


A Good Friday Story

A well-dressed man entered a bar and ordered four expensive drinks. The bartender served them all at the same time and the man drank them all in about one minute. “Wow,” said the bartender. Is everything okay?” “If you had what I have,” replied the man, you’d drink them fast too.” Leaning over, the bartender asked, “And what is that?” “Fifty cents,” the man answered.

As Christians, we should be saying, “If you have what I have, you’d be happy too.” Our joy should be spilling over more frequently. Even our Savior and Lord rejoices over us when we return to him: “He will rejoice over you with gladness


And renew you in his love…


He will dance with shouts of joy for you


As on a day of festival” (Zephaniah 3:14-17)

What a blessing some of us have had with parents who walked the path of their lives with Faith and Love. How easy it should be to follow. Jesus walked the path before us all.

A medieval monk was asked to preach a Good Friday reflection. When the time came for the homily he lit a candle in the darkened cathedral, went to the cross, held up the candle to the nailed feet of the corpus. Then he raised the candle to the left hand; then to the right hand. Finally he turned to the people and said: “This is how much God loves us.” Then he went and sat down.

Ida Mae Kempel tells us another powerful Good Friday story, based on an actual event. “Jeremy was born with a twisted body and a slow mind. At twelve years he was still in the second grade. He would squirm in his seat, drool, and make grunting noises.” One spring his teacher Doris Miller told the class the story of Jesus and gave each student a large, empty plastic egg with this instruction: “Bring it back tomorrow with something that shows life.”

Next day when Miss Miller opened the first egg, she found a flower. “A flower is certainly a sign of new life,” she said. “That’s mine,” a small girl called out. The next egg contained a plastic butterfly. “We all know that a caterpillar changes and grows into a beautiful butterfly,” said the teacher. “That’s mine,” little Judy proudly said. The next egg had a rock with moss on it. “My daddy helped me,” little Billy beamed.

When Doris opened the fourth egg she gasped. The egg was empty. “It must be Jeremy’s,” she thought. Trying to save him from embarrassment she reached for another egg. “Miss Miller, aren’t you going to talk about my egg?” Jeremy spoke up. Flustered, Doris replied, “But Jeremy, your egg is empty.”

Jeremy looked into her eyes and said softly, “Yes, but Jesus’ tomb was empty too.” When she could speak again, Doris asked him, “Do you know why the tomb was empty?”

“Oh, yes,” Jeremy said, “Jesus was killed and put in there. Then the Father raised him up.” The recess bell rang. The children ran out excitedly. Doris cried.

“Three months later Jeremy died. Those who paid their respects at the mortuary were surprised to see 19 eggs on top of the casket. All of them were empty. They knew he had been raised up” (from What was in Jeremy’s Egg and other Stories by Ida Mae Kempel – Nascent Press).
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