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Last week I made a 

whirlwind trip to Dallas, 

Texas, to participate in a 

memorial service for my 

100-year old aunt who 

died in November.  It 

was a privilege to help 

celebrate the life of a 

remarkable woman who 

reached across barriers 

and built bridges of 

understanding 

throughout her life. 

I had a few hours of free time one afternoon, so I drove to downtown Dallas 

to visit the Texas School Book Depository located on Dealey Plaza.  Those 

of you who have been around as long I have may recognize the building as 

the vantage point for Lee Harvey Oswald’s fatal shot at President John F. 

Kennedy.   

The building is now the site of the Sixth Floor Museum, commemorating the 

events of that tragic day in November of 1963.  Prior to that day, the 

building was just a building – a place where schoolbooks collected dust.  

Ever since then, it has stood as a grim reminder of the end of a life and the 

end of an age in American life. 

Just outside of the ancient city walls of Jerusalem stands another historic 

site called Golgotha.  It has been called “The Skull” for centuries because 

of its resemblance to a human skull.  On a terrible Friday during the Feast 

of Passover nearly 2000 years ago, it became the site of a tragic event.  An 

itinerant preacher named Jesus threatened religious and political leaders to 

the point they brought false charges against him and had him killed.  The 

place of the skull still reminds us of the darkness of human sin and the 

injustice we bring against one another. 



Not far from Golgotha stands another historic site.  It is a cave cut into the 

side of a hill.  The walls of the cave are lined with benches that would have 

been used to lay the bodies of the deceased.  The entrance would have 

been covered with a large millstone to keep out predators of two legs and 

four. 

But we know the body of Jesus that was laid in that cave did not remain 

there.  The empty tomb bears witness to the power of God to overcome 

death and evil.  It stands as a memorial to hope and to life. 

I pray that my life – and yours – will bear witness to the same truth.  

 

 

 

 

  


