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The shame and the exultation!  
The exultation in the shame! 
These two words describe the power  
which the sight of the crucifixion of its King…  
must have on human nature.  
Just put it in the simplest way to yourself.  
Here you are… a person… living in your human life 
in careless, comfortable selfishness… 
And to you… Good Friday comes. 
What does it mean?  
 
Once into the center of this same humanity… came it’s true king… 
the man in home humanity was perfect… 
perfect humanity… because filled with divinity. 
 
And lo!  
Humanity was such that it’s King could not live in its midst  
without suffering and dying. 
“Shall I crucify your king?” asked the power of Evil 
and no remonstrance came from the condition of humanity. 
He had to die! 
And if he were here by your side today… 
Must he not suffer still? 
Must not still the ideal of what you were mean to be,  
Be tortured by the reality of what you are? 
 
There is the way in which you crucify the Son of God afresh.  
There is the power… 
The blessed power of… overwhelming shame!  
And yet behold again! He is willing to be crucified! 
That too is manifest on Good Friday. 
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It is terrible to need the sacrifice of such a king… 
It is glorious to have a king who will make such a sacrifice. 
There is the exultation. 
 

In more than one old heathen story… 
it is the sacrifice of the king of the country… 
that saves the sinful and plague stricken country from its curse. 
The people stand and see their king go quietly forth 
Alone… majestic... sorrowful… 
Never so thoroughly their king 
 
As when he thus goes to death for them 
And as they stand and look 
Their hearts are full of these two powers 
Exaltation and shame 
Exaltation that they have a king 
Who is willing and able 
To save them… by his dying 
Shame that they are such… that it is only by his dying… 
That he can give them salvation 
 

So must we see our King go to His death 
Oh, never does human nature 
Seem so glorious and so wicked… all at once  
as when we stand before the cross of Jesus 
The most enthusiastic hopes 
The most profound humiliation 
Have found their inspiration there 
Down at its foot… have bowed and wept 
The penitents who seemed to have reached 
the lowest depths of self-contempt and misery… 
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Out from beneath its arms… 
Have ridden the knights of hope and courage 
For the celestial conquest of the world 
 
The glory and disgrace of our humanity 
Both culminate on Calvary 
For there… the Son of Man 
In agony and death 
Gave Himself in consecrated sacrifice… for the sins of men and women 
 
Oh, let us take the disgrace, my friends, 
But let us not fail to take the glory too! 
If I have my share in the sin for which my King was crucified, 
I have my true share also in the offering of his humanity 
Which is both mine and his, 
Which he made there. 
 
As He entered into my sin, so may I enter into his sacrifice 
He was offered up there for me because I am a sinner… 
but I was offered up there in Him because he is my king. 
Let me not forget that last. 
The life which I live now… is an offered life; 
Long, long ago… it was presented to God and Holiness, 
The God of Holiness upon the cross 
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Therefore let me go among the my temptations 
strong in his strength… 
Let me be pure, brave and unselfish 
 
Let me say to sin… 
“I do not know you; I died to you in my King’s death.” 
 
Let me say to goodness… 
“I belong to thee, for I was given to thee in the giving of my King. 
 
Let me in, St. Paul’s great phrase, 
“Know nothing, save Jesus Christ and Him Crucified.” 
 
For to know him… and Him crucified… 
is to know the kingdom Consecrated in the King. 
 
 

It is to know everything… 
the world, my brethren, myself, everything… 
to know them all as sacrificed, dedicated entirely to God; 
It is to know myself… and all the world as not our own… but His! 
 

The earth was faint with battle and she lay 
   With every weary face and garments rolled in blood 
   An exile from the presence of God 
Through all the heat and burden of the day 
And, “Oh, that one would bring to me,” she said 
   “While I in anguish wait, 
Of the water from the well of paradise 
   Which is beside the gate. 
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A mighty man, full of fight, 
Burst through the foemen with resistless might 
Not heeding that he angel at the gate 
Did pierce hi, sorely with the sword of light 
   And brought unto earth 

What time the night fell late 
   Of the water of the well of paradise 

Which is beside the gate 
 
Meekly, with covered face and bended head, 
“He doth done matchless things for me,” she said: 
“This water do I hold for this man’s blood; 
I take the cup and drink – and live to God.” 
 
O Loving Father, Who hast sent thy Son Jesus Christ 
to die on the Cross for us,  
give us grace to see in that great offering 
Thy love for us 
And to love thee through him 
By the power of the Holy Ghost, 
Through the same Jesus Christ our Lord 
Amen. 


