
5th SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST 

June 19, 2016 

 

Text: Psalm 22 

Theme: My God, My God   

 

It was Friday, June 10, when I boarded the plane for Houston, Texas, 

to attend a family wedding.  It was a three-hour flight so I had plenty 

of time to read our lessons for this Sunday and begin to contemplate a 

sermon.  And I had enough time to delve into the Minor Prophets 

(both Hosea and Joel) in preparation for our Wednesday Evening 

Bible Study.   
 

Friday, June 10, preceded the mass shootings in Orlando by less than 

48 hours.  I sat on that plane and read my Bible and took scrupulous 

notes on all the readings and then (once the plane landed) I set it all 

aside and enjoyed the time with my family.  And we did have fun!  It 

was a beautiful wedding and at the reception I danced all night with 

my grandchildren who loved the music and loved staying up way past 

their bedtime.   
 

But when I woke up the next morning and turned on the television to 

watch the news, my joy from the day before quickly turned to a deep 

sadness as yet another mass shooting took place in our country.  This 

time when I boarded the plane to return home, I spent most of those 

three hours in prayer – for the families who lost loved ones and for 

those who were in the hospital in critical care.  I prayed for our nation 

and for our world.  I prayed for God to help us once more so that the 

gospel message we preach and teach would ring louder than the sound 

of gunshots taking the lives of innocent people. 
 

I share all of this with you because once I was home I sat down and 

reread my notes from last Friday to see if they were still relevant in 

the aftermath of what just took place.  I marveled at the wisdom of 

those who determine our lessons each week because coupled with the 

message from the Minor Prophets we have a clear message on what 

God requires of us and how we are to respond to the world.  So let me 

share my notes with you … 
 

In our Bible studies, we are learning that God called the prophets to 

speak to the people at a very turbulent time.  The people of God were 

disobedient in so many ways!  They were corrupt, the divide between 

the rich and the poor could not be any broader, and the people 

engaged in cultic worship.  God knew their enemies would soon be 

upon them and the Lord told the prophets to tell the people … just as 

they had turned away from God so God would turn away from them.  

The day of the Lord was near!   
 

We talk about God being both judge and savior so even in the midst 

of this strong indictment against his people God leaves the door open 

for forgiveness.  God tells them that there is hope for salvation.  God 

still demands obedience but God also gives them a way to be 

delivered.   
 

Then I turned to Psalm 22.  This time it was the obedient and faithful 

people who were facing the enemy and the psalmist (in fear) wanted 

to know where God was.  The psalmist wanted to know why God had 

forsaken him.  The psalmist wanted to know why God seemed so far 

away from hearing his cries for help.   
 

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?  Words that are so 

familiar to us because Jesus recalled them as he hung on the cross.  

The world had fallen apart and (even to Christ) God seemed distant.  

But the promise of the Gospel soon followed.  The promise of the 

Gospel did not free Christ from pain or death but he was not alone.   
 

For Christians the cross is never the end and even though the despair 

is real, it is only temporary.  For Christians the cross precedes the 

bright light of Easter.  We believe that every single Good Friday 

moment ends with the promise of new life. 
 

Do you remember April 16, 2007?   

32 people were killed and 17 were injured at Virginia Tech.   
 

And do you remember Derek O’Dell?  He was shot in the arm on that 

day and (after sustaining his injury) he held the classroom door closed 

so the shooter could not enter the room a second time.   
 

He was interviewed numerous times by reporters but one interview 

stands out above the others.  This one reporter was interested in what 

Derek thought about God after the shooting.   

Was God still good? 

How was his faith? 
 



Without hesitation Derek stated that this incident strengthened his 

faith and did not diminish it.  After he was shot and he was holding 

that door closed with every ounce of strength he had left in him, it 

was then that he started praying to God for help.   
 

But the reporter was not satisfied.  He wanted to see if there was any 

sign that Derek was glossing over the truth so he said again – 

But there must have been some ups and downs to your faith! 

You must have questioned God as to why he would allow this. 
 

Derek said he experienced the full range of emotions – disbelief, grief 

and shock – but it did not touch his faith.  He told the reporter that 

people ask him all the time where God was when it happened and he 

said God was in the building with all of them.   
 

The reporter was still not satisfied and wanted to know from Derek 

about all those unanswered prayers.  Derek experienced God as good 

because he made it out with only a wound to the arm but what about 

all the others.   
 

But Derek did not sway from his faith in God.  He admitted that not 

everyone was saved but there were a great number of people who 

could have died that day.  His friend, Sean, was shot in the head.  

When Derek made it to the hospital he began to pray for his 

classmates and all the others.  He did not think Sean could possibly 

survive but he still prayed.  Later he found his friend alive.  He told 

the reporter that there is no scientific explanation for that.  He literally 

saw a person get shot in the head and bleed out.  If it was not God 

then what was it? 
 

The reporter found no hint of bitterness in Derek but only gratitude.  

Derek learned that every day is a blessing and he no longer takes life 

for granted.  The reporter continued to ask questions but it was no 

longer to trick Derek but rather to find out more about this amazing 

God.  He wanted to know what other ways he experienced God after 

the shooting and Derek talked about walking around the Drill Field 

the day after and seeing the way people were reaching out.   

 

 

 

People were coming together, caring for one another, disregarding 

their differences.  He saw God’s family doing what they do best – 

offering comfort to strangers, embracing the sadness but at the same 

time hoping and praying for recovery and healing.   
 

My niece lives in Orlando and she wrote on Facebook the things she 

learned at the vigil she attended on Monday night … 

 Thousands – the number of people in Orlando willing to join 

together in a show of support as the helicopters beat overhead and 

sirens sounded 

 5,000 – the number of people who stood in line to donate blood in 

the first 12 hours  

 30,000 – the number of donations for the victims and their 

families 

 2.4 million – the amount donated 

 100% – those who approached the podium and spoke for love and 

unity and against hate and divisiveness 

 0% – those who singled out a single religion or people to hand 

them the blame 
 

… how silent a crowd can become and how long it takes for a church 

bell to slowly toll forty-nine times for the dead. 
 

Let us not despair when tragedy happens on such a large scale.  Let 

our witness to the gospel message be heard so that all the ends of the 

earth shall remember and turn to the Lord.  The cross always precedes 

the bright light of Easter.  Amen  

 


