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Were you there when they crucified my Lord, sometimes it causes me to 
tremble, cries the old Negro Spiritual?  Good question on this day of 
darkness and light. I’d expect a part of all of us could lay claim to have 
been present on that day. After all we just shouted out, “crucify him”, as 
part of the crowd within the Gospel narrative.  
 
I’ve been wondering who the people were that made up the crowd on that 
hill outside of Jerusalem. Back then public execution was a form of 
community entertainment and curiosity. It’s been less than a hundred 
years since the last one right here in the USA. In 1936 twenty thousand 
people turned out for a public hanging in Kentucky, the last of its kind in 
this country, but not so to this day in other parts of the world. 
 
So who was there? Let’s start with the Roman Authority, the law and 
order people of the day. Government leaders and soldiers sworn to do 
their duty for crowd control, prisoner escort and execution. 
 
Of course, the heads of Jewish society and their religious leaders, who got 
this ball rolling in the first place, must have had front row seats. I expect 
they felt great relief figuring that their public positions would no longer 
be under threat from this radical Jesus. The moment for them would be 
their crowning achievement in their plot to defuse any new religious 
movement that could undermine their authority in the community.  Even 
better for them that it was the Roman government who got to do the dirty 
work allowing the appearance of keeping their hands clean. 
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I expect a large part of the assembled were the average man in the street 
drawn there for the spectacle. Much like the auto race fans watching the 
event more ready to see spectacular crashes than the race itself. Boxing 
and cage matches today attract the crowds to watch one or more people 
inflict pain on another. In Jesus’ day gladiators fought to the death or 
later, Christians were thrown to the lions. Something about watching 
other people’s pain attracts a certain percentage of the population. 
 
Last but not the least were Jesus’s followers who were confused in their 
disbelief that the one who healed and restored so many could possibly be 
taken from them. We don’t hear about the Apostles on the day, were they 
witnesses or far too broken to see the end of their dreams hanging there? 
 
We hear of his mother, Mary and a couple of other women, at the scene 
but never about Joseph or any brothers or sisters. Where would you and I 
have been on the day? 
 
Were you there when they nailed him to the tree? Sometimes it causes me 
to tremble, tremble.  I spent all my working years driving nails of all 
shapes and sizes but never in quite the same way as on this day. It’s one 
thing to have someone hold a board in place for you so it can be nailed, 
quite another to hold a squirming human being. It must have taken a few 
people to hold Jesus and the bandits still while the one with the hammer 
did the deed. We always picture the cross erect but my guess is the victims 
and the crosses were flat on the ground first before lifting the whole 
thing, man and all, into place.  
 
How many times have we held him in place or driven the nails through 
Jesus, in the many ways we’ve wandered from the way? 
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Were you there when they laid him in the tomb? Somehow it causes me 
to tremble, tremble, tremble. All of us know the sadness of laying a loved 
one in the tomb. The process was no less heartbreaking 2000 years ago 
than it is today. 
 
I don’t expect Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus worked alone. 
Someone had to take down the cross, pull out the nails and hand over the 
body to them. No black hearse or undertaker to transfer Jesus to the tomb 
in the rock, maybe a cart or a donkey for that final ride. Were the two of 
them strong enough to roll the stone into place by themselves, we’ll never 
know. 
 
Yes, all of us, or some small part of us, was there when we crucified our 
Lord. There are times when we’ve self-righteously called out “crucify him”, 
or today perhaps “lock her up” at one another. Haven’t we taken pleasure 
every so often when seeing someone get what’s coming to them either 
physically or punished for wrongs real or imagined against society. We’ve 
watched loved ones suffer in ways that make us scream that life isn’t fair, 
or walk away and hide because we just can’t handle the situation. Tears 
have been shed and our faith put in doubt when, in the end, that person 
we’ve loved and counted on is no more. 
  
Night has fallen on those who were there on that fateful day. The Roman 
soldiers went back to their barracks. The leaders of the Jews are home 
snugly and smugly in their houses. Still just to be sure that Jesus’s 
followers don’t pull a fast one and steal the body, to keep his myth alive, 
they post a guard at the tomb. Jesus’s followers must have been 
devastated, dejected and feeling utterly lost. One has to wonder if they 
gathered together to share their grief, or went to their beds dejected and 
alone? 
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We’ve left the scene too, saddened and downcast by the day's events, yet 
for us we know that the light will return. After all that’s really what this 
day has been all about, creating a pathway to the light.  The darkness and 
finality of death is no more for those who have come to know and believe 
in Jesus. By the giving of his life he has made atonement for all of us no 
matter what role we’ve played on this day. 
 
So let’s hang in there a little longer as the light will return Sunday 
morning. Let the tears flow not for loss but in the certain knowledge that 
God loves us warts and all. Death can’t and won’t hold us down when the 
stone is rolled away. Thanks be to God. 


