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July 3, 2016 – (Pentecost 08, Mar) 

Sermon Text – Job 1:1-22 (2:1-10) 

 

- There was once a man in the land of Uz whose name was Job.  That man was blame-

less and upright, one who feared God and turned away from evil…Then Satan answered 

the Lord, "Does Job fear God for nothing?  Have you not put a fence around him and his 

house and all that he has, on every side?  You have blessed the work of his hands, and 

his possessions have increased in the land.  But stretch out your hand now, and touch all 

that he has, and he will curse you to your face."…Then Job arose, tore his robe, shaved 

his head, and fell on the ground and worshiped.  He said, "Naked I came from my 

mother's womb, and naked shall I return there; the Lord gave, and the Lord has taken 

away; blessed be the name of the Lord."  In all this Job did not sin or charge God with 

wrongdoing… (Then his wife said to him, "Do you still persist in your integrity?  Curse God, 

and die."  But he said to her, "You speak as any foolish woman would speak.  Shall we 

receive the good at the hand of God, and not receive the bad?"  In all this Job did not 

sin with his lips.) - 

 

You can call me Job.  And this is my story, and it’s God’s story, and it’s probably your 

story.  You see, we all suffer.  I suffered.  You suffer.  And God knows that we suffer.  

God sees our suffering.  God understands our suffering.  I would even go so far as to 

say that God is with us in our suffering, but you will have to make up your own minds 

about that.  The question, of course, is why?  Why do people suffer?  Why do some 

people suffer so much?  And why do others make it through life without suffering much 

at all?  For some, I guess you’d say that it’s pretty easy to see why they suffer.  They do 

foolish things, or they take risks, or they act in an unwise manner that leaves them 

open to pain and hurt and suffering.  Others are the victims of other peoples’ foolish-

ness.  They are attacked or persecuted or oppressed by the violence and the sinful-

ness that is in others peoples’ hearts.  Other people do bad things and the result is 

suffering.  But sometimes there seems to be no reason, no explanation, no real ac-

counting for where the suffering originates.  It is not caused by either foolish or sinful 

deeds.  It seemingly comes from nowhere, without warning, and without logic.  It just 

happens.  And then, people like us, we begin to wonder, “Why did this happen?  What 

is going on?  How are we to understand?  What does this suffering have to say about us 

and about God?”    But, I get ahead of myself.  Let’s step back a minute.  Let me tell 

you my story.  Then we’ll go from there. 

 

 I was a very rich man.  You heard the accounting of my flocks and my herds, my 

sheep and my camels, my oxen and my donkeys.  And you heard that I had enough 

servants to take care of all of them.  And you heard about my family, about how they 

all got along well together and they used to like to have feast and throw parties for 

one another.  What a joy for my wife and I to see them all together, enjoying them-
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selves and being so successful in life.  The Bible says that I lived in the land of Uz, but 

nobody seems to know exactly where that is.  In the east somewhere, I guess, if I was 

indeed regarded as “one of the greatest people in all the east.”  And no one seems to 

know exactly when I lived either.  “There was once…” begins the story.  There is a 

“long, long ago” and “far, far away” quality to my story.  Perhaps it is that when and 

where are not so important.  After all, I told you that my story is kind of our story.  It’s a 

story for and about all of us.  The other thing about me is that the Bible says that I was a 

good man, a righteous man, a man who was “blame-less and upright, one who feared 

God and turned away from evil.”  In other words, I was kind of like you.  Well, kind of 

like the person you would want to be, if you could be anyone and have anything you 

wanted – well, minus all the camels and the donkeys, maybe.  But you have other 

things that take their place.  Let’s face it.  Life for me was good! 

 

 And then, one day, it all came crashing down.  It was like all the forces of 

heaven got together and decided, “Let’s pick on Job today.”  The way the Bible tells it, 

God and Satan made an agreement about me.  That’s the Satan, not Satan, the devil, 

as you’ve come to think about him.  The Satan, and he is always called that in my 

book, is the Accuser.  It seems that his job, amongst the heavenly beings, was to 

investigate the conduct of God’s people and report back to God.  He knew that God 

was proud of me and he said something that was very insightful.  He told God, “Of 

course Job loves you.  Of course, he is righteous and upright.  Of course, he is blame-

less and upright.  You have blessed him with every good thing in life – wealth, family, 

status and well-being.  Why would he not love and worship a God who provides him 

with everything.  Take that all away, and then see what happens.”  I’m sure you 

recognize that that is the way it is for some people.  As long as things are going well, 

and they’re happy, they love God.  But, when something goes wrong, when the suffer-

ing begins, then they quickly turn away from God.  They get angry with God.  They 

give up on God altogether.  God told the Satan that that would not happen with me, 

that I loved God with all my heart, and that I would continue to do so, despite my 

worldly circumstances.  So, to prove it, God gave permission to the Accuser to take 

away anything he wanted from me, but not my life.  And, just that quickly, I lost 

everything.  Enemies came and killed my servants and carried off the flocks and the 

herds.  Fire rained down from heaven and a great wind blew across the desert 

destroying everything that was left and killing all my children as they gathered 

together for one of their parties.  I was devastated but resolute.  In my grief, I tore my 

robe and shaved my head, but I did not turn from God.  I threw myself on God’s 

mercy.  “Naked I came into this world,” I said, “and naked I will leave it.  The Lord 

gives and the Lord takes away.  Blessed be the Lord.”   
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 But that wasn’t all.  If you read on into chapter two, you’ll find that next the 

Accuser took away my health.  Great sores opened up on my skin, from the soles of 

my feet to the top of my head, so that I was reduced to scraping them with an old 

piece of pottery as a way of getting some relief from my affliction.  I can’t say that it 

helped very much.  All I could do was sit myself down among the ashes of what was 

left of my life and bear the suffering as best I could.  My wife could take no more.  You 

have to understand.  She suffered too.  My losses were her losses.  And she bore them 

well until she saw me covered with sores and sitting in the ash heap.  She loved me too 

much to watch me suffer like that.  “Why don’t you just get it over with?” she asked me.  

“Why not put yourself out of your own misery?  Why not curse God and die?”  But, I 

couldn’t do it.  Life, it seems to me, is filled with good and bad.  They are both and 

reality.  And they are both possible for each and every one of us.  “Shall we receive 

the good at the hand of God,” I asked my wife, “but refuse to receive the bad?”  It 

seems to me that’s just the way it is.  You can’t take all the blessings that God has to 

give and expect that you’re going to be immune from all the suffering you might 

encounter.  The two go together – good and bad – like the two sides of the same coin.  

They both come your way.  And you can’t make them happen.  And you can’t make 

them stop.  But, I get ahead of myself again.  We have five more weeks to talk about 

this.  I know I’ve probably raised more questions in your mind than I’ve answered; but, 

I’ll leave you at that.  For now, we’ll just have to sit together on the ash heap and suffer 

for a while.  Just remember, I’ll be back next week and we’ll talk more.  See you then. 

 

        Amen. 


