Good Friday

With Brutal efficiency,

They hammer in the nails.

Quickly there work is completed,

the punishment routine.

Guilty as charged,

“Jesus King of the Jews”!

Jeers of hatred meet his Majesty

agony!

Every breath is counted at first,

He forces himself to breath.

The cross is made secure,

It’s just a matter of time.

He despairs at the woman’s tears,

“Mother this is your Son.”

“Son this is your Mother,”

Selflessly he assures her survival.

His executioners, those who placed him there,

are unknowing cleared of their guilt.

As he asks his Father to forgive them

for their ignorance.

He looks at the beam above him,

he recognises an unread sign.

Which answers why God allowed this to happen,

“Made in Nazareth” “It Is Finished!”

Eclipse,

Earthquake.

The curtain tares.

The barrier has been breached.

