
. When I survey the wondrous cross  

on which the Prince of Glory died,  

my richest gain I count but loss,  

and pour contempt on all my pride. 

 

2. Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,  

save in the death of Christ, my God:  

all the vain things that charm me most, 

I sacrifice them to his blood. 

 

3. See from his head, his hands, his feet,  

sorrow and love flow mingling down:  

did e'er such love and sorrow meet,  

or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

 

4. Were the whole realm of nature mine,  

that were an off'ring far too small;  

love so amazing, so divine, 

demands my soul, my life, my all. 

Isaac Watts (1674-1748) 
 

When Isaac Watts wrote the hymn, When I survey the 
wondrous cross in the late seventeenth century he was 
determined to convey the passion of Christ’s life and death 
in a way that was meaningful to the people amongst whom 
he lived.  His father had been imprisoned for his non-
conformist views and the young Isaac Watts wrote hymns as 
a protest against the “dull indifference” which he felt within 
the church. 
 
As we gather at the foot of the cross in 2021 we too must 
protest against dull indifference. 
 



This Good Friday may we consider why we continue to 
remember one man’s act of defiance.  Why did Jesus die in 
this way? 
 
Was he misguided?  Was his death the ultimate failure? 
Are the stories which have been passed down from 
generation to generation just elaborate attempts to disguise 
this? 
 
No.  The cross stands at the heart of faith precisely because 
it occupies the place of protest. 
Jesus did not accept the way things were, he reached out for 
a better way.   
He didn’t package his vision in a way that would please the 
crowds, he spoke the truth, he lived with integrity and 
people were drawn to him. 
But the very people who were drawn towards his teaching 
were also fearful of the authorities who wanted to silence 
him.  Protest often provokes those in power to react 
aggressively and it takes people of courage to stand up to 
that. 
 
We must not allow ourselves to domesticate the cross. 
As we survey the wondrous cross, we must remember that 
here is the ultimate place of protest, against everything 
which distorts the truth of God’s liberating love, for a world 
in which everyone has the same opportunity to thrive, not 
only the privileged few. 
 
 



Paul Bayes, the Bishop of Liverpool writes: 
 
Be warmly angry. 
Be hot with anger but do not boil away. 
Be warmly angry, but do not boil away. 
Feel what you feel and turn that feeling into strength. 
Don’t mourn, organise. 
Let the person you are in God speak out, so that your own 
desires and your own anger become the engine for a just 
world. 
Come as you are, be as you are.  Leave differently. 
But never lose your anger even after you’ve let it blow 
through you as the sun goes down and refused to allow it to 
consume you. 
Bring your next-morning anger, your reasonable passion, the 
truth of how you feel; make a difference. 
Return, day after day in the face of discouragement and 
misunderstanding and opposition to make a difference 
again. 
And keep on making a difference until things are different. 
 

Were the whole realm of nature mine,  

that were an off'ring far too small;  

love so amazing, so divine, 

demands my soul, my life, my all. 

 
 


