
Welcome and Intro 

 

Friends, welcome here this morning as we celebrate Jesus’ life and death on our behalf.  We’ll be 

weaving together songs and readings and for the most part, you can remain seated.  Right now though, 

let us hear the Word of the Lord.   

 

9 This is how God showed his love among us: He sent his one and only Son into the world that we might 

live through him. 

 10 This is love: not that we loved God, but that he loved us and sent his Son as an atoning sacrifice for 

our sins (1Jo 4:9-10 NIV). 

 

Jesus loves me  

 

Scripture reading 1 

 

NIV  Matthew 27:1 Early in the morning, all the chief priests and the elders of the people came to the 

decision to put Jesus to death. 

 2 They bound him, led him away and handed him over to Pilate, the governor. 

 

 11 Meanwhile Jesus stood before the governor, and the governor asked him, "Are you the king of the 

Jews?" "Yes, it is as you say," Jesus replied. 

 12 When he was accused by the chief priests and the elders, he gave no answer. 

 13 Then Pilate asked him, "Don't you hear the testimony they are bringing against you?" 

 14 But Jesus made no reply, not even to a single charge--to the great amazement of the governor. 

 

 15 Now it was the governor's custom at the Feast to release a prisoner chosen by the crowd. 

 16 At that time they had a notorious prisoner, called Barabbas. 

 17 So when the crowd had gathered, Pilate asked them, "Which one do you want me to release to you: 

Barabbas, or Jesus who is called Christ?" 

 18 For he knew it was out of envy that they had handed Jesus over to him. 

 19 While Pilate was sitting on the judge's seat, his wife sent him this message: "Don't have anything to 

do with that innocent man, for I have suffered a great deal today in a dream because of him." 

 20 But the chief priests and the elders persuaded the crowd to ask for Barabbas and to have Jesus 

executed. 

 

 21 "Which of the two do you want me to release to you?" asked the governor. "Barabbas," they 

answered. 

 22 "What shall I do, then, with Jesus who is called Christ?" Pilate asked. They all answered, "Crucify 

him!" 

 23 "Why? What crime has he committed?" asked Pilate. But they shouted all the louder, "Crucify him!" 

 

 24 When Pilate saw that he was getting nowhere, but that instead an uproar was starting, he took 

water and washed his hands in front of the crowd. "I am innocent of this man's blood," he said. "It is 

your responsibility!" 



 25 All the people answered, "Let his blood be on us and on our children!" 

 26 Then he released Barabbas to them. But he had Jesus flogged, and handed him over to be crucified. 

 

How deep the Father’s love 

 

Scripture reading 2 

 

 27 Then the governor's soldiers took Jesus into the Praetorium and gathered the whole company of 

soldiers around him. 

 28 They stripped him and put a scarlet robe on him, 

 29 and then twisted together a crown of thorns and set it on his head. They put a staff in his right hand 

and knelt in front of him and mocked him. "Hail, king of the Jews!" they said. 

 30 They spit on him, and took the staff and struck him on the head again and again. 

 31 After they had mocked him, they took off the robe and put his own clothes on him. Then they led 

him away to crucify him. 

 

33 They came to a place called Golgotha (which means The Place of the Skull). 

 34 There they offered Jesus wine to drink, mixed with gall; but after tasting it, he refused to drink it. 

 35 When they had crucified him, they divided up his clothes by casting lots. 

 36 And sitting down, they kept watch over him there. 

 37 Above his head they placed the written charge against him: THIS IS JESUS, THE KING OF THE JEWS. 

 38 Two robbers were crucified with him, one on his right and one on his left. 

 39 Those who passed by hurled insults at him, shaking their heads 

 40 and saying, "You who are going to destroy the temple and build it in three days, save yourself! Come 

down from the cross, if you are the Son of God!" 

 41 In the same way the chief priests, the teachers of the law and the elders mocked him. 

 42 "He saved others," they said, "but he can't save himself! He's the King of Israel! Let him come down 

now from the cross, and we will believe in him. 

 43 He trusts in God. Let God rescue him now if he wants him, for he said, 'I am the Son of God.' " 

 44 In the same way the robbers who were crucified with him also heaped insults on him. 

 45 From the sixth hour until the ninth hour darkness came over all the land. 

 46 About the ninth hour Jesus cried out in a loud voice, "Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani?"--which means, 

"My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?" 

 47 When some of those standing there heard this, they said, "He's calling Elijah." 

 48 Immediately one of them ran and got a sponge. He filled it with wine vinegar, put it on a stick, and 

offered it to Jesus to drink. 

 49 The rest said, "Now leave him alone. Let's see if Elijah comes to save him." 

 50 And when Jesus had cried out again in a loud voice, he gave up his spirit. 

 51 At that moment the curtain of the temple was torn in two from top to bottom. The earth shook and 

the rocks split. 

 52 The tombs broke open and the bodies of many holy people who had died were raised to life. 

 53 They came out of the tombs, and after Jesus' resurrection they went into the holy city and appeared 

to many people. 



 54 When the centurion and those with him who were guarding Jesus saw the earthquake and all that 

had happened, they were terrified, and exclaimed, "Surely he was the Son of God!" 

 (Mat 26:47-54 NIV). 

 

Lamb of God 

 

Graham – intro –  

 

You know, it’s really too bad that Pilate and the chief priests and the Pharisees dominate the final 

chapter of the Gospel.  They’re so down on Jesus; they just want to be rid of Him and so we miss out on 

the beauty of who Jesus really was.  In that courtroom, they were really asking the wrong witnesses.   

 

And I’ve often thought – wouldn’t it be neat to hear from people whose lives had been changed by 

Jesus.  Instead of the proud and boastful Pharisees who just wanted Jesus out of the way, imagine the 

testimony that -  

Matthew the tax collector would have given. 

The testimony that the man with the withered hand, healed on the Sabbath would have given. 

The testimony that the Canaanite mother 

The blind man healed 

 

Let’s listen in to what the Lord has done for them.   

 

 

Matthew the tax collector - Graham 

 

I have to admit that I really did like the finer things in life.   

 

The softest silk, the finest wine, the richest foods; so of course I needed a job that would sustain my 

‘habits.’  And tax collecting worked.  It paid A LOT.  I could make more in an hour than those simple 

fishermen could make in a week, and I really didn’t even have to work that hard!  Just sit there in my tax 

collecting booth and take my cut – excuse me, ‘the tariff’ – of whatever it was that people were bringing 

in or out.  Sure, people didn’t love that and I certainly didn’t have many Jewish friends, but when you’re 

on the top of the world, sipping a crisp Chardonnay on a bed of pillows, religious friends don’t really 

matter.  I had it all together…  I thought I had it all together.   

 

But then, Jesus showed up.  I’d heard Him speak in the area before – He was always preaching by the 

seaside.  His words were a little too convicting for me, so I just thought about other things.  He didn’t 

have any product with Him so I didn’t know why He would bother coming to my booth, but that’s 

exactly what He did.  And He said two words: “Follow me.” 

 

In an instant, everything changed.  I saw things for what they really were.  My expensive tastes, my 

extravagant parties; they were all just a fancy façade to hide the emptiness in my heart.  My habits, my 

pleasures?  They had become my master and I was locked into a never ending chase to get more money 



to get more pleasure, which required more money so I could get more pleasure.  And the ways that I 

had treated my neighbours – it was awful – and terror gripped me for a moment. 

 

Jesus had said ‘follow me.’  What was He going to do to me?  Was this it?  Was He going to pay me back 

for all the harm I’d done?  I fell on my knees in tears. 

 

But when I looked up at Him, all I could see was mercy.  Compassion.  Grace.   

 

And I realized that everything I’d heard about this man was true because in that moment I sensed Him 

prying that parasitic sin off of my heart and offering me forgiveness.   

 

I confessed ‘yes, Lord, I need this.  I need Your forgiveness.  I want to follow You.’  And I felt in that 

moment that my life had changed.  That I had been made new.  That I was a new creation, embraced by 

God.   

 

And this was my very next thought.  My friends need to hear about this too!  Well, sure I didn’t have 

many Jewish friends; I had burned those bridges long ago.  And besides, most people thought ‘my 

friends’ were just lowlifes and sinners, but you know what?  They were all I had.  And they were just like 

me.  And I wanted Jesus to heal them too.  So I invited them to my house for one final banquet to 

introduce them to Jesus and my new life. 

 

The moment they started showing up, I regretted it.  It was the weirdest mix of people you’d ever seen.  

There was Jesus, simple yet holy; a handful of fishermen, looking like they could use a bath; my motley 

crew of friends whose lifestyles played on their faces; and then a bunch of Pharisees showed up.  Why 

did they come I asked myself. 

 

And then I found out; they came to harass Jesus.  When they saw Him eating with tax collectors and 

‘sinners,’ they asked – why are you eating with these lowlifes?  Shouldn’t a man of God spend time in 

more godly company?  I didn’t know what Jesus would say.  Would He come to His senses and say ‘what 

am I doing here!?’ and rescind His kindness? 

 

Without missing a beat, Jesus look them straight in the eyes and said words that I’ll never forget: 

 

"It is not the healthy who need a doctor, but the sick.  13 But go and learn what this means: 'I desire 

mercy, not sacrifice.' For I have not come to call the righteous, but sinners" (Mat 9:12-13 NIV).   

 

You could tell from the way the Pharisees had reacted that Jesus had struck a nerve.  The idea that God 

would fraternize with sinners was a scandal and the Pharisees were having nothing of it.   

 

And yet, there He was – God Himself surrounded by sinners, offering grace and acceptance and love.   

 

And now they’ve put Him to death.  Jesus, who rescued me from a life of sin, has gone to the Cross for 

me.  This is what the Lord has done: He laid down His life for me. 

 



When I survey 

 

The man with the shrivelled hand – Patrick? 

 

When did the healing happen?  

When was it that Jesus took pity on me and restored my withered hand back to health?  Well, that’s 

easy.  It was a Sabbath.   

 

I can remember it, clear as day.  I had gone into the synagogue, on the Sabbath, hoping that someone 

would take pity me.  My shrivelled hand made it hard to find work and food was running low.  I had no 

other way to support myself so I swallowed my pride and took my ‘deformity’ to synagogue. 

 

A few people were sympathetic to me.  They awkwardly tossed a coin or two at me with averted eyes, 

not really acknowledging me but for a charity case.  Others though had no problem staring at me.  Some 

wondered what I had done to deserve such a rotten hand; others wondered why I would dare come into 

the house of God.  You could see the disdain scrawled across their faces – “God’s House is for whole 

people; that defect has no place being here.”  And I have to admit: that perspective was really taking 

root in my heart.  God’s people didn’t have time for me; I started to think that God Himself had no time 

for me either.   

 

And then it happened – a tense commotion burst in through the door.  Jesus was there, and His 

disciples, and a legion of Pharisees hot on their heels.  You could tell that something was going on – an 

uncomfortable tension hung in the air as the leaders of our people seemed to huff and puff against this 

prophet.   

 

And then all of a sudden, and quite against my will, I was flung into the middle of it.  The Pharisees 

hauled me up to be the bait in their trap.  They wanted to accuse Jesus and so they shone a light on my 

hand.  It was the most humiliating moment in my life.   

 

One of the elders waved his perfectly manicured, perfectly attired – perfectly functional – hand at me 

and sneered at Jesus: “Is it lawful to heal on the Sabbath?”   

 

His words sounded right, but they dripped with malice.   

 

And in that instant, I saw Jesus’ face change.  He looked as serene as ever and yet His eyes began to 

burn with intensity.  There was holy anger raging just below the surface.  And he spoke. 

 

11 He said to them, "If any of you has a sheep and it falls into a pit on the Sabbath, will you not take hold 

of it and lift it out?” 

 

The Pharisees exchanged furtive glances.  They all knew the answer.  Yes, of course they would.  They all 

knew all.  They all did it.  They wouldn’t admit it.  But they knew Jesus was right.  And He continued: 

 

 12 How much more valuable is a man than a sheep! Therefore it is lawful to do good on the Sabbath." 



 (Mat 12:11-12 NIV). 

 

His expression softened as He looked at me, full of compassion, grieved that I had been so callously 

dragged into this.  It felt as though He understood the pain I felt, the shame I felt as a reject with a 

withered hand.   

 

“Stretch out your hand” He said.   

 

I stared at Him blankly, unable to process what He was saying.  “Stretch out my hand?  That’s a weird 

thing to say.  What does that have to do with…”  And then it hit me.  Jesus was telling me to ‘STRETCH 

OUT MY HAND.’ 

 

As I lifted my arm towards Him, I felt a strange tightening, as if the prune-like skin covering my hand was 

being stretched.  It felt as though long dormant muscles were flexing, growing, gaining vitality 

underneath this new… flesh.  My hand!  He healed my hand!   

 

He healed my hand… on the Sabbath!  But only God could override the Sabbath Law… 

 

Then it hit me.  This Jesus WAS God!  God in the … flesh.  I fell on my knees, my heart going out to Him…  

and I resolved to follow Him, all the days of my life. 

 

And now they’ve put Him to death.  Jesus, who healed my broken hand, has gone to the Cross for me.  

This is what the Lord has done: He laid down His life for me. 

 

Resurrecting 

 

The Canaanite woman - Audrey 

 

As a mother, one of the worst things to endure is seeing your children suffer and not being able to do 

anything about it.  

 

It just started one day, out of the blue.  My daughter would be working around the house, when she 

would stop suddenly and stare off into nowhere in particular.  A few weeks later, she began hurting 

herself – taking the broom for sweeping the floor and hitting herself with it.  I would grab hold of the 

broom and try to console her, but she cried and cried and struggled to get free.  I realized before long 

what was happening – a demon had taken hold of my daughter.   

 

I went to the local shamans but they did nothing.  They danced and cut themselves and uttered all sorts 

of spells, but nothing worked.  My daughter was not in control of herself.  I began to despair that she 

would never be free again.   

 

But then – an excited knock on my door – a neighbour rapped at the door, eager to share the news.  

Jesus was in town.  Jesus of Nazareth.  The one who did miracles.   

 



This was not the first time I’d heard of Him.  I’d been out at the tombs when He healed those demon 

possessed men – so many in our community lamented the loss of the pigs, but I couldn’t stop thinking 

about what the demons had said.  “Son of God” they called Him.  Son of God.  And not only that, they 

obeyed Him, as if He really were ‘the Son of God.’  That phrase kept rolling over and over in my head. 

 

Who is a ‘Son of God?’  What would a ‘Son of God’ do?   

 

I began to find out whatever I could about Him, out of curiosity at that point and I talked to anyone who 

would talk.  Some sympathetic Jews said their old king David was a son of God and that HE was to have a 

son who would rule forever.  I began to think that maybe that was Jesus.   

 

And now He was in town.  He was not far away.  I realized that I was not one of His people and I realized 

that His people looked down on my people – ‘gentiles’, ‘pagans’ – but surely Jesus’ mercy was big 

enough even for me and my daughter.   

 

I ran out the door, grabbing the few coins left in the house to pay for His time.  I drew near to Him and 

called out – “Lord, Son of David, have mercy on me.  My daughter is suffering terribly from demon 

possession!”   

 

Nothing.  He said nothing.   

 

Maybe He didn’t hear.  Maybe He was distracted.  That’s fine.  I’ll just call out again - “Lord, Son of 

David, have mercy on me.  My daughter is suffering terribly from demon possession!  I have money!”   

 

I kept calling out – why wasn’t this king answering me?  Why was He not even looking at me? 

 

The men He was travelling with tried to shut me up; they even went to Him to complain about my 

constant pleas – that may just be why He noticed me. 

 

Our eyes met and I pushed through the crowd to Him, falling at His feet.  “Lord, have mercy.”  At this 

point, tears streaked my face.  “Lord, have mercy.” 

 

He said to me – “I can see that you are a Canaanite woman; I was sent only to the lost sheep of Israel.” 

 

“Lord, have mercy” I cried. 

 

"It’s not right to take the children's bread and toss it to their dogs" He said. 

 

 27 "Yes, Lord, you’re right" I said, "but even the dogs eat the crumbs that fall from their masters' table." 

 

A hush ran over the crowd.  Instantly, a fear gripped my heart – had I been too bold with this Jewish 

teacher?  Had I spoken out of turn and offended this man?  It was not my intention; I was absolutely 

convinced that there would be leftover grace for me, even after His people had had their share. 

 



Jesus put a hand on my shoulder.  He raised me up and looked me in the eye.  “My dear” He said.  “Your 

faith in great.  Your request is granted.” 

 

I broke down in tears, my heart overflowing with joy and gratitude and … curiosity.  Was she truly 

healed?  I grasped Jesus’ hand in thanks and dashed away, running home as quickly as I could to see 

what had happened.   

 

And there, at home, fully engaged, fully in control of her own body, fully free, was my daughter.  Jesus 

had healed my daughter; He showed me grace when His culture said ‘no.’   

 

And now they’ve put Him to death.  Jesus, who restored my honour and saved my daughter, has gone to 

the Cross for me.  This is what the Lord has done: He laid down His life for me. 

 

Man of Sorrows 

 

 

The blind man 

 

“I couldn’t believe my eyes!” 

 

That’s what people always said when they came back from Jesus.  “He did miracles!” they said. 

 “He healed the sick!” they said.  And “He made a little food into enough to feed an army!” 

 

“I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it!” they said, callously unaware of what a flippant thing that 

was to say to a blind man.   

 

I WANTED to believe it!  I WISHED I could have seen it.   

 

But I couldn’t see it.  I could never see it!  My blind eyes refused to see these wondrous things that Jesus 

did. 

 

And yet, with every story I heard, I became more and more convinced that this Jesus was more than just 

a flash in the pan healer.  More than just a prophet.  I began to think that this was the Messiah that God 

had promised to His people.   

 

And that morning, I decided to go to see for myself.   

 

I took up a place beside the road at Jericho and before long a huge crowd of people came spilling out of 

the city.  “Is it Jesus?” I asked, “Is it Jesus?”   

 

But no one had time for a blind man – someone much more important was clearly nearby.  And there 

was excitement in the air.  I thought I caught the name “Jesus” in the commotion. 

 



I had no idea where He was in the crowd; I had no idea if He WAS really in that crowd.  But I wasn’t too 

proud to be wrong.   

 

“Lord, Son of David!” I shouted.  “Lord, Son of David, have mercy on me!”  Imagine if this truly WAS the 

Son of David!  The long awaited son who would sit on David’s throne and rule an eternal kingdom!  An 

eternal Kingdom where God’s blessings were more common that dust!  Just imagine!  Just imagine if the 

Son of David had truly come! 

 

I kept waiting to hear His voice… but all I heard was the roar of the crowd: ‘Put a sock in it!  Quit wasting 

His time!’  They had clearly decided that Jesus had more important things to do than listen to me – but I 

was for sure going to meet Him. 

 

“Lord, Son of David!’ I shouted.  “Have mercy on me!” 

 

Again the crowd shushed me, but it only made me louder.  I mean, what kind of crowd would keep a 

person away from the Son of God?!  I shouted as loud as I could – “Lord, if you are there, have mercy on 

me!”  (pregnant pause). 

 

I had heard that Jesus had calmed a storm.  I believe it.  Because He calmed that crowd.   

 

The silence rippled out to the edges of the mob and I heard Him say: “What do you want me to do for 

you?” 

 

“What do you want me to do for you?”  I couldn’t believe it.  Here I was, face to face with the sovereign 

Lord and He was asking how He could help me.  I have never felt more loved than in that moment.   

 

“Lord,” I cried.  “I just want to see.” 

 

“My friend,” He replied.  “You already do.  You have seen with your heart who I truly am and you are 

absolutely right.”   

 

He turned to the crowd, His voice now pointing away from me, as He said – “Learn from this man, all of 

you.  Looking with your eyes will only get you so far.  If you will see with your heart, and humble yourself 

like this man, then you will truly see.” 

 

And suddenly, I felt a hand on my face, a rough but warm hand laid across my eyes.  I started back, 

instinctively, but instantly realized that it was Jesus who was touching me.  Only for an instant, and then 

His touch was gone.   

 

And without really thinking about it, I opened my eyes.  Or, better – my eyes were opened.  Sunlight was 

suddenly streaming into my eyes, and I was looking into the face of the Redeemer.  Jesus, the Lord, the 

Son of David.   

 

“Come, follow me,” He said.  And without a second thought, I did.   



 

And now they’ve put Him to death.  Jesus, who opened my eyes and let me see, has gone to the Cross 

for me.  This is what the Lord has done: He laid down His life for me. 

 

 

 

Conclusion 

 

The man with the withered hand, Matthew, the Canaanite mother, the blind man – their story is our 

story.  We can all say along with them – Jesus laid down His life for me – and we can all bear witness to 

the unique ways that He has intervened in important ways in our lives.  I want to take a moment here to 

pause and reflect on this question – in addition to this death that gives us life, what has the Lord done 

for you? 

 

 

Amazing grace (my chains are gone) 

 

Communion service 

 

It is well   


