Good Friday Meditation

Last nite I was reminded in a deeply moving way why I/we have given our lives to Jesus Christ and how the transforming power of His presence is the delight of millions who have been delivered from Death and Hell and Sin.

 

Our church has a great gymnasium. I asked permission to start a basketball nite. We started in January and are going to continue - God willing! Each Thursday evening we begin about 6PM. 

 

Each Thursday we get started in the contest of high testosterone and seriously intense masculine behavior. A lot of sweat, with many varied and brilliantly creative moves, racing, shooting, high fives and a few oops!

 

After the first game and bodies now in high gear for "running with the horses" we pause for prayer asking Christ's blessing and presence while we "go for it."

 

There are between 20 and 30 young studs with a few older guys who don't know any better - I'm the oldest at 65 - who race and move and put their heart into the game. We pause at about 7:30 for a few moments of presentation of the Gospel and what it means to walk with Christ.

 

As I was charging up and down the court with one of the "brothers" I noticed a gouge on the back of his neck. As I ran past him I touched the spot and felt the gouge. Later as we were out for a few games I was talking with him. I asked about Christ and what he thought.

 

Then asking about the mark on his neck, he said he had been stabbed. He proceeded to show me three other stab wounds in his right side. Christ can take us from a life of turmoil and put our feet on the rock to stay. Some of these young men need Jesus to set them free and give them peace from bondage to the culture of darkness. I began to choke up as the truth sank in, but not being a girly man, I stifled the tears. Lostness is deep, penetrating, dark, painful!

 

I am personally more convinced than ever, of our need to be salt and light in the world. We need to be engaged in our culture and in the lives of those who are bound for hell, for those who have no hope and for whom life makes no sense. These are thoughts this "brother" expressed between games.

 

Today is Good Friday. Horrendous evil expressed against ineffable holiness (yep, look it up). Gigantic waves of ugliness surged against the God-Man, Jesus Christ. The roaring of the bulls of Bashan bellowed against His Anointed. The rulers and people assembled under the direction of Satan himself to destroy all that Holy and Good - to cast their bands asunder. 

 

Friday - today - is the day where the betrayal of Judas was made clear to all. That act of betrayal for a few pieces of silver betrayed the heart of one possessed by evil. That act of betrayal led to an expression of the deepest evil residing in the heart of man. The beatings, brutality, the mutilation, insults, tauntings - the forsaking of the Father all came together to fulfill the eternal plan of the Father and the Son.

 

Stripped naked, hung between heaven and earth, He came slowly to death before the watching world. The horror of those moments need to be etched into our lives, upon our hearts, our spirit. Blended with the Resurrection is the Truth for which men will live and if need be die! That path is narrow.

 

My soul is gripped with the earth shattering power of God in the Death, Burial, Resurrection of Christ. He took the penalty of sin and it "pleased the Father to crush Him." This sounds terrible to the human spirit controlled by political correctness and the spirit of malaise which resides in the organized church. But God! - knew / knows what He is doing.

 

It was the giving of the Bill of Death in the Garden which broke the heart of Christ and produced great drops of blood in sweat. It was there in the Garden where Christ received the Bill of Penalty as our Substitute (S. Lewis Johnson - DTS - 63-67). 

 

He walked from that Garden into the jaws of evil. He received the beating and torture of men gone wild with hatred of holiness. We too, are capable of the same ugliness if left to ourselves.

 

As He died on the cross, He received the penalty we deserve. He died not only for us but in our place. Spit upon, stabbed/pierced, jeered, taunted, He remained silent as a sheep before the shearers.

He uttered the most sublime statements of history. He expressed in words from within His spirit, profound life captivating, life transforming Truths.  

 

When He "finished" the work He gave up His spirit. He was buried, placed in a grave and for the worlds' part, its thinking was, "it is over."

 

He died for us meeting the demands of the Father for sin. He took the wrath of eternal punishment for us. He received the wrath of the Father in our place. It pleased Him to crush Him. The transaction was completed. Our death was in His death. Our burial was in His burial. Our life is in His life.

 

Muse upon His death for you, in your place. Give attention to the personal guilt you/I share in His death. Grieve over the insidious resistance in us and thank Him that He lives to transform us and set us free.

 

Respond from within a heart of gratitude. Express wonder at the Grace given so freely. Say thanks for the penalty paid and the Righteousness imputed to your account.

 

Take time this evening to cogitate upon His death. His righteousness. His eternal being. His fulfillment of the penalty.

 

Let's prepare together for celebration of life and hope and purpose in Jesus Christ.

Delight in being set free from Sin and Death and Hell. Wonder in removal from the kingdom of darkness and translation into the kingdom of His dear Son.

 

Hallelujah in His Death, Burial and Resurrection.
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