SILENT WITNESSES

#6 The Stone

April 1st, 2009 – Matthew 27:60b

Excuse me! May I have a moment of your time? We have spoken to a number of the silent witnesses to the crucifixion of the one called Jesus. Would it be possible for you also to add your testimony to that of the thorn, the robe, the nail, the spear, and the shroud?

I find it amazing that you folks would want to hear from me. I have spent so much of my life just resting in one place.

Could you tell us about that, to begin with?

It was a long, long time ago that I came into being and was placed near what eventually became a garden. Up until that time I was just another huge rock. I was not like some of my kind who are valuable and are fashioned into fine jewelry. I’m too large to be a rolling stone in a stream. I’m just a huge, rough, heavy, strong, solid stone – common garden variety. I found it difficult to accept that my lot in life was just to be: be a stone, be where I was, be the size and shape I was…just be. I had many years to think about that, and had finally accepted it, when the life of this stone that had never moved was turned upside – down.
I suspect you mean that literally.

One day a couple of men began chipping away at me. They were removing some of my rough edges. I didn’t know why they disapproved of my appearance. If I could live with it, what concern was it of theirs? But they kept on chipping and shaping me. I could tell that I was becoming smoother, more uniform in shape, and even seemed to be round, like a wheel. Now I couldn’t imagine that they were going to use me as a wheel. Come now, I’m far too large and heavy! Besides, they make wheels out of wood now, not stone any more. But the longer they worked, the more I appeared to be like a wheel. They had flattened me on top and on the bottom, and the rest of me was round. I had to admire the fact that they had taken a common stone and removed its rough edges and given me a shape which apparently had a purpose. I couldn’t imagine they were doing this just to pass the time!
Did you have any idea at that time about what they were making you into?

As I thought about my new shape, I did begin to speculate about my use. Was I to be a grinding wheel? That idea rubbed me the wrong way. Who wants to spend an entire lifetime going around in circles? Perhaps I was to be a platform or base for a monument. Now, that could be a position of “class”! And yet, the more I thought about that possibility, the more I realized that children would be climbing all over me and, worse yet, birds would be perching above me. Please, no! Not that! After a short time – well, it was short to me; after all, when you’ve been sitting in one place since the beginning of time, just about any time seems short – the men were through with their remodeling job of me. They got some additional help and tilted me up on my rounded rim. Oh boy! What a strange feeling!

What do you mean?

Have you ever been in one position for a long time and then gotten up suddenly? Then you know what I mean. Well, almost. I’m sure you haven’t rested in one position for as long as I.

Can’t say that I have!

Well, they started to roll me from where I had been for centuries over toward an opening in the side of a small hill in the garden. As I rolled slowly by the opening, I took a quick peek inside and saw that it was just an empty hole, or carved chamber. There was a table – like slab which I assumed was to hold something. I was really confused as to what I had just seen. Just then, another huge stone that had a shape similar to mine spoke up and told me that the chamber was called a tomb. He also told me that I was very blessed because that tomb belonged to a very wealthy and influential person named Joseph. He was a member of the Council (some religious official, I think). After the men rolled me past the opening, they leaned me against the side of the hill. I was on a slope with some other stones wedged under me to keep me from rolling on my own. You see, the slope was so that I could be rolled easily back toward the opening. That way, it would be difficult to roll me uphill and away from the opening once I had been put in place.

That’s very interesting!

So there I was again, resting in one place and waiting. Oh, well, at least it was new scenery for a change. As I leaned there, I had a great deal of time to think. One question that kept bothering me was why did they need a stone in the first place? Why did they have to close and seal a tomb? The dead person certainly wasn’t going to get out; you didn’t have to lock him inside! All I could think of was that the stone was intended to keep others out. I guessed that animals and children, and perhaps curiosity – seekers, might wander in for various reasons, and that would certainly be inappropriate. That must be the reason, then, for a huge stone in front of a tomb: to keep people out. This would force people to respect the dead a bit more also.

What do you mean by “respect the dead?”

I feel that people ought to spend more time respecting the living, actually; but what do I know? As I continued leaning, I heard some rumors…

What kind of rumors?

…through the “underground,” you know; graveyards are full of that kind of thing…rumors that a crucifixion was taking place. That wouldn’t affect any of us, of course. Criminals don’t get buried in a fine grave such as this. Yet the events of this day did affect everyone.

What events do you mean?

Just about noon the whole world got real dark – I mean, eerie dark, not just “slightly overcast with a chance of a few snow flakes;” I mean dark dark! And it lasted for about three hours. There was something very strange going on. I was feeling these strange vibrations. The ground beneath me was starting to rock and heave as though it was getting ready to explode. Then it happened: it was a full fledged earthquake! The ground shook and I bounced against the side of the hill so hard that I almost fell over on my face. The stones wedged to hold me in place shook with me. Fortunately, they held their ground, and so did I. It was as if the heavens and earth were having a violent allergic reaction to the events of the day.

I can see why you were a bit shaken up.

The sky finally cleared and the earth became calm again. Yet, I still had an uneasy feeling, as though it wasn’t really over yet. Eventually I dozed off in the warm sunshine that had returned, when I was disturbed by the sound of people walking in the garden…
What was making that sound?

…I forced my eyes open and saw a couple of men and two women coming toward me. The men seemed to be carrying a heavy load of some sort. As they got closer, I could see what it was they were carrying. Joseph, the owner of the tomb, and another Council member named Nicodemus were carrying a body, wrapped in a linen shroud. It must have been from the crucifixion, the “underground” was murmuring. They entered the tomb and rested the body on the slab. That was unusual.

How do you mean?

All that time, energy, and expense to prepare a tomb for himself, and now Joseph was giving it up to provide proper burial for someone who had been crucified! Usually they just discard criminals’ bodied in a common grave. But no, Joseph gave up his grave for someone who had been crucified, Jesus. Well, no sooner had the body been laid in place and Joseph and Nicodemus came out of the tomb, when it was time for me to get rolling, so to speak.

I get it! That’s a good one!

They carefully removed the small stones which were wedged between me and the slanted pathway which ran in front of the tomb’s entrance. I began to roll slowly down the incline, gradually picking up speed, only to stop abruptly when I ran into a barrier at the end of the track. I had stopped directly in front of the entrance and was providing a tightly shut seal to the tomb so that nothing could get in or out. What am I saying No one come out! Why would I even say that? Shortly after the tomb had been sealed, some government guards arrived. What an insult!

What do you mean by insult?
What foolishness! Here I am – heavy, huge, strong, and as hard as a rock – and they send guards to make sure the tomb stays closed! I can do my job; I don’t need them! Well, they were there anyway. They wedged stones on either side of me so that I couldn’t roll or be rolled. Now, that’s silly, I’m not going to roll uphill, and there is no place to go downhill. This whole situation is way out of line!

You sound upset.

I tried not to be upset with the apparent lack of confidence in me demonstrated by the presence of the guards. After all, it was my job to “R.I.P” – rest in place. A stone, being used as I was, usually expects to rest in place forever. That’s what I expected to do. Well, not quite, because I did hear the two women saying they would be returning in a few days to finish preparing the body for burial.

A couple of days you say!

They had to wait until the Sabbath was over. Oh well, one brief interruption and then I could go back to resting in one place as I used to do…Well, those “couple of days” passed, and it was early morning of the third day. I was resting peacefully when I started shaking again. It was those vibrations coming on like last time. Or so I thought.

Wasn’t it like the last time?

It was only partly like the last time. If you thought the other earthquake was hard to believe…well, get ready for what happened nest. There was another earthquake all right, but then I saw a creature like I’d never seen before. Now remember, I’ve been around almost as long as time itself, but this was some different creature! What was even stranger is that it dropped out of the sky!

It did what?
You heard me: I said it dropped out of the sky! Then it reached over and pushed me uphill! It didn’t even remove the stones wedging me in place, but just made it seem easy! I was shocked. Don’t forget: I’m solid, heavy, strong, and huge (like Pastor Chris). But that made no difference to this creature; I was being moved, and the tomb stood wide open. I wasn’t the only one in shock. Remember the guards who were supposed to make sure that I stayed in place?

Yes! I remember!

They shook like thin papyrus flapping in a stiff breeze, and then they fell over as if dead. All of this happened so quickly, and then the one who rolled me aside seemed to fly up and sit casually on top of me as if nothing out of the ordinary had taken place.

That’s almost unbelievable!

If you find all of that hard to swallow, you haven’t heard anything yet. Are you ready for this? As I was being rolled away from the entrance to the tomb, I got a quick glimpse inside. No, you won’t believe this…but I’d swear on my mother’s grave…what am I saying?...my mother is a grave…that this is the Gospel truth. I was there, so I should know. What I saw inside was…..nothing!
You saw nothing?

Now, wait. Don’t smirk as though I’m crazy. What I’m telling you is that there was nothing inside the tomb. There was no body inside. Do you hear me? The body was gone! Oh, the linen was there, but the body wasn’t inside it. What’s with this tomb?
What do you mean?

First Joseph gave it up for Jesus, and now Jesus had given up the tomb too!

That is an interesting observation. What happened then?
Well, these events left the tomb with its mouth wide open, the linens all wrapped up in themselves, and me? I became the only “part – time” tombstone in the history of the world. Or at least the stone with the shortest career.

Does that bother you?

Oh, I don’t really mind. I guess I’ll be left alone now, allowed to rest in one place. Actually, I’m feeling quite good about the way I was used to serve Jesus in a very special, earth shattering event. Not only that, but we rocks have in improved self – image ever since Jesus left the tomb He has been referred to as the “ROCK OF AGES.” Because of Jesus, you human beings find all your hopes and dreams fulfilled. I know that for a fact, for I have heard through the “underground,” you know that because Jesus came back to life, all people will come out of all their graves when He tells them that it’s time.

Your account has been truly moving. Tell me, have these events changed you in any way?

We tombstones have had a considerable change take place in us. As old as we are, and as long as we have existed, we now know that what we have experienced is only the beginning. We no longer hold bodies forever, as some believed. We only hold them until forever! So remember until that day. Jesus is your ROCK and he ROLLS your blues away!
