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Text: Matthew 27:45-56 

Theme: My God, My God  

 

From noon on, darkness came over the whole land until three in the 

afternoon.  And about three o’clock Jesus cried with a loud voice –  

Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?   

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? 
 

Good Friday is not meant for the weak of heart.  It culminates in one of 

the most gruesome ways that one can die.  Even before Jesus arrived in 

Jerusalem the animosity against him had been building.  His authority 

had been questioned so many times that a plan was finally put in place 

to get rid of this public nuisance.  In his humanity Jesus had reached 

the depth of despair.  Prior to our gospel reading we find him in the 

Garden of Gethsemane deeply grieved.  Once alone he threw himself 

on the ground and pleaded with his heavenly Father to find another way 

to accomplish what needed to be done and yet he had the courage to 

add – yet not my will but your will be done.   
 

Jesus was barely finished with his prayers when Judas brought a large 

crowd with swords and clubs to arrest him.  He was bound and led away 

to be spat upon, struck, and mocked before he stood before the high 

priest, Caiaphas, and then before the governor, Pilate.  Neither one 

could find fault with Jesus yet Pilate dragged him in front of the crowds 

and told them to choose which prisoner they wanted to release – 

Barabbas or Jesus.  The crowds cried out for the death of Jesus.  Pilate 

washed his hands of the whole affair.  He had Jesus flogged and then 

the soldiers led him away to crucify him.  We imagine Jesus was too 

weak to carry his own cross because Simon of Cyrene was forced to 

help him.   
 

In each of the four gospel accounts we get the full story of how the 

death of Jesus unfolded and what transpired when he hung on the cross.   

For this year we center our attention on the Gospel of Matthew so that 

we can follow the pattern of our Lenten series.  During our Wednesday 

evening services some of our members offered reflections on some key 

questions that Jesus asked during his ministry.   

He did not ask simple questions but probing questions that were meant 

to challenge our images of God and our place in the world.  To the first 

two men who were called to be his disciples he asked: What are you 

looking for?  To those who were frightened in a storm he asked: Where 

is your faith?  And right before Jesus announced the kind of death he 

would suffer he asked his disciples: Who do people say that I am?   
 

Unlike the other gospel accounts, Jesus only speaks once in Matthew 

and it is in the form of a question: Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?  

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? 
 

Some scholars find it  impossible that the life of Jesus could end with 

such a question on his lips.  It is a quote from Psalm 22 so they surmise 

that Jesus intended for us to remember the whole psalm which ends on 

a positive note.  Instead of a cry of abandonment, they want to hear 

from Jesus a triumphant declaration of faith.  But I doubt to those who 

stood at the foot of the cross that his loud cry sounded anything but a 

desperate cry for help.  And his desperate cry for help does not have to 

mean that Jesus lost his faith in his last hour. 
 

In the Old Testament it was not considered wrong to argue with God or 

to wonder if God was even present in our darkest hour.  It was not a 

lack of faith (but faith itself) that permitted Job to call God’s justice 

into question.  And in Psalm 22 the writer boldly criticizes God for his 

unresponsiveness when he states – O my God, I cry by day, but you do 

not answer and by night, but find no rest.    
 

Only those who have great confidence in their relationship with God 

can speak to God in this way.  God is big enough to shoulder our most 

challenging questions when they are raised within in the context of 

faith.  Perhaps Jesus is telling us it is okay to voice one of the most 

challenging questions of all – My God, my God, why have you forsaken 

me? 
 

It is in this moment that Jesus is truly becoming one with us.  The 

anguish cry of Jesus gives our own cries for help new meaning.  We 

can bear our suffering because we have faith in a God whose flesh and 

blood are entwined in the struggles of our lives especially when people 

are defamed without cause, made to suffer for no good reason, hurt by 

the power and greed of others, and where too often the injustices are 

not set right in our world.   



The death of Jesus Christ shows us what faith is like.  On the cross we 

learn what hope looks like.  Jesus becomes the mirror on which we see 

the face of all that creates pain in our world.  On him we see the 

suffering of all the lives that have been cut short.  And together we cry 

for the presence of God to come.   
 

I must confess that Good Friday is one of my favorite holy days.  Like 

the whole Lenten season it invites us to stay in the moment and hold 

steady at the foot of the cross (even if it makes us uncomfortable).  Let 

me say it once more: Good Friday is not meant for the weak of heart.  

Look and see who stood at or near the cross as Jesus hung there.  It was 

many women looking on from a distance.  Among them were Mary 

Magdalene, Mary the mother of James and Joseph, and the mother of 

the sons of Zebedee.  This is it even though Jesus was at the height of 

his ministry.  He had at least 5,000 followers and yet we are told that 

there were only a handful of people present.   
 

Where were all the others?  Where were his disciples?  
 

Perhaps they were afraid or maybe it was just too hard to stand so close 

to a dying Jesus.  Standing by someone we love who is dying is one of 

the most difficult things we will ever have to do.  More to the truth, it 

is even more difficult to watch someone suffer until they take their last 

breath.  When I contemplate what it must have been like for Mary, the 

mother of our Lord, there are no words.  What strength!  What courage!   
 

Mary could not even grieve the way she wanted to because her son 

hung on a cross.  She could not touch him, hold him, or kiss him.  It 

reminds us of the hundreds of thousands of people who died of COVID 

and their families could not grieve in ways that they wanted to because 

we were not allowed to get close.  Let our prayers this day be for all 

those whose lives are being taken away in Ukraine and for all those 

who suffer close to home.   
 

Good Friday is about entrusting our life to God.  Our suffering is to be 

understood (not as something to be avoided at all costs) but as some-

thing to be accepted because in the end God does not forsake us or 

abandon us.  We can face our pain and even death because the power 

of God is greater than the power of death.   
 

From noon on, darkness came over the whole land, until three in the 

afternoon.  And about three o’clock Jesus cried with a loud voice –  

Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?  

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? 
 

After a brief time Jesus cried again with a loud voice and breathed his 

last (pause).  God was silent and then immediately God tore the temple 

curtain in two from top to bottom.  God shook the earth to its founda-

tion and split open the rocks.  God opened the tombs and many of the 

bodies of the saints who had fallen asleep were raised (a foretaste of 

what is to come).  And it was a centurion who said –  

Truly this man was God’s son! 
 

We who fear the Lord, praise him!   
 

For God will not despise the affliction of those who suffer.  God will 

not hide his face from us.  God will hear our cries and God will deliver 

us.  Let that be the answer to the question that Jesus cried from the 

cross.  Let that be our cry of faith.  Amen  

 


