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The Judas kiss would seal his fate;
He faced a hostile crowd;
The governor, Pilate, saw through it all;
Jesus' guilt he disavowed. 

I wash my hands of all of this,"
Said Pilate, "Let Him be."
But the crowd yelled "Crucify him now,
And set Barabbas free!" 

Pilate yielded to their wish;
And Jesus was led away.
The soldiers beat him, and mocked Him, too,
Yet He continued to obey. 

A crown of thorns lay on His head,
As His sentence was carried out;
His hands and feet were pierced with nails,
But He did not scream or shout.

"Father, forgive them for this crime;
They know not what they do."
He said this despite His torment, because,
He was thinking of me and you. 

"It is finished," he sighed in His anguish and pain,
As His body gave up to death.
The curtain tore, and darkness fell,
After He took His last breath. 

The best of the story is the very last part;
It’s why on Easter we're filled with pleasure:
Death could not our Savior hold;
His power is beyond all measure. 
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He rose from the grave, and was seen all around;
Ever since, He's inspired devotion,
And we'll be with Him for eternity,
When we get our heavenly promotion. 

That's why Easter is a major event:
He suffered and died in our place.
He rose and forgave us and loves us still,
Our Savior of matchless grace. 

Isaiah 53, 

1 Who has believed our message and to whom has the arm of the LORD 
been revealed? 2 He grew up before him like a tender shoot, and like a 
root out of dry ground. He had no beauty or majesty to attract us to him, 
nothing in his appearance that we should desire him. 3 He was despised 
and rejected by men, a man of sorrows, and familiar with suffering. Like 
one from whom men would hide their faces he was despised, and we 
esteemed him not. 4 Surely he took up our infirmities and carried our 
sorrows, yet we considered him stricken by God, smitten by him, and 
afflicted. 5 But he was pierced for our transgressions, he was crushed for 
our iniquities; the punishment that brought us peace was upon him, and by
his wounds we are healed. 6 We all, like sheep, have gone astray, each of 
us has turned to his own way; and the LORD has laid on him the iniquity 
of us all.

Remain seated on later songs, but we're going to stand for this first one together.

"Go on up to the mountain of mercy 
To the crimson perpetual tide 
Kneel down on the shore 
Be thirsty no more 
Go under and be purified 
Follow Christ to the holy mountain 
Sinner sorry and wrecked by the fall 
Cleanse your heart and your soul 
In the fountain that flows 
For you and for me and for all.

At the wonderful, tragic, mysterious tree 
On that beautiful, scandalous night you and me 
Were atoned by His blood and forever washed white 
On that beautiful, scandalous night.

On the hillside, you will be delivered 
At the foot of the cross justified 
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And your spirit restored 
By the river that pours 
From our blessed Savior's side.

At the wonderful, tragic, mysterious tree 
On that beautiful, scandalous night you and me 
Were atoned by His blood and forever washed white 
On that beautiful, scandalous night."

Thanks, be seated.

Thousands of years before Good Friday, a man and a woman stood facing each other with
the realization that their lives would never be the same. There was a look in each of their 
eyes of sadness and of fear that revealed that they had betrayed one another and they had 
betrayed their God. You see, their marriage had been perfect. No bitterness. No 
jealousies. No pettiness. No bickering. Their future together was brighter than any of us 
can ever imagine. They would raise children who would be everything any parent could 
hope for: talented and attractive, respectful and obedient, with all the right priorities and 
none of the wrong. Their grandchildren would be a joy. There would be no black sheep in
their family to bring them heartache. Their finances were secure, no debts, unpaid bills. 
Their home was lavish. Their health perfect. 

But now all that had changed. This couple would become the prototype for all humanity. 
They were the original dysfunctional family. One of their sons, their oldest, would kill his
brother and have to leave home to wander the rest of his life in nomadic exile. And while 
their descendants would create cities and culture and show a small inkling of their 
potential, they also spiraled downward into all sorts of moral deviance. In time, God 
would be sorry that he had created any of them.

As they stood looking at one another, something terrible had come between them. Their 
eyes had been opened to see their own frail humanity. They realized in that moment that 
they had squandered every good thing that the Lord had given them. They had been 
ungrateful and unbelieving. They lost sight of all that God had provided for them and  
became fixated on the one thing they were denied. They had, in turn, rebelled against a 
good and gracious Creator who had made them his representatives in this world.

Foolishly, they have allowed themselves to be seduced by a cunning impostor, the 
ultimate con-artist, the confidence man who would convince them to give up all they had 
for what he was offering. They wouldn't be the last humans to fall prey to his tricks. On 
this fateful day, they learned a new vocabulary term: shame. Now, thousands of years 
before Good Friday, Adam and Eve need a new Son to destroy their enemy, cover their 
nakedness, and take away their shame.

Two thousand years before Good Friday, a man and his son walked up a mountain. They 
had been traveling for two days and now on the third, they had arrived at their 
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destination. It would be the first time in biblical history that something momentous 
happened on the third day. It would not be the last. The young man looked at his father. 
He was serious. He had the look of someone who was carrying a great burden and yet he 
wouldn't speak of it. His father's faith was great but even great faith can be tested 
severely.

There was a special bond between these two. You see, the boy had been born into this 
home when his mother and father were quite old. He had brought them incredible joy, all 
the more so now that his older half-brother was gone. When he was born, he was named 
Laughter and he had brought his mother and father much laughter. But on this trip, not so
much, for you see, the father knew what waited them up on Mount Moriah. God had 
spoken to him and asked him to do the hardest thing imaginable, the Lord had 
commanded him to sacrifice his own son. We know from the New Testament that he 
believed that God would be true to his covenant promises and that if the boy died, God 
would raise him from the dead, but that knowledge and faith didn't ease the strain of what
he was now called to do.

So now on the morning of the third day, these two trudged up the mountain carrying 
almost everything they would need for a sacrifice. The boy unsuspecting and completely 
trusting of his father, turns to him and asks a simple and yet prophetic question, "Father, I
see the wood, I see the fire, where is the lamb?" On that morning, 2,000 years before 
Good Friday, Abraham needed God to provide another Son as his sacrifice.

"O sacred Head, now wounded, 
with grief and shame weighed down, 
now scornfully surrounded 
with thorns, thine only crown: 
how pale thou art with anguish, 
with sore abuse and scorn! 
How does that visage languish 
which once was bright as morn! 

What thou, my Lord, has suffered 
was all for sinners' gain; 
mine, mine was the transgression, 
but thine the deadly pain. 
Lo, here I fall, my Savior! 
'Tis I deserve thy place; 
look on me with thy favor, 
vouchsafe to me thy grace.

What language shall I borrow 
to thank thee, dearest friend, 
for this thy dying sorrow, 
thy pity without end? 
O make me thine forever; 
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and should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never 
outlive my love for thee."

Fourteen hundred years before Good Friday, a Jewish family was scampering around  
their home gathering up all of their possessions and preparing to move. They didn't have 
much. They had no need of a realtor to list their home since they had always rented and  
had never owned. In fact, no one in their families had ever owned a title deed to any  
property, not their parents, their grandparents or any generation ever before them. They 
had been taught as children and as adults that God had given them property, but for 400 
years they had lived in another nation on the wrong side of the tracks as an increasingly 
despised race of people. After such a long time, it's easy to forget who you are and where 
you belong, and if their landlords had not treated them so badly and constantly reminded 
them that they belonged to an inferior race, they might have lost their identity altogether. 

As it was, they were slaves under the ownership of a very cruel master. They were 
working long hours for little pay. Their size had made them a threat to their owners and 
to curtail intimacy that leads to more children, the men were kept working at very hard 
labor. But now they were moving and quickly. A series of unexpected and miraculous 
events caused their owner to promise them freedom. These were acts of divine judgment 
against their master, including the death of his firstborn son. It was as if God was saying, 
"Israel is my firstborn. You have tormented him long enough and the penalty of your 
crimes is the death of your own son."

On this night while Egyptian families were weeping from the deaths of thousands of 
young men, this Jewish family gathered around a table to eat roasted lamb and bitter 
herbs and unleavened bread in a home where blood had been sprinkled on the door. 
Fourteen hundred years before Good Friday, this Jewish family needed a firstborn Son to 
die so that they might be freed from their bondage.

A thousand years before Good Friday, the father sat motionless at the bedside of his 
infant son. He was a great man who in so many ways had embodied all that God wants 
from us. He was known to be a very open lover of Israel's God and it was said of him that
he had a heart after God. He was a leader of men, courageous and daring; a military 
genius who inspired unbelievable loyalty from his troops. As the nation's highest leader, 
he had brought her to the zenith of power. He was a poet and a musician, writing some of
the world's greatest hymns, but his greatness can do nothing for this little boy.

As he watches the infant struggle to breathe, his heart breaks, for he knows that his son's 
illness is the direct result of his own sin. He had drifted morally, like so many of us do. 
While his army was at war, he remained home. While men were dying on the front lines, 
he was having an illicit affair with the wife of one of his soldiers. When she became 
pregnant, he tried to hide his sin and then he compounded it when he had her husband 
killed. In judgment for this sin, God would take the life of his son.
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For a full seven days, the boy struggles to live, and for that entire time period, his father 
will not eat or receive any comfort from his friends. They try to console him. They beg 
him to eat. He is almost comatose and doesn't reply. Instead, he lies on the hard pavement
of his palace and he prays. He confesses his sins and he prays these words, "Have mercy 
on me, O God, according to your steadfast love. According to your abundant mercy, blot 
out my transgressions. Wash me thoroughly from my iniquity and cleanse me from my 
sin." One thousand years before Good Friday, King David needs another Son to die so 
that he might be cleansed from his sins.

"When I survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ my God!
All the vain things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to His blood. 

See from His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down!
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all."

"Who is this, a Man of Sorrows, 
Walking sadly life s hard way, �
Homeless, weary, sighing, weeping 
Over sin and Satan' s sway? �
'Tis our God, our glorious Savior, �

Who above the starry sky 
Is for us a place preparing, 
Where no tear can dim the eye.

Who is this? Behold him shedding 
Drops of blood upon the ground! 
Who is this, despised, rejected, 
Mocked, insulted, beaten, bound? 
' Tis our God, Who gifts and graces �
On His church is pouring down; 
Who shall smite in holy vengeance 
All His foes beneath His throne.  
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Who is this that hangs there dying 
While the rude world scoffs and scorns, 
Numbered with the malefactors, 
Torn with nails, and crowned with thorns? 
'Tis our God Who lives forever �
Mid the shining ones on high, �

In the glorious golden city, 
Reigning everlastingly."

Six hundred years before Good Friday, a Jewish exile in Babylon stands in a vision 
before the carnage of thousands of Israel's sons. Her great army has been destroyed and 
all that is left of her young men is a valley of dry bones. This vision was meant to 
communicate to this young prophet the utter hopelessness of Israel's future apart from the
sovereign work of God. Many years after her exodus from Egyptian slavery, she is now 
in Babylonian exile. Tragically, her history has now come full circle. Israel has lost her 
land, her freedom, and her temple. 

In another vision, the prophet sees the glory of God exit from Jerusalem and if she has 
lost God's presence, she has lost everything. It's her own fault, of course. She had 
substituted idols for Yahweh, even setting them up in his own house. She had 
intermarried with the unbelieving nations around her. Despite repeated warnings and 
years of judgment, she remained unrepentant. Now the best and brightest of her sons had 
been taken away from her and the nation is just a morbid collection of dry, dusty, lifeless 
bones. 

This  should not have come as a surprise. Moses had warned Israel many years earlier 
that this is precisely what would happen if she neglected to do all that God  had 
commanded her in his covenant. He writes this, "You are unmindful of the Rock that bore
you and you forgot the God who gave you birth." The Lord saw it and spurned them 
because of the provocation of his sons and daughters and he said, "I will hide my face 
from them. I will see what their end will be, for they are a perverse generation, children 
in whom is no faithfulness." 

Is there any hope for the exiles? Will God's people live again? Will their future be 
different from their past? Can their stony heart be replaced with a heart that beats after 
God? Can they break free from the disastrous cycle of repentance, sin, and judgment? Is 
there any possibility that they will ever live under a covenant that produces life and not 
death? Or, as God asked the prophet in this vision, "Son of man, can these bones live?" 

Now, 600 years before Good Friday, as Ezekiel stands and looks at the dry bones of 
Israel's sons, his only hope is the resurrection of another Son whose body would lie  
lifeless in a grave, a new Prophet who would bring a new covenant and grant a new heart 
to a dead people. 
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On Good Friday, a Father turns away from his Son. It is both an act of justice and an act 
of love. It is the culmination of thousands of years of redemptive history, a divine drama 
that is set against the backdrop of sin and rebellion and judgment and promises. The 
sacrifice of Jesus, God's only begotten Son, replaces shame with confidence and covers 
the nakedness of Adam's children. He is the God-appointed sacrifice for all, who like 
Abraham, trust in the promises of their God. And for every great sinner like David who 
has been crushed under the weight of their own sin and guilt, God's Son brings the 
restored joy of salvation. He gives a new heart to the spiritually dead who would never 
live apart from the life-giving Spirit. That gift, coming in a new covenant, has written 
God's law on our hearts and assures us that we will return from our own exile to the land 
that he has prepared for us. 

The New Testament is replete with the story of what this Father did to this Son in order 
that he might gather into his family many more. "For if while we were enemies, we were 
reconciled to God by the death of his Son, much more now that we are reconciled, shall 
we be saved by his life. For God has done what the law, weakened by the flesh, could not
do, by sending his own Son in the likeness of sinful flesh, and for sin, he condemned sin 
in the flesh. For those whom he foreknew, he also predestined to be conformed to the 
image of his Son in order that he might be the firstborn among many brothers. He who 
did not spare his own Son but gave him up for us all, how will he not also with him 
graciously give us all things. I have been crucified with Christ. It is no longer  I who live 
but Christ who lives in me and the life I now live in the flesh, I live by faith in the Son of 
God who loved me and gave himself for me. But when the fullness of time had come, 
God sent forth his Son, born of a woman, born under the law, that he might redeem those 
who are under the law."

Our God and our Father, it is a great privilege that you have given to us to call you by 
that intimate special name; to know that you have lavished your love upon us in your Son
in order that we might be called the children of God, and if we are your children, we are 
your heirs, heirs of God and co-heirs with Christ, and all that is his is ours in him. We 
thank you that we who were faithless, rebellious, unbelieving, disobedient, you have 
brought to yourself. We thank you that we live in the apex of the ages when your saving 
grace has been revealed to us in your Son. On this special day, Lord, reveal it to many 
more. Let them see in Christ and in him crucified the only hope of their salvation. Grant 
them eyes to see and ears to hear and a heart to believe. Raise dried bones from the 
dusty dirty earth and breathe into them the breath of life; take out their heart of stone 
and give to them a heart of flesh. Remind us, yet again, that as children we have a great 
responsibility to live faithfully to our heavenly Father. Grant that we may not be like 
those who came before us but that we will walk in your statutes, in your ways. Lord, it is 
in the name of Christ we pray this and for his sake. Amen.
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