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Opening Note: A Word Before We Begin 

There are some subjects that cannot be approached lightly. They do not allow for easy words, 

neat conclusions, or careless certainty. Suicide and assisted dying belong among them. They 

sit close to grief, fear, pain, faith, illness, loneliness, love, and death. To write about them is 

to step onto holy and wounded ground. 

There is another reason for beginning carefully. Subjects such as these often awaken stories 

that people have kept hidden. A reader may come to these pages not as a spectator, but as 

someone carrying a name, a date, a diagnosis, a question, or a memory. Some wounds do not 

announce themselves. They sit quietly beneath ordinary conversation. For that reason, every 

page that follows must remember that arguments are never merely arguments when they 

touch the living pain of real people. 

I also know that Christian language can sometimes be heard differently from how it is 

intended. Words such as sin, mercy, judgement, dignity, and sacredness can either heal or 

harm depending on the spirit in which they are spoken. My intention is not to use these words 

as stones, but as lamps. If they give light, it must be the light of Christ rather than the heat of 

accusation. 

This book has not been written to accuse the suffering, condemn the grieving, or speak 

harshly of those who have stood in places of darkness that others may never fully understand. 

I am conscious that some who read these pages may have lost someone to suicide. Some may 

have sat beside a hospital bed and watched a loved one suffer. Some may have asked, quietly 

or openly, whether death could ever become an act of mercy. Some may have carried 

thoughts of their own life becoming too heavy to bear. 

If that is you, I want to say from the beginning: you are not being judged here. I do not write 

as one standing above pain, but as one trying to look faithfully into it through the light of 

Christ. 

The Finer Side of Darkness is a Christ-centred reflection on suicide, assisted dying, suffering, 

and the sacredness of life. It is not a legal textbook, nor a medical guide, nor a complete 

theological treatise. It is a personal reflection, shaped by Scripture, Christian conviction, and 
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the belief that human life is not a possession we finally own, but a gift entrusted to us by 

God. 

That does not make the questions simple. In fact, it may make them more difficult. 

It is easy to speak boldly about suffering from a distance. It is much harder to speak when 

suffering has a name, a face, a bed, a diagnosis, a memory, or an empty chair at the table. 

Any Christian argument about life and death that fails to weep with those who weep has 

already lost something essential. Christ Himself wept. He did not stand coldly apart from 

human sorrow. He entered it. He knew grief, rejection, betrayal, bodily pain, loneliness, 

dread, and death. 

For that reason, this book begins and ends with Him. When Christ walked the earth, He did 

not treat suffering as an idea. He touched lepers. He restored the broken. He comforted the 

grieving. He saw the forgotten. He drew near to those others avoided. And in the garden 

before His crucifixion, He Himself faced the dreadful weight of approaching death. His soul 

was sorrowful. He prayed that, if it were possible, the cup might pass from Him. Yet He also 

said, “Not my will, but thine, be done” (Luke 22:42). 

There is something deeply important there. Christ did not die because life had lost its value. 

He died because love had reached its fullest expression. His death was not despair. It was not 

escape. It was not the rejection of life. It was self-giving obedience, rooted in faith, 

knowledge, acceptance, and love. That distinction matters greatly when we speak about 

suicide, assisted dying, suffering, and the sacredness of human life. 

Still, I know that conviction alone is not enough. Truth without compassion can become a 

weapon. Compassion without truth can become sentiment. The aim of this book is to hold 

both together as faithfully as I can. 

I will present views with which I disagree, because they deserve to be understood rather than 

dismissed. Those who support assisted dying are not always driven by cruelty, rebellion, or 

disregard for life. Often, they are moved by compassion, by the fear of unbearable pain, by 

the desire to preserve dignity, or by the heartbreak of watching someone they love suffer. 

These concerns are not trivial. They must be heard carefully. 
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But I will also speak honestly from my own conviction. I do not believe that suffering 

removes the image of God from a person. I do not believe dependency destroys dignity. I do 

not believe that becoming weak, ill, disabled, elderly, afraid, or tired makes a life less sacred. 

I do not believe that death should be made into an instrument of mercy, even when mercy is 

sincerely intended. 

My aim is not to force the reader into agreement. I cannot do that, and I do not wish to. 

Faithful writing should not drag a soul to a conclusion by force. It should open a door, light a 

path, and invite the reader to walk honestly before God. 

That is very much the spirit in which this book is offered. I can only set before you what I see 

in Scripture, what I see in Christ, and what I believe about the sacredness of life. What the 

reader does with that witness belongs to conscience, prayer, and God. 

So I ask only this: read slowly. Read with compassion. Read with those who suffer in mind. 

Read with Christ at the centre. Not merely Christ as teacher, but Christ as the One who wept, 

the One who suffered, the One who agonised in the garden, the One who accepted the 

Father’s will, and the One whose death was not the defeat of life, but the fullest revelation of 

love. 

If there is a finer side of darkness, it is not because darkness itself is good. It is because, at the 

edge of darkness, certain truths become clearer. We begin to see what we really believe about 

life, mercy, suffering, dignity, death, and God. 

And perhaps, there in the shadows, we may find that Christ has gone before us. 
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Standing at the Edge of Darkness 

There are moments in life when words begin to fail us. Suffering can take a person to the 

edge of what they believe they can bear. Illness can strip away strength. Grief can hollow out 

the soul. Loneliness can make the world feel silent. Fear can make tomorrow seem 

impossible. In such places, questions about life and death stop being theoretical. They 

become painfully human. 

Standing at the edge of darkness also reveals how limited our ordinary categories can be. We 

may speak of law, medicine, personal liberty, ethics, theology, and family responsibility, and 

all of these have their place. Yet none of them alone can carry the whole weight of the 

question. The dying person is not merely a legal case. The despairing person is not merely a 

moral problem. The grieving family is not merely an emotional complication. Each is a 

person before God, and therefore each must be approached with reverence. 

This is why the journey of this book moves slowly. It does not begin with a verdict, even 

though it has a conviction. It begins by looking at life itself, then suffering, then despair, then 

the arguments for assisted dying, and finally the person and work of Christ. To begin with 

Christ is not to avoid hard questions. It is to place the hard questions in the only light in 

which I believe they can be seen truthfully. 

The word edge is important. This book is not written from the centre of comfort, but from the 

borderland where certainty is tested by sorrow. At the edge, the questions become sharper. We 

discover whether our theology can kneel beside a bed, whether our compassion can remain 

truthful, and whether our convictions can speak softly without becoming silent. That is the 

ground on which this reflection stands. 

Suicide and assisted dying stand at that edge. They force us to ask questions many would 

rather avoid. What makes life sacred? Does suffering change the value of a person? Is death 

ever an answer to pain? Can compassion ever include helping someone die? Who has 

authority over life when life itself has become a burden? 

These are not questions to be answered with slogans. They require humility, reverence, and 

tears. Too often, conversations about suicide and assisted dying become either coldly political 

or fiercely moral, as though arguments alone can carry the weight of human anguish. But a 

Christian response must begin somewhere deeper. It must begin with Christ. 
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Christ did not speak about suffering as a distant observer. He entered it. He walked among 

the sick, the grieving, the ashamed, the lonely, and the afraid. He touched those others 

avoided. He wept at the tomb of His friend. He saw the worth of people whose lives had been 

dismissed by others. And when His own death drew near, He did not treat it lightly. In 

Gethsemane, His soul was sorrowful. He prayed with anguish. He asked that the cup might 

pass from Him yet entrusted Himself to the Father’s will. 

If Christ knew sorrow, then sorrow is not a failure of faith. If Christ knew dread, then fear is 

not, by itself, sin. If Christ suffered, then suffering is not something God watches from a 

distance. Yet if Christ accepted death, He did so not because life had lost its value, but 

because love had reached its fullest expression. His death was not despairing escape. It was 

selfless obedience. 

This distinction sits at the heart of this book. The question before us is not whether suffering 

is real. It is. Nor is the question whether compassion is required. It is. The question is whether 

compassion should ever lead us to make death the instrument of mercy. My own conviction, 

shaped by Scripture and centred on Christ, is that human life remains sacred even when it is 

wounded, dependent, afraid, diminished, or near its end. 

But this book is not written to force that conviction upon the reader. It is offered as a 

reflection, a witness, and an invitation. I will not pretend the opposing arguments are careless 

or cruel. Many are born from love, fear, exhaustion, and the desire to relieve suffering. They 

deserve to be heard honestly. 

So we begin at the edge of darkness, not with condemnation, but with Christ. The Christ who 

wept. The Christ who suffered. The Christ who prayed in the garden. The Christ who gave 

Himself for others. And in His light, we will ask what it means to live, to suffer, to die, and 

still to belong to God. 
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Life as a Gift, Not a Possession 

Before we can speak properly about suicide, assisted dying, suffering, or death, we must first 

ask what life is. Much of the modern conversation begins with the language of ownership. 

We speak of my body, my choice, my life, my right, and my death. These phrases are powerful 

because they appeal to something deeply personal. Life does feel close to us because it is 

lived from within. No one else can fully carry our pain, inhabit our thoughts, or endure our 

fears in quite the same way. 

The language of stewardship is important here. A steward is entrusted with something 

precious, but the steward is not the final owner. Stewardship gives responsibility, not absolute 

power. It asks us to care, protect, honour, and answer for what has been placed in our hands. 

In Christian thought, this applies not only to land, money, gifts, and relationships, but to life 

itself. My life is truly mine in the sense that I must live it, answer for it, and offer it back to 

God. But it is not mine in the sense that I may treat it as a thing detached from Him. 

To call life a gift also means that gratitude and grief may exist together. A person may be 

thankful for life and still be tired of pain. They may believe God is good and still struggle to 

face another day. The sacredness of life does not require us to deny the burden of living in a 

broken world. It asks us to hold even that burden before God rather than assuming suffering 

has the final right to interpret life for us. 

A gift can also be mishandled by those around it. If life is sacred, then the community has 

responsibilities toward the one who suffers. We cannot simply tell a person that their life 

belongs to God and then leave them unsupported. The gift of life calls forth the gift of care. It 

summons family, church, medicine, and neighbour to honour what God has entrusted. 

This does not mean the sufferer should be lectured about ownership at the moment of deepest 

pain. A theology of life must be applied with tenderness. When someone is in despair, they do 

not need an abstract correction as much as they need to be reminded, sometimes silently, that 

their life still matters. The truth that life is a gift should not be used to shame the broken. It 

should be used to protect them from the lie that their life has become worthless. 

There is also a humility in receiving life as gift. None of us brought ourselves into being. 

None of us sustains our own breath by sheer will. Every heartbeat is, in a sense, borrowed. 

This dependence can offend human pride, but it can also comfort us. If life begins in God’s 
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giving, then its meaning does not collapse when our own strength does. The One who gives 

life remains nearer to it than we are, even when we can no longer understand our own 

existence. 

Yet Scripture begins somewhere different. The Bible does not first present life as something 

we own, but as something we receive. 

Genesis 2:8  

“And I, the Lord God, formed man from the dust of the ground, and 

breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and man became a living 

soul; the first flesh upon the earth, the first man also;”  

Human life begins not with possession, but with breath. It is given before it is chosen. It is 

entrusted before it is understood. 

This matters because a gift is not the same as a possession. A possession may be used, 

discarded, or disposed of according to the will of its owner. A gift, especially one given by 

God, carries meaning beyond personal preference. It asks for gratitude, reverence, 

stewardship, and humility. If life is God-given, then even my own life is not mine in the 

absolute sense. It is mine to live, but not mine to destroy. 

That may sound difficult in an age that prizes autonomy above almost everything else. We 

are taught to believe that dignity is found in control: control over our bodies, our futures, our 

choices, and even our deaths. But Christian faith offers another vision. Dignity is not created 

by control. It is received from God. We matter not because we are strong, independent, 

useful, healthy, or free from pain, but because we are made in the image of God. 

This means that suffering does not erase sacred worth. Illness does not remove it. Disability 

does not diminish it. Age does not weaken it. Dependence does not cancel it. A person lying 

silent in a hospital bed, unable to contribute, choose, speak, or even recognise those around 

them, remains a person of sacred value before God. 

This is one of the hardest truths to hold when life becomes painful. When the body fails, 

when the mind is weary, when the future seems narrow, it can feel as though life has become 

less than life. But Scripture does not measure life by comfort or capacity. It roots life in 

God’s creative will and sustaining love. 
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Christ Himself confirms this by the way He treated people. He did not measure human worth 

by strength, status, productivity, or public approval. He drew near to the weak, the sick, the 

forgotten, and the dependent. He saw those whom others overlooked. In His presence, the 

fragile were not burdens to be removed, but persons to be loved. 

So, the question beneath all the others is this: if life is a gift from God, how should we hold it 

when it hurts? 

Not carelessly. Not possessively. Not despairingly. But reverently, even through tears. To say 

that life is a gift is not to deny suffering. It is to say that suffering does not have the authority 

to redefine the worth of the one who suffers. Life may become heavy. It may become 

frightening. It may become deeply painful. But it does not stop being sacred. 
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The Christ Who Wept: God’s Compassion 

for Human Suffering 

If life is a gift from God, then suffering is one of the hardest mysteries we face while holding 

that gift. It is one thing to say that life is sacred. It is another to say it beside a hospital bed, at 

a graveside, in the silence after a suicide, or in the long night of illness when pain has worn a 

person thin. 

Christ’s tears also correct the temptation to treat hope as the denial of grief. He knew Lazarus 

would be raised, yet He wept. This means hope does not make mourning unnecessary. It does 

not make lament unspiritual. Christian hope is not a mask placed over sorrow. It is the deeper 

truth that allows sorrow to be expressed without becoming the whole truth. The believer may 

grieve honestly because grief is not the opposite of faith. 

The incarnation itself is the deepest proof of this compassion. God does not merely send 

advice from heaven. In Christ, He comes near in flesh. He enters the vulnerability of birth, 

the tiredness of the road, the ache of friendship, the sting of betrayal, and the suffering of 

death. This nearness means that no suffering person is beneath His notice. He has not saved 

us from a safe distance. 

This matters for those left behind after suicide as well. Their grief may include sorrow, anger, 

confusion, guilt, love, and unanswered questions all at once. They may wonder what they 

missed, what they could have said, what they should have done, and whether God was 

present in the final darkness. The Christ who wept does not despise such tangled grief. He 

enters the place where words are insufficient and stands there without impatience. 

This is why tears should have a place in Christian thought. They are not arguments, but they 

may reveal the truth of love more deeply than arguments alone. When Christ weeps, He 

teaches us that the sacredness of life is not defended by emotional distance. It is defended by 

a compassion willing to be wounded by another person’s sorrow. 

If the Church is to reflect this Christ, it must become a place where suffering can be spoken 

aloud. Too many people learn to hide their pain because they fear being corrected before 

being understood. But the ministry of Christ teaches another order: He sees, He draws near, 

He touches, He restores. Truth is not absent, but it comes clothed in mercy. 
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This is why Christ must remain at the centre of our reflection. Without Him, Christian words 

about suffering can become too easy, too distant, or too severe. But Christ does not allow us 

to speak of pain as though it were small. He does not give us permission to dismiss grief with 

a slogan or to answer agony with cold doctrine. He shows us that God’s compassion is not 

theoretical. It has tears. 

The shortest verse in Scripture may also be one of the deepest: “Jesus wept” (John 11:35, 

KJV). He wept at the tomb of Lazarus, even though He knew resurrection was coming.  

Christ was not weeping because He had no hope. He was not weeping because death had 

defeated Him. He was weeping because grief is real, death is an enemy, and love does not 

stand untouched before sorrow. 

In Christ, we see that compassion is not weakness. Nor is sorrow a failure of faith. If the Son 

of God could stand before human grief and weep, then tears are not something to be ashamed 

of. They may be one of the most honest forms of love. 

This matters deeply when we speak about suicide and assisted dying. Many people who long 

for death are not making a cold philosophical statement. They are suffering. They may be 

afraid, exhausted, ashamed, depressed, lonely, or in pain beyond what words can carry. Some 

are not rejecting life as much as they are longing for torment to end. A Christian response 

must understand this before it says anything else. 

Christ never treated suffering people as arguments to be won. He met them as persons. He 

touched the untouchable. He listened to the desperate. He restored dignity to those who had 

been pushed to the edges. He saw the blind man, the bleeding woman, the leper, the paralysed 

man, the grieving sisters, the dying thief. Again and again, He moved toward pain rather than 

away from it. 

That movement of Christ should shape our own. If we believe life is sacred, then we must 

also believe that the suffering person is not to be judged from a distance, but approached with 

tenderness. The sacredness of life does not call us to harshness. It calls us to deeper 

compassion. 
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Yet Christ’s compassion did not make Him careless with truth. He loved without pretending 

that death was good. He healed, restored, forgave, raised, and comforted. He did not 

romanticise suffering, and He did not surrender hope to despair. 

The Christ who wept teaches us how to begin: not with condemnation, not with argument, not 

with fear, but with presence. Before we speak, we must learn to sit beside pain. Before we 

defend life, we must love the living. 

And if we are to speak of darkness at all, we must speak as those who have seen the tears of 

God upon the face of Christ. 
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When the Soul Longs for Escape: Despair 

in Scripture 

There is a kind of suffering that does not only hurt the body but presses upon the soul. It 

narrows the future. It darkens memory. It makes hope feel distant, and sometimes impossible. 

In such a place, a person may not be asking for death as much as they are asking for escape. 

Escape from pain. Escape from fear. Escape from shame. Escape from the unbearable weight 

of continuing. 

The honesty of Scripture is one of its quiet mercies. It does not offer us a faith without 

darkness, but a faith that can speak inside darkness. Job’s cries are not edited into politeness. 

Elijah’s exhaustion is not erased from his story. The psalms do not pretend that the soul is 

always calm. This gives permission for suffering people to pray truthfully. God is not 

honoured by false strength. He is not frightened by honest lament. 

Lament is therefore not the enemy of faith. It may be one of faith’s last honest languages 

when ordinary praise feels impossible. The person who laments is still turning toward God, 

even if the words are broken, angry, confused, or exhausted. This matters because despair 

often isolates. Lament, however fragile, opens a window toward the One who hears even 

when the sufferer cannot yet hear an answer. 

Yet there is a difference between bringing despair to God and allowing despair to become 

god. Despair speaks with a terrible authority. It says, ‘This will never change.’ It says, ‘You 

are alone.’ It says, ‘There is no future worth waiting for.’ In the moment, those claims may 

feel undeniable. But Scripture teaches us that what feels final is not always true. Many 

biblical cries of despair are followed by a divine answer that the sufferer could not yet 

imagine. 

This should shape the way we respond to those in anguish. We do not need to argue them out 

of despair with clever sentences. We need to help them survive the hour in which despair is 

speaking most loudly. Sometimes that means prayer. Sometimes it means food, rest, safety, 

companionship, medical care, or simply staying close. Elijah’s story is especially tender 

because God begins with the body: sleep, bread, water, and then the journey continues. 

. 
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The Bible is not a book of polished saints pretending always to be strong. It gives us men and 

women who tremble, weep, collapse, complain, and cry out to God from places of deep 

anguish. It records prayers that sound almost too honest for church, and sorrows that do not 

fit neatly into easy answers. Job, crushed by loss and physical torment, cursed the day of his 

birth. 

Job 3:11 

Why died I not from the womb? why did I not give up the ghost when I 

came out of the belly? 

His words are not calm or measured. They come from a man whose pain has overwhelmed 

his ability to see the goodness of being alive. Job does not simply suffer; he argues with 

existence itself. 

Elijah, after the victory on Mount Carmel, fled into the wilderness afraid and exhausted. 

Sitting beneath a juniper tree, he prayed that he might die: 

1 Kings 19:4 

But he himself went a day's journey into the wilderness, and came and 

sat down under a juniper tree; and he requested for himself that he 

might die; and said, It is enough; now, O Lord, take away my life; for I 

am not better than my fathers. 

This was not the prayer of a faithless man, but of a weary one. He had reached the end of his 

strength. And God’s response is striking. He does not begin by rebuking Elijah. He lets him 

sleep. He feeds him. He meets his exhaustion before addressing his calling. 

Jonah, angry and despairing, also wished for death. Jeremiah lamented the day he was born. 

The psalmist asked, 

Psalm 42:11 

Why art thou cast down, O my soul? and why art thou disquieted 

within me? hope thou in God; for I shall yet praise him, who is the 

health of my countenance, and my God 
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Even Paul wrote  

2 Corinthians 1:8 

For we would not, brethren, have you ignorant of our trouble which 

came to us in Asia, that we were pressed out of measure, above 

strength, insomuch that we despaired even of life; 

These passages matter because they show that despair is not foreign to the people of God. 

Scripture does not present emotional agony as something that only happens to the weak, the 

wicked, or the faithless. It shows that even those who know God may pass through darkness 

so deep that life itself feels unbearable. 

This should make us careful. When someone says they no longer wish to live, we must not 

rush to judgement. We must not answer despair with impatience, shame, or religious slogans. 

A soul longing for escape needs more than correction. It needs presence, tenderness, 

protection, prayer, and often practical help. 

But Scripture also shows us something else. In these moments of despair, God does not hand 

His servants over to death as the answer. He meets Job in the whirlwind. He sends food and 

rest to Elijah. He challenges Jonah’s anger. He gives songs to the psalmist. He delivers Paul 

through affliction. God takes despair seriously, but He does not treat death as its cure. 

The desire to die may reveal the depth of a person’s suffering, but it does not prove that death 

is the answer. It tells us that the person is in darkness, not that darkness has become truth. 

To stand with Scripture is to take despair seriously without surrendering to it. It is to say: yes, 

the pain is real; yes, the longing for escape may be understandable; yes, even faithful souls 

have cried out from such places. But beyond the cry, there remains a God who hears, 

sustains, restores, and calls life sacred even when the sufferer can no longer feel its weight. 
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Suicide, Judgement, and Mercy 

Few subjects require more care than suicide. It is a word surrounded by pain. For some, it 

carries the memory of a person loved and lost. For others, it carries private thoughts they 

have never spoken aloud. It can leave families with questions that have no simple answers, 

grief that comes tangled with guilt, and silence where there was once a voice. 

The silence Scripture leaves around the final state of many individuals should make us 

humble. It is tempting, especially in fear, to fill that silence with certainty. But Christian faith 

does not give us permission to speak where God has not made us judges. There is a difference 

between moral teaching and eternal sentencing. The Church may say that suicide is not God’s 

design for life; it may not claim to know all that passed between a wounded soul and God in 

the hidden final moment. 

The living also need to know that grief after suicide may not follow a tidy path. It can be 

complicated by shock, stigma, unanswered questions, and the painful sense that the death was 

both sudden and somehow long in coming. Christian care should make room for that 

complexity. It should not hurry people toward peace as though faith required them to grieve 

quickly. Mercy gives people time to mourn. 

This humility is not the same as vagueness. Mercy does not require moral confusion. A 

Christian can say that self-destruction is a tragic rupture in the gift of life while still 

entrusting the person to the compassion of God. Indeed, mercy may require both truths 

together. If we deny the seriousness of suicide, we fail to protect the living. If we deny the 

reach of God’s mercy, we fail to comfort the grieving. 

Families bereaved by suicide often live with questions that do not settle. They may replay 

conversations, search for signs, and carry guilt that is not truly theirs to bear. They need a 

community that refuses simplistic explanations. They need permission to grieve without 

being made to defend the person they loved. They need to hear that God’s knowledge is 

deeper than ours, and that His mercy is not defeated by the limits of our understanding. 

This is also why language matters so much. To call suicide selfish may sometimes be an 

attempt to describe the pain left behind, but it can crush both the living and the bereaved. 

Despair often changes the way a person sees themselves and others. It may convince them 
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that their absence would relieve rather than wound those they love. Such distortion does not 

make the act good, but it should make our speech careful. 

Because of this, Christians must speak carefully. We must not speak as though suicide is a 

small thing. But neither must we speak as though every person who dies by suicide can be 

neatly understood, judged, or condemned by those left behind. The matter is too grave for 

softness without truth, and too wounded for truth without mercy. 

Scripture records several deaths by suicide, including Saul, Ahithophel, Zimri, and Judas. 

These accounts are sobering. They are not romanticised. They often appear in contexts of 

despair, shame, defeat, rebellion, or collapse. The Bible does not present suicide as a noble 

solution to suffering. It gives no encouragement to see self-destruction as freedom. 

Yet Scripture also teaches us to be cautious about final judgement. God alone sees the whole 

of a person. He sees the mind, the wound, the illness, the fear, the confusion, the history, the 

pressure, and the final moments hidden from every human eye. We see fragments. God sees 

fully. 

This does not mean the act itself is morally empty. If life is a gift from God and not a 

possession we own absolutely, then the taking of one’s own life must be treated with 

seriousness. It is not merely a private decision. It touches God, the self, the family, the 

community, and the sacred meaning of life. But moral seriousness is not the same as 

merciless certainty. 

There is a difference between saying, “This act is not God’s design,” and saying, “This 

person is beyond God’s mercy.” The first may be a faithful conviction. The second is a throne 

we have no right to occupy. 

Christians have too often added weight to grieving families by speaking carelessly about the 

eternal state of those who died by suicide. Such words can wound deeply and unnecessarily. 

Scripture does not give us permission to become final judges over the dead. The Judge of all 

the earth will do right, and He will do so with a knowledge and holiness we do not possess. 

Our task is different. We are called to defend the sacredness of life while extending 

compassion to the broken. We are called to speak against despair without condemning those 
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who were overcome by it. We are called to comfort the grieving, protect the vulnerable, and 

remind the living that darkness can lie. 

Suicide may appear, in a terrible moment, like an ending to pain. But it also leaves pain 

behind, spreading through families and communities in ways the suffering person may not 

have been able to imagine. This should not be said to shame those who are struggling, but to 

tell the truth: despair narrows sight. It convinces a person that they are alone, that they are a 

burden, that nothing can change, that death is the only door left open. 

But despair is not God. He is greater than the darkest hour. Greater than the broken mind. 

Greater than the final act. Greater than the questions left behind. 

So we speak of suicide with trembling. We do not bless it. We do not simplify it. We do not 

use it to condemn the dead or crush the living. We bring it beneath the mercy of Christ, who 

knows the depths of human anguish and whose compassion reaches further than our 

understanding. 
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Assisted Dying and the Language of 

Compassion 

Assisted dying is often spoken of in the language of compassion. Its supporters do not usually 

present it as cruelty, abandonment, or disregard for life. They speak of mercy, dignity, choice, 

relief, and love. They ask whether it can be right to make a person endure unbearable 

suffering when death is already near. They ask whether someone facing terminal illness 

should be denied control over the manner and timing of their death. They ask whether 

compassion sometimes means helping a person escape pain that medicine can no longer 

meaningfully relieve. 

The language used in this debate matters because language trains the heart. If assisted dying 

is described only as choice, then opposition may sound like cruelty. If it is described only as 

killing, then supporters may feel their compassion has been ignored. Neither simplification 

helps us see clearly. We need language honest enough to recognise both the sincerity of the 

motive and the gravity of the act. A compassionate intention does not automatically make an 

action morally safe; a serious moral objection does not automatically mean the objector lacks 

compassion. 

Autonomy, important as it is, is never absolute in Christian thought. We make choices, but we 

make them as creatures, neighbours, family members, and people accountable to God. My 

decisions about my life are never entirely sealed off from others, because my life is not 

solitary. Assisted dying is therefore not only an individual act. It asks doctors, families, 

institutions, and society to participate in a particular judgement about suffering and death. 

The word mercy must therefore be guarded carefully. Mercy is not only the desire to end 

distress; it is the desire to love rightly within distress. Sometimes mercy relieves pain. 

Sometimes it sits through pain. Sometimes it protects a person from a decision made in fear. 

Sometimes it tells the truth when every emotion is pleading for a different answer. Christian 

mercy must be tender, but it must also be faithful. 

There is also a difference between ending pain and ending the person who feels pain. This 

distinction may sound severe, but it lies at the centre of the matter. Christian care must be 

fiercely committed to easing pain, fear, loneliness, and indignity. It must press medicine, 

family, church, and society to do better. But when the proposed solution is the deliberate 
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ending of life, compassion has crossed into a different kind of action, one that changes not 

only the moment of death but the meaning we give to suffering lives. 

The danger is not only individual but cultural. Laws and customs teach societies what to 

value. If death becomes a recognised answer to suffering, the vulnerable may begin to ask 

whether their continued living is an act of selfishness. Even where no pressure is intended, 

pressure can be felt. The elderly, disabled, depressed, poor, or isolated may hear a message 

that was never spoken aloud: perhaps the loving thing is to leave. That possibility should 

make us cautious. 

None of this removes the duty to relieve suffering. In fact, it increases it. A Christian rejection 

of assisted dying must never become an excuse for passive endurance imposed on others. It 

must become a demand for better care, better listening, better presence, and better support for 

those who are afraid. If we say that death is not the answer, then we must be willing to help 

bear the question. 

These questions must not be dismissed lightly. Many who support assisted dying have 

watched someone they love to suffer. They have seen bodies weakened by disease, minds 

clouded by medication, families exhausted by waiting, and once-independent people reduced 

to dependency. Some have stood beside beds where the person they love has begged for 

release. In such places, the argument for assisted dying can feel less like an ideology and 

more like an act of kindness. 

A Christian response must begin by acknowledging that. If we refuse to hear the pain behind 

the argument, we will answer too quickly and too coldly. The desire to relieve suffering is not 

wicked. The instinct to show mercy is not wrong. The longing to preserve dignity is not 

something to mock. These concerns arise from deeply human places. 

But compassion, though necessary, is not by itself enough to settle the question. Compassion 

must be guided by truth, or it can become something dangerous while still feeling kind. A 

mercy that ends life must be examined with great care, because death is not merely another 

treatment, another option, or another form of comfort. It is final. It cannot be undone. And if 

life is a gift from God, then the deliberate ending of life cannot be treated as a simple 

extension of personal choice. 
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The Christian concern is not that suffering should be prolonged unnecessarily. It is not that 

dying people should be abandoned to pain in order to preserve a principle. Christ never taught 

such hardness. He moved toward suffering. He healed, comforted, touched, fed, and wept. 

Those who follow Him must do the same. We should be among the strongest voices for 

palliative care, companionship, pain relief, family support, and the protection of those who 

feel forgotten. 

But Christ’s compassion never made death into the answer to suffering. He did not treat the 

weak as burdens, the sick as lives of lesser worth, or the despairing as people whose darkness 

should be confirmed. His mercy restored life, upheld dignity, and drew near to pain without 

surrendering hope. 

This is where assisted dying raises its deepest question. Is it truly compassion to help bring 

about death, or is it a failure to imagine a deeper form of accompaniment? Is dignity found in 

control over death, or in being loved and upheld even when control is gone? Is mercy the 

ending of the sufferer, or the bearing of suffering with them? 

These are difficult questions, and they deserve careful thought. But my conviction is this: 

Christian compassion must never become indifference in gentler clothing. It must not say to 

the suffering person, “Your life has become too much for us to carry.” It must say, “You are 

still sacred. You are still loved. You are not alone. We will not abandon you to pain, and we 

will not make death our gift to you.” 

To speak this way is not to deny agony. It is to insist that even in agony, life remains holy. 
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Dignity, Weakness, and the Image of God 

One of the most powerful words in the discussion around assisted dying is dignity. We hear 

of dying with dignity, choosing dignity, preserving dignity, and avoiding the loss of dignity. 

The word carries great emotional weight, because no one wants to be humiliated, reduced, 

exposed, helpless, or pitied. No one wants to feel that their body has betrayed them, their 

independence has vanished, or their life has become something others must manage. 

The image of God is not a decoration added to human life when life is flourishing. It is the 

ground of human worth. It belongs to the infant who has achieved nothing, the elderly person 

who remembers little, the disabled person who needs constant care, and the dying person 

whose world has narrowed to a room. This truth resists every attempt to grade human value 

according to visible strength. It says that the person remains more than their condition. 

There is a danger in speaking of weakness only from the outside. Those who live with 

disability, illness, or dependency are not symbols for other people’s arguments. They are not 

illustrations of courage or burden unless they choose to tell their own stories that way. They 

are persons. To honour their dignity means listening to them, not merely speaking about 

them. 

Christ’s own life deepens this truth. The eternal Son did not enter humanity at its most 

powerful point, but as a child dependent on Mary’s care. He lived within the limits of a 

human body. He allowed Himself to be touched by fatigue, hunger, sorrow, and pain. At the 

end, He was exposed to public shame. Yet Christian faith sees no loss of divine dignity in that 

weakness. Instead, it sees glory hidden beneath humiliation. 

This gives us a way to speak to those who fear losing themselves. The loss of independence is 

real, but it is not the loss of identity before God. The need for help is real, but it is not 

disgrace. The body may fail, the mind may dim, and ordinary privacy may be painfully 

reduced, but the person remains held in a dignity deeper than circumstance. The task of love 

is to treat them according to that deeper truth. 

These fears are real. They should be treated with tenderness, not dismissed. Illness can be 

cruel. Weakness can feel humiliating. To need help with ordinary things can wound the pride 

and unsettle the soul. For those who have lived strong, capable, private, and independent 

lives, dependency may feel like a kind of unravelling. 
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But Scripture gives us a deeper foundation for dignity than independence. Human dignity 

does not begin with strength, usefulness, beauty, intelligence, productivity, or control. It 

begins with God.  

Genesis 1:27 

And I, God, said unto mine Only Begotten, which was with me from 

the beginning, Let us make man in our image, after our likeness; and 

it was so. 

That image is not erased by illness. It is not removed by age. It is not broken beyond 

recognition by disability, confusion, pain, or dependency. 

If dignity depends on our abilities, then it will always be fragile. It will rise and fall with 

health, memory, mobility, and usefulness. But if dignity is given by God, then it remains 

when everything else is stripped away. A person does not become less sacred because they 

can no longer walk, work, speak, think clearly, feed themselves, or live without help. 

This matters because our culture often confuses dignity with control. We are told that to be 

dignified is to remain self-directing, self-sufficient, and able to choose the terms of our own 

life and death. But Christ shows us another way. He did not despise weakness. He entered it. 

He was born as a helpless child. He grew tired. He wept. He hungered. He suffered. And at 

the Cross, He was stripped, wounded, mocked, exposed, and dependent upon others even for 

the handling of His body. 

Yet His dignity was not destroyed. The humiliation of Christ did not erase His glory. The 

weakness of Christ did not diminish His worth. The suffering of Christ did not make His life 

less holy. If anything, the Cross reveals that dignity is not the same as outward strength. It 

can remain hidden beneath frailty, pain, shame, and helplessness. 

This is not to romanticise weakness. Illness should not be sentimentalised. Dependency can 

be frightening and exhausting, both for the person suffering and for those who care for them. 

But the answer to weakness cannot be to treat the weak as though their dignity has already 

departed. 



Page 25 of 48 
 

Christian love must say something different. It must say: your dignity is not in your control, 

but in your creation. Not in your independence, but in God’s image. Not in what you can still 

do, but in who you still are before Him. 

When we understand dignity this way, the vulnerable are not lives of lesser worth. They are 

not problems to be solved or burdens to be quietly removed. They are persons to be 

honoured, protected, accompanied, and loved. 

To see the image of God in weakness is one of the great tests of Christian faith. It is easy to 

honour life when it is strong. The deeper calling is to honour life when it is frail, dependent, 

costly, and hidden from the world’s applause. 
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The Fear of Becoming a Burden 

Among the deepest fears surrounding illness, ageing, disability, and dying is the fear of 

becoming a burden. Many people can endure pain more readily than they can endure the 

thought of causing pain to others. They fear being too much trouble. Too expensive. Too 

dependent. Too changed. They fear watching love become duty, and duty become exhaustion. 

There is a hidden grief in needing to be cared for. Those who have spent their lives helping 

others may find it almost unbearable to receive help themselves. Parents who carried children 

may struggle when children must carry them. Spouses who once protected may feel ashamed 

when they must be protected. The fear of burden is therefore not only about cost or 

inconvenience. It is often about identity. A person may wonder, ‘Who am I if I can no longer 

give as I once gave?’ 

Carers also need compassion. To say that the vulnerable must not be treated as burdens does 

not mean pretending that care is easy. Love can be exhausting. Carers may feel guilt for 

feeling tired, grief for the life that has changed, and fear of failing the person they love. A 

Christian community that honours the vulnerable must also strengthen those who carry daily 

responsibility for them. 

Christian love answers by refusing to measure a person only by what they can contribute. The 

sick person still gives something, even when they cannot see it. They give others the 

opportunity to love faithfully. They reveal whether our compassion is real or merely 

convenient. They teach patience, tenderness, humility, and dependence on grace. This does 

not make their suffering desirable, but it does mean their presence is not meaningless. 

Communities of faith must take this seriously in practical ways. It is not enough to praise care 

in theory while leaving one family exhausted. The burden must be shared. Meals, visits, 

respite, transport, prayer, financial help, and honest companionship are not small things. They 

are ways of telling the vulnerable, with more than words, that their life is not too heavy for 

the body of Christ to help carry. 

This fear is rarely spoken easily, but it sits beneath many conversations about assisted dying. 

A person may say, “I do not want to suffer,” but sometimes another sentence lies quietly 

beneath it: “I do not want others to suffer because of me.” That fear deserves compassion. It 

is not selfish. In many cases, it comes from love. People do not want to see their families 
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worn down, their children distressed, their spouses exhausted, or their friends helpless. But 

here we must be very careful. 

A society that cannot bear the burden of the weak will eventually teach the weak to see 

themselves as the burden. When independence becomes the measure of dignity, dependence 

begins to look like failure. When cost becomes the measure of worth, the vulnerable begin to 

feel expensive. When efficiency shapes compassion, death can begin to appear merciful not 

only to the sufferer, but to everyone around them. That is a dangerous road. 

Christian faith offers a different vision. We are not called to live as isolated owners of private 

lives, owing nothing and needing nothing. We are members of one another. We are born 

dependent, we often die dependent, and between those two points we depend on grace far 

more than we admit. To need others is not a shameful interruption of human life. It is part of 

being human. 

Christ Himself allowed others to minister to Him. He received hospitality. He accepted the 

support of those who travelled with Him. In Gethsemane, He asked His disciples to watch 

with Him. On the road to Calvary, Simon of Cyrene was compelled to carry His cross. Even 

the body of Christ, after death, was taken down, wrapped, carried, and laid in a tomb by the 

hands of others. The One who carried the sins of the world also allowed Himself to be 

carried. 

That should humble us. It should also free us. If even Christ, in His earthly suffering, entered 

a place where others served, watched, carried, and tended to Him, then dependence itself 

cannot be indignity. It may be painful. It may be unwanted. It may feel unbearably 

vulnerable. But it is not the loss of personhood. 

The Christian answer to the fear of being a burden is not to deny that care is costly. It is 

costly. Love often is. Families grow tired. Carers need support. Systems fail. Churches can be 

absent when they should be present. We must be honest about this, because sentimental 

words do not lift real weight. 

But the answer to costly love is not to remove the person who needs it. The answer is to 

become better at carrying one another. 

“Bear ye one another’s burdens,” Scripture says,  
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Galatians 6:2 

Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfill the law of Christ. 

That is not a decorative verse. It is a command to build communities where the weak are not 

made to feel guilty for needing care, and the strong are not left unsupported in giving it. 

No suffering person should have to wonder whether their death would be more convenient 

than their life. No elderly parent, disabled child, terminal patient, or despairing soul should be 

quietly taught that love has a limit beyond which their existence becomes unfair. 

To be a burden is not the same as to be unloved. Sometimes being loved means allowing 

others to carry what we can no longer carry alone. 
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The Strongest Case for the Other Side 

If this book is to be honest, it cannot only speak from the position it finally holds. It must also 

listen carefully to the position it resists. The subject is too serious for straw men. Those who 

support assisted dying should not be treated as though they are all careless about life, blind to 

suffering, or hostile to faith. Many are moved by compassion, grief, and the sincere desire to 

reduce pain. 

A fair hearing also requires us to admit where Christian communities have sometimes failed. 

If the Church has not visited the sick, supported carers, spoken gently about mental illness, or 

helped people die with comfort and dignity, then our opposition to assisted dying may sound 

unearned. People may ask why they should trust our moral concern if they have not 

experienced our practical compassion. That question should humble us rather than make us 

defensive. 

Safeguards, though important, cannot answer every concern. They may regulate procedure, 

but they cannot remove every subtle pressure, every family fear, every economic anxiety, or 

every inward sense of being unwanted. This does not mean those who propose safeguards are 

insincere. It means that some dangers are not only legal but human, and human pressures can 

be quiet enough to escape formal tests. 

The strongest advocates for assisted dying often appeal to stories rather than theories. They 

describe a mother gasping for breath, a husband losing all recognition, a friend trapped in 

pain, or a patient begging not to continue. Stories have great power because they make 

suffering visible. A Christian response must not answer stories with abstractions alone. It 

must bring another story: the story of Christ, and the story of a community willing to suffer 

with those who suffer rather than solve suffering by ending the sufferer. 

To listen fairly is not to surrender conviction; it is to love the truth enough to hear pain 

honestly. If my position cannot survive the strongest objections, then it is too fragile to guide 

anyone. But if it can hear those objections and still look to Christ, then it may become not 

only an argument, but a witness. 

Still, even after granting the emotional force of these stories, the moral question remains. A 

heartbreaking case may reveal the urgency of care, but it does not automatically establish the 

rightness of every possible response. The depth of suffering may demand more mercy, more 
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medicine, more presence, more honesty, and more support. It does not give us authority over 

death. 

This is not an easy place to stand. It is far easier either to dismiss the opposing case or to 

surrender to it emotionally. But love must be able to feel deeply and still think faithfully. 

Compassion must listen without losing moral sight. The strongest case for the other side 

deserves respect precisely because the people making it are often trying to love. The question 

is whether love, to remain love, must still remain bound to the sacredness of life. 

The strongest case for assisted dying begins with suffering. There are illnesses that strip the 

body slowly and cruelly. There are conditions that leave people in constant pain, 

breathlessness, fear, confusion, or helplessness. There are deaths that seem to unfold not over 

hours, but over months or years, with the person gradually losing the life they once knew. To 

those watching, and especially to those enduring it, the question can become agonisingly 

simple: why must this continue? 

Supporters argue that compassion should include the right to avoid unbearable suffering 

when death is already near. They may say that modern medicine can keep bodies alive 

beyond what is merciful, and that refusing assisted dying can sometimes prolong the dying 

process rather than truly preserve life. They ask whether it is loving to force someone to 

endure a final season marked only by pain, fear, and indignity. 

They also appeal to personal choice. If a person is mentally capable, fully informed, 

terminally ill, and suffering beyond what they can bear, should they not have some say over 

the timing and manner of their death? Should the state, the church, or even the family have 

the authority to deny them that final decision? For many, autonomy is not rebellion against 

God, but a plea for agency in a situation where nearly every other form of control has been 

taken away. 

Another part of the argument concerns dignity. Some fear not only pain, but the loss of self. 

They fear becoming unrecognisable to themselves, dependent on others for intimate care, 

unable to speak, think clearly, or participate in life. Assisted dying is then presented as a way 

of preserving dignity before suffering strips too much away. 

Supporters also point to safeguards. They argue that assisted dying can be carefully regulated: 

limited to certain medical conditions, requiring multiple doctors, waiting periods, mental 
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capacity assessments, and clear consent. In this view, legalisation would not abandon the 

vulnerable, but protect them through transparency rather than forcing desperate acts into 

secrecy. 

These arguments must be heard at their strongest, because they are not trivial. They come 

from places of fear, love, exhaustion, and sorrow. To dismiss them too quickly would be to 

fail in compassion. 

And yet, having heard them, I remain unconvinced. 

Not because suffering is unreal. Not because autonomy is meaningless. Not because dignity 

does not matter. Not because safeguards are irrelevant. But because the central question 

remains: do human beings have the moral authority to make death an instrument of mercy? 

From a Christ-centred view, I cannot answer yes. I can understand why others do. I can feel 

the emotional force of the argument. I can see why, beside certain beds, assisted dying may 

look like kindness. But I fear that once death is accepted as a compassionate solution, 

something sacred begins to shift. The suffering person may still be loved, but their death has 

been made the means by which suffering is solved. 

That is the point at which I must pause. 

The Christian calling, as I understand it, is not to prolong suffering carelessly, nor to abandon 

the dying to agony. It is to relieve, accompany, comfort, uphold, and honour life until its 

natural end. The strongest case for the other side deserves to be heard. But for me, it does not 

overcome the sacredness of life entrusted to God. 
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Letting Die and Causing Death 

One of the most important distinctions in this whole discussion is the difference between 

letting die and causing death. Without this distinction, the Christian position can easily be 

misunderstood. Some may think that to oppose assisted dying means insisting that every 

possible treatment must continue for as long as possible, no matter how painful, futile, or 

burdensome it becomes. But that is not what I am arguing. 

This distinction also helps protect the conscience of families. Many relatives fear that 

agreeing to stop treatment means they have chosen death for the person they love. Sometimes 

they need to hear that accepting the limits of medicine is not the same as abandoning hope. 

Hope may change shape. It may move from cure to comfort, from recovery to peace, from 

more time to faithful presence in the time that remains. 

There is also a place for recognising proportion. Not every treatment is morally required 

simply because it exists. A treatment may be technically possible and still be burdensome, 

invasive, or unable to offer real benefit. Wisdom is needed to distinguish care from 

intervention, and intervention from mere prolonging of the dying process. Such wisdom 

should be exercised with prayer, medical honesty, and deep respect for the person at the 

centre. 

The same distinction can protect doctors and nurses. Their calling is not to defeat mortality at 

every cost, nor to become agents of death. Their calling is to heal when healing is possible, to 

relieve when cure is no longer possible, and to care always. Palliative medicine, at its best, 

honours this calling. It recognises that a person may be dying and still need active care: care 

for pain, breathlessness, fear, family, spirit, and dignity. 

Christian ethics must therefore be careful not to confuse natural dying with intentional 

killing. Death can be allowed without being chosen as the means. Treatment can be 

withdrawn without the person being discarded. Pain can be relieved without death being the 

goal. These distinctions may be hard in practice, but they are not meaningless. They help us 

remain truthful at the bedside. 

There comes a point when medical treatment may no longer heal, restore, or meaningfully 

help. It may only prolong the process of dying. In such cases, allowing treatment to stop, or 



Page 33 of 48 
 

refusing treatment that is excessive or futile, is not the same as choosing death as the goal. It 

may simply be accepting that death is near and that human effort has reached its limit. 

There is a moral difference between accepting death when it comes and actively making 

death happen. This distinction matters because Christians are not required to worship 

medicine. We are not commanded to keep the body alive at any cost, as though earthly life 

must be prolonged by every available means. Life is sacred, but we are mortal. Scripture 

itself says 

there is “a time to be born, and a time to die” (Ecclesiastes 3:2), To recognise that time with 

humility is not the same as despair. 

A dying person may rightly refuse a treatment that offers little hope and great suffering. A 

family may, with care and prayer, agree that further intervention would only add distress. 

Doctors may provide pain relief, comfort, and support, even when they know that the body is 

failing. These choices can be acts of mercy when their purpose is not to kill, but to care. 

This is where intention becomes important. In assisted dying, death is not merely foreseen; it 

is intended. It becomes the means by which suffering is ended. In palliative care, the aim is 

different. The aim is to relieve pain, reduce fear, preserve comfort, and accompany the person 

as death approaches. Death may come, but it is not being handed to the person as a remedy. 

Some may say this distinction is too fine. If death follows either way, does it really matter 

whether we let die or cause death? I believe it does. Human actions are shaped not only by 

outcomes, but by meaning, intention, and moral direction. Feeding the hungry and 

deliberately ending the life of the suffering may both involve the body, but they do not mean 

the same thing. Comforting the dying and causing death are not morally identical simply 

because both take place near the end of life. 

To let die is to acknowledge human limits before mortality. To cause death is to cross into a 

different kind of authority. 

That does not mean the distinction is always emotionally easy. Families may agonise over 

whether to continue treatment. Patients may fear being abandoned. Doctors may carry heavy 

responsibilities. These moments need tenderness, wisdom, and time. They should never be 

handled casually. 
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But the answer to such difficulty is not to erase the line altogether. It is to walk the line with 

honesty. 

A Christ-centred view of death allows us to say two things at once. We need not prolong 

dying by burdensome treatment when death has clearly drawn near. But neither should we 

make death itself the chosen instrument of compassion. We may accept death as part of 

mortal life, but we are not called to offer death as a cure for suffering. 

There is grace in knowing when to stop fighting the inevitable. There is also reverence in 

refusing to become the author of another person’s death. 
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Christ in Gethsemane: Sorrow, Fear, 

Acceptance, and Trust 

If we want to understand suffering through Christ, we must go with Him into Gethsemane. 

There, before the arrest, before the trial, before the nails, before the Cross, we see something 

deeply human and deeply holy. We see Christ facing death before death arrives. 

Gethsemane also teaches us that obedience may include asking God for another way. Christ’s 

prayer, ‘if it be possible,’ is not rebellion. It is filial honesty. He brings the full dread of the 

coming hour to the Father. This matters because suffering people often feel guilty for wanting 

the pain to stop. But the garden shows that a faithful heart may plead for relief. Asking for the 

cup to pass is not the same as rejecting God. 

The sleeping disciples add another sorrow to the garden. Christ asks them to watch with Him, 

and they fail. Many sufferers know something of that loneliness: the pain of needing others 

and finding them absent, tired, frightened, or unable to understand. Yet even this loneliness is 

not unknown to Christ. He has stood in the place where human companionship failed, and 

still He remained before the Father. 

This does not mean that every sufferer will experience a clear sense of purpose in suffering. 

Many will not. Gethsemane is not given to explain every pain, but to reveal the heart of 

Christ within pain. The sufferer may not know why the cup has come so near, but they may 

know that Christ is not unfamiliar with the cup, the prayer, the loneliness, or the surrender. 

At the same time, Christ’s prayer is held within trust. He does not allow dread to become 

lord. He does not deny the Father’s goodness because the path ahead is terrible. He places His 

will, His fear, His body, and His future into the Father’s hands. In Him, we see that 

acceptance is not passive resignation. It is active trust when trust is costly. 

This is why Gethsemane speaks so tenderly to the dying and despairing. It does not say, ‘You 

should not feel this.’ It says, ‘Bring this to the Father.’ It does not say, ‘The cup is easy.’ It 

says, ‘You are not alone before the cup.’ The Saviour has prayed in the dark before us. He 

knows the loneliness of the hour when obedience feels almost unbearable. 

Gethsemane does not show us a Christ untouched by fear or sorrow. It shows us a Christ who 

enters the full weight of what lies ahead. He knows what is coming. He sees the betrayal, the 
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abandonment, the humiliation, the violence, the blood, the agony, and the terrible loneliness 

of the Cross. He does not walk toward it casually. He does not pretend it is light. 

Matthew 26:35 

Then said he unto them, My soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto 

death; tarry ye here and watch with me. 

In the garden, Christ prays, “O my Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me” 

(Matthew 26:36) There is no false bravery here. He does not call suffering good. He does not 

ask for pain as though pain itself were holy. He asks whether the cup might pass. That prayer 

matters for every sufferer who has ever asked God for another way. Yet Christ’s prayer does 

not end there. “Nevertheless not as I will, but as thou wilt” (Matthew 26.36). 

Here we see acceptance, but not despair. Trust, but not numbness. Surrender, but not defeat. 

Christ does not accept death because life has become meaningless. He does not seek death as 

escape. He entrusts Himself to the Father because He knows that love and obedience are 

leading Him through suffering for the sake of others. 

This is why Gethsemane must be handled carefully in any discussion of suicide or assisted 

dying. Christ’s willingness to die was not a rejection of life. It was not self-destruction. It was 

not the conclusion that suffering had made existence worthless. It was faithful obedience to 

the Father’s will, carried by divine love. 

And still, His anguish was real. That is what makes Gethsemane so precious. It does not 

allow us to speak coldly to the suffering. Christ Himself prayed in agony. Nor does it allow 

us to make fear the final authority. Christ felt the weight of the cup, yet trusted the Father 

beyond what He felt in that hour. 

For those standing at the edge of darkness, Gethsemane offers neither a simple answer nor a 

harsh command. It offers the presence of a Saviour who knows what it is to dread the path 

ahead. He knows what it is to ask for the cup to pass. He knows what it is to surrender 

through tears. 

In Christ, sorrow is held before God. Fear is brought into prayer. Acceptance is rooted in 

trust. And death, when it comes in the will of God, is not the victory of darkness, but the 

doorway through which love remains obedient. 
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The Cross: Selfless Death, Not Despairing 

Escape 

From Gethsemane, Christ is led to the Cross. The prayer in the garden becomes obedience on 

the hill. What He has accepted before the Father, He now carries before the world. Betrayed, 

mocked, beaten, stripped, nailed, and lifted up, Christ enters the darkest place human cruelty 

can make. 

The Cross also reveals the difference between having life taken and giving life in love. Christ 

is unjustly condemned by others, yet He freely offers Himself in obedience to the Father. 

Human violence does not control the meaning of His death. What the world intends as 

humiliation, God makes the place of redemption. This does not make the violence good; it 

shows that God’s love is greater than violence. 

The Cross also cannot be separated from the Resurrection. If Christ’s story ended only in 

death, darkness would have the final word. But the risen Christ shows that death, though real, 

is not ultimate. This matters for a Christian understanding of dying. We do not cling to life 

because death is stronger than God. We honour life because God is its giver, and we entrust 

death to the One who has already overcome it. 

That matters because suffering can feel as though it has stolen the meaning of life. Pain can 

make a person feel reduced to a body, a diagnosis, or a burden. The Cross speaks into that 

fear. There, the body of Christ is wounded and exposed, yet His personhood, purpose, and 

love are not destroyed. His suffering is not the whole truth about Him. The same must be 

said, carefully and tenderly, of every suffering person: pain may be real, but it is not the 

whole truth of who they are. 

The Cross does not ask us to chase suffering, but it does ask us to trust that God can be 

present where suffering has already come. It tells the believer that the darkest place is not 

godless ground. It tells the Church that wounded bodies are not to be avoided. It tells the 

despairing that the apparent finality of darkness has already been entered by Christ, and 

Christ has not been overcome. 

Yet even there, His death must not be misunderstood. The Cross was not suicide. It was not 

assisted dying. It was not despair dressed in religious language. Christ did not die because life 
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had become unbearable and therefore meaningless. He did not choose death as an escape 

from pain. He gave Himself in love, in obedience, and for the redemption of others. 

This distinction is essential. Without it, we risk using Christ’s death wrongly. We might say, 

“Christ chose to die, therefore choosing death can be holy.” But that is too simple, and it 

misses the heart of the Gospel. Christ’s death was not self-destruction. It was self-giving. He 

did not turn inward in despair; He poured Himself outward in love. 

In The book of John we read; 

John 15:13 

Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for 

his friends  

This is not the language of escape. It is the language of sacrifice. At the Cross, Christ remains 

turned toward others. He prays for those who crucify Him:  

Luke 23:35 

Then said Jesus, Father, forgive them; for they know not what they 

do. (Meaning the soldiers who crucified him,) and they parted his 

raiment and cast lots. 

He speaks mercy to the thief beside Him. He entrusts His mother to John. Even in agony, His 

love is not extinguished. His suffering does not shrink His world into self-preservation or 

bitterness. It becomes the place where divine love is most fully revealed. 

That is why one of the central lines of this book must be held firmly: Christ did not die 

because life had lost its value. He died because love had reached its fullest expression. 

This matters deeply when we speak of suicide and assisted dying. In despair, death can 

appear as a way out, a door away from torment. In assisted dying, death may be presented as 

a merciful release from suffering. But the death of Christ is of another kind altogether. It is 

not death chosen against life, but life given in love. It is not the rejection of existence, but 

obedience to the Father for the sake of the world. 
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Nor does the Cross make suffering good in itself. Christianity does not worship pain. The 

Cross was cruel, unjust, and terrible. The fact that God brought salvation through it does not 

make betrayal, torture, or agony beautiful on their own. Rather, it shows that God can enter 

the worst darkness and still not be defeated by it. 

For the suffering person, this matters. Christ does not look upon pain from a distance. He has 

known it in His own flesh. For the dying person, this matters. Christ has passed through 

death. For the despairing person, this matters. The Cross declares that darkness can feel final 

without being final. 

The Cross therefore gives us neither permission to seek death nor permission to abandon 

those who suffer. It calls us to love more deeply, to accompany more faithfully, and to trust 

that even when life is wounded beyond recognition, it is not beyond the reach of God. 

Christ’s death was selfless, not despairing. Obedient, not hopeless. Sacrificial, not escapist. It 

was not the defeat of life, but the giving of life in love. 
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What Love Requires of Us Now 

If we say that life is sacred, then love must become more than a statement. It must become 

presence, patience, sacrifice, and care. It is not enough to oppose suicide or assisted dying in 

principle if we are unwilling to draw near to those whose suffering makes death seem 

desirable. Conviction without compassion can become cold. Compassion without action can 

become hollow. 

Love also requires truthfulness about our own limits. We cannot save everyone by our own 

strength. We cannot remove every pain, answer every question, or heal every wound. There 

will be times when we feel helpless beside suffering. But helplessness is not the same as 

uselessness. Presence can be a form of love even when solutions are beyond us. To stay when 

we cannot fix is sometimes one of the most Christlike acts available to us. 

Practical love will often look ordinary. It may be a visit when conversation is difficult, a lift 

to an appointment, sitting quietly while someone sleeps, helping with forms, praying when 

faith feels weak, or remembering an anniversary that others have forgotten. Such acts may 

seem small, but to the suffering they can become signs that the world has not completely 

withdrawn. 

Love requires the Church to become less afraid of difficult conversations. People struggling 

with suicidal thoughts, terminal illness, or fear of dying need communities where such things 

can be named without scandal. Silence can make darkness stronger. Gentle honesty can 

weaken its hold. A church that can pray, listen, refer wisely, and remain present becomes a 

shelter rather than a courtroom. 

This kind of love will cost something. It may cost time, comfort, money, convenience, 

emotional energy, and the illusion that suffering is someone else’s problem. But Christian 

love has never been merely an idea. It becomes visible when it takes up a towel, carries a 

cross, sits beside a bed, or returns again tomorrow. 

Love also requires advocacy. If we believe assisted dying is not the answer, then we must 

care about the conditions that make it appear to be the only answer. Poor pain control, 

isolation, lack of hospice access, carer exhaustion, poverty, and fear all shape these decisions. 

A Christian defence of life should therefore reach beyond words into systems, habits, and 

sacrifices that make living and dying less lonely. 
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The question, then, is not only what we believe about life and death. It is what love requires 

of us now. 

Love requires us to listen before we speak. A person who is suffering does not need to be 

treated as a problem to solve or an argument to correct. They need to be heard. They need 

space to say the frightening thing, the painful thing, the thing that may unsettle us. If 

someone says they do not want to live, our first response should not be panic, shame, or quick 

answers. It should be presence, attention, and care. 

Love requires us to take despair seriously. We should never assume that someone is merely 

being dramatic, selfish, or weak. Despair can narrow the mind until death appears to be the 

only remaining door. In such moments, people need protection, support, prayer, and often 

professional help. To love life is to guard the living, especially when they can no longer 

guard themselves. 

Love requires us to relieve suffering wherever we can. Christians should never be indifferent 

to pain. We should support good palliative care, mental health care, pastoral care, hospice 

work, family support, and practical acts of service. We should sit beside beds, cook meals, 

make phone calls, visit the lonely, support exhausted carers, and remember those whom 

illness has hidden from public view. 

Love requires us to refuse the quiet cruelty of abandonment. Sometimes people ask for death 

not only because they are in pain, but because they feel alone, useless, costly, or afraid of 

becoming a burden. If our communities are absent, our theology will sound thin. To tell 

someone their life is sacred while leaving them unsupported is a contradiction. 

Love also requires humility. We will not always know what to say. We may feel awkward 

beside suffering. We may fear saying the wrong thing. But love does not always need perfect 

words. Often it begins with staying. With listening. With holding a hand. With refusing to 

disappear when the room becomes uncomfortable. 

Christ shows us this kind of love. He moved toward the suffering. He did not turn away from 

the sick, the grieving, the ashamed, or the dying. He wept. He touched. He restored. He bore 

burdens that were not His own. And on the Cross, He gave Himself completely. 

If we follow Him, we cannot make suffering people carry their darkness alone. 
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So our answer to suicide and assisted dying must be more than “no.” It must be a deeper 

“yes”: yes, to care, yes to presence, yes to pain relief, yes to companionship, yes to protecting 

the vulnerable, yes to carrying one another when strength has gone. 

The sacredness of life is not defended only in arguments. It is defended in hospital rooms, 

care homes, kitchens, churches, phone calls, and quiet acts of love. It is defended whenever 

one human being says to another: you are not too much, you are not forgotten, and you will 

not be abandoned. 
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My Position: Offered, Not Imposed 

There comes a point where reflection must become honesty. I have tried to walk carefully 

through the pain, the questions, the opposing arguments, and the witness of Scripture. I have 

tried not to speak as though these matters are simple, because they are not. I have tried to 

listen to the fears that surround suffering, illness, dependency, despair, and death. 

I recognise that some readers will not share this conclusion. Some may find my position too 

cautious, too theological, or too bound to a view of life they do not hold. I understand that. I 

have not written as though disagreement is proof of bad faith. These questions expose deep 

differences in how we understand autonomy, suffering, God, the body, community, and death. 

Honest disagreement deserves honest respect. 

I also hold this position with awareness of my own limitations. There may be situations 

whose pain I cannot imagine fully. There may be stories that would make my words tremble. 

That humility does not remove conviction, but it should soften the way conviction is carried. 

I do not want to win an argument at the cost of wounding a soul. 

Yet respect does not require silence. To offer a conviction gently is still to offer it truly. I 

would be dishonest if I softened my view until it no longer said anything. I believe the 

Christian imagination must resist the idea that death can become the clean answer to the 

problem of suffering. I believe we are called instead to a harder, slower, more costly mercy: 

to accompany, relieve, support, and love without crossing the line into causing death. 

That position leaves me with responsibilities. It requires me to examine whether my life 

matches my words. Do I make room for the weak? Do I listen to the despairing? Do I support 

those who care for the dying? Do I defend dignity when dignity is hidden? If I claim life is 

sacred, I must allow that claim to inconvenience me. Otherwise, my position becomes only 

an opinion, not a witness. 

I also know that some readers will come to this subject from wounds rather than theories. For 

them, even a carefully offered conviction may feel heavy. I hope the spirit of these pages has 

made clear that disagreement is not the same as rejection, and conviction is not the same as 

contempt. The aim has been to speak plainly while keeping the door of compassion open. 

Now I must say plainly where I stand. 
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I do not believe that human life belongs to us in the absolute sense. I believe it is given by 

God, sustained by God, and finally accountable to God. We are not owners of life as though it 

were property. We are stewards of life, entrusted with something sacred. 

For that reason, I cannot accept suicide as God’s desire for the suffering soul, nor assisted 

dying as a rightful answer to human pain. I can understand why a person may long for death. 

I can understand why someone beside a bed may wish for suffering to end. I can understand 

why assisted dying may appear compassionate, even merciful. But I do not believe 

compassion gives us the authority to make death the instrument by which suffering is solved. 

This conviction is not born from indifference to pain. It is not a desire to prolong agony, 

preserve suffering, or deny the terror of decline. I believe Christians should be among the 

fiercest advocates for pain relief, palliative care, mental health support, hospice care, practical 

service, and faithful companionship. If we say no to death as mercy, we must say yes to every 

possible form of care. 

I also do not believe that a person who dies by suicide is beyond the mercy of God. That is 

not my judgement to make. God alone sees the hidden depths of the mind and heart. He 

knows the illness, the fear, the pressure, the confusion, the despair, and the final cry. I will 

not sit on a throne that belongs only to Him. 

But neither can I call self-destruction good. Mercy does not require me to rename darkness as 

light. Compassion does not require me to agree that death is the answer. Love does not 

require me to surrender the sacredness of life when life is wounded. 

At the centre of my position is Christ. The Christ who wept over death. The Christ who 

moved toward suffering. The Christ who agonised in Gethsemane. The Christ who asked that 

the cup might pass. The Christ who still said, “Not my will, but thine, be done” (Luke 

22:42,). The Christ who did not die because life had lost its value, but because love had 

reached its fullest expression. 

I offer this position as conviction, not command. I cannot force another person to see what I 

see. I can only place these reflections before the reader with an open hand. I do not ask for 

agreement without thought, or submission without struggle. I ask only that these questions be 

considered beneath the light of Christ. 
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If this book has any purpose, it is not to drag the reader to water and demand that they drink. 

It is to point toward the water as faithfully as I can. The drinking belongs to the reader, and to 

God. 



Page 46 of 48 
 

Conclusion: Light at the Edge of Darkness 

We have walked through difficult ground. Suicide, assisted dying, suffering, dignity, 

weakness, fear, death, and mercy are not light subjects. They are not matters for easy 

certainty or careless words. They belong close to hospital beds, gravesides, counselling 

rooms, lonely bedrooms, family conversations, whispered prayers, and tears that may never 

be seen by anyone but God. 

If this book has argued anything, it is that life remains sacred even when it is wounded. 

Sacredness does not depend on strength, health, usefulness, independence, memory, or 

control. It rests in God. Human life is not valuable because it is easy to bear, but because it is 

given, known, and loved by the One who made it. 

That does not remove suffering. It does not make pain simple. It does not answer every 

question that rises from a hospital bed or a grieving home. Faith is not a way of pretending 

darkness is not dark. Christianity does not ask us to deny agony, dress grief in polite 

language, or call suffering beautiful in itself. 

Perhaps the deepest test of this book is not whether it has answered every objection, but 

whether it has kept Christ visible. Arguments can be necessary, but they cannot become the 

centre. The centre is the One who touches the sick, receives the fearful, weeps with the 

grieving, prays in agony, and gives Himself in love. If He is lost, then even correct 

conclusions can become spiritually thin. Christ does not do that. 

Christ weeps. Christ suffers. Christ agonises in the garden. Christ asks that the cup might 

pass. Christ knows what it is to face death before death arrives. And yet He trusts. He 

accepts. He gives Himself. His death is not despairing escape, but selfless love. He does not 

die because life has lost its value. He dies because love has reached its fullest expression. 

That is the light at the edge of darkness. It is not the light of an easy answer. It is not the light 

of a slogan, a policy, or a neat theological formula. It is the light of a Person. The One who 

enters human suffering without being overcome by it. The One who passes through death 

without surrendering victory to it. The One who meets the broken, the afraid, the grieving, 

and the dying, not with distance, but with wounded hands. 



Page 47 of 48 
 

In the end, the sacredness of life is not an abstract doctrine floating above pain. It is a truth 

tested precisely where life feels most fragile. If it is true, it must be true in the hospice, in the 

psychiatric ward, in the care home, in the silent bedroom, and in the heart that can barely 

pray. Christ is not absent from those places. He is the light that has gone there before us. 

For that reason, I cannot accept death as the instrument of mercy. I cannot believe that 

suffering removes dignity, that dependency erases worth, or that despair tells the truth about a 

life. But I also cannot speak of these things without tenderness. To defend life harshly is to 

misunderstand the life we are defending. 

The Christian calling is not merely to say that life is sacred. It is to live as though it is. To sit 

with the suffering. To protect the vulnerable. To support the exhausted. To comfort the 

grieving. To relieve pain where we can. To refuse abandonment. To tell the despairing, not 

merely with words but with presence: you are still loved, still sacred, still here for a reason 

known fully to God. 

The title of this book has always carried a tension. Darkness is not praised, but neither is it 

ignored. Its finer side is found only when Christ is seen within it: not making evil good, not 

making pain easy, but revealing that even the shadowed places are not beyond His presence. 

That is where this reflection rests, and where I hope the reader may rest too. 

The finer side of darkness is not that darkness is good. It is that darkness can reveal what 

lesser light conceals. At the edge of death, we begin to see what we truly believe about life. 

At the edge of suffering, we discover whether compassion will remain faithful. At the edge of 

despair, we learn whether hope is only a feeling, or whether it is anchored in Christ. 

The light at the edge of darkness does not erase mystery. We may still grieve. We may still 

ask why. We may still stand beside suffering and feel the poverty of our words. But Christian 

hope does not depend on having every answer. It depends on the nearness of Christ, crucified 

and risen, who has gone into death and opened a way beyond it. 

If these pages have returned again and again to Christ, it is because only He can hold together 

what we are so tempted to pull apart: truth and mercy, sorrow and hope, reverence for life 

and tenderness toward the suffering. Without Him, the darkness is too easily either denied or 

obeyed. In Him, it is faced. 
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So the final word is not argument, but invitation. To the one who suffers: you are not 

forgotten. To the one who fears becoming a burden: you are not less sacred. To the one who 

grieves: your tears are seen. To the one who disagrees: you are still invited to look with me 

toward Christ. And to all of us, the call remains the same: to love life not only when it is 

strong, but when it is fragile, costly, and held in the shadows. 

I have not tried to force the reader to drink. I have only tried to point toward the water. I can 

only set before you what I see in Scripture, what I see in Christ, and what I believe about the 

sacredness of life. I hold these convictions with open hands, trusting that Christ can speak 

more deeply than argument alone in every wounded human heart before God. 

And if there is water here, it is Christ Himself: crucified, risen, compassionate, and near. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


