
October 10, 2021.     Rev. Katheryn McGinnis 
Let us pray, 
Let the words of my mouth and the meditation of all our heart be acceptable to you, 
my Lord, my rock and my redeemer.  Amen. 
Our scripture for this morning is from the 22nd Psalm, verses 1 through 15. Listen now 
for the word of the Lord. 
My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?  Why are you so far from helping me, from 
the words of my groaning? 2 O my God, I cry by day, but you do not answer; and by 
night, but find no rest.  3 Yet you are holy, enthroned on the praises of Israel.  4 In you 
our ancestors trusted;  they trusted, and you delivered them.  5 To you they cried, and 
were saved; in you they trusted, and were not put to shame. 6 But I am a worm, and not 
human; scorned by others, and despised by the people.   7 All who see me mock at me;  
they make mouths at me, they shake their heads;  8 “Commit your cause to the Lord; let 
him deliver — let him rescue the one in whom he delights!”  9 Yet it was you who took me 
from the womb; you kept me safe on my mother’s breast.  10 On you I was cast from my 
birth, and since my mother bore me you have been my God. 11 Do not be far from me, for 
trouble is near and there is no one to help.  12  Many bulls encircle me, strong bulls of 
Bashan surround me; 13 they open wide their mouths at me, like a ravening and roaring 
lion. 14 I am poured out like water, and all my bones are out of joint; my heart is like 
wax; it is melted within my breast; 15  my mouth is dried up like a potsherd, and my 
tongue sticks to my jaws; you lay me in the dust of death. 
The word of the Lord.  Thanks be to God. 
The book of Psalms, or sometimes called the psalter, is a beautiful book in the Hebrew 
bible - in our Old Testament.  
A Book filled with such rich imagery and poetic beauty and emotion that their words 
have lived in people’s hearts for generations and generations and generations.  
Quite literally thousands of years.  
I would imagine many of you already have a particular psalm that comes to mind that has 
touched your life that you carry with you - or perhaps an image or a verse that has 
captured your imagination time and time again. 
The book of Psalms is not really a book - it’s more accurately described as a collection of 
prayers and songs, that were  composed throughout Israel’s rich and long history.  
The name itself “Psalms” is derived from a Greek term meaning song.  
Its Hebrew title more specifically means hymns, or songs of praise. In this rich collection 
there are different types of Psalms - prayers and hymns - and these types of Psalms reflect 
their different usage - particular in worship - in the life of Israel. 



We’re most familiar with the hymns of praise - hymns that have made their way - albeit 
modified - but the words of many of these hymns, these Psalms, have made their way into 
our very own hymnal we sing from today.   
The largest category of Psalms, however, in the Book of Psalms are not the hymns of 
praise.  
No,  the largest category of psalms are the psalms of lament.  
They are prayers for help - prayed individually or as a community - prayed in situations 
of severe distress and suffering. 
Nearly a 1/3 of the book of Psalms are these laments, these prayers for help.  
And just as hymns enhanced and brought beauty and meaning to their worship - so too 
were these psalms of lament important to the life or Israel.  
Walter Brueggemann says that these Psalms of lament lift up and call attention to the 
reality of human loss and human pain. 
But they do so without making moral judgements about whose fault it is. It is simply a 
given of human life that needs to be processed theologically. 
In short - they teach us how to face our anger, our suffering, our grief - and bring that,  
faithfully, to God.  
Our culture today tends to shy away from facing the reality of the dark side of life. 
Suffering and anger, grief and loss - these take away from the American dream that you 
can achieve anything you work hard toward.  
And so all too often instead of being given the tools to process through the darker side of 
life, we suppress and ignore.  
But in this current time and moment - Covid has bluntly and plainly forced us to stare 
right in the face the reality that suffering and anger and grief and loss abound. They 
always have - and always will. 
They define ourselves and our life as powerfully as joy and love and light. In our 
scripture for today - Psalm 22 - the Psalmist is angry.  
They open their prayer with a powerful call to God - my God, my God, why have you 
forsaken me?  
It’s a dramatic cry for us to hear - but such a cry directed plainly to God - even accusing 
God - would have been normative in the life and history of Israel.  
The psalmist feels forsaken, humiliated by his enemies, and utterly abandoned by God.  



So what does he do - he turns to God. Because God can handle his anger.  And our own.  
There is no need to hide the dark realities of the world and our lives from God. In anger, 
in grief, in lament -  
Psalm 22 teaches us to cry back at God and demand to know where God is.  
Doing so is a faithful response - in bringing our anger to God we still affirm God’s 
existence, God’s authority, and ultimately - our intimate relationship with God. 
A relationship that we cherish so much that we cry out in anger when we feel it’s been 
taken away.  
This is what the Psalms of lament teach us - that perhaps at the heart of it all - our anger, 
our suffering - is just the need to be nearer to God.  
Psalms of lament follow a specific structure: complaint, then, motivation, then petition.  
For psalm 22, it’s quite simple: the compliant is that God has abandoned him, the 
motivation for the complaint is that God is holy and saved his ancestors, so why not him, 
and the petition, the plea: Do not be far from me.  
All he wants is God to be near.  His God to near his to him - My God, My God. 
It’s a cry we all know - for its the cry Jesus cried on the cross.  
Christ on the cross - cries out because he too, feels utterly forsaken, abandoned by God.  
In his book, “The Wounded Healer”, Henry Nouwen writes about loneliness in our world 
and how it permeates into, and shapes, our faith.  
Loneliness, he believes, is one of the most painful human wounds in our society. 
But to Nouwen, he sees hope in loneliness, healing in loneliness, even transformation in 
loneliness. He writes: But the more I think about loneliness, the more I think that the 
wound of loneliness is actually like the Grand Canyon - a deep incision in the surface of 
our existence that has become an inexhaustible source of beauty and self understanding. 
Therefore I would like to voice loudly and clearly what might seem unpopular and maybe 
even disturbing: The christian way of life does not take away our loneliness; it protects 
and cherishes it as a precious gift.  
He writes about loneliness, but in his words - I substitute loneliness for anger, lament.  
The more I think that anger is like a grand canyon - a deep incision in the surface of our 
existence that has become an inexhaustible source of perhaps not only beauty and self 
understanding, but specifically an inexhaustible source of transformation, imitation, and 
creation. 
For as Jesus cried out in lament, in grief, in anger, to the God that had abandoned him - 
God took that cry and transformed it through resurrection.  



Took on the burden of Christ’s anger and brought new life from it.  
So, too, if we follow in the footsteps of Christ, of the Psalmist, and cry out in anger to 
God, God will take on the burden of anger. Hold it, and transform it. 
We have much to be angry about. We have much to lament. We have much to grieve.  
Let us not turn away from the blessing that Covid has forced us to face in this reality, 
name this reality, perhaps even own it.  
But it is much to hold. And when we held it for so long - and thus we feel ourselves turn 
from God, feel abandoned by God, is when we have to carry this load alone. 
But we don’t have to carry the load.  
Let us use the tools that Psalm 22 gives us - let us use the faithful response that Psalm 22 
gives us - and cry out desperately to God for help. 
For even this cry alone draws us nearer.  
For this cry makes room for God’s response - and perhaps God’s response is to look into 
the grand canyon of our anger - and like a roaring river, carve beauty right through it, 
transforming it.  
I am grateful for the hymns of praise that the Book of Psalms gives us: I am grateful to 
sing to the heavens of the glory of the Lord each and every week.  
But I am also grateful for the prayers of lament - that affirm the reality of human 
suffering, and gives me the courage to see God within it.  
For both: hymns and laments: speak to the need we all share: to just be near to God.  
Perhaps all we ever want: in praise and pain, is to be near enough to God to call God our 
own.  
My God, My God. 
Amen.


