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Hospitals smell. They smell of human frailty and bodily functions. They smell of sweat 
and urine. Many of us don’t like hospitals, for that reason. 
 
And on that particular day, the smell of the hospital hallway was particularly unpleasant. 
 
Frankly, I really did not want to be there at all. I had been a priest well over a decade, but 
I had never been called upon to do this… 
 
I was going to baptize a baby at the hospital. But it’s not what you think: the baby was 
not sick.  
 
It was the baby’s grandmother who was sick. In fact, she was dying. We were no longer 
sure that would not be alive on the date that the baptism was scheduled for the church. 
 
So, we walked down that smelly hospital hallway, and we all gathered into that hot 
hospital room. And there, on the grandmother’s bed, we would baptize her grandchild. 
 
Grandmom was propped up in bed. We placed the large plastic bowl on her lap, on top of 
those legs which could no longer move. We got some water from the sink. We closed the 
door to keep the noise and smell out in the hallway. 
 
I had trouble reading the Baptism prayers. I had trouble because I kept looking at what 
was in front of me: here was this child, now beginning its life, and there was the 
grandmother, soon ending her life. One life ending, another beginning. Death winning on 
the bed, death conquered for the one who was being baptized on that same bed. 
 
Life and death. Welcoming and letting go. Beginning and ending.  
 
As I prepared to leave, I stood near was the husband of the dying woman. He was 
hugging the father of the baby we had just baptized. And through their own tears, I heard 
one of them say, “It’s finished.” To which the other replied. “But it’s not over.” 
 
It’s finished…but it’s not over. 
 
In John’s Gospel, the very last words of Jesus upon the cross are – “It is finished.” And, 
on so many levels, that is exactly right. By any ordinary measure, to any passer-by, for 
Jesus this is a poignant failure. It is death…on a cross. It is the demolition of all those 
grand hopes that Jesus had aroused. He started out announcing the arrival of the Kingdom 
of God…and he ends up here. The jeering crowds around the cross are having the last 
laugh. 
 



Jesus had talked so splendidly during his ministry: “Blessed are the poor in spirit, for 
theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are the meek, for they will inherit the earth.” 
But, looking at him upon the cross, isn’t it fair to ask, “What kingdom? What 
inheritance?” 
 
On Golgotha, the time had come to face the facts: it is finished. Jesus didn’t do what he 
promised. He claimed to be the son of God, but a petty Roman bureaucrat had had the 
last word. They pinned him to a tree, and let him hang there for three hours, surrounded 
by the stench of Golgotha – the blood, the urine, the death. 
 
On a particular Friday afternoon, on a particular trash-heap outside of Jerusalem – God 
died. The Creator was put to death by his creatures. It is finished. 
 
It is finished…but it is not over. The horror of the crucifixion should shake us today. But 
even more startling is this truth – the cross reveals that horror is not the last word. At the 
heart of the horror is hope. Because, at the heart of the horror is Christ.  
 
The Eternal God refuses to give horror the last word. Jesus Christ is the Word! And the 
Word last forever! The Eternal God refuses to let injustice trump the just One. God 
refuses to permit Hate to have the last word over Love. God refuses to allow violence to 
have the upper hand against peace. The Eternal God refuses to sit back and let Death 
have the last word over Life. It is finished…but it is not over! 
 
Jesus came proclaiming life and love and justice and hope. Those things could not be 
killed on a cross.  
 
On the cross, Jesus shows us that our loving, forgiving, merciful God is everywhere – 
even in the heart of our horror, even in the darkness of our tombs. If God is there, then 
there is truly nothing to fear. It is finished, but it is not over, because God will not let it be 
over! 
 
And, it is not over in another way. The crucifixion of Jesus happened on a particular day 
in a particular place, but it continues wherever human life is interrupted by the senseless, 
brutal, painful, meaningless invasion of suffering. The crucifixion of Jesus is complete – 
but it is not over. Love – his love, our love – still gets nailed to a cross. It is not over. 
 
It is still happening. 
 
+ It is still happening, in hospital rooms, where a loved one breathes their last. 
+ it is still happening, wherever we ask Death to solve our problems, or ‘take care’ of our 
challenges. The crucifixion still happens, in every abortion clinic, in every prison death 
chamber, on every blood-covered battle field, in every mosque or church or school house 
blown up by terror. 
+ the crucifixion is happening where religious hatred leads to violence. Last Sunday near 
the border of Uganda and Rwanda, Fr. Vincent Machozi was murdered. He was murdered 
for telling the truth about genocide in his region. And today, there are rumors that ISIS 



plans to literally crucify a priest they captured when they attacked one of Mother 
Theresa’s homes in Yemen, killing four nuns.  
+ the crucifixion is still happening, where your life’s dream gets ripped to shreds, where 
your career falls apart, where your marriage gets undone, where your heart is torn in two. 
+ the crucifixion is not over! It still happens, where poverty saps the spirit, where racism 
breeds hate, where immorality gets rewarded. 
+ it still happens, where addiction causes you to lose yourself, where fear traps you. 
+It still happens, as you bury your beloved, as you yearn for God but can’t find him, as 
you cry out for God, and get no response in the pitch black of night.  
 
It is finished, but it’s not over. 
 
It’s not over, because in the pitch darkness of that night, we wrestle with abandonment, 
only to discover that we are wrestling with the Abandoned One. When we confront 
Death, we find the One who died, for us. When we carry our cross, we meet the One who 
carried his cross on his bloody back. We find the One who was afflicted with every 
human pain, and still trusted that God was bigger, and stronger, and kinder, than any 
cross this life can bring. 
 
It is finished. In the battle between life and death, we have the answer.  
 
Today, March 25, is Good Friday, the day on which we deal honestly with the death and 
dying of Jesus. But for those of you familiar with our liturgical calendar, you know that 
March 25 is also another feast day for Catholics.  
 
Every year, on March 25, we celebrate the Feast of the Annunciation, which is the day 
when, quite literally, Jesus’ human life began. The Annunciation, when Christ was 
conceived in the womb of the Virgin Mary. Every once in awhile, March 25, the 
Annunciation (which is all about the beginning of his life on earth), happens to be Good 
Friday (which is all about the ending of Jesus’ life). The Christian mystery: dying leads to 
new life. It is finished, but it never ends. Like a baptism celebrated on the bed of a dying 
grandmother. 
 
This Friday is indeed “Good.” Because we Christians can face everything, including our 
own dying, and say, “Yes, it’s finished. But it is not over.” 
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