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One of the best parts about being a priest is that I regularly get invited into the most intimate moments 
of other people’s lives—whether or not I know the person well or not. A lot of the time, these intimate 
moments are sad or tragic—the death of a loved one, a divorce, abuse, or depression.  Sometimes the 
moments are celebratory: weddings, births, baptisms, house blessings etc. but the sad moments seem 
to be just as holy, if not more, as the happy moments and it’s tempting, as a human being, to feel a 
great sense of personal importance at being invited into these moments.  

 

The flip side of this however, is that when my humanity becomes apparent, it’s a big fall from the 
sensation of being God-like. This happened to me a few years ago. I was driving to church early in the 
morning so that I could do the 8am service at All Saints downtown and just as I was about to pass The 
Varsity, I noticed a man sitting at the top of the fence on the bridge over I-85. There was a paramedic 
and an EMT talking to him and I knew what was happening—this man was going to kill himself. I pulled 
over and offered my assistance to the paramedic and he asked the man if he wanted to speak to a 
minister and the man said yes. So I got out of the car and began talking to this man. 

 

 It turned out that he was suffering from schizophrenia (the same illness that afflicts my little brother) 
and was using drugs to self-medicate because he couldn’t afford the medicine. He was tired of the cycle 
and he couldn’t see a way out. We talked for a little bit and eventually I asked him if he would come 
down so I could hold his hand. He paused for a long time and then he quickly tied the shoe strings that 
hung around his neck to the bridge and jumped off on our side. The paramedic quickly jumped about 
half way up the bridge, holding onto the fence, to catch the weight of the man and I held up his legs as 
best I could. The EMT climbed the fence and cut him down and the man lived that morning. 

 

 

As you can imagine, I was pretty shaken up and when I walked into church with only 5 minutes before 
the service I told the rector that I really needed a few minutes to talk with him. I explained what 
happened and how horrible I felt. After all, I was the one talking to the man… and he jumped off the 
bridge. Father Hoare, in a very calm but serious tone, told me that the job of savior had already been 
fulfilled. He said, “you did not have the power to kill that man or save that man, you could only be 
present with him in his time of trouble.” And I have to tell you, I felt like sobbing.  

 



Yes, of course, the job of savior has already been fulfilled. Jesus Christ came into the world to save all of 
us. Our job is simply to be there for each other, to sit in the uncomfortable spaces that are tragedy and 
heartbreak and send the message: you are not alone. Our job, is to be human beings who were created 
by love for love and to remember that deep in our bones. And thank God for that, thank God that none 
of us have the burden of being the savior. More than that, thank God there is a savior—one who is 
always present with us in our most vulnerable moments; in the moments where we need to be saved.  

 

Because truthfully, when I was a little girl, I didn’t understand Jesus’ death. I was told that he was willing 
to give up his own life to pay for my sins. While that did sound very special and made me believe Jesus 
loved me, I never understood why it was necessary. There were two things that confused me. One was 
that while I think giving up your life for another is incredibly selfless, it’s not an act that only Jesus has 
performed.  

 

Soldiers do it, mothers and fathers have done, and I’d heard stories of animals jumping in to give their 
lives for their owners. To me, it was unclear why Jesus sacrificing himself cleansed the sins of all. I mean, 
why didn’t all the other people who selflessly gave up their lives cancel out our sins? Second, if God 
didn’t want me to be separated from him because of the rules He created then, you know, why didn’t he 
just change the rules?  

 

These two things always stayed in the back of my mind but they never diminished the very real intuition 
that I had that Jesus’ death did actually do something powerful. I just couldn’t name it and the church 
wasn’t helping me name it. I was successful at drawing several metaphors about life from Jesus’ death 
and I think those are all true and part of the purpose and helpful, but they still didn’t shake the feeling 
for me that his actual death changed something in the world.  

 

But in that moment, standing on that bridge, holding that man’s hand while the police held him down 
and the paramedics gave him a shot to relax his muscles so he couldn’t fight, I locked eyes with him and 
I saw a man who needed saving and I couldn’t do it. Even if I had agreed to jump off the bridge instead 
of him, it would not have saved him. But when Jesus died on the cross that day, he tore open a hole in 
the veil that divides this life of pain and fear and helplessness from that next life of freedom and love 
and mercy. 

 

And that man on the bridge, while he may not know it with his mind, I believe he could sense it with his 
heart because Jesus’ death made it true that grace does not exist outside ourselves. No, he tore that 
door right off and now that field of mercy holds us on this Earth and we have access to it all times. And I 



know it’s true because that man and I were in that field when we locked eyes and now that we’ve both 
tasted it, we’ll never be alone a day in our lives.  

 

When Jesus died on the cross, he sent out an energy of love that tore at the conditions that hold this 
world together and left a way for him to access us at each and every moment when we need saving. And 
all we have to do is follow his example and let go. Let go of who we think we are, let go of who we want 
to be, let go of how things are supposed to happen. We are to simply let go and just let God be present 
with us. And then, we will be standing in the field of mercy. 

 

And so when I come to Good Friday, I don’t celebrate but I don’t cry either. There is nothing good about 
death except that it is the catalyst for resurrection. So I don’t weep in despair and fixate on Jesus’ pain 
and the injustice of it all because he orchestrated this whole thing. As it turned out, he did just change 
the rules, but he had to physically be present to do it and he had to do it at the intersection of death and 
life so he could tear that veil. 

 

You see, our God wanted access to us at all times, not just when we die. So it is true that his death 
allowed us to have eternal life but more than that, it allowed us to stand in the presence of God at all 
times. His death allowed us to stand in the field of mercy at all times so that healing can happen now 
and now at the end. Friends, Jesus’ death had real power and changed the very structure of the universe 
and all because we are beloved and worth it.  

 

 


