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Today is a day for few words. I am reminded that the great St. Francis of Assisi is reported to have talked about the Christian commission to preach the gospel in this way: 
Preach the gospel always. If necessary, use words.

Francis, we know, was above all a lover: a lover of God, a lover of all humankind, and a lover of all creation. He is said to be among all the saints the most like Jesus in his way of celebrating the oneness of all in the One Creator. Like the ministry of Jesus, Francis’ ministry was always relational and inclusive, welcoming and inviting. Having experienced war as a young man, Francis was a strong proponent of peace. He traveled at his own peril to Egypt during the Crusades to try to bring peace between Christians and Muslims. He was a listener, not a talker; a feeler, not a philosopher.

Today we mark Good Friday, the day when all seemed lost; when God seemed absent. The Good Friday liturgy is, quite appropriately short on words. We hear John ‘s account of the Passion of Jesus, which lays out for us like no other account – the great love Jesus has for his own - and the full integrity of Jesus, who lays down his life for the message of love and justice and peace which he proclaims. He mirrors the love of the Creator for us all – a love which leaves him vulnerable to the very worst that the world can do to him.

I believe we can relate to that – that sense of not knowing how it will all come out – how a sometimes hidden and seemingly silent God will bring us through…Today we meditate on that unknowing. Today, we are speechless. Today, with Jesus we pray: “I believe. Help my unbelief!”

In today’s reading from John’s Passion, we hear Jesus give his mother, Mary, into the care of his disciple, John – and John, into the parental care of Mary. In the same way, we are given into the care of one another, and the world is given into the care of those of us who are human - who have the gift of consciousness. On this Good Friday, we contemplate this mission of stewardship of God’s people and God’s whole creation with which we are charged.


Like St. Francis, let us resolve to use a minimum of words, and to preach the Good News of God’s compassionate and accompanying love as modeled by Jesus. Let us resolve to put our actions where words cannot suffice. Let us resolve to be that Beloved Community of caring for which Jesus became the seed by giving his life. 

And so, let us end this homily by praying together the prayer of St. Francis, which renews us in our commitment to show forth with our lives God’s constant and loving presence in our world.

Prayer of St. Francis

Holy One, make me an instrument of your peace
Where there is hatred let me sow love
Where there is injury, pardon
Where there is doubt, faith
Where there is despair, hope 
Where there is darkness, light
And where there is sadness, joy

Grant that I may
not so much seek to be consoled as to console
to be understood as to understand
To be loved as to love
For it is in giving that we receive
it is in pardoning that we are pardoned
And it is in dying that we are born to eternal life
Amen

