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Good Friday—Year B 

Isaiah 52:13-53:12 

Psalm 22 

Hebrews 10:16-25 

John 18:1-19:42 

 

We knew when we started this journey last Sunday that we would end up here. We knew when 

we started this journey back on February 14
th

, Ash Wednesday, that eventually, we would end 

up here. As much as we wish it would turn out differently, as much as we wish we could do 

something to shift this inevitable course of events, we can’t. Disciples will still betray their 

Teacher and deny him when their own well-being is under threat, the powers-that-be will still 

do whatever it takes to retain their position and power (including taking the coward’s way 

out to avoid having to make a decision at all), those with no power will still take out their 

powerlessness on the innocent for the momentary rush of feeling some semblance of control, 

people will still turn away, flee even, from the face of suffering. There is so much pain in this 

day; it’s hard to stay present. 

 

But stay present we must, or we will miss why this Friday is ever called Good. 

 

And this year, it is the students of Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School in Parkland, 

Florida who are showing us the deeper truths of this day. We started this Lenten journey with 

them on that fateful Ash Wednesday day back in February—a day when we marked our 

mortality, and they lived it—we began this journey with them; it only makes sense that we end 

it with them. 

 

Last Saturday, I watched as Emma González, one of the student leaders of this #NeverAgain 

movement, stood before the nation for 6 minutes and 20 seconds, the length of time the shooter 

went on his rampage ending 17 lives, injuring 15 more, changing countless lives forever. For 2 

minutes and 10 seconds, she recounted, powerfully, what her friends would never do again, 

and THEN she fell silent, for one minute, two minutes, three minutes.   

 

Isaiah said it this morning—“He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, yet he did not open his 

mouth; like a lamb that is led to the slaughter, and like a sheep that before its shearers is 

silent, so he did not open his mouth.”  

 

One minute, two minutes, three minutes—the silence went on, and Emma just stared 

straight ahead, fierce, focused, tears streaming down her cheeks. The crowd—500,000 

strong in DC, millions around the world—didn’t know what to do, and from time-to-time, they 

broke into chants, only to fall into silence again as Emma held her sacred, silent ground. 

Others didn’t know what to make of her silence—later they wondered whether she had gotten so 

choked up she couldn’t go on.  

 

But Emma, Emma knew exactly what she was doing. She was holding the fiercest presence 

I’ve ever witnessed in my life. She was forcing all of us to be present to this suffering, to this 

moment, to all the sin and brokenness in this world, and in doing so, she was taking us 



 2 

deeper, deeper, deeper. Four minutes of silence. Finally, she spoke again, but honestly, I don’t 

remember what she said; I was still shaken by the sheer force of her presence. 

 

THAT is what God in Jesus is doing on this day—the sheer force of Jesus’ presence 

proclaiming that the great “I AM” is here and present and fierce and steadfast, with arms 

stretched out on the hard wood of the cross, having received everything that our broken 

humanity could hurl at him. Even here, in the face of everything that diminishes life and 

negates life and proclaims with Peter, “I am not”—even here, Jesus, God, proclaims “I AM.”  

 

In God’s arms stretched out, in that shattering, piercing, fierce silence—we have to reckon 

with suffering and death, and the sin that crucifies love over and over again. In the sheer 

silence of our crucified Lord, God shouts to the ends of the earth, “My love is stronger, my 

love is stronger, my love is stronger—you have to reckon with the power of this LOVE, you 

have to reckon with the sheer force of this PRESENCE. Do what you will to me, beloved 

broken humanity, but I AM, and I’m not going anywhere.” 

 

Emma showed us what that fierce presence looks like in the flesh and gave us a window into the 

fierce presence of God, who puts the full divine weight right where Emma did, in the heart of 

human suffering, and in refusing to let us flee that heart-wrenching space, changes us forever. 

 

So, gaze upon Emma in her fierce, piercing, tear-streaked face, OR gaze upon Jesus, face 

streaked with sweat and blood, hands and feet pierced with nails—don’t move on, don’t 

chant to release some of the discomfort, don’t do anything but stand still. Let both of them 

nail your feet to the ground until you can see the LOVE shining through that PRESENCE 

that takes us to the deep place where suffering and death and violence are redeemed in the 

LOVE that not even death can kill. Amen. 
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