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My mother had an annoying habit. When I was growing up she 

would insist Good Friday should be called “Bad Friday,” She found 

it so horrible to think of Jesus dying on a cross that she refused to 

call this day “good”. This insistence, that Good Friday should be 

called “Bad Friday”, used to infuriate me because I knew why it 

was called Good Friday – it was good because Jesus had died to 

save us from our sins – and she simply would not listen. In fact, I 

am not sure she ever gave up the idea that Good Friday was bad 

until the day she died. 

 

Had I been a wiser person, I might have done more than dismiss 

her comment as the sentimental ramblings of my mother and 

have tried to understand why she kept making this theologically 

bizarre comment on the event we commemorate today. 

 

My mother suffered a great deal during her life from serious ill 

health to the wounds imposed by a cold and remote mother. A 

deeply feeling person, she endured with difficulty the loss of male 

relatives in the First World War, many miscarriages, and my 

father’s absence during the Second World War, followed by a 

continual stream of problems, not least of which was a serious 

nervous breakdown. She was a brave and highly creative person. 
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She taught me deep acceptance and celebration of diversity, the 

importance of avoiding pretension, the joys of extending 

hospitality, and was an example of determined faith no matter 

the losses and struggles of life. 

 

But she wouldn’t shut up about her views on Good Friday. If she 

was being particularly passionate about this issue she would even 

refuse to go to church saying it was too upsetting! 

 

Now I begin to glimpse “through a glass darkly” a little of what she 

was trying to say and I was refusing to hear. 

 

We can never know for sure the exact details of what happened 

to Jesus on this day. We know from scripture and the historian 

Josephus that Jesus died and was crucified. The gospel writers 

provide four different portraits of the event itself. Each of them 

tries to explain or give meaning to what had happened. It was all 

so different from what everyone had expected and it took years 

to begin to understand how the crucifixion of Jesus was meant to 

be viewed and, even more importantly, how it was to impact this 

new body of people in the world who called themselves Christians 

and who were already being persecuted for it.  
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All scripture is “written after” precisely because it takes a while 

before we can say anything at all of worth about what happens to 

us or to others. 

 

So then, over the centuries, depending on the times, the cross 

had been interpreted in the way it has most significance for the 

community of the time.  During and just after the Second World 

War, for example, there was much talk of a crucified God. The 

terrors and horrors of war and holocaust, of evil and suffering 

beyond our capacity to understand, led naturally to the question, 

“Where is God?” and the answer became, “On the cross.” Never 

the less, no matter what the age or the demands of the age, the 

cross has towered over our faith as the beginning of a new time, a 

new understanding of what love hope and faith have the capacity 

to accomplish for all humankind, 

 

Crucifixion was and remains the most cruel form of death devised 

by man. In Roman times people were crucified by the thousands 

as punishment for being a threat to the state. They were tortured 

before death, would die from heart failure and suffocation under 

the blazing sun, were left to hang upon their crosses after death, 
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and were consumed there by dogs and carrion. Historical records 

that survive testify to soldiers nailing victims to crosses in amusing 

poses where the victim could then be humiliated and mocked by 

the crowd. Crucifixion, it seems, captures all human degradation, 

indifference, sadism, and our capacity for cruelty in one swoop.  

 

It was into this world of indifference to the dignity and worth of 

every human being that Jesus came to live and be among us. He 

lived among us, among the poor, the sick, the suffering, the 

corrupt, the cruel, the selfish, the outcast, and the mad. He lived 

among us and he saw these things – he felt these things. He 

experienced these things and knew himself as called by God to 

speak a different word to the word of the powers of this world – a 

word of compassion, of love, of hope, of change, of faithfulness, 

of true loving. And these words, because they were words of love, 

came directly from God. They were words that caused the blind to 

see and the paralyzed to walk, but were also words hard to hear if 

you were rich or famous, or powerful or greedy, or corrupt or 

consumed by your own pride or ambition. Not always hard  - for 

Jesus had hope that every heart and every soul and every mind 

would learn to see as God sees and, above all, love as God loves. 
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So although the rich young man turned away rich, Zacchaeus 

parted with his wealth with joy. 

 

This radical love – the love of God that forgives us our weaknesses 

– exposed Jesus’ to the depth of human depravity. Faced with the 

transparency of divine love, human powers and authority rose up. 

They did the only thing they could do if they wanted to preserve 

the status quo (the goal of all the powerful). They destroyed love. 

Jesus went freely to that destruction so that the transparency of 

divine love would finally be seen for what it was; that all the world 

would see that not even death could pervert the course of such 

lovely love. What the great Bishop David Jenkins calls “the 

powerless power that overpowers power.”  

 

So, as usual, my mother was right in her own way. She was right 

because my mother was one of the few people I know who quite 

literally wept at the thought of such lovely love being forced to 

die such a death. She was genuinely grieved and moved by the 

story of the man she loved and knew to be the Christ dying on a 

cross. She felt for him and could not understand, even if it meant 

we were reconciled to God, how such an event could ever be 

described as good. She saw his death through true eyes, loving 
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eyes, loving as Jesus would have us love. She hurt for Jesus. And 

this is how love is, isn’t it? We love someone, we are hurt with 

them. We love someone, we rejoice with them. We love 

someone, we reach out to help them.  My mother understood the 

meaning of the cross, of love.  She understood it is love that 

changes the world, not fear. It is love that changes the world, not 

punishment; the shaming and defeat of hatred by love.  

 

It is Good Friday – good to be the subject of such outrageous love, 

good to be loved so deeply, good to know we are never alone, 

good that love wins in the end, good to belong, to be at home, to 

be embraced by man on the cross for all eternity. Good. Good. 

Good. 

 

Only this love, this transparent divine love, saves. It is only this 

love that makes the difference. Nothing less will do. 

 

Amen. 

 


