
Sermon by Maryann Wangui Kihia
Based on Matthew 27: 45-46
5th April 2009.

My God, My God why have you forsaken me?

This was Jesus' cry to God.

In the past I have asked God this question but he has never answered me directly. Later, you will later
understand why.

Last Sunday Pastor Lusmarina asked us and I quote: "Do you like your lives?" It was a good question which I
was going to answer for once (but she didn't ask for hands up this time. I guess she was concerned that the
interaction would have been too much and diverse thus taking up the time for her sermon).

I like life. I like life to an extent that my mother used to tell me when I was younger "if you had legs,
(meaning if I could walk "properly" like the others,) they would not be seeing me. It's more inclusive when
said in my mother's language. I like going out to restaurants or to cinemas. I like parties, meetings, social and
community gatherings with an intended purpose, I like attending to othersâ�¦BUT I HATE MY LIFE!

I hate my life because it is one filled with suffering. I live with chronic pains. I stand them the whole day long,
I sleep with them. The following day I start again with them. Normally when people are tired and sleep, they
are supposed to recover during the night and wake up much better, enthusiastic enough to start a new day. For
me it's the contrary! I wake up feeling as if a big lorry had run over me. With the passing years it has become
part of my life and the opposite would feel strange to me. Apart from my physical pains, I have to deal with
all the normal life struggles that everybody else goes through. My first born, a very handsome and intelligent
young man of twenty-six, has been depressed for a long time and has taken refuge in alcohol. Thus, in lay
terms â�� he is alcoholic. Like any other loving parent, this breaks my heart terribly. For a long time, I have
been praying God to change him, but it's not only that He hasn't answered my prayers, he's turned from bad to
worse to the point of almost losing his head. When I discovered his problems, I was still recovering from my
second polio attack which left my body with further complications, which were very difficult to handle. At the
same time, I had lost my job as I could no longer use the computer continuously because of severe headaches.

We want our lives to be fitted in the way we design them or dream of them. I wanted my intelligent son to
attend university and have the highest education ever since he was capable of doing so. This wasn't the case.
Though with a physical disability â�� (mind you this has never ever caused any problem to me, only the
pains,) I wanted to continue working (in a field that I enjoyed) earning a living like any other person, but this
wasn't the case. It was also at this very moment, that my ex-husband had come to join us in Geneva after a
seven-year separation for X reasons and we couldn't get along any more. Consequently, I asked him for a
temporary separation - time for reflection - but in vain. I had to take the matter to the court which was judged
very badly by many of my countrymen. Hence on my back was my illness, my son who was slowly becoming
disoriented, my joblessness, my broken marriage and my then innocent little sweet boy, who became confused
by all that was happening and whom I had to protect at all costs. This was too tiring for my measured energy
and at finally I was blamed for everything: "Why did you bring me to Europe? I was much better in Kenya",
said my first born. "You mean you brought me to Switzerland to divorce me?" asked my ex-husband. "Look
at yourself, you have become so europeanised that you behave like them now", he'd continue. "Would you
have dared to do this in Kenya?" "Mum", said my little sweet boy, "we were much better before without
Dad,"why doesn't he return to where he came?" At this very period, I was taking care of my mother who
suffered a triple stroke and is now hemiplegic in a wheelchair, as well as my elderly aunt who suffers ill
health. Within three years she has accumulated acute high blood pressure, kidney problems among the long
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list of illnessesâ�¦ and recently a cancer. Neither of them speaks an international language and I had and still
have to accompany them on various medical visits: I became sad, overwhelmed and depressed. My God, My
God, why have you forsaken me? How can you give me so much to carry? During the day, I put on a smiling
face and continued as if all was well.

Almost every Easter, I tend to compare my suffering with that of Jesus. Jesus was despised, and rejected by
man. He was crushed for our iniquities. He was scourged and smitten. He was stricken like a lamb led to the
slaughter. (Today no animal would be treated this way with all the existing laws against torture of animals in
the developed countries). His body was pierced through. He was crucified. He grieved and He died. Charles
Swindoll in his book entitled: Getting through the tough stuff says that: "Jesus did not deliberately choose that
route. He accepted the pain, He endured it, and He embraced it". I completely accept my suffering. I have no
choice.
The Webster Dictionary describes physical pain as "a basic bodily sensation induced by noxious stimulus,
received by naked nerve endings, characterised by physical discomfortâ�¦ acute mental or emotional distress.
Jesus knew all these. Today my doctors know it too and have prescribed all types of medication to diminish
these effects if not heal them. Let me show you my last delivery of medicines. This bag contains all types of
strong pain killers. Frankly speaking it scares me. They all have numerous side effects. I can imagine the
athletics in my body when I take the medicines: I am for the nerves, I am for the muscles, I am for the bones, I
must rush because I reduce the pain, no I must be there before you because I fortify the body.â�¦Each one tries
to reach its destination the fastest and sometimes there are collisions and they end up landing at the wrong end
or destroying everything wherever they pass through. This is how three years ago, they landed on my kidneys,
damaging them. A sanction of not taking any type of medication for a period two years had to be imposed by
my doctor. It's all part of my process.

Though Jesus went through all this suffering, he was holy - I find it unfair. I am a sinner and this makes the
whole world of difference without justifying anything. His suffering was for a specified time, mine has no
limit or it will be death. God does not answer directly but gives me the means and courage to go through the
difficult situations.
Lusmarina, I appreciate my life when I'm able to help someone else. When God uses me to change the mind
of a suicidal and unknown person on the street (twice in different years, I've met two young people who told
me that they were really going to take their lives. After very long discussions, they changed their minds). I
appreciate my life when I take care of Stanley and my elderly parents who really need me.

When I just arrived here (Geneva) I read Joni Erickson Tada's first book which explains how she broke her
spinal cord when she dived into a shallow swimming pool. She became Tetraplegic. It's a book filled with a
passion of love for God and with exemplary courage. Despite the fact that she knew that she would never
walk again or even be able to eat by herself, neither blow her own nose nor comb her hair, she remained
faithful to God. This doesn't mean she never got mad with God. No, not at all. I was stirred by her faith. At
seventeen not only had she to give up all the life she'd known until then, but she had to learn to accept and live
with suffering. She embraced it and today she is an international speaker with a very strong ministry with
various projects to help the less fortunate. A year after reading her book, I found myself at the hospital
paralysed from the neck downwards. I kept recalling her faith and it helped me to continue struggling for my
life. Five months later, I had learnt to eat again, sit, stand and walk with crutches again and so I was
discharged to go home to my children.

Just like Christ, we learn obedience from the things we suffer. (Hebrews 5: 8) I see life from a very different
perspective and I am grateful for it, something I could perhaps not appreciate if I hadn't suffered as such.
Spiritually, the pain of adversity helps us grow into mature people of faith. (James 1:2-4)
I won't say I understand God's purpose for pain and suffering in the world. Nor do I consider suffering as
James suggests to us in his second verse "consider it a complete joy my brothers, when you become involved
in all sorts of trials." I even find that God contradicts Himself in these things.
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Nevertheless, I'm deeply convinced that I live by grace. The grace of God accompanies me in my daily toils
and gives me the energy and the courage to continue. I don't see it otherwise.

Lusmarina's other question last Sunday was: "do you fear death?
I have been so close to death on several times that I don't fear it anymore. To me life is in us as much as is
death. In the same way we breathe, we can just stop and that will be it. I will tell you of a funny anecdote:
when my son was only five, I thought I wasn't going to live for a long time and so I started preparing him for
my death. I'd take him to the cemetery close to our home for a walk, explain to him why there were nice
flowers on the graves and tell him that the families of the dead bring them or come to visit them. When we
reached home, he rushed to the balcony, took a flower pot and started working on it. When I asked him what
he was doing he simply answered "I'm planting flowers now so that when you die, I can put them on your
grave" thirteen years hence, I'm still alive, by God's grace.

What brought me to this foreign land which I call mine today, where technology is very developed (I'm
surrounded by remote controls to open gates, doors, windows etc), a place where I'm able to receive adequate
treatment and where there are people to listen and to take action whenever I need something? How come I can
enjoy some of the best hot water swimming pools? Who am I, a simple human being brought up in the slums
of Nairobi?
I tell people who complain so much of what they miss, that if "you want to appreciate your life, look at the
people less fortunate than you". Look at how many people in the world live with less than a dollar a day or
with nothing. How many people out there are hungry with no resources? Thousands die of several diseases
which could not be treated because they have no access to medical care. My faith isstrengthened when I
receive a bag full of drugs like that one. I praise God when I feel like a living corpse, but am still able to drag
myself into my wheelchair and move. When I think of persons with disabilities and other illnesses in
developing countries, I realise that I'm a very blessed woman. (Don't be mistaken, sometimes I feel both
blessed and cursed at the same time and that's when I tell God that He is too complicated and that I have given
up understanding how he works, but He remains my Saviour. I mean I can't do without him). Instead, I always
look at the glass as half-full and not half-empty. I search for the little positive thing and this motivates me. I
lose a job; he gives me another one that perfectly suits me and one that does not require my intellectual
capacities. I don't complain or wonder why this happens. Recently, I suffered from tendonitis which makes it
very hard or impossible to transfer or walk with my crutches. My sweet young boy, who has now grown to be
eighteen, remarkably helps me. Well, here I have a choice of judgement: I may be annoyed and ashamed that I
have become like my son's child that when he wants to go to out tells me " mum, do you want me to help you
to go to the toilet before I leave", and when he wants to sleep he says "mum, I have to put you in bed now
because I want to sleep", OR I may see it as a blessing from God that he is there and that he is so caring.
Obviously, I see it as a blessing.

I wonder if you have ever felt despised, forsaken, rejected, crushed, or afflicted. I have felt all these and I
know THAT Jesus understands me. I have been rejected my in-laws because of my disability. I am despised
because of my handicap and my colour in various aspects. I have been forsaken. I Praise God that they are
many people who see me as a human being and respect me as one. For example; my supervisors: while some
of my colleagues complain and argue that as a person with a "visible" disability I should not work in
"respectful public places," others esteem me and say that I encourage them. Most important is that my
supervisors and the Counsellors of Geneva admire my courage and acknowledge my efforts.
I no longer ask God to take away the temptations from me. However, I pray to Him to help me deal with the
difficult situations as an alternative to growing weary and finding no solution. Sooner or later, anxiety drains
us off all resources and leaves us emotionally ruined and spiritually immobilised. While we react differently
to problems, relentless worries make us uneasy, it steals smiles from our faces and we may be inclined to
forget that it is by the grace of God that we live, that we have what we have, that we are where we are. I thank
God for this beautiful city with many parks and different types of flowers. We are in spring which I enjoy
very much and soon they will be everywhere. Watch out for them! Nature has so much to offer to us if we

3



open up our eyes wide.

The fact that I deal with complications so calmly, makes me confirm that without God it would be impossible
to have such harmony. Apart from God, another thing that helps me cope with my suffering is the friendship
that people offer to me: when people pass to see me for a friendly chat or when friends call and propose that
we go out.

Are we too preoccupied to recognise the Rainbows in our lives, that small light that shines in the middle of
our chaos? It may come as a full rainbow (you may never get the gold pot though) or in bits of colours say
green today, orange tomorrow, yellow another day etc? Let us look out for the very, very insignificant things
in our lives and be grateful for them. May God bless you all.
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