
Reflections from witnesses of the crucifixion 
 
The Soldier’s Tale 
 
I had hoped for a good posting – you know, somewhere in the warm and 
sunny part of Gaul. Not a lot of action, but some good food and plenty of 
wine. Instead, here I am, in this gods-forsaken city at the edge of 
nowhere, with this murderous race of individuals who believe that there 
is only one God, and that they are His chosen people. And who are 
itching to rebel.  
 
And regular as clockwork, another one puts himself forward as the one 
who’s going to throw us out. Gives me special pleasure to deal with 
them as professionally as possible. The skill is in getting the distance 
between the nails in the hands and the feet just the right distance apart 
so they can only just draw a breath. 
 
That day we had been promised a real revolutionary. When I saw him 
approaching I was a bit disappointed if I’m honest. The lads in the palace 
had been let loose on him, his face was swollen beyond recognition and 
his flesh was in ribbons from the flogging. He wasn’t going to last long, 
and one of the few perks of this job is a bit of a spectacle as they go.  
 
So we did our job, got him into place, and I lifted the hammer to put the 
nail through his hand, and he turned and looked at me. I mean - really - 
looked at me. And I’ll swear it was as if he looked into my very being and 
saw me exactly as I am. No, exactly as I would have been if all those 
things hadn’t happened to me when I was a kid. I felt – re-made. And 
when I looked back into his eyes, it was like looking into eternity. And 
then he said, “Father forgive them…” And somewhere deep within 
myself I knew that I had been set free.  
 
 
The Criminal’s tale 
 
I suppose we had been pushing our luck for years. Dodging the 
authorities, hiding when we had to, keeping out of the way But I guess 
we always knew it would catch up with us. One day we would be 
arrested. The price we’d have to pay for the good times. The money; the 
wine; the laughs. 



 
And this is it. Nailed to a cross. I always hoped it would be some other 
way, but no.  
 
The surprise though is this guy alongside us. I heard him once. We were 
up I the Galilee area. Saw a crowd. Here’s some easy pickings I thought. 
Everyone seemed caught in his spell. They were all listening, and paying 
no attention to us creeping round the back. Looking for purses, anything 
that we could get our hands on. And I heard some of what he said. 
“Blessed are the poor”. “Love your enemies”. “Don’t store up treasures 
on earth”. And stuff about his Kingdom that was to come and the 
authority he had to forgive people. 
 
A crazy man – but surely harmless. 
 
So why was he here? What had he done? I overheard some words in the 
prison last night about him being framed by the Priests. So maybe there 
was something in what he said. Maybe he was trying to get rid of those 
priestly parasites… 
 
And then my friend – the only person I’ve ever called friend – began to 
mock him. Surely that’s wrong.  So I says – we deserve what we’re 
getting – but this guy has done nothing. “Jesus remember me in your 
‘Kingdom’”. – then his words to me – Truly today you will be with me in 
paradise.  
 
Paradise ....  me…. 
 
 
The Beloved Friend’s Tale 
 
The heat. The dust. The flies. The smell. The humiliation. The sheer gut-
wrenching horror of it all.  
 
So 
Much 
Violence 
 
Against one whose only crime was to offer life – the Father’s Life – to all 
who would reach out their hands and take it. 



 
I had never seen a crucifixion before. Of course, I had heard of them – 
it’s not possible to live under Roman occupation and not be aware of 
their “methods” for “keeping the peace” – but the absolute brutality of 
it all was close to unbearable. I wanted to vomit. I wanted to run away. 
Again.  
 
But the women. The women – they kept me there. Their love. Their 
loyalty. Their presence. I remember looking at the torn and broken body 
of my friend hanging there in such agony and thinking “If only he could 
see them here, surely he would find some comfort in knowing that not 
everyone had abandoned him. That the women were faithful, even if the 
rest of us ran away.” 
 
And then, unbelievably, he spoke. I have no idea how he found the 
breath to do so, but he spoke – clearly and directly. To his mother. And 
to me. 
 
Not only had he seen the women, but in the midst of his own 
unbearable pain he was still thinking of others, still caring, still loving, 
still offering life and hope for the future. To his mother. And to me. Who 
had been his best friend. And who had failed him. Even as he was dying, 
he trusted me, gave me new purpose. 
 
And for a fleeting instant of time I saw his outstretched arms not pinned 
to the cross in agony, but stretched out wide to welcome the whole 
world in to the new life he had promised. 
 
 
The bystanders tale 
 
Its always good entertainment at a crucifixion. Seeing these ne’er do 
wells getting what they deserve. Seeing them suffer. One of the few 
pleasures in life… 
 
But this time it was really strange. 
 
No sooner had these three been nailed on the crosses when it seemed 
like someone turned the lights out. It all went dark. And cold. And quiet. 
Eerily quiet. 



 
And as though not wanting to break the silence people around me 
muttered and whispered. It’s to do with this Jesus. The one who claimed 
to be God’s Son. The one who had had crowds follow him; the one who 
had supposedly brought someone back to life a few weeks ago. The one 
that the high priests had now had arrested and crucified. 
 
It’s to do with him that its gone so dark and cold. 
 
And then the silence was broken by a loud cry from him – Eli Eli Lama 
Sabachthani My God My God why have you forsaken me. 
 
Someone shouted – he’s calling for Elijah. But somehow I knew he 
wasn’t. He was in agony. Not physically (though he probably was) but 
spiritually. This man who had been so close to God was now alone …. 
 
That’s why it was so dark and cold and quiet… 
 
 
Mary’s Tale 
 
I cannot bear this. My heart is beyond breaking. It is being torn apart, 
fibre by fibre as he is torn on that evil cross. 
 
What monster invented this torture for the sons of mothers like me? 
 
That is the body which I carried, which I fed and clothed and comforted. 
And now – he is thirsty and I can’t even give him a drink. 
 
I wiped away the blood and cleaned him at his birth, and now I watch as 
his lifeblood falls in to the thirsty dust, and the sweat blinds his eyes. 
 
No mother should have to witness this - the violent death of her child. 
No territory, no regime, no power, is worth this unspeakable evil. 
 
A lifetime ago, an old man in the temple told me that a sword would 
pierce my soul. He was a prophet. 
 
I wish I had said no to the angel. 
 



No, no – I don’t. For the love which is tearing me into pieces is only a 
pale copy of the love which I have seen in him – for everyone.  
 
The angel promised that the child, this child, my son, would reign over a 
kingdom that will never end.  
 
I have no idea how that works. But my own experience tells me that 
nothing is impossible with God. 
 
 
 
 
(written by Kate and Paul Day) 


