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Joseph of Arimathea

After what’s happened today, I can no longer hide. I’ve followed Jesus and His teachings for months. But as a member of the 
Jewish high council, I did this in secret. I didn’t want anyone else to know, especially the other Jewish leaders. After all, they’re 
the ones who wanted Jesus dead. They were jealous, and even a bit afraid of Him. Jesus was performing miracles and teaching 
things they couldn’t allow—or understand really. So many people traveled with Him, listening to His teachings. And I’m one 
of them. But now, Jesus is dead.

I’ve been a coward. But it’s never too late to change and do the right thing. That’s why I risked going to Pilate, the Roman 
governor. Jewish law says a dead body needs to be buried before sunset. Pilate gave me permission to honor that law.

My friend Nicodemus and I worked quickly to take the Messiah’s bruised, wounded body down from the cross. 
Nicodemus, who’s a religious leader like me, is also a secret follower of Jesus. Together, we carried Jesus’ body to a tomb I’d 
purchased for my own family, carved into the rocky hillside of a nearby garden.

We carefully covered our Savior’s body with pounds of different spices. Then we wrapped Him in a long piece of fine 
linen cloth. It was hard work, and expensive, but I can afford it. My family’s always been wealthy. It’s time I used that money 
to care for people other than myself. Let Jesus benefit from it.

After Nicodemus and I prepared Jesus’ body, several of us rolled a large stone in front of the cave-like tomb. Mary 
Magdalene and the other Mary are also here. They too are grieving and finding it hard to say goodbye to Jesus. Everyone else 
has gone; to where, I’m not sure. A strange darkness settled over Jerusalem while Jesus died. My heart feels the same way: 
uneasy, cold, and dark. We’ll have to go home soon. The sun is setting, so we will observe the Sabbath and rest.

Today my love for Jesus gave me the courage to do what was right. I pray that, from now on, my words will be as honest 
and bold as my actions. No more hiding my faith in the dark.

Who showed bravery the day Jesus died?

Is there something you’d like to ask God to give you the courage to do?

Are you afraid to let your friends know you believe in Jesus? Why or why not?
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