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Good Friday 

All Too Real 

In the past I have looked on this day with a depth of grief and disbelief. Today I find the story all 
too possible, all too real. This Holy Week as we have journeyed from Palm Sunday to this 
moment where we stand at the foot of the cross I have recognized the reality of the story from a 
different lens. This year I experience the pain and suffering of Jesus and his companions along 
the way with a poignancy much closer and deeper than in years gone by.  

He was despised and rejected by others; a man of suffering and acquainted with infirmity; and as 
one from whom others hide their faces he was despised, and we held him of no account. - 
Isaiah 53:3 

Macky shared with me the other day that the Filipino translation of Judas with the Spanish 
influence is Hudas and for the people of the Philippians there is a saying ‘watch for the hudas at 
the table’ or ‘there is always a hudas’ at the table. Meaning the one ‘who does’ the traitor the 
thief. When I told him about the Maundy Thursday service of the meal he said ‘watch for the 
hudas at the table’ and laughed - he was joking but it lead to a very serious conversation. In 
Filipino ‘Hudas” is actually a swear word. You never want to be called ‘hudas.’  

As we spoke this holy week broke open for me and I began to be reminded that the thing about 
Good Friday is not that it's the day when the worst imaginable thing happened. The thing about 
Good Friday is that it's a day when an utterly normal thing happened. Occupation, colonization, 
execution, injustice, the collusion of state and religion, betrayal for money, public execution, 
mothers watching their sons be killed, suffering, tears. In human history and in the world today, 
these things are the norm, not the exception. 

I have lived a life in a time and place, and with enough privilege, that I haven’t always 
recognized that. I have been naive and selfish but the further I get in the journey of life and in 
the journey of faith the more I realize. Some choose to turn their gaze away from the cross and 
pretend it isn’t true. But I can’t and certainly not on a Good Friday. This is a day that refuses to 
let anyone hide their faces from it. Today, you can't look away from the pain of the world. 

Many people in this world, live every day with a deep-down awareness of how normal, or at 
least common, Good Friday violence is. The story of Good Friday feels pretty much like the 
story of last Tuesday. For those who need no reminders of the painfulness of existence, Good 
Friday offers something else: Easter. The end of the story. The promise that somehow, some way, 
God is planning to turn the world upside down and pull life out of death. A little hope. 



Some of us want to look away from that occupied cross because we're too privileged to handle 
the truth. Some of us can’t imagine a world with such terror, such cruelty, we look at it like a 
novel or a horror movie that is just a gruesome scene in the midst of a tale. But, some of us look 
away because we're tired of seeing it every day on the streets and in our homes. Good Friday 
grabs us firmly by the chins and refuses to let us turn our heads away. But it will let us raise our 
eyes just a bit to the hills beyond the cross, where Easter is just about to appear. 

Perhaps I haven’t understood Good Friday to this depth because I’ve never had to.  
But this year as I stand at the foot of the cross my internal ache is for the people of this world 
who are currently in a battle of occupation and power. I see images of cities being demolished, 
children and families slain or fleeing. I imagine the burden fathers carry to protect their country 
and I wonder every moment how can it still be this way in our world? How do we still put 
innocent to death?  
How does power still corrupt?  
How is it that in many countries people still do not have permission to profess their faith, to 
follow the way of peace and love and justice? 
How is it that we turn our eyes from this which happens everyday in this world in countries we 
never even see on the news?   
Why? How? “Because the power of evil will always resist the power of good, of God. Because 
when we look for the causes of our dissatisfaction, leaders are only too happy to identify 
someone, or some group, as causing all the problems, and to drive them out. Murder them, and in 
doing so assuring the people that the leader has saved them from what was causing all the 
problems. The Jews, the Irish, the natives, the Rohingyas, the Tutsis, the Bosnians or the Serbs, 
the blacks, the gays, the refugees….We see the rise of authoritarianism in our world as once 
again populations turn to the promise of oppressive leadership to take charge and save the nation, 
at the cost of the next group to be scape-goated.” (Debra Bowman)  

Today, as I stand at the foot of the cross I give thanks for Jesus who showed us how to live in this 
kind of world and in the same breath my heart breaks open with despair and sorrow. Today I am 
reminded that every day we live in this paradox of faith. Every day in this cruel, broken world is 
a Good Friday, and every day in this blessed, beautiful, breathtaking creation filled with love and 
promise is an Easter Sunday. Today, Holy God, breath of life we pray your kindom come.  

Amen.  
 


