
“Jesus’ Poetry” © Laurel Dahill, 2020 

Good Friday 

10 April, 2020 

----------------------------------------- 

 

In the psalm for today we read, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me, and are so far from my 

cry and from the words of my distress? Our forefathers put their trust in you; and you delivered them.” 

We don’t often get to read psalms in their entirety. Today we do, and we get the full scope of the 

emotions that flow through this one. 

 

Psalm 22 is such a powerful poem that even Jesus quoted it in his hours of greatest distress. By the 

time Jesus is nailed to the cross, he’s in no condition to concoct a parabe, or to perform some 

amazing healing. He hasn’t the strength to banish legions of demons. He has but few breaths, and 

every one is precious, so he chooses his words carefully. Jesus is still a teacher, and there remains a 

lesson yet for his students. But for this moment, Jesus needs a pause. He needs to speak; but what 

can he say? In his time of grave distress Jesus does something truly remarkable. Rather than try to 

pull together a lesson that strains against his current reality, he reaches to poetry to express what he 

needs to say. Sometimes reciting a poem or a prayer gives us the right words at the right time when 

we need to speak, but know not what to say. Verse 18, “Be not far away, O Lord; you are my 

strength; hasten to help me.” Better words I have not for this Good Friday.  

 

I don’t often preach on the Psalms because their poetic style is such that, to my way of thinking, the 

psalms mostly speak for themselves. With what could anyone enhance that which has been crafted in 

such ancient and terrible beauty? Poetry as a writing style itself speaks to us in ways that ordinary 

prose cannot. Poetry speaks more directly to our souls than to our ears. Poetry is often the balm in 

Gilead that heals the sin sick soul. 

 

Reaching to poetry is something we naturally do when we need to express the complexities we 

experience. Every year in November we pause to reflect on the sacrifice of those who fought in the 

Great War. Every year we recite the poem “In Flanders Field” as a way to put words to how we feel.  

 

These days, you can hear Patrick Stewart read one Shakespeare’s Sonnets every day. Even if the 

sonnet has nothing to do with the current situation we find ourselves in, it feels good on the soul to 

hear them read so skillfully and so well. 

 

When I find myself in difficult times, I like to go to Maya Angelou’s poem “Still I Rise.” It brings me 

hope in a way that nothing else does. Ms. Angelou and I don’t share exactly the same life stories. I’ll 

never know what it’s like to be a descendant of slaves, or what it’s like to be a beautiful Black 

Woman; and yet, my heart is still moved by the way her words touch my story. 

 

Where compositions in prose adhere to logical progressions and a steady cadence of one idea to the 

next, poetry allows us to move as the Holy Spirit moves on the breath of God. What poem reaches 

out to you today. Perhaps it’s a poem put to music - like a hymn. I spoke with one of our parishioners 

today who lives alone, and she told me that she sings “There is a Green Hill Far Away” and The Old 

Rugged Cross.” She doesn’t know why these particular hymns come to her. Perhaps it’s the breath of 



God moving around her. From what would you like to draw words on Good Friday when your own 

words fail you?  

 

Psalm 22, verse 23: “For God does not despise nor abhor the poor in their poverty; neither is the 

Lord’s face hidden from them; but when they cry to God, God hears them.” 

 

For Good Friday, that’s the good news. 


