allow us, we pray, the privilege of doing so. 


