
 

 

 

 

 

April 7, 2020 

Our Distant God 

Eli, Eli 

  

My God, my God, he cried, 

if he is quoted right… 

Somehow that moan is comforting 

to us, alone at night, 

who tremble, daring dawn, 

that He, so wise and strong, 

should weep and ask for aid. 

Somehow, my lovely distant god, 

it makes me less afraid. 

-Miriam Kessler 

 

In these days of social distancing, it sometimes feels like God is choosing distance, too. And yet our faith 

story, provides us with narrative power to reach out and touch the Holy.  

This week we walk with Jesus through a lonesome valley – the valley of the shadow of death. If we, indeed, 

pick up our own crosses and walk with him, we will experience pain and fear, injustice and uncertainty. We 

will see the world with uncomfortable clarity – with its pain and brokenness, its ability to injure us and 

frighten us. We may well feel betrayed and abandoned and misunderstood by those who mean the most to 

us – all the while discovering ourselves to be the ones who betray and abandon and misunderstand. And like 

Jesus, we may rail against God – pleading with God to tell us why we have been abandoned. 

Of course, we could also choose to pass up this journey – avoiding the darkness and moving straight toward 

the light – reveling in the lilies and the brass of Easter morning with unscathed souls. But somehow, without 

the reality of suffering and death, of anxiety and uncertainty, I doubt that Easter life will seem all that 

renewing. Without something first struggling and dying within us, I doubt that the miracle of rebirth – of 

resurrection – will inspire us to change all that much. The Spirit that was breathed into Adam and Eve – the 



Spirit that “pitched a tent” and was incarnated in the body of Jesus – the Breath that was expelled on the 

cross and inhaled in the tomb – this Breathing God continues to live and move and have its being in the life, 

the struggles, the death, and the rebirth of God’s people. It is a miracle. It is a mystery. And it is God’s good 

gift of hope to us. 

Friends, though physically distant from each other, let us continue to nurture our spiritual connections – 

through prayer, through Holy Week worship and e-mails (see schedule below), and through the imagination 

of our hearts and minds. God is with us more than ever. Just breathe! 

Blessings – Susan Andrews 

PS. I invite you to read the story of Passion and Promise in the Gospel of Matthew – Chapters 26-28. Read 

half a chapter a day – maybe out loud with your family. Find yourself in the story, and allow the story to 

change you. 

 


