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Ordinary Sunday 27 (C)  

Lamentations 1:1-6 

Let’s Lament 

 

A couple of years ago I published a book titled The Grief Walk – Losing, 

Grieving, and Journeying on to Something New. I share with you the opening 

paragraph of the Introduction to this book. 

 

We grieve when we lose someone or something that matters to us, and 

because our existence is punctuated with countless losses grief 

permeates our lives. Grieving is as natural as sleeping when we are tired 

and eating when we are hungry. Yet, for many of us, grief has become 

alien. We push it away and think that in time it will disappear. That’s 
probably what we hope for when we talk about ‘moving on’ and finding 
some mythical state called ‘closure’. The problem is, our grief doesn’t 
evaporate. It hangs around waiting for acknowledgement, waiting for us 

to respond to it (page 15). 

 

In the book I lament the lack of lament in the lives of many church 

communities. It’s as if we’re allowed to be joyful in church, but not sad – 

we’re allowed to celebrate and rejoice but not grieve and mourn. And, if we 

do express how we really feel, we may be issued with a pious platitude that 

denies the pain of our loss and grief. But that’s not the pattern given in 

Scripture. Over half the psalms are poems or songs of lament, and an entire 

book of the Hebrew Scriptures, that of Lamentations, is a collection of 

communal lament poems. In five long poems words are given to the people’s 
sorrow and grief over the destruction of Jerusalem. They are words of 

profound sadness and raw pain as the people live through deep suffering.  

 

In 587 BC the Babylonians destroyed Jerusalem. The city was the focus of the 

people’s dreams and hopes – the sign of God’s presence and promises. Its 
temple spoke of what they treasured most. Now the place was gone, and 

they wept. They wept for being invaded. They grieved for the loss of their 

society, their identity, and their security. They mourned for their dead and 
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for those carted away into captivity and exile. Their grief was like that of a 

woman widowed – bereft, vulnerable, and alone.  

 

How lonely sits the city that once was full of people!  

How like a widow she has become,  

   she that was great among the nations! … 

She weeps bitterly in the night,  

   with tears on her cheeks;  

among all her lovers she has no one to comfort her;  

   all her friends have dealt treacherously with her,  

   they have become her enemies. 

 

We know about grief and loss. It may be for the loss of dreams and hopes, 

the loss of a relationship, of good health, of work and security, the loss of 

the church we knew, the loss of anything that is familiar and significant to 

us. It may be the death of a beloved pet or the loss of our health; the ending 

of work when we retire or are made redundant, or perhaps the ending of a 

relationship. And then there’s the loss and grief and we know when a 

someone significant in our lives dies.  

 

Shakespeare got it right: ‘Give sorrow words; the grief that does not speak / 
Whispers the o’er-fraught heart and bids it break.’ We need, in our own way, 

to acknowledge our losses, whatever they are, rather than sweep them 

under the carpet. 

 

The pages of Scripture are soaked with the tears of human pain, heartbreak, 

and suffering. Lamentations and the psalms of lament give expression to our 

questions and doubts, as well as showing that it’s okay to rant and rave at 
God – to express our anger, heartbreak, and woundedness. They tell it how 

it is, because you know as well as I do, that life isn’t always joy and happiness. 
 

My deep desire for our faith communities is that they be ones where we can 

share with God and one another how things really are. We don’t need to 

repress our questions or resort to artificial optimism or superficial clichés. 
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The other day I asked a friend how they were. This person has learned that 

when I ask that question, I’m not expecting a polite answer but an honest 
response. So, they replied, “It’s a bad day… Actually, it’s utter shit!” I couldn’t 
take their pain away, but in a very small way, I could journey with them, and 

I went away and spent time in prayer for them – and in that prayer I told God 

a thing or two. 

 

Reading Lamentations, as with the psalms of lament, you won’t discover 

neat answers. What you’ll find is a series of pictures, describing from one 
angle then another, the one shattering event. But isn’t that how we travel 
through grief? We come back to the one event repeatedly – but each time 

from another angle, as we recount the loss, our reactions, and questions.  

 

In today’s passage the poet asks ‘why?’ – and gives an answer. It’s a response 
rooted in the people’s relationship to God:  
 

Her foes have become the masters, her enemies prosper,  

because the Lord has made her suffer  

   for the multitude of her transgressions…. 
 

Jerusalem fell to the Babylonians because of political and military decisions, 

but the understanding of the time was that behind such events was the 

judgment of God. In other words, this disaster was the result of their sin. But 

the real, deeper question would be, where do they go from here? That may 

be our question when something painful or tragic happens – how do we 

choose to respond?  

 

Let’s be very careful when we talk about reasons for suffering. Lamentations 

can look at what happened to Jerusalem and say it was richly deserved, but 

this isn’t always true of life. There are tragedies, losses, sufferings, of which 
people will say, ‘I wonder what s/he did to deserve that?’ And so often the 

only honest answer is ‘nothing!’ Suffering can be cruelly random. I don’t 
believe in a God who doles out misery like gold stars in reverse. I believe in 

a God who seeks new life and transformation. We don’t avert our eyes when 
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things go wrong or pretend that nothing’s happened. We front up to the 
suffering around us, and within us, and do all we can to care for those who 

are hurting. 

 

We can rightly lament many situations in our lives and in the world about us. 

But lament, as expressed in Scripture, ultimately looks to God, and through 

the journey of grief seeks something new – it seeks God’s transforming 
presence in our pain. Two chapters later in Lamentations, the poet makes 

this affirmation: 

 

The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases,      

his mercies never come to an end;      

they are new every morning;    

great is your faithfulness.  

‘The Lord is my portion,’ says my soul, ‘therefore I will hope in him.’ 
 

Lamentations gives voice to our grief and pain – words for our anger and our 

questions – and then, gradually, another voice emerges – a voice that leads 

to hope – a call to affirm our trust in God and to proclaim God’s presence 
even in the darkest moment. ‘The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases.’ 
God’s love embraces both darkness and light, trouble and joy, anguish, and 

hope. 

 

 Alister Hendery 

Hastings – 2.10.2022 


