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‘The Lord is my light and my help’ 

I wonder how many of those who went to the gas chambers in Auschwitz, Treblinka or 

 Buchenwald and all the other concentration camps across Europe would have been saying those 

words, ‘The Lord is my light and my help; whom shall I fear?, or maybe the words of Jesus on 

the Cross, “Eli, eli, lama sabachthani?” -“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” 

Our God is the God who speaks, the God who engages with His creation and ultimately He is the 

God who listens. 

One of the things I have really appreciated since coming here to St Augustine’s is the way the 

Scriptures are read - unrushed, read with meaning and conviction, and ultimately with love - so 

much so that we can begin to hear God Himself speaking to us in the depths of our hearts. And 

all read from this beautiful ambo, equal in dignity with the altar and the chair. 

From a Catholic perspective maybe the two most significant things of the 20th century were the 

Holocaust and the Second Vatican Council. First the Holocaust. Those people who ‘walked in 

darkness’, the darkness of Auschwitz, did they really see ‘a great light’? Those who lived ‘in a 

land of deep shadow’, did light really shine upon them? In the face of such suffering many would 

question the reality of a loving God. And it was such questions that brought about the Second 

Vatican Council, an attempt to take us right back to the Holy Scriptures, back to the fundamental 

questions of our faith. 

“Repent for the Kingdom of God is close at hand”, says Jesus. We Catholics, we Christians, we 

human beings must take responsibility. The evil in the world, even the Shoah, we are all  

complicit, we must all repent. 

But let us finish with  St Paul preaching the crucifixion of Christ. Here in the crucifixion we have 

the God who not only speaks but who, in his speech, engages with us, engages with darkness,  

engages with suffering, indeed who becomes darkness, becomes suffering, thereby making very 

darkness and suffering a royal road to heaven, to the temple of the Lord, to that light which is 

God Himself.  

Or as the words Elie Weisel, a Holocaust survivor heard as he watched a fellow Jew being hung 

on a tree, ‘There is God hanging on a tree’. 

‘The Lord is my light and my help, whom shall I fear?” 

 

 


