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310 HERTZLER ROAD, MECHANICSBURG PA. 17055 

April 3, 2015 – Good Friday 
 

Open a dictionary and it becomes evident that there are many definitions of prayer.  
Open the Bible and we see many ways of praying.  Dictionaries tell us that prayer is “an 
address to God or a god in word or thought,” “a spiritual communion with God or an 
object of worship,” or “the act or practice of praying to God or an object of worship.” 
 
Too often we pray—whether at home, in church, or even at work or school—and the 
focus is on us: our wants, our needs.  Our most frequent references to prayer—brief 
sentences such as, “Pray for me,” or “I’ll pray for you”—include God only tangentially 
as the provider, the giver, the servant of our wishes.  God is too often imagined only as 
the great provider.  And He is that. 
 
But there is a cost.  Our wishes, our demands, our dreams—our prayers—are not 
without cost. 
 
We can come to God on bended knee or standing in supplication, and we will be heard, 
but there is a price.  You and I stand before God as a beloved child and not a reviled 
and unworthy sinner.  We enjoy status before God: sons and daughters, heirs to the 
Kingdom, not slaves and not enemies.   
 
The price of admission into the fullness of God’s grace, the price for our inheritance, is 
dear.  It is daunting.  It is steep. 
 
Theologians reflect on the nature of the Divine Trinity, the three distinct persons who 
comprise the godhead.  They tell us that, from all eternity, the Father’s love was so great 
that it produced another person, the second person of the Trinity, the Word through 
whom the universe was created.  When the Father and the Son looked with perfect love 
upon one another, the Holy Spirit proceeded forth from love pure and intense.  Pure 
love layered upon pure love.  The eternal dynamism of Father, Son, and Spirit provokes 
nothing but awe and wonder. 
 
There are few moments in life more touching, more emotionally-evocative, than seeing 
loving parents holding their newborn child.  There is a bond among parents and child 
beyond description.  The love is more than words can capture.  There is a desire to 
remain together, savoring life itself, a thirst never for that moment to end. 
 
Tragically, the loss of a child opens an unhealable wound.  Love taken away cannot be 
replaced.  There is a hole, an emptiness, in the soul and dreams of a parent who has lost 
a child. 
 
If we with our imperfect love know such a wound, if we with our imperfect love 
experience such loss, imagine if you can the agony wrought within perfect love by the 
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separation of the Son from the Father, the wound of the Father and the Spirit as the Son 
left their side to don lowly human flesh.   
 
A message was to be delivered: perfect love to imperfect beings, perfect mercy to 
vengeful races, perfect joy to weeping peoples.  The Father knew, with the Spirit, that 
such a message would threaten and disquiet, would catalyze wrath and envy, would 
rend complacency.  The Father knew that the serene joy of Mary and Joseph holding 
their newborn child as the Word became flesh would not be the lingering memory of 
the Son in eternity.  There would be another moment, another memory. 
 
A prophet looking into Mary’s soul told her that a sword shall pierce her heart.  
 
A message was to be delivered.  The message would be told, despite anger and 
opposition: mercy is ours—love unyielding, joy unimaginable: “Eye has not seen, ear 
has not heard, nor has it so much dawned on the mind of man what God has prepared 
for us.”  The message, however, was too overreaching for many, too far beyond their 
comfort. 
 
“Crucify him!” they called of the messenger.  The Father must have wept as He 
withheld His wrath from those who whipped and tormented His beloved Son.  Perfect 
and infinite love alive from all eternity brought to His knees and nailed, hammer blow 
upon hammer blow, to a cross so tiny in the sight of God yet so agonizingly vast to a 
dying man.  Vast, because it bore our sins. 
 
An unimaginable ache grew up in the infinite heart of God, awakened anew with each 
blow of the hammer, with each sneer of the passersby, and with each labored breath of 
His dying Son.   
 
All the might and fury of the One who created and sustained the universe was rising 
up, but with it the remembrance of mercy promised and mercy given.  The rage of a 
Father whose only Son is taken unjustly was held back by a simple word barely 
breathed by the dying Son: “Father, forgive them.” And He breathed His last.  
 
Darkness veiled the light so marvelously created eons before.  The sun refused to shine. 
An earthquake gave the merest hint of the furious wrath held within the Father. A veil 
torn top to bottom in a temple defiled by priests who drew the blood of His Son was 
only a shadow of the fury in the Father’s heart. 
 
And then… silence. 
 
In the tomb where the tears of Mary joined the myrrh, the balm which was given to a 
baby long ago and now which anointed his lifeless body, in the tomb from which all but 
one of His closest friends fled, leaving Mary and John in their isolated wonder, in the 
tomb where the flesh once held the immensity of an eternal being—in the tomb, in a 
hole in the rock, God determined that the message would not die. 



Monsignor William J. King                           Copyright © 2015, Saint Elizabeth Ann Seton Parish 

 
“You have been purchased, and at a great price,” Saint Paul would later write.  You and 
I walk upright as sons and daughters of a loving God, because that loving Father vowed 
that His pain and wrath would not become vengeance but mercy. 
 
How many of your sins and mine cry out, “Crucify Him! Crucify Him!”, because “It 
was our stripes that he bore, and our sins that He carried.”  WE KILLED HIM! 
 
Ours is not a perfect love by far, but the One who is perfect love itself offers us only 
mercy.  Vengeance and wrath would fill our hearts at the sight of an only son cruelly 
beaten and killed, but perfect love transforms vengeance into mercy and wrath into 
love. 
 
Jesus carried your sins and mine, putting them to death on a blood-soaked slab of 
wood.  We have been purchased, and at what a price.  Sons and daughters, heirs to a 
glorious kingdom.  That we are, but the cost was great: behold the wood of the cross, on 
which hung the salvation of the world.   
 
Tonight we have heard and participated in the retelling of the Passion of Jesus.  We can 
scarcely imagine the passion of the Father in Heaven, but we can drink deeply of His 
mercy beyond our understanding. 
 
In a moment we, made sons and daughters by mercy itself and not our own doing, will 
dare to hand to our loving Father the needs of a broken world.  Lengthy petitions 
capture the universal needs and dreams of humanity. We hand them to perfect love 
itself.   
 
These are the needs and pains of a suffering world carried to the cross by the Son of 
God and son of Mary.  These are what nailed Him to the wood of the cross. 
 
Then, when we have handed over our needs and prayers, we venerate that wood, for on 
it our sins died together with the Son of God.  We approach it as sinners; we arise as 
sons and daughters.  
 
Then, made sons and daughters by the mercy of God alone, we step forward once again 
to take into ourselves the flesh that purchased our salvation.  In the Eucharist, the body 
and the blood that died on the wood, we eat and drink of the pain we handed Him and 
the mercy He returned.   
 
Behold the wood of the cross.  On it was hung our salvation. 


