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Oh no !  Why me ? 

I had no choice, 
hacked about, chiselled at so roughly – 

only for one purpose now out of many that 
could have been. 

They say ‘only have to be strong and 
tall for a matter of hours’. 

I’d heard of it, 
even seen it’s preparation going on, 

talked about 
then it all happened so fast. 

He even carried me on His shoulders ! 
Someone else helped at one stage – 

made to, by the soldiers 
but I was a heavy burden 

and I couldn’t make myself 
any lighter for Him. 
Me, part of that ? 

No, I was one of many, 
nothing special, but… 

He laid so quietly on me. 
Then the sound of hammering 

even rose above 
the clamour of the crowd. 

Those cruel nails that raked through 
Him first 

and then into me, 
He, who had done no wrong, 

 



 
made as a curse and nailed to me, 

the agony, the shame. 
How I longed to put my arms 

around you to support 
your aching, tortured body 

but stiff and dead, I stood there… 
shocked and part of it… 

unreal. 
Then out of the clouds 

and darkness and despair, 
before He breathed His last – 

He asked ‘forgiveness, 
for they know not what they do’. 

For two days after He was taken down 
the emptiness was unbearable. 

Relieved it was over but… 
so lost. 

There must be more to this… 
after all, they had nailed a notice to me 

saying He was King of the Jews ! 
Even in mockery, 

it felt so important somehow. 
On the third day He rose again ! 

He was seen in the garden 
where they had buried Him ! 
Endless chatter and excuses 

about how the stone had been removed, 
and He wasn’t there but… 

 



 
I just know He’s alive ! 

That is what I was here for… 
To witness, in the future ! 

Whether I’m rough, smooth, 
polished, jewelled, 

ignored, ridiculed or revered 
nothing will ever take away 

the Victory of the Cross 
and my proclamation. 
Jesus is our Saviour, 

risen and alive for ever ! 
The Cross, the Meeting Place 

where such love and sorrow meet 
where victory over death was the last battle 
where positive strikes out negative for ever. 

Symbol of love, joy, 
forgiveness and assurance 

one day they all will know what I stand for. 
Alleluia ! 
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