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Good Friday Homily 

Deacon Thomas Hill 

St. Joseph Church, Shelbyville, IN 

March 30th, 2018 
Isaiah 52:13 – 53:12; Psalm 31; Hebrews 4:14-16, 5:7-9; John 18:1 – 19:42. 

 
 

     Last Sunday, Fr. Mike invited us to select a Station of the Cross and reflect upon it during this 

Holy Week.  I thought I would find myself with Jesus at the 9th station—Jesus falls the third 

time.  Instead, I got stuck along the way.  I found myself standing at the 4th station—Jesus meets 

his mother. 

 

     She was there.  Mary was always there—at Cana for the wedding feast; where and when Jesus 

preformed his first miracle by changing water into the best of wine.  She was there for the 

feeding of the 5,000, the healing of the paralytic, the blind beggar, the leper, those possessed by 

demons.  She was there.  She saw Lazarus—4-days dead—walk out of the cold stench-filled 

tomb.  Mary was there.  Mary was there for the last miracle—where and when as the apple of her 

eye hung on the tree of crucifixion—blood and water flowed from the fruit-of-her-womb’s 

pierced side.  The Roman centurion had thrust his lance into Jesus’ side.  He pierced Mary’s 

heart at the same time.  Mary was there. 

 

     The 4th Station—Jesus meets his mother.  Of course, he met her on the way to the Cross.  She 

was there—always faithful to him.  There, I stand.  I stand there immersed in the event.  I hear 

the clamor of the crowd, “Crucify Him, crucify Him!”  Crucify her son.  The taunting—the name 

calling—the hate belching forth from people who days before cheered, “Hosanna, Hosanna!  

Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord!  Hosanna!”  Now, they cheer to crucify her 

boy. 

 

     The longer I gaze.  The hate fades and is silenced.  I stand in the peaceful quiet created as 

Jesus’ eyes find his mother—as their hearts throb and break for each other.  Time stands still.  

Her mind brings forth the memory of Gabriel’s announcement, “for nothing will be impossible 

for God.”  She remembers and hears her reply, “Behold, I am the handmaid of the Lord. May it 

be done to me according to your Word.” 

 

     At that moment, a Roman centurion pushes her away.  Her pondering mind immediately 

returns her to face the current events—to face the immense consequences of her surrender to the 

Father thirty-three years earlier.  The procession will not allow her the time to hold her son one 

more time.  He is driven past her.  She must let him go and let go of him. 

 

     My mind cringes.  My heart aches.  My throat tightens.  A thought enters, and I receive it.  

My God, how was she tempted at that moment?!  The temptation presented in the ravaged and 

suffering body of the apple of her eye—her boy.  Could she, did she fight the urge to give into it?  

The apple presented to our ancient mother, Eve, is now offered to her in the form of the suffering 

fruit of her womb.  Did she resist what would be screaming into my mind’s ear?  Could she, did 

she blame the Father?  Could she curse the Father?!  “You duped me!?  You made a fool of me!”  

Didn’t she have the right?  Wasn’t she justified in crying out, “O God!!! Why are you doing this 

to him?  Why are doing this to me?  Why are you doing this to us?!”? 
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     But we hear nothing of the sort.  Her life, her “yes”—her surrender—her faith was never 

about her.  She is as quiet as the Lamb of God.  If anything, I hear her gently encouraging her 

boy with her loving eyes and throbbing heart, “You can do this.  I believe in you.  Because of 

love, you can do this.  I believe in Love.  I believe in you.  You can do this, O Child of Love.  

You can do this!” 

 

     She believes in us.  She waits on our way of the Cross—ready to meet us with her love, her 

open heart. 

 

     Some of us here today are suffering—carrying crosses.  There are family and friends not 

sitting with us today because of their suffering—because of the crosses they carry.  All of us 

carry crosses of some fashion.  The crosses for some of us will grow heavier and the climb 

steeper.  And—Mary waits for us.  She is there.  She is always there.  She knows all things are 

possible for God.  She knows that Life triumphs.  She knows God is on our side.  That is why 

and how she surrendered herself, surrendered her child—surrendered hate, doubt, fear—and 

surrendered to Love.  “O. God. I trust you. I hand over to you who you created me.  May it be 

done according to your Word.”   

 

     The Father believed in her.  She believes in us.  Listen—you will hear her gently encouraging 

you with her loving eyes and throbbing heart, “You can do this.  I believe in you.  Behold, you 

are a child of the Lord—a child of Love!  You can do this, O Child of Love.  You can do this!”   

 

     She is there.  She is always there—on our Way with Jesus to the Father.  She is there.  Our 

Mother is there—waiting to meet us. 

 

“Hail, Mary, full of grace.  The Lord is with thee.  Blessed are thou among 

women and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. 

Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death.” 

 

“Gentle woman, quiet light  

Morning star, so strong and bright  

Gentle Mother, peaceful dove  

Teach us wisdom; teach us love.”1 

 

And, the Church says, “Amen.” 

                                                           
1 Landry, Carey. Hail Mary, Gentle Woman. Song. 


