The Cross

241
37. Jesus Carries His Cross to Golgotha

When Pilate left the judgment seat, part of the soldiers
followed him and drew up in file before the palace. A small
band remained near the condemned. Twenty-eight armed
Pharisees, among them those six furious enemies of Jesus who
had assisted at His arrest on Mount Olivet, came on horseback
to the forum in order to accompany the procession. The exe-
cutioners led Jesus in to the center. Several slaves, dragging
the wood of the cross, entered through the gate on the western
side, and threw it down noisily at His feet. The two arms,
which were lighter and provided with tenons, were bound with
cords to the trunk, which was broader and heavier. The wedges,
the little foot-block, and the board just finished for the
inscription were carried along with other things by boys who
were learning the executioners' trade.

As soon as the cross was thrown on the ground before Him,
Jesus fell on His knees, put His arms around it, and kissed it
three times while softly uttering a prayer of thanksgiving to
His Heavenly Father for the Redemption of mankind now
begun. Pagan priests were accustomed to embrace a newly
erected altar, and in like manner the Lord embraced His cross,
the eternal Altar of the bloody Sacrifice of expiation. But the
executioners dragged Jesus up to a kneeling posture; and with
difficulty and little help (and that of the most barbarous kind)
He was forced to take the heavy beams upon His right shoulder
and hold them fast with His right arm. | saw invisible angels
helping Him, otherwise He would have been unable to lift the
cross from the ground. As He knelt, He bent under the weight.
While Jesus was praying, some of the other executioners
placed on the back of the two thieves the arms of their crosses
(not yet fastened to the trunk), and tied their upraised hands
upon them by means of a stick around which
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they twisted the cord. These crosspieces were not quite
straight, but somewhat curved. At the moment of crucifixion
they were fastened to the upper end of the trunk, which
trunk—along with the other implements of execution—was
carried after the condemned by slaves. Pilate's horsemen were
now ready to start, and the trumpet sounded. Just then one of
the mounted Pharisees approached Jesus, who was still
kneeling under His load, and exclaimed: "It is all over with
fine speeches now! Hurry up, that we may get rid of Him!
Forward! Forward!" They jerked Him to His feet, and then fell
upon His shoulder the whole weight of the cross, of that cross
which, according to His own sacred words of Eternal Truth, we
must carry after Him. And now that blessed triumphal
procession of the King of Kings, so ignominious upon earth, so
glorious in the sight of Heaven, began. Two cords were tied to
the end of the cross, and by them two of the executioners held
it up, so that it could not be dragged on the ground. Around
Jesus, though at some distance, walked the four executioners
holding the cords fastened to the fetter-girdle that bound His
waist. His mantle was tied up under His arms. Jesus, with the
wood of the cross bound on His shoulder, reminded me in a
striking manner of Isaac carrying the wood for his own
sacrifice on the mountain. Pilate's trumpeter gave the signal for
starting, for Pilate himself with a detachment of soldiers
intended to go into the city, in order to prevent the possibility
of an insurrection. He was armed and on horseback,
surrounded by his officers and a troop of cavalry. A company
of about three hundred foot soldiers followed, all from the
frontier between Switzerland and Italy.

The procession of the Crucifixion was headed by a trumpeter,
who sounded his trumpet at every street corner and proclaimed
the execution. Some paces behind him came a crowd of boys
and other rude fellows, carrying drink, cords, nails, wedges,
and baskets
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of tools of all kinds, while sturdy servant men bore poles,
ladders, and the trunks belonging to the crosses of the thieves.
The ladders consisted of mere poles, through which long
wooden pegs were run. Then followed some of the mounted
Pharisees, after whom came a lad bearing on his breast the
inscription Pilate had written for the cross. The crown of
thorns, which it was impossible to leave on during the carriage
of the cross, was taken from Christ's head and placed on the
end of a pole, which this lad now carried over his shoulder.
This boy was not very wicked.

And next came Our Lord and Redeemer, bowed down under
the heavy weight of the cross, bruised, torn with scourges,
exhausted, and tottering. Since the Last Supper of the
preceding evening, without food, drink, and sleep, under
continual ill-treatment that might of itself have ended in death,
consumed by loss of blood, wounds, fever, thirst, and unutter-
able interior pain and horror, Jesus walked with tottering steps,
His back bent low, His feet naked and bleeding. With His right
hand He grasped the heavy load on His right shoulder, and
with the left He wearily tried to raise the flowing garment
constantly impeding His uncertain steps. The four executioners
held at some distance the cords fastened to His fetter girdle.
The two in front dragged Him forward, while the two behind
urged Him on. In this way He was not sure of one step, and the
tugging cords constantly prevented His lifting His robe. His
hands were bruised and swollen from the cords that had tightly
bound them, His face was covered with blood and swellings,
His hair and beard were torn and matted with blood, the burden
He carried and the fetters pressed the coarse woolen garment
into the wounds of His body and the wool stuck fast to those
that had been reopened by the tearing off of His clothes. Jeers
and malicious words resounded on all sides. He looked
unspeakably wretched and
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tormented, though lovingly resigned. His lips moved in
prayer, His glance was supplicating, forgiving, and suffering.
The two executioners behind Him, who held up the end of the
cross by means of ropes fastened to it, increased the toil of
Jesus, for they jerked the ropes or let them lie slack, thus
moving His burden from side to side. The procession was
flanked by soldiers bearing lances.

Then came the two thieves, each led by two executioners
holding cords fastened to their girdles. They had the curved
crosspieces belonging to the trunk of their crosses fastened on
their backs, with their outstretched arms bound to the ends of
them. They wore only a short tunic around their loins; the
upper part of their body was covered with a loose, sleeveless
jacket open at the sides, and on their head was the cap of
twisted straw. They were partly intoxicated by the drink that
had been given them. The good thief, however, was very
quiet; but the bad one was insolent and furious, and he cursed
continually. The executioners were dark complexioned, short,
thickset fellows, with short, black hair, crisp and scrubby.
Their beard was sparse, a few little tufts scattered over the
chin. The shape of their face was not Jewish. They were canal
laborers, and belonged to a race of Egyptian slaves. They
wore only a short tunic like an apron, and on their breast was
a leathern covering without sleeves. They were, in every
sense of the word, beastly. Behind the thieves rode one-half
of the Pharisees closing the procession. Sometimes they rode
together, and again singly along the whole line of the
procession, urging them on and keeping order. Among the
mob that led the way, carrying the implements of execution,
were some lowborn Jewish lads who, of their own accord, had
pushed themselves into the crowd.

At a considerable distance followed Pilate, his party preceded
by a trumpeter on horseback. Pilate, in military costume, rode
among his officers followed by a
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troop of cavalry and three hundred foot soldiers. His train
crossed the forum, and then passed out into a broad street.

The procession formed for Jesus wound through a very narrow
back street, in order not to obstruct the way of the people
going to the Temple, as well as to prove no hindrance to Pilate
and his escort.

Most of the people had dispersed immediately after the
sentence was pronounced, either to return to their own homes
or to go to the Temple. They had already lost a great part of
the morning, and so they had to hurry their preparations for
the slaughtering of the Paschal lamb. The crowd of loiterers
was nevertheless very great. It was a mixed company con-
sisting of strangers, slaves, workmen, boys, women, and all
kinds of rough people. They rushed headlong through the
streets and byways, in order here and there to catch a glimpse
of the mournful procession. The Roman soldiers in the rear
kept them from swelling its numbers, and they were obliged
consequently to plunge down the next bystreet and head off
the procession again. Most of them, however, made straight
for Golgotha. The narrow alley through which Jesus was first
conducted was scarcely two paces wide, and it was full of filth
thrown from the gates of the houses on either side. He had
much to suffer here. The executioners were brought into closer
contact with Him, and from the gates and windows the
servants and slaves there employed threw after Him mud and
kitchen refuse. Malicious rascals poured black, filthy, bad-
smelling water on Him; yes, even children, running out of
their houses, were incited by the rabble to gather stones in
their aprons and, darting through the crowd, throw them at His
feet with words of mockery and reviling. Thus did children do
unto Him who had pronounced the children beloved, blessed,
and happy.
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38. Jesus’ First Fall Under the Cross

Toward the end of that narrow street, or alley, the way turned
again to the left, becoming broader and somewhat steep.
Under it was a subterranean aqueduct extending from Mount
Sion. I think it ran along the forum, where flowed a covered
gutter down to the sheep pool near the sheep gate. | could hear
the gurgling and rippling of the water in the pipes. Just here
where the street begins to ascend, there was a hollow place
often filled, after a rain, with mud and water. In it, as in many
such places in the streets of Jerusalem, lay a large stone to
facilitate crossing, Poor Jesus, on reaching this spot with His
heavy burden, could go no farther. The executioners pulled
Him by the cords and pushed Him unmercifully. Then did the
Divine Cross-bearer fall full length on the ground by the
projecting stone, His burden at His side. The drivers, with
curses, pulled Him and kicked Him. This brought the
procession to a halt, and a tumult arose around Jesus. In vain
did He stretch out His hand for someone to help Him. "Ah! It
will soon be over!" He exclaimed, and continued to pray. The
Pharisees yelled: "Up! Raise Him up! Otherwise He'll die in
our hands." Here and there on the wayside weeping women
might be seen, and children whimpering from fear. With the
aid of supernatural help, Jesus raised His head, and the terrible,
the diabolical wretches, instead of alleviating His sufferings,
put the crown of thorns again upon Him. When at last, with all
kinds of ill-treatment, they dragged Him up again, they laid
the cross once more upon His shoulder. And now with the
greatest difficulty He had to hang His poor head, racked with
thorns, to one side in order to be able to carry His heavy load
on His shoulder, for the crown was broad. Thus Jesus tottered,
with increased torture, up the steep and gradually widening
street.



The Blessed Virgin Mary

247

39. Jesus, Carrying His Cross, Meets His Most Holy
and Afflicted Mother.

His Second Fall Under the Cross

The Blessed Mother of Jesus, who shared every suffering of
her Son, had about an hour previously—when the unjust
sentence was pronounced upon Him—Ieft the forum with John
and the holy women to venerate the places consecrated by His
cruel Passion. But now when the running crowd, the sounding
trumpets, and the approach of the soldiers and Pilate's
cavalcade announced the commencement of the bitter Way of
the Cross, Mary could no longer remain at a distance. She
must behold her Divine Son in His sufferings, and she begged
John to take her to some place that Jesus would pass. They left,
in consequence, the vicinity of Sion, passed the judgment seat,
and went through gates and shady walks which were open just
now to the people streaming hither and thither, to the western
side of a palace which had an arched gateway on the street
into which the procession turned after Jesus' first fall. The
palace was the residence of Caiaphas; the house on Sion was
his official tribunal. John obtained from the compassionate
porter the privilege of passing through and of opening the
opposite gate. | was terrified when | saw the Blessed Virgin so
pale, her eyes red with weeping, wrapped from head to foot in
a bluish-green mantle, trembling and shuddering, going
through this house with the holy women, John, and one of the
nephews of Joseph of Arimathea. They could already
distinguish the tumult and uproar of the approaching multitude
only some houses off, the sound of the trumpet and the
proclamation at the corners that a criminal was being led to
execution. When the servant opened the gate, the noise
became more distinct and alarming. Mary was in prayer. She
said to John: "Shall | stay to behold it, or shall I hurry away?
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Oh, how shall I be able to endure it?" John replied: "If thou
dost not remain, it will always be to thee a cruel regret.” They
stepped out under the gateway and looked to the right down
the street, which was here somewhat rising, but which became
level again at the spot upon which Mary was standing. The
procession at this moment may not have been more than
eighty paces distant from them. It was preceded by none of the
rabble, though they were still following on the side and in the
rear. Many of them, as | have said, were running through the
neighboring street, to get other places from which they could
obtain a look.

And now came on the executioner's servants, insolent and
triumphant, with their instruments of torture, at sight of which
the Blessed Mother trembled, sobbed, and wrung her hands.
One of the men said to the bystanders: "Who is that woman in
such distress?" And someone answered: "She is the Mother of
the Galilean.” When the miscreants heard this, they jeered at
the sorrowing Mother in words of scorn, pointed at her with
their fingers; and one of the base wretches, snatching up the
nails intended for the crucifixion, held them up mockingly
before her face. Wringing her hands, she gazed upon Jesus and,
in her anguish, leaned for support against one of the pillars of
the gate. She was pale as a corpse, her lips livid. The Pharisees
came riding forward, then came the boy with the inscription—
and oh! a couple of steps behind him, the Son of God, her own
Son, the Holy One, the Redeemer! Tottering, bowed down,
His thorn-crowned head painfully bent over to one shoulder
on account of the heavy cross He was carrying, Jesus
staggered on. The executioners pulled Him forward with the
ropes. His face was pale, wounded, and blood-stained, His
beard pointed and matted with blood. From His sunken eyes
full of blood He cast, from under the tangled and twisted
thorns of His crown, frightful to behold, a look full of earnest
tenderness
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upon His afflicted Mother, and for the second time tottered
under the weight of the cross and sank on His hands and
knees to the ground. The most sorrowful Mother, in
vehemence of her love and anguish, saw neither soldiers nor
executioners—saw only her beloved, suffering, maltreated
Son. Wringing her hands, she sprang over the couple of steps
between the gateway and the executioners in advance, and
rushing to Jesus, fell on her knees with her arms around Him.
| heard, but I know not whether spoken with the lips or in
spirit, the words: “My Son!”—“My Mother!”

The executioners insulted and mocked. One of them said:
"Woman, what dost thou want here? If thou hadst reared Him
better, He would not now be in our hands."” | perceived,
however, that some of the soldiers were touched. They
obliged the Blessed Virgin to retire, but not one of them laid a
finger on her. John and the women led her away, and she sank,
like one paralyzed in the knees by pain, on one of the
cornerstones that supported the wall near the gateway. Her
back was turned toward the procession, and her hands came
in contact with the obliquely projecting stone upon which she
sank. It was a green veined stone. Where Mary's knees
touched it, shallow hollow places were left, and where her
hands rested, the impression remained. They were not very
distinct impressions, but such as might be made by a stroke
upon a surface like dough, for the stone was very hard. | saw
that, under Bishop James the Less, it was removed into the
first Catholic church, the church near the Pool of Bethsaida.
As | have before said, | have more than once seen similar
impressions in stone made by the touch of holy persons on
great and remarkable occasions. This verifies the saying: "It
would move the heart of a stone," and this other: "This makes
an impression." The Eternal Wisdom, in His mercy, needed
not the art of printing in order to leave to posterity a witness
to holy things.
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When the soldiers flanking the procession drove it forward
with their lances, John took the Blessed Mother in through the
gate, which was then closed.

The executioners meanwhile had dragged Our Lord up again,
and laid the cross upon His shoulder in another position. The
arms of the cross had become loose from the trunk to which
they had at first been bound, and one had slipped down and
become entangled in the ropes. Jesus now took them in His
arms, and the trunk dragged behind a little more on the ground.

Here and there among the rabble following the procession
with jeers and laughter, | saw the veiled figures of weeping
women moving along with uneven steps.

40. Simon of Cyrene
Jesus' Third Fall Under the Cross

After going some distance up the broad street, the procession
passed through a gateway in an old inner wall of the city. In
front of this gate was a wide open space at which three streets
met. There was a large stepping stone here, over which Jesus
staggered and fell, the cross by His side. He lay on the ground,
leaning against the stone, unable to rise. Just at this instant, a
crowd of well-dressed people came along on their way to the
Temple. They cried out in compassion: "Alas! The poor
creature is dying!" Confusion arose among the rabble, for they
could not succeed in making Jesus rise. The Pharisees leading
the procession cried out to the soldiers: "We shall not get Him
to Calvary alive. You must hunt up someone to help Him
carry the cross.” Just then appeared, coming straight down the
middle of the street, Simon of Cyrene, a pagan, followed by
his three sons. He was carrying a bundle of sprigs under his
arm, for he was a gardener, and he had been working in the
gardens
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toward the eastern wall of the city. Every year about the time
of the feast, he was accustomed to come up to Jerusalem with
his wife and children, to trim the hedges. Many other laborers
used to come for the same purpose. The crowd was so great
that he could not escape, and as soon as the soldiers saw by his
dress that he was a poor pagan laborer, they laid hold on him
and dragged him forward to help carry the Galilean's cross. He
resisted and showed great unwillingness, but they forcibly
constrained him. His little boys screamed and cried, and some
women that knew the man took charge of them. Simon was
filled with disgust and repugnance for the task imposed upon
him. Poor Jesus looked so horribly miserable, so awfully
disfigured, and His garments were covered with mud; but He
was weeping, and He cast upon Simon a glance that roused his
compassion. He had to help Him up. Then the executioners
tied one arm of the cross toward the end of the trunk, made a
loop of the cords, and passed it over Simon's shoulder. He
walked close behind Jesus, thus greatly lightening His burden.
They rearranged the crown of thorns, and at last the dolorous
procession resumed its march.

Simon was a vigorous man of forty years. He had no covering
on his head. He wore a short, close-fitting jacket; his loins
were bound with lappets, his legs with leathern straps, and his
sandals turned up in sharp beaks at the toes. His little boys
were dressed in tunics of colored stripes. Two of them were
almost grown. They were named Rufus and Alexander, and
later on they joined the disciples. The third was younger, and |
have seen him still as a child with Stephen. Simon had not
borne the cross long after Jesus when he felt his heart deeply
touched.

41. Veronica and Her Veil

The street through which Jesus was now going was long and
somewhat winding, and into it several side
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streets ran. From all quarters respectable-looking people were
on their way to the Temple. They stepped back, some from a
pharisaical fear of becoming legally impure, others moved by a
feeling of compassion. Simon had assisted the Lord with His
burden almost two hundred paces when, from a handsome
house on the left side of the street, up to whose forecourt
(which was enclosed by a low, broad wall surmounted by a
railing of some kind of shining metal) a flight of terraced steps
led, there issued a tall, elegant looking woman, holding a little
girl by the hand, and rushed forward to meet the procession. It
was Seraphia, the wife of Sirach, one of the members of the
Council belonging to the Temple. Owing to her action of this
day, she received the name of VVeronica from vera (true) and
icon (picture, or image).

Seraphia had prepared some costly spiced wine with the pious
design of refreshing the Lord on His dolorous journey. She had
been waiting in anxious expectation and had already hurried
out once before to meet the procession. | saw her veiled, a little
girl (whom she had adopted as her own child) by the hand,
hurrying forward at the moment in which Jesus met His
Blessed Mother. But in the disturbance that followed, she
found no opportunity to carry out her design, and so she
hastened back to her house to await the Lord's coming.

As the procession drew near, she stepped out into the street
veiled, a linen cloth hanging over her shoulder. The little girl,
who was about nine years old, was standing by her with a mug
of wine hidden under her little mantle. Those at the head of the
procession tried in vain to keep her back. Transported with
love and compassion, with the child holding fast to her dress,
she pressed through the mob running at the side of the
procession, in through the soldiers and executioners, stepped
before Jesus, fell on her knees, and held up to Him the
outspread end of the linen kerchief, with these words of
entreaty: "Permit
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me to wipe the face of my Lord!" Jesus seized the kerchief
with His left hand and, with the flat, open palm, pressed it
against His bloodstained face. Then passing it still with the
left hand toward the right, which was grasping the arm of the
cross, He pressed it between both palms and handed it back to
Seraphia with thanks. She kissed it, hid it beneath her mantle,
where she pressed it to her heart, and arose to her feet. Then
the little girl timidly held up the mug of wine, but the brutal
soldiers and executioners would not permit her to refresh
Jesus with it. This sudden and daring act of Seraphia caused a
stoppage in the procession of hardly two minutes, of which
she made use to present the kerchief. The mounted Pharisees,
as well as the executioners, were enraged at the delay, and
still more at this public homage rendered to the Lord. They
began, in consequence, to beat and pull Jesus. Veronica
meanwhile fled back with the child to her house.

Scarcely had she reached her own apartment when, laying the
kerchief on a table, she sank down unconscious. The little girl,
still holding the mug of wine, knelt whimpering by her. A
friend of the family, entering the room, found her in this
condition. She glanced at the outspread kerchief and beheld
upon it the bloody face of Jesus frightfully, but with
wonderful distinctness, impressed. It looked like the face of a
corpse. She roused Seraphia and showed her the Lord's image.
It filled her with grief and consolation, and casting herself on
her knees before the kerchief, she exclaimed: "Now will |
leave all, for the Lord has given to me a memento!"

This kerchief was a strip of fine wool about three times as
long as wide. It was usually worn around the neck, and
sometimes a second was thrown over the shoulder. It was
customary upon meeting one in sorrow, in tears, in misery, in
sickness, or in fatigue, to present it to wipe the face. It was a
sign of mourning and sympathy. In hot countries, friends
presented
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them to one another. Seraphia ever after kept this kerchief
hanging at the head of her bed. After her death, it was given
by the holy women to the Mother of God, and through the
Apostles at last came into the possession of the Church.

Seraphia was a cousin of John the Baptist, her father being the
son of Zachary's brother. She was from Jerusalem. When
Mary, a little girl of four years, was placed among the young
girls at the Temple, | saw Joachim, Anne, and some that had
accompanied them going into Zachary's paternal house not far
from the fish market. A very old relative of the family now
occupied it, Zachary's uncle, perhaps, and Seraphia's
grandfather. At the time of Mary's espousals with Joseph, |
saw that Seraphia was older than the Blessed Virgin. She was
related also to the aged Simeon who had prophesied at Jesus'
Presentation in the Temple, and from early youth she was
brought up with his sons. Simeon had inspired these young
people with a longing after the Messiah. This waiting for
salvation was, for a long time, like a secret affection among
many good people; others at that time had no idea of such
things. When Jesus at the age of twelve remained behind in
Jerusalem to teach in the Temple, | saw Seraphia older than
the Mother of Jesus and still unmarried. She sent Jesus food to
a little inn outside of Jerusalem, where He put up when He
was not in the Temple. It was at this same inn, a quarter of an
hour from Jerusalem and on the road to Bethlehem, that Mary
and Joseph, when going to present Jesus in the Temple after
His birth, spent one day and two nights with the two old
people. They were Essenians, and the wife was related to
Johanna Chusa. They were acquainted with the Holy Family
and Jesus. Their inn was an establishment for the poor. Jesus
and the disciples often took shelter there; and in His last days,
when He was preaching in the Temple, | often saw food sent
thither by Seraphia. But at that time there were other
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occupants in it. Seraphia married late in life. Her husband
Sirach, a descendant of the chaste Susanna, was a member of
the Council belonging to the Temple. He was at first very
much opposed to Jesus, and Seraphia, on account of her
intimate connection with Jesus and the holy women, had much
to suffer from him. He had even on several different occasions
confined her for a long time in a prison cell. Converted at last
by Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus, he became more
lenient, and allowed his wife to follow Jesus. At Jesus' trial
before Caiaphas, both last night and this morning, he had, in
company with Nicodemus, Joseph of Arimathea, and all well-
disposed people, declared himself for Our Lord, and with
them left the Sanhedrim. Seraphia was still a beautiful,
majestic woman, although she must have been over fifty years
old. At the triumphant entrance of Jesus into Jerusalem, which
we celebrate on Palm Sunday, | saw her among the other
women with a child on her arm. She took her veil from her
head and spread it joyfully and reverently in the Lord's path. It
was this same veil with which she now went forward to meet
the Lord in His dolorous, but victorious and triumphant
procession, and remove in part the traces of His sufferings—
this same veil that gave to its possessor the new and
triumphant name of Veronica, and this same veil that is now
held in public veneration by the Church.

In the third year after Christ's Ascension, the Roman Emperor
sent officials to Jerusalem to collect proofs of the rumors
afloat in connection with Jesus' death and resurrection. One of
these officials took back with him to Rome Nicodemus,
Seraphia, and a relative of Johanna Chusa, the disciple
Epaphras. This last-named was merely a simple servant of the
disciples, having formerly been engaged in the Temple as a
servant and messenger of the priests. He was with the
Apostles in the Coenaculum during the first days after Jesus'
Resurrection, when
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he saw Jesus as he frequently did afterward. | saw Veronica
with the Emperor, who was sick. His couch was elevated a
couple of steps, and concealed by a large curtain. The room
was four-cornered, and not very large. | saw no window in it,
but light entered from the roof in which there were valves that
could be opened or closed by means of hanging cords. The
Emperor was alone, his attendants in the antechamber. | saw
that Veronica had brought with her, besides the veil, one of
the linens from Jesus' tomb. She unfolded the former before
the Emperor. It was a long, narrow strip of stuff, which she
had once worn as a veil around her head and neck. The
impression of Jesus' face was on one end of it, and when she
held it up before the Emperor, she grasped the whole length of
the veil in one hand. The face of Jesus was not a clean, distinct
portrait, for it was impressed on the veil in blood; it was also
broader than a painted likeness would have been, for Jesus had
pressed the veil all around His face. On the other cloth that
Veronica had with her, I saw the impression of Jesus' scourged
body. I think it was one of the cloths upon which Jesus had
been washed for sepulture. | did not see that these cloths made
any impression on the Emperor, or that he touched them, but
he was cured by merely looking upon them. He wanted to
keep Veronica in Rome, and to give her as a reward a house,
goods, and faithful servants, but she longed for nothing but to
return to Jerusalem and to die where Jesus had died. | saw that
she did return, with the companions of her journey. | saw in
the persecution of the Christians in Jerusalem, when Lazarus
and his sisters were driven into exile, that Seraphia fled with
some other women. But being overtaken, she was cast into
prison where, as a martyr for the truth, for Jesus, whom she
had so often fed with earthly bread, and who with His own
Flesh and Blood had nourished her to eternal life, she died of
starvation.
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42. The Weeping Daughters of Jerusalem. Jesus’
Fourth and Fifth Falls Beneath the Cross

The procession had still a good distance to go before reaching
the gate, and the street in that direction was somewhat
declining. The gate was strong and high. To reach it, one had
to go first through a vaulted arch, then across a bridge, then
through another archway. The gate opened in a southwesterly
direction. The city wall at this point of egress ran for a short
distance, perhaps for some minutes, southward, then turned a
little toward the west, and, finally, took a southerly direction
once more around Mount Sion. On the right of the gate, the
wall extended northward to the corner gate, and then turned
eastward along the northern side of Jerusalem.

As the procession neared the gate, the executioners pressed on
more violently. Close to the gate there was a large puddle of
muddy water in the uneven road, cut up by vehicles. The
barbarous executioners jerked Jesus forward; the crowd
pressed, Simon of Cyrene tried to step sideways for the sake
of convenience, thereby moving the cross out of its place, and
poor Jesus for the fourth time fell so heavily under His burden
into the muddy pool that Simon could scarcely support the
cross. Jesus then, in a voice interrupted by sighs, though still
high and clear, cried out: "Woe! Woe, Jerusalem! How often
would I have gathered together thy children as the hen doth
gather her chickens under her wings, and thou dost cast Me so
cruelly out of thy gate!" The Lord was troubled and in sorrow.
The Pharisees turned toward Him and said mockingly: "The
Disturber of the peace has not yet had enough. He still holds
forth in unintelligible speeches,” etc. They beat Him and
pushed Him, and raising Him to His feet, dragged Him out of
the rut. Simon of Cyrene meanwhile had become very much
exasperated at the
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barbarity of the executioners, and he exclaimed: "If you do not
cease your villainy, I will throw down this cross even if you
kill me also!"

Just outside the gate there branched from the highroad
northward to Mount Calvary a rough, narrow road several
minutes in length. Some distance farther, the highroad itself
divided in three directions: on the left to the southwest through
the Vale of Gihon toward Bethlehem; westward toward
Emmaus and Joppa; and on the right, off to the northwest and
running around Mount Calvary toward the corner gate which
led to Bethsur. Through this gate by which Jesus was led out,
one could see off toward the southwest and to the left the
Bethlehem gate. These two gates of Jerusalem were next to
each other.

In the center of the highroad and opposite the gate where the
way branched off to Mount Calvary, stood a post supporting a
board upon which, in white raised letters that looked as if they
were done in paste, was written the death sentence of Our
Saviour and the two thieves. Not far from this spot, at the
corner of the road, a large number of women might be seen
weeping and lamenting. Some were young maidens, others
poor married women, who had run out from Jerusalem to meet
the procession; others were from Bethlehem, Hebron, and the
neighboring places, who, coming up for the feast, had here
joined the women of Jerusalem.

Jesus again sank fainting. He did not fall to the ground,

because Simon, resting the end of the cross upon the earth,
drew nearer and supported His bowed form. The Lord leaned
on him. This was the fifth fall of Jesus while carrying His cross.
At sight of His countenance so utterly wretched, the women
raised a loud cry of sorrow and pity and, after the Jewish
manner of showing compassion, extended toward Him
kerchiefs with which to wipe off the perspiration. At this Jesus
turned to them and said: "Daughters of Jerusalem™ (which
meant, also, people from other
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Jewish cities), "weep not over Me, but weep for yourselves
and for your children. For behold, the days shall come wherein
they will say: 'Blessed are the barren and the wombs that have
not borne, and the paps that have not given suck!" Then shall
they begin to say to the mountains: 'Fall upon us!" and to the
hills: 'Cover us!" For if in the green wood they do these things,
what shall be done in the dry?" Jesus said some other beautiful
words to the women, but | have forgotten them. Among them,
however, | remember these: "Your tears shall be rewarded,
Henceforth, ye shall tread another path," etc.

There was a pause here, for the procession halted awhile. The
rabble bearing the instruments of torture went on ahead to
Mount Calvary, followed by a hundred Roman soldiers
detached from Pilate's corps. He himself had, at some distance,
accompanied the procession as far as the gateway, but there he
turned back into the city.

43. Jesus on Golgotha. The Sixth and The Seventh
Falls of Jesus. His Imprisonment

The procession again moved onward. With blows and violent
jerking at the cords that bound Him, Jesus was driven up the
rough, uneven path between the city wall and Mount Calvary
toward the north. At a spot where the winding path in its
ascent turned toward the south, poor Jesus fell again for the
sixth time. But His tormentors beat Him and drove Him on
more rudely than ever until He reached the top of the rock, the
place of execution, when with the cross He fell heavily to the
earth for the seventh time.

Simon of Cyrene, himself fatigued and ill-treated, was
altogether worn out with indignation and compassion. He
wanted to help poor Jesus up again, but the executioners with
cuffs and insults drove him
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down the path. He soon after joined the disciples. All the lads
and workmen that had come up with the procession, but
whose presence was no longer necessary, were driven down
also. The mounted Pharisees had ridden up by the smooth and
easy winding path on the western side of Mount Calvary,
from whose top one could see even over the city wall.

The place of execution, which was on the level top of the
mount, was circular, and of a size that could be enclosed in
the cemetery of our own parish church. It was like a tolerably
large riding ground, and was surrounded by a low wall of
earth, through which five pathways were cut. Five paths, or
entrances, of this kind seemed to be peculiar to this country in
the laying out of different places; for instance, bathing places,
baptismal pools, and the Pool of Bethsaida. Many of the cities
also were built with five gates. This arrangement is found in
all designs belonging to the olden times, and also in those of
more modern date built in the spirit of pious imitation. As
with all other things in the Holy Land, it breathed a deeply
prophetic signification, which on this day received its
realization in the opening of those five ways to salvation, the
five Sacred Wounds of Jesus.

The Pharisees on horseback drew up on the western side
beyond the circle, where the mountain sloped gently; that
toward the city, up which the criminals were brought, was
steep and rough. About one hundred Roman soldiers from the
confines of Switzerland were stationed, some on the mountain,
some around the circular wall of the place of execution. Some,
too, were standing on guard around the two thieves. As space
was needed, they were not at once brought up to the top of the
mount, but with their arms still bound to the crosspieces were
left lying on a slope where the road turned off to the south,

and at some distance below the place of execution. A great
crowd, mostly of the vulgar class, who had no fear of
defilement, strangers, servants, slaves,

The Place of Execution
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pagans, and numbers of women, were standing around the
circle. Some were on the neighboring heights, and these were
being constantly joined by others on their way to the city.
Toward evening there had gathered on Mount Gihon a whole
encampment of Paschal guests, many of whom gazed from a
distance at the scene on Mount Calvary, and at times pressed
nearer to get a better view.

It was about a quarter to twelve when Jesus, laden with the
cross, was dragged into the place of execution, thrown on the
ground, and Simon driven off. The executioners then pulled
Jesus up by the cords, took the sections of the cross apart, and
put them together again in proper form. Ah! How sad and
miserable, what a terribly lacerated, pale and bloodstained
figure was that of poor Jesus as He stood on that place of
martyrdom! The executioners threw Him down again with
words of mockery such as these: "We must take the measure
of Thy throne for Thee, O King!" But Jesus laid Himself
willingly upon the cross. Had it been possible for Him, in His
state of exhaustion, to do it more quickly, they would have
had no necessity to drag Him down. Then they stretched Him
out and marked the length for His hands and feet. The
Pharisees were standing around, jeering and mocking. The
executioners now dragged Jesus up again and led Him, bound,
about seventy steps northward down to a cave cut in the rock.
It looked as if intended for a cellar, or cistern. They raised the
door and pushed Him down so unmercifully that, without a
miracle, His knees would have been crushed on the rough
stone floor. | heard His loud, sharp cries of pain. The
executioners closed the door above Him, and set guards
before it. | accompanied Jesus on those seventy steps, and |
think that I saw angels helping Him, supporting Him a little,
that His knees should not be crushed. The stone under them
became soft.

And now the executioners began their preparations.
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In the center of the place of execution, the highest point of
Calvary's rocky height, was a circular elevation, about two
feet high, with a few steps leading to it. After taking the
measure of the lower part of each of the three crosses, the
executioners chiseled out holes in that little elevation to
receive them. Those for the thieves were raised to the right
and left of the eminence. Their trunks were rough, shorter than
that of Jesus, and sawed off obliquely at the upper end. The
crosspieces, to which their hands were still fastened, were at
the moment of crucifixion attached tightly to the upper end of
the cross. The executioners next laid Christ's cross on the spot
upon which they intended to crucify Him, so that it could be
conveniently raised and deposited in the hole made to receive
it. They fitted the tenons of the two arms into the mortises
made for them in the trunk, nailed on the foot-block, bored the
holes for the nails and also for the title written by Pilate,
hammered in the wedges under the mortised arms, and made
hollow places here and there down the trunk. These were
intended to receive the crown of thorns and Jesus' back, so
that His body might rather stand than hang, thus preventing
the hands from being torn by the weight and hastening death.
In the earth behind the little eminence, they sank a post with a
crossbeam around which the ropes for raising the cross could
be wound. They made several other preparations of a similar
nature.

44. Mary and the Holy Women Go to Golgotha

After that most painful meeting with her Divine Son carrying
His cross before the dwelling of Caiaphas, the most afflicted
Mother was conducted by John and the holy women, Johanna
Chusa, Susanna, and Salome, to the house of Nazareth in the
vicinity of the corner gate. Here the other holy
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women, in tears and lamentations, were gathered around
Magdalen and Martha. Some children were with them. They
now went all together, in number seventeen, with the Blessed
Virgin, careless of the jeers of the mob, grave and resolute, and
by their tears awe-inspiring, across the forum, where they
kissed the spot upon which Jesus had taken up the burden of
the cross. Thence they proceeded along the whole of the
sorrowful way trodden by Him and venerated the places
marked by special sufferings. The Blessed Virgin saw and
recognized the footprints of her Divine Son, she numbered His
steps, pointed out to the holy women all the places consecrated
by His sufferings, regulated their halting and going forward on
this Way of the Cross, which with all its details was deeply
imprinted in her soul.

In this manner, that most touching devotion of the early
Church, first written by the sword of Simeon's prophecy on the
loving mother-heart of Mary, was transmitted from her lips to
the companions of her sorrows, and from them passed down to
us. It is the sacred gift of God to the heart of the Mother
whence it has descended from heart to heart among her chil-
dren. Thus is the tradition of the Church propagated. If people
could see as I do, such gifts would appear to them more replete
with life and holiness than any other. To the Jews, all places in
which holy events, events dear to the heart happened, were
thenceforth sacred. They forgot no spot remarkable for some
great occurrence. They raised upon it a monument of stones,
and went thither at times to pray. And so arose the devotion of
the Holy Way of the Cross, not from any afterthought, but
from the nature of man himself and the designs of God over
His people, and from the truest mother-love which, so to speak,
first trod that way under the very feet of Jesus Himself.

The holy band of mourners now arrived at VVeronica's dwelling,
which they entered, for Pilate with his riders and two hundred
soldiers, having turned
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back at the city gate, was coming along the street, Here with
tears and expressions of sorrow, the holy women gazed upon
the face of Jesus impressed upon Veronica's veil, and
glorified His goodness toward His faithful friend. Taking the
vessel of aromatic wine which Veronica had not been
permitted to present to Jesus, they went to the gate nearby and
out to Golgotha. Their number was increased on the way by
the addition of many well-disposed people who traversed the
streets with a demeanor at once orderly and deeply impressed.
This procession was almost greater than that which followed
Jesus, inclusive of the rabble running after it.

The sufferings of the most afflicted Mother of Sorrows on this
journey, at the sight of the place of execution and her ascent
to it, cannot be expressed. They were twofold: the pains of
Jesus suffered interiorly and the sense of being left behind.
Magdalen was perfectly distracted, intoxicated and reeling, as
it were, with grief, precipitated from agony to agony. From
silence long maintained she fell to lamenting, from
listlessness to wringing her hands, from moaning to
threatening the authors of her misery. She had to be
continually supported, protected, admonished to silence, and
concealed by the other women.

They went up the hill by the gently sloping western side and
stood in three groups, one behind the other, outside the wall
enclosing the circle. The Mother of Jesus, her niece Mary
Cleophas, Salome, and John stood close to the circle. Martha,
Mary Heli, Veronica, Johanna Chusa, Susanna, and Mary
Marcus stood a little distance back around Magdalen, who
could no longer restrain herself. Still farther back were about
seven others, and between these groups were some well-
disposed individuals who carried messages backward and
forward. The mounted Pharisees were stationed in groups at
various points around the circle, and the five entrances
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were guarded by Roman soldiers.

What a spectacle for Mary! The place of execution, the hill of
crucifixion, the terrible cross outstretched before her, the
hammers, the ropes, the dreadful nails! And all around, the
brutal, drunken executioners, with curses completing their
preparations! The crucifixion stakes of the thieves were
already raised, and to facilitate ascent, plugs were stuck in the
holes bored to receive them. The absence of Jesus intensified
the Mother's martyrdom. She knew that He was still alive, she
longed to see Him, and yet she shuddered at the thought, for
when she should again behold Him it would be in suffering
unutterable.

The Weather

Toward ten in the morning, when the sentence had been
pronounced, a little hail fell at intervals. At the time of Jesus'
journey to Calvary, the sky cleared and the sun shone out, but
toward twelve it was partially obscured by a lurid, reddish fog.

45. Jesus Stripped for Crucifixion And Drenched With
Vinegar

Four executioners now went to the prison cave, seventy steps
northward, and dragged Jesus out. He was imploring God for
strength and offering Himself once more for the sins of His
enemies. They dragged Him with pushes, blows, and insults
over these last steps of His Passion. The people stared and
jeered; the soldiers, cold and grave, stood proudly erect
keeping order; the executioners furiously snatched Him from
the hands of His guards and dragged Him violently into the
circle.

The holy women gave a man some money to take to the
executioners together with the vessel of spiced wine and beg
them to allow Jesus to drink it. The wretches took the wine but,
instead of giving it to
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Jesus, they drank it themselves. There were two brown jugs
standing near. In one was a mixture of vinegar and gall, and in
the other, a kind of vinegar yeast. It may have been wine
mingled with wormwood and myrrh. Some of this last-
mentioned they held in a brown cup to the lips of the Saviour,
who was still bound in fetters. He tasted it, but would not drink.
There were eighteen executioners in the circle: the six
scourgers, the four that led Jesus, the two that held the ropes,
and six crucifiers. Some were busied around Jesus, some with
the thieves, and they worked and drank alternately. They were
short, powerfully built fellows, filthy in appearance, cruel and
beastly. Their features denoted foreign origin; their hair was
bushy, their beard scrubby. They served the Romans and Jews
for pay.

The sight of all this was rendered still more frightful to me,
since | saw what others did not see, namely, the evil one in his
proper form. | saw, too, great, frightful-looking demons at
work among those barbarous men, handing them what they
needed, making suggestions, and helping them in every way.
Besides these, | saw numberless little figures of toads, serpents,
clawed dragons, and noxious insects, which entered into the
mouth of some, darted into the bosom of others, and sat on the
shoulders of others. They upon whom | saw these evil spirits
were those that indulged in wicked thoughts of rage, or that
uttered words of mockery and malediction. But above the Lord,
| frequently saw during the Crucifixion great figures of
weeping angels and, in a halo of glory, little angelic faces. |
saw similar angels of compassion and consolation hovering
above the Blessed Virgin and all others well-disposed to Jesus,
strengthening and supporting them.

And now the executioners tore from Our Lord the mantle they
had flung around His shoulders. They next removed the fetter-
girdle along with His own, and dragged the white woolen tunic
over His head.
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Down the breast it had a slit bound with leather. When they
wanted to remove the brown, seamless robe that His Blessed
Mother had knit for Him, they could not draw it over His head,
on account of the projecting crown of thorns. They
consequently tore the crown again from His head, opening all
the wounds afresh, tucked up the woven tunic and, with words
of imprecation and insult, pulled it over His wounded and
bleeding head.

There stood the Son of Man, trembling in every limb, covered
with blood and welts; covered with wounds, some closed,
some bleeding; covered with scars and bruises! He still
retained the short woolen scapular over His breast and back,
and the tunic about His loins. The wool of the scapular was
dried fast in His wounds and cemented with blood into the new
and deep one made by the heavy cross upon His shoulder. This
last wound caused Jesus unspeakable suffering. The scapular
was now torn ruthlessly from His frightfully lacerated and
swollen breast. His shoulder and back were torn to the bone,
the white wool of the scapular adhering to the crusts of His
wounds and the dried blood on His breast. At last, they tore off
His girdle and Jesus, our sweetest Saviour, our inexpressibly
maltreated Saviour, bent over as if trying to hide Himself. As
He appeared about to swoon in their hands, they set Him upon
a stone that had been rolled nearby, thrust the crown of thorns
again upon His head, and offered Him a drink from that other
vessel of gall and vinegar. But Jesus turned His head away in
silence. And now, when the executioners seized Him by the
arms and raised Him in order to throw Him upon the cross, a
cry of indignation, loud murmurs and lamentations arose from
all His friends. His Blessed Mother prayed earnestly, and was
on the point of tearing off her veil and reaching it to Him for a
covering. God heard her prayer. At that same instant a man,
who had run from the city gate and up through the crowd
thronging the
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way, rushed breathless, his garments girded, into the circle
among the executioners, and handed Jesus a strip of linen,
which He accepted with thanks and wound around Himself.

There was something authoritative in the impetuosity of this
benefactor of his Redeemer, obtained from God by the prayer
of the Blessed Virgin. With an imperious wave of the hand
toward the executioners, he said only the words: "Allow the
poor Man to cover Himself with this!" and, without further
word to any other, hurried away as quickly as he came. It was
Jonadab, the nephew of St. Joseph, from the region of
Bethlehem. He was the son of that brother to whom, after the
birth of Christ, Joseph had pawned the ass that was no longer
necessary. He was not one of Jesus' courageous followers, and
today he had been keeping at a distance and spying around
everywhere. Already, on hearing of the stripping for the
scourging, he was filled with sorrow; and when the time for the
Crucifixion was drawing near, he was seized in the Temple by
extraordinary anxiety. While the Blessed Mother on Golgotha
was crying to God, a sudden and irresistible impulse took
possession of Jonadab, drove him out of the Temple, and up to
Mount Calvary. He indignantly felt in his soul the ignominy of
Cham, who mocked at his father Noe intoxicated with wine,
and like another Sem, he hurried to cover his Blessed
Redeemer. The executioners who crucified Jesus were
Chamites, that is, descendants of Cham. Jesus was treading the
bloody wine press of the new wine of Redemption when Jon-
adab covered Him, Jonadab's action was the fulfillment of a
prefiguring type, and it was rewarded.

46. Jesus Nailed to the Cross
Jesus was now stretched on the cross by the executioners, He

had lain Himself upon it; but they pushed Him lower down
into the hollow places, rudely drew
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His right hand to the hole for the nail in the right arm of the
cross, and tied His wrist fast. One knelt on His sacred breast
and held the closing hand flat; another placed the long, thick
nail, which had been filed to a sharp point, upon the palm of
His sacred hand, and struck furious blows with the iron ham-
mer. A sweet, clear, spasmodic cry of anguish broke from the
Lord's lips, and His blood spurted out upon the arms of the
executioners. The muscles and ligaments of the hand had been
torn and, by the three edged nail, driven into the narrow hole. |
counted the strokes of the hammer, but my anguish made me
forget their number. The Blessed Virgin sobbed in a low voice,
but Magdalen was perfectly crazed.

The bore was a large piece of iron like a Latin T, and there was
no wood at all about it. The large hammer also was, handle and
all, of one piece of iron, and almost of the same shape as the
wooden mallet we see used by a joiner when striking on a
chisel.

The nails, at the sight of which Jesus shuddered, were so long
that when the executioners grasped them in their fists, they
projected about an inch at either end. The head consisted of a
little plate with a knob, and it covered as much of the palm of
the hand as a crown-piece would do. They were three edged,
thick near the head as a moderate sized thumb, then tapered to
the thickness of a little finger, and lastly were filed to a point.
When hammered in, the point could be seen projecting a little
on the opposite side of the cross.

After nailing Our Lord's right hand, the crucifiers found that
His left, which also was fastened to the crosspiece, did not
reach to the hole made for the nail, for they had bored a good
two inches from the fingertips. They consequently unbound
Jesus' arm from the cross, wound cords around it and, with
their feet supported firmly against the cross, pulled it forward
until the hand reached the hole. Now,
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kneeling on the arm and breast of the Lord, they fastened the
arm again on the beam, and hammered the second nail through
the left hand. The blood spurted up and Jesus' sweet, clear cry
of agony sounded above the strokes of the heavy hammer.
Both arms had been torn from their sockets, the shoulders were
distended and hollow, and at the elbows one could see the
disjointed bones. Jesus' breast heaved, and His legs were
drawn up doubled to His body. His arms were stretched out in
so straight a line that they no longer covered the obliquely
rising crosspieces. One could see through the space thus made
between them and His armpits.

The Blessed Virgin endured all this torture with Jesus. She was
pale as a corpse, and low moans of agony sounded from her
lips. The Pharisees were mocking and jesting at the side of the
low wall by which she was standing, therefore John led her to
the other holy women at a still greater distance from the circle.
Magdalen was like one out of her mind. She tore her face with
her fingernails, till her eyes and cheeks were covered with
blood.

About a third of its height from below, there was fixed to the
cross by an immense spike a projecting block to which Jesus'
feet were to be nailed, so that He should be rather standing
than hanging; otherwise His hands would have been torn, and
His feet could not have been nailed without breaking the bones.
A hole for the nail had been bored in the block, and a little
hollow place was made for His heels. Similar cavities had been
made all down the trunk of the cross, in order to prolong His
sufferings, for without them the hands would have been torn
open and the body would have fallen violently by its own
weight.

The whole body of our Blessed Redeemer had been contracted
by the violent stretching of the arms to the holes for the nails,
and His knees were forcibly drawn up. The executioners now
fell furiously upon
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them and, winding ropes around them, fastened them down to
the cross; but on account of the mistake made in the holes in
the crosspiece, the sacred feet of Jesus did not reach even to
the block. When the executioners saw this, they gave vent to
curses and insults. Some thought they would have to bore new
holes in the transverse arm, for that would be far less difficult
than moving the foot block. Others with horrible scoffing
cried out: "He will not stretch Himself out, but we will help
Him!" Then they tied ropes around the right leg and, with
horrible violence and terrible torture to Jesus, pulled the foot
down to the block, and tied the leg fast with cords. Jesus' body
was thus most horribly distended. His chest gave way with a
cracking sound, and He moaned aloud: "O God! O God!"
They had tied down His arms and His breast also that His
hands might not be torn away from the nails. The abdomen
was entirely displaced, and it seemed as if the ribs broke away
from the breastbone. The suffering was horrible.

With similar violence the left foot was drawn and fastened
tightly with cords over the right; and because it did not rest
firmly enough over the right one for nailing, the instep was
bored with a fine, flathead piercer, much finer than the one
used for the hands. It was like an auger with a puncher
attached. Then seizing the most frightful-looking nail of all,
which was much longer than the others, they drove it with
great effort through the wounded instep of the left foot and
that of the right foot resting below. With a cracking sound, it
passed through Jesus' feet into the hole prepared for it in the
foot block, and through that again back into the trunk of the
cross. | have seen, when standing at the side of the cross, one
nail passing through both feet.

The nailing of the feet was the most horrible of all, on account
of the distension of the whole body. | counted thirty-six
strokes of the hammer amid the poor Redeemer's moans,
which sounded to me so
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sweet, so pure, so clear.

The Blessed Virgin had returned to the place of execution. At
the sound of the tearing and cracking and moaning that
accompanied the nailing of the feet, in her most holy
compassion she became like one dying, and the holy women,
supporting her in their arms, led her again from the circle just
as the jeering Pharisees were drawing nearer. During the
nailing and the raising of the cross which followed, there arose
here and there, especially among the women, such cries of
compassion as: "Oh, that the earth would swallow those
wretches! Oh, that fire from Heaven would consume them!"
But these expressions of love were answered with scorn and
insult by Jesus' enemies.

Jesus' moans were purely cries of pain. Mingled with them
were uninterrupted prayers, passages from the Psalms and
Prophecies, whose predictions He was now fulfilling. During
the whole time of His bitter Passion and until the moment of
death, He was engaged in this kind of prayer, and in the unin-
terrupted fulfillment of the Prophecies. | heard all the passages
He made use of and repeated them with Him, and when | say
the Psalms, I always remember the verses that Jesus used. But
now | am so crushed by the tortures of my Heavenly
Bridegroom that | cannot recall them, | saw weeping angels
hovering over Jesus during this terrible torture.

At the beginning of the Crucifixion, the commander of the
Roman guard ordered the title written by Pilate to be fastened
on its tablet at the head of the cross. This irritated the Pharisees,
for the Romans laughed loudly at the words: "King of the
Jews." After consulting as to what measures they should take

to procure a new title, some of the Pharisees rode back to the
city, once more to beg Pilate for another inscription.

While the work of Crucifixion was going on, some of the
executioners were still chiseling at the hole
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on the little elevation into which the cross was to be raised, for
it was too small and the rock very hard. Some others, having
drunk the spiced wine which they had received from the holy
women, but which they had not given to Jesus, became quite
intoxicated, and they felt such a burning and griping in their
intestines that they became like men insane. They called Jesus
a sorcerer, railed furiously at His patience, and ran more than
once down the mount to gulp down asses' milk. Near the
encampment of the Paschal guests were women with she-asses,
whose milk they sold.

The position of the sun at the time of Jesus' Crucifixion
showed it to be about a quarter past twelve, and at the moment
the cross was lifted, the trumpet of the Temple resounded. The
Paschal lamb had been slaughtered.

47. The Raising of the Cross

After the Crucifixion of Our Lord, the executioners passed
ropes through a ring at the back of the cross, and drew it by the
upper part to the elevation in the center of the circle. Then they
threw the ropes over the transverse beam, or derrick, raised on
the opposite side. Several of the executioners, by means of
these ropes, lifted the cross upright, while others supported it
with blocks around the trunk, and guided the foot to the hole
prepared for it. They shoved the top somewhat forward, until it
came into a perpendicular line, and its whole weight with a
tremulous thud shot down into the hole. The cross vibrated
under the shock. Jesus moaned aloud. The weight of the
outstretched body fell lower, the wounds were opened wider,
the blood ran more profusely, and the dislocated bones struck
against one another. The executioners now shook the cross
again in their efforts to steady it, and hammered five wedges
into the hole around it: one in front, one to the right, another to
the left,
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and two at the back, which was somewhat rounded.

A feeling of terror and, at the same time, one akin to deep
emotion, was felt by Jesus' friends on beholding the cross
swaying in the air and, at last, plunging into place with a heavy
crash, amid the jeering shouts of the executioners, the
Pharisees, and the distant crowd, whom Jesus could now see.
But along with those shouts of derision, there arose other
sounds at that dreadful moment—sounds of love and com-
passion from His devout followers. In touching expressions of
pity, the holiest voices on earth, that of His afflicted Mother, of
the holy women, the beloved disciple, and all the pure of heart,
saluted the "Eternal Word made Flesh" elevated upon the cross.
Loving hands were anxiously stretched forth as if to help the
Holy of Holies, the Bridegroom of souls, nailed alive to the
cross, quivering on high in the hands of raging sinners. But
when the upraised cross fell with a loud crash into the hole
prepared for it, a moment of deep silence ensued. It seemed as
if a new feeling, one never before experienced, fell upon every
heart. Hell itself felt with terror the shock of the falling cross
and, with cries of rage and blasphemy, rose up again against
the Lord in its instruments, the cruel executioners and
Pharisees. Among the poor souls and in Limbo, there arose the
joy of anxious expectation about to be realized. They listened
to that crash with longing hope. It sounded to them like the rap
of the coming Victor at the door of Redemption. For the first
time, the Holy Cross stood erect upon the earth, like another
tree of life in Paradise, and from the Wounds of Jesus,
enlarged by the shock, trickled four sacred streams down upon
the earth, to wash away the curse resting upon it and to make it
bear for Himself, the new Adam, fruits of salvation.

While our Saviour was thus standing upright upon the cross,
and the cries of derision had for a few minutes been reduced to
sudden silence, the flourish of trumpets and trombones
sounded from the Temple.
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It announced that the slaughter of the types, the Paschal lambs,
had begun; and at the same time, with solemn foreboding, it
broke in upon the shouts of mockery and the loud cries of
lamentation around the true, slaughtered Lamb of God. Many
a hard heart shuddered and thought of the Baptist's words:
"Behold the Lamb of God, who hath taken upon Himself the
sins of the world!"

The little eminence upon which the cross was raised was about
two feet high. When the foot of the cross was placed near the
hole, the feet of Jesus were about the height of a man above
the ground; but when it was sunk into it, His friends could
embrace and kiss His feet. A sloping path led up to it. Jesus'
face was turned toward the northwest.

48. The Crucifixion of the Thieves

While Jesus was being nailed to the cross, the thieves were
still lying on the eastern side of the mount, their hands bound
to the crosspiece fastened on their shoulders, and guards
keeping watch over them. Both were suspected of the murder
of a Jewish woman who, with her children, was travelling
from Jerusalem to Joppa. They were arrested under the
disguise of wealthy merchants at a castle in that neighborhood.
Pilate often made this castle his stopping place when he was
engaged in military affairs. The thieves had been imprisoned a
long time before being brought to trial and condemnation, but
I have forgotten the details. The one commonly called "the left
thief" was older than the other and a great miscreant. He was
the master and seducer of the converted one. They are usually
called Dismas and Gesmas. | have forgotten their right names,
so | shall call them the good Dismas and the bad Gesmas.

Both belonged to that band of robbers on the Egyptian
frontiers from whom the Holy Family, on the
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flight to Egypt with the Child Jesus, received shelter for the
night. Dismas was that leprous boy who, on Mary's advice,
was washed by his mother in the water used for bathing the
Child Jesus and instantly healed by it. The charity and
protection which his mother, in spite of her companions, then
bestowed upon the Holy Family, was rewarded by that outward,
symbolical purification, which received its realization at the
time of the Crucifixion when, through the Blood of Jesus, her
son was inwardly cleansed from sin. Dismas had gone to ruin
and he knew not Jesus; still he was not utterly bad, and the
patience of the Lord had touched him. While lying on the
mount, he spoke constantly of Jesus to his companion, Gesmas.
He said: "They are dealing frightfully with the Galilean. The
evil He has done by His new laws must be much greater than
ours. But He has great patience, as well as great power, above
all men." To which Gesmas responded: "Come now, what kind
of power has He? Were He as powerful as they say, He could
help us and Himself too." And thus they bandied words. When
Jesus' cross was raised, the executioners dragged the thieves up
to it with the words: "Now it's your turn.” They unbound them
from the crosspiece and proceeded with great hurry, for the sun
was clouding over and all things betokened a storm.

The executioners placed ladders against the upright trunks and
fastened the curved crosspieces to the top of them. Two
ladders were now placed against each of the two crosses, and
executioners mounted them. Meanwhile the mixture of myrrh
and vinegar was given them to drink, their old doublets were
taken off, and by means of ropes passed under their arms and
thrown up over those of the cross, they were drawn up to their
places. Their ascent was rendered the more painful by the
shocks they received and the striking against the wooden pegs
that were stuck through the holes in the trunk of the cross.
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On the crossbeam and the trunk, ropes of twisted bark were
knotted. The arms of the thieves were bent and twisted over the
crosspieces; and around the wrists and elbows, the knees and
ankles, cords were wound and twisted so tightly by means of
those long wooden pegs that blood burst from the veins and the
joints cracked. The poor creatures uttered frightful shrieks of
pain. The good thief Dismas said to the executioners as they
were drawing him up the cross: "Had you treated us as you did
the poor Galilean, this trouble would have been spared you."

49. The Executioners Cast Lots For Jesus' Garments

At the place outside the circle upon which the thieves had lain,
the crucifiers had meanwhile gathered Jesus' garments and
divided them into several parts, in order to cast lots for them.
The mantle was narrow at the top and wide at the bottom. It
had several folds, and the breast was lined, thus forming
pockets. The executioners tore it up into long strips, which
they distributed among themselves. They did the same to the
long white garment, which was closed at the opening on the
breast with straps. Then they divided the long linen scarf, the
girdle, the breast scapular, and the linen that was worn around
the loins, all of which were soaked with the Lord's blood. But
because they could not agree concerning the brown woven
robe, which would have been useless to them if torn up, they
brought out a board with numbers on it and some bean-shaped
stones marked with certain signs. They threw the stones on the
board in order to decide by lot whose the robe should be. Just
at this point of the proceedings a messenger, sent by
Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea, came running toward
them to say that a purchaser had been found for the clothes of
Jesus. So they bundled them up, ran down the mount, and sold
them.
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It was in this way that these sacred relics came into the
possession of the Christians.

50. Jesus Crucified. The Two Thieves

The terrible concussion caused by the shock when the cross
was let fall into the hole prepared for it drove the precious
blood in rich streams from Jesus' thorn-crowned head, and
from the wounds of His sacred feet and hands. The
executioners now mounted ladders and loosened the cords with
which they had bound the sacred body to the trunk of the cross,
in order to prevent its tearing away from the nails when raised.
The blood, whose circulation had been checked by the tightly
bound cords and the horizontal position of the body, now with
new force, owing to the loosening of the cords and the upright
position, resumed its course. Jesus' torments were, in conse-
guence, redoubled. For seven minutes He hung in silence as if
dead, sunk in an abyss of untold pain, and for some moments
unbroken stillness reigned around the cross. Under the weight
of the thorny crown, the sacred head had sunk upon the breast,
and from its countless wounds the trickling blood had filled the
eyes, the hair, the beard, and the mouth—open, parched, and
languishing. The sacred face, on account of the immense
crown, could be uplifted only with unspeakable pain. The
breast was widely distended and violently torn upward; the
shoulders were hollow and frightfully stretched; the elbows
and wrists, dislocated; and the blood was streaming down the
arms from the now enlarged wounds of the hands. Below the
contracted breast there was a deep hollow place, and the entire
abdomen was sunken and collapsed, as if shrunken away from
the frame. Like the arms, the loins and legs were most horribly
disjointed. Jesus' limbs had been so violently distended, His
muscles and the torn skin so pitifully stretched, that His bones
could be counted one by
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one. The blood trickled down the cross from under the terrible
nail that pierced His sacred feet. The whole of the sacred body
was covered with wounds, red swellings and scars, with
bruises and boils, blue, brown and yellow, and with bloody
places from which the skin had been peeled. All these wounds
had been reopened by the violent tension of the cords, and
were again pouring forth red blood. Later the stream became
whitish and watery, and the sacred body paler. When the
crusts fell off, the wounds looked like flesh drained of blood.
In spite of its frightful disfigurement, Our Lord's sacred body
presented upon the cross an appearance at once noble and
touching. Yes, the Son of God, the Eternal sacrificing Himself
in time, was beautiful, holy, and pure in the shattered body of
the dying Paschal Lamb laden with the sins of the whole
human race.

Mary's complexion was a beautiful bright olive tinged with
red; and such, also, was that of her Divine Son. By the
journeys and fatigue of His later years, His cheeks below the
eyes and the bridge of His nose were somewhat tanned. His
chest, high and broad, was free from hair, unlike that of John
the Baptist, which was like a skin quite covered with hair.
Jesus had broad shoulders and strong, muscular arms. His
thighs also were provided with powerful, well-marked sinews,
and His knees were large and strong, like those of a man that
had travelled much on foot and knelt long in prayer. His limbs
were long, the muscles of the calves strongly developed by
frequent journeying and climbing of mountains. His feet were
very beautiful and perfect in form, though from walking
barefoot over rough roads the soles were covered with great
welts. His hands, too, were beautiful, His fingers long and
tapering. Though not effeminate, they were not like those of a
man accustomed to hard work. His neck was not short, though
firm and muscular. His head was beautifully proportioned and
not too large, His forehead high and frank, His whole
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face a pure and perfect oval. His hair, not exceedingly thick,
and of a golden brown, was parted in the middle and fell in
soft tresses down His neck. His beard, which was rather short,
was pointed and parted on His chin.

But now His hair was almost all torn off, and what was left
was matted with blood, His body was wound upon wound,
His breast was crushed and there was a cavity visible below it.
His body had been stretched asunder, and the ribs appeared
here and there through the torn skin. Over the projecting
bones of the pelvis the sacred body was so stretched in length
that it did not entirely cover the beam of the cross. The cross
was somewhat rounded in the back, but flat in front, and
hollowed out in the necessary places. The trunk was about as
wide as it was thick. The several pieces of which the cross
was formed were of different colored wood: some brown,
some yellow, the trunk darker than the rest, like wood that
had lain a long time in water.

The crosses of the thieves were rougher. They stood on the
edge of the little eminence, to the right and left of Jesus' cross,
and far enough from it for a man to ride on horseback

between them. They were somewhat turned toward each other,
and not so high as the Lord's. The thieves looked up to Jesus,
one praying, the other jeering, and Jesus said something down
from His cross to Dismas. The aspect of the thieves on the
cross was hideous, especially that of the one to the left, who
was a ferocious, drunken reprobate. They hung there distorted,
shattered, swollen, and bound fast with cords. Their faces
were livid, their lips brown from drink and confined blood,
their eyes red, swollen, and starting from their sockets. They
yelled and shrieked under the pressure of the cords. Gesmas
cursed and reviled. The nails in the crosspiece forced their
heads forward. They writhed convulsively, and in spite of the
hard twisting around the wooden peg of the cords that bound
their legs,

The Soldiers
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one of them worked his foot up so that the bent knee stood
out.

51. Jesus Mocked. His First Word on the Cross

After the crucifixion of the thieves and the distribution of the
Lord's garments, the executioners gathered up their tools,
addressed some mocking and insulting words to Jesus, and
went their way. The Pharisees still present spurred up their
horses, rode around the circle in front of Jesus, outraged Him
in many abusive words, and then rode off. The hundred
Roman soldiers with their commander also descended the
mount and left the neighborhood, for fifty others had come up
to take their place. The captain of this new detachment was
Abenadar, an Arab by birth, who was later on baptized at
Ctesiphon. The subaltern officer was Cassius. He was a kind
of petty agent of Pilate, and at a subsequent period he received
the name of Longinus. Twelve Pharisees, twelve Sadducees,
twelve Scribes, and some of the Ancients likewise rode up the
mount. Among the last-named were those Jews that had in
vain requested of Pilate another inscription for the title of the
cross. They were furious, for Pilate would not allow them
even to appear in his presence. They rode around the circle
and drove away the Blessed Virgin, calling her a dissolute
woman. John took her to the women who were standing back.
Magdalen and Martha supported her in their arms.

When the Pharisees and their companions, in making the
rounds of the circle, came before Jesus, they wagged their
heads contemptuously, saying: "Fie upon Thee, liar! How dost
Thou destroy the Temple, and buildest it again in three days?"
"He always wanted to help others, and He cannot help Himself!
Art Thou the Son of God? Then, come down from the cross!"
"Is He the King of Israel? Then let Him come down
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from the cross, and we will believe in Him." "He trusted in
God. Let Him help Him now!" The soldiers, in like manner,
mocked and said: "If Thou art the King of the Jews, help
Thyself now!"

At the sight of the Redeemer's silently abandoning Himself to
the full of His immeasurable sufferings, the thief on the left
exclaimed: "His demon has now deserted Him"; and a soldier
stuck a sponge filled with vinegar on a stick and held it before
Jesus' face. He appeared to suck a little of it. The mocking

went on, and the soldier said: "If Thou art the King of the Jews,
help Thyself!" All this took place while the first detachment of
soldiers was being relieved by that under Abenadar.

And now Jesus, raising His head a little, exclaimed: "Father,
forgive them, for- they know not what they do!" and then He
prayed in a low tone. Gesmas cried out: "If Thou art the Christ,
help Thyself and us!" The mocking continued. Dismas, the
thief on the right, was deeply touched at hearing Jesus pray for
His enemies. When Mary heard the voice of her Child, she
could no longer be restrained, but pressed forward into the
circle, followed by John, Salome, and Mary Cleophas. The
captain of the guard did not prevent her.

Dismas, the thief on the right, received by virtue of Jesus'
prayer an interior enlightenment. When the Blessed Virgin
came hurrying forward, he suddenly remembered that Jesus
and His Mother had helped him when a child. He raised his
voice and cried in a clear and commanding tone: "How is it
possible that ye can revile Him when He is praying for you! He
has kept silence and patience, He prays for you, and you
outrage Him! He is a Prophet! He is our King! He is the Son of
God!" At this unexpected reproof out of the mouth of the
murderer hanging there in misery, a tumult arose among the
scoffers. They picked up stones to stone him on the cross. The
Centurion Abenadar, however, repulsed their attack,
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caused them to be dispersed, and restored order and quiet.

The Blessed Virgin felt herself strengthened by that prayer of
Jesus. Gesmas was again crying to Jesus: "If Thou be the
Christ, help Thyself and us!" when Dismas thus addressed him:
"Neither dost thou fear God, seeing thou art under the same
condemnation. And we indeed justly, for we receive the due
reward of our deeds, but this man had done no evil. Oh,
bethink thee of thy sins, and change thy sentiments!"
Thoroughly enlightened and touched, he then confessed his
crime to Jesus, saying: "Lord, if Thou dost condemn me, it
will be just. But have mercy on me!" Jesus replied: "Thou
shalt experience My mercy." At these words Dismas received
the grace of deep contrition, which he indulged for the next
quarter of an hour.

All the foregoing incidents took place, either simultaneously
or one after the other, between twelve and half-past, as
indicated by the sun, and a few moments after the exaltation of
the cross. A great change was rapidly taking place in the souls
of most of the spectators, for even while the penitent thief was
speaking, fearful signs were beheld in nature, and all present
were filled with anxiety.

52. The Sun Obscured. The Second and The Third
Words of Jesus on the Cross

Until ten that morning, at which hour Pilate pronounced the
sentence, hail had fallen at intervals, but from that time until
twelve o'clock the sky was clear and the sun shone. At twelve,
however, the sun became obscured by a murky red fog. About
the sixth hour (but, as | saw, about half-past by the sun, for the
Jewish mode of reckoning varied from the sun) that luminary
began to be obscured in a manner altogether wonderful. | saw
the celestial bodies, the stars and the planets, circling in their
orbits and
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passing one another. | descried the moon on the opposite side
of the earth and then, by a sudden run or bound, looking like a
hanging globe of fire, it flashed up full and pale above the
Mount of Olives. The sun was enveloped in fog, and the moon
came sweeping up before it from the east. At first, | saw to the
east of the sun something like a dark mountain, which soon
entirely hid it. The center appeared pale yellow, and around it
was a red circle like a ring of fire. The sky became perfectly
dark, and the stars shone out with a reddish gleam. Terror
seized upon man and beast. The cattle bellowed and ran wildly
about; the birds sought their hiding places, and lighted in
flocks on the hills around Mount Calvary. One could catch
them in his hands. The scoffers were silenced, while the
Pharisees tried to explain these signs as natural phenomena,
but they succeeded badly, and soon they, too, were seized with
terror. All eyes were raised to the sky. Many beat their breast,
wrung their hands, and cried: "His blood be upon His mur-
derers!" Others far and near fell on their knees and implored
Jesus' forgiveness, and Jesus, notwithstanding His agony,
turned His eyes toward them. While the darkness was on the
increase, the spectators gazing up at the sky and the cross
deserted by all excepting Jesus' Mother and His nearest friends,
Dismas, in deepest contrition and humble hope, raised his head
to Jesus and said: "Lord, let me go to some place whence Thou
mayest rescue me! Remember me when Thou shalt come into
Thy Kingdom!" Jesus replied to him: "Amen, | say to thee, this
day thou shalt be with Me in Paradise!"

The Mother of Jesus, Mary Cleophas, Mary Magdalen, and
John were standing around Jesus' cross, between it and those of
the thieves, and looking up at the Lord. The Blessed Virgin,
overcome by maternal love, was in her heart fervently
imploring Jesus to let her die with Him. At that moment, the
Lord cast an earnest and compassionate glance down upon
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His Mother and, turning His eyes toward John, said to her:
"Woman, behold, this is thy son! He will be thy son more truly
than if thou hadst given him birth." Then He praised John, and
said: "He has always been innocent and full of simple faith. He
was never scandalized, excepting when his mother wanted to
have him elevated to a high position.” To John, He said:
"Behold, this is thy Mother!" and John reverently and like a
filial son embraced beneath the cross of the dying Redeemer
Jesus' Mother, who had now become his Mother also. After
this solemn bequest of her dying Son, the Blessed Virgin was
so deeply affected by her own sorrow and the gravity of the
scene that the holy women, supporting her in their arms, seated
her for a few moments on the earthen rampart opposite the
cross, and then took her away from the circle to the rest of the
holy women.

I do not know whether Jesus pronounced all those words aloud
with His sacred lips or not, but | perceived them interiorly
when, before His death, He gave His Blessed Mother to John
as his Mother and John to her as a son. In such contemplations
many things are understood that are not set down in writing,
and one can relate the least part of them only in ordinary
language. What is seen in such visions is so clear that one
believes and understands it at once, but it is impossible to
clothe it in intelligible words. So on such an occasion one is
not at all surprised to hear Jesus addressing the Blessed Virgin,
not as "Mother," but as "Woman"; for one feels that in this
hour in which, by the sacrificial death of the Son of Man, her
own Son, the Promise was realized. Mary stood in her dignity
as the Woman who was to crush the serpent's head. Nor is one
then surprised that Jesus gave to her, whom the angel saluted:
"Hail, full of grace!" John as a son, for everyone knows that
his name is a name of grace, for there, all are what they are
called. John was become a child of God and Christ lived in
him. | felt that by these
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words Jesus gave to Mary, as to their Mother, all those that,
like John, receiving Him and believing in His Name, become
the sons of God, and who are born not of blood, nor of the will
of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God. I felt that the
purest, the humblest, the most obedient of creatures, she who
said to the angel: "Behold the handmaid of the Lord! Be it
done to me according to Thy word!"—she who had become
the Mother of the Eternal Word Incarnate, now that she
understood from her dying Son that she was to be the spiritual
Mother of another son, in the midst of her grief at parting and
still humbly obedient, again pronounced, though in her heart,
the words: "Behold the handmaid of the Lord! Be it done to
me according to Thy word!" | felt that she took at that moment
for her own children all the children of God, all the brethren of
Jesus. These things appear in vision so simple, so necessarily
following as a consequence, though out of vision so manifold
and complex, that they are more easily felt by the grace of
God than expressed in words.

Fear and consternation filled Jerusalem. Fog and gloomy
darkness hung over its streets. Many lay with covered heads in
corners, striking their breasts. Others, standing on the roofs of
the houses, gazed up at the sky and uttered lamentations.
Animals were bellowing and hiding, birds were flying low and
falling to the ground. Pilate had made a visit to Herod, and
both were now looking in terror at the sky from that terrace
upon which Herod had that morning, with so much state,
watched Jesus insulted and maltreated by the mob. "This is not
natural,” they said. "Too much has certainly been done to
Jesus."” Then they went across the forum to Pilate's palace.
Both were very uneasy, and they walked with rapid strides
surrounded by their guards. Pilate turned away his head from
Gabbatha, the judgment seat, from which he had sentenced
Jesus to death. The forum was deserted. The people had
hurried to their homes,
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though some few were still running about with mournful cries,
and several small groups were gathered in the public places.
Pilate sent for some of the Jewish Ancients to come to his
palace, and asked them what they thought the darkness meant.
As for himself, he said, he looked upon it as a sign of wrath.
Their God appeared to be angry at their desiring to put the
Galilean to so violent a death, for He certainly was a Prophet
and a King, but that he himself washed his hands, etc. But the
Ancients, hardened in their obstinacy, explained it as a natural
phenomenon not at all uncommon. Many were converted, also
those soldiers that, at the arrest of Jesus on Mount Olivet, had
fallen and again risen.

By degrees a crowd gathered before Pilate's palace. On the
same spot upon which they had in the morning cried: "Crucify
Him! Away with Him!" they now cried: "Unjust judge! His
blood be upon His murderers!" Pilate had to surround himself
with soldiers. That Zadoch who, in the morning, when Jesus
was taken into the judgment hall, had loudly proclaimed His
innocence, cried and shouted in such a way that Pilate was on
the point of arresting him. Pilate sternly reproached the Jews.
He had, he said, no part whatever in the affair. Jesus was their
King, their Prophet, their Holy One whom they, and not he,
had put to death. It was nothing to him (Pilate), for they them-
selves had brought about His death.

Anxiety and terror reached their height in the Temple. The
slaughtering of the Paschal lamb had just begun when the
darkness of night suddenly fell upon Jerusalem. All were filled
with consternation, while here and there broke forth loud cries
of woe. The High Priests did all they could to maintain peace
and order. The lamps were lighted, making the sacred
precincts as bright as day, but the consternation became only
the greater. Annas, terribly tormented, ran from corner to
corner in his desire to hide himself. The screens and lattices
before the windows of
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the houses were shaken, and yet there was no storm. The
darkness was on the increase. In distant quarters of the city,
the northwest section toward the walls, where there were
numerous gardens and sepulchers, some of the latter fell in, as
if the ground were shaken.

53. Jesus Abandoned. His Fourth Word on the Cross

After Jesus' third word to His Blessed Mother and John, an
interval of gloomy silence reigned upon Golgotha, and many
of the onlookers fled back to the city. The malicious revilings
of the Pharisees ceased. The horses and asses of the riders
huddled close to one another and drooped their heads. VVapor
and fog hung over everything.

Jesus, in unspeakable torture, endured on the cross extreme
abandonment and desolation of soul. He prayed to His
Heavenly Father in those passages of the Psalms that were
now being fulfilled in Himself. | saw around Him angelic
figures. He endured in infinite torment all that a poor, crushed,
tortured creature, in the greatest abandonment, without con-
solation human or divine, suffers when faith, hope, and love
stand alone in the desert of tribulation, without prospect of
return, without taste or sentiment, without a ray of light, left
there to live alone. No words can express this pain. By this
suffering Jesus gained for us the strength, by uniting our aban-
donment to the merits of His own upon the cross, victoriously
to conquer at our last hour, when all ties and relations with
this life and mode of existence, with this world and its laws,
cease; and when therefore the ideas which we form in this life
of the other world also cease. He gained for us merit to stand
firm in our own last struggle when we too shall feel ourselves
entirely abandoned. He offered His misery, His poverty, His
pains, His desolation for us miserable
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sinners, so that whoever is united with Jesus in the body of
the Church must not despair at that last hour even if, light and
consolation being withdrawn, he is left in darkness. Into this
desert of interior night we are no longer necessitated to
plunge alone and exposed to danger. Jesus has let down into
the abyss of the bitter sea of desolation His own interior and
exterior abandonment upon the cross, thus leaving the
Christian not alone in the dereliction of death, when the light
of heavenly consolation burns dim. For the Christian in that
last hour of peril, there is no longer any dark and unknown
region, any loneliness, any abandonment, any despair; for
Jesus, the Light, the Truth, and the Way, blessed the dark way
by traversing it Himself, and by planting His cross upon it,
chased from it all that is frightful.

Jesus wholly abandoned, wholly deprived of all things, and
utterly helpless, sacrificed Himself in infinite love. Yes, He
turned His abandonment itself into a rich treasure by offering
to His Heavenly Father His life, labors, love, and sufferings,
along with the bitter sense of our ingratitude that thereby He
might strengthen our weakness and enrich our poverty. He
made before God His last testament, by which He gave over
all His merits to the Church and to sinners. He thought of
everyone. In His abandonment He was with every single soul
until the end of time. He prayed too for those heretics who
believe that being God, He did not feel His sufferings, and
that as man He felt them only a little, or at least far less than
another would have done. But while | was sharing in and
sympathizing with Jesus' prayer, | heard these words as if
coming from His lips: "We should, by all means, teach the
people that Jesus, more keenly than any human being can
conceive, endured this pain of utter abandonment, because He
was hypostatically united with the Divinity, because He was
truly God and man. Being in His Sacred Humanity wholly
abandoned by the Father, He felt most perfectly that
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bereavement, He drained to the dregs the bitter cup of
dereliction, He experienced for the time what a soul endures
that has lost its God forever.

And so when in His agony He cried out with a loud voice, He
meant not only to make known His dereliction, but also to
publish to all afflicted souls who acknowledge God as their
Father that the privilege of recurring to Him in filial
confidence He merited for them then and there. Toward the
third hour, Jesus cried in a loud voice: "Eli, Eli, lamma sabac-
thani!" which means: "My God! My God! Why hast Thou
forsaken Me!"

When this clear cry of Our Lord broke the fearful stillness
around the cross, the scoffers turned toward it and one said:
"He is calling Elias™; and another: "Let us see whether Elias
will come to deliver Him." When the most afflicted Mother
heard the voice of her Son, she could no longer restrain herself.
She again pressed forward to the cross, followed by John,
Mary Cleophas, Magdalen, and Salome.

While the people around were lamenting and trembling with
fear, a troop of about thirty distinguished men from Judea and
the neighborhood of Joppa came riding up on horseback. They
were on their way to Jerusalem for the celebration of the feast.
When they beheld the frightful treatment to which Jesus had
been subjected and the threatening appearances in nature, they
expressed their horror aloud and cried out: "Were it not that
the Temple of God is in it, this cruel city should be burned to
the ground for having charged itself with such a crime.”

Such expressions from strangers evidently of high rank
encouraged the people. Loud murmurs and cries of grief
resounded everywhere, and many of those similarly impressed
retired together from the scene. The remaining spectators were
now divided into two parties: one gave utterance to sorrow
and indignation; the other continued to insult Jesus and rage
against Him. The Pharisees, however, were disheartened.
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They feared a rising of the populace, since great disturbance
was even then prevailing in Jerusalem. They deliberated with
the Centurion Abenadar, whereupon an order was given to
close the city gate in the neighborhood of Mount Calvary, that
communication with the city might thus be cut off. A mes-
senger was sent to Pilate and Herod for a bodyguard of five
hundred men to prevent an insurrection. In the meantime, the
Centurion Abenadar did all in his power to secure peace and
order. He forbade the Pharisees to insult Jesus, lest the people
might be infuriated.

Soon after three o'clock the sky brightened a little, and the
moon began to recede from the sun in an opposite direction.
The sun, red and rayless, appeared surrounded by a mist, and
the moon sank suddenly as if falling to the opposite side. By
degrees the sunbeams shone out again, and the stars disap-
peared, but the sky still looked lowering. With returning light,
the scoffers on Calvary again became bold and triumphant.
Then it was that they said: "He is calling Elias." Abenadar
commanded quiet and order.

54. The Death of Jesus. Fifth, Sixth, and Seventh
Words on the Cross

As it grew light, the body of Jesus could be seen on the cross,
pale, weak, perfectly exhausted, becoming whiter from the
great loss of blood. He said, I know not whether praying in
voice audible to me alone, or half-aloud: "I am pressed like
the wine which was once trodden here in the wine press. |
must pour out all My blood until water cometh, and the shell
becometh white, but wine shall here be made no more."

(For an explanation of these words, Anne Catherine was
shown a vision, from which she related what follows:) | saw
on Mount Calvary after the Deluge the Patriarch Japhet, a tall,
dark-skinned old man,
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encamping with numerous flocks and descendants. Their huts
were sunk in the earth, the roofs covered with sods upon which
plants and flowers were growing. Grapevines were everywhere
flourishing, and wine was made on Mount Calvary in a new
way, over which Japhet himself presided. | saw also the
various ways in which wine was formerly prepared and used,
and many circumstances connected with the wine itself, of
which I remember only the following: at first, the grapes were
merely eaten; later on, they were pressed in stone troughs by
means of wooden blocks, and lastly huge wooden cylinders
and pestles were employed for the same end. But in the time of
Japhet, | saw that a new kind of press was invented, in form
very like the Holy Cross. The trunk of a tree, hollow and large
in diameter, was placed upright, and in it were suspended the
grapes in a sack through which the juice could run. Upon the
sack pressed a pestle and block. On either side of the hollow
trunk and directed toward the sack were arms which, on being
worked up and down, crushed the grapes. The juice thus
expressed flowed through five holes bored in the hollow trunk
down into a vat cut in the rock. From this it ran into a vessel
formed of two pieces of bark, each taken from a tree cut in half
from top to bottom. The two halves, being put together, were
then overlaid with thin wooden rods, and the cracks cemented
with pitch. From this last vessel, the grape juice flowed into
that rocky cellar like cave into which the Lord Jesus was thrust
before His Crucifixion. At the time of Japhet it was a pure
cistern. | saw that the cracks of the wooden vat were covered
with sods and stones for greater protection. At the foot of the
press and that of the stone vat, haircloth was laid before an
opening in one of the cracks, to catch the skins which were
always disposed of on that side. When the press was ready to
receive them, the workmen filled the sack with grapes (which
until wanted were stored away in the cistern),
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hung it in the hollow upright, nailed it fast, placed the heavy
pestle with its block in the open mouth of the sack, and began
to work the levers in and out, thus making them strike against
the sack of grapes, from which the wine flowed. | saw another
workman busy at the top of the press, keeping the contents of
the sack from making their way up above the block. These
particulars reminded me of Jesus' Crucifixion, on account of
the striking similarity between the press and the cross. They
had also a long tube with a prickly head, like a hedgehog (per-
haps it was a large thistle head), and this they pushed through
the crack and the upright press whenever they became stopped
up. This tube recalled the lance and sponge. | saw, standing
around, leathern bottles and vessels of bark smeared with pitch.
I saw many youths and boys, with girdles such as Jesus used
to wear, working here. Japhet was very old. He was clothed in
the skins of beasts and wore a long beard.

He regarded the new wine press with great satisfaction. There
was celebrated a festival, and on a stone altar, animals that had
been allowed to run in the vineyard, young asses, goats, and
sheep, were sacrificed.

Jesus was now completely exhausted. With His parched
tongue, He uttered the words: "I thirst!" And when His friends
looked up at Him sadly, He said to them: "Could you not have
given Me a drink of water?" He meant that during the
darkness no one would have prevented their doing so. John
was troubled at Jesus' words, and he replied: "O Lord, we for-
got it!" Jesus continued to speak in words such as these: "My
nearest friends must forget Me and offer Me no drink, that the
Scriptures may be fulfilled.” This forgetfulness was very bitter
to Him. Hearing Jesus' complaint, His friends begged the
soldiers and offered them money if they would reach to Him a
drink of water. They would not do it, but instead
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they dipped a pear-shaped sponge into vinegar, a little bark
keg of which was standing near, and poured upon it some
drops of gall. But the Centurion Abenadar, whose heart was
touched by Jesus, took the sponge from the soldiers, pressed it
out, and filled it with pure vinegar. Then he stuck into it a
sprig of hyssop, which served as a mouthpiece for sucking,
and fastened the whole to the point of his lance. He raised it in
such a way that the tube should incline to Jesus' mouth and
through it He might be able to suck the vinegar from the
sponge.

Of some of the words that | heard the Lord speaking in
admonition to the people, | remember only that He said: "And
when | shall no longer have voice, the mouth of the dead shall
speak"; whereupon some of the bystanders cried out: "He still
blasphemes!" But Abenadar commanded peace.

The hour of the Lord was now come. He was struggling with
death, and a cold sweat burst out on every limb. John was
standing by the cross and wiping Jesus' feet with his
handkerchief. Magdalen, utterly crushed with grief, was
leaning at the back of the cross. The Blessed Virgin, supported
in the arms of Mary Cleophas and Salome, was standing
between Jesus and the cross of the good thief, her gaze fixed
upon her dying Son. Jesus spoke: "It is consummated!" and
raising His head He cried with a loud voice: "Father, into Thy
hands | commend My Spirit!" The sweet, loud cry rang
through Heaven and earth. Then He bowed His head and gave
up the ghost. | saw His soul like a luminous phantom
descending through the earth near the cross down to the sphere
of Limbo. John and the holy women sank, face downward,
prostrate on the earth.

Abenadar the Centurion, an Arab by birth, and a disciple
baptized later on at Ctesiphon, had, since the moment in which
he had given Jesus the vinegar to drink, remained seated on
his horse close to the eminence upon which the cross was
raised, the forefeet
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of the animal planted near it and, consequently, higher than
the hind feet. Deeply affected, he gazed long, earnestly and
fixedly into the thorn-crowned countenance of Jesus. The
horse hung his head as if in fear, and Abenadar, whose pride
was humbled, let the reins hang loose. When the Lord in a
clear, strong voice uttered those last words, when He died with
that loud cry that rang through Heaven, earth, and Hell, the
earth quaked and the rock between Him and the thief on His
left was rent asunder with a crashing sound. That loud cry, that
witness of God, resounded like a warning, arousing terror and
shuddering in mourning nature. It was consummated! The soul
of Our Lord had left the body! The death cry of the dying
Redeemer had roused all that heard it; even the earth, by its
undulations, seemed to recognize the Saviour, and a sharp
sword of sorrow pierced the hearts of those that loved Him.
Then it was that grace penetrated the soul of Abenadar. The
horse trembled under his rider, who was reeling with emotion;
then it was that grace conquered that proud mind, hard as the
rock of Calvary. He threw his lance to the ground and, with his
great clenched fist, struck his breast vigorous blows, crying
aloud in the voice of a changed man: "Blessed be God the
Almighty, the God of Abraham and Jacob! This was a just
Man! Truly, He is the Son of God!" And many of the soldiers,
deeply affected by his words, followed his example.

Abenadar, who was now a changed being, a man redeemed,
after his public homage to the Son of God would no longer
remain in the service of His enemies, He turned his horse
toward Cassius, the subaltern officer, known under the name of
Longinus, dismounted, picked up his lance, presented it to him
and addressed a few words both to him and the soldiers.
Cassius mounted the horse and assumed the command.
Abenadar next hurried down Mount Calvary and through the
Valley of Gihon to the caves in the Valley of Hinnom, where
he announced to the
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disciples hidden therein the death of the Lord, after which he
hastened into the city and went straight to Pilate.

Terror fell upon all at the sound of Jesus' death cry, when the
earth quaked and the rock neath the cross was split asunder. A
feeling of dread pervaded the whole universe. The veil of the
Temple was on the instant rent in twain, the dead arose from
their graves, the walls in the Temple fell, while mountains and
buildings were overturned in many parts of the world.

Abenadar rendered public testimony to his belief in Jesus, and
his example was followed by many of the soldiers. Numbers of
those present, and some of the Pharisees last come to the scene,
were converted. Many struck their breast, wept, and returned
home, while others rent their garments and sprinkled their head
with dust. All were filled with fear and dread.

John at last arose. Some of the holy women, who until then
were standing at a distance, now pressed into the circle, raised
the Mother of Jesus and her companions, and led them away.

When the loving Lord of life, by a death full of torture, paid
for sinners their debt, as man He commended His soul to His
God and Father, and gave His body over to the tomb. Then the
pale, chill pallor of death overspread that sacred vessel now so
terribly bruised and quivering with pain. It became perfectly
white, and the streams of blood running down from the
numerous wounds grew darker and more perceptible. His face
was elongated, His cheeks sunken, His nose sharp and pinched.
His under jaw fell, and His eyes, which had been closed and
full of blood, opened halfway. For a few instants He raised His
thorn-crowned head for the last time and then let it sink on His
breast under the burden of pain. His lips, blue and parted,
disclosed the bloody tongue in His open mouth. His fingers,
which had been contracted
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around the heads of the nails, now relaxed and fell a little
forward while the arms stretched out to their natural size. His
back straightened itself against the cross, and the whole weight
of His Sacred Body fell upon the feet. His knees bent and fell
to one side, and His feet twisted a little around the nail that
pierced them.

When Jesus' hands became stiff, His Mother's eyes grew dim,
the paleness of death overspread her countenance, her feet
tottered, and she sank to the earth. Magdalen, John, and the
others, yielding to their grief, fell also with veiled faces.

When that most loving, that most afflicted Mother arose from
the ground, she beheld the Sacred Body of her Son, whom she
had conceived by the Holy Ghost, the flesh of her flesh, the
bone of her bone, the heart of her heart, the holy vessel formed
by the divine overshadowing in her own blessed womb, now
deprived of all its beauty and comeliness and even of its most
holy soul, given up to the laws of that nature which He had
Himself created and which man had by sin abused and
disfigured. She beheld that beloved Son crushed, maltreated,
disfigured, and put to death by the hands of those whom He
had come in the flesh to restore to grace and life. Ah! She
beheld that Sacred Body thrust from among men, despised,
derided, emptied, as it were, of all that was beautiful, truthful,
and lovely, hanging like a leper, mangled on the cross between
two murderers! Who can conceive the sorrow of the Mother of
Jesus, of the Queen of Martyrs!

The sun was still obscured by fog. During the earthquake the
air was close and oppressive, but afterward there was a
sensible decrease in temperature. The appearance of Our
Lord's corpse on the cross was exceedingly awful and
impressive. The thieves were hanging in frightful contortions,
and seemingly intoxicated with liquor. At last both became
silent. Dismas was in prayer.



298
Life of Jesus Christ

It was just after three o'clock when Jesus expired. When the first
alarm produced by the earthquake was over, some of the
Pharisees grew bolder. They approached the chasm made by it in
the rock of Calvary, threw stones into it, fastened ropes together,
and let them down; but as they could not reach the bottom of the
abyss, they became a little more thoughtful and, comprehending
in some degree why people were lamenting and beating their
breast, they rode off from the scene. Some were entirely changed
in their ideas. The people soon dispersed and went in fear and
anxiety through the valley in the direction of the city, many of
them being converted. Part of the band of fifty Roman soldiers
strengthened the guard at the city gate until the arrival of the five
hundred that had been asked for. The gate was locked. Other
posts around were occupied by soldiers, to prevent a concourse of
people and confusion. Cassius (Longinus) and about five of his
soldiers remained inside the circle and lying around on the
rampart. Jesus' relatives were near the cross. They sat in front of it,
lamenting and weeping. Several of the holy women had returned
to the city. All was lonely, still, and sad. Off in the distance, here
and there, in the valley and on the remote heights, a disciple
might be descried peering timidly and inquiringly toward the
cross, and retiring quickly on the approach of anyone.

55. The Earthquake. Apparitions of the Dead in
Jerusalem

When Jesus with a loud cry gave up His Spirit into the hands of
His Heavenly Father, | saw His soul, like a luminous figure,
penetrating the earth at the foot of the cross, accompanied by a
band of luminous angels, among whom was Gabriel. | saw a great
multitude of evil spirits driven by those angels from the earth into
the abyss. Jesus sent many souls



The Earthquake
299

from Limbo to re-enter their body, in order to frighten and
warn the impenitent, as well as to bear witness to Himself.

By the earthquake at Jesus' death, when the rock of Calvary
was split, many portions of the earth were up heaved while
others sank, and this was especially the case in Palestine and
Jerusalem. In the Temple and throughout the city, the
inhabitants were just recovering somewhat from the fright
caused by the darkness when the heaving of the earth, the
crash of falling buildings in many quarters, gave rise to still
more general consternation; and, to crown their terror, the
trembling and wailing crowd, hurrying hither and thither in
dire confusion, encountered here and there the corpses raised
from the dead, as they walked about uttering their warnings in
hollow voices.

The High Priests in the Temple had recommenced the
slaughtering of the lambs, which had been interrupted by the
frightful darkness. They were rejoicing triumphantly over the
returning light when suddenly the ground began to quake, a
hollow rumbling was heard, and the crash of toppling walls,
accompanied by the hissing noise made by the rending of the
veil, produced for the moment in the vast assemblage
speechless terror broken only by an occasional cry of woe. But
the crowd was so well-ordered, the immense edifice so full,
the going and coming of the great number engaged in
slaughtering so perfectly regulated—the act of slaughtering,
the draining of blood, the sprinkling of the altars with it by the
long row of countless priests amid the sound of canticles and
trumpets—all this was done with so great accord, so great
harmony of action, that the fright did not lead to general
confusion and dispersion. The Temple was so large, there
were so many different halls and apartments, that the
sacrifices went on quietly in some, while fright and horror
were pervading others, and in others still the priests managed
to keep order. It
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was not till the dead made their appearance in different parts
of the Temple that the ceremonies were entirely interrupted
and the sacrifices discontinued, as if the Temple had become
polluted. Still even this did not come so suddenly upon the
multitude as to cause them in their flight to rush precipitously
down the numerous steps of the Temple. They dispersed by
degrees, hurrying down one group at a time, while in some
quarters of the building the priests were able to bring back the
frightened worshippers and keep them together. Still, however,
the anxiety, the fright of all, though different in degree, was
something quite indescribable.

The appearance of the Temple at this moment may be pictured
to oneself by comparing it to a great anthill in full and well-
ordered activity. Let a stone be thrown into it or a stick
introduced among the little creatures here and there, and
confusion will reign around the immediate scene of
disturbance, though activity may continue uninterruptedly in
other groups, and soon the damaged places are covered and
repaired.

The High Priest Caiaphas and his followers, owing to their
desperate insolence, did not lose presence of mind. Like the
sagacious magistrate of a seditious city, by threats, by the
separation of parties, by persuasion, and all kinds of deceitful
arguments, Caiaphas warded off the danger. By his
demoniacal obstinacy especially, and his own apparent
calmness, he prevented not only a general panic, so destruc-
tive in its consequences, but likewise hindered the people from
construing those frightful warnings into a testimony of the
innocent death of Jesus. The Roman garrison on the fortress
Antonia did all that could be done to maintain order, and
although the confusion and consternation were great and
caused a discontinuance of the festal ceremonies, yet there
was no insurrection. The blaze was reduced to a glimmering
spark of anxiety, which the people, separating

The Holy of Holies
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by degrees, carried with them to their homes, and which was
there for the most part by the activity of the Pharisees finally
extinguished.

And so it was in general. | remember the following striking
incidents: The two great columns at the entrance of the Holy
of Holies in the Temple, between which hung a magnificent
curtain, fell in opposite directions, the left-hand one to the
south, the right-hand to the north. The beam which they
supported gave way and the great curtain was, with a hissing
noise, rent from top to bottom so that, opening on either side,
it fell. This curtain was red, blue, white, and yellow. Many
celestial spheres were described upon it, also figures like the
brazen serpent. The people could now see into the Holy of
Holies. In the northern wall near it was the little cell in which
Simeon used to pray. A great stone was hurled upon it, and the
roof fell in. In some of the halls the floor sank here and there,
beams were displaced, and pillars gave way.

In the Holy of Holies, between the porch and the altar, an
apparition of the murdered High Priest Zacharias was seen. He
uttered threatening words, spoke of the death of the other
Zacharias, also that of John, denominating the High Priests the
murderers of the Prophets. He came from the opening made
by the falling stone near Simeon's place of prayer, and
addressed the priests in the Holy of Holies. Simon Justus was
a pious High Priest, an ancestor of the aged priest Simeon who
had prophesied on the occasion of Jesus' Presentation in the
Temple. His two prematurely deceased sons now appeared as
tall phantoms near the principal chair of instruction, and in
menacing terms spoke of the murder of the Prophets, of the
sacrifice of the Old Law, which was now at an end, and
admonished all present to embrace the doctrine of the
Crucified.

Jeremias appeared at the altar and uttered words of
denunciation. The sacrifice of the Old Law was
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ended, he said, and a new one had begun. These speeches and
apparitions in places to which Caiaphas or the priests alone
had access, were hushed up and denied. It was forbidden to
speak of them under penalty of excommunication. And now
there arose a great clamor, the doors of the sanctuary sprang
open, a voice cried out: "Let us go hence!" and | saw the
angels departing from the Temple. The altar of incense was
elevated to some height and a vessel of incense tilted over.
The shelf that held the rolls of Scripture fell in, and the rolls
were scattered around. The confusion increased to such a
degree that the time of day was forgotten. Nicodemus, Joseph
of Arimathea, and many others left the Temple and went away.
Corpses were lying here and there, others were wandering
through the halls and uttering warning words to the people. At
the sound of the voice of the angels fleeing from the Temple,
the dead returned to their graves. The teacher's chair in the
outer porch fell to pieces. Many of the thirty-two Pharisees
who had ridden to Calvary just before Jesus expired, returned
in the midst of this confusion to the Temple. As they had been
converted at the foot of the cross, they looked upon all these
signs with still greater consternation and, addressing some
stern reproaches to Annas and Caiaphas, they quickly retired.

Annas, who was really, though in secret, Jesus' principal
enemy who for a long time had headed all the hidden intrigues
against Him and the disciples, and who had also instructed the
false witnesses as to what they were to say, was so terrified
that he became like one bereft of reason. He fled from corner
to corner through the most retired apartments of the Temple. |
saw him moaning and crying, his muscles contracted as if in
convulsions, conveyed to a secret room where he was
surrounded by several of his followers. Once Caiaphas clasped
him tightly in his arms in order to raise his courage, but in
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vain. The apparition of the dead cast him into utter despair.
Caiaphas, although excessively alarmed, had in him so proud
and obstinate a devil that he would not allow his terror to be
seen. He bade defiance to all and, with a bold front, set his
rage and pride against the warning signs of God and his own
secret fright. But as he could no longer continue the sacred
ceremonies, he hid and commanded others to hide all the
events and apparitions not already known to the people. He
gave out, and caused others to do the same, that these
apparitions, indicative of God's anger, were due to the
followers of the crucified Galilean, for their coming to the
Temple had polluted it. Only the enemies of the sacred Law,
he said, which Jesus had tried to overturn, had experienced
any alarm, and many of the things that had happened could be
ascribed to the witchcraft of the Galilean who, in death as in
life, had disturbed the peace of the Temple. And so it came to
pass that he silenced some by such words, and frightened
others with threats. Many, however, were deeply impressed,
though they concealed their sentiments. The feast was
postponed until the Temple could be purified. Many of the
lambs were not slaughtered, and the people dispersed by
degrees.

The tomb of Zacharias under the Temple wall was sunken and
destroyed, and in consequence, some stones fell out of the
wall. Zacharias left it, but did not again return to it. I know not
where he again laid off his body. Simon Justus' sons, who had
arisen from their graves, laid theirs down again in the vault
under the Temple mount, when Jesus' body was being
prepared for burial.

While all these things were going on in the Temple, a similar
panic was experienced in many other quarters of Jerusalem.
Just after three o'clock, many tombs were violently shattered,
especially in the northwestern section of the city where there
were numerous gardens. | saw here and there the dead
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lying in their winding sheets. In other places, there were only
masses of rottenness, in others skeletons, and from many
proceeded an intolerable stench. At Caiaphas’ tribunal, the
steps upon which Jesus stood when exposed to the mockery of
the rabble were overturned, also a portion of the fireplace in
the hall in which Peter's first denial took place. The destruction
here was so great that a new entrance had to be made. It was in
this place that the corpse of the High Priest Simon Justus
appeared, to whose race belonged Simeon who had prophesied
at Jesus' Presentation in the Temple. His apparition uttered
some menacing words upon the unjust sentence that had here
been pronounced. Several members of the Sanhedrim were
present. The individuals that on the preceding night had given
entrance to Peter and John, were converted. They fled to the
caves in which the disciples were concealed. At Pilate's palace,
the stone was shattered and the whole place upon which Pilate
had exhibited Jesus to the multitude fell in. All things reeled
under the powerful shaking-up they got, and in the court of the
neighboring judgment hall, the place in which the bodies of the
innocents murdered by Herod's orders were interred, fell in. In
many other parts of the city, walls were overturned and others
cracked, but no edifices were entirely destroyed. Pilate,
perplexed and superstitious, was in the greatest consternation
and wholly incapable of discharging the duties of his charge.
The earthquake shook his palace. It rocked and trembled under
him as he fled from room to room. The dead from the court
below proclaimed to him his false judgment and contradictory
sentence. He thought that those voices proceeded from the
gods of Jesus the Prophet, so he locked himself up in a secret
corner of his palace, where he burned incense and sacrificed to
his own deities, to whom he also made a vow, that they might
render those of the Galilean innocuous to him. Herod too was
in his own
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palace and, like one crazed from fear, he ordered every
entrance to be bolted and barred.

There were about one hundred deceased belonging to all
periods of time who arose in body from their shattered tombs
both in Jerusalem and its environs. They went mostly in
couples to certain parts of the city, encountering the frightened
inhabitants in their flight, and testifying to Jesus in denun-
ciatory words, few but vigorous. Most of the sepulchers stood
solitary in the valleys, though there were many in the newly
laid out portions of the city, especially among the gardens
toward the northwest, between the corner gate and that leading
to the place of crucifixion. There were besides, around and
under the Temple, many secret graves long since forgotten.

Not all the dead whose corpses were exposed to view by the
falling of their tombs arose. Many a one became merely
visible, because the graves were in common. But many others,
whose souls Jesus sent to earth from Limbo, arose, threw off
the covering from their face and went, not walking, but as if
floating, along the streets of Jerusalem to their friends and
relatives. They entered the houses of their posterity, and
rebuked them severely for the part they had taken in the
murder of Jesus. | saw some of them meeting, as if they were
friends or relatives, and going in couples through the streets of
the city. | could see no movement of their feet under their long
winding sheets. They passed along as if lightly hovering above
the ground. The hands of some were enfolded in broad bands
of linen, others hung down under the large sleeves that bound
the arms. The covering of the face was thrown up over the
head, and the pale, yellow countenance with its long beard
looked dried and withered. Their voices sounded strange and
unearthly, and these voices, joined to their incessant moving
from place to place, unconcerned about all around, was their
only external
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expression; indeed they seemed almost nothing but voice.
They were clothed somewhat differently, each according to
the custom at the time of his death, his position in society, and
his age. On the crossways upon which Jesus' punishment was
trumpeted as the procession moved on to Golgotha, they stood
still and proclaimed glory to Jesus and woe to His murderers.
The people standing afar hearkened, shuddered, and fled, as
the dead floated toward them. | heard them on the forum in
front of Pilate's palace crying aloud in threatening terms. |
remember the words: "Cruel Judge!" The people fled into the
most secret corners of their houses and hid. Intense fear per-
vaded the whole city. About four o'clock, the dead returned to
their graves. Many other spirits appeared in different quarters
after Christ's Resurrection. The sacrifice was interrupted and
everything thrown into confusion. Only a very few of the
people ate the Paschal lamb that evening.

Among the dead who arose on this occasion in and around
Jerusalem (and there were at least one hundred), no relative of
Jesus was found. The tombs in the northwestern section of
Jerusalem were once beyond the precincts of the city, but
when it was enlarged they were included in its limits. | had
also a glimpse of other deceased persons who arose here and
there in different parts of the Holy Land, appeared to their
relatives, and bore witness to Jesus Christ's mission. | saw, for
instance, Zadoch, a very pious man, who divided all his
wealth between the poor and the Temple and founded an
Essenian community near Hebron. He was one of the last
Prophets before Christ. He had waited very earnestly for the
appearance of the Messiah, he had many revelations upon the
same, and communication with the ancestors of the Holy
Family. This Zadoch, who lived about one hundred years
before Jesus, | saw arise and appear to several persons in the
region of Hebron. | saw once that his soul was among the first
to return to his body, and
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then I saw all those souls walking around with Jesus, as if
they had again laid their body down. | saw also various
deceased persons appearing to the disciples of the Lord in
their hiding places, and addressing to them words of
admonition.

I saw that the darkness and earthquake were not confined to
Jerusalem and its environs. They extended throughout other
regions of the country, yes, even in far distant places they
spread terror and destruction. In Tirzah, the towers of the
prison from which Jesus had released the captives were
overthrown, as well as other buildings. In the land of Cabul, I
saw that a great many places suffered injury. Throughout
Galilee, where chiefly Jesus had journeyed, | saw isolated
buildings in many places, and especially numerous houses
belonging to the Pharisees who had persecuted the Lord most
violently, toppling down over wife and child, while they
themselves were away at the feast. The destruction around the
Sea of Galilee was very remarkable. In Capharnaum many
buildings were overturned. The place between Tiberias and
the garden of Zorobabel, the Centurion of Capharnaum, was
almost demolished. The entire rocky projection belonging to
the Centurion's beautiful gardens near Capharnaum was torn
away. The lake rushed into the valley and its waters flowed
near to Capharnaum, which, before that, was fully half an
hour's distance from it. Peter's house and the dwelling of the
Blessed Virgin outside Capharnaum and toward the lake
remained unharmed.

The Sea of Galilee was greatly disturbed. In some places its
banks caved in, and in others they seemed to be pushed out, its
shape thereby being notably changed. It began to assume that
which it has at the present day, and, especially in its near
surroundings, it can no longer be readily recognized. The
change was particularly great at the southwest end of the sea,
just below Tarichaea, where the long dike of black stone
which separated the marsh from the



308
Life of Jesus Christ

sea and gave a fixed direction to the course of the Jordan
entirely gave way and occasioned great destruction.

On the eastern side of the sea, where the swine of the Gerasens
plunged into the marsh, many places sank in; the same
happened likewise in Gergesa, Gerasa, and throughout the
entire district of Corozain. The mountain upon which Jesus had
twice multiplied the loaves sustained a great shaking, and the
stone upon which the bread was multiplied was rent in twain.
In and around Paneas, many things were overturned. In the
Decapolis half of the cities sank, and many places in Asia
sustained severe damage: for instance, Nicaea, but chiefly
many situated east and northeast of Paneas. In Upper Galilee
too | saw great destruction. Most of the Pharisees found, on
their return from the feast, dire distress in their homes, and
news of it reached others while yet in Jerusalem. It was on this
account that the enemies of Jesus were so dejected, and that
they ventured not until Pentecost 