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Sermon preached at Old Baptist Chapel, Chippenham 

by Mr. G. D. Buss 

on Lord’s Day evening, 29th May, 2016 

 

   Text: “And He bearing His cross went forth into a place called the 

place of a skull, which is called in the Hebrew Golgotha: Where they 

crucified Him, and two other with Him, on either side one, and Jesus in 

the midst.” John 19, verses 17 & 18. 

 

 Reverently speaking, there were four stepping stones that marked 

the last days of our dear Saviour on earth. The first was Gethsemane, 

the second was Gabbatha, the third we have before us this evening, 

Golgotha, and the fourth, the Garden tomb. Four places, foreordained 

by His heavenly Father, where our Saviour should be found. 

 

 He must be found in Gethsemane. There, the imputed weight of the 

sins of His Church were placed upon Him, so much so that drops of 

blood poured through His holy body in a way that we can never fathom, 

even before rude and wicked hands had taken Him. Gabbatha, the 

Judgment Hall, where He was arraigned before Pilate. We read in 

another place that He was set before Herod, too. He was smitten, 

crowned with thorns, scourged, spat upon and, later, on the cross, railed 

upon. Then, as we have it before us this evening, Golgotha; the place 

where He Himself was destined to come. As I told you this morning: 

Jesus was born to die. From the manger at Bethlehem, this was the 

journey on which His heart was set. The end of it was to terminate, to 

culminate at Golgotha. But, blessed be God, that was not the last place 

we find the dear Saviour. He was taken from the cross by loving hands, 

when His holy soul left His holy body, and He lay in the tomb. How 

thankful we should be for that! 

 
                            “One in the tomb; one when He rose; 

 One when He triumphed o’er His foes; 

One when in heaven He took His seat, 

                                While seraphs sang all hell’s defeat.” 

J. Kent 
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Believer, He has sanctified the grave for you. When a believer is laid to 

rest, they lay in the place where our Lord lay. You may say, looking at 

each believer’s grave: “Come, see the place where the Lord lay.” But, 

just as His tomb is now empty and His throne is now filled, so every 

believer’s grave will one day be empty, too. 

 
                                “Made like Him, like Him we rise; 

Ours the cross, the grave, the skies!” 

C. Wesley 

 

They will enter those heavenly mansions that He has gone to prepare 

for them. There will be no vacant seat, no vacant mansion in heaven. 

No. “All that the Father giveth Me shall come to Me; and him that 

cometh to Me I will in no wise cast out.”  

 

 But, friends, the Lord could not reach His throne without first going 

by the way of the cross. And, child of God, can you expect it to be 

different for you? You want a heavenly mansion, you want a place 

among the redeemed, you want to join that sacred congregation who 

are, even now, bowing before the Lamb, saying “Worthy is the Lamb 

that was slain.” Do you think you are going to go to heaven in slippers? 

(I say it reverently). No. If our Saviour had a cross, of which we will 

speak in a moment, then, you too will have one. Paul tells us, writing to 

Timothy: “For if we be dead with Him, we shall also live with Him: If 

we suffer, we shall also reign with Him.” Unless we suffer with Him, 

we will never reign with Him. Unless we be dead with Him, we will 

never live with Him. These are fundamental truths. It means that every 

child of God will have a cross appointed by their Saviour, whose cross 

we are considering this evening. He bore His cross for the sake of His 

dear people; His dear people bear their cross for His sake. In a different 

sense, He was their Substitute. He was the One who stood in their 

room, place and stead; bearing a cross they could never bear. 

 

But, the cross that God’s dear people bear is twofold. Firstly, it is to 

make the cross of Christ precious to you. His cross will never be 

precious to you unless you experience something of the cross that the 
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Lord lays upon you. Secondly, you will only gain the strength to bear 

the little cross that He has laid on you, or me, by looking at His cross. 

You may be staggering under your cross, tonight. It may be heavy, 

painful and humiliating. It may have caused many a tear, much sighing 

and groaning, sleepless nights and heavy days. How are you to get 

strength to live with it and to bear it? Not by examining your little cross 

and weighing it, or by measuring it. But, by looking at His cross. I 

hope, this evening hour, the Holy Ghost will enable us to get a view of 

the cross of Christ, and to do what Paul bids us do in Hebrews 12: 

“Consider Him that endured such contradiction of sinners against 

Himself, lest ye be wearied and faint in your minds.” 

 

“And He bearing His cross went forth into a place called the place 

of a skull, which is called in the Hebrew Golgotha: Where they 

crucified Him, and two other with Him, on either side one, and Jesus in 

the midst.” Very simply, I want, with God’s help, just to remind you of 

the features of the cross of Christ. It is a wonderful subject. 

 
“The cross, it takes our guilt away.” 

T. Kelly 

 

It is not that the wood of the cross takes our guilt away. We do not 

believe in relics, as the false church of Rome does. It is what was done 

on that cross: the blood that was shed, the dear Person who hung 

thereon; that is what takes away our guilt. “The cross, it takes our guilt 

away,” says the good hymnwriter. And so it does, when we get a view 

by faith, of it. Has anyone come to Old Baptist Chapel this evening 

with that desire: “We would see Jesus”? You say, ‘This morning we 

saw Him in the manger. But, now we want to see Him on His cross.’ 

“He bearing His cross.” 

 

 Firstly, there was the literal wood that He bore. It has been said 

(and we would not think it fanciful) that our Lord, being who He is, 

both God and Man, could have no doubt have walked past the very tree 

that was growing that would provide the cross that He was to bear. 

Think of that! The “Man of sorrows,” even in that respect, “and 
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acquainted with grief.” Yes, He bore a literal, wooden cross. And, 

before He bore it, remember: He had passed through the agonies of 

Gethsemane. There He needed an angel to strengthen His holy 

humanity, as He sank, as it were, under the weight of the cross that was 

laid upon Him: that invisible cross of His Church’s sins. He was 

scourged: His back was sore and bleeding. His dear head was crowned 

with thorns. Oh, the physical weakness He must have already endured, 

even before they laid this rude, heavy cross upon His holy shoulders! 

And He, bearing it, went forth unto Golgotha. 

 

Again. Think of the company that were with Him as He went. Yes, 

there were those weeping women who bewailed this solemn scene. But, 

for the most part, there was a railing multitude around Him. Some were 

curious, some angry, some bitter and some disdainful. It could be asked 

of them: “Is it nothing to you, all ye that pass by? behold, and see if 

there be any sorrow like unto My sorrow, which is done unto Me, 

wherewith the LORD hath afflicted Me in the day of His fierce anger.” 

“Nothing to you.” The very humiliation of it would cause some staring 

eyes as they looked upon Him making His weary way to Golgotha. He 

was a spectacle of scorn, derision, laughter and ridicule. What a 

Saviour we have! What did we read this morning from that little hymn I 

quoted? I will read it again. 

 
“O wondrous love! to bleed and die; 

                                 To bear the cross and shame; 

                                 That guilty sinners such as I, 

 Might plead Thy gracious name.” 

J. Newton 

 

As I came out of the car park this morning and passed through the 

‘vanity fair’ that we had to get through to reach the house of God, I had 

a few strange stares. I had my Bible, and a different demeanour to those 

whom I passed by. How the flesh shrinks from being different, doesn’t 

it? We do not like to be different. We wish, as it were, to just slip by 

unnoticed. But, then I thought of our dear Saviour. He could not do that 

when He bore His cross. What a spectacle that was! He bore that cross 
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for poor sinners like you and me. What love! “He bearing His cross.” 

And there are you and I; so reluctant to take up the cross.  

 
                          “Ashamed of Jesus! that dear Friend, 

On whom my hopes of heaven depend!” 

J. Grigg 

 

 Again. “His cross.” There was the loneliness of it. Although there 

was a multitude surrounding Him, it was a lonely path. You can be 

lonely in a crowd, dear friends. You may have a hundred thousand men 

and women around you. You may be busy at work, or in a busy street, 

yet it can be a very lonely place. It was for Him. He was “as a sparrow 

alone upon the house top.” He knew what loneliness was. Gethsemane 

was a lonely place to Him. So was the Judgment Hall, and so was 

Golgotha. Do you know what loneliness is? We read, as I reminded you 

in the week, when seeking to speak on those words concerning our 

Lord walking on the sea, that before He began that journey “He was 

there alone.” That loneliness was great, no doubt. But, this was 

infinitely greater. Is there a poor ‘lonely sparrow’ here tonight? No one 

seems to understand your path, or just where you are in the way. He 

understands. “He was there alone.” “His Cross.” 

 

 Again. There was this to it: the bitterness of the Jews, who were the 

professing Church of the day. How they hated Him! He had usurped 

their power base, you might say, and trodden upon that ground that they 

thought belonged to them. They could not bear to think that the 

affections of the people were turned away from them. What idolatry in 

their hearts! How men will go to great lengths to keep their position 

among men!  If only we knew what we were as poor sinners, we would 

not be striving like that. He must have the pre-eminence. But, it was 

that spirit of hatred among the Jews which railed upon Him and hurried 

Him to Annas and Caiaphas, then to Pilate and Herod, and, eventually 

to His cross. The bitterness of the professing world who knew not the 

God whom they professed to worship! 

 

 Then, of course, there was the profane world. The Roman soldiers 
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were not gentle. Those who had scourged Him had, no doubt, spared no 

effort to hurt His holy back. Those who planted the crown of thorns no 

doubt did not do it gently. And, when they spat at Him and mocked 

Him, friends, it was done with great violence. And, when at last they 

nailed Him to the tree, there was nothing gentle about it. The profane 

world was not a friend to Him, and nor is it now. 

 

 But, there is something else about His cross. Where were His 

friends; His true friends? True, one of His disciples had betrayed Him 

for the paltry sum of thirty pieces of silver. And what would you have 

sold Him for? You say: ‘Surely none of us would have sold Him!’ My 

dear friends, never limit what man can do, left to himself, never limit it. 

Never say: ‘I would never do that!’ Left to yourself, dear friend, you 

would do the same, and more. Be under no illusion. “The heart is 

deceitful above all things, and desperately wicked:” note that, 

“desperately wicked.” We see it in Judas Iscariot. But, where was 

loving John? Where was bold Peter? Where were Philip and Andrew? 

They had all forsaken Him, and fled. Those who had been His 

companions in tribulation, those who had continued with Him during 

His earthly ministry; abandoned Him at the hour of His greatest need. 

What a lonely path it was! This was all part of His cross. 

 

 Then there was the invisible cross: the imputed weight of the 

sins of His Church. This was that which man could not see, that which 

man cannot measure.  If you have ever been convinced of one sin, just 

one, and the weight of that one sin has pierced your hitherto unfeeling 

soul and you felt a guilty sinner before almighty God; you would have 

known that that sin needed pardoning and washing away. And, until 

that one sin was pardoned, the weight of it hung on your conscience. 

That was just one sin, one lie, perhaps, or one angry word or one 

deceitful action. But, the sins of the whole election of grace: every one 

of them without exception; were heaped upon the dear Saviour’s 

person. What a weight! Who can measure it? Who can put any 

dimensions to it? You cannot. Only God knew the dimensions to it. 

But, we do know, as Joseph Hart put it in his poetic language, that 

when our Lord received that heavy weight of imputation, He was: 
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“Shocked at the sum, yet prompt to pay.” 

J. Hart. 

 

That is a mercy, isn’t it? But, what a cross! Think of the humiliation 

of it; not just in the eyes of men, but, as it were, under the eye of His 

heavenly Father as He now stood in the sinner’s place, and was dealt 

with in the sinner’s place! His heavenly Father withheld from Him the 

comforts of His love through those long hours on the cross, as He 

suffered “the Just for the unjust.” He drank the very dregs of hell on 

their behalf. This was His cross; this was the inward cross He was 

bearing. And, as His Father hid His face; oh, how that added to the 

solemnity of the cross He was bearing! “My God, My God, why hast 

Thou forsaken Me?” 

 

“He bearing His cross went forth into a place called the place of a 

skull, which is called in the Hebrew Golgotha.” Friends, it is a mighty 

miracle of love and mercy that He went on knowing what was before 

Him; knowing the cup He must drink, the cross He must bear and the 

agonies He must endure. Nothing but love to His heavenly Father 

whose will He was doing, and love to those for whom He was suffering 

held Him in that path of loving obedience. “He bearing His cross went 

forth into a place called the place of a skull, which is called in the 

Hebrew Golgotha.” When He reached that solemn place, unholy hands 

laid Him down, nailed Him to the cross and then hoisted that cross up 

and into the ground. Every member of His holy body shook, as it were, 

with pain, anguish and agony.  That was the physical side of it. But, the 

spiritual side of it was infinitely more painful. 

 

Then, think of the company He was with. “He was numbered with 

the transgressors.” On either side of Him was another who was being 

crucified. But they were men who had given their whole lives in service 

to Satan, sin and self; men who were suffering the due reward of their 

deeds. As one of them said later, when his eyes were opened: “This 

Man hath done nothing amiss.” In essence, the centurion and Pilate said 

the same. Time after the time, the Holy Ghost has left this sacred record 

concerning Him: the holy innocence of His Person. “This Man hath 
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done nothing amiss.” And, even on His cross, dear friends, He did 

nothing amiss. The very first words that He uttered were: “Father, 

forgive them; for they know not what they do.” 

 

Now, you and I have an old nature. When we are unjustly treated 

we are ready to take “an eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth.” Not the 

Saviour! “Father, forgive them.” David faintly showed something of 

this in his sorrows when Absalom usurped his throne and that wretched 

character, Shimei, cast stones at him and said that his just deserts had 

come because of the way he had treated Saul: all of which, of course, 

was untrue. There were those who wanted to take up David’s case and 

slay Shimei. But what did David say? “Let him alone, and let him 

curse; for the LORD hath bidden him.” When our dear Saviour, great 

David’s greater Son, hung on the cross and each nail was hammered 

into His holy hands and feet, He would have said: ‘This is part of the 

way. This is what My Father has ordained that I should drink and that I 

should endure.’ What grace! “Father, forgive them; for they know not 

what they do.” 

 

Another wonderful thing about His cross which stands out is His 

care for His mother. Friends, when we come into trouble, we are so 

wrapped up in our troubles that we have hardly a thought for anyone 

else. But, not the dear Saviour. He sees His weeping, sorrowing mother. 

That word of Simeon’s is being fulfilled before His very eyes: “A 

sword shall pierce through thy own soul also.” He commends her into 

the care of His servant, John. That was love, wasn’t it? His care, even 

on His cross. 

 

Then, what about the dying thief? As soon as he was nailed to the 

cross, like the other thief, his natural man rose, and boiled over in 

anger, malice, bitterness and spite. He railed upon the Saviour. The 

other thief said: “If Thou be Christ, save Thyself and us.” It seems that 

the dying thief, as we call him, had said something similar in his early 

sufferings until grace, saving grace, opened his eyes. And, when his 

eyes were opened, he saw three things. Firstly, he saw his own 

wretchedness. The sins of his whole life were opened to him. Oh, what 
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a sight it was! What a view he had of the lies he had told and the crimes 

he had committed! His whole life unrolled as a canvas of guilt, guilt 

and guilt! “We indeed justly;” he said, “for we receive the due reward 

of our deeds.” ‘We have nothing to complain about. We are guilty 

sinners. We must justify God in our condemnation.’ A convinced sinner 

finds that he must say that. 

 
                             “And if my soul were sent to hell, 

Thy righteous law approves it well.” 

I. Watts 

 

And then he saw something else: the loveliness of the dear Saviour. 

Our Saviour was then at His lowest point. He was in ignominy, shame 

and humiliation. The natural man would not envy Him in any way, or 

want to be in His place. Yet, that was the time that the dying thief first 

loved Him. I do like to consider that. Think, for example, of a very 

different situation, but there is something of a parallel in it: how Ruth 

clave to Naomi in her worst moment. Naomi was a widow, and she had 

lost two sons. The hand of God was upon her, she felt it. “Call me not 

Naomi, call me Mara.” But, Ruth clave to Naomi when she was at her 

worst point. Like godly Ittai, who, when David had to flee from 

Absalom, went out and clave to David. David bid him go back. ‘No,’ 

says Ittai. “As the LORD liveth, and as my lord the king liveth, surely in 

what place my lord the king shall be, whether in death or life, even 

there also will thy servant be.” He clung to David in his worst moment. 

Well, the dying thief fled to Christ when He appeared to be at His 

weakest; in the deepest humiliation. But, what did he see? “This Man 

hath done nothing amiss.” He saw a just Man hanging there for the 

unjust. He saw a Saviour dying for sinners; a King, yes, although in 

humiliation. That is what he saw.  

 

The third thing the dying thief saw was this; oh, wonder of 

wonders! He saw the heart of the Saviour. You say, ‘What do you 

mean?’ Friends, he saw that the Saviour was not suffering 

unnecessarily. It was not just an example He was setting. The blood 

that was flowing so freely from His hands, feet, side and head were all 
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speaking pardon, peace and forgiveness to coming sinners. The good 

hymnwriter expresses what the dying thief felt: 

 
“The blood of Christ, how sweet it sounds, 

 To cleanse and heal the sinner’s wounds! 

                           The streams thereof are rich and free; 

                           And why, my soul, why not for thee?” 

C. Cole 

 

And he ventured. It was a tremendous venture; probably the 

greatest venture we read of in the whole of the Word of God. That this 

black, vile sinner should venture to the holy and just One and ask for 

forgiveness! And, he received it. You see, dear friends, it honours our 

God when we ask for great things. “Open thy mouth wide, and I will 

fill it.” What did you sing just now? 

 
                         “Come, then, repenting sinner, come; 

                           Approach with humble faith; 

                           Owe what thou wilt, the total sum 

                           Is cancelled by His death.” 

J. Hart 

 

Owe what thou wilt, whatever the debt; however deep-dyed, however 

longstanding and however deeply engrained; the feeling, awakened 

sinner is welcome. 

 
                                “The vilest sinner out of hell, 

                                  Who lives to feel his need, 

                                   Is welcome to a Throne of Grace, 

                                  The Saviour’s blood to plead.” 

W. Gadsby 
 

The dying thief did just that. 

 

It was said of Esther: “Who knoweth whether thou art come to the 

kingdom for such a time as this?” And we may say, concerning our 

dear Saviour, that He had come to the cross at Golgotha “for such a 
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time as this;” that the dying thief should be met with and saved by 

grace; a trophy of mercy. And, blessed be God, it was not just for the 

dying thief, but for the whole of the election of grace; for all the coming 

sinners that have ever been made so by the Holy Ghost. ‘Who knoweth 

whether Thou art come to the cross for such a time as this?’ 

 

 Now, dear friends, the dear Saviour is no longer at Golgotha. Did 

you notice how He died? The majesty of it! When He had cried: “It is 

finished,” the veil of the temple was rent in twain, and a mighty 

earthquake followed. This was the cry of a dying man, or so as it would 

seem to others. But, it was the cry of almighty God through that dying 

Man. He then commended His Spirit into the hands of His heavenly 

Father. “Father, into Thy hands I commend My spirit.” “He bowed His 

head, and gave up the ghost.” He bowed His head first: submission; 

then yields up the ghost. 

 
                              “He dies! and in that dreadful night 

                                Did all the powers of hell destroy. 

Rising, He brought our heaven to light, 

                                And took possession of the joy.” 

I. Watts 

 

Where is He now? 

 
  “The same dear Man in heaven now reigns.” 

J. Hart 

 

He sits at the right hand of His heavenly Father, verily God and verily 

Man. He perfumes heaven with His one offering. When Noah came 

forth from the ark, he made an offering of clean beasts, as God 

commanded him to. We read: “the LORD smelled a sweet savour.” He 

promised He would no more flood the earth in that way. Now, dear 

friends, the dear Saviour has now “ascended on high.” He has “led 

captivity captive.” The odour of the ointment of His holy offering and 

Person perfumes heaven. This very evening hour, His “name is as 

ointment poured forth.” “It was noised that He was in the house:” in 

glory above. 
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                               “Adoring saints around Him stand, 

     And thrones and powers before Him fall; 

       The God shines gracious through the Man, 

And sheds sweet glories on them all.” 

I. Watts 

 

What a place heaven must be! To look on those hands, once pierced! 

To look on that dear face, once “marred more than any man”! To hear 

from the throne this word: “For the mountains shall depart, and the hills 

be removed; but My kindness shall not depart from thee, neither shall 

the covenant of My peace be removed, saith the LORD that hath mercy 

on thee.” Bless God for this glorious subject. The dear Saviour, now on 

His throne at the right hand of the Father, is no less loving to coming 

sinners as He was on His cross. He is no less ready to hear the cry of 

the coming sinner as He was when He listened to the dying thief’s 

prayer. His love is not diminished. His power is not diminished. His 

grace is not diminished. His fulness is not diminished. The power of 

His blood is not diminished. No. Blessed be His holy name! He is that 

One, of whom the Lord wrote through Paul to Timothy, when he said 

this concerning the dear Saviour on His throne: “Which in His times He 

shall shew, who is the blessed and only Potentate, the King of kings, 

and Lord of lords; Who only hath immortality, dwelling in the light 

which no man can approach unto; whom no man hath seen, nor can see: 

to whom be honour and power everlasting. Amen.” This is the God we 

adore. This is the dear Jesus, yea, Father, Son and Holy Ghost. All three 

Persons of the holy Trinity are engaged in this glorious work. But, 

friends, it would never have been so had there not been Gethsemane, 

Gabbatha, Golgotha and the Garden tomb. 

 

 Now, how does this relate to you and me this evening hour? We 

each, if we are one of God’s children, have our crosses, in one way or 

another. And, as you go on, you will find that the cross will get heavier. 

Or, shall I put it another way? Your natural flesh will find it harder to 

bear. It is ordained by God that it should be so, to wean you from any 

confidence in the flesh, and to any looking for human help. And, it is to 

bring you, dear friends, to value the cross of Christ. As good John 
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Newton put it:  
                         

                        “How bitter that cup, no heart can conceive, 

   Which He drank quite up that sinners might live! 

     His way was much rougher and darker than mine; 

  Did Christ, my Lord, suffer, and shall I repine?” 

J. Newton 

 

One view of His crown of thorns, His pierced hands, feet and side; one 

view of that visage that “was so marred more than any man,” one view 

of that, by faith, will take the sting and the curse out of your little cross 

that you are called to bear. It will make it bearable, it will indeed. “And 

He bearing His cross,” willingly; “went forth into a place called the 

place of a skull, which is called in the Hebrew Golgotha: Where they 

crucified Him, and two other with Him, on either side one, and Jesus in 

the midst.” 

 

 One last thought. Friends, to the outward eye, the events that took 

place seemed to be completely out of control. The devil seemed to be 

ruling and reigning, and the powers of darkness seemed to have 

everything in their hands. Yet, behind that lowering, dark cloud it was 

the very opposite. God was in complete control. You read this chapter 

again when you get home, and count how many times it says: “That the 

Scripture might be fulfilled.” My dear friends, God was in control, 

blessed be His holy name. All that was being done was foreordained 

that there might be a “way into the holiest of all” by the blood of Jesus 

for poor, needy, guilty sinners such as you and I are. May it not be said 

of us, as it was said of that baying multitude as Jesus passed to 

Golgotha: “Is it nothing to you, all ye that pass by? behold, and see if 

there be any sorrow like unto My sorrow, which is done unto Me, 

wherewith the LORD hath afflicted Me in the day of His fierce anger.” 

There were two men, at least, to whom it did mean something; two men 

who had been hidden believers until the cross of Christ was set before 

them: Joseph of Arimathaea, and Nicodemus. The sight of a bleeding 

Jesus took away the fear of man. It took away all the hindrances that 

had been in the way. Joseph boldly begs the body of Christ. Nicodemus 

boldly brings the myrrh, aloes and spices: not ashamed! What a mercy 
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when the cross of Christ does that: when it weans us from the fear of 

man and the fear of this world! What a mercy when it brings us out 

from the world’s false pursuits, company and entertainments; all that 

the devil is entertaining sinners with on their way to hell! “Let us go 

forth therefore unto Him without the camp, bearing His reproach. For 

here have we no continuing city, but we seek one to come.” Do you? 

 

Amen. 

 

 


