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HAITI HURTS 
Psalm 23 & Matthew 25:35-41 

                                       

Psalm 23 
 1The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 2He makes me lie down in green pastures; he leads me 
beside still waters; 3he restores my soul. He leads me in right paths for his name’s sake. 4Even though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death, I fear no evil; for you are with me; your rod and your staff—they 
comfort me. 5You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; you anoint my head with 
oil; my cup overflows. 6Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I shall dwell in 
the house of the Lord my whole life long.  

Matthew 25:35-40 
 35for I was hungry and you gave me food, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a 
stranger and you welcomed me, 36I was naked and you gave me clothing, I was sick and you took care of 
me, I was in prison and you visited me.” 37Then the righteous will answer him, “Lord, when was it that we 
saw you hungry and gave you food, or thirsty and gave you something to drink? 38And when was it that we 
saw you a stranger and welcomed you, or naked and gave you clothing? 39And when was it that we saw 
you sick or in prison and visited you?” 40And the king will answer them, “Truly I tell you, just as you did it to 
one of the least of these who are members of my family, you did it to me.” 
                                       

It is a strange experience - 
To sit in the comfort of my own living room 
And watch the continued suffering of a people. 
A whole city destroyed. 
People grieving enormous loss. 
Seeking to piece together the remaining fragments of their lives. 
Homeless. 
Orphaned. 
Lost. 
Trapped. 
Injured. 
Hungry. Thirsty. 
Tired. 
Schocked. 
 
My tiny human brain struggles to understand 
What is happening? 
Why is this happening? 
And I am so far away that I can do is continue to watch. 
Extend my heart to these people that I do not know. 
Feel a little bit of their pain. 
Grieve for them and with them. 
 
It seems there is so little I can do right now to help. 
Going there, I would just get in the way. 
We did take up a special offering for Haiti here last week. 
(So far this congregation has raised over $2,500 for Presbyterian Disaster Relief.) 



 
And so after writing a check, 
what I do now is watch and pray. 
Read and listen and hope and talk. 
 
It is a difficult thing to comprehend. 
Such death, loss, and woundedness occurring  
in a world that we believe to be in the hands of a loving God. 
 
Some are asking WHY, God? 
 
Some are wondering WHERE, God, are you in all of this? 
 
Some are asking HOW, God, could you let this happen? 
 
Terry shared with me that last Sunday he could not utter the words you so often hear from him. 
The old benediction: 
“You go nowhere by accident…wherever you go God is sending you…” 
Doesn’t hold up to a tragedy of such proportion. 
 
And a God who would bury tens of thousands of already poor people 
Under mounds of rubble, their own broken homes, 
Could that possibly be the same God who called us all to love and care for the least among us? 
The same God born in Bethlehem? 
The one who came to dwell with us? 
 
There are those who do not have this problem. 
Who find God readily and easily in the situation. 
There are those that have been quick to say that God caused this earthquake. 
It is divine vengeance for a pact made with the devil. 
 
But this, to me, falls short of responsible theology– 
Reduces God to something like a jealous lover or a hot-headed bully, 
blames innocent victims, explains away the suffering of an entire nation 
and serves only to divide us from one another. 
 
For if we know anything about God, it is that God is so much bigger than our simple explanations and 
understandings. 
 
We ask why, not because we thinking we’ll end up with a straightforward “because.” 
We ask why because we care and because we know those are our brothers and sisters suffering. 
Because we also know: it could have been us. 
 
Our “WHY God?”s to some extent, we know, are chasing after wind. 
The question is not ours to answer. 
 
And so the next question comes: 
What, God, can I do? 
How, Jesus, can I serve you? 
This is the criteria that Jesus gives for the judgment of the nations. 
 
 



Jesus reminds us that all are members of the body of Christ in Matthew 25. 
We must tend to “the least of these” –  
The poor 
The brokenhearted 
The injured 
The hungry. The thirsty. 
The trapped. 
 
All these members of God’s family. 
 
We are to look at them. 
And attempt to love. 
To feed. To help. To heal. 
 
So while we ask “Why God?” 
We do not answer it. 
 
The question is born of care and of fear. 
Care and compassion for those who suffer. 
Fear that it could happen to us. 
 
But the response is not one that divides, blames, 
Or even explains. 
 
It is one that comforts and contributes. 
Grieves and gives. 
Hopes and heals. 
 
Where is God? 
God is in the midst of the suffering. 
 
We have all been drawn to the stories coming out of Haiti now. 
One of those stories is that of Kim and Patrick Bentrott. 
Patrick was a seminary classmate of mine and his wife, Kim, is a doctor. 
They have been working in Haiti for over a year teaching nurses, working with orphans, being in 
community. 
They lost their home that Tuesday, but survived with their adopted infant son,  
and found refuge in a mountain village through the help of a friend named Veniel. 
Both have been working on relief efforts, treating the sick, 
Holding babies, seeking out resources. 
 
Last Sunday, 5 days after the quake that changed everything, they attended church. 
Kim’s words, from her online journal, speak to God in the midst of it all.  
 
Listen to her story: 
 
“We went with Veniel to his community church up the mountain that was jam-packed with people already 
mid prayer by the time we arrived. We came in the clothes we've both been wearing for several days, no ties 
or skirts or nice shoes. But no one looked twice. The church was packed, and as emotional as Haitian church 
services can be, I've never been in one with so much soul-filled prayer, heart-sick singing, or meaningful 
leadership by the pastors. Hands raised. Sorrow released through song. I also have never felt so held up by a 
community as the safety and song of the church loosed our defenses and allowed tears to flow. 



 
I have a friend who reminded me that God "steels our souls" for difficult, traumatic times that allow us to 
keep going, to put one foot in front of the other. In church today a little of that steel cracked... for all of us. 
Tears flowed as we sang "some day we'll understand." Veniel's family was there, and his 4 year-old daughter 
V. wrapped her arms and legs around her daddy as he let down briefly with tears. She gently patted his 
head, stroking his neck, a 4 year-old comforting a father who has been nothing but a steel ship for so many 
people, attending to business sun up to sun down, taking care of both the alive and the dead. Today, in the 
arms of his child, he was able to release a little of the pain heavy in his heart.  
 
Church today was what we all needed... a community reaching for each other more than I've ever felt in 
church before. I thought of all the prayers going up around the world for Haiti, the incredible outpouring of 
love we've felt from family, friends and those we haven't yet met. I lifted up the faces of my students, the 
staff who I enjoyed working together with over the last year, for the suffering hearts of so many who have 
lost family, friends, jobs and health. Today I never once felt like an outsider, never caught a curious look my 
way... only understanding, the shared kisses on the cheek, handshakes and hugs from virtual strangers 
bonded together under a shared experience… 
 
Although going to church felt like a diversion in a day with so many people to reach, so much to do, it was 
exactly what we all needed to steel ourselves again for our work ahead.” 1 
 
And so the Bentrott’s work of love in Haiti continues. 
And God is in the sadness. 
Yeah though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death – 
You are with me. 
Just like a daughter allowing her father’s tears to flow. 
God with us. 
 
At our best, my brother and sisters, here in this makeshift sanctuary, 
we know how to be family –  
and our family that extends far beyond these walls. 
 
If God is a comforter – one who provides cool water, rod and staff to guide and strengthen - 
Then in our prayers, in our watching, we become Christ’s body, 
Shining what spark of God’s love is in us. 
 
Hearts reach out to those far away. 
God weeps with us, and so we weep with them, 
And grieving moves to giving, 
Compassion turns to comfort 
Out of hurt comes hope. 
That the glory of God might be revealed. 
 
Amen. 

                                                            
1 http://www.kimandpatrick.blogspot.com/ 


