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He had been given his order.

There was nothing the young Roman centurion could do but execute it, yet he hesitated. He had no desire to aid in the crucifixion of the Man hanging from the cross.  Besides, it was evident that the Galilean was almost dead.


The centurion felt the perspiration slide down his back.  The spear her carried grew heavy.  He struggled with his conscience. No one had ever disobeyed an order from the High Command.


The young soldier had heard the Galilean speak. In His last hours, the Man had turned his head toward heaven and whispered, “Father, forgive them. They know not what they do.”


These words confused the centurion.


“Why would he want some God to forgive us for killing him,” thought the soldier. “If it were me, I’d ask for fire and destruction to fall from the sky.”


The young Roman realized that this was no ordinary man. He was someone special.  What was His crime?  All He talked about was love, peace, and eternal life.  This was nothing new. Everybody wanted to live forever.  The Man was also charged with wanting to overthrow Caesar and become “King of the Jews.

“I want to be a king, too,” thought the centurion.  He tried to smile at this thought, but only managed a weak grin.


The sunny sky turned a dismal gray.  Also, the clouds seemed lower.  The crowd, gathered for the crucifixion, noticed the change in the sky’s coloring and grew restless.

The soldier looked at a woman kneeling beneath the Galilean.  Here shawl hid most of her face, hiding her silent tears. Apparently, this was the Man’s mother.


Storm clouds mixed with the darkness falling over the  area. Fear and uncertainty pressed on the crowd.


The centurion wanted to run.


A look from his captain told the young Roman that time was running out for him to carry complete his duty.


Slowly, the centurion raised his spear.


“Father, forgive me.”


He drove the spear into the Man’s side.
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