
TRIDUUM April 10, 2020 
Good Friday of the Lord’s Passion 

Readings: 
Isaiah 52:13-53:12 

Psalm 31:2, 6, 12-13, 15-16, 17, 25 
Heb 4:14-15, 5:7-9 

John 18:1-19:42 

Hanging, nailed to the cross, 
when Jesus saw his mother  

and the disciple there whom he loved  
he said to his mother, “Woman, behold, your son.” 

Then he said to the disciple, “Behold, your mother.” 

 Let’s be honest.  We have all fallen victim to the mistaken assumption that life doesn’t go 
the way it “should” because of God.  People say, “God is being mean.”  “God is uncaring.”  
“God is distant.”  “God treats me unfairly because Jesus likes someone else more than me.”  
“God doesn’t love me.”  “What has Jesus done for me?”  “There is no God.” 
 My dear friend Elixabeth is such a person.  Her name is really Elizabeth, but I call her 
Elixabeth because she used to type letters to me on an old Elite typewriter.  The z key stopped 
working long before it was passed onto her from her grandmother Ida and so she used the x key 
to fill-in the blank.  She always typed her name as E-l-i-x-a-b-e-t-h.  She tried changing her name 
to Libbi but that didn’t succeed.  Forever, she will be Elixabeth to me. 
 Elixabeth is one of the most gifted people I know, a creative genius, a savant, an old soul 
to many.  I think she is brilliant, only when it comes to God, she is probably the dumbest person I 
have ever met.  She can be exasperating in her renunciation of truth.  To her, there is no God.  To 
her, religion is a complete waste of time, although she spends most of her day floundering 
thinking, for some reason, she is incomplete. 
 To her, we are born just to die; we live only to suffer.  To her, everything is a conspiracy 
to defraud, to dupe, or to destroy.  She isn’t a wicked, surly woman.  She doesn’t do wicked 
things to others.  She isn’t foul-mouthed regarding others, just herself.  In fact, she is always 
generous and kind and caring to others, never to herself.  She can emote goodness, but still, she 
says there is no God, that she doesn’t feel loved by a god, or the universe, or providence, or 
mother earth, or by whatever.  She throws up her hand and blocks the thought. 
 To Elixabeth, it is all just a bunch of man-made and man-controlled hoopla and malarkey.  
She isn’t a radical feminist, but she would be okay with it if she were.  She is the quintessential 
advocate for women and men and children and cats and dogs and plants and trees and bugs and 
bees, because none of them are loved by God either, she says, except they all want to be loved, 
but not her, because there is no God.  She isn’t rigid in your face with her conviction.  She’s just 
personally convinced.  She doesn’t need God.  She doesn’t need anyone.  Yet, she cares about 
everyone and everything.  She’s conflict in motion. 
 I tell her, “Libbi!”  I call her Libbi when I want to get her rapt attention, when I want to 
get her goat, “You are bullheaded and exasperating in your denial.”  Still, I love and admire her.  



And I know she loves and admires me, too.  I know this, because there is a God.  Elixabeth tells 
me I am the one who is bullheaded and exasperating.  She says, “for a smart person, you’re the 
dumbest person I know.”  “Yes, I am, especially when it comes to God and truth and love and 
relationship and eternal life,” I say.  That really gets her goat. 
 Elixabeth knows she is living in a self-imposed prison.  On occasion she admits it and 
describes it like this, “the walls are forever closing in on me.  They’re always breathing down my 
neck, taunting, mocking, teasing, goading my spirit.  I wish they would stop.”  She recoils and 
hunkers down, obstinate and wrongheaded, “But I am okay without God.  The world is better off 
without God.”  She erects a more complex wall because she hasn’t figured out how to tear down 
the wall between her and true freedom, the wall between self-hate and true love. 
 She believes, for the sake of others, that it is her duty, her right, to renounce God and to 
contradict the power of God to overcome the tragedy of the human condition.  She pounces on 
the church and thoughts of God and renounces him, but she doesn’t know how to renounce the 
barricade blocking the way to God, herself.  She can’t get over herself.  She can’t get over being 
a victim of the mistaken assumption that life doesn’t go the way it “should” because of God.   
 She doesn’t understand yet, the journey isn’t about building walls or tearing down walls, 
personal or otherwise.  It’s about finding the key.  Good Friday is about finding the key that 
unlocks the door, that unlocks the mystery, to the self-imposed prisons in which you and I live, in 
which Elixabeth lives, and breathes, and moves, trying to find her being, her purpose, her 
mission, trying to find truth and healing.  The key is realizing there is a God and that he is a God 
of love, who only acts with supreme love for us.  Take the love of the cross.  
 The human condition doesn’t always go the way it should go, that’s universally true, but 
God always goes the way he should.  He always acts out of love; we just don’t notice.  We are 
too full of ourselves to notice.  We play the victim so much we cannot notice.   
 God refuses to take shortcuts and halfway measures just to accommodate our insecurities 
or to manage our insubordination.  God is God.  He doesn’t settle for second best.  He desires to 
fill all our needs (even the ones we are not aware of) and resolve all our problems (even the ones 
we are not aware of, namely, our self) by effecting the best possible plan for you and me, even 
Elixabeth, even when we don’t understand it, or when we refuse it, or deny it.   
 God doesn’t do it to get our goat, although it does, because we are all too human.  He 
does it because he loves each and every one of us.  He loves each of us the same.  “Woman, 
behold, your son.”  “Behold, your mother.”  Each of us it that son.  Each of us is that woman, 
whether we accept it or believe it, whether we embrace it or not.  God draws close to us, in 
relationship to his beloved and tells us to draw close to one another, to love one another, because 
that is the way it “should” be.  That is the way of the cross. 
 We are easily confused and bewildered and angered now because we aren’t in control.  
We aren’t in control simply because we can’t be controlled.  Why would God put any of us in 
charge?  We think we are.  We think we should be.  We aren’t because we behave more like 
obstinate old goats rather than docile and obedient sheep.  Dear Elixabeth is living proof of that.   
The bottom line is this.  It’s a matter of life or death.  It is a matter of unity or division.  It is 
about being included or excluded.  It’s our doing.  It is our undoing.  In the end, it becomes a 
matter of what we do, not what we think God did to us or didn’t do for us, or what the human 
condition did to us or didn’t do for us.  It becomes a matter of our response. 



 Here is what God did, does, bottom line.  This no one can refute or deny.  This is Good 
Friday.  Even though we aren’t together as the church due to the Coronavirus pandemic and stay 
at home order, we can shift our focus from ourselves, now, and we can mediate on what Jesus did 
for us on the original Good Friday, to what he is doing for us today.   
 We can venerate the cross not with a kiss, or a hug, or a touch, we can venerate the cross 
in a new way.  We can venerate the cross and lift-up those who struggle to believe and those who 
struggle to behave.  We can lift-up those who are real victims and those who victimize others 
with their narcissism and self-loathing.  We can lift-up all those who suffer from self-hate, who 
do not know true love, who do not know God’s love.  We can lift-up all our brothers and sisters 
throughout the world who are daily denied basic human rights, who are shut out and shut down, 
who are forced out and forsaken, hole-up and imprisoned because of disbelief, mistrust, 
suspicion, and ignorance.   
 Dying on the cross is what Jesus did for you and me, he did it for all of us.  He died so 
that we might live.  You think it’s too hard right now, and you can’t accept it, you fear that we 
were born just to die?  What would it be like if there was no eternal life?  No salvation?  No 
love?  Go ahead throw up your hand to block the thought.  Talk to the wall.  Here’s what’s true.  
With a wall there’s no way in and guess what?  There’s no way out! 
 Home alone, ask yourself.  Do I have any prayers that have gone unanswered?  Do I have 
answers to my prayers that I don’t like?  Do I suppose it’s because God doesn’t care about me?  
Have I been hurt because God hasn’t given me enough hope and healing?  Has Jesus done too 
little to make me happy?  Now, think about that.  What has Jesus done?  Everything is easy for 
Jesus to do in comparison to the cross, which he endured for our sake.  He didn’t do it for 
himself.   Have you ever accepted that as your answer? 
 It’s Good Friday.  Let’s get up close and personal here.  Put yourself where Jesus put 
himself.  You think it is so tough right now.  Take personally what Jesus went through.  For you 
and me he suffered extreme abuses way beyond anything we know in the human condition.  He 
endured ridicule and torture.  He entered the darkness of mankind.  Bottom line, for you and me, 
he accepted an excruciatingly painful death.   
 Of course, he cares.  Of course, he is near.  Of course, he is true and just.  Of course, 
Jesus loves you.  He loves me.  Why else would he do it?  Why else did he do it?  Why else did 
he say, “It is finished!”  Stop looking at yourself and look at what Jesus did for you.   
 I will share you this.  I pray for and lift up Elixabeth to God through Jesus and his holy 
cross every day, because I know God has claimed her as his own.  He died that she might truly 
live.  I know, in the end, God will get her!    
 Even though she doesn’t know it, x truly marks the spot.


