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This is not a day for the faint-hearted.  Make no mistake about that.  It’s the 
beginning of a journey – the familiar journey we all know as the way towards 
the Cross.  But running parallel and intertwined with that journey is a motley 
group of saints and sinners who have their own stories of powerlessness, 
suffering and pain to tell.  The little people who, through no fault of their own, 
have been marginalized and disenfranchised by the society in which they live.  
I choose to call them Good Friday People.  You may very well be one of them.  
It’s a great thing to be on a journey into the unknown, particularly when you 
trust the cabbie! 
 
Many people today walk the road to Calvary.  It encompasses men and women, 
young people from all walks of life.  People who have endured unspeakable 
pain and suffering; a bereavement; a physical or mental handicap; people who 
are ill – facing life threatening surgery; depressed or just plain lonely. 
 
Let me begin with people who have lived through genocide.  And make no 
mistake about it – it wasn’t just in Germany where 11 million people and little 
children were killed and incinerated.  It’s happened in Cambodia, Rwanda, the 
Congo, under Stalin, in Bosnia.  These were people who were present today at 
the execution of God. 
 
I take but one example from the writings of Elie Wiesel, a deeply religious 
Jewish boy of 14 who witnessed the execution of children in a concentration 
camp on his first night in the camp.  I shall never forget that night which has 
turned my life into one long night, seven times cursed and seven times 
sealed.  Never shall I forget that smoke nor that smell nor forget the little 
faces of the children whose bodies I saw turned into wreaths of smoke 
beneath a silent blue sky.  Never shall I forget those flames which 
consumed my faith forever. Never shall I forget that nocturnal silence 
which deprived me, for all eternity, of the desire to live.  Never shall I 
forget those moments which murdered my God and my soul and turned my 
dreams to dust.  Never shall I forget these things, even if I am condemned 
to live as long as God Himself.  Never! Where is God?  Where is He? 
Someone behind me asked…Where is God now?  And I heard a voice within 
me answer him:  Where is He?  Here He is – He is hanging on this gallows. 
 
And this is the prayer used by Jewish people all over the world on Holocaust 
Memorial Day.  We remember our 6 million dead, who died when madness 
ruled the world and evil dwelt on earth.  We remember those we knew and 
those whose very name is lost.  We mourn for all that died with them; their 
goodness and their wisdom, which could have saved the world and healed 
so many wounds.  We mourn for the genius and the wit that died, the 



learning and the laughter that were lost.  The world has become a poorer 
place and our hearts become cold as we think of the splendour that might 
have been.  We stand in  
gratitude for their examples of decency and goodness.  They are like 
candles which shine out from the darkness of those years, and in their light 
we know what goodness is – and what evil is… 
 
 What do we learn about God from all this human tragedy – human suffering?  
That God doesn’t care?  That God is absent from all this?  You learn at least 
three things from all this chaos and suffering. 
 
First, you are all vulnerable – wounded people.  That is the way God made 
you.  But your strength lies IN your very vulnerability and woundedness – just 
as Jesus’ strength lay in his vulnerability and his woundedness. 
 
Secondly, for whatever reason God chose to make human beings as God is - 
subject to suffering, pain and death.  But God had the honesty and the 
courage to take his own medicine.  Whatever God was up to with His Creation, 
God has kept and played fair and square by His own rules.  God’s only Son, 
Jesus the Christ, suffered pain, humiliation, rejection, loneliness and an 
excruciating death on a wooden cross.  God can extract nothing from human 
beings that He has not first extracted from Himself. 
 
Thirdly, and most importantly – I believe that good always, ultimately, 
triumphs over hatred/evil in the end.  Archbishop Romero wrote shortly before 
his assignation, But though hate rises in enfolding flame at each renewed 
oppression, soon it dies; it sinks as quickly as we saw it rise, while love’s 
small constant light burns still the same.  Know this: though love is weak 
and hate is strong, yet hate is short and love is very long. 
 
Is this what gives meaning to suffering?  Is it not because God is in it with you – 
that the obscene becomes transformed into the holy?  It’s all about the 
mystery of the indwelling God in your life.  God is the vagrant dying in the 
gutter; the deranged Romanian toddler bashing its head against the bars of its 
cot; the hydrocephalic child with huge staring eyes; the children in the gas 
chambers.  God is always there, in it, with you, in you, over and under, inside 
and out – a shield to always defend you. 
 
And like your God, you should be willing to get in there, be alongside those 
who are suffering.  You are not called to sacrifice yourself but you are asked 
to keep vigil – to pray and to endure – to keep awake, as Jesus asked his 
disciples to do in the Garden of Gethsemane.  
 
You learn a lot about God through reading books on theology and the Bible.  
But it’s when you encounter God in the desert, in sickness, in prison, in 



bereavement or some other desolation that you remove God from your head to 
your heart – or if you prefer – to your guts!   
 
Our God often lets people fall sick and lets every prop on which they lean be 
knocked out from under them.  For it’s then, often, that the more helpless 
and destitute a person becomes, the deeper the person encounters the living 
God and the more sensitive they become to God’s most valuable gifts.  Human 
beings must learn to trust in God and God alone. 
 
This happened with a good friend of mine who died recently.  He was brought 
up as a Roman Catholic and went to a Catholic Boarding School at an early age.  
He became a very successful Gynaecologist but at the age of 61 he got bowl 
cancer.  He was terrified that God was punishing him for having performed 
1000’s of abortions.  We spent hours talking about God – his illness – his life.  
At the end of his life he discovered a new God who loved and supported him in 
his pain and was always there right beside him – day and night.  He died 
peacefully knowing that he was loved.  When he abandoned himself finally to 
God he was able to write this: 
Abandonment is a letting go.  It is the severing of the strings by which one 
manipulates, controls, administrates the forces in one’s life.  
Abandonment is receiving all things the way one receives a gift with open 
hands and an open heart.  Abandonment to God was the climatic point in 
my life. 
 
Let me end with this prayer:  Lord Jesus Christ, Son of the Living God, 
comforter of widows, washer of feet, show me how to care for others.  
Teach me how to love as you loved: unconditionally, unilaterally, without 
fear or favour, pride or prejudice.  Give me an open heart, a wise mind and 
hands that are worthy to serve you.  Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Questions for Reflection during Quiet Time 
 

1. Are you a Good Friday person?  Do you care passionately for others?  
 

2. Do you love unconditionally, unilaterally without fear or favour?  
 

3.  Do you have an open heart, a wise mind and hands that serve like Jesus 
the Christ?  If so, then you are indeed a Good Friday Person.  May your 
journey with Jesus the Christ, today, be a turning point in your spiritual 
life and don’t forget it’s a great experience to be on a journey into the 
unknown – especially when you trust the cabbie! 
 

4. The ultimate question Lent asks of you is this: Every human being is 
born knowing one thing for certain – that one day you will die! And 
the ultimate question you need to be asking yourself is: What will 
happen to me when I die? 
 

5. Martin Luther once wrote: Even if I knew the world would end 
tomorrow,  I would still plant my apple tree.” What would you do if 
you knew the world was going to end tomorrow? 


