


They nailed Jesus to the cross.

“Father, forgive them,” Jesus gasped. “They don'l
understand what theyre doing.”

“You say you've come to rescue us!” people shouted.
“But you can't even rescue yourself1”

But they were wrong. Jesus could have rescued him-
sell. A legion of angels would have flown to his side — if
he'd called.

“If you were really the Son of God, you could just elimb
down ofl that cross!” they said.

And of course thev were right. Jesus could have just
climbed down, Actually, he could have just said a word
and made it all stop. Like when he healed that little girl.
And stilled the storm. And fed 5,000 people.

But Jesus stayed.

You see, they didn't understand. It wasn't the nails that
kept Jesus there. It was love.

"Papa?” Jesus cried, frantically searching the sky.
“Papa? Where are you? Don't leave mel”

And for the first time — and the last — when he spoke,
nothing happened. Just a horrible, endless silence. God
didn’t answer. He turned away from his Boy.

Tears rolled down Jesus’ face. The face of the One who
would wipe away every tear [rom every eye.




Even though it was midday, a dreadful darkness
covered the face of the world. The sun could not
shine. The earth trembled and quaked. The great
mountaims shook. Rocks split in two. Until it seemed
thar the whole world would break. That creation
itselt would tear apart.

The full foree of the storm of God's fierce anger at
sin was coming down. On his own Son. Instead of
his people. It was the only way God could destroy
sin, and not destroy his children whose hearts were
filled with sin.

Then Jesus shouted out in a loud voice, "It is
finished!”

And it was. He had done it. Jesus had rescued the
whole world.

“Father!” Jesus cried. “I give you my life.” And

with a great sigh he let himself die,
Strange clouds and shadows filled the sky. Purple,
orange, black. Like a bruise.
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