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There are certain experiences, in our spiritual journeys, that stand out – those times and places in 

which we had some sermon, or conversation, orencounter or revelation that created that new 

paradigm, understanding or conviction in our relationship with God.  And, one of those, for me, 

dates back to a Good Friday service in the chapel of Princeton Theological Seminary as a first-

year student.  One of the things that I always envied in those seminary settings is that the 

worship leaders could really push the envelope in those settings, filled with current and future 

ministers, and this particular service was no different. 

 

As we walked into the room we discovered a large cross (probably 7 feet tall), crudely made out 

of timber from a fallen tree on campus, mounted on a sturdy frame and placed right at the front 

of the chancel in the sanctuary.  No instruction or explanation was given at the outset, but as 

worship continued, the preacher began to explain that the small piece of paper included in our 

bulletin was meant for our personal confessions.  He instructed us to write on those papers 3-4 

things for which we needed God’s forgiveness.  They could be major missteps we’ve been 

hanging onto, or those minor transgressions that we all know happen far too regularly.  We were 

each given a few minutes to reflect upon that which we would write on those papers and then the 

service continued. 

 

Now, to this point there was nothing particularly remarkable about what we were experiencing.  

It was meaningful and thought-provoking, but nothing, as of yet, to shake our core in any way.  

We did these unique kinds of things pretty regularly in our chapel services, so this was nothing 

too out of the ordinary.  As we completed that little piece of paper, however, that’s when the 

worship leaders (all of which were member of the seminary faculty) began to fan out around the 

congregation.  At first, we didn’t know what was happening, but they proceeded to hand each 

and every one of us a 3 inch nail, and then pointed our attention to the table they had just 

uncovered – which held a wide array of hammers.  The instructions were simple!  Bring your 

paper and your nail to the cross and hammer it in! 
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Now, I don’t know what the experience was for everyone else in that room that day, but for me, 

it was overwhelming.  There I was, hammering a nail right through my transgressions and into 

the cross – and with each strike being more and more focused on the profound truth that those 

transgressions, those very missteps I recounted on that paper that day, were the very reason Jesus 

was ever nailed to the cross at all. 

 

You see, I think we tend to talk about Jesus, Holy Week, the Crucifixion and all of the events of 

this season in these grand and almost disengaged terms. 

 Jesus ‘died for our sins.’ 

 Jesus ‘reconciled humanity to God.’ 

 Jesus came to be the ‘savior of the world.’ 

 

And, in many ways, that’s the type of language we hear from Isaiah’s proclamation of the 

Suffering Servant.  “All we like sheep have gone astray;” the prophet proclaims, “we have turned 

to our own way and the Lord has laid on him the iniquity of us all…he bore the sin of many, and 

made intercession for the transgressors.” 

 

What that experience of driving that nail through my sins and into the cross drove home for me 

that day, however, was that our understanding of this story needs to be more than grandiose 

proclamations, verbose theological assertions, and disengaged, de-personalized declarations.  

What that experience of driving that nail through my sins and into the cross drove home for me 

that day was that my understanding of this story needs to include my understanding that this 

story is about me – my needs, my sins, my transgressions, my frailty, my missteps, my faltering, 

my ongoing list of reasons that drive home not that Jesus reconciled humanity, or saved the 

world, but that Jesus died for me!  Because, I needed it. 

 

Allow me to re-read some of Isaiah’s prophesy in this passage regarding the suffering servant, 

but allow me to read it with a slightly different spin. 

“Surely he has born my brokenness, and carried my ills.  For me he was accounted 

stricken, struck down by God and afflicted.  Be, he was wounded for my transgressions, 

crushed for my iniquity; upon him was placed the punishment that made me whole, and 

by his bruises I am healed.  I, like a sheep, have gone astray; I have again and again 

turned to my own way, and the Lord has laid on him the iniquity that is mine.  God will 

allot him a portion with the great, and he shall divide the spoil with the strong, because he 

poured out himself to death for me, and he took my place among the transgressors; he 

bore my sin and made intercession for me!” 

 

So, as we go through this story today – as we reflect upon those final events that led to and 

through the crucifixion of our Lord – I pray that you will hear that this story is about you!   

 Ask yourself – if I had handed you that piece of paper, what are the things you would 

have written?   

 Consider – if I had handed you a nail to hammer that list into the cross, what might you 

have felt in that moment?   

 And then reflect on the profound truth that this story is about more than Jesus dying for 

humanity and reconciling the world to God – this story is about Jesus dying for me, and 

Jesus dying for you! 
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Will you join me in prayer… 

 

Gracious and merciful God, who took on the form of humanity to grant us a glimpse of your 

Divine presence, and then climbed upon the cross to open the doors of life everlasting to each 

and every one of your children, we come to you today humbled, thoughtful, and ready to receive 

your will, your word and your work in our lives.   

 As we enter into the pain, the strife, the sorrow and the struggle that is the story of our 

Savior’s death, open our eyes to see the profound grace and mercy behind each step that 

he took.   

 As we enter into the darkness of the crucifixion and the shadow of the cross, open our 

minds to the truth that you long to speak to us through the remembrance of that 

momentous day.   

 As we reflect upon the betrayals, the abandonment, and your willful decision to die in our 

stead, open our hearts to the faithful understand of all you did for each and every one of 

us. 

 

God, we come to this story ready to encounter each moment of our redemption.  Help us to not 

look ahead to the glorious end that we know awaits each of us, but instead to rest in the limitless 

and boundless love that is borne out in the Passion of Jesus, the Christ. 

 

Speak to us, God, in ways that we may understand that which you want us to understand, and 

that we might be inspired to grow closer to that which you long for us to be.  This we pray in the 

name of the one who came as a child, spoke as a teacher, lived as a servant and died in our stead.  

Amen.   

 

 


