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July 17, 2016 – (Pentecost 10, Mar) 

Sermon Text – Job 14:7-15, 19:23-27 

 

- [Job speaks], “O that my words were written down!  O that they were inscribed in a 

book!  O that with an iron pen and with lead they were engraved on a rock forever!  For I 

know that my Redeemer lives, and that at the last he will stand upon the earth; and after 

my skin has been thus destroyed, then in my flesh I shall see God, whom I shall see on my 

side, and my eyes shall behold, and not another.” - 

 

And again, you can call me Job.  As you remember, I lost everything – my wealth, my 

status, my family and my health.  Nothing is left.  So, I sit here amid the ashes of my life, 

grieving all my losses.  My three friends – Eliphaz, Bildad and Zophar – have come to 

grieve with me.  At first, they were a great comfort.  For seven days, they sat with me 

and said absolutely nothing.  Then, they began to speak.  They insisted that I must 

have done something to cause all the suffering I had experienced.  When I told them 

that I was innocent, they didn’t believe me.  They said that I wasn’t being honest, that I 

was deluding myself, and that I needed to repent of my sins.  Never once, did they 

speak to God on my behalf.  They didn’t pray for me, or plead for me, or even suggest 

to God that maybe my suffering was in no way justified.  They just kept accusing me of 

doing something wrong, over and over and over.  Finally, I could take it no longer.  

Someone had to speak to God, so I let God have it.  “Why?” I asked God.  “Why 

should I have to suffer like this?”  “Why would God want to torture me to the point of 

death?  What good could possibly be gained from that?”  And “Why doesn’t God just 

go away and leave me alone?” 

 

 I told you last week, that we would get to God’s answer and hear what God has 

to say about that, and we will; but, first, there is one more issue that we need to take 

care of first.  That question is:  “What about hope?  What about the desire to believe 

that things can somehow change?  What about some kind of confidence that suffering 

will simply not the end of all things?”   “Think about trees,” I told my three friends.  

“They have far more hope than I do!”  And that’s true!  Trees can look absolutely dead.  

You can cut them down, saw them up for lumber or burn them in the fire for fuel; and 

yet, their stump and their roots sit there waiting for the right moment and the right 

conditions to send out new shoots and to grow into a new tree again.  Did I have a 

hope such as that?  No.  You have to understand.  In my suffering, all I could see was 

what was happening in this life.  All I could see was that suffering and hardship lead to 

loss and grief and eventually death.  One day, all my suffering would be over, and 

then I would be gone too, dead and forgotten, forever.  Oh, how I wished that 

someone would at least remember me, that God would put me in the place of the 



2 

 

dead, then rouse me again back to life.  I would gladly put forth shoots and sprout 

again to grow like a tree.  But, sadly, I knew that was not to be.  My friends and I, we 

did not believe yet in a resurrection of the dead.  We saw only what happens in this 

world.  And we saw that when humans die, they do not live again.  For us, death was 

permanent.  You die, and then you’re dead, and gone, and forgotten, forever.  That’s 

why I so wanted a hammer and a chisel to inscribe my words upon a rock, to make 

them permanent, so that at least they might last forever, and there be something by 

which I could be remembered.  That would give my life meaning.  That would mean 

that all my suffering had not been in vain.  That would mean that someone, sometime, 

some day might remember me.  If I could not live on, at least my memory would not 

die with me.   

 But even more than being remembered beyond my life in this world, I wanted 

hope for my present situation.  I wanted hope for the here and the now.  I wanted hope 

that my life could be saved.  I wanted hope that my life could be restored.  I wanted 

hope that someone could do something to give me back what I had before.  I wanted 

a redeemer to save me from my suffering.  “I know that my Redeemer lives!” I shouted 

at my friends.  “[And even now] after my skin has been thus destroyed, then in my flesh 

I shall see God.”  And here again, you have to understand.  When I say “redeemer,” I 

don’t mean Jesus.  I know that’s what you think of right away.  Jesus is the one who 

saves.  Jesus is the one who died to put an end to sin and suffering.  Jesus is the one 

who came to bring forgiveness and to make eternal life possible.  Jesus did all that,… 

and I don’t disagree.  It’s just that, in my day, we didn’t know about Jesus, the ultimate 

Redeemer.  We thought about redemption and redeemers in an entirely different way.  

In my day, a redeemer was someone who could or would fulfill an obligation for 

another person, usually a member of their family.  For instance, if you owed a debt and 

could not pay it, a redeemer might pay the debt for you.  If you lost a piece of land 

that belonged to your family, a redeemer could buy it back for you.  If you simply 

were so poor that you could not take care of your financial obligations, a redeemer 

could do that for you too.  “I know that my Redeemer lives!” I told my friends.  “There 

must be someone alive who can vindicate me, who can witness to my innocence, 

who can do for me whatever in necessary to lift me out of this terrible situation.”  And I 

was sure of it.  I was positive.  There had to be someone for me because I had done it 

so many times for others.  I had been their redeemer.  I had paid their debts.  I had 

shared my wealth.  I had provided whatever they needed to raise them from their 

suffering and their poverty.  And if I had done it for others, then there must be some-

one who would do it for me.  That was my hope.  That was my desire.  That was my 

dream.   
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 And that’s what I want you to know.  I could have given up.  I could have thrown 

in the towel.  I could have lashed out in my anger.  I could have tried to raise all kinds 

of violence and chaos.  I could have attempted to inflict as much suffering on others 

as I perceived had been perpetrated on me.  You know all about that, how disgruntled 

individuals get radicalized and decide to end their lives in some kind of a grand, 

negative blaze of glory by killing as many people as they can possibly take with them.  

To me, that’s a symptom of hopelessness, and it’s a real problem.  I wish that I could 

tell you that I knew how to fix it.  I don’t.  All I can tell you is that I didn’t choose it.  I 

chose to keep my faith, to hang on to hope, to cling to God and I hope that you will 

too.  Next time, you’ll hear what God has to say about all this.  For now, let’s sing the 

great hymn you have in your hymnal that is based on my words.  I’m so happy that 

you remember them.  They certainly aren’t inscribed in stone, but they are preserved 

nonetheless.   

       Amen. 


