
Good Friday Sermon 

Passion means “suffering”, “enduring” in the final events of Jesus’ life from his 

triumphal entry into Jerusalem and ending with his crucifixion on Good Friday. In these 

final events of Jesus’ life, he suffered unspeakable pain and torture meant to debase him 

and his mission. 

Why do we find these hideous tortures compelling and why does it cause us to watch 

with  fascination? Why does Simon Peter return to Pontius Pilate’s courtyard to watch 

the condemnation of Jesus only to deny knowing Jesus or being associated with him? 

Why does the Jewish crowd call loudly for Jesus’ crucifixion, and make him carry his 

own instrument of execution to Golgotha? The word Passion comes from the Latin and 

means to suffer, and it is an apt descriptor of Jesus’ enduring pain and degradation. 

Why is the Passion of the Jesus so compelling? Many of us find the events of Jesus’ 

Passion mesmerizing, drawing us into the great mystery of the Why. Most of us would 

have deserted as quickly as possible, but Jesus was resolute to the end. The answer to 

the why question is found in the word love. “God so loved the world that he gave his one 

and only son to suffer death on the cross for our salvation” and “He was oppressed, and 

he was afflicted, like a lamb that is led to the slaughter. Out of his anguish he shall bear 

their iniquities.” 

Good Friday is Good because we are redeemed through the love of God and the obedient 

sacrifice of Jesus. 

Thanks be to God! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Good Friday Meditation Music 

The Power of the Cross (O, to See the Dawn) 

By Keith Getty and Stuart Townend 

 

O, to see the dawn of the darkest day. 

Christ on the road to Calvary. 

Tried by sinful men torn and beaten then,  

Nailed to a cross of wood. 

This the power of the cross: 

Christ became sin for us. 

Took the blame, bore the wrath. 

We stand forgiven at the cross. 

 

O, to see the pain written on Your face, 

Bearing the awesome weight of sin. 

Ev’ry bitter thought, ev’ry evil deed 

Crown your bloodstained brow.  

This the power of the cross: 

Christ became sin for us. 

Took the blame, bore the wrath. 

We stand forgiven at the cross. 

 

Now the daylight flees; now the ground beneath 

Quakes as its Maker bows his head. 

Curtain torn in two, dead are raised to life, 

“Finished!” the victory cry. 

This the power of the cross: 

Son of God slain for us. 

What a love, what a cost! 

We stand forgiven at the cross. 

 

O, to see my name written in the wounds, 

For through your suff’ring I am free. 

Death is crushed to death, 

Life is mine to live, won through your selfless love! 

This the power of the cross: 

Son of God slain for us. 

What a love, what a cost! 

                                                     We stand forgiven at the cross. 


