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Whom do you seek? 
The questions of Jesus: “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” Matthew 27:46 

 
 
Isaiah 53:1-12  
Who would believe what we have heard? To whom has the arm of the LORD been revealed? He 
grew up like a sapling before him, like a shoot from the parched earth; He had no majestic 
bearing to catch our eye, no beauty to draw us to him. He was spurned and avoided by men, a 
man of suffering, knowing pain, Like one from whom you turn your face, spurned, and we held 
him in no esteem. Yet it was our pain that he bore, our sufferings he endured. We thought of him 
as stricken, struck down by God* and afflicted, But he was pierced for our sins, crushed for our 
iniquity. He bore the punishment that makes us whole, by his wounds we were healed. We had all 
gone astray like sheep, all following our own way; But the LORD laid upon him the guilt of us all. 
Though harshly treated, he submitted and did not open his mouth; Like a lamb led to slaughter 
or a sheep silent before shearers, he did not open his mouth. Seized and condemned, he was 
taken away. Who would have thought any more of his destiny? For he was cut off from the land 
of the living, struck for the sins of his people. He was given a grave among the wicked, 
a burial place with evildoers, Though he had done no wrong, nor was deceit found in his mouth. 
But it was the LORD’s will to crush him with pain. By making his life as a reparation offering, he 
shall see his offspring, shall lengthen his days, and the LORD’s will shall be accomplished 
through him. Because of his anguish he shall see the light; because of his knowledge he shall be 
content; My servant, the just one, shall justify the many, their iniquity he shall bear. Therefore I 
will give him his portion among the many, and he shall divide the spoils with the mighty, 
Because he surrendered himself to death, was counted among the transgressors, Bore the sins of 
many, and interceded for the transgressors. 
 
 
 
My people have been oppressed for countless generations. We have longed to be redeemed. I 
am a good Jew. I go to synagogue, I pay my tithes, I know Scripture well.  
 
I stand among hundreds of gawkers at the place of the crucifixion. These past three years, I 
have watched and listened to the man on the cross, Jesus. Didn’t a quickening in my heart alert 
me each time I was in his presence? There are many who believe every word he has spoken and 
who seem to know for certain who he is. But for some reason, I’ve always been swayed by the 
Pharisees and Sadducees who were bent on squashing any hope that he might be Messiah. 
They tried to convince us that he was actually one struck down by God. 
 
Now at the cross, every word from the prophet Isaiah floods my mind: spurned and rejected, 
humiliated, disdained, tortured. All this to a man who had never shown a bit of violence in 
actions and whose words were always about love and forgiveness. He never defended himself 
when accused of every kind of misdeed or, even, blasphemy. 
 
And, then, he speaks the words, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”  
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Those words pierce my heart with the reality that the Redeemer we have longed for was not an 
earthly king but God himself. The knowledge is at the same time a weight and a freedom to my 
spirit – like the dawn Light that at once reminds me of the dark night past and the hope of a 
new day.  For here is the Son of the one true God, dying for me. He is the final sacrifice. His 
punishment should be my punishment.  The guilt he is hung for is my guilt.  
 
Now I understand. God, my God, truly loves me – loves us – so much that he gave us his Only 
Son that we could have life. Once and for all, I can be re-united with him from whom I strayed 
so many times. 
 
My burning and swollen eyes are fixed on the Servant of God before me. He is silent, as he has 
been in the face of every accusation. Like an innocent, unblemished lamb.  
 
 
 
Reflection: 
The heart knowledge of Jesus work on the cross for us can re-ignite. Recall a time when that 
reality struck you with the overwhelm of the knowledge of his Love for you. 
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