
Good Friday, April 10, 2020 

I.   On Palm Sunday we read the passion according 

to Matthew.  Tonight we read it from the gospel of 

John.  Composed maybe twenty years apart and in a 

different place, obviously the two accounts of the 

Lord’s last days are similar.  The general story is the 

same, different only in small details.  In John, the 

Lord tried to negotiate his disciples’ freedom. He 

didn’t want to lose anyone the Father had given him.  

One scripture scholar pointed it meant not only 

Peter, but also Judas.  An unknown disciple was 

“acquainted” with the high priest and got Peter in the 

gate of the courtyard. Nicodemus, a leader of the 

Sanhedrin who came to the Lord to ask questions, 

now reappears bringing burial spices.  

Palm Sunday’s celebration began with the 

excitement of the Lord’s entry into Jerusalem with 

alleluias and palm branches waving.  Tonight we 

started from a different place: the betrayal by Judas.  

The Good Friday celebration – if we can call it that – 

began in silence, falling down at the empty altar to 

express our desolation for Christ’s arrest and torture.  

Today I think many of us, myself included, feel the 

desolation more strongly than on previous Good 

Fridays as we are separated from our families, our 

friends, our church members and we too are fearful.   

Concl.    We may stand in the shadow of Good 

Friday night, but it is not all darkness.  There is 

light. We have found a way to stay part of one 

another’s lives; to love our neighbor and to care for 

the stranger in ways not seen in decades.  It has been 

hiding in a long-forgotten place, deep in our hearts, 



buried but now set free. The incredible creativity of 

so many people overcoming the stress of their own 

lives, lost friends and lost jobs to work together, adds 

a little light in this dark time.  Into this night and into 

darkness of Saturday, we carry the small flickers of 

light we know as faith that we will turn into Easter 

fire whether it is Sunday, April 12, or a later date. 

The date of Easter may have moved, but not the 

hope of resurrection.    
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