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July 10, 2016 – (Pentecost 09, Mar) 

Sermon Text – Job 3:1-10, 4:1-9, 7:11-21 

 

- After this Job opened his mouth and cursed the day of his birth.  Job said: “Let the day 

perish in which I was born, and the night that said, ‘A man-child is conceived.’  Let that 

day be darkness!  May God above not seek it, or light shine on it…” Then Eliphaz the 

Temanite answered: …“Think now, who that was innocent ever perished? Or where were 

the upright cut off? As I have seen, those who plow iniquity and sow trouble reap the 

same.  By the breath of God they perish, and by the blast of his anger they are con-

sumed ...” [And Job responded] “I will speak in the anguish of my spirit; I will complain in 

the bitterness of my soul…If I sin, what do I do to you, you watcher of humanity?  Why 

have you made me your target?  Why have I become a burden to you?  Why do you 

not pardon my transgression and take away my iniquity?  For now I shall lie in the earth; 

you will seek me, but I shall not be.” - 

 

Once again, you can call me Job.  As you remember, we ended last week sitting 

among the ashes of my life.  Everything was gone.  My wealth, my family, my servants 

and my health had all been destroyed.  My wife encouraged me to end it all by 

cursing God, but I couldn’t do that!  I just sat there – miserable, hopeless, dejected and 

cursing my very own life, I cursed the day of my birth, it would have better for me at 

that point, if I never had been born.    Before too long, I was joined by three friends.  

Eliphaz, Bildad and Zophar were their names.  That isn’t so important and I don’t expect 

you to remember their names.  What I do want you to remember is that they were a 

great comfort to me at first.  When they saw me, and how terrible was my suffering, 

they compassionately sat down with me in the ashes to share my burden.  For seven 

days and seven nights, they sat with me.  And the best thing, the thing I remember the 

most, is that they sat there and they didn’t say a word!  They just shared in my suffering! 

 

 And then Eliphaz opened his mouth.  It wouldn’t have been so bad, if he had 

simply said that he was sorry to see my suffering or if had asked how he and the others 

might be of most help to me.  That would have been alright.  But, instead, he wanted to 

explain my predicament.  He wanted to make sense out of my situation.  He wanted to 

justify all the bad things that had happened to me.  He insisted that I must have done 

something to cause my suffering.  Now, I can’t really blame him.  After all, he was just 

expressing the popular opinion of most people in my day.  “Sin causes suffering,” they 

would say.  “Suffering is caused by sin.”  And, of course, sometimes that’s true.  Sin 

does cause suffering and some suffering is the result of sin.  As I told you last week, 

people do foolish things. They take risks.  They put themselves in jeopardy.  Or they do 

things that hurt other people.  They act violently or carelessly or maliciously and 

people suffer because of it.  But, I would tell them, “Not all suffering is caused by sin.  

Sometimes things just happen.  Suffering is simply a part of life in a world that is not the 
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perfect place God intended.  Of course, this is hard for some people to accept.  

Eliphaz and my other friends were like that.  “There has to be a reason,” he insisted.  

“Everything happens for a reason.”  Perhaps, you have heard that as well.  Believing 

that seems to help some people feel more secure.  It makes it seem more like God is 

in control of things.  The world seems a little less frightening and a lot less chaotic.  But, 

think about it.  If God is in control of everything and everything happens for a reason, 

then God must be really cruel to be the cause of so much suffering in the world.  

Violence, sickness, starvation, killing – in Eliphaz’ view of the world, God is responsible 

for each and every one of them.  Now, that’s the kind of God that I could curse!  But, I 

couldn’t see it that way.  In my story, God had already said that I was “blameless and 

upright,” that I was the best example of what one of God’s people could possibly be.  

My suffering was not caused by my sinfulness.  I wasn’t giving in to that kind of simple 

explanation.  I was insisting on my innocence.  If there was a reason for my suffering, 

then it was something else.  What that was, I had no idea.  But, it sure wasn’t me! 

 

 Now, did you notice?  My friend, Eliphaz, he never spoke to God.  He only talked 

to me.  If you really want to comfort someone, talk to God about them.  Talk to God for 

them.  Pray to God for them.  Ask God for God’s help for them.  That will be way more 

helpful than trying to figure out what they did to cause their suffering.  Even if their 

suffering is their fault, telling them about it, in the heat of that moment, isn’t going to 

really help that much anyway.  I was the one who spoke to God.  I took my complaint 

right to the source.  I aimed my lament directly at God.  “Why, why, why, why?” I 

asked, over and over.  “What are human beings, that you make so much of them, that 

you set your mind on them, visit them every morning, test them every day?”  It all 

seemed to me like it was too much,… too much,… too much scrutiny, too much 

attention, too much relation-ship.  I mean, if this is what a relationship with God leads 

too, then why bother?  Let’s be done with it.  Leave me alone, and I’ll be just fine.  After 

all, there’s nothing for God to gain by all my suffering.  And, if I die, there’s just one less 

person who is able to praise God.  And, let me tell you, that felt good.  Making my 

feelings known to God, getting it out of my system, letting God really have it when I 

was suffering so intensely, that was helpful, that made me feel better, that began the 

process of giving me hope.  Who, after all, could do something about my suffering?  

Could Eliphaz?  Could Bildad?  Could Zophar?  Could I?  No.  But, God could.  God 

could do something.  God could change my situation.  God could improve my lot.  

God could make a real difference.  God, the one who knew me so well, the one who 

called me his servant, the one who was with me even in the midst of my suffering, the 

one who never gave up on me, that one could help me.  So, I called out to God from 

my distress.  I trusted that God would hear me.  And I paid it all at God’s feet.  “There it 
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is, God, the naked truth,” I wailed.  “I’ve done nothing to deserve all this suffering.  

Now, it’s all on you, for only you can do something about it.” 

           Amen. 


