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Good Friday  
4.14.17 

Isaiah 52:13-53:12/Hebrews 4:14-16;5:7-9/ 
 John 18:1- 19:42 

 
REVERSING OUR PERSPECTIVE; 

RENEWING OUR FAITH 
 The Passion of Our Lord according 
to John moves our hearts year after year and, 
at least for this sacred hour, we are lost in 
prayer, caught up in the ancient story of our 
salvation, reduced to tears or at least 
disbelief at the cruelty and pain that Jesus 
suffered on our behalf. Our Christian faith, 
which sprang from the wood of the cross, 
however, must never blind us to the world 
and the people around us. The cross of 
Christ gives us a new perspective on the 
world. 
 A couple weeks ago I was deeply 
moved by an editorial in the “Open Forum” 
section of the San Francisco Chronicle. The 
writer’s essay was entitled “What I’ve 
learned of life riding BART.” The rider, an 
Indian woman, reflects quite tenderly on her 
daily experience of riding to and from work 
on BART. She wrote: I am one of the 
thousands of people who ride BART 
regularly. I look around to see people from 
different backgrounds, different religions, 
different ideologies, different skin tones, 
different economic levels there, all rubbing 
shoulders. We all say our “sorry’s” and our 
“don’t-worry’s” good-humoredly when the 
train stops unexpectedly and we all bump 
into each other.   

 

  This world which Christ came to 
redeem is teeming with all those people who 
are bumping into each other. The vast 
majority have not listened to the story of 
Our Lord’s Passion and death as we just 
have. Most of them probably aren’t giving 
even a passing thought today to the 
commemoration we are making in this 
Triduum prayer. Yet all of them, all of us, 
from the oldest to the youngest, from the 
richest to the poorest, from the most polite 
to the most crude, fall under the gaze and 
grace of the salvific event we call the 
Paschal Mystery – the passion, death and 
resurrection of Our Lord. Jesus died to save 
us all.  
  In her newspaper essay the BART 
rider recounts how she has been touched by 
her many encounters:  On these trains and 
station platforms, I have been transported to 
small villages in Africa, felt sorry for people 
living in war-torn regions, listened to the 
lilting tones of foreign languages, seen and 
heard people share stories about Egyptian 
mummies, talked to erudite people who 
share a drop of their wisdom on the way. I 
have also edged away discreetly from people 
who are stone drunk at 8 a.m. and rarin’ for 
a fight. I’ve seen people injecting themselves 
with drugs. I have seen police officers go 
about their grim duties of ensuring a safe 
transit with a smile on their faces. I have 
talked to people who were wondering 
whether they will be able to afford health 
care, laughed with pregnant mothers, and 
then congratulated them months later as I’m 
shown the baby’s pictures. 
  She may not know people’s names 
or remember every interaction, but her 
vision has allowed her to absorb so much 
about life — just by riding public transit. 
She wrote: Beauty in diversity and unity in 
adversity seems like a good slogan in these 
times. Here is someone who found grace and 
goodness in the most unlikely places. 
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  One of the poignant images of the 
crucifixion is Salvador Dali’s surrealist 
painting -- Christ of Saint John of the Cross. 
You’ve probably seen the haunting image 
many times. The artist’s view is not that of 
Mary and the beloved disciple and the 
women at the foot of the cross, who look up 
to gaze at the crucified Christ. The artist 
Dali takes an entirely different perspective.  
We are above the clouds, looking down at 
the top of Jesus’ head and shoulders and 
arms, as the weight of his body pulls him 
forward. Beneath the cross we see the 
heavens which open up onto a scene of two 
fishermen tending their nets and boat. We 
see a lake and its surrounding countryside. 
This was Dali’s world in his country of 
Spain. From the lofty view of Christ’s 
saving death, we catch a glimpse of our 
world, as small as a fly crawling up the wall.  

 

  For us believers, that’s the most 
important perspective we can take on this 
Friday we call ‘Good.’ Not glancing up at 
the cross, in sorrow for the suffering Jesus 
endured. After all, St. Paul reminds us: 
Christ, who once died, will never die again; 
death has no more dominion over him. Our 
task is not to mourn for Jesus; our prayer is 
not a prayer of sadness in the death of Our 
Lord. The Spirit, who raised Jesus up, 
invites us to look down from the cross upon 
the agonies of our world.  
 As people of faith we are to hear the 
baby crying in the corner… to see the 
stripping of the tree in a devastated 
rainforest… to recognize the designer 
clothing label that indicates a sweatshop 
where slave labor and child labor are still 
practiced… to know the name of the 
neighbor who was taken to the hospital… to 
feel the pain of the Syrian mother who 
cradles her little child to comfort his fears at 
the noise of bombings… to agonize with the 
mother of the young American soldier who 
was killed last week in Nangarhar Province 
in Afghanistan and who shares the fate of all 
victims of war… to witness the confusion of 
the refugee who lives in daily fear of what 
might now befall his family.  The first thing 
our prayer should do is help us to pay 
attention and to notice.  Then, perhaps we 
can take on the perspective of Jesus as he 
hung on the cross, looking at the world 
which God created and loves, making it his 
dwelling place and us God’s sons and 
daughters. And Jesus does so in this very 
time of prayer as he embraces, on God’s 
behalf, even the darkest places of our world 
and makes them God’s own.  

 
Fr. John Kasper, OSFS 


