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Episode ten
The King is Dead

How to use these studies

The study in front of you now is adapted from the 2014 Illuminate material. It is designed to be
used by youth & young adult groups, small groups, or families to journey together through the
Gospel story over the course of a year.
Illuminate Camp is based on a practice of ‘storying’, recapturing the stories behind the Bible
texts we have heard so many times. It is an inherently community–based practice, involving
reading the narratives together and participating in discussion as a group. The aim is to hear
the stories as if it was the first time; to try and put aside the years of knowledge you have
accumulated and hear them fresh.
To get the most out of these studies, we recommend the following process:
•

Get a group of friends to journey through these stories together. These studies are also
ideal for family groups. (While it is possible to do these studies solo, we cannot oversell
how much better they will be if you do them as a group)

•

As a group, read aloud the original Bible texts, based on the references below.

•

As a group, read aloud the Illuminate re–write.
◊ As you hear the story, make notes of things that stand out to you and questions that
you have.

•

If possible, read the original texts again, perhaps in a different translation.

•

Discuss the stories as a group. Use the supplied questions as a guide, but don’t be afraid to
follow the discussion. Explore the stories wildly, asking every question that comes to mind.

•

Pray together. Included in each study is a small Experience station that can be used as a
guide for prayer and reflection, either as a group or individually.

We hope that you find this material as encouraging and stimulating as we did on camp. If you
were on camp to hear these stories, we hope you find something new this time through. The
Gospel stories are rich and complex, and no two times reading them are ever the same.

Episode 10: The King is Dead

Intro

How do you know how much something is worth? Things are worth what someone is willing to
pay for them. An object has no intrinsic worth, worth is placed on things by the people who value
them. A person will never over-pay for something; what they receive is worth what they give up,
or it’s not so they don’t.
I’ve done this kind of storying with the crucifixion story a few times now, and every time I do
this story with a group there is inevitably at least one person who comes out of the story feeling
guilty. Usually it’s most of the group.
The crucifixion story is not a story about how Jesus died for your sins and you are terrible for
causing that to happen. The crucifixion is a story about how much God is willing to pay to have
you back. If you were worth any less to God, he would have paid less. But you weren’t, and you
aren’t. Everything that Jesus went through—the pain, the humiliation, the beatings, the death, the
abandonment by his human friends and his divine Father—all of it was worth it to have you back.
Don’t feel guilty as you hear this story. Guilt is a great motivator for short term change, but living
with guilt for a long time will poison you. Instead, listen in awe to the lengths that Jesus is willing
to go to repair the relationship between you and God. This is a story about love. Nothing less.
Access a video version of this introduction at vic.youthvision.org.au/GodWithUs

Bible References
Matthew 26:69-75, 27:11-56.
See also: John 19:1-37 for John’s version of the trial and
crucifixion.

Story

The soldiers from the garden led Jesus into the palace of the Roman governor. Peter followed at
a distance, slipping into the walled compound and taking up a position by the fire, watching his
teacher disappear into the palace.
A servant girl was standing by the fire, rubbing her hands vigorously. She huffed on her fingers
and looked up at the big fisherman staring at the palace. She followed his gaze and saw the
Roman soldiers stand on either side of the door, looking menacing.
“Did you know him?” she asked suddenly. Peter jumped and looked at her in surprise. “The man
in there,” she clarified. “Did you know him?”
Peter glanced at the soldiers. “No. I didn’t.”
He stood by the fire in the palace courtyard as, gradually, hundreds of people began to brave
the cold night air to assemble beneath the Governor’s balcony. There were Temple officials all
through the crowd, and Pharisees resplendent in their finest robes and with their heads covered
in their richest headdresses. It could have been a gathering at a Synagogue. Except that Peter
could smell the bloodlust in the crowd.
Suddenly the doors to the balcony above them were thrown open, and the Roman governor,
Pontius Pilate, emerged amidst a stoic silence from the crowd. And he was followed by Jesus.
Peter’s breath caught in his throat as he saw his mentor, bond at the wrists, bleeding profusely
from a dozen gashes on his face, wincing with every step he took. The crowd began to cheer. But
they weren’t cheering the man. They cheered the ropes, the blood, the crown of thorns.
“People of Jerusalem,” Pilate roared, his face contorting around the words. “This is your king!”
Peter felt the blood drop out of his face. He stood, staring up at Jesus, an unmoving island
amidst the jostling cheers of the crowd. A silence stretched between Jesus and Peter, a vacuum
of soundlessness that could not be drowned out by the shouts of the angry rabble around them.
Peter felt the blood on Jesus’ face and saw the pain of bruised flesh. His hand drifted to his
heart, where it felt like his chest would rupture as he beheld the pain of his teacher and friend.
But then somebody shoved his shoulder and the rest of the world returned. The pain receded
as if it had never been there and sound flooded back into his ears. Peter turned to see the
concerned face of a stranger in the crowd. “Are you well, friend?” the stranger asked. “You look
like death.”
“I’m fine,” Peter mumbled.
The stranger clapped him on the shoulder. “Right then. Time we let this false Messiah know
what we think of him, eh? Tell me, do you know the man?”
“No,” Peter said, eyes fixed on the fire pit. “Never met him in my life.”
On the balcony, Pilate held up his hands for quiet. After the Roman soldiers on the ground
rattled their shields and spears, a silence of a sort fell over the assembly. “What should I do,”
Pilate shouted, “about this ‘King of the Jews’?”
“Crucify him,” a lone voice shouted from the back of the crowd. The cry was taken up by those
close by. “Crucify him!”

Pilate put on an expression of confused innocence. “You want me to crucify your king?” he asked
the crowd.
“We have no king but Caesar!” the crowd roared.
Pilate nodded, satisfied. He turned to the soldiers who were holding Jesus by the shoulders.
“Take him to Golgotha and put him to death.”
Jesus was led out of the palace and through the courtyard. The Roman soldiers spread out like a
wedge and parted the crowd around their prisoner. As they approached the fire pits, Peter took a
deep breath. He grabbed the shoulder of the person in front of him and shoved his way through
the crowd. He got closer and closer to the line of Romans, closer and closer to Jesus. There was
a gap in the crowd. Peter stepped through it. He was in the clearing between soldiers. There
was no one, nothing, between himself and Jesus.
The teacher raised his head and fixed his eyes on Peter. Peter sought for words. He wanted to
say something. I’ll get you out of this. Reach out. Take my hand. I’ll fight these men. I’ll drag you
out of the darkness like you did for me. I’ll stand by you until the bitter end. But he hadn’t even
opened his mouth before a Roman sword was pressed against his gut and a soldier shoved him
back against the wall of the crowd.
“Stay back!” the Roman roared at Peter. Then his eyes narrowed. “You were in the garden.”
Peter paled. “No I wasn’t,” he insisted.
“Yes you were,” the Roman repeated. “I saw you there. You’re one of this man’s followers.”
“No!” Peter shouted as the Roman moved to grab him. “I am no follower of this man!”
At that moment, a rooster crowed somewhere nearby. The sound broke through the shouts of
the crowd, and Peter froze in his tracks. He turned his head to see Jesus, still looking at him.
“Before the rooster crows,” Jesus had told Peter earlier that night, a lifetime ago when Peter and
all his friends had been immortal, “you will deny me three times.”
The Roman broke Peter out of stunned memories. “Off with you, then,” the Roman spat, uncaring,
shoving Peter in the back. The crowd parted and let Peter run out of the palace courtyard and
into the city beyond. Peter ran, not caring where he was going. He just needed to be away. As far
away as his feet would carry him. When he finally fell, exhausted, against a wall in a dead-end
alleyway amidst the sprawl of the poor quarter, he drew his knees up to his chin and cried.
◊◊◊
Jesus carried a huge length of wood through the pre-dawn glow, out of the city and up a hill.
There, a number of crosses already stood, with gaunt and bloody men hanging from them. The
men had bags under their eyes and skin pulled tight over their bones from days of hanging
without food or sleep.
Under the whips of the Romans, Jesus was driven to the hill. The wooden crossbeam was
dropped from his shoulders in a cloud of dust that stung the wounds on his back. The Romans
manhandled him onto the ground, with his head against the beam. Two pairs of guards grabbed
a wrist each and held Jesus’ hands against the wood.
He felt the cold kiss of iron against his wrist. He tensed.

With the muted thunk of wood against metal, the nail sunk into his arm. Skin parted, muscle
shredded, veins and arteries popped.
The hammer fell again. Blood welled up from the wound and cascaded down his arm in a
warm waterfall.
The hammer fell again… and Jesus screamed.
With a final blow, the nail was through the wooden crossbeam. It held Jesus in place on the
ground, like an insect in a collection.
The Romans dropped the hammer and grabbed a length of rope. As one man, they heaved. The
rope pulled tight and dragged the crossbeam off the ground and up the length of the tall pole.
Jesus followed the crossbeam, the nails in his wrists holding him against the pull of gravity.
Flesh ripped until the nails ground to a halt against bone.
His feet lifted from the ground. He was hanging there, from only his wrists, shoulders against
ears, chin against chest. He couldn’t breathe. He tried to pull in air, but his throat wouldn’t open.
He squirmed and tried to raise his head, but he couldn’t.
Someone grabbed his feet and held them against the pole. He tried to scream, but no sound
could force its way out of his mouth. He felt the nail grind against the bones in his feet, forcing
them apart.
The hammer fell to the dirt once more and Jesus opened his eyes as far as he was able. He
gritted his teeth and tensed his shoulders. He pushed up with his legs and managed to raise
his head off his chest. His wrists and feet screamed at him, fresh waves of agony cascaded over
him, blood flowed fresh as he tore new space in his wounds. But he pulled in a ragged breath
and allowed himself to sink back to his hanging position.
And there he waited to die.
Hours later, the sun was high and hot, its rays beating down on the men on their crosses,
blistering their skin in its heat. But, as Jesus watched, the sun began to disappear from the sky,
hidden behind a disc of pitch black night. Suddenly, the landscape was bathed in darkness.
Below him, people shouted in wonder and fear, the executed men forgotten for the moment.
Jesus pulled himself up once more and filled his lungs. Then, still standing on the nail in his feet,
he shouted to the heavens: “MY GOD! MY GOD! WHY HAVE YOU FORSAKEN ME?”
He sank down once more. With the last of his breath he whispered, “Father...” He felt the
coldness of the darkness creeping up towards him. The light was gone. Tears streamed down
his cheeks.
He looked down at the ground.
“It is finished,” he whispered.
Then he screamed, one last time. All his agony and misery, his hurt and loneliness, all of it
tumbled out in a rush before he felt the blackness rise up and overwhelm him.

Questions
•

How do you feel in this space?

•

Which part of the story stood out to you? What made that stand out?

•

Who did you relate to in the story? What was it about them you related to?

•

Is there anything about this story that you hadn’t considered before?

•

Why was Jesus killed (from a spiritual perspective, and then from a worldly perspective)?

•

Why was Peter’s first response when questioned to deny that he knew Jesus?

•

Have you ever been in a situation where it would have been easier to not be a Christian?
How did you respond?

•

What does Jesus’ death mean for us today?

•

What lessons can we learn from how Jesus acted?

•

As Christians, what are some of the emotions that can motivate us? Which emotions are
healthy, and which might be problematic? How can we remain focused on the healthy
motivators?

If you were a camper on Illuminate…
• What do you remember about hearing this story
on camp?
• Compare that to your response hearing it now. How is
your reaction different?
Did you notice the same things? New things?

Experience

You will need:
•

Paper and pens

•

A cross of wood (it’s best if this is just a home-made cross, not a family heirloom)

•

Hammer and nails

Spend some time writing your sins and failings on the pieces of paper (do so privately; these
things are between yourself and God, unless you choose to share them with your group). Then
take the hammer and nail the paper (folded up) to the cross.
Consider the following phrases (either printed for participants to read, or spoken by the group
leader):
“Look, the Lamb of God, who takes away the sin of the world!” (John 1:29b)
A sacrifice was required to bring humankind back into right relationship
with God. In the past, a lamb was offered, and took on the sins of the
person making the sacrifice. Jesus was offered, in that same way, to take
on the sins of the entire world.
Pray together, thanking God for his incredible love, demonstrated amidst the pain of the cross.
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