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I was a complete and total Daddy’s girl. He and Mom had married young, both coming 

from big families and both wanting the same thing from their own marriage. But as is the way of 
the world sometimes, that dream didn’t materialize. I was their only child, and I was born after 
they had been married almost fourteen years.  So from the very beginning, I was the apple of 
Dad’s eye. He spoiled me with his love and affection, and I adored him. When he was around, I 
felt safe; protected; and loved even when he was disciplining me. During my childhood I didn’t 
see Dad’s human imperfections. I only knew that he meant everything to me. 

 
Dad had six sisters, three of whom lived their adult lives in or close to Rapid City, South 

Dakota.  Their mother, my grandmother, lived in a small Indiana town, so she didn’t get to see 
those three daughters very often. But when she had the opportunity to travel, she jumped at the 
chance. The year when I was about seven years old, my grandmother decided to visit Rapid City. 
Sometimes she took the train, but this time, she decided to fly. Our family drove her to the 
airport in Fort Wayne to catch the flight. 

 
Of course my parents knew of my significant attachment to Dad. So before the trip to the 

airport, they took care to explain to me that Dad was not leaving with my grandmother. 
However, he would be escorting her onto the plane. She needed some assistance because of the 
severe arthritis that had settled into her knees long before I arrived on the scene. So when we 
reached the airport, Mom and I watched from the window as Dad and Grandma approached the 
airplane together. And as I watched, my Dad—my whole world—disappeared into the plane. I 
waited patiently to see him reappear, because I had been told he was not leaving. But he didn’t 
come out of the plane. As much as I had been promised, he was gone.    

 
And then, the emotions started. I was frantic: was Dad okay? I was scared and I felt 

abandoned: the most important person in my whole life just had left me. I was mad because the 
promise of Dad not leaving had been broken.  Didn’t he love me anymore? Even though I was a 
child, those emotions were very real. When I tell you this story this morning—all those years 
later—those desperate emotions are  just as vivid to me now as  then.  

 
And I know that I’m not alone in that.  The likelihood is that each of us have experienced 

significant, negative emotions at least once, if not more times, in our lifetimes. Those emotions 
sometimes can reappear even when we think they have been resolved years ago. Logically, we  
know that life is made up of good and bad; of valleys and mountains. But when we’re in those 
valleys, we often feel as if we have been betrayed by another human being. Even worse, we can 
feel as if God has completely abandoned us; that we’re alone in the world. That, I think, is the 
situation that the psalmist confronted when he penned Psalm 22.  

 
Those horrible emotions of abandonment; of despair; of desperation (among others) are 

not really one of my favorite things to discuss on a Sunday morning. It is always my preference 
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to have an uplifting service to fill us up with God’s love as we leave our community of faith each 
week. But we do live in the real world, and rough life circumstances are a reality. Sometimes it 
can seem as if God just isn’t there, or worse, just doesn’t care.  As people of faith, what do we do 
in that situation? Before we talk about that, let’s begin with a prayer. 

 
Eternal God, You have ordered this world and all that is in it. You love us greatly and 

have given us many good gifts to show us your love.  But sometimes we have to deal with the 
very real emotions of abandonment and despair. Draw close to us this morning, Lord. Send 
your Spirit to be with us and among us as we wrestle with the difficult situations of life. Help 
each of us to reach for you first, knowing that you are always there, even if it doesn’t seem like 
it. May the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be pleasing to you, our Rock 
and our Redeemer. Amen. 

 
The Book of Psalms, or the Psalter, is ancient poetry, and scholars believe that many 

psalms were songs that were sung in worship at the Temple in Jerusalem. The psalms are 
universally loved and known, and contain some of the most well- known and familiar verses of 
scripture in the Bible. These poems speak to timeless truths, despite the fact that some of the 
metaphors may not be in use today. But one of the biggest reasons that the psalms are so popular 
is that we can relate to them all of these years after they were written, because their focus is 
often on emotions or feelings. When we look into the night sky, we share the sense of awe in 
Psalm 8: “Lord, our Lord, How majestic is your name in all of the earth!” We feel relaxed and 
loved as we hear the words of psalm 23, “God makes me lie down in green pastures; he leads me 
beside still waters.” This morning, as we responsively read the first 18 verses of psalm 22 
together, we were able to hear the pain of the psalmist, and maybe feel a little bit of that pain as 
well. 

 
Psalm 22 is classified as a lament psalm, one in which the author expresses deep sorrow; 

grief; or regret. About one-third of the entire psalter is comprised of psalms of lament: they are 
beautiful poems or hymns expressing human struggles. These psalms are prayers that lay out a 
troubling situation to the Lord and make a request for His help. Our psalm this morning is 
particularly familiar, because it is the one that Jesus quoted when he was hanging on the cross. I 
remember so clearly the very first time I heard that Jesus had uttered those words.  I shocked that 
God would abandon his only Son. But one of the commentators I looked at while researching 
this sermon indicated that the Hebrew verb translated ‘forsaken’ means more literally ‘to leave’.  
The Common English Version of the Bible translates this verse as “My God, My God, why have 
you left me all alone?”  Those words resonate with me. 

 
On Good Friday in 2017, when I was in a rehabilitation facility and separated from those 

I love, I read Psalm 22.  Those opening words touched me deeply. I knew in my heart that the 
Lord had been with me on every step of my cancer journey, and I knew that many people were 
praying for me. I didn’t trust in God any less at that particular moment, in fact, I had already seen 
glimpses of God’s glory and my healing.  But in that moment, I FELT.  I felt despair; I felt 
agony; I felt helpless. Sometimes, it is important to just give voice to those deep and dark 
emotions inside of us. Psalm 22 displays those emotions in a very special way that can be 
cathartic.  
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This morning, I’d like to focus on three things as we think about Psalm 22,  and many of 
the other lament psalms as well. First, it is perfectly fine and normal to experience strong 
emotions: God made us to be emotional beings. Our natural reaction to significant events in life 
will be filled with emotion, both joy and sorrow. When we have good experiences, there will be 
joy.  When lose someone we love, there will be grief and sadness.  Our lives are richer for those 
emotions, though sometimes it can be difficult to handle. In a conversation I had this week, one 
individual was discussing their own situation and said, “Life just comes at you sometimes.” That 
was a perfect description of what happens to each of us, isn’t it?    

 
It is important to note that sometimes there are situations in which certain emotional 

issues must be treated medically. If you or someone you know are in that situation—even if you 
suspect that may be the case-- seek medical assistance. Don’t put it off because you heard in 
church that ‘emotions are okay.’  

 
Corrie ten Boom was born into a devout Christian family in Harlaam, Holland near 

Amsterdam.  In May of 1940, the Germans besieged Holland. Within five short days, Holland 
succumbed to its enemy and to German occupation of the country.  Soon the ten Booms began to 
notice the significant harassment and persecution of their Jewish friends and colleagues. In her 
book, Corrie remembers that the family often talked about the potential opportunities to assist 
those who were being harassed. The ten Booms were known as compassionate people who were 
willing to help others, even at significant risk to themselves. 

 
One day, a young woman appeared at the back door of the house asking for shelter. Soon 

there were more refugees fleeing the Germans, and the ten Booms had the house remodeled to 
include a hidden room which would accommodate more people if necessary. The entire 
household participated in practice drills in case of a raid by the Gestapo. Inevitability, that raid 
came one night after the ten Booms were reported to the authorities by a neighbor. Casper and 
his four children, including Corrie, were sent to a local prison Corrie was separated from her 
family and desperate to know their fate. She took comfort in the fact that all of those hiding in 
the ten Boom house on the night of the raid were safe. 

 
Conditions in prison were deplorable, with moldy straw mats for beds and little light. 

Corrie was relegated to solitary confinement and lost all contact with humans. Eventually, she 
and her sister Betsie were released, but were herded onto a rail car bound for the concentration 
camp Ravensbruck. Eighty women were packed into a rail car that had room for forty, and no 
provisions had been made for food for water. Upon arrival at Ravensbruck, Corrie and Betsie 
discovered that conditions in the camp were even worse than in the prison. Lack of food; proper 
hydration; and inadequate clothing fostered an environment of sickness, to say nothing of the 
constant mistreatment at the hands of their oppressors. Yet Corrie and Betsie never felt 
abandoned by God.  One of Corrie’s best known quotes sums up her feelings: “There is no pit so 
deep that God’s love is not deeper still.” 

 
Betsie died at Ravensbruck, but Corrie was released in 1945. After the war, she traveled 

in Europe, and later on the entire world, spreading a story of love and forgiveness. She had been 
severely punished for trying to help another human being. Her family members suffered and 
some of them perished. Corrie had been in one of the darkest places on earth, and yet she held on 
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to her faith. How did she do it? Corrie herself says it the best: “I had a hiding place when things 
were bad. Jesus was this place, the rock cleft for me.” 

 
The second thing that I want to say about dealing with our own life difficult situations is 

this: it is okay to ask God questions. Even on some days, it is okay to be mad at God. A few 
years ago, a chaplain friend told me about the day that she ministered to a mother who  just lost 
her child. On that day, and probably many days after, the mother was mad at God, and I think 
that is understandable. It is even okay to wonder if God hears our prayers, and we are not the 
first to do so. I believe that God understands our anger and desperation, and has deep compassion 
for us during those times. 

 
Agnes Gonxha was born in Albania in August of 1910. At age 18, she left home to join 

the Sisters of Laredo covenant in Ireland, intending to become a missionary to India. A few years 
later, when she accepted Holy Orders in the Roman Catholic Church, she chose to be named 
after her patron saint: Thérèse of Lisieux. The world came to know her as Mother Teresa. 

 
Mother moved from Ireland to India, where she worked in the Loretto convent for 19 

years. After that, she moved to Calcutta and began the ministry for which she became known: the 
Missionaries of Charity. Mother Teresa believed that her call from God was to the poorest of the 
poor; those who needed even just a small amount of love in their lives. She felt that God sent her 
into the slums of Calcutta with the words, “Come, be My Light” to those who are in deep 
darkness. Mother Teresa and her cohorts established hospices; hospitals; and schools for the 
desperately poor. She lived out God’s command to love others, and one of her well known 
sayings is “Do Small Things with Great Love”.  

 
We are somewhat familiar with Mother’s work and with her faith. What many of us may 

not be familiar is the lengthy spiritual darkness that she endured for much for her life. She 
directly heard from God—more than once—that she should go into the slums of Calcutta. 
Shortly after she accepted that mission, she stopped hearing from God at all. She described it as 
“that darkness, that loneliness; that feeling of terrible aloneness. Heaven from every side is 
closed.” For most of the time that she served with the Missionaries of Charity, Mother Teresa 
was in spiritual darkness. After several years, she wrote to her spiritual advisor that she had 
“come to love the darkness” because is a very small part of Jesus’ pain and darkness on earth.” 
“If I ever become a saint, she said, “I will surely be one of darkness. I will continually be absent 
from heaven to light the light of those in darkness on earth.” 

 
The third thing to learn from Psalm 22 is the most critical: stay in a relationship with 

God. Even if you’re mad; or if you have questions; or even during the dark and difficult times, 
stay in relationship with God. Yes, it might seem that you’re alone. There are some very difficult 
and serious situations in this world, and within our own community, and I in no way want to 
gloss over those or to insinuate that they are insignificant. But even when it doesn’t seem like it, 
God is there. Even when it seems like we are unloved or even unlovable, God loves each of us. 

   
Why did Corrie ten Boom hold onto her faith in the darkness of a concentration camp? 

Why was Mother Teresa able to hold on to her faith even during years of spiritual darkness? I 
think that the answer is the same for both of them: they were able to trust. They trusted that God 
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was with them, even in the times of what appeared to be abandonment. They trusted in God, 
even when things happened that were unexplainable and understandable. And because of that 
trust, they each stayed in their relationships with God.  

 
Right in the midst of his pain, the author of Psalm 22 wrote that his ancestors trusted in 

God, and were not disappointed. Our God is the Alpha and the Omega. He was there in the 
beginning; is with us right now; and will be with us in the future. It is our relationships with God 
that give us hope for that future: for the time when the lion will lie down with the lamb; for the 
time when there will be no more crying and mourning and pain; and when God’s realm shall 
reign supreme. That hope will not eliminate our most difficult days, but it will help us to endure 
them: to be sure of God’s love, even in the midst of our darkness nights. Amen. 


