
Reflection for Good Friday: 
 
At noon darkness came over the whole land until three in the afternoon. 
And at three o’clock Jesus cried out in a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, lema 
sabachthani?” which is translated, “My God, my God, why have you 
forsaken me?” 
~ Mark 15:33-34 

 
Let us turn for a moment to a scene from C.S. Lewis’ book, The Silver 

Chair. Imagine that we are miles and miles below the earth’s surface. We 
observe a curious little company, consisting of a Marsh-wiggle, a Narnian prince 
and two English children. After an already lengthy adventure, they are 
confronted by the evil Queen – or, more appropriately, Witch – of the 
Underland. At first, the threat isn’t too imminent: she has a soothing voice, and 
there is a certain logic in her counsel. One by one, our friends fall captive to her 
enchantment. They have been travelling for so long in the Underland, they can’t 
remember the last time they saw the sun. They’ve nearly forgotten what a 
breeze feels like, or the sweetness that hangs in the air at the edge of day, as 
evening approaches and the shadows lengthen. All they know now are the 
interminable shadows. The hours, days, seasons…all unchangeable, here in the 
Underland. The Witch knows this, and uses it to advance her own cruel designs. 
She seeks to undermine every good memory that these unwelcome guests have 
of home. She uses their experience of the long journey through the darkness 
against them, to make them forget their true country.  

 
“There never was any world but mine.” said the Witch. 
“There never was any world but yours.” said they.i 

 
She very nearly convinces her captives of the futility of their mission to 

save Narnia from her terrible schemes. I say very nearly, because Puddleglum – 
that odd, loyal and curmudgeonly Marshwiggle – steps forward and speaks up: 

 
Suppose this black pit of a kingdom of yours is the only world.  Well, it 
strikes me as a pretty poor one…But four babies playing a game can 
make a play-world which licks your real world hollow.  That’s why I’m 
going to stand by the play-world.  I’m on Aslan’s side even if there isn’t 
any Aslan to lead it.  I’m going to live as like a Narnian as I can even if 
there isn’t any Narnia.ii 

 



It was probably the most difficult thing that Puddleglum would ever do: 
resist the power of her words and expose them as lies. But even with the 
consoling memory of his beloved home fading, his faith in Aslan (the Christ-like 
figure in the story) remains unwavering. And armed with that faith, he can pierce 
through the feeble lies of the Witch and dismiss her claims that Narnia was never 
real. And he is ready to defend the name of Aslan, even if Aslan and Narnia feel 
as remote as a half-remembered dream. He responds to the wicked 
enchantments of the Witch like a bolt of lightning in the storm. His words are 
like a flash of light that illuminate, even for just a moment, the reality of his 
homeland, and assures the others that it is still there, despite reports to the 
contrary.  
 

Perhaps you, who have stumbled on this retreat, have gone through 
periods when you feel like Puddleglum and his friends. Maybe you are in this 
spiritual Underland right now, trudging through a lonely land, where the 
slightest flickering light is enough to make one’s heart leap for joy. Perhaps you 
have felt abandoned, and find it difficult to remember, and thus meditate on, 
the glorious destiny written on each human heart. Perhaps your songs of praise 
– which, until recently, flowed freely – have dried up, and your life feels like a 
chapter out of the Book of Job. You hold in your hand a long litany of 
unanswered prayers and questions, like letters returned to sender. But the 
letters that are returned have been opened, which means our Lord is listening.  
 

There is, to be sure, a desolation that comes with unhappy detours into a 
life of sin. But then there is the kind of night that falls on even the holiest of 
hearts, for reasons that God alone knows. He allows this darkness, which is an 
invitation to fall into His arms ever more confidently, and follow His ways ever 
more faithfully. Through such mysterious consolations, He brings us closer to His 
heart, which shines with such radiance that our eyes must be shielded, as the 
seraphim cover their eyes with their wings. And so it may seem that darkness 
envelops us, when, in fact, we are closer to our Heavenly Father than ever 
before.    
 

The narrator of The Silver Chair might give us some encouragement, 
then, when he tells us about the “Really Deep Land,” which is located even 
further down than the Underland. We might be tempted to think that the 
deeper into the earth they went, the darker and less splendid it would be. But 
far from it: that region of the world is actually very beautiful, and full of light.  
Could it be, then, that the deep “underground” places of our spiritual life, 



where it seems darker and quieter, are not, in fact, necessarily opposed to our 
happiness? After all, is not Aslan still Lord over the deep crevices of creation? Is 
Jesus only Lord of the day? No! He governs over the night, as well, and the 
moon and the stars are woven into His crown. And we cannot forget (indeed, it 
is easier to remember during the dark night) that at the very center of the 
Christian faith stands the Cross. If we didn’t believe that Christ’s reign continued 
through even the blackest hour and in the deepest fractures in our souls, then 
we could have never called that certain Friday “good.” 
 

From God’s standpoint, there is a great chasm between hope and 
despair, between faith and unbelief. To our minds, however, it would appear 
that the one only just nudges ahead of the other. Day by day, week by week, we 
might oscillate between trust and suspicion, hopefulness and hesitation, as 
though they were neck and neck in a tense race. This might be why Jesus’ agony 
in the garden of Gethsemane moves us so much. He undergoes that internal 
battle which storms our hearts, perhaps even every day: “take this cup away 
from me…Thy will be done!...Wait! This is too hard…if it be Your will, spare me 
from this…” Back and forth, and back and forth…that is what so many of us 
experience in this life of faith. And then there are the break-away moments, as in 
a race, when a runner pulls ahead: one moment, we may be as the Beloved 
Disciple at the foot of the Cross, and the next, we may be St. Peter, weeping 
over his denial of the Lord, or St. Thomas, who doubts that Christ has truly risen.    
 
 The race might seem close, and the road might appear to be dimly lit and 
winding unpredictably. Those unanswered letters might pile up, and the pieces 
of life lay scattered around us, like an impossible puzzle. But we must not let go 
of the memory of an encounter with the Living God, no matter how distant the 
recollection may seem! Look how Puddleglum clung to even the tiniest shred of 
his earlier life; it was just enough to unravel the Witch’s enchantment. He was a 
man – or, rather, a Marshwiggle – who remembered where he was from. He 
remembered his true King.  
 

In his resistance to the Evil Queen, Puddleglum was neither despairing 
nor terribly optimistic. But he was faithful to the last. And it was that statement 
of faith, spoken miles away from everything he knew and loved, which rattled a 
sleeping world awake and shook down the throne of an unjust ruler. May we 
pray for the faith and courage to topple those usurpers who are trying to 
overrun our own hearts! Even in our most parched and silent moments, when we 



join our voices to the cry of Christ from the Cross, let us strain our ears to listen 
for the gentle knock on the door, which announces the new morning.   
 

On that glad night, 
in secret, for no one saw me, 
nor did I look at anything, 
with no other light or guide 
than the one that burned in my heart. 
This guided me 
more surely than the light of noon 
to where he was awaiting me 
- him I knew so well - 
there in a place where no one appeared. 
O guiding night! 
O night more lovely than the dawn! 
O night that has united 
the Lover with his beloved, 
transforming the beloved in her Lover. iii 
~ St. John of the Cross 

* * * 
 
It is not always an easy road, Lord. You know this, and You know it well, for You 
walked the road to Calvary, the darkest path of all. Help me trace Your sacred 
footsteps, as I believe they lead to the Resurrection. No evil enchantment has 
the power to overturn what You have done for me! “For I am convinced that 
neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor present things, nor 

future things, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature will be 
able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.”  

(Romans 8:38-39) 
 
                                                
i C.S. Lewis, The Silver Chair, (New York, NY: MacMillan Publishing Company, 1953) 154. 
ii  Ibid., 159. 
iii St. John of the Cross, “Dark Night,” (written circa 1578-1579)  


