

















lay in wait outside Jerusalem, against
Hezekiah. What do you suppose 72,000
angels could have done, turned loose
upon this wicked world? They would
have passed from heaven to earth like
the lightning’s flash, and swept that mad,
murdering mob into hell without batting
an eye.

He never called for them. He had
come to die. He was not an unfortunate
character caught in the “circumstances.
He said, “I lay down my life. No man
taketh it from me.” They could not have
taken it, if they wanted to. He gave that
life, a substitute for sinners,

There in the garden Jesus was ar-
rested.

The Trial

They led Him away before Caiaphas
and the Sanhedrin, a council of seventy
ruling elders of the Jews. They accused
Him of blasphemy. In their rage, fired by
religious hatred, they spat in His face.
They beat Him with closed fists, until
the eyes were swollen, bruised, black and
blue. They smote His face with open
palms. Isaiah said that the hair was
plucked from the cheeks, and the visage
so marred it was inhuman. They gripped
the beard firmly, twisting it in their
fingers, and ripped it from the cheek,
tearing the flesh. Soon His face was a
mass of marred, mutilated, bloody flesh,
torn and distorted beyond recognition.

But they couldn’t kill Him. So they
took Him to Pilate. Pilate didn’t want to
kill Him, so he sent Him to Herod.
Herod didn’t care if they killed Him, so
He sent Him back to Pilate. Pilate tried
not to kill Him, by having Him scourged.
He may have thought that the sight of
blood would satisfy that angry mob, and
they’d be content with a lesser punish-
ment than crucifixion.

The Scourging

For the scourging, Jesus was stripped
to the waist, bound to a post, in a stoop-
ing position, with His hands behind His
back. The Roman scourge was made of
thongs, with pieces of lead or brass, or
small sharp-pointed bones attached to
the lashes. In the hand of a robust sol-
dier, when that scourge encircled the
naked back of a condemned criminal,
those pieces of lead or bone would act as
hooks, and catching in the flesh, pulled
around the body would rip the meat off
the bones.

Time after time that whistling scourge
crashed into the back, tearing the sinews,
cutting open the wounds, ripping the
muscles, laying the veins bare, spattering
the blood. The cruel cry of that killing
scourge cracked the air as it lacerated
His back. Hot surges of pain flashed
through His torn body.

SEPTEMBER 1967

Some men died under the weight of
the scourge, beaten until the bowels were
laid open. But Jesus didn’t die. He had
come to be nailed on a cross. All. the
demons in -hell could not have killed
Him in the courtyard.

The Crucifixion

Pilate at last gave in to the screaming
mob. “Take Him away and crucify Him,”
he said.

The soldiers took Him into the com-
mon hall, stripped Him, and draped a
scarlet robe about Him.

One of them said, “He claims to be a
king. Every king needs a crown.”

So they made Him a crown of thorns.
These thorns were not little rose-bush
briars like grow in your yard. The thorns
in Jesus’ crown were three inches long,
like needles, sharp, long, hard. They
were beaten through the skin into the
skull, sending fresh little streams of
blood trickling down His brow, dripping
in His eyes.

He never opened His mouth. He had
come to suffer, and pour out His blood
for sinners.

Jesus left the courtyard bearing the
heavy beam of a cross upon His bloody
back. He dragged it through bloody
tracks down the narrow street of Jeru-
salem. He was moving slowly. As they
reached the gates, the soldiers stopped a
big man from Cyrene, Simon, and forced
him to take the cross. So the murderous
procession picked up momentum as it
moved along a narrow rocky way of
tears, and sorrow, and misery, and pain,
and blood.

They arrived at the place of death, a
small hill, outside the walls of the city,
shaped like a skull, covered with the
bones of dead men—Calvary—Golgotha.
It was a conspicuous spot, a place of
execution, humiliation, pain, death. These
were not the first men to die here, nor
would they be the last. But there would
never be another man like this One.

Simon came to the spot, and dropped
the cross on the ground. Jesus laid His
body down, and stretched His form
against the splintered timbers of a rough,
hewn cross. He felt the spikes touch in
the palms. He saw the shadow of a
mallet, reflected on the ground, as it was
lifted over a soldier's head. With the
swift movement of that shadow, came a
sudden, hot surge of pain. The spike
ripped open the flesh, tearing its way
through the tissue, scraping the bones as
it forced them apart, cutting the nerves.
The body quivered as burning pain ran
the course of the nervous system. The
muscles twitched and tied into knots. He
gripped those spikes, with aching fingers

in closed fists from pain. The hands were
nailed fast to the cross.

Another spike they drove through the
feet. Finding its way between the bones,
forcing them apart, the spikes sank firmly
into the cross.

Upon their shoulders they lifted the
cross in the air, and dropped it with a
thud into the socket in the earth. The
weight of His body pulled against the
nails, opening the wounds letting the
blood flow freely to the ground.

It was about nine o’clock in the morn-
ing. It would be six hours before death
came—six long, terrible, tormenting,
horrible, suffering hours. No one will
ever know the physical pain, and spiri-
tual agony endured by Jesus on that hill
for our sins.

The hot, blazing sun scorched the
flesh, cooking the meat on the bones,
dehydrating the body. His throat was
dry, and on fire with thirst. His lips were
parched. His tongue was swollen, until
it filled His mouth. His tangled hair,
matted with blood, dangled about His
face.

Suddenly, at noon, the bright, burning
sun hid its face behind a black cloud.
Darkness like midnight covered the land.
For three hours it was black as pitch.

Then Jesus cried with a loud voice,
“Eli, Eli, lama sabachtani?” My God,
my God, why hast thou forsaken me?

He wasn’t really expecting an answer.
He wasn’t asking for information. It is
the cry of His soul in anguish. Forsaken
of God, He was suffering hell on that
hill for lost sinners. God was withdrawn
from Jesus, and separated from Him, as
He is from every soul in hell forever.

At about three o’clock in the after-
noon, Jesus looked toward heaven,
through those dark rolling skies, and
cried, in joy, and glory, and triumph,
“Tetelestai.” It is finished. The work
given Him to do was completed. The
purpose for which He had been sent into
the world was accomplished. God’s plan
to provide salvation by substituting Jesus
for the sinner was finished.

“Father, into thy hands, I commend
my spirit,” He said.

The neck relaxed. The head fell for-
ward on the chest. The tense, tight, torn
muscles, released from pain by death,
relaxed. The beaten, battered, bruised
body of Jesus dangled limp and lifeless,
dripping with blood, dead on a cross.

The soldiers were charged by Pilate,
upon the request of the Jews, that the
legs of these be broken to insure death
before sundown. So the soldiers came.

I can see one of them take a battle-ax.
Standing by the cross of a dying thief,

(Continued on page 9)







led to Christ, he wondered, when Greeks
came saying, “We would see Jesus.”

Then there was Thomas, beset by his
doubts to the point of unbelief.

There were James and John, worried
about sitting beside their Lord in His
Kingdom.

Also, there was Judas Iscariot. Judas
worried so much over financial matters
that he stole from a widow, sold his
Lord, and hanged himself. "

And there were the others. None of
the disciples appear to have been free
from worry, save Andrew; Andrew took
The Lord literally, when He said, “Take
no thought . . .” True, Andrew never
performed a miracle nor preached a re-
sounding sermon. But when Philip be-
came upset over feeding the multitude,
Andrew simply passed the prob'em on to
Jesus with, “Lord, there is a lad here with
five barley loaves and two small fishes.”

When Philip worried whether foreign-
ers should be allowed in the church,
Andrew simply took them to his Lord.
“I have found the Messiah,” he an-
nounced to Peter, and completely trusted
that Messiah from that day on . . . ,

Yet, few of us seem to be able to be
like Andrew. Instead, we are more like
Martha, that day in Bethany. Or we’re
like Peter, first overly enthusiastic, then
worried and weak. Or we’re like James
or John or Philip. Perhaps even a little
like Judas.

This should not be so.

As a matter of fact, it need not be so.
If we remember that the same Jesus who
said, “I am the way,” also said, “Take
no thought . . . But seek ye first the
kingdom of God . . . and all these things
shall be added . . .,” if we actually be-
lieve this, we can, like Martha, eventually
become complete Christians, worryproof
Christians.

And that is the kind of Christians our
Christ intended us to be. oo

MR. DEATON, a Free Will Baptist layman,
has been a frequent contributor to Contact,
His articles have been well received.
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Death of a Saviour

(Continued from page 7)
he watches the body twist and writhe in
pain. He smiles and says, “He’s dying
rather slowly.” -

He swings that battle-ax, crushing,
cracking, and splintering the bones in
the legs. The thief groans and slumps
arms. The soldier
breathes “He’ll be dead by
sunset.”

Sure. He’ll be dead by sunset. He'll
be dead in a few minutes. Death by
crucifixion finally came from -asphyxia-
tion.

The process of death on a cross was
this. When a man’s body is hanging full
weight on the arms, the arms are pulled
in a tight V over the head. This brings so
much pressure to bear on the diaphragm
that breathing is difficult. When it would
become nearly impossible to breathe, the
victim would push against the spike in
his feet. This would relax the arms to

a sigh,

‘relieve the pressure on the lungs; until

the pain became unbearable in the feet,
then he would fall back on his arms.

This process would continue, back and
forth, until the exhausted man could no
longer stand against the spikes. The chest
would cave in. Breathing would stop. The
victim was dead.

That’s why they broke their legs. When

the legs were broken the dying man
could press no more against those spikes
in the feet. He was left hanging help-
lessly on the arms. Shortly, the chest
would collapse in death.
" The soldier moved quickly to the sec-
ond thief. There was the same gory,
gruesome, painful, killing process. The
sound of cracking bones, and groans of
agony. The dangling, dripping legs. The
slumping body hanging by the arms. The
soldier said, “He’ll be dead before sun-
down.”

Then they came to Jesus.

The body was already hanging full
weight on the arms. The knees were
bent. The legs were relaxed. The hair,
twisted and tangled with clots of blood,
fell about the face, The nostrils were
closed with cold blood. The eyes were
shut, The lashes were matted with blood.
The lips were sealed tight, dry and stuck
together. The chest had collapsed. The
diaphragm was motionless. He wasn’t
breathing.

A soldier said, “There’s no need to
break that man’s legs. He’s dead al-
ready.”

One of the soldiers laid down his
battle-ax, and picked up a spear. Stand-
ing by the body of Jesus, he thrust that
spear through the ribs of the left side, all
the way to His heart.

Blood and water gushed forth from
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Correction Please

Thank you for the announcement of
my revival schedule. However, the city
was incorrectly listed. I can be reached
at 102 Tubb Road, Amory, Mississippi
38821, not Tupelo.

Van Dale Hudson
Amory, Mississippi

1 notice in your June, 1967, issue of
Religious News World you published the
E. P. news statement about the cheapest
Bible in the world being the Roman
Catholic edition of the Revised Standard
Version, selling for $1.18.

I am happy to report that for many,
many years the American Bible Society
has sold a Bible at one dollar, and for
years before that under one dollar. We
have one very fine small edition of our
English Reference Bible, King James
Version, which sells for 95 cents. It is
described on pages 14 and 15 of our
catalog. I doubt if there is a better mis-
sionary edition of the Bible anywhere in
the world.

James Z. Nettinga
Executive Secretary
New York, N. Y.

that open wound, and ran like a river
down the cracks and crevices of that
cruel, hewn cross, and puddled in a pool
on the ground—poured out for our sins.

Our Substitute

Stand in imagination today outside
Jerusalem, on a small hill. See a Man’s
body nailed to a cross. Watch Him suffer
and die.

While you watch, keep this in mind.
Those spikes in His hands should have
fastened you to a cross in hell hereafter.
Those thorns in His brow should have
pierced your heart with pain and agony.
That spear should have torn your soul in
eternal anguish. He’s dying on your cross,
suffering your penalty, enduring your
hell, executed in your stead.

He is your substitute. By His death
you may receive a full, free pardon. You
may now escape death, and live.

Will you at this moment, bow in
repentance, by that cross, and let the
blood of Jesus Christ, God’s Son, our
Saviour, wash away all your sins? DO O

MR. JACKSON has been in full time evan-
gelistic work for approximately thirteen years,
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