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Grace and Peace to you this day in the name of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 
 
As a teenager, Elie Wiesel survived Nazi Germany’s concentration camps at Auschwitz and 
Buchenwald.  Years later he wrote of his experience in an autobiography he titled Night.  What 
he described in this book was not only his physical experience of the holocaust but his spiritual 
experience of it as well.  As he watched with horror the annihilation of adults and children – of 
friends and family members – all of his previously held beliefs about God and how God related 
to us in life were shattered. 
  
Wiesel would argue and argue with God, demanding to know how God could allow this to 
happen, wondering where God was in all of this.  It seemed as if God had abandoned God’s 
people – that God was nowhere to be found.  Then, one day, he heard a voice from within him 
ask: “Where is God?”  Wiesel heard the answer come from within himself: “God is right here.  
God is being hanged on these gallows.” 
 
What Wiesel came to understand was that God was not, in some manner or fashion, above 
them as they suffered below.  Nor had God gone off somewhere in a distant heaven 
abandoning God’s people to suffer on their own.  It was really completely the opposite.  God 
was in the midst of their suffering and God was suffering with them.  God was dying as they 
were dying. 
 
Every year on Palm Sunday it is our tradition to stand outside the church building with our palm 
branches, listen to the story of Jesus’ triumphal entry into Jerusalem, and then enter the 
sanctuary, singing and waving our branches of palm.  Each year on Palm Sunday, I like to take 
those branches of palm and fold them, making crosses out of them, and talk about how our 
worship this day moves from the celebration of that triumphal entry to the passion of our 
Lord’s suffering and death.  I would have done that this year with you also, but of course, our 
circumstances are preventing it.  Yet I still want to speak with you about the meaning of the 
cross for our lives. 
 
The cross is first and foremost an instrument of execution.  It represents one of the cruelest and 
most humiliating methods of capital punishment.  It was one of the empire’s ways of 
eliminating its political enemies, but in a more general sense, the cross has come to represent 
humankind’s desire to rid itself of God and be our own god.  And the empty cross stands as the 
truth that God simply will not let this happen. 
 
But there are other dimensions to what the cross symbolizes.  With many I like to think of the 
upright beam of the cross as the vertical dimension representing God’s relation to the world, 
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while the transverse beam represents the horizontal dimension of ours.  That these two beams 
intersect each other symbolizes the intersection of God and humankind. 
  
But this intersection does not happen off in some spiritual dimension.  The cross of Christ is 
planted firmly on the earth.  It is something that happens right here.  Where is it that our lives 
intersect with God’s?  It is right here in this place and it is in the midst of what is happening 
right now. 
 
Where is God in the midst of this pandemic?  Where is God in the midst of people who are 
dying and people who are grieving?  Where is God in the midst of people who are losing their 
livelihoods and economies that are crumbling?  God is in the midst of this: dying and grieving 
and becoming poor.  God is with the health-care providers and the researchers looking for 
cures and vaccines.  There is not one place in all of this where God is not and there is not one 
life of which God is willing to let go.  For me, this is what the cross means for the intersection of 
God’s life with ours, and it means that with us, God is always working for life. 
 
A number of years ago a reporter went to Calcutta, India to interview Mother Teresa.  
Surrounded by the incredible poverty of that city, the reporter asked Teresa how she could 
continue to keep her spirit up while working against odds that seemed insurmountable – how 
she could keep fighting a fight she was never going to win.  The entire time the interviewer was 
talking to her, Mother Theresa was cradling an infant in her arms, trying to get the child to take 
a bottle.  Without looking up the nun said: “Oh, look.  She is finally taking nourishment.”  Then 
she looked up at the reporter and said, “God doesn’t call us to be successful.  God calls us to be 
faithful.” 
 
There is a big mountain yet before us.  I believe things will get much worse before they get 
better.  As people of the cross, God seeks us to know that God is in this with us and God will see 
us through this.  I hope in these times we will not only define things by how many people are ill 
and how many people are dying, but also, and for me more importantly so, by how we are 
responding to what is going on about us.  I hope we define these times by the courage and 
dedication of first responders and emergency room workers, of all health-care professionals 
and medical researchers.  I hope we can define ourselves by the young people going out these 
days and purchasing groceries for the older folks in their neighborhoods so the more vulnerable 
do not have to leave their homes.  I hope we can define ourselves by those who continue to 
stock and staff food pantries, by those who constantly pray for the welfare of all, and those 
who refuse to let the light of their hope be extinguished.  I hope we define ourselves as people 
who continue to ask: “Where is God in all this?” and seek to be faithful in going where God is 
taking us.  Amen. 
 


