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“Eloi!  Eloi!” 
 
As I listen for what I should preach today, I remember 2700 years ago, 
when a preacher named Isaiah 
listened, and gave voice to what he heard. 
 
“A voice says cry out”, he said, “and I said, what shall I cry?  “These 
people are nothing but grass, their love fragile as wildflowers.” 
 
I remember another preacher named Paul, who listened 700 years later 
and heard the whole creation crying out in pain and travail, like a woman 
in birth agony. 
 
Can you hear the cry? 
 
If you listen at all, you can hear a cacophony of crying. 
 
Mama, ako gutom;  
Mama, yes sovats; 
Mama, ek is honger; 
Mama, ehes vagyok; 
Mama, toi dang doy; 
Mama, mimi nina knee jah. 
Mama, I’m hungry. 
 
To get here today you may have passed by a sign that cried out,….”ALL 
YOU CAN EAT….$9.99.”  And not far from here, a momma is scraping 
good food off plates into the disposal and saying,”I wish our kids would 
eat….” 
 
Mama, I’m hungry. 
 
Oh there’s a cry…that’s just one cry….there are so many….we can’t hear 
them all….but he did.   
 
He heard them all…still does. 
 
With a handful of soldiers and less than a handful of nails, we fastened him 
to the tree where all the world’s crying rained down. 
 
It was nine o’clock. 



 
At noon, about now, darkness fell prematurely, and with it, an icy chill. 
 
By three, we had killed the Son of God as dead as any man’s son. 
 
But not before he cried out. 
 
Mark tells us that for six hours, he suffered in silence, hearing the cries of 
creation. 
 
He never spoken a mumblin’ word…. 
not a word 
not a word 
not a word. 
 
But at the ninth hour, he gathered breath in his filling lungs, and cried out. 
 
Mark says it was a phone’ megae…. A LOUD CRY…like he was crying out 
for everybody and everything in every place and every time…. 
 
ELOI, ELOI, LAMA SABACHTHANI. 
 
Which means what? 
 
“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” 
 
Even now, in the throes of death Jesus was quoting a Psalm. 
 
Psalm 22. 
 
1 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!” 
 
He was quoting a Psalm…it’s a long psalm..go home and read it…read it 
every day in Lent. 
 
Jesus did not have enough breath to get it all out, but he could get the 
first line….that was enough. 
 
Like the Psalm after it….The Lord is my shepherd…..I shall not want 
He maketh me like down in green pastures 
He leadeth me beside the still waters…. 
You see, all you needed was the first line. 
 
And the psalm after that…. 
 
The earth is the Lord’s in the fullness thereof; 
The world, and all those that dwell therein. 
For he hath founded it upon the seas…. 
and established it upon the floods. 
 
He’s quoting a psalm…. 
Mark says that before he died, Jesus cried out again….he doesn’t say 
what…Luke says it was “Into thy hands I commend my spirit.” 
Another Psalm, Psalm 31, the first prayer that a Jewish mother would teach 
her child…it was like, “Now I lay me down to sleep.” 
 
All those cold nights under the stars, alone, his disciples asleep…Jesus, with 
his Father…he wrapped himself up in the blanket of these Psalms…just like 
the wise have done ever since. 
 
And now, he’s crying out a Psalm. 
 
But some of those bystanders there misunderstood him… 
 
That’s easy to do, isn’t it? 
 
Lots of people mishear God. 



 
They hear him say what they want God to say. 
 
That’s how it was that all those bantam roosters were strutting around 
beneath the cross of Jesus believed that by killing him they were doing a 
good thing, a Godly thing. 
 
Because they heard God wrong…. 
 
They heard his words through the filter of their hatred and envy their pride 
and prejudice and their depravity…..just like people today still do, trying 
to baptize their own hatred with holy water. 
 
Jesus said, “Do justice” and they heard God say, “Do him in” 
 
Jesus said, “Love kindness” and they heard a noisy gong and a clanging 
cymbal 
 
He said, “walk humbly” and they heard God say, “Walk all over him and 
stamp him out.” 
 
Its so easy to mishear God…so many still do…and march around like 
bantam roosters…crowing ‘How Great I Am” and not “How Great Thou 
Art.” 
 
They were so busy cursing Jesus and shouting in triumph over their victory, 
they heard him wrong. 
They thought he was calling for Ay Leah 
Elijah. 
 
Everybody said, Elijah, the prophet, could help you, you know, if you were 
in trouble… 
kinda like “Hail Mary.” 
 
And he was a powerful prophet, alright, with his chariot of fire and his 
whirlwind of power…he could call down fire on a soggy altar and 
brimstone on some sorry prophets…. 
He could strike the Jordan with his coat and walk right on through on dry 
ground. 
He could beat 450 to 1 odds because it was really 450 to 2, and 1 plus 
God is always a majority. 
 



Some in the crowd thought Jesus was calling to Elijah, and they laughed, 
because Elijah was dead, long dead, just as this man was going to be, 
and Elijah, great as he was, was just a man. 
 
And just how could Elijah help a man whose life was bleeding out in God 
forsakenness? 
 
Elijah had cried out himself, you know……under the broom bush in the 
desert, pleading to die…..Eloi, eloi, lama sabachthani? 
 
He limped to Horeb’s cave, hidden there…..”I and I alone am left….My 
God, my God why have you abandoned me? 
 
Elijah can’t help that man on the tree…who is wrestling at the intersection 
of Godly love and human sin 
 
No, as Jesus died Elijah, great as he was, must have been kneeling down 
like every other of the host of heaven, kneeling down before the suffering 
love God so amazing and so divine. 
 
Jesus, bearing upon himself the godforsakenness of the whole world. 
 
Jesus’ cry from the cross is the cry of Adam and Eve, weeping in their 
newfound naked vulnerability. 
 
In his cry is the cry of Hagar whose refugee child Ishmael is lying face 
down in the desert sand, moaning and almost dead….. 
 
And in his cry is the cry Abdullah Kurdi, whose three year old Syrian 
refugee son Alan lay face down dead on a Mediterranean shore, the 
waves that drowned him lapping at his face, his mother Rehanna 
drowned, too…..just miles away from opulent beaches where the 
prosperous indifferent were at play.  Eloi, Eloi,lama sabachthani. 
 
Jesus is giving voice to the blood of every innocent Abel, crying out from 
the ground… 
 
And to every Cain who must live with the guilt of his killing hatred.  .Eloi, 
Eloi, lama sabathani 
 
Jesus’ cry is for the children of Israel who were slaves in Egypt, and cried 
out in agony, just as slaves did who suffered on this distant shore..who 
suffered right here….”Eloi, Eloi, lama sabathani.” 
 



He’s crying out for every Tamar, raped by her brother, for every Naomi, 
bitter in her bereavement; for every leper, whose disability has become 
their identity “UNCLEAN HERE”…for and every suffering Job whose life has 
caved in… 
“God himself must have flung me down in the mud,” Job cried….”I am no 
better than dust or ashes…I call for help, but you do not answer; I stand 
up to plead, but you look the other way.” 
 
He’s shouting out for  every David….”I am weary with my crying,” he 
prayed….”my throat is parched, my eyes grow dim with waiting for my 
God.” 
 
He’s giving voice to every Habakkuk “How long shall I cry for help and you 
will not listen, or cry to you ‘VIOLENCE’ and you will not save?” 
 
He’s crying out for young Jeremiah…..”Oh, I’m weary, weary of 
slaughter….weary of hearing the cry of agony that is like a woman in her 
labor, gasping for breath and clenching her fists…..my soul is bereft of 
peace, I have forgotten what happiness is…I cry out “My strength is 
gone….and gone is all I had hoped for from the Lord.” 
 
His “My God, my God, why have you abandoned me is for Rachel, 
Ramah, weeping for her children, every child under 2 whose blood 
stained the Bethlehem ground….victims of Herod’s unbelievable hatred…. 
And its for  

• Cynthia Marie Graham Hurd  
• Susie Jackson (87) –  
• Ethel Lee Lance (70) – 
• Depayne Middleton-Doctor (49) –  
• Clementa Pinkney (41) –  
• Tywanza Sanders (26) – 
• Daniel Simmons  
• Sharonda Coleman-Singleton (45) – 
• Myra Thompson (59) –  
 
Whose hate filled Herod was a white boy with bangs and a big gun 
named Dylann Roof. 
 
It was a Bible Study…..and they welcomed him in… 
Eloi…Eloi, lama sabachthani. 
 
Can you hear the cry? 
The whole creation is groaning in travail and the pain….”How long, O 
Lord, how long?” 



 
Jesus, on the cross, is crying out for you…for me….all that pain, all that 
trouble….all that heartache, hunger, and hurt; all that brokenness, all 
that sin, and suffering, all that violence, cold indifference, hot hatred. 
 
Nobody knows the trouble this world has seen….nobody knows but 
Jesus. 
 
Paul says Jesus on the cross became all that trouble so that we could 
be trouble free. 
 
The 9th hour 
The darkness lifted 
Jesus breathed his last 
The curtain in the temple was torn in two. 
There was, forever more, a new holy of holies. 
 
 
There was something about his dying that a soldier scoffer was 
reduced to mumbling… theou…theou…huios theou 
 
God…..God…not my God….it’s not faith yet…maybe that will 
come…but already he can see a glimpse of what we see face to 
face. 
 
Remember those who first saw it? 
Three days later when Thomas, who was red eyed from crying “Eloi, 
eloi, lama sabbachthani, put his fingers the nail prints and cried out 
again. 
 
Gone is the “lama sabachthani….why have you forsaken me”… 
 
Now, a lament has become a song of adoration….Eloi…Eloi…..MY 
Lord, MY God. 
 
Among all the other cries, can you hear that one….I hear it 
everywhere…everywhere love wins out over hate; I hear it right 
here….where we a people who in my lifetime would not have sat 
down together, prayed together, rose to sung together, much less 
have gone downstairs, broken bread and eaten together….have 
come to this place to witness to this truth: 
 
That the Godforsaken time, though not yet dead, is surely dying. 



And as we sing in hope of that day,  not far away….in the distance, 
can you not hear it 
It is the cry of a multitude without number…it is like the distant sound of 
many waters and the voice of mighty thunderpeals 
• It is Elijah, Jeremiah, Habbakkuk, Abel, and David; Alan Kurdi and 

Clementa Pinkney (41) – Tywanza Sanders, and all the rest. 
Eloi!!  Eloi!!  Eloi!! 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


