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Last Supper 
His eyes search out their hearts, 

          their eyes, 

          their hands. 

He breaks the bread for Judas, 

          gives it, 

          choking, 

and bids him speed - God speed? - 

          his way 

          - God's way? 

 

"I shall not drink again until 

          that Day, 

          with you. 

 

Gethsemane 
The park at night 

beyond the streets 

the last bus passing. Turn- 

ing-out time comes and goes. 

Dog-walking hours 

courting couples 

late-night movies. 

 

Between the trees: 

the epilogue. 

Round Jesus' throat 

fear tightens 

horribly. 

 

"Father, please, 

dear Father, please, 

please, not, 

please not 

please not 

NOT 

 

unknot this doom 

as you will, 

You will. 

Your will." 

 

All lights extinguished. 

Sleep blankets every failing heart; 

 

and Judas comes apace with answered prayer. 

 



Arrest 
The knock on the door 

and the lover's kiss 

that seizes the breath 

and freezes the heart 

in panic of present pulsing terror... 

 

Hit out against it, brothers! Now 

lash, smash, and, crazed, cry out 

for vengeance: No! All 

raging, bloody, no, not so! 

 

"They've come to take me away, my friends. 

But be of good cheer. 

Overcome." 

 

Sanhedrin 
Emergency session. 

Possession of the Councillors, 

In law nine points sufficient, 

The prisoner being theirs. 

 

They point their fingers, 

lay out blame, 

and strafe him with their looks. Their voices 

grate accusingly. They pick 

his words from context; twist 

his sense; misrepresent 

his story and his meaning: yet 

they cannot be consistent, or compile 

a case that bears inspection. 

 

Thus have you failed, poor prisoner, 

to turn them from their prejudice. 

Raw rabbi, your probation at an end: 

your teaching has not reached their heart. 

O Christ, blasphemer. 

 

Before Pilate 
Sterilize my hands, my mind; 

theatre duty calls. 

No biased germ shall prejudice 

my probing for the truth. 

My hands are clean, my heart is pure 

(they need to be, for I 

must bear the sword before my God 

impartially, impervious). 

 

 

 



Crowned heads, and presidents, peers of the realm, 

some wicked, some mad, some sadly sane - 

or holy clowns, like this King Jew: 

their cases all I have to judge. 

 

So speak up, Jesus, 

speak to me now: 

I'm ready to hear what you say. 

They called you their king; 

I'd like to know why, for 

I'm holding your life in my hands. 

 

I sterilize my hands, my mind, 

and operate for peace. 

At five o'clock I set off home, 

and hope for relief and release. 

 

Flagellation 
Strip him naked 

Leather thong him to the wall 

Brand his foot-soles with hot iron 

Club his ribs with rifle-butts 

Boot his balls into his guts. And 

smite his eyes, his nose, his helpless teeth 

Electrode crown shall strobe his brain 

while music megawatting plays 

 Hail King! 

 Hail King! 

 All hail the King - 

 King Jesus of the Jews! 

 

Via Dolorosa 
Hang out the red balloons of fate 

and fast this feast-day 

not forgetting 

as you pass on your way 

to say. "Ooh" and "Ah" and "Oh but 

it doesn't seem right, yet 

it's just, I suppose, 

just one of those things." 

 

There's bugles and drums 

and banners and robes 

and community policers leading the way ... 

A little diversion 

for hundreds of shoppers 

with food to get in for the Bank Holiday. 

A microphone man 

collects views for the news 

(strictly local, or could it be networked?) 



A mum on a bus 

sees the fuss in the street, 

says, "I don't agree 

with that sort of thing." 

 

Jesus collapsed in the road. 

His was a heavy load. 

Veronica dabbed him with Eau de Cologne. 

He'll never get there on his own. 

 

Crucifixion 
The nail driven 

 screeches 

 screaming rigid 

 through his body to his foot 

 wherein 

The nail hammered 

 batters 

 banging paroxysms 

 through his body to his hand 

 wherein 

The nail sledged  

 howls 

 hollers seizure 

 through his body to his foot 

 wherein 

the nail piled 

 maims 

 mercilessly 

 throughout 

 his body. 

 

  "My ears! My ears! 

  the ringing in my ears! 

   

  Father, forgive them: 

  they know not what they do!" 

 

From a spectator's point of view 

it doesn't seem right 

that, while they fix him to the cross, 

they also expose his private parts. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dereliction 
I cannot breathe 

It's overcast 

I cannot breathe 

It's getting dark 

I cannot breathe 

The pain, it hurts 

I cannot breathe 

In paradise 

I cannot breathe 

Mother, behold 

I cannot breathe 

Beloved, behold 

I cannot breathe 

Getting dark 

Cannot breathe 

I cannot breathe ... 

 

I'm thirsty 

Cannot breathe ... 

 

What time is it? 

Cannot breathe 

Not breathe ... 

 

Long. Oh 

Long. Ah 

Dark 

Not breathe 

Ah 

Breathe 

Ah 

Breathe 

Ah 

Finished 

Ah 

Breathe 

 

Breathe 

Not 

Can 

Not ... 

 

Not 

Not 

E- 

loi 

E- 

loi 

lam- 



a- 

sab- 

ach- 

tan- 

i? 

Ah 

Ah 

Ah 

Ah 

Ah 

Ah 

Ah 

 

Last. 

 

Pietà 
Sweetest 

dearest 

tenderest Son, 

dearest 

sweetest 

lovingest boy 

my darling 

my dearest 

my poor dear darling sweetheart: Oh 

my Son 

my son, 

would God I had ... 

 

Here in my arms 

lie still, lie peaceful 

 

Ah dead, my son. 

I don't know! 

I don't know! 

Oh my son! 

You are dead, 

oh my son. 

 

Rest you here, 

be at rest. 

Come you home, 

again in my arms, 

to my love 

to my emptiness. 

 

My emptiness 

Oh my love 

Jesus, my love. 
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