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This prayer at times can become a cry. Life sometimes is so raw, so brutal. Its 

experiences, whether of death, defeat, or failure are often so difficult to deal with and so hard to 

face. Yet, we must face them. We are forced to look to see the tragedies in our own lives and in 

the lives of others. And when we do, the skies of our own man-constructed worlds grow dark as 

we witness our dreams or parts of our lives crumble and fall apart. It is at such times that life 

becomes too difficult to deal with. We can only see what we have lost and so we set up again and 

again the broken remains which never again will make reality. Sometimes our life style reflects 

this brokenness within us. We may wander aimlessly and without purpose from job to job, from 

home to home, or from church to church. Or some of us will drive ourselves endlessly in pursuit 

of forgetfulness, never stopping to examine the wounds or bind them up. And others may force 

themselves into a bitter, hard mode of life, striving to make themselves believe that their hearts 

are not so injured after all. And yet, at some time, the pretense, the covering-over must end. We 

must re-face and re-live those tragic experiences in our lives. 

It is Christ who forces us to look again. He turns us around, abruptly sometimes, 

sometimes gently and helps us to re-evaluate those shattered moments in our lives. But now 

when we see those anxious days of despair, we see a small woman — broken, tired, and sick — 

reach out and touch the hem of Christ’s garment. And we hear a great Christ say in love “Thy 

faith hath made thee whole; go in peace.” And then when we feel again the great anguish of loss 

that tore apart our hearts, we can see beyond the limited scope of our lives and view again a dark, 

lonely garden where great drops of blood fall from the forehead of the great Christ and hear 

again those words “O my Father, if it be possible ...Yet not as I will, but as thou wilt.” Or else 

when we are forced to gaze again on the dying face of a loved one, we can with tear-stained 

faces look up and there see silhouetted against a dark sky a wooden, nail-studded cross and hear 

again the great voice fill the darkness saying “Into thy hands, Father, I commend my spirit.” 

It is here at the foot of Calvary that life finally begins to make sense again. No human 

betrayal, no loss, however so grievous, is beyond the healing power of the Christ of Golgatha. 

This healing power of Christ works in our lives not just to make us forget but to make us believe, 

simply and whole-heartedly just as the woman who received healing through Christ’s garment. It 

works in our lives also to make us accept those tragic days as means to display God’s glory and 

will and to make us pray as Christ did before us “not as I will, but as thou wilt.” 

Finally, that great power of divine healing works in our lives so that we may be able again to 

see beyond our own lives to the sorrow and grief in the lives of God’s children everywhere. It is 

not easy to shut the sorrow of others out of our own lives when we have experienced that same 

sorrow. And in learning to enter into the grief of others, in learning to console, in learning how to 

love, we learn to live with the constant prayer on our lips and in our souls “Lord! Lord! Make me 

Thy instrument!” 

 

Originally Published in: 

Vol 33b No 8 December 1974 

 


