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Christ the Lord is in the hands of His torturers. The soldiers are leading Him into the court yard.
They removed from His shoulders the cloak of make believe derisive royalty, from His hands they snatch
the scepter reed but they leave on His Head the crown of thorns woven in the form of a cap.

They bring out of prison two criminals who had already previously been condemned to death.
The captain of the cavalry forms the procession. They place a heavy cross on the shoulders of each of
the condemned men. Four soldiers surround each of the condemned men.

Other soldiers carry shovels, hammers, nails and a ladder. One of them is carrying wooden
plates with each one’s name and the crime committed.

When the procession moved out of the palace courtyard it was completely surrounded by
crowds of curious people. One must remember that not only the Jews from far away had come not only
for the Paschal feast, but also to spend some time afterwards in the holy city.

And of course all of them had heard at least something about that Teacher Who announced a
new teaching, promoted it with many miracles and called Himself the Son of God. Now, He was to die
the death of a blasphemer and a revolutionary.

Thus, the inhabitants of this city as well as all of their guests, packed into a single great crowd,
walked along the sides by the guards and behind the condemned. They carefully observed every detail
of this sad and painfully humiliating march to the hill of the death’s head to the place of execution.

And there was something to look at. True, the road to Calvary was not very long, for it was only
about 9000 feet high or more or less about 3000 steps. Nevertheless, it was an agony due to those all
night occurences.

The bloody sweat in the Garden; the betrayal by a greedy and traitorous disciple; the
humiliating trips to the tribunals; the false witnesses; the desertion of His disciples; the denial of Peter;
the scourging and crowning with thorns; the vexations; derision; blasphemies and humiliations!

Finally, the sentence — death by crucifixion! Everything drained the strength of Christ to the
limit. Hunger and thirst burned His insides. Pain burst in His lacerated Body and in His head encircled
with thorns. The heavy long bean of the cross, at His every step, was pressing itself into His shoulder,
while the transversal beam, at His every step hit His crown of thorns forcing these thorns ever deeper
and more painfully into His temples.

Besides, that odd, incomprehensible, barbarous environment; that harsh conduct of the Roman
soldiers, those vengeful and angry looks of the elders and those cold, indifferent and cruel faces of the
people, exactly of those people who, just a few days ago had led Him triumphantly into town in the
midst of their sung Hosanna and the Blessed One — and today, they are escorting Him out of their town
with contempt and abusive language.

He is exerting the remains of His strength. Drops of blood mixed with sweat flow from His face.
His bloody eyes are filled with tears. His swollen lips, with great difficulty are gasping for air; His feet
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keep getting entangled in His blood-soaked robe as He takes one step after another, slowly and
painfully. He goes quietly, with no revenge in His heart only forgiveness.

To the small group of women who are weeping over Him, our Savior says: “O daughters of
Jerusalem do not weep over Me, but for yourselves and for your children.”

One of the women kept stubbornly staring at the swollen, bloody Face of Christ that was
covered with spittle. In her hand she was holding a white kerchief. When the soldier who was walking
along the side turned away for a minute or so she took a quick step over to Christ and applied her
spread kerchief to His burning Face.

Christ gave this merciful woman a look of gratitude and left His bloody and painful countenance
depicted on her kerchief.

The soldier, wanting to force Christ to walk faster, gave Him a forceful push. The Savior
collapsed to the ground. The procession came to a halt. “He must be picked up and given help because
otherwise, by His own strength, He won’t make it.” The crowd stopped but, no one offered to help Him

Providentially, at that moment, a villager by the name of Simon, who was from Cyrene, was
passing by. He was returning from the fields with his two sons. The soldiers noticed how Simon looked
with a certain sympathy at Christ lying under the weight of the cross and despite his protests, they
forced Simon to take up the cross upon his own shoulders and the procession moved forward.

It now moves between two hills. On the right side is the garden of Joseph of Arimathea. On the
left side there is a rocky hill that resembles a human skull. That is Calvary.

The road becomes more and more difficult. Finally, the procession stops at the very top. The
soldiers could not agree on the exact place on which they were to raise the three crosses because
already under a thin layer of soil, they had come upon hard rock!

They began to argue and to fight. Meanwhile, the exhausted Savior slowly scanned this
unfortunate city which He had loved so much and where He desired to gather His sons together in
happiness and glory just as a mother hen gathers her chicks under her warm and protective wings.

In exchange, the inhabitants repaid Him with a cross. All around Himself, He saw swarms of
people who had come with only one purpose in mind — to become satiated with the sight of suffering,
tortures and death.

Who knows whether the soul of the Savior was not sobbing at this moment and whether His lips
were not complaining: “My people, my people, what have | done and in what have | offended you? Or of
what am | guilty?”

Finally, the soldiers chose a suitable place to erect the crosses. Some of them got busy digging
the holes. Others, according to their custom, were handing out to the condemned a measure of wine
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mixed with myrrh which supposedly was to deaden the pain and lessen some of the suffering. However,
the Savior barely touched the chalice with His lips; He shook His head in a negative sign.

The executioners got together to carry out the verdict. First, they removed His robe and
commanded Jesus to lie down on the cross. For many, the details of nailing the condemned person to
the cross were too upsetting. Terror, anger and sometimes insanity took possession of the viewers.
Therefore, it is better that we draw the curtain on this act.

This is the work that has been done. Christ is nailed to the cross and is as taunt as the string of a
musical instrument. Blood flows freely and copiously from His hands, feet and from His brow which is
pierced by the sharp thorns of His crown.

Every now and then, a spastic twitching threw his body and from His lips that were baked and
swollen from a fever, there issued a groan. His eyes were glued on heaven.

The soldiers dragged the cross on which the Body of Christ rested, to the opening in the ground.
Just one or two more efforts and the bottom of the cross reached the opening in the ground and the
cross leaned against the rock. The Savior hung in the air.

The executioners tread down the ground around the foot of the cross, reinforced it with stones
and pounded in wedges to keep the cross from moving. At that moment, all of Calvary shook from the
shouts of joy and satisfaction of all who were present.

The executioners sat down very satisfied with their work and they cast dice for the booty which
now legally belonged to them — the clothes of the condemned Man.

Soon however, their shout of joy changed into one of outrage and blasphemy. Some called out —
“He saved others, now let Him save Himself! He trusted in God, now let Him save Him if He wants”
shouted others.

The Savior heard all of this and suffered. And He kept silent. But He hurt. He hurt immensely.
And this pain tore at His Body and tore at His Heart. There wasn’t a single nerve without pain, nor was
there any member of His Body without torment. “From the bottom of His feet to the very top of His
head there is no health in Him!”

Hanging above the ground, He felt help[less, deserted and forgotten by God and people and
that is why there came from His lips that sincere and sorrowful complaint: “My God, My God! Why have
You abandoned Me?”

His painful cries rose to the heavens and the derision and abuse was thrown with impunity and
mercilessly at Christ, stretched out on the cross. “Now let God save You if He wants to!”

Minutes passed that seemed as long as hours and the suffering grew with every second and the
pain became more intense.
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God the Father was silent because the eternal Divine Plan demanded that silence. “If You are
the Son of God, come down from that cross!” some of them were shouting. Others, blaspheming
shouted: “Hey, You, Who destroys this Temple of God and after three days will again rebuild it, now
save Yourself!”

And Jesus, opening His swollen lips with great difficulty, whispered, “Father, forgive them for
they don’t know what they are doing.”

Even the thief who was hanging on a cross on the left side of Christ, spit out such a blasphemous
complaint, “If You are truly the Christ, then save Yourself and us!”

For this remark, the thief on Christ’s right side reprimanded him — “You still do not fear God? As
for us, we are getting the just reward for all of our actions, but this Man has done no evil!” And he said
to Jesus: “Lord, remember me when You go to Your Kingdom!” And for this defense, he heard the
promised of a reward: “Truly | tell you, today you will be with Me in paradise!”

During this entire time, at the foot of the cross stood His Sorrowful Mother, Her sister, Mary of
Cleopas, Mary Magdalen and the beloved disciple, the Apostle John. The crucified spoke to His Mother —
“Woman, behold your son!” Then, turning He said to His disciple, “Behold your Mother!” And from that
moment, the disciple took her to himself.

Evidently, there were elements who became very angry over what was happening on Calvary
and they began to protest.

Darkness began to cover the earth, hoping to hide and cover up the dying from the sufferings
and the last mortal efforts of the Crucified. The sun became dark out of shame for the ingratitude of the
people; the ground shook out of anger; many graves opened and the dead became alive. The veil in the
temple was ripped in half. Many of the spectators began to run away in haste, beating their breast,
while the captain of the Romans said — “Truly, this was a just man!”

It was at this solemn and fearful moment that Christ called out — “I thirst!” One of the soldiers
took a sponge soaked it in vinegar, attached it to a spear and pressed it to the lips of the dying Jesus.
Christ spoke: “It is finished. Into Your hands Father, | commend My Soul!” And having said that - He
died!

| beg you, stay yet for a while on Calvary. For there we have a picture that is worth
remembering. Let us move a little closer under this cross. On it hangs the palest Body, the bloodless
Body! The chest is pushed up high as if in a deep breath. The rest of His Body fell. His legs are swollen.
His hands are twisted around the black tips of the nails. Drops of blood are clotted on His palms and on
His feet. His head is half bowed, the eyes are wide open but they see nothing. His entire countenance
points to a pain and suffering that cannot be described.

Do not tear your eyes from this picture. Do you know who that is? That is Jesus Christ, the Son
of God, the Savior!
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Do you see how and what He suffered? For whom? For me, for you, for each one of us! He died
in order to earn for us an eternal life of happiness.

Compare your sufferings with the sufferings of Christ, if that is possible, and then maybe you will
stop complaining. Compare your disappointments with the betrayal, denial and His abandonment by His
disciples. Compare your little crosses with the cross of Christ.

Maybe such a comparison will force you to agree with the will of the Merciful God to humbly say
— “Thy Will be done!” Try to want to understand that there is no life without suffering, tears and sorrow.
Every person has his own Good Friday which lasts for a short time, after which comes the Resurrection
which lasts forever.
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March 30, 1958
| greet all of you, my dear fellow countrymen with the words: “Praised be Jesus Christ.”

Palm Sunday is a day of contrasts; it is a day of opposites. Joy and sorrow, victory and defeat
strain to express and reveal themselves. During the blessing of the palms, the solemn and oft repeated
Hosanna, the rich liturgical vestments, the decorated palms, all of this announces triumph, victory and

Joy.

During the Mass, the depressing color of purple reminds us of sorrow; the singing of the
sorrowful Passion displaces the joyful Hosannas. Today the Savior receives the homage of His people. He
comes to His own and it seems that His own receive Him.

Not so long ago, when these people seeing the miracles which He made, wanted to proclaim
Him their king, He vanished from their eyes. However, today, almost the day before His bitter passion, at
the moment when the elders and their follower are hatching a plot on His life, Christ does not hide
Himself, but He allows the people to honor Him with the song Hosanna!

For the people of Jerusalem, this day was certainly a day of sensations and excitement when
they learned that Christ was coming to them to celebrate the Passover.

That great Prophet, that Miracle-worker, that teacher who had just brought the dead Lazarus
back to life, comes into the city. The narrow streets of Jerusalem are packed with Jews from near and
far. Men, women and children are going out to meet Him in order to take part in His triumphant entry.

Soon the whispers of all those who are waiting became a great cry that tears through the air. In
this shout of joy, honor and triumph — Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessed is He who comes in the
Name of the Lord! The sincere enthusiasm of the countless masses of people at the sight of the Savior
on the donkey, surrounded by His disciples, momentarily paralyzes the animosity and vehemence of the
Pharisees.

Despite the joyful shouts and songs of the procession triumphantly leading Christ into the town,
the Savior’s heart was filled with sadness and His eyes glistened with tears. He understood that these
people, when within a few days are faced with a test, will turn away from Him, will reject Him, and those
very lips which are now singing and shouting Hosanna will shout — Crucify Him! To the cross with Him!

That His disciples, who today are sharing in His glory and triumph will refuse to share in His
pains and sorrow, and He who today is acclaimed as king, tomorrow will be a bug, an outcast, equal to a
criminal.

From this point to our talk entitled:
FROM PALM SUNDAY TO EASTER

On Wednesday evening, Christ left Jerusalem in order to spend the night in Bethany. He spent
the night in the home of Simon whom He had cured of leprosy.
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On Thursday, His disciples asked Him — “Master, where do you want us to go to prepare for the
Passover?” He sent Peter and John, saying: “Go into the town and you will meet a person carrying a
pitcher of water; follow him to the house he enters and tell the owner of that house: ‘The Master says,
My time is short, | will celebrate the Passover at your house with My disciples.” And he will show you a
large upper room and there you can prepare the meal for us.” And His disciples went and found
everything as He had said and they prepared the Passover meal.

What did that Passover meal consist of? He baked lamb, unleavened bread, wine and vegetables
or a type of lettuce.

“And when it was the fourth evening” as St. Mark writes, “about the seventh hour, after the sun
had set, He came and His twelve Apostles came with Him. And He said to them — ‘I have eagerly desired

to eat this Passover meal with you before | suffer

To eat this Passover meal sat the Apostle, the betrayer, who in the previous day had obligated
himself to hand over the Master to His most stubborn enemies for 30 pieces of silver.

Christ speaks in a solemn voice: “Amen | say to you that one of you will betray Me!” But, neither
these words, nor the threat — ‘It would have been better had he not been born’ soften the hard heart of
Judas! Even Christ’s humble washing of their feet made no impression upon him.

“That night on which He was given up,” write the Evangelists, “having washed the feet of His
disciples, He sat down, took bread, blessed it, broke it and gave it to His disciples saying, ‘Take and eat,
for this is My Body which will be given up for you. Do this in memory of Me!””

Then taking the chalice, He gave thanks and gave it to them saying, “Drink from this, all of you,
for this is My Blood which for you and for many will be poured out for the forgiveness of sins.” And they
all drank from it.

The hour is late. It is a bright evening. The door of the Last Supper room is being opened. Our
Savior is coming out with His Apostles. Our Savior, foreseeing what will be happening, wanted to be
alone. He wanted to converse with His Heavenly Father.

We must also remember that He was also human. He had a human nature. As a human being,
He feared suffering. When in the Garden He complained to His Father — “My Father, if it is possible, let
this chalice pass from Me. However, not as | will, but as You will.” Before the eyes of the Savior there
were passing scenes of the place of His judgment, His torturers, His witnesses and the instruments of His
torture. There were scenes of His betrayal, of the denial and their desertion.

During all of this, His Apostles slept! The Lord awakens them, chiding them: “What? Couldn’t
you watch one hour with Me? Watch and pray so that you do not enter into temptation!” And He
departed.

He fell on His knees and cried out, “My soul is saddened unto death. Terror, panic and anxiety
pulled on the body of the Savior and a bloody sweat poured over His Face.
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But an angel appeared, encouraging and consoling Him. “Father, Not as | will, but as You will!”
He took the chalice of pain and bitterness. And with one swallow, He emptied it to the bottom.

Meanwhile, on the road leading from Jerusalem to the Garden of Olives, there was coming a
noisy crowd equipped with spears and pikes, clubs and ropes. At their head was the disciple who was
the traitor who greeted his Master with the agreed upon sign — a kiss — saying at the same time: “Hail,
Master!”

“Friend, why have you come?” the Savior quietly asked him. The traitor lowered his head to the
ground. He kept silent. Christ turned to the crowd and asked: “Whom do you seek?” “Jesus of
Nazareth!” they shouted. “l am He!” answered Christ in a kind voice. They stood motionless for a few
moments. When they came to — “they threw themselves on Jesus and arrested Him!” They tied His
hands with a rope, they threw a chain around Hismveck and jabbing and pushing, they dragged Him to
the Arch-priest Caiaphas. |

In the palace, all of the elders who were restless and curious, gathered to see Jesus. These
elders were convinced that something had to be done with this miracle worker for if they allow Him to
continue everybody will believe in Him.

Finally, the doors open and the soldiers push Christ into the hall. The angry High Priest who is
very impatient, questions Him in a harsh voice: “Therefore, You are Christ, the Son of God?” And he
hears the short, quiet answer: “l am.” That simple response apparently infuriated all those who were
present. Caiaphas, scandalized, tearing his robes shouted — “He blasphemed!” All who were present
shouted in unison: “He deserves to die!”

After a short discussion, they decided to put Christ into a dark dungeon. The guards tied a thick,
dirty rag about Christ’s eyes and slapping Him in the face, called out: “Prophet, guess who it is who
strikes You!” Christ did not answer.

Towards morning, there is a lot of movement around that dark cell. Now they are leading Christ
to Pilate’s palace. Pilate comes out timidly and asks what are the charges.

“This man is encouraging riots among the people telling them not to pay taxes and calling

"

Himself a king

Pilate apparently did not believe them. Nevertheless, he asks Christ — “Are you the king of the
Jews?” And he hears this puzzling response: “My kingdom is not of this world. But for this have | come
into the world in order to give testimony to the Truth!”

Shrugged as though all of this meant little to him and he asked scornfully and icily: “What is
truth?” Then turning to the Jews and looking at their faces which reflected hatred and revenge, he said,
“| find no fault in this man!”

When he was told that Christ was from Galilee and that Herod, the ruler of Galilee had come to
town for these holy days, he sent Jesus to Herod.
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Herod was the son of him who had ordered the murder of the children in Bethlehem. He was no
bettere than his brutal father. He had on his conscience the murder of St. John the Baptist and many,
many other matters. He had heard a lot about the Savior and he wondered if he could influence Him to
perform some miracle for him.

However, Jesus stood before Herod in death-like silence. Not only that He did not perform any
miracle, but He didn’t even say a word. Herod, as a sign of contempt and humiliation, gave orders to
dress Jesus in a white robe and take Him to Pilate.

There was a custom at that time, that on the occasion of this holiday, the governor would
pardon one of the greatest criminals. It was exactly at this time that Barabbas was in prison and he was
a criminal of the highest order.

Therefore, Pilate, convinced of the innocence of Jesus, tried to save Him. He stood on the
balcony of his palace and asked the crowd assembled below: “Whom do you want me to release to you
— Barabbas or Jesus, Whom they call Christ?”

He was totally puzzled when he heard Barabbas. “Then what should | do with Jesus?” he asked
in a frightened tone. And he heard the unanimous sentence: “Crucify Him!”

But Pilate’s conscience troubled him. Pilate hesitated and thought. His conscience shouted: “Do
something! Do something now!” Pilate decided to allow the accused Jesus to be scourged, for he told
himself in these critical, moments that when they see Christ so cruelly beaten and crushed, this sight will
move them and they will stop demanding Christ’s crucifixion.

He ordered that Christ be brought into the court yard of the palace. There stood a low marble
column. Pilate selected six military executioners. These stripped Christ to His waist and tied Him to that
marble column. Christ stood there in a bent or bowed position. Behind Christ, the three pairs of
torturers were lined up.

In their hands they held whips of leather thongs, the ends of which were fitted with balls of lead
and slivers of bone. Christ was beaten as an ordinary criminal.

When one pair of soldiers was exhausted from beating Him, they stepped aside and the next
pair continued. The air was filled with the heavy breathing of the exhausted torturers and the sharp hiss
of the leather thongs. Christ’s body became swollen under these blows, was filled with blood and
became very red. Long streaks could be seen ever more clearly, the skin burst, the streaks became deep
furrows blood covered the back of Jesus and flowed down around the marble column. His back was just
one great wound so that one could almost count all of His bones.

Truly, it was then that the Savior resembled a trampled and crushed bug. And He was in such a
beaten and bloody condition when Pilate presented Him to the Crowd. But, even the sight of the beaten
Christ made no impression on the crowd. It didn’t awaken in them even an ounce of pity or compassion.
On the contrary, it awakened the crowd to greater fury for they called out: “To the cross with Him!
Crucify Him!”
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Pilate seeing that they were beginning to riot, commanded a servant to bring him a bow! with
water, and washing his hands before the crowd, he explained — “I am innocent of the blood of this Just
Man! You see to it.” In response, the entire crowd shouted, “May His blood be upon us and on our
children!”

What a judgment these people gave on themselves and on their progeny in that historic
moment. What a judgment!

Then Pilate gave them Jesus Who had been scourged, so they could crucify Him. This
humiliating, shameful scene was not yet finished. They plaited a crown from thorns and forced it on the
Head of Christ. They forced a palm branch into His hands as if it were a royal scepter and they threw an
old scarlet cloak on His shoulders.

They sat Him on a rock next to the marble column and marching before Him, they saluted Him,
calling out with a sneer: “Hail, King of the Jews!” And they beat Him over the head with their palms and
spit on Him.

Meanwhile, when the Savior was dragged from one court to another, two other sad scenes were
happening. When Jesus stood before Caiaphas and false witnesses were giving their testimony, Peter
was sitting outside and was listening to the talks of those who were present. He had come here out of
curiosity.

Some serving maid came up to him saying: “And you, too, were with this Jesus of Galilee!” But,
Peter denied it before everyone saying — “I don’t know what you are talking about.”

Evidently, her accusation frightened him for he arose and changed his place. Nevertheless,
another servant girl saw him and pointing her finger at him, she said to those who were present — “He
also was with this Jesus of Nazareth!” But Peter denied it with an oath. Soon a few of those who were
standing by came and said to Peter — “Truly, you too are one of them, for even your speech betrays
you!” Then Peter began to curse and swear that he knew not the Man!

At that very moment the cock crowed and Peter remembered the words of Jesus when He told
him, “Before the cock crows twice you will have denied Me thrice” And going outside, Peter wept
bitterly!

The second scene played out after the verdict was given. When Judas was told that the Divine
Teacher was condemned to death by crucifixion, he was filled with sorrow and as the Evangelist
Matthew describes it, Judas took back the 30 pieces of silver that he had received from the high priests
and the elders and said, “I have sinned in betraying innocent blood!” And they said, “What is that to us?
Look to it yourself.” And throwing down the purse with the silver coins, Judas went out and hanged
himself.

And they, picking up the silver said, “It is not lawful to deposit this money in the temple treasury
for it is the price of blood.” And after consultation, they bought a potter’s field as a burial place for
foreigners. This field, even until today is called a field of blood.




