
Graham Sutherland “Crucifixion” 

Please use these sheets to help you reflect on the crucifixion of Christ 

Words from the Cross 
 
Son      by Godfrey Rust 

 

Woman, as I prepare 

     to slip the leash of time 

for a moment your grief 

     reels me back in; the sword 

pierces us both 

     but you alone will feel then 

the pain I feel now, 

     watching a mother 

watch a son die. Before 

     you gave birth to me 

I AM, and at a word 

     I made time flow 

like tears: but what 

     could I in my eternity 

know of such a loss as yours? Timeless 

     I became humankind— 

there was no other way 

     to learn the meaning   

of this moment. Soon 

    I will have gained 

eternity again; you have 

    the meantime, and I will 

not leave you comfortless. 

    Beside you is one 

whom I have loved 

    more than a brother: 

Dear woman, here is your son. 

   Son, here is your mother. 

 Masterpiece    by Godfrey Rust 

 

I saw it first, this bloody work of heart, 

conceived in my mind’s eye in the beginning, 

or what you call the beginning. Time 

was the canvas I prepared to paint on. 

I drew its outline in the life of Abraham, 

my palette history, its colours mixed 

in Israel’s rise and fall. I worked from life: 

against a landscape of an Eden spoiled 

my people with their untamed rebel hearts 

stared out through masks of beauty scarred with sin. 

Painstaking detail. Light and darkness. Then 

the hardest thing I ever did: love  

was daubed with every brush-stroke of the Spirit 

on the unforgiving texture of the soul. 

Finally to shape the central figure 

I needed human hands. I laboured with Mary 

to bring the enterprise to birth. Three more decades 

of preparation were meticulous— 

it is not irony that I was framed 

and hung up here to die: it is the point. 

I am the artist and the portrait too, 

painting out at last in the blood of God 

a perfect self-expression: my still life. 

This is my masterpiece and it is finished. 



From “The Dream of the Rood” 
Anglo-Saxon, 8th century, trans. Richard Hammer 
(1970) 
The earliest Christian poem in English 
 

The Rood (cross of Christ) speaks: 
 
“It was long past – I still remember it – 
That I was cut down at the copse’s end, 
Moved from my root. Strong enemies there took me, 
Told me to hold aloft their criminals, 
Made me a spectacle. Men carried me 
Upon their shoulders, set me on a hill, 
A host of enemies there fastened me. 
 
And then I saw the Lord of all mankind 
Hasten with eager zeal that He might mount 
Upon me. I durst not against God’s word 
Bend down or break, when I saw tremble all 
The surface of the earth. Although I might 
Have struck down all the foes, yet stood I fast. 
 
Then the young hero (who was God almighty) 
Got ready, resolute and strong in heart. 
He climbed onto the lofty gallows-tree, 
Bold in the sight of many watching men, 
When He intended to redeem mankind. 
I trembled as the warrior embraced me. 
But still I dared not bend down to the earth, 
Fall to the ground. Upright I had to stand. 
 
A rood I was raised up; and I held high 
The noble King, the Lord of heaven above. 
I dared not stoop. They pierced me with dark nails; 
The scars can still be clearly seen on me, 
 
The open wounds of malice. Yet might I 
Not harm them. They reviled us both together. 
I was made wet all over with the blood 
Which poured out from his side, after He had 
Sent forth His spirit. And I underwent 
Full many a dire experience on that hill. 
I saw the God of hosts stretched grimly out. 
Darkness covered the Ruler’s corpse with clouds 
His shining beauty; shadows passed across, 
Black in the darkness. All creation wept, 
Bewailed the King’s death; Christ was on the 
cross…. 
 
Now you may understand, dear warrior, 
That I have suffered deeds of wicked men 
And grievous sorrows. Now the time has come 
That far and wide on earth men honour me, 
And all this great and glorious creation, 
And to this beacon offers prayers. On me 
The Son of God once suffered; therefore now 
I tower mighty underneath the heavens, 
And I may heal all those in awe of me. 
Once I became the cruellest of tortures, 
Most hateful to all nations, till the time 
I opened the right way of life for men.” 

Words from the Cross 
 

Thief   by Godfrey Rust 
 
What would you steal from me, thief? 
These Romans took my clothes. My friends 

 
ran off with their loyalty. My priests 
have filled their pockets with my people. 
 
I’ve nothing left but you, my captive audience. 
It took a lot to nail you down to gain 

 
your full attention. All your life 
you worshipped at the altar of desire 

 
only to find it is a god unsatisfied 
by less than everything. In all your crimes 

 
you were the victim and now you find 
a god is dying next to you, and you 
 
so skewered you cannot even 
stretch a hand out to ask for mercy. Smile, 
 
thief: you are the archetype, the first 
to take his cross up and then follow me. 

 
Nothing is what it seems. Your prayer 
was answered long ago, and you will see 
 
breaking and entering done here 
on a cosmic scale. Will I remember you? 
 
I tell you the truth, today 
you will be with me in paradise. 

Scali:  “Study for a Crucifixion” 



Stained glass window in the Savage Chapel, St Michael’s 

Velázquez “Crucifixion” 

A Quiet Roar by Veronica Zundel 
 
one 
 
he lays his left hand along the beam 
hand that moulded clay into fluttering birds 
hand that cupped wild flowers to learn their peace 
hand that stroked the bee’s soft back and touched death’s 
sting 
 
two 
 
he stretches his right hand across the grain 
hand that blessed a dead corpse quick 
hand that smeared blind spittle into sight 
hand that burgeoned bread, smoothed down the rumpled sea 
 
three 
 
he stands laborious 
sagging, split, 
homo erectus, poor bare forked thing 
hung on nails like a picture 
 
he is not beautiful 
blood sweats from him in rain 
 
far off where we are lost, desert dry 
thunder begins its quiet roar 
the first drops startle us alive 
the cloud no bigger  
than a man’s hand. 


