
Jesus is Buried 
(Fourteenth Station of the Cross) 

 
 
Joseph from Arimathea, a prominent member of the Sanhedrin and a secret follower of Jesus, had not internally 
consented with the plans executed that day.  Nevertheless, like Pilate, he cowered when confronted by the 
vicious majority; his mental dissents failed translating into physical action.  Fear of man triumphed over 
convictions to divulge a shameful path of least resistance and self-preservation.  Compelled by the bloody 
aftershock, he would now act to resolve disgrace into dignity.  He courageously asked Pilate for the body of 
Jesus on Friday afternoon, and Pilate granted his request to respectfully bury this king of the Jews. 
 
After removing the exposed, humiliated corpse from the cross, Joseph and a friend struggled to carry it to a 
nearby tomb carved from Golgothic rock.  Inside, under flickering torch light and cool stone air, they carefully 
cleaned and wrapped it in pristine linen cloths along with one hundred pounds of myrrh and aloes according to 
burial customs. With aching backs, they finished the job. The body of Jesus now lay symmetrical in perfect, 
private repose where no one had ever lain before.  They rolled a large stone against the entrance to conclude 
the matter. 
 
On Saturday, the Jewish religious leaders (unable to rest on the Sabbath) requested Pilate secure the grave so no 
disciples of Jesus could steal the body and proclaim false resurrection.  “You have a guard at your disposal,” Pilate 
wearily granted (wondering why he had to be the Roman authority mediating the petty politics of this trivial 
nation), “go make it as secure as you know how.”   Getting what they wanted, the Jewish leaders worked their plan 
to the letter of the law by ordering Roman soldiers to do what they would not on their day of rest.  They posted a 
guard outside the tomb and affixed a seal of authority directly on the stone.   
 
As for Jesus, He finished His work the day before; 
today was one of perfect, uninterrupted rest in complete and quiet darkness. 
 
But before sunrise on Sunday (the first day of the week),  a severe earthquake clenched the black morning hours 
when one—just one—brilliant angel of the Lord touched the earth’s crust to roll away a single, small stone, 
sending violent shockwaves through a few  terror-stricken human guards and the entire sum of defenseless 
spiritual forces of wickedness.   Someone was missing inside, and heaven insisted the world know the truth. 
 
 
Scriptural Context 

• Matthew 27:57-66 

• Mark 15:42-47 

• Luke 23:50-56 

• John 19:38-42 

 
 
 
 
 


