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Psalm 2, 22, 27            18 April, 2014 
 

“Why do the nations conspire and the peoples plot in vain?” (Ps 2:1). 

 

It looked like the world, the devil, had gotten their way. 

They hauled Jesus to trial, where none defended him.  He was sentenced 
to death – for blasphemy, of all things, because with a straight face, sincere heart, 

Jesus answered affirmatively under oath before the living God he was his Son, the 

Christ. 

They marched Jesus to a cross, by which they exacted a penalty reserved 

for the most heinous criminals, as the cruelest humiliation. On the one hand it was 

a convenience: better to do away with this one man, though innocent, than to deal 

with a riot, fomenting at the steps of the palace.  On the other hand it was fair and 

faithful to the Passover custom the Roman governor established: Pilate asked the 

crowd whom they wanted released, and they did not choose Jesus.  How could he 

refuse their decision? 

Both times, the worldly wash their hands of any responsibility for Jesus’ 

suffering, for his death sentence.  (Did you notice that this past Sunday during the 
reading of Matthew’s Gospel?  Both chief priests and elders and later the Roman 

governor announced their innocence of wrongdoing: “It is your responsibility” 

[27:4, 24].)  They are merely carrying out their role of authority to address these 

circumstances.  The worldly, in spite of their hatred of or indifference toward the 

Son of God, in contradiction to their outward acceptance of Jesus’ death, know 

deep down they don’t want to be on the hook for this.  That guilt surrounds Jesus’ 

crucifixion. 

And Jesus suffered as though guilty.  The heartfelt rejection of his claim 

as the one and only Messiah. The ferocious degradation of his person that no God 

worth worshiping would tolerate or even permit such abuse to himself.  But what 

silenced everybody on Golgotha that day was the darkness above them all. 
Did anyone notice that they were all underneath the wrathful heavens? 

Did any ponder the truth God was proclaiming then about the sinful? 

 

“Kiss the Son, lest he be angry and you be destroyed in your way, 
for his wrath can flare up in a moment” (Ps 2:12a). 

 

Chief priests and elders, Pilate and the soldiers, the disciples – anyone of 

us could wash our hands and claim our innocence, but not before God Most Holy.  

The wrath that day was meant for us all. 

It was meant even for Jesus, God’s Son, because he is also our Savior. 

His grace amazes that, although Jesus had no sin ever to feel ashamed of 

or to repent of, on Good Friday he doesn’t explicitly claim his innocence. He tells 
the truth – always, as the Lord.  Yet for our salvation Jesus bears the label and the 

curse of our sin. 

That was God’s eternal will.  That was the Christ’s promised love. 

To regard Jesus as less, to deny our need for his forgiveness, is madness. 

Worse, it is damnation. 

 

“Blessed are all who take refuge in him” (Ps 2:12b). 

 

 

“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” (Ps 22:1). 

 

Such a strange question, isn’t?  Presumptuous, at best? 

Because the question behind this one is who has really forsaken whom? 

Off the lips of a sinful man or woman or child, the irony cannot be more 
stark – we fault God for failing us! (To be forsaken, though, is exactly the kind of 

response we deserve from God.)  I don’t know how you or I could seriously ask a 

question like this and mean it without a shred of hypocrisy.  Except to admit that: 

either we conveniently forget what any of our sins has the intent and power to do 

against fellowship with God or we foolishly consider any of our sins not to be the 

issue quite as God considers them to be. 

However, when Jesus cried out those very words from the cross, not just 

in fulfillment of Old Testament prophecy but from the fear and the anguish filling 

up his soul – like the disciples on Calvary, you and I can only stand back … 

Speechless. 

Only one person has ever been able to ask that question as a right, who 
truly deserved an answer from God.  And only Jesus could ask that very question 

– so unlike us – out of love.  For God.  No matter how our sinful nature will try to 

interpret Jesus’ cry from the cross, so it may silence our conscience at the sight of 

cross, Jesus turned to his Father, not in disappointment, not in anger, not shouting 

at the unfairness of it all … but in the love that never stopped loving. 

 

“Yet you are enthroned as the Holy One; 
you are the praise of Israel” (Ps 22:3). 

 

That question – Why have you forsaken me? – it didn’t question God the 

Father’s holiness, at all.  But it did let the whole world know what happens when 

sin gets involved in a relationship, with one another as friends, family, fellow be-
lievers – with anyone. And sin brings no surprises to the relationship with God. It 

destroys, because sin curses God, sin hates God.  If we do not accept the Lord’s 

testimony in the Bible about sin, rightly understanding Jesus’ question would be 

the least of our concerns – yet, nonetheless symptomatic. 

I said Jesus asked that question out of love – and he did.  For us, too. 

Jesus’ words from the cross show us the purity of his love as Savior.  He 

endured the eternal abandonment of hell in our place.  Also, Jesus’ loud cry from 

the cross upheld his Father’s name, the one who abhors sin and judges it, the one 

who has mercy and forgives sin because of his judgment of Jesus.  It was faithful 

love for God in heaven and for all on earth that Jesus voiced from the cross. 
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“But you, O LORD, be not far off; 
O my strength, come quickly to help me” (Ps 22:19). 

 

That is the love Jesus has shown us – and brought to life in you and me. 

A love that doesn’t forsake God, even during the darkest days. 

A love that, instead, seeks his strength all the more confidently. 
To his praise. 

As our peace. 

 

 

“The LORD is the stronghold of my life – 
of whom shall I be afraid” (Ps 27:1). 

 

The sky remained swollen with wrath. 

The soldiers sat near the crosses – still on duty – and waited. 

The fury of the crowd had subsided, though not their scorn. 

And those hanging on the crosses, after six hours – were they struggling 

to prop themselves up to breathe, to stay alive? Were they wishing the end would 

come soon as the only possible relief now? 

Yet the crucified in the middle found his voice again. More than that, his 

soul had come back to life: “Knowing that all was now completed, and so that 

the Scripture would be fulfilled, Jesus said, ‘I am thirsty’” (Jn 19:28). 
I cannot imagine the dehydration from hanging on a cross for hours, let 

alone the body’s thirst from all the loss of blood Jesus suffered, to replenish itself 

and keep organs working. But I hear in Jesus’ request – the soldiers offered at the 

beginning of this torment and at that time Jesus refused it: no deadening of pain – 

a return to normal, that the worst was over. Jesus would yet undergo death, which 

offered no comfort – no pleasant experience for someone perfect. And yet, he had 

already, literally, endured hell as our Savior, which the separation of the human 

soul from the human body only foreshadowed. 

But now Jesus can focus on his God-given body – its needs, now that he 

has taken care of the eternal needs of our souls.  And certainly this last drink will 

help his parched voice to shout clearly Jesus’ final word from the cross: “Father, 

into your hands I commit my spirit” (Lk 23:46). 
Father … and Jesus his Son.  Love restored. 

Father … the name Jesus leaves ringing in our ears we can call God too.  

A world reconciled. 

 

“I am still confident of this: 
I will see the goodness of the LORD in the land of the living” (Ps 27:13). 

 

The last three words Jesus spoke before his death – “I am thirsty … It is 

finished … Father …” – proclaimed the absolute certainty of grace for all sinners.  

It repeated the good news at Jesus’ birth: “Glory to God … peace to men.”  One 

other thing Jesus wants the world to know, though, is that death can’t stop God’s 

declaration of reconciliation or his promise of resurrection, both of which must 

take place for you and me, just as it did for Jesus, because God is living and those 

who bear his name, his image once again by faith, cannot be anything but alive – 

soul and body! 

That is why we call this Friday good. Because even after the most brutal 
suffering in life, even when death stares us down as victims in the end, we have a 

peace that transcends, into heaven.  We have the word of the Lord that reveals the 

truth: God accepts us and takes us to be with him forevermore. 

Before he left this world behind in his death on the cross, we learn from 

Jesus this all-important lesson about our Christian life: 

 

“Wait for the LORD; be strong and take heart 
and wait for the LORD” (Ps 27:14). 

 

Amen. 


