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Today we are finishing up our August sermon series titled “A Month of UN-Sundays,” 
where we have been looking to the book of Psalms for some inspiration and grounding, 
reminding ourselves of who God is and how God works in our lives and in our world, 
when it feels like the world is just a little bit too unsettled. 
 
And as we have wound our way through some of the Psalms, we have seen quite a bit. 
We have taken a journey through a lot of Old Testament history, starting with the time 
of King David and ending with the Babylonian exile. We’ve seen Israel through some of 
their most difficult and unsettled seasons, and we’ve felt all the feels of the Psalmist, in 
prayers of joy, in prayers of gratitude, in prayers of hope, in prayers of sadness, in 
prayers of repentance, and in prayers of expectation.  
 
We’ve read both Psalms of Praise and Psalms of Lament. And the optimistic, Disney-
loving part of me really wanted to end this series on a high note. On a Psalm of Praise. 
To send us out with something uplifting and happy. That was my plan. But sometimes, 
God gets ahold of our plans and changes them mid-stream, and that is what happened 
this week. 
 
So…we are ending on another Psalm of Lament. But I am hoping that this particular 
Psalm – and the story that it points to – is one that leaves us feeling…if not happy, then 
at least full of hope. 
 
So we’ve covered a lot of ground in the last four weeks. We’ve looked at a lot of history, 
and we’ve also explored a lot of God’s characteristics. We’ve seen God as an 
unrelenting God – a God who never gives up, who never stops seeking us, pursuing us, 
drawing us, healing us. God is unfailing. He finishes what he starts, and he brings to 
completion all of his work – including bringing us to completion. Focusing on our total 
redemption and healing. God is unchanging. When the world around us and the 
messages that we are receiving are all moving and changing at warp speed and we 
barely know how to hang on, God is our constant. Our steady. The one thing in this life 
that we can rely on to never stop and never change. God is unstoppable. There is 
nothing – ever – anywhere – that can bring God down or cause God to fall. When it feels 
like the world is falling to pieces, God keeps on. 
 
And today we are going to shift gears just a little bit – not looking to the past – the 
history underneath the Psalm that caused the Psalmist to write it, but looking instead to 
the future – to events that would unfold hundreds of years later that bring the words of 
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the Psalm into a brighter light. And through this, we will see another side of God – 
another characteristic of God – that God is unbroken. 
 
Now, let me be really clear here. By “unbroken,” I do not mean “unbreakable.” I actually 
mean something a lot bigger than that. 
 
When we think about something being unbreakable, we think of something strong, 
hard, an impenetrable force. Most of you know by now that one of the things that I 
enjoy the most is going hiking. Getting outdoors. Whether it’s for a few hours or for 
several days at a time, I find hiking deeply nourishing to my soul. So when David and I 
were engaged I wanted to make sure we were well-set for a lifetime of outdoor 
adventures – and so along with registering for towels and sheets and flatware and 
cutlery I also set up a wedding registry at REI, the outdoor sporting goods store. And one 
of the first things that I put on our registry was Nalgene water bottles. At that time, 
Nalgene bottles were all the rage for hikers – because they were lightweight, but they 
are also virtually indestructible, unbreakable. The rumor was that these water bottles 
were so strong that you could drive a car over one of them, and it wouldn’t break. My 
sister actually put that to the test. And it turns out, it was true. The cheap plastic lid got 
crushed, but the water bottle itself was basically unbreakable. It was strong. It was 
reliable. Never mind that it leeched BPA into the water and caused cancer – the cool 
thing was that no matter what you did to it, the water bottle would stay strong. 
 
That’s what we mean by unbreakable. Something that can’t be taken down; something 
that can’t be affected by us. And if that is who God had chosen to be, there would be no 
force quite like it. God could be unbreakable, if God wanted to be. But somewhere along 
the line, God decided that there is something even stronger, and more powerful, than 
being unbreakable, or indestructible, or invincible. It is one thing to be so strong that 
you can’t be touched, you can’t be moved, you can’t be hurt. 
 
But it is another thing entirely to be unbroken. To have been broken at one time, but 
then to not be broken anymore. To have walked through the experience of brokenness, 
and then to walk through the experience of being made whole again. That takes an 
entirely different kind of strength, and reveals a whole different kind of beauty. 
Unbreakable is like a Nalgene bottle. Unbroken is more like a Kintsugi pot. 
 
Kintsugi is a form of Japanese artwork where the artist takes a broken bowl or a broken 
pot, and glues it back together using gold and other precious metals. And what results is 
something that is not only worth more than it started, but is far more beautiful and 
unique than the original pot. And it is also a whole lot stronger than it was at the 
beginning. The process of unbreaking the pot – of turning shards and fragments into a 
work of art – is difficult, and painstaking work – just like the process of healing after a 
cancer diagnosis or recovering from an addiction or learning to trust again following an 
abusive relationship or coming back again after a devastating economic blow – all of 
these things are all really, really hard. But the end result is a life in which the cracks and 
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the scars from our journey, after lots and lots of hard work, finally become things of 
beauty that color our lives and teach us compassion. 
 
We could have a God who is unbreakable, untouchable, unaffected by us and by our 
circumstances – a God who exists outside the world and commands all of the events of 
the world from on high without having much of a vested interest in us, but this wouldn’t 
be the kind of God who would number the hairs on our head or lovingly knit us together 
in our mothers’ wombs, and this certainly wouldn’t be the kind of God who would walk 
this earth with us and allow his body to be literally, physically broken and then 
resurrected. God has chosen not to be unbreakable, but to be unbroken. 
 
And that moves us into today’s Psalm. A Psalm in which the Psalmist is feeling incredibly 
broken. 
“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” the Psalmist writes. Why do you feel far 
away from me? Why is life so hard right now? Why does it feel like you are not stepping 
in to take all of my troubles away from me? Do you even care? Why don’t you feel 
close? Are you even here? 
 
This is a hard and a painful prayer. We don’t know what the Psalmist is facing when he 
writes it; only, that he is feeling broken and alone. And it doesn’t feel to him like God is 
anywhere around. That doesn’t stop him from praying, or from calling out to God for 
help – he hasn’t given up on God – but for him, in the moment, his pain is so severe that 
it is hard for him to see or notice where God is. This is actually a really common feeling, 
that many of us – maybe even most of us – have experienced at some point in life, 
whether we want to admit it or not. Whether we have put words to it or not. “Where 
are you, God?” is a really, really common prayer. 
 
In fact, it’s a prayer that even Jesus himself prayed. In his last moments of life, when he 
is hanging on that cross, just before he breathes his last breath, he quotes the words of 
this Psalm. 
 
“Eli, Eli, lema sabbachthani?” My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? Why aren’t 
you here with me? Why isn’t this easier? Why does this hurt so much? Why do I feel so 
alone? Why is this happening? Why are you allowing this to happen? Why does the 
darkness feel so heavy? Why aren’t you stopping it? If you love me, where are you? My 
God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” 
 
I love the Psalms because they express so much of what we sometimes feel – both the 
good and the bad. And they remind us that even the thoughts and feelings that maybe 
we feel ashamed to be feeling, and that we perhaps don’t even want to say out loud  - 
things like doubt and anger and hopelessness – things that don’t feel “Christian” enough 
– these feelings and thoughts are fair game for prayer. They need to be expressed, and 
who better to express them to, than God – the God who is big enough to handle them? 
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But not only is God big enough to handle these things, we can pray these prayers to 
God, because we have a God who has been there. We have a God who has prayed the 
very same prayer. A God who has himself felt what it feels like to be broken, to feel 
alone and forsaken. If Jesus himself – God incarnate – who had a constant direct line to 
the Father – could feel this way, then that means we have a God who can sit with us in 
our brokenness, in our uncertainty, in our messiness, in our places of despair and 
hopelessness, as a companion who has been there too. We have a God who “gets it.” 
 
And not only does God “get it” – not only has God “been there” – we also have a God 
who is at the very same time, both the pot that is being broken, and the master artist 
who is lovingly putting it back together again. When Jesus breathes his last breath and it 
feels like the brokenness has won – the curtain of the temple is torn in two, and the 
earth trembles, and the rocks split apart. Even the very rocks, the mountains themselves 
feel the weight of the pain and brokenness of this moment. But as the earthquake 
rattles and life itself begins to crumble, something else is happening at that very same 
moment. The tombs are opening up and the bodies of many of the saints are being 
raised. Jesus himself hasn’t even been raised at this point – he hasn’t even been taken 
down off the cross or buried. Moments ago he was still alive and talking and now, he is 
as dead as dead can be, but even now when hope seems lost and the curtain is torn and 
the rocks are breaking apart and the devil is doing a little happy dance – three full days 
before we see Jesus resurrected, when all of life is still doom and gloom, we still have 
these little snippets – these little glimpses that maybe something else is going on. 
Maybe God hasn’t forsaken Jesus after all. And maybe God hasn’t forsaken us either. 
Because in this moment of death and darkness and pain, something bigger than life 
itself is happening. Death is losing its grip. And it’s not just happening to Jesus – it’s 
happening to us, too. 
 
Friends, sometimes life feels like we are living in the middle of a lament Psalm. 
Sometimes it feels like the challenges are just too much. This year especially, we have all 
been navigating a lot. For those of you who work in the school systems, this week you 
have been navigating a lot. And it’s not just COVID. Every time we turn on the news it 
seems like there is just more bad news. More unrest. More pain and suffering and anger 
and struggle and people fighting against people. 
 
It is all real, and it is all happening, and it is disheartening, and overwhelming, and 
incredibly challenging. Prayers like “God, help us” and “God, where are you” and “God, 
could you just strike down my enemies already?” and even on occasion “God, why have 
you forsaken me?” are prayers that are being raised all over the place. But underneath 
all of the brokenness, we have a God who is rattling rocks, and shaking mountains and 
opening tombs. And in our deepest brokenness, our Un-Broken God – the God who has 
himself been broken and raised again – is already in the process of not just putting us 
back together again, but making us into a work of art, more beautiful and stronger than 
ever before. 


