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"Then Jesus, crying, with a loud voice, said, "Father, into thy hands I
commit my spirit!" And having said this, he breathed his last" Luke 23:46
(RS|V)

"Into thy hand I commit my spirit; thou hast redeemed me, O LORD, faithful
God." Psalm 31:5 (RSV)

Throughout this afternoon's worship service, we've devoted our
minds and hearts to the remembering and re-examining of Christ's words
spoken on the cross. And appropriately so. It is, after all, Good Friday—a
day that I think could be aptly re-named "The Day of the Cross." For on
this one day of the year, more than any other in our Christian ecclesial
calendar, the words and events of Christ's crucifixion receive extra-special
attention in churches around the globe.

I think there's good reason for this tradition of dedicating time on
this day of the year to focusing our spiritual eyes on the hill known as
Golgotha-^or, "The Place of the SkuH"-and in fact fixing our spiritual vision
even more narrowly upon the central cross of the three anchored in
Golgotha's soil that fateful day. Good reason, indeed. For over the course
of history, humanity has been slowly but undeniably learning that
memory is among the most valuable of human capabilities. Long, long ago,
the pervasive, almost instinctual understanding that "those who are
ignorant of history are doomed to repeat it" gave rise to what's known as
the oral tradition-or the practice of intentionally transmitting the most
cherished values and wisdom of a tribe or culture from generation to
generation, through the re-telling of sacred stories. Gradually, a written
tradition emerged to supplement the oral tradition with more permanent
records for reference-some etched or painted on stone, some imprinted in
metal, some carved in wood, some inked on parchment. And in relatively
recent centuries; the so-called western culture has become almost
exclusively dependent upon printed reproductions of documents as a
means of preserving cultural memory.

All these developments highlight our need as a species to remember,
and derive meaning from, the most formative events of our heritage. And
so it is with our desire as Christians to remember the specifics of the story
of Christ's Passion. We almost innately recognize that there is something at
least instructive, and for some of us even metaphysically transformational,
about re-painting in our minds the pictures, the imaginative snapshots if
you will, of Christ's suffering and death: Despite their ugliness, there's
something in us that desperately needs to remember these images.








