
 April 19, 2019   (GOOD FRIDAY) 

Mark 15:34  

“Jesus’ Darkest Moment: FORSAKEN” 

 

We went through some of Jesus’ Darkest Moments during the 

season of LENT; culminating in our worship service today.  What struck you 

as His darkest moment?  I’ve been wrestling with that question myself, and 

what I came up with hasn’t even been mentioned yet. 

Before I tell you what I think His darkest moment was, I want to tell 

you a story that illustrates it. It took place back in the early 1930’s (during 

the Great Depression) when jobs were hard to come by. Eddie was out of 

work.  His factory shut down and he was laid off – but he had a wife and a 

5-year-old son to support, so he went all around the Memphis area looking 

for work. He finally found something.  It was along the Mississippi River 

where the railway passed through.  

He got a job working the new bridge that was just recently built. It 

was able to lift up for ships to go underneath and close down for the trains to 

go across. It was a decent job – especially during those days, and Eddie 

worked hard. 

Of course, his son Joshua wanted to be just like his dad – so one 

day Eddie brought him along to work. Josh loved watching the bridge go up 

for the boats, and settling back down for the trains to go by.  

Eddie was checking his schedule to see when the next train was 

coming along, but he dropped his folder and the pages got all mixed up. He 

didn’t even notice Josh climb out on the beam to see the heavy gears that 

move the bridge up and down. Once he noticed, he called out to Josh to 

come back over to the control booth, but the beam had thick grease on it and 

Josh fell down by the gears. Eddie looked down wondering how he was 

going to get him back up without getting that thick black grease all over the 

both of them. He was about to jump down and get him out  - BUT -  

instantly his chest seized up; he heard the whistle of a train. He knew that 

when he heard that whistle, he had to get that bridge down right away – or 

everyone on the train would die. 

He knew what he had to do – no matter how much it would tear him 

up inside – he had to do it. There wasn’t time to think about it . . . he had to 

do it.  He turned his back on Josh and pulled the lever to lower the bridge. 

Then through terror-filled-teared-up eyes, he looked again to see the most 

horrific and revolting sight his eyes could possibly see: his own son, 

screaming out in fear and agony / then crushed by the brutal weight of those 

gears. That image was burned into his brain as the bridge closed. His eyes 

then looked up to see the train go safely across the bridge.  

He saw people going by and sitting there – reading books, the paper, 

talking and laughing, drinking coffee and tea, or simply sleeping. He 

screamed out to them, “DON’T YOU PEOPLE CARE?!!  DO YOU KNOW 

WHAT I JUST DID TO SAVE YOU?”  

God the Father looked down on Good Friday to see the most 

horrific and revolting sight His eyes could possibly see: His Son / His 

perfect Glorious Son – covered with the hideous guilt of humanity / being 

crushed to DEATH . . . and crying out in agony: 

 Mark 15:34  And at the ninth hour Jesus cried out in a loud 

voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani?”—which means, “My God, my 

God, why have you forsaken me?” 

God the Father had to kill His Son . . . in order to save mankind. He 

had forsaken Him there on the cross.  I think that was His DARKEST 

MOMENT.  It had to be done.  It was the only way. But . . . oh the dreadful 

price tag.   

Do you think God ever screams out, “Don’t you people care?! Do 

you know what I had to do in order to save you?” Especially, maybe, on 

Good Friday when people can’t even find the time to think about it, and just 

go about with their daily routines. They just don’t care. They just don’t want 

to hear about it or think about it – they’ve got more “important” things to 

worry about. For all too many, an hour of worship on Good Friday seems 

like too great an inconvenience.   

Do you think God ever screams out to us, “Don’t you people 

care?! Do you know what I had to do in order to save you?” We just 

throw another sin on the pile – like it doesn’t mean anything when God has 

that most hideous and revolting image of his Son dying burned into his 

memory.  

DO you care? Do you care that God did this for you / that THIS was 

the price tag?  Then repent!  Don’t make any excuses, don’t downplay your 

failures, don’t rationalize your sins – Just STOP and look at what happened 

on Good Friday.  Look at what sin did to him – and repent. He was crushed 

for OUR iniquities, the punishment that brought US peace was upon Him, 

and by HIS wounds we are healed. 
CARE enough to believe that. CARE enough to appreciate that. 

CARE enough to set aside an hour and worship him for that. CARE enough 

to treasure that. CARE enough to share that. CARE enough to live like we 

have just witnessed it. 

The darkness was so deep . . . and maybe being forsaken was the 

worst of it, maybe not . . . but even when He was placed in that cold, dark 

grave and His body was bathed in TOTAL darkness . . . there was still the 

promise: LIGHT will triumph! And remember, He keeps every single one 

of His promises. 


