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I’ve titled this sermon “A Snapshot of Suffering.” This passage is just that, a snapshot; a 
snapshot of the book of Job. Often times snapshots allow us to look a little more in depth. We 
can wrestle with the moment and what meaning might lie therein. However, snapshots can 
sometimes be misleading. They are not the whole story. There is a context. When looking at a 
snapshot it can be easy for us to take our first reactions, whether emotional or intellectual, to the 
moment and ascribe them as context for the particular moment or snapshot.  
 
An example of this could be when we come across some children misbehaving very obviously in 
public. All we may see at the moment is the poor behavior, but our imaginations can fill in the 
blanks. If we’re the conscientious type, we might imagine the children as having gone through 
some tragedy and this behavior might just be their only outlet for grief. We might even get pretty 
detailed with the story we create.  
 
Others might see them as the product of poor parenting and the deteriorating of our society. 
They might say something like, “I bet their dad is…” fill in the blank.  
 
You may prefer one response over the other, most likely having to do with your own 
predispositions, but neither one really knows. A determination made in that moment is likely to 
be less than accurate.  
 
However, context can also sometimes be misleading. When we know information that someone 
in that snapshot does or did not, it can be difficult to imagine what it’s like not to have that 
knowledge. We do this often with history. “How could the Germans have embraced such an evil 
leader as Hitler? …or the Russians with Stalin? …or the Chinese with Mao? …and so on. We 
know where all that led, but in those moments, many of those people didn’t have that 
information.  
 
So this passage is a snapshot. Without context, it doesn’t really say much other than having 
some hope for a future redeemer and an afterlife. On the other hand, knowing that the book of 
Job exists as one of the books of the Bible, I’ve interpreted this passage for the last 20 years in 
a way that’s different from how I’ve come to understand it during my studies this week. Job 
states in this passage “I know my redeemer lives…” Well I do too! My redeemer, Jesus Christ, is 
risen from the dead and because He conquered death, I can have life after death and see Him 
one day in Glory. I can think of several quite popular Christian songs that say “I know my 
redeemer lives” as a clear reference to Jesus. Why would I interpret these words of Job 
differently?  
 



Sure, this story happens way before Jesus is born, but there are examples of Old Testament 
stories with what scholars believe to be Old Testament references to Christ. This just shows the 
wisdom of Job and the depth of his faith… right? 
 
And in the midst of any suffering that we endure, we also should be able to boldly make the 
same proclamation.  
 
A reading of the surrounding chapters of this passage will cast a bit of doubt on that 
interpretation. You see, this snapshot is taken from the middle of an argument or debate that 
Job is having with three of his friends. By the time the friends come to visit their wealthy friend, 
most of his livestock and servants were taken or killed; all of his sons and daughters were killed 
in a freak accident where the house in which they were eating collapsed on them. This all 
happened in a day by the way. 
 
Then Job’s body was covered with sores to the point that his friends could not recognize him 
when they arrived. After a time together, Job tells his friends that he wished he was never born, 
and it starts off this back and forth between him and his friends that goes on for about 36 
chapters.  
 
Throughout all those chapters Job’s friends attempt to convince him that God doesn’t do these 
things to righteous people. And initially they’re pretty gentle about it. But Job is adamant that he 
did nothing wrong and that he does not deserve what God has brought upon him. Apparently 
Job was not a Calvinist.  
 
And in this snapshot, he is doubling down on his claim of innocence. He wants to write it down 
permanently, in iron and on stone. He believes that God ought to answer for what He has done, 
and in this snapshot, he’s holding on to that belief that somehow God will be made to hear his 
accusation even if it’s after he’s dead. It’s all he’s got in this moment. He has no wealth. He has 
no health. He has no one to turn to and it seems as if God is silent.  
 
In A Grief Observed, C.S. Lewis wrote about God while mourning the death of his wife “But go 
to Him when your need is desperate, when all other help is vain, and what do you find? A door 
slammed in your face, and a sound of bolting and double bolting on the inside. After that, 
silence. You may as well turn away.” A couple of paragraphs later Lewis writes that this didn’t 
make him doubt God’s existence, but left him thinking “So this is what God’s really like. Deceive 
yourself no longer.” 
 
Suffering can make for some great sermons and inspirational stories. Like Paul says in 
Romans, “We rejoice in our sufferings, knowing that suffering produces endurance and 
endurance character and character hope.” That sounds great and I truly believe it, but I’ve never 
lost 10 of my children. But I have a feeling that if I lost just one, it would shake me to my core.  
 
Our views and feelings about suffering are different when they shift from the academic to the 
personal. You can study the many atrocities of the 20th century to get an idea of the depth of 



human suffering. There are many examples to intellectually wrestle with. The holocaust, the 
gulags in the Soviet Union, some of you might be familiar with the Japanese Unit 731—some 
really messed up things there. But it’s different learning about Anne Frank or any other specific 
victim. What can you preach to them? 
 
It also becomes personal when the suffering touches you or someone close to you. Almost 
exactly 20 years ago, I was a junior in high school. I insisted that my ex-girlfriend, who had just 
recently broken up with me, come help me with my youth band at church one evening. She 
arrived late, which wasn’t her style, and seemed disturbed. I came to find that she was late 
because she had been attacked upon arriving outside the church by a stranger she was unable 
to identify. I won’t go into the details about the attack, but it was pretty bad. And it rocked my 
adolescent world pretty hard. The person I cared for most in the world at the time, had been 
victimized and I could do nothing about it. I was filled with rage. I remember running down the 
street screaming obscenities hoping for an opportunity at revenge. About a week later, during 
youth group, one of the leaders stopped me in the bathroom and told me, “I know this time must 
be difficult. But pray. Don’t be afraid to question God. He will always have an answer.”  
 
I visited that bathroom a few years ago. And it still had the dents in the paper towel dispenser 
from when I lost my temper shortly after that leader walked out. Like Job’s friends, he had good 
intentions. But I had been praying, and God had not given me an answer. At least not yet. I will 
not equate my suffering with that of Job, but like with him, it took a while to get a response from 
God. And it wasn’t an answer. 
 
When God finally comes to Job, He doesn’t answer him. He doesn’t tell him that the devil was 
testing him to find out if he was really righteous. Instead, He spends a few chapters questioning 
Job. Basically, a “who do you think you are to question me?” I had a similar experience during 
my freshman year of college. It sounded pretty silly when I was putting it in this sermon, but I 
still think it’s relevant. It started when I missed my bus stop on the way to North Avenue Beach 
where I was supposed to meet up with some people from my Bible study group. I initially 
thought, no big deal. I’ll just get off at the next stop. Then the bus jumped on Lake Shore Drive 
and didn’t stop for another 3 miles. I got off the bus in a rather immature fit of rage and I began 
to pray. And by pray, I mean I just vented at God. I told Him “You know that this is a little thing, 
but you also know that it would enrage me like this. This your fault. And right now it’s little, but 
you and I both know it hasn’t always been little things. How can you expect me to believe you to 
be good?” And I began to recall any and every injustice I felt God had forced me to experience.  
 
Yes, I know I was way overreacting. But this is one of the few occasions in my life where I felt 
God respond to me directly. This has not been a regular occurrence in my life, but I felt like God 
put an image of my dog in my head and I immediately understood. Let me explain. I had a dog 
at the time. I loved that dog. I took care of her well. And I would give her commands. Lay down. 
Come here. I would also… um… discipline her when she did bad things. You know what my dog 
never did when I gave her a command or disciplined her? She never asked why. She couldn’t. 
Even if I sat down and explained to her my reasons, she didn’t have the brain capacity to 



comprehend it. And if God is what I claim Him to be, all powerful, all knowing, how could I 
expect to be able to comprehend His reasons even if He did explain them to me? 
 
But what do we do with that? It settled me then and I believe it to be true, but when we’re facing 
terrible disease or when we’ve just lost someone we can’t imagine living without… when 
suffering hits us square in the heart, what does God offer us in the snapshot of our suffering?  
 
Well I think there are two things and they’re tied together: The first is something that Job didn’t 
have. It’s more context. The redeemer did come. And He suffered intensely too. The second is 
that, when we’re experiencing the terrible, there really are only two possibilities. Either God has 
a plan, or He doesn’t.  
 
The singer/songwriter Regina Spektor hints at this in her song “Laughing at God.” She sings “No 
one’s laughing at God in a hospital. No one’s laughing at God in a war. No one’s laughing at 
God when they’ve lost all they’ve got and they don’t know what for.” 
 
Like us, in the midst of Job’s suffering, he thinks he wants answers from God, but what he really 
needs is to know that God is there and has a plan. If He doesn’t, well then it’s all meaningless 
anyways. But if He does, it gives meaning to everything, whether we can fully comprehend it or 
not. And meaning makes suffering bearable. In the garden of Gethsemane, Jesus prayed that 
God would “take this cup from me ” and that “your will not mine be done.” Did God answer Him 
there? Not that we’re told, but God’s purpose made Jesus sufferings bearable. Meaning makes 
suffering bearable. I don’t like pain, but I’ll let little Joanna bite me for quite a long time if it 
means I get to see that goofy smile she gets when she knows she got me good.  
 
That’s a silly example, but there are so many things I hate, that I would gladly endure if it means 
something better for my children.  
 
In this “Snapshot of Suffering” Job is wishing for a few things. 1) that his words be recorded… 
check… 2) that they be preserved forever… pretty much check… 3) that after death he shall 
see God. I believe that’s a check to. But he wanted these things for the purpose of making his 
case against God. God granted Him all 3 things, but for His own purposes.  
 
When you suffer, either God has a purpose or He doesn’t. We may never know or fully 
understand what that purpose is, but our only comfort, in life and in death, is that we are not our 
own but belong, in life and in death, to our faithful Savior Jesus Christ. Amen. 


