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Introduction
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Between the covers of this book, I attempt to take you on a journey through the eyes of the disciple that Jesus loved.  Not wanting to quote scripture, but to fill in the blanks of scripture.  To help you see what John saw.  To hear what John heard.  To feel what John felt.

You will begin this journey on Golgotha as John had to not only deal with his own grief, but also console the Blessed Mother Mary.  Then to the tomb, and on to the upper room to wait and cry and wonder, when will they come for us?  Three days pass and the Lord rises from the dead!  Even with the new strength from the knowledge of the Resurrection, we hide in the locked room, then He appears to us!  The second time he appears, Thomas is there, having not believed that we saw and talked with the Risen Christ.  Jesus invites Thomas to put his fingers in the nail holes in His hands and feet and his hand into his side.  Then Jesus asks for something to eat!

A month passes and Jesus leads you and the others out to the vicinity of Bethany, which is situated on the eastern slope of the Mount of Olives, a half a day’s hike!  There, He says that He will send an advocate who will always be with us and remind us all He said and did.  Then blessed us all and floated into the sky.  Then two men in white robes appeared and said “Why do you stand here looking into the sky?" We all feel foolish as this implies a gentle reminder to us that our task and focus should not be solely on the sight of Jesus ascending, but on the mission He had entrusted to us.

The journey continues with the daunting task of preaching the Good News to all and more personally, the task of keeping Mother Mary safe from all harm, even if it takes bringing her to a safe city far away.

Enjoy the images and dialog John may have had with the other Apostles, Mary and those he ministered to.

If you like this type of book, please return to the book seller’s web page and rate it so that I will be encouraged to write more of what the Holy Spirit tells me to.
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At the Cross
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I stand at the foot of the cross, my heart pounding in my chest as I witness the excruciating agony that my beloved friend and savior, Jesus, is enduring. My eyes are fixed on him, unable to look away from the horrific scene that is unfolding before me.

Only a week ago, we had been in Jerusalem, celebrating Jesus' arrival as the welcome savior and king of the Jews. The crowds had lined the streets, waving palm branches and shouting praises. We had felt so hopeful and full of joy, certain that our Lord would finally triumph over all adversity.

But now, that same triumphant King is writhing in agony before me, hanging from a cross like a common criminal. The memory of that joyous day seems like a cruel joke, mocking our faith and hope in the face of such unspeakable suffering.

I look around and see Mary, the Mother of Jesus; Salome, his mother's sister who was the mother of James the little and Joses; Mary the wife of Cleophas; and Mary Magdalene, their faces twisted in grief and despair. 

Standing at a distance were a large number of people who had followed him, including women who mourned and wailed for him on the way and several who knew him, including the women who had followed him from Galilee, But I cannot shed tears. The anguish inside me is too raw, too visceral. I am numb, my heart shattered into a million pieces as I watch Jesus suffer. 

As I stand back and gaze upon that chaotic and overwhelming scene, I take in the horde of people gathered at a distance. Among the throngs, I see the women, their tears flowing freely as they weep for the beloved son, brother, and friend who hangs before them. I see the soldiers, standing at attention but unable to hide the looks of shock and disbelief etched upon their faces. I see the scoundrels, who had been crucified alongside Jesus, writhing in agony and crying out in pain.

And yet, amidst all this chaos and pain, there is something almost sacred about the scene. I see the centurion, his armor glinting in the sun, gazing up at the Cross with a look of reverence and awe. I see the chief priests, their faces contorted with anger and frustration as they realize that they have failed to silence the man they saw as a threat to their power. I see the members of the Sanhedrin, many of them wringing their hands and muttering to themselves, struggling to comprehend the enormity of what is happening before them.

But perhaps most striking of all is the vast crowd of people from all walks of life who have come to witness the crucifixion. They are a microcosm of humanity, each one representing a different aspect of the human experience. There are the wealthy and powerful, looking down from their lofty perches with a mix of curiosity and disdain. There are the poor and downtrodden, their faces etched with pain and suffering as they see one of their own suffering on the Cross. There are the sinners and the saints, the lost and the found, the broken and the whole. All of them have been drawn to this place, to witness the ultimate sacrifice of a man who had come to offer them hope and redemption.

I temporarily lose myself in a prophetic vision of all the people who would be drawn to the Cross in the centuries to come. I see the young and the old, the rich and the poor, the powerful and the powerless. We see people of every race, every language, every culture, all of them gathered around the Cross, drawn by the promise of salvation and the hope of a new life.

Then I return my gaze upon this scene; I cannot help but be moved by the sheer magnitude of what is happening before us. I see in this moment the culmination of all the hopes and dreams of generations past and future, the ultimate sacrifice that would offer humanity the chance to be reconciled with their Creator. I see the profound love that drove Jesus to the Cross, and I feel the weight of our own sin and brokenness as I stand before it.

I look at Mary, his mother, standing beside me. She’s weeping uncontrollably, her body shaking with sobs. I take Mary’s hand, and I feel her warmth. And suddenly, I know what I have to do. I have to be strong for her. I have to be the rock she can lean on when everything else is falling apart.

I turn back to Jesus, and I watch as he struggles for breath. The sky has grown dark, and the air is thick with the scent of blood and sweat. I feel sick to my stomach, but I can’t leave. I can’t look away.

And then, in the midst of it all, he speaks. "Woman, behold thy son," he says, motioning towards me. My heart stops for a moment as I realize what he means. He is entrusting his mother, Mary, to my care. The responsibility is overwhelming, but I know I must do all that I can to protect her and honor Jesus' wishes.

And then I realize what Jesus has done. He’s given me his mother to care for. It’s an honor, but it’s also a burden. How can I care for her when my own heart is breaking into a million pieces?

As I hold Mary's hand, I am struck by a flood of memories. Memories of the countless moments of kindness and compassion that Jesus had shown to me, and the deep bond of friendship that we had shared. I think of all the times that he had comforted and healed the sick, the broken-hearted, and the outcast. And now, as I stand here watching him suffer, I am filled with a sense of overwhelming gratitude for all that he has done for us.

But there is also fear, as I realize the danger that we are in. The Jewish leaders and the Roman soldiers are watching us closely, looking for any opportunity to silence us and quash the message of love and hope that Jesus had come to spread. I am here not only to comfort Mary, but also to protect her from harm.

As Jesus' breathing becomes more labored and his strength begins to fade, I can feel my own strength failing me. The darkness of the sky and the rumble of thunder overhead seem to reflect the storm of emotions swirling inside me. And then, with his last breath, he utters the words that will forever change the course of history: "It is finished."

For a moment, we stood in silence, each lost in our own thoughts and emotions. I looked to Mary and saw the pain etched deep in her eyes as she lovingly kissed her son's bloody feet and wailed in emotional agony. She knew that his death was required to show that generation and all future generations the depth of his love, forgiveness and desire for them to live a life like his, loving all and forgiving all so that they would be worthy of eternal life with him in heaven.

One of the soldiers stepped forward with a spear and thrust it into Jesus' side, piercing his heart. Blood and water sprayed from his side, an image which would last until the end of the earth as a testament to the immense Love and Forgiveness that Jesus had shown us all, even in his darkest hour. This memory will sear into my mind like a branding iron. It will remind me of the pain and sorrow that Mary endured, the weight of her loss - too much for anyone to bear.

Joseph of Arimathea ran up the hill of Golgotha, his heart racing with urgency as he clutched a decree from Pilate in his hand. The Roman governor had granted him permission to take down the body of Jesus from the cross and give him a proper burial.

As he approached the top of the hill, Joseph could see the soldiers standing guard around the three crosses that had been erected on the hilltop. He took a deep breath and approached them, his heart heavy with sorrow at the sight of his friend and savior, Jesus, hanging lifelessly from the center cross.

"Soldiers," Joseph said, his voice shaking with emotion. "I have come to take down the body of Jesus for burial. I have the governor's decree here."

The soldiers eyed him suspiciously, but after seeing the official seal on the decree, they reluctantly agreed to comply with Joseph's request. Joseph climbed up the ladder to reach Jesus, carefully holding his body with cloth strips as the soldiers removed the spiked nails, throwing them one by one to the ground and laughing that Jesus couldn't remove them himself.  It was agonizing to watch as the soldiers pounded the nails out of Jesus' hands and feet. I did our best to shield Mary from the sight, but it was clear that the memory of her son's suffering would haunt her for the rest of her days.

Finally, the soldiers finished their work, and Joseph and the soldiers carefully lowered Jesus' limp body down from the cross and lays Him down with His mother.  Mary sits on the ground below the cross, cradling Jesus' body and rocking it gently back and forth. Her sobs are almost too much to bear, the raw emotion and pain etched on her face. But in that moment, she is also proud, proud of what her son has done for all of humanity.

As we carry Jesus' body toward the tomb, I am struck by the finality of it all. My friend, my teacher, my savior, is gone. But even as we mourn his passing, we know that his legacy will live on, that his message of love and forgiveness will continue to inspire generations to come.  It was a solemn procession filled with sorrow and grief. The sky was now dark and foreboding, the air filled with an eerie stillness that only deepened our sense of loss. 

Once the tomb was in sight, we could see the Roman guards standing at the entrance, their swords ready. Joseph approached them and handed over the decree from Pilate, and after a brief inspection, they stepped aside and
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