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Mary

Then Mary took a pound of very costly oil of spikenard,
anointed the feet of Jesus, and wiped his feet with her hair.
And the house was filled with the fragrance of the oil.

John 12:3




Crowd At Triumphal Entry

So they took branches of palm trees and went out to meet
him, crying out, “Hosanna! Blessed is he who comes in the
name of the Lord, even the King of Israel!”

John 12:13




Pilate

“When Pilate saw that he could not prevail at all, but rather
that a tumult was rising, he took water and washed his
hands before the multitude, saying, “I am innocent of the
blood of this just Person. You see to it.”

Matthew 27:24




Simon The Cyrenian

“Then they compelled a certain man, Simon a Cyrenian, the
father of Alexander and Rufus, as he was coming out of the
country and passing by, to bear his cross.”

Mark 15:21




Thief On The Cross

Then he said to Jesus, “Lord, remember me when you come
into your kingdom. And Jesus said to him, “Assuredly, | say to
you, today you will be with me in paradise.”

Luke 23:42-43
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Centurion

So when the centurion, who stood opposite him saw that he
cried out like this and breathed his last, he said, ~ "~ Truly this
man was the Son of God!”

b Mark 15:39
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Thomas

Jesus said to him, “Thomas, because you have seen me, you
have believed. Blessed are those who have not seen and yet
have believed.”

John 20:29
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When | Survey the Wondrous Cross
Isaac Watts (1/707/)

When | survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain | count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride.

Forbid it, Lord, that | should boast,
Save in the death of Christ my God!
All the vain things that charm me most,
| sacrifice them to His blood.

See from His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down!
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?

Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.

© CARA-RAY.COM



