THE NAILS
His hands -- The first thing I noticed about Jesus was his hands.  Before I was a soldier, I was a carpenter just like m dad, and he always told me to take notice of people’s hands.  You can tell a lot about a person by his hands.  As I gazed at His hands, I could tell that He, too, was a carpenter -- my father would have respected the owner of those hands.

Did I tell you about His hands?  My father taught me when you are crucifying a man you have to respect him enough to not look at his face. You have to think of it as a job like any other.  You have the nails, you have the experience. It’s just a job.  You also had to be very quick -- there was to be no foolishness.

You also had to put the spike in the right place or else when you drove it in you would hit the bone.  If you broke the bone the whole wrist would just tear through and the man would bleed to death in a matter of minutes which is exactly opposite of what they wanted; you see, crucifixion is supposed to be a slow, painful death.

Usually it was easy not to look into the face of the men that I crucified because they were such disgusting criminals.  But because of His hands, I did the one thing that my father told me never to do -- I looked at His face -- No, I did more than that -- I gazed into His eyes.  He was a mess.  He was bloody and beaten, covered with bruises.  We decided that we wanted to put a crown of thorns on His head to mock Him that caused fresh blood to pour down His face.

Then He spoke -- No one has ever spoken to me while I did my duty -- scream out in agony -- yes -- but never speak.  Do you know what He said to me?  While I crucified Him do you know the three words that he spoke to me?  “I forgive you.”

As long as I live, I will never forget that moment!  I was the one that put Him there.  It was my nails.  It was my hammer.  I nailed this Man to a piece of wood and He forgave me.

They said a lot of things about Him and why He was there.  I don’t believe them anymore.  He was a carpenter -- be He was more than that.

I usually wait around until after they take the body down . . . so I can get my stuff back.  (Pause)  They can keep those nails.  I can’t do this anymore.
