
Good Friday 2013 
  
Writes the prophet Isaiah: 
  
“Surely he has borne our infirmities and carried our diseases; yet we 
accounted him stricken, and struck down by God and afflicted.” 
  
Nearly 60 years ago, in a place he called “The Kingdom of Night”, 
Holocaust survivor, Nobel Laureate, and author Elie Wiesel witnessed 
an unspeakable act which forever changed him. With thousands of 
other European Jews, Wiesel was deported to the Nazi concentration 
camp at Buna in Poland where prisoners worked until they died of 
starvation or exhaustion, or until they were shot for any number of 
constantly changing infractions – most of them minor. 
  
In his book, Night, Wiesel writes of the discovery by SS guards of a 
cache of weapons stockpiled by prisoners in preparation for an escape 
attempt. Retribution was swift and deadly. Once the SS learned the 
identities of the four conspirators or ringleaders – three adults and a 
boy of thirteen – the leader was brutally tortured over several days but 
implicated no one else. He was transferred to Auschwitz, never to be 
heard of again. The remaining two adults and the young teenage boy 
were condemned to death, having revealed nothing under brutal 
torture. The entire camp was assembled to witness the executions. 
Three gallows had been erected in the prison yard. The condemned 
were brought out in chains and each was forced to stand on a chair. 
Nooses were placed around their necks, and behind him, Wiesel heard 
someone ask out loud, “Where is God?” At that very moment, the 
chairs were kicked away by guards. The two adults, being heavier, 
died fairly quickly – the young boy, however, was not so fortunate. 
Already slight of stature and existing on a starvation diet, he was 
much too light for a quick and merciful end. For a long time his frail 
body hung from the gallows, suspended somewhere between life and 
death. The prisoners were forced to march past the gallows before the 
child was claimed by death. Behind him, in the line of prisoners, Wiesel 
heard the same voice intone, “Where is God?” 
  
The prophet’s answer?  “Surely he has borne our infirmities and 
carried our diseases; yet we accounted him stricken; struck down by 
God and afflicted.”  But as Isaiah reminds us in the very next verse, 
“He was wounded for our transgressions; crushed for our iniquities.” 
On an early spring day in the Roman-occupied territory of Palestine, 
around 34 A.D., the people of Jerusalem also witnessed  an 
unspeakable act; one not involving three gallows but three wooden 
crosses, instruments of quite possibly the most horrific and brutal 



method of execution every devised by man – crucifixion. Three 
prisoners were marched through the narrow streets of Jerusalem, each 
forced to carry the wooden cross he would soon be nailed to, and each 
savagely whipped every step of the way by the Roman guards. One of 
the three, having already borne 39 lashes and weak from loss of 
blood,  finally had to be assisted in carrying His burden by a bystander 
pulled randomly from the crowd. Finally reaching what was known as 
“The place of the skulls” or “Golgotha”, a hill just outside the city, the 
three condemned men were nailed to their crosses which were then 
raised up and anchored into the ground. They were left there for all to 
see, left there to die slowly in unspeakable agony under the blazing 
sun. It was about noon. 
  
Later, the prisoner named “Yeshua” spoke from the cross. He asked a 
young follower, John, to care for His mother, Mary. He said He was 
thirsty, and then, clearly delirious thought the witnesses, He asked His 
Father to forgive His executioners because they did not know what 
they were doing. He then cried out, asking why God had forsaken Him, 
before uttering His final words, “It is finished.” 
  
A man named Joseph of Arimathea asked authorities if he might claim 
the body of Jesus to be sealed in a recently completed tomb owned by 
him. They consented, and late that afternoon the body was wrapped in 
a white shroud and placed in the tomb. The opening was then sealed 
with a hug rock or boulder before sundown and the start of the Jewish 
Sabbath. 
  
So, just where was God? Where was God when the 13 year old boy 
hung from the gallows in the Buna concentration camp? Where was 
God when His only son cried out to Him from the cross on Calvary? For 
that matter, where is God today when, as we gather here, thousands 
of children in this country and around the world are dying every day of 
starvation, trapped in an unending cycle of poverty, famine, and often 
physical abuse? 
  
Where was God last December when Adam Lanza murdered 20 small 
children and 6 adults at Sandy Hook Elementary School in New Town, 
Connecticut? Where is God when the elderly neighbor or your spouse 
or grandparent is diagnosed with cancer, Alzheimer’s, or some other 
life-changing or life-threatening disease? 
  
Where is God when the world has gone crazy; when life as we know it 
is changed in an instant by devastating news, or by the desperate act 
of fanatics? Where was God? Where is God? These are timeless 



questions. These are faith-challenging questions. These are Good 
Friday questions. 
  
And while there is and always has been an answer to such questions, 
in today’s world, accustomed as we are to the instant gratification 
which brings with it tangible and clear solutions, that answer is not 
what some want to hear: Where was God? Where is God? God was 
right there. 
  
God is right here doing what God does best – suffering with us. God is 
weeping. God is bearing all that cannot possibly be borne by us alone 
when those tsunamis of misfortune come crashing onto the once 
tranquil shores of our lives, destroying everything in their path. 
  
God is there by the hospital bed; God is next to us in the 
unemployment line. God is there when the doctor gives you those test 
results that suddenly rock your world. On countless battlefields, and in 
those foxholes where there are no atheists, God is there. 
  
Elie Wiesel recalls that in response to the man who wondered where 
God was as the child was hanging from the gallows, someone replied, 
“There is God. God is hanging there on the gallows”, once again doing 
what God does best – suffering with us. 
  
And because God in Jesus of Nazareth suffers, and bleeds, and weeps, 
and dies with us – so it is that when Jesus of Nazareth defeats death 
and rises to become Christ Jesus, we rise with Him when our journey 
here is ended. And while His followers did not yet grasp His promised 
Resurrection on that dark Friday afternoon on Calvary, the story was 
not yet over; the story is not yet over. 
  
Because beyond every crucifixion, beyond every dark Friday in our 
lives, for those who believe in His name, there lies a Resurrection. 
People then and now who see horrible suffering and tragedies in our 
world, who cry out “Where is God?”, and lose their faith have 
misunderstood the promise and the gift of Jesus Christ foretold by 
Isaiah. Because the promise has never been that where God is there is 
no suffering, but rather that wherever there is suffering….God is. 
Because He was wounded for our transgressions; He was bruised for 
our iniquities; upon Him was the punishment that made us whole…and 
by His wounds, we are healed. 
 
 
THANKS BE TO GOD! 
 


