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Good Friday
Sure would have liked to see him, yet he was gone over a year before I got there.  
Seeing the “Old Man” would have been something, no doubt.

Since 1604, natives and tourists alike found “the Old Man of the Mountains” to be inspiring.

In the White Mountains of New Hampshire,

A series of five granite rocks piled on top of each other to create the profile of a face.

It was a natural wonder that seemed to defy gravity…

That was until sometime between midnight and 2 a.m. on May 3, 2003…

When the rocks came tumbling to the ground.

How ironic… after years of being seen and photographed by millions of people,

It was in darkness when the rocks finally gave way to gravity’s constant pull…

It was in darkness when the rocks came crashing down the mountainside.

For me, there is nothing inspiring, nothing remarkable about a pile of rubble...

Instead of lifting spirits with wonder, a pile of fallen rocks reminds of brokenness.
Imagine what it must have been like to be one of the disciples during that first Holy Week,
as the rocks began to fall all around them… 
in darkness, their hopes and dreams tumbled to the ground.

Maybe it was like being in a doctor’s office or in a hospital bed,


When test results come back and they are not as hoped for, not as prayed for…

Maybe it was like losing a job without real prospects for further employment,

When you are already living close to the financial edge… 

Maybe it was like being at the bedside of a loved one, machines droning in the background,


When you need to say final words, goodbyes, and “I love yous”…

When rocks such as these start to fall - we can find ourselves trapped in the darkness.
Sometimes it is a result of our own sinful nature and our poor choices…
Sometimes it is a result of the sinfulness of others, their choices which leave us out…

Sometimes it is a result of forces beyond anyone’s control or understanding…

Regardless of the source, the result is the same… we find ourselves trapped and cornered.

No obvious options, no easy answers, seemingly no way out… 

Between a rock and a hard place – that’s where many folks found themselves this Lent.

Together we cried many tears as we grieved the loss of family, friends, long time acquaintances.

Together we prayed in the midst of things we didn’t understand…

Together we longed for the day of Easter.

Between a rock and a hard place…that’s where it seems Jesus was on Good Friday… 

Betrayed, denied, an innocent convicted, tortured, crucified, died, and buried.
Yet if we take a close reading of the gospel of John, 

Throughout the arrest, trial, and crucifixion, things are hardly out of control.

Jesus – the Son of God – continues to have options, continues to make choices.

When the soldiers come to the Garden – Jesus walks out to greet them – “here I am”

When he is brought before Pilate – Jesus speaks about truth.

When he is led to Calvary – Jesus carries his own cross.

When he is hung on the cross – Jesus takes care of his mother and disciples
When it is time to die – Jesus gives up his spirit and breathes his last. 

All these details are unique to the Gospel of John… each plays an important role.

Why?   John wishes to proclaim in even the tiniest detail that Jesus is in control of the situation.

The Son of God chooses to suffer and die on a cross….

So that everyone who finds themselves between a rock and a hard place might have hope.

The Son of God chooses to share our humanity with all of its messy-ness…

So that when life gets messy we can be assured that God is present with us.

The Son of God chooses to lay down his life for the world…

So that the world might know what true love is and does.

In Jesus’ death on cross, we find a love that will not let us go…
We find the same love which created the world, creates life, redeems it and sets it frees…

Between the rock of the tomb and the hard place of the cross we find God’s love…
God’s Love invites us to care for each other, to help pick up the pieces of lives broken apart.

Tonight in the darkness, 

the Old Man’s face lies fractured hundreds of feet below where it once stood proudly.

Yet, as I was hiking those foothills last summer, 

I noticed that soil, moss, leaves had accumulated among other fallen boulders…

Providing a place for new life to spring forth…

Trees had grown between some shattered rocks; mighty pines and hardwoods.

As you walk among these trees, and the rays of sun shine through branches high above,

You are reminded of the wonder and the beauty of God’s creation.

You are also reminded of the power of God that is able to transform broken lives.
Though it is hard to imagine – between rocks and hard places, God is able to create new life.

God is able to invite new growth, new hope, into our lives.

God is able to foster and care for tender shoots through loving hearts and gentle hands.

God is able to make use of our imperfections, fractures, debris…

 – inviting us to serve and care and find real meaning in life.
Between a rock and a hard place – Good Friday tells us that Christ has been there before…

Between a rock and a hard place – you can find the fertile ground of Easter.
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