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The Crucifixion of Jesus  Mark 15:33-41 

When it was noon,   darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon. 34 At three 

o’clock Jesus cried out with a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lema sabachthani?” which means, “My 

God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”   

35 When some of the bystanders heard it, they said, “Listen, he is calling for Elijah.” 36 And 

someone ran, filled a sponge with sour wine, put it on a stick, and gave it to him to drink, saying,   

“Wait, let us see whether Elijah will come to take him down.” 37 Then Jesus gave a loud cry     

and breathed his last. 38 And the curtain of the temple was torn in two, from top to 

bottom. 39 Now when the centurion, who stood facing him, saw that in this way he breathed his 

last, he said, “Truly this man was God’s Son!”  

40 There were also women looking on from a distance; among them were Mary Magdalene, and 

Mary the mother of James the younger and of Joses, and Salome. 41 These used to follow him 

and provided for him when he was in Galilee; and there were many other women who had come 

up with him to Jerusalem. 

 

In this Lenten series we hear from some of those who were there during that final week.  We 

have heard from disciples such as James, son of Zebedee who could not stay awake with Jesus as 

he prayed. We heard from Judas known as the betrayer who desperately sought to repent, and the 

less than perfect Simon Peter “the Rock.” We are reminded in the end of this reading of some of 

the women who also were there at what may have been the worst moment of their lives    

watching from a distance.  And now,  we continue in Mark chapter 16 as these women seek to 

continue to provide for Jesus, even in death.  Listen…  

 

Mark 16:1-8  

16 When the sabbath was over, Mary Magdalene, and Mary the mother of James, and Salome 

bought spices, so that they might go and anoint him. 2 And very early on the first day of the 
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week, when the sun had risen, they went to the tomb. 3 They had been saying to one another,    

“Who will roll away the stone for us from the entrance to the tomb?” 4 When they looked up,   

they saw that the stone, which was very large, had already been rolled back. 5 As they entered the 

tomb, they saw a young man, dressed in a white robe, sitting on the right side; and they were 

alarmed. 6 But he said to them, “Do not be alarmed; you are looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who 

was crucified.  He has been raised; he is not here. Look, there is the place they laid him. 7 But go,    

tell his disciples and Peter that he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see him, just as 

he told you.” 8 So they went out and fled from the tomb, for terror and amazement had seized 

them; and they said nothing to anyone,  for they were afraid.  

Mary Magdelene Speaks 

 

He was there when it felt as if I had awoken from a nightmare, pulled up out a dark pit, freed 

from the jumble of voices and lies that filled my head, filled my entire being.  He was there, his 

eyes filled with a kindness no other eyes offered.  Eyes that told me, I am worthy, I am beloved. 

And I realized, it was because of him those demons were gone.  I was free in a way I had never 

known.  The lies, confusion, the “I am worthless” – gone!  All I wanted to do, all I needed to do, 

was to follow him. 

 

There were other women who felt the same, their lives changed, like prison doors opened to life!. 

We became family, we would be his mother and sisters. 

 

And we chose how we would live, we would follow him, care for him, serve him.  What joy! 

Sometimes we wondered if the disciples really saw us as we took care of washing and meals; we 

were women after all.  But Jesus did.   Days, weeks, months,  filled with light. 

But now, but now… 

 

Yesterday we stood at a distance, but we could see and hear too clearly. Oh the pain as I 

watched… unbearable, how can he bear his?  And then I heard him cry out, “My God, my God 

why have you forsaken me?”   I wanted to close my ears, hide my eyes, but no- I knew I must 

stand with these other women, that we would stay through our pain, through his. We would not 

forsake him even if God had. 

   

I felt his eyes, as if looking directly at me as he cried “My God, why have you forsaken me?” 

And those eyes…even in that moment, were trying to comfort ME through his pain, trying to tell 

me there is more to his God forsaken cry.  And I remembered how I had prayed those same 

words once, the words of the psalmist speaking my loneliness.  Why had God left me with those 

voices and lies, why had God left me in my pain?  And then Jesus was there, his eyes, his voice, 

his hands telling me I had not been abandoned.  

 

And as I stood with the other women, watching from a distance my heart remembered more of 

that psalm – how it ended with, “All the ends of the earth shall remember and turn to the Lord, 

future generations shall proclaim his deliverance…saying that he has done it.”  Was Jesus 

willing me to remember this also?  No, it’s over.  He has breathed his last.  My God, why have 

you forsaken him?  Why have you forsaken us all?  
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Who will remember him when I am gone? When the other women who took such joy in 

following and caring for him are all gone. What will there be to proclaim?   The cruelty of these 

last hours overshadowing and crushing every joy and goodness, every healing and teaching.   

But we women, we stayed even when all the others left, fear and sorrow drawing them away. We 

stayed watching as Joseph took the body of the man who had healed us and given us new life, the 

man who had truly seen us.  We would not forsake him…and we knew we would go to him this 

morning, to do what women do, carrying our spices with us. 

 

We talked as we walked, the sun just beginning to light our way to the tomb.  We didn’t expect 

to see any others there, they had all fled in fear, their grief overwhelming them.  Who would help 

us roll the stone away?  How would we anoint his body, how would we be able to continue our 

care of him with death and a stone in our way?  But we went. 

  

Wait, we stopped, shock and fear taking our breath.  The stone rolled away and a stranger telling 

us - telling us Jesus has been…raised?  Telling us to tell the others that the story Jesus had told 

so disturbingly…the story Peter had rebuked him for of suffering, being killed…rising…he had 

done it. 

 

Can this be?   

 

In the deafening silence of fear and uncertainty that surrounds me…how do I speak?  Who will 

listen?  I am only a woman… 

 

Who Would Believe? 

 

There is a deafening silence at the close of Mark’s gospel. The tomb empty.  The command to go 

and tell, yet fear, amazement - running away…and then silence from the women who were told 

to go and tell.  

  

Some of you may know that Mark’s gospel has an alternative or longer ending that was added 

sometime in the 2nd or 3rd century. Verses you will find included in your bibles, but noted as later 

additions.    I offer you a portion of this saying… 

 
9Now after he rose early on the first day of the week, he appeared first to Mary Magdalene,    

from whom he had cast out seven demons. 10 She went out and told those who had been with 

him, while they were mourning and weeping. 11 But when they heard that he was alive and had 

been seen by her, they would not believe it.  (Mark 16: 9-11) 

 

In these verses Mary sees more than the empty tomb when Jesus appears to her. And we are told 

that she does go (as she had earlier been instructed) and tells the other…but they would not 

believe it. 

 

Jesus will appear to two others who are also not believed and finally Jesus comes to the eleven 

disciples…remember Judas is no longer among them…and takes them to task for their 

stubbornness and lack of faith.  This longer - added ending finally finds the disciples being 

commissioned to go to all the world and tell- and they do. 
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But the original gospel leaves us perhaps…dissatisfied.    We have been told of the courage and 

steadfastness of those women who remained, stood by through it all as others fled. Those women 

who went - in faith - to anoint Jesus’ body even though they didn’t know how they would be able 

to.     And then their silence.  

  

The later, added ending, gives us one of the possible reasons for their silence. Women, in that 

time, did not even have the status to speak as a witness in court.  When told to go and do so,   

some of their terror may have been grounded in the assurance that no one would listen, no one 

would believe them. 

 

Nevertheless, there is a beauty and hope to be found in that original ending. Because even though 

Mark’s gospel leaves us with the women either unable to go and tell or afraid they won’t be 

believed, we know the story didn’t end there… because we have heard of and seen the work of 

Jesus in our own time, in our own lives. 

 

We gather to share this    in a number of ways in this building.       

To hear the gospel on Sunday mornings, or gather for Bible studies, fellowship, book groups,   

and discussion.    But what about outside these walls?  Is it possible we have become more like 

the end of Marks gospel?  Not speaking out of some level of fear? Perhaps an inner voice saying     

you are not equipped – or unsure of how to go about it. Is there a caution inside that finds you are 

not really sure of what all this means? 

 

Or perhaps it is because you feel your personal faith is a private thing. 

 

If you find yourself looking into an empty tomb, afraid to really believe, OR afraid that no one 

would believe what you believe - think about this…We already know that un-countable numbers 

of people have believed.  From that first morning through all these years. Now it’s our turn to 

live this story forward and tell it. 

 

Jesus told the women to go and tell the others that he was going ahead to meet them. Let us tell 

our stories of how Jesus has gone ahead to meet us - where we are.  In our own stumbles and 

bumbles, in our own tongue tie-edness. In our own struggles when fear and anxiety closes us in 

and draws darkness around. Share your everyday stories…  the gospel is in there.   

 

Think of Mary Magdelene’s story. When has God reached into your life? Have you ever cried 

out, “My God, why have you forsaken me?” Has there been a time when the storm in your head,     

or the storm surrounding you has been stilled?     Have you been freed…from something?                                               

Have you seen another brought out of despair into light?  

  

Or possibly you have come through some of these things and felt your faith is steadfast, rarely 

shaken, never completely crushed.   We are this Lent, creating and sharing these stories.  What 

holds you back from telling yours? 

 

Because, in some very powerful ways, faith resides in God’s word, is given life through these 

stories from scripture. Is made more real to us and others through our own words, our own 

stories, our own experiences of God, of the life given in Jesus. 
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Should we be the ones, the generation known for our silence when we should have spoken the 

truth, love, mercy, and hope we know?     I pray not.  

 

Because our very lives write the continuing story of God.  We aren’t left looking into an empty 

tomb afraid to believe, or afraid that no one else will believe us.   

Go – tell this story,     for it is your story to tell. 

 

Amen 

 

 


