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Introduction
Last summer, as part of my ordination training, I took part in a session of laying on of hands for healing. Around the same time, I was reading the book When Bad Things Happen to Good People by the American rabbi, Harold Kushner. Kushner uses the example of the Book of Job in his exploration of suffering and evil in the world. I highly recommend it! Job is a book that I have always found disturbing and puzzling and I was also being assailed by people complaining that 'the church' never dealt with any real issues: suffering, anger with God, illness, grief. I started thinking that these issues might be usefully explored in a sermon series and Jack came up with the great idea of inviting members of our parish to contribute based on their personal experiences. The uptake was extremely enthusiastic and we were able to plan a whole semester addressing many of the issues that arise in the Book of Job, by means of personal testimonies and sermons shared by members of our congregation.
We mainly used an interview format so that we could support our friends as they shared sometimes extremely painful stories. The insights were extraordinary, the biblical exegesis remarkable and the sharing of personal testimonies and insights consistently authentic, compelling and humbling.
Each week, for our intercessions, the speaker chose a piece of music which particularly spoke to them. While this music played, the congregation had the opportunity to pray and reflect, also perhaps to release any emotions elicited by the talks. If they wished they were invited to write down their prayers and bring them to the cross that we placed at the front of the church every week. By the end of the semester the cross was covered with our prayers.
It has been a privilege to share in this project and to listen to the profound and deeply moving treatment of very difficult issues, offered with great honesty and vulnerability. Our parish has most definitely drawn closer together as a result.
We trust that this book will likewise move and strengthen you.
 
Jane McBride
Ordinand, St. Martha and St. Mary's Anglican Church, Leuven
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Introducing Job 
a sermon by Jack McDonald
Sunday, 14 February, 2016
A sermon series on Job implies an undertowing debate about systematisation, or at least it does in a clever university parish like this.
The question explicit or lurking in many great works of literature which touch on human suffering from a religious perspective is whether we can get away with applying a system to that suffering to make it reasonable, justifiable, systematic. Examples like Fyodor Dostoevsky in The Brothers Karamazov or Albert Camus in La Peste insist that any attempt to 'explain' suffering from a moral or theological point of view, with the aim of justifying it (which is precisely what Gottfried Leibniz meant when he coined the term 'theodicy') is a moral outrage: faced with the choice of systematic explanation ('We suffer rightly and justifiably because Adam was disobedient') and Camus' absurde ('We have no sodding idea why we suffer and all we can do is to respond with dignity and love'), we should follow the absurd, we should accept that the subject has no final explanation and we should get on with our lives as kindly and charitably as possible in the light of this.
Christianity has tended to want to explain things more deeply than this, even if, as a rule, being kind, charitable and helpful to one another is a super principle by which to live a Christian life. Hence the growth of systematisation, where Christians have tried to place all the horrors of this world in a framework which does not diminish the horror, but which at least explains why things are as grim as they often are.
One commendable aspect of this systematisation worth mentioning is its rejection of dualism as the correct system. Religious dualism is a very tempting theodicy. By religious dualism, we don't mean Cartesian dualism (that all things are divided into material things and mental things) or the ecclesiological Anglican dualism of high church and low church; we mean a Manichean dualism which separates the good from the evil, which operates a binary moral assessment on all experienced reality: God is good, the devil is evil; the true church is good, outside the church is evil; the saved are good, the damned are evil.
There are strands of religious dualism everywhere in all the organised religions—not least because religious dualism provides such a serviceable answer to the problem of suffering ('We suffer because a malign force of evil makes us suffer'). Think, for instance, of many Christians' overuse of the biblical term 'the Enemy'. But classical Judaism, Christianity and Islam unite in a total rejection of religious dualism, thus giving ourselves an extra headache: if the universe is not black and white in this way, if we cannot shift the blame for suffering onto the dark force in opposition to the good force, if we truly believe, maybe counter-intuitively believe, as monotheists that there is one ultimate force at work in the universe, that this force is eternally good, beautiful, wise and loving, that this force ('God') has no rival and is in total control of the created universe, then the problem of suffering appears exacerbated ('We suffer because God makes us suffer'). But even so the temptation of religious dualism has been resisted at every significant turn by the monotheistic faiths—Job could not be a better example of how it is rejected in Judaism. So people of faith are left struggling for an explanation which avoids the easy option of dualism, and which does this because dualism cannot properly account for who God is: a God who is opposed by equal and opposite forces of evil is not the Christian God. The Christian God is absolute, unlimited, omnipotent, eternal; the Christian God is not engaged in a prize fight with an opponent.
And so to Job. This book—and if you are someone who lives with questions triggered by my last few words, Job really is the biblical book for you—is an example of what we call the wisdom literature, books set down by Jewish scribes from the 7th to the 4th century BC, books full of practical, existential advice and confident statements about how to live in the world. One of the beauties of Christian theology is the way in which the early church read these books of wisdom and identified wisdom with Jesus Christ—think of the Hagia Sophia church (subsequently a mosque and now a museum) in Istanbul, the church of the Holy Wisdom, the church of Jesus Christ. So for Christians, following the wisdom outlined and preached in Job is following Jesus.
Job has a prose prologue which we've just heard read, followed by three cycles of poetic monologues and dialogues, which culminate in two speeches by God himself. The book then ends with a prose epilogue. The story is of Job, a righteous and happy man, a gentile Arab. Satan (I cannot overstate that Satan is in absolutely no sense a rival evil god to God, he is one of God's heavenly counsellors, a counsel for the prosecution) alleges that Job's piety is only a consequence of his material good fortune: remove that good fortune and Job's righteousness and piety will evaporate. God allows this plan to take place, such that Job begins to suffer horribly, with God clearly bearing the responsibility for this. A few friends (the popular phrase in English remains Job's comforters) console Job with the belief that his suffering is justified punishment for sin; it is retributive justice on God's part. This explanation is rejected by God when he eventually speaks. Instead, God does not so much give a theodicy as state that his divine scope is immeasurably greater than anything limited humans can understand: God limits chaos and evil; God controls the universe.
We will see this semester that this is not a theodicy: God does not defend himself or explain himself; he merely contrasts human frailty with divine wisdom and power. In many ways, we are not far from Camus' absurde: evil is a brute fact, maybe a brute divine fact, which we have to accept and live with.
This semester, we are going to hear from several people in our wonderful community here at St. Martha and St. Mary’s who have had to tread Job's footsteps in various ways, people who have lived inside difficult questions and situations involving illness, struggle and bereavement. We will listen to our friends' heartfelt words with compassion and support, sharing their faithful struggle. In the middle of the semester, we will celebrate Holy Week. At the end of the semester, we will crown our sermon series with a service of Holy Communion with the laying-on of hands for wholeness and healing.
We will surely see that we are all Job, all hoping for explanations which do not always come, all hoping for restitution or even just for rest. All hoping that the words of Job 19, on which I shall preach on Easter Day, are true: that Jesus Christ is Wisdom, that he is the Redeemer who lives, and through whom we will see God. If we have a system and a theodicy, it will be Jesus Christ.
Amen.
Music for intercessions
Hail, Theotokos Virgin from Vespers by Sergei Rachmaninov
Performed by USSR Ministry of Culture Chamber Choir
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Anxiety over Illness as Illness: Job & Nathan
a sermon by David ketch 
Job 19
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SUNDAY, 21 FEBRUARY, 2016             
I was standing on stage with the worship band at the church I grew up attending in Portland, Oregon, in the United States. We had just finished the last song. It’s a bit difficult to describe the church I went to, but it was large enough that the church had a worship team dedicated to the church service just for the high school students. I played guitar on that team. We finished the last worship song and the youth minister came up on stage. Normally, he’d offer a blessing to end the service. This time was different. Instead, he asked that we might spend a moment praying. He had gotten word that Nathan, one of the regular students at the church, had been in an accident. The pastor wanted to offer a quick word of prayer. Now, that quick bit of information and the brief prayer he said struck me quite deeply. I knew Nathan, he was one of my friends. The blood drained from my face and a huge knot twisted up in my stomach. My knees grew weak and I slid to the ground, slowly beginning to weep. My reaction, more than what the pastor said, told me something was terribly wrong with Nathan.
There’s a significant facet of Job’s story that tends to be overlooked, though we’re probably all familiar with it. It’s Job’s sickness. Recall the beginning of the story. The adversary asks God if He has considered whether Job’s faith and piety are true. To prove Job’s righteousness, God consents to the adversary destroying all of Job’s property and family. So, the adversary does so, sparing only Job and his wife. Job does not let go of his trust in God, but worships him instead, saying: 
Naked I came from my mother’s womb,
	And naked I will depart.
	The LORD gave and the LORD has taken away;
	May the name of the LORD be praised. 
(Job 1:21)
 
Thus foiled, the adversary returns to God and points out that Job’s own health and his life have not been put in jeopardy. If they were, then Job would indeed curse God. God grants this second trial. So, Job is “inflicted with loathsome sores from the soles of his foot to the crown of his head,” the text says (Job 2:7). This is when Job sits in the ashes, scrapes himself with potshards, and has his wife criticise him for not cursing God (Job 2:8-9). These sores are the first part of Job’s sickness. We learn from the rest of the story that, to all of the people Job engages with, the sores represent Job’s sinfulness—a physical manifestation of sin. For Job’s wife, the sores are a representation of God’s abandonment of Job. For her, it is as if the sustainer of all life no longer holds on to Job and so his body decays away. Job appears admirable, a paragon of faith and steadfast hope, despite this sickness and his community’s reaction towards him. Or at least, that’s how the story begins.
Job’s sickness largely fades into the background because in trying to understand the Book of Job, we are preoccupied with trying to decide who is right and who is wrong. If Job had merely maintained the position he expresses in chapter 2, that the Lord gives and the Lord takes away, the matter would be quite simple. We could draw from the story that Job represents stoic faithfulness and trust in God. However, the Job we find in the rest of the book is quite different from the Job we see here in these first two chapters. The shift I am talking about can already be seen from chapters 2 and 3. The Job in chapter 2 who says, “naked I came… naked I will depart. The Lord gave… the Lord has taken away,” sounds remarkably passive towards the suffering he is enduring. In chapter 3, instead, Job launches into one of the most excruciating laments found in Scripture. Job evokes quite active language, heaping on vicious curses against the day he was born, even, against life itself. Job in chapter 3 becomes adversarial, angry, and accusatory. I think we can relate to this reaction far more easily than the passivity expressed in chapter 2. Most of us would be sad, and then angry, and then bitter, having suffered so much loss. This shift is what makes the Book of Job so difficult to decipher. Just as those emotions can be huge problems for us, causing us to rebel, to harden our hearts, be consumed by despair, we also wonder if Job begins to sin. As Job becomes angry and adversarial, we start wondering, “Does Job sin? Are the rebukes he receives from his friends warranted?” Job’s friends Eliphaz, Bildad, Zophar, and Elihu all believe Job has sinned. They either think there is some secret sin he has committed in the past, or, as Elihu thinks, the attitude Job begins to exhibit in chapter 3 warrants the continued punishment Job suffers. In either case, they think Job’s sad state of affairs is just.
Job’s sickness proves to Eliphaz, Bildad, Zophar, and Elihu that their position is correct. Now, Job’s sickness is two-fold, and only one feature of it is explicitly identified in the story. These are the physical sores Job is covered with. Job describes this bodily sickness in grotesque detail at times, saying:
	My flesh is clothed with worms and dirt;
	    my skin hardens, then breaks out again (Job 7:5)
 
	My bones cling to my skin and to my flesh,
	    and I have escaped by the skin of my teeth. (Job 19:20)
 
	The night racks my bones,
	    and the pain that gnaws me takes no rest (Job 30:17)
 
	My skin turns black and falls from me,
	    and my bones burn with heat (Job 30:30)
 
My breath is repulsive to my wife;
    	    I am loathsome to my own family. (Job 19:17)
 
This last passage (19:17) points out something quite significant. People cannot deal with the grotesque nature of Job’s sickness. They cannot deal with how disgusting it is. They cannot deal with how obvious it is to them that God is punishing Job for his alleged sinfulness. The fact that Job’s friends implore Job to repent shows the lonely condition of being sick, being disabled, being ill. This is further emphasised when Eliphaz, the first of Job’s friends to speak, points out that Job is actually in a fortunate situation, as dire as it seems at the moment. God is correcting Job, like a father does a child. Such correction is a joyous thing, Eliphaz says:
How happy is the one whom God reproves;
    therefore do not despise the discipline of the Almighty.
For he wounds, but he binds up;
    he strikes, but his hands heal.
He will deliver you from six troubles;
    in seven no harm shall touch you.
 
God is willing to forgive Job. Eliphaz, Bildad, Zophar, and Elihu are willing to forgive Job for the sin he has supposedly committed. This willingness to forgive, however, is self-serving. It is one-sided. We must ask: are they willing to forgive Job for his illness? Or better, are they willing to see Job’s illness as just an illness and not some punishment? They cannot. They will not. Job’s sickness is completely just, they think. As the dialogue unfolds, we see that Job’s sickness is actually two-fold. There is a second, hidden undercurrent running deep and out of sight. We catch glimpses of it through Job’s words as well as the way in which Job’s interlocutors relate to him. The way his friends relate to him show that they cannot bear this second facet of Job’s sickness even more than the first. This second sickness only makes it more difficult to extend sympathy, compassion, or forgiveness to Job. What they cannot bear is that Job is suffering from is a more implicit, mental sickness: anxiety.
My friend, Nathan, had Down’s Syndrome or Syndroom van Down. If you’re unfamiliar with Down’s Syndrome, let me mention a few things about it so we’re all on the same page. First, every person with Down’s is affected in a different way, so it is hard to make too many generalisations. What all Down’s people do share, nevertheless, is having a full copy or a partial copy of a particular chromosome. This leads to a whole range of symptoms that a Down’s person will live with the rest of their lives. Many Down’s people suffer from congenital heart issues. Nathan was born with a hole in his heart, for example. Almost all Down’s people have cognitive impairment, from impairment that can merely slow down a person’s cognitive function, to impairment that makes it very difficult to lead a normal life. A normal life for a Down’s person can be quite short, unfortunately, because life expectancies are not long. Furthermore, there are the physical and facial features common among Down’s people I am sure you are all aware of. Nathan’s cognitive and physical impairments were quite severe. He had an extremely difficult time vocalising words clearly. His first language was American Sign Language. Nathan was keenly aware of all this. People like to romanticise Down’s and say that Down’s cognitive impairments render a person in a more innocent, blissful state—as seen in their tendency to babble like a baby or something dismissive like that. Nothing could be farther from the truth. Nathan was not like that. He was a careful, taciturn observer, very aware of his condition. He knew he was “disabled” compared to other people. It frustrated Nathan to no end and caused him to be an angry kid sometimes. Anybody would be. Fortunately for Nathan, he was born into a home that accepted him with open arms. I was included in that circle of acceptance for a short period of my high school life.
When Nathan’s older brother was moving away to college, Nathan’s mom asked if I was available to spend time with Nathan regularly. Nathan and I would hang out on a weekly basis, if not more often. On a Saturday, we’d go for walks, talk about movies, girls, God, or go to his favorite restaurant—Taco Bell. We rode around town in 1972 VW Beetle, hung out with my friends, or played with my dogs and watched his favorite TV show, NCIS. Nathan loved to hang out with me and the other guys. However, he could be a bit rough at the wrong times. He’d start wrestling around for fun and then take it too far, sometimes hurting someone—Nathan was an incredibly strong kid. In fact, one time, we were hanging out a church youth gathering and I brought Nathan along. Before the service, Nathan started rough housing with one of my friends and threw a real sucker punch at the guy. The guy didn’t know Nathan too well and took it the wrong way, so I had to step in and break it up. Nathan stormed off. He ran out of the building and out into the summer night.
Here’s another thing to keep in mind about Nathan: he loved to wander. He’d be at home with his mom—or at least she thought he was at home with her—and come to find out, Nathan would be nowhere to be found. A few hours later, a neighbor a couple blocks away might find Nathan roaming around their backyard. Nathan went on walks because he was just curious and wanted to explore, or needed to blow off steam when he was angry. His wanderings might get him a little lost sometimes. So, when Nathan stormed out of the church, I knew I needed to follow him.
I could hear him down the gravel road, and I followed him from a hundred meters back or so until he came to a stop. I found him just standing there, staring into the forest. It was a warm summer night and all the stars were out—we were out in the country so they were especially bright. I came up to him and asked how he was doing. In Nathan’s usual way of talking, he grunted and shrugged his shoulders. A deflated ‘eh.’ With his difficulties speaking, he was prone to monosyllabic responses, but I knew he was pretty upset in any case. I asked him if he wanted to go back inside and he gave a defiant ‘no,’ and a quizzical stare, as if I had asked a stupid question. It was a stupid question. I usually took my time talking with Nathan, completely unlike how all other polite conversations require a certain rapidity and rhythm, lest anyone become uncomfortable. So, Nathan and I just stood there staring out at the dark trees and listening to the forest sounds. It was very still and I felt very comfortable in my skin. Something far less comfortable hung in the air between us.
Job’s anxiety pervades the Book of Job. We can catch glimpses of Job’s anxiety in two ways. The first is through the descriptions he provides of his condition. For those of us who have experienced deep, crippling anxiety before, his descriptions are spot on. One thing anxiety does to us is make the future look completely hostile. This dangerous future is quickly coming upon us, and we are anxious. Hear how Job describes it:
Truly the thing that I fear comes upon me,
    and what I dread befalls me. (Job 3:25)
 
My days are swifter than a weaver’s shuttle,
    and come to their end without hope. (7:6)
 
I loathe my life; I would not live forever.
    Let me alone, for my days are a breath. (7:16)
But the mountain falls and crumbles away,
    and the rock is removed from its place;
the waters wear away the stones;
    the torrents wash away the soil of the earth;
    so you destroy the hope of mortals. (14:18-19)
My days are past, my plans are broken off,
    the desires of my heart. (17:11)
if I say to the Pit, ‘You are my father,’
    and to the worm, ‘My mother,’ or ‘My sister,’
where then is my hope?
    Who will see my hope? (17:14-15)
 
But when I looked for good, evil came;
    and when I waited for light, darkness came. (30:26)
 
What does the anxious person have to hope for? When the future comes to pass, only evil will come and take one over. Only pain is to come, and then death. When this dreadful future comes to pass, the anxious person has seen it coming the whole time and yet could do nothing about it.
Another way we catch glimpses of Job’s anxiety, and a way significant for my purposes here, is in how the dialogue between Job and his friends moves. In fact, what I mean is the total lack of movement. Nothing is settled, no leeway is given, Job does not grant his friends any points and his friends do not either. Instead, Job continually mentions how his friends have not understood him in the slightest. When Job says this, in all honesty, it sounds strange. There are parts of Job’s speeches and his friends’ speeches that are very similar. At times, they appear to agree, but then say explicitly to one another that they disagree. Clearly, something more nuanced is going on. This nuance becomes obvious when we consider the effects of anxiety. Job’s anxiety disables the conversation from flowing in a coherent manner. Job cannot express himself clearly in his anxiety. His metaphors and poetry do not fit what he is trying to explain. The anxious person scrutinises every word that escapes their mouth; they disown it the moment it is uttered. Furthermore, anxiety simply disallows one from having any confidence in what one is saying reaches other people. Words do not fit the overly-complex knot of concerns, worries, fears, that reach their tendrils out to every single little thing in the world. Thus, consumed by anxiety, Job feels utterly abandoned by everyone. His list is comprehensive and desperate:
He has put my family far from me,
    and my acquaintances are wholly estranged from me.
My relatives and my close friends have failed me;
    the guests in my house have forgotten me;
my serving girls count me as a stranger;
    I have become an alien in their eyes.
I call to my servant, but he gives me no answer;
    I must myself plead with him.
My breath is repulsive to my wife;
    I am loathsome to my own family.
Even young children despise me;
    when I rise, they talk against me.
All my intimate friends abhor me,
    and those whom I loved have turned against me.
My bones cling to my skin and to my flesh,
    and I have escaped by the skin of my teeth.
Have pity on me, have pity on me, O you my friends,
    for the hand of God has touched me!
Why do you, like God, pursue me,
    never satisfied with my flesh? (Job 19:13-22)
 
Job’s friends cannot understand his anxiety, let alone sympathise with it. This sickness is something they cannot forgive Job for. Why doesn’t Job just fix his anxiety? Why doesn’t he just stop thinking about those things for a moment? Why doesn’t he repent of his anxiety and ask God’s forgiveness? Why is he so anxious all the time? For the person ensnared by anxiety, they know this is what people think. They know everyone looks down on them. They know they are a burden. Nothing they say or do can communicate to everyone how trapped they are, how sick they feel. It is like their soul’s mouth, their soul’s vocal chords, their soul’s brain cannot form the words, work the spiritual muscles, to get the meaning out, crisp, clear, and transparent. Instead, everything is thrown into obfuscating darkness. It is like their soul is disabled.
I was standing up on stage when the pastor asked to pray, and I knew something was wrong. I just started weeping uncontrollably. My response was overwhelming. I rushed home to get my parents and then sped off to the hospital. We found Nathan in the Intensive Care Unit. He was in a hospital bed, completely immobile, tubes and all sticking into him. Nathan did not look alive. What I recall the most was the smell of his hospital room—that chemical, artificial smell. That smell will never leave me.
The events leading to Nathan’s hospital bed are, frankly, completely baffling and we don’t know exactly how it happened. Nathan had gone with some family friends to an NBA basketball game. While enjoying the game, Nathan slipped off at one point to use the toilet. He ended up, instead, hundreds of meters away trying to cross a six-lane highway in downtown Portland at night. Cars were going 100, 120 km/h and there was no way anyone could have seen him in time. So, he was struck by vehicles twice. Nathan was rushed to the hospital and put into an induced coma to manage the injuries. Over the next few days, tests were not coming back positive and they weren’t going to. I don’t remember much from that week. I spent a lot of time at the hospital, sitting at his bedside, playing my guitar for him, and just waiting. I’d go to school a bit and just waited a lot. At one point, someone from the church organised a meeting to pray for Nathan.
The church I went to was fairly charismatic and Pentecostal. Prayer meetings like this were not uncommon, and it was also not uncommon for people to be quite animated and expressive during them. People would often say they got a word from God, a picture, or a prophecy of some kind. I felt something myself that evening, in fact. This picture came to mind of Nathan waking up, getting out of bed, and exploding from his lips: “Praise be to God!” This picture was encouraging: Nathan would have had a very difficult time saying a short phrase like that with any intense clarity. If such a word were prophetic, it could mean one of two things. The first is the interpretation most everybody at the prayer meeting took. Nathan was going to be healed: healed from the accident and healed from his Down’s! How else would he be able to proclaim God’s praises? The second interpretation was the one I secretly feared was true: Nathan was going to pass away. Nathan was going to pass away, and in a veiled future, he might articulate such desperate praise. But, not here, and not now.
The interpretation the people at the prayer meeting took was unsettling to me, though, not because I didn’t believe that God wasn’t capable of such a magnificent miracle. Our God is immeasurably powerful. But, now, when I think about how unsettled I was, I wonder if those people at the prayer meeting conveyed a sentiment mirroring those of Job’s friends: they could not forgive Nathan for his Down’s Syndrome. They were tired of how difficult it was to talk to him. They were tired of his slowness at learning. They were tired of being faced by someone who embodied the frailty of the human mind. They were tired of feeling guilty for being the intellectually endowed ones while Nathan was disabled. They were tired of his sickness.
But, didn’t my own interpretation convey very much the same thing? Death would release Nathan from his bodily limitations, it might release him from his Down’s. He would leave for ‘a better place.’ Taking this word as indicating his immanent passing also showed how little I could deal with and be okay with Nathan’s Down’s Syndrome. I was tired of his sickness, too. But, how would death release him? How might Nathan be free? What is it he needed healing from? Why couldn’t I see that, and cope with Nathan’s disability, and extend compassion to him?
Let us come back to that moment I was describing earlier when one night Nathan punched another kid, ran off, and we stood on a forest’s edge talking. I had asked him how he was, whether he wanted to go in, and the conversation did get much further. I asked one other question. It was a weird question, and no matter who you’re talking to it, it’s an awkward question. Nevertheless, I asked Nathan, “How are you feeling about God right now?” I don’t really know what prompted me to ask him. It’s not as though I just wandered around asking people that. We’d talked about God in the past but not to a significant degree. Whenever we did, I knew he’d understand, but didn’t have a whole lot of communicative tools to respond. Nathan continued to look into the forest and thought it over a moment. Then, with that pitch black forest set before us, he just let out a long, deep sigh. I must have done so likewise, and just put my hand on his shoulder.
It wasn’t until Nathan had passed a week after getting hit by those cars that I knew what he meant in the specificity in which he meant it. Sighs can be quite specific. What he meant was he was not feeling good about God at the moment. I knew what he meant one day from this story in the Bible.
King David has just finished consolidating his control of Israel both internally and externally. He has no more enemies. Let’s pick up the story here: 
David asked, “Is there still anyone left of the house of Saul to whom I may show kindness for Jonathan’s sake?” Now there was a servant of the house of Saul whose name was Ziba, and he was summoned to David. The king said to him, “Are you Ziba?” And he said, “At your service!” The king said, “Is there anyone remaining of the house of Saul to whom I may show the kindness of God?” Ziba said to the king, “There remains a son of Jonathan; he is crippled in his feet.” The king said to him, “Where is he?” Ziba said to the king, “He is in the house of Machir son of Ammiel, at Lo-debar.” Then King David sent and brought him from the house of Machir son of Ammiel, at Lo-debar. Mephibosheth son of Jonathan son of Saul came to David, and fell on his face and did obeisance. David said, “Mephibosheth!” He answered, “I am your servant.” David said to him, “Do not be afraid, for I will show you kindness for the sake of your father Jonathan; I will restore to you all the land of your grandfather Saul, and you yourself shall eat at my table always.” He did obeisance and said, “What is your servant, that you should look upon a dead dog such as I?” (2 Samuel 9:1-8)
“What is your servant, that you should look upon a dead dog such as I?” Mephibosheth asks. I don’t think I need to inform you of how disdainful ancient Hebrews were towards dogs for the meaningfulness of Mephibosheth’s question to strike us. Mephibosheth was a waste of human life: crippled, disabled, sick, pointless.
The deflated sigh on the edge of the wood was Nathan repeating this line. Nathan felt like a dead dog, and what would God do with such waste? He knew his utter disability, but not just his physical disability. His disability was a deep undercurrent, something there not because he had Down’s but because he was like Mephibosheth. His soul was disabled. His soul could not see clearly; it could not look to the future with hope and excitement. It was wracked by anxiety, trapped within itself, and no person could touch it to heal it.
I have something in common with Nathan, Mephibosheth, and Job. My soul is disabled, too. It cannot see itself as anything but a dead dog. This is what watching another person die reminds us. Our own death is a thing to be anxious about. However, the death of another tells us how cut off from one another we are, how disabled our souls are from connecting with and entering into community. The death of another tells us that we cannot bear one another’s disability, we cannot even sympathise with it very well, even though we all suffer equally.
Over this semester as we delve into Job deeper, we might find a more hopeful message. And today, after I am finished, we will participate in a feast that we often think as hopeful. Today, however, may we reflect on the utter fear and uncertainty all of Christ’s disciples may have felt. Today, may we reflect on how we, like Judas Iscariot, can only betray the Healer, having our eyes transfixed on something completely useless and vain. Today, in the Lenten season, may we feel the abandonment and dread Jesus must have suffered while the torturing temptations of the adversary hunted him down in the desert. For now, may we lament and lay our soul down in the dust, as Job did, seeing how disabled it is from reaching out and healing itself or healing others.
Amen.
 
Music for Intercessions
Amritvani by Shree Ram Sharnam
Job 19  Good News Translation (GNT)
19 
1-2 Why do you keep tormenting me with words?
3 
Time after time you insult me
    and show no shame for the way you abuse me.
4 
Even if I have done wrong,
    how does that hurt you?
5 
You think you are better than I am,
    and regard my troubles as proof of my guilt.
6 
Can't you see it is God who has done this?
    He has set a trap to catch me.
7 
I protest his violence,
    but no one is listening;
    no one hears my cry for justice.
8 
God has blocked the way, and I can't get through;
    he has hidden my path in darkness.
9 
He has taken away all my wealth
    and destroyed my reputation.
10 
He batters me from every side.
He uproots my hope
    and leaves me to wither and die.
11 
God is angry and rages against me;
    he treats me like his worst enemy.
12 
He sends his army to attack me;
    they dig trenches and lay siege to my tent.
13 
God has made my own family forsake me;
    I am a stranger to those who knew me;
14 
    my relatives and friends are gone.
15 
Those who were guests in my house have forgotten me;
    my servant women treat me like a stranger and a foreigner.
16 
When I call a servant, he doesn't answer—
    even when I beg him to help me.
17 
My wife can't stand the smell of my breath,
    and my own brothers won't come near me.
18 
Children despise me and laugh when they see me.
19 
My closest friends look at me with disgust;
    those I loved most have turned against me.
20 
My skin hangs loose on my bones;
    I have barely escaped with my life.[a]
21 
You are my friends! Take pity on me!
    The hand of God has struck me down.
22 
Why must you persecute me the way God does?
    Haven't you tormented me enough?
23 
How I wish that someone would remember my words
    and record them in a book!
24 
Or with a chisel carve my words in stone
    and write them so that they would last forever.[b]
25 
But I know there is someone in heaven
    who will come at last to my defense.
26 
Even after my skin is eaten by disease,
    while still in this body[c] I will see God.[d]
27 
I will see him with my own eyes,
    and he will not be a stranger.
My courage failed because you said,
28 
    “How can we torment him?”
    You looked for some excuse to attack me.
29 
But now, be afraid of the sword—
    the sword that brings God's wrath on sin,
    so that you will know there is one who judges.[e]
Footnotes:
	a	Job 19:20 Verse 20 in Hebrew is unclear.
	b	Job 19:24 last forever; or be on record.
	c	Job 19:26 while still in this body; or although not in this body.
	d	Job 19:26 Verse 26 in Hebrew is unclear.
	e	Job 19:29 one who judges; or a judgment.
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Economic Suffering
an Interview with Michaël Rubens
Sunday, 28 February, 2016
 
Question: Could you say a bit about your background and childhood?
I was born in a peaceful mixed Dutch and French-speaking family with two older brothers in a town 15 km west of Leuven. I remember childhood as being very imaginative and sensitive, but also a bit frustrating as our liberties are constantly restricted by older people, based on the trivial fact that they were older. 
Question: What was your experience of church as a child and in adolescence?
The church where I was brought up was a small, friendly community, a bit like St. Martha and St. Mary’s. I liked going to church on Sunday. During my adolescence, I and my brothers never really questioned the fact of going to church, as it felt very natural to attend.
During adolescence, some questions arose about faith, of course. I think it really helped that we were always encouraged at home to be critical and question things. This, and the grace of God, I believe, were essential to the fact that me and my brothers still believe. I also noticed the very authentic faith of some older congregation members, who shared their faith not with great scholarly knowledge or great intelligence (which is of course not wrong), but rather by being humble and kind believers.
Question: What does it mean to you to call yourself a Christian?
To my opinion, calling yourself a Christian implies first that you acknowledge the deficiencies of yourself and of the world, furthermore that you believe that you are forgiven and saved by the death of Christ, and called by his grace, and finally that you respond to this call by changing your ‘natural’ way of thinking, doing and saying things—however hard that may be and how often we may fail in this.
Question: What made you study economics at university?
I always enjoyed—and still enjoy—mathematics, but I also was interested from a very young age in history, politics and society in general. Combining a formal, quantitative methodology with societal questions leads quite naturally to economics.
Question: What is the subject of your Ph.D.?
I study investment choices of large multinational firms in developing countries. By observing actual choices made by firms during the last 60 years, and knowing all kinds of information on government policy and business environments in all countries, I try to estimate which factors are important to attract multinationals to enter your country. 
Furthermore, I will study the effects of such entry on local businesses and the development of the local economy. The real subject is of course much narrower, but I won’t bore you with this!
Question: What do you think are the main economic challenges facing today's world?
A lot of attention is given to business cycles, that is, crises of all sorts. I, and many economists with me, think this is not the main challenge of our time. In my humble opinion, two challenges stand out:
First, the economic development and transition of the least developed countries, mainly in Africa. How can this be achieved in a similar way as many of their Asian counterparts did?
Second, regarding the political development of newly developed states: the “old” 20th century tension between government intervention and markets will be more than challenging in the rest of the 21st century, I think. Some authoritarian states are doing very well (for example, China, Singapore and Rwanda, with differing degrees of authoritarianism). Well-functioning markets demand economic liberty. How can this be reconciled with a political lack of freedom?
Question: When you look at the bankers, economists and financial leaders of today's world, do you find moral and ethical behavior? And what do you think drives and motivates economists and financial leaders?
People have had the tendency to put most of the blame of the world’s problems on bankers, politicians and other prominent people. This however overlooks the fact that in a democratic market economy, such as ours, the behavior of both enterprises and governments is entirely driven by the collective preferences of all consumers/shareholders/voters, that is, us.
In most cases, people tend to act rationally and maximise their utility. A good system does not rely on the individual ethics of the responsible people, but incentivises them to undertake the desired actions even if they are bad persons.
The market system is quite good at this, despite some cases which are called market imperfections (like the banking system that is too big to fail), so the main problem is not the ethical behavior of the high-level decision-makers, but the fact that the ‘desired actions’ are not ethical. The moral failings seen in the marketplace—such as child labor and unethical banking, among many other failings—are caused either by consumers that don’t care, or by a problem of imperfect information.
Question: Can you say a bit about what money means to the authors of the Bible?
Money is something interesting as it is a standardised unit of account that represents the opportunity cost and value of any other good or activity. By observing your spending decisions, one can pretty well judge your preferences and valuation of different things.
In the Bible, we read quite a lot about money: your relationship with it reveals where your ‘real treasures’ lie and how you value the world and its offerings.
Question: What do you think is Jesus' approach and attitude to money?
I am often compelled with the very radical view of Jesus on money, which contrasts very much with our current economic system. Jesus regularly warns for money and asks disciples to leave everything and follow him. The first Christians, on which we read in Acts, lived in a kind of commune.
Question: Do you think a "Christian economics" is possible?
I personally struggle sometimes to reconcile this very unworldly view with the economic efficient system of competition and capital formation, which caused a lot of welfare in the last few centuries here in Europe. If I would explain the economic system of the Gospel to my colleagues at the faculty, they would probably find it very naïve and immature.
In essence, I think that the evolutionary, competitive pressure is an underlying fact of many shortcomings of our world and is driven by scarcity and a struggle to dominate.
I see this as a form of original sin (as is competition and evolution in nature, I think). As a Christian, I believe that we must cope somehow with this and other deficiencies of the world and ourselves. Also, I think that we are driven by the hope of a better and more just world which Christ promises to us. I think we are working towards this by living as Christians, even if this happens in very modest ways.
Question: How do you think a Christian student should make and use their money?
This may seem very abstract, but I think that the Bible offers us good examples of how to live a meaningful life with our money.
I find Chapter 29 of Job a good insight on a life of which God approves (which is stated in the text): we read about a life filled with charity, kindness and joy brought to people who have less. Also the great humility that is described is important for us, being Christian students. I also think that the element of “bringing joy” is important: sometimes, we tend to reduce charity to financial giving, however, this goes along with the worldly tendency to reduce everything to monetary terms. Besides giving to the needy, which is obviously important, I also think that being kind and friendly to people who society deems unimportant is very important.
Question: What do you think of the "prosperity gospel" now so popular in North and South America?
I think it’s quite the opposite of what we read in Job. The great challenge of being a Christian is believing in the good message of the Gospel, even when it brings you nothing good in worldly terms. In that viewpoint, the Book of Job is an interesting and provoking thought experiment.
However, I think we should also be careful in judging those attracted by the prosperity gospel, as this is too easily done from our privileged, rich position. Rather, we should self-reflect and question how we embrace other versions of the “prosperity gospel”, maybe not in the form of material prosperity, because we have quite a lot of wealth already, but in other, subtler ways. I often find myself asking God for things which relate to my personal happiness, well-being, career, etc., so we should not be too quick to judge others for asking God for wealth.
Amen.
Music for Intercessions
Adoramus Te by Alfons V.El Cancionero de Montecassino
performed by Jordi Savall 
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On Purposeful and Pointless Suffering
a sermon by Bob blasdel
Sunday, 6 March, 2016
At the beginning of the semester Jack and Jane initially asked me to talk about my experience with having been rejected from my church community before coming here to St. Martha and St. Mary's. My experience with that church started with something seemingly unrelated: the death of Ed Bowman who spent his adult church life integrating Foundry United Methodist Church, the previously segregated church I grew up in. While there were churches all over Washington DC that would have been much more welcoming to him and fit his needs better, he felt attending Foundry fit God’s needs better, and felt called to evangelize to my sinful church. Just after this had happened, I started dating a woman some of you have met, Morgan Payne, whose closest friends were all being rapidly absorbed into a church that is very different from St. Martha and St. Mary's. She brought me along to one of their services because, despite not even being a Christian, it had become a significant part of her life that she wanted to share with me. When I went, I found a deeply conservative but beyond that deeply unhealthy church that did not at all seem to fit what I thought were my needs, but—I figured—might allow me to fit God’s needs.
This was the Xenos Christian Fellowship of Columbus, Ohio with several thousand members across central Ohio but organised into home groups of fifteen to thirty members. Whenever one home group would get too large it would split, following a very microbiological model for exponential growth. Famously though, whenever it was referred to as a cult, members all knew to say that it was just the X in the name that made people suspicious, which originated as a misunderstanding of the Greek word for alien. While the church’s finances were admirably open and healthy, there was at least a formal if disused system for checking the power of the often-volatile man who founded the church and remains its head pastor, and a wonderful focus on mission services, it honestly was not just the X in the name that caused outsiders to worry. In a healthy church, while most might love the head pastor and leaders, and even admire the head pastor and leaders, very few have any interest in being the head pastor or a leader. However, in Xenos, there was a certain kind of hero worship that the culture was actively manipulated to support with young men being actively groomed for what was ultimately a deeply creepy kind of leadership that was all about praise for an elect few and not so much about God. Similarly, while in a healthy church people do like spending time with other congregants and develop close relationships, we do also have lives outside of church where we seek to do God’s work in secular contexts. In Xenos, congregants lived with each other in community, which isn’t necessarily unhealthy, but nuns and monks will be able to tell you very much can go very wrong very easily. New members were brought in with what can only really be described as an explosion of positive emotion and what was ultimately a very shallow kind of love, before being slowly encouraged, with escalating pressure, to shut out friends who were not Xenoids (yes, Xenoids was the term they used to describe members!). Congregants, by design, quickly became incredibly dependent both on each other but also on the structure of the church, which rewarded successful evangelism with status and praise, viciously punished any form of stubborn heterodoxy, and was intricately designed to manipulate growth and stability by leaders who—without any sense of shame—saw themselves as being like the Grand Inquisitor in the Brothers Karamazov.
It was this church, and specifically a home group designed to evangelize students at my university, that I suddenly felt called to thrust myself into. I did it with the mindful intention to as much as possible not be actively disruptive at all, seeking to listen more than be heard, to understand more than be understood, and to love more than be loved—but also not interrupt, interfere, or judge. Still, by just being me, I made an impression. I later found out that Morgan and I were the topic of some amount of conversation among the elders at the very top of the church, but even at the time I found it darkly fascinating just how closely efforts to deal with the passive disruption still represented initially attempted to resemble the three temptations of Christ—the temptation to be comfortable with bread, the temptation to be respected with the ability to jump down from the temple, and the temptation to be powerful. They sensed that I was lonely at the time and encouraged people they thought would have things in common with me to hang out with me and very intentionally drive me toward emotional dependence on them. They encouraged me to work towards giving a mini sermon, one which they knew that I’d have trouble writing to their liking. I could speak in front of everyone so long as I could get the sermon pre-approved. And they very enthusiastically held out the prospect of being groomed for leadership myself—so long as I would conform and fit myself to their script. These were all appealing in their own ways, but none of them ended up being the lever into my soul they wanted to control me. But, in the end, I didn’t see what happened next coming at all.
It is clear in retrospect, but there was a point when they decided it was time to ‘disfellowship’ Morgan and I, and they had a ready pretext. We were, eventually, very happily cohabitating, and it was decided that either we would move out and conform or be ejected for the sin of porneia. Now many of you may remember my sermon on the nature of porneia around this time last year, and it descends from what I had to say in our defense at the trial they held for us. The whole thing was incredibly scripted, save my ten minutes, and designed in such a way as to force everyone present to choose between Morgan and I and the church, and in so doing engender that much more loyalty. At the end, each of our friends were required to say something, with a certain script expected, and then to remove us from their lives. It was deep, it was vicious, and it was very much a collection of individual betrayals—some of which hurt more than others—in addition to the collective one.
However, when Jack and Jane first asked me to speak about my experience, I hesitated, because I wasn’t sure I could authentically relate it to the story of Job that we have been learning over the semester. Indeed, while my experience with being ejected from Xenos was hideously painful and awful in a lot of ways, unlike Job, through the whole time I felt a clear sense of purpose for the pain and a calling to care for Morgan, for whom the betrayal of fellowship was much more intimate, as well as a calling to try to live the Gospel as best I could to the people kicking us out. That sense of purpose and calling felt animating and sheltering in a way I guess I'm not sure I can adequately describe. What really struck me most about the story of Job though is the kinds of anger towards God that feels justified, which we as readers experience on behalf of Job, the kinds of pain that Job had that feels purposeless, and the kinds of faith that Job had that feels absurd. I experienced that kind of anger, pain and faith last month when my sister-in-law died suddenly and senselessly without any remotely satisfying sense of purpose for it, and I was concerned that relating this experience to the story of Job could end up inauthentic or hollow. Reading the Book of Job as an adult I find myself amazed at how subtly and mysteriously it interacts with those deep kinds hair-raising and inexplicable grief that Job experiences without coming across as pat or patronising, and my experience with Xenos wasn’t that.
So instead, I was encouraged to talk about the difference between this kind of purposeful suffering and the kinds of pointless, senseless, inexplicable suffering that Job went through and that many of us have experienced. There is a very natural temptation to see all suffering as being somehow essentially more like my experience with Xenos than like Job’s experience with the incomprehensible wrath of God, but it leads us to believe truly horrifying things. There is nothing anyone can say to a parent who has lost a child as Job did that could explain that grief or allow it to make sense. It simply doesn’t make sense. To say that God must have needed Job’s children up in heaven more than he did is horrifying. It pre-supposes that God couldn’t have somehow made do without killing children. To tell Job that taking responsibility for his sin would fix it would be indescribably cruel. To tell Job or others that this is something that they should learn and grow from is somehow even worse, because in that scenario, God killed these children for the benefit of Job’s moral edification. A just God who is all knowing and all powerful allowing that to happen to Job, or to anyone, simply does not make sense. There are no answers for what happened to Job, in the Bible or elsewhere, and there are no stories we can tell that make it okay.
However, all too often, we attempt to author those kinds of stories and look for those kinds of answers, as Job’s friends did: finding purpose for his suffering in the punishment of imagined sin. It’s this toxic intuition that everything that happens must have happened for a reason, an intuition which is so natural, so wrong, and so immensely destructive. The myth of a just world led Job’s friends to blame him, to insist that was meant to be, that it could make him a better person, that taking responsibility for something before God would fix it, and to torture him with this as much as his boils did. What Job’s friends did was to replace grieving with advice, with platitudes, with emotional absence. Grief is a brutal, painful, senseless thing, and the temptation to explain it away as something safe, predictable, and distant that seduced Job’s friends is an all-too-familiar temptation. But in fact, some things in life cannot be explained in this way, and they cannot be fixed no matter how hard you work or how hard you pray: they can only be carried.
I already had purpose in my relationship with Xenos before Morgan and I were kicked out, and I do believe that God has a plan for each of us, but that doesn’t mean that these plans can be understood by any of us. The beauty of Job’s faith is that he kept it, and felt sheltered by it, even in the senselessness of his suffering and the false explanations authored by his friends. Even when he could not keep faith in God’s plan, which he could not understand, he still kept faith in God’s love, which he could. At first, what our God does for us, and what God did for Job, may seem much less satisfying than pat explanations offered by theodicy. But what God does for us is perhaps much more powerful than any of the conceivable alternatives. What Christ does is he carries us, like we must carry our troubles, without condescending to fix or explain us. With pain like what I experienced at Xenos and like Job experienced in his trials, He is eternally and perfectly present with us in our suffering. Our God is omnipresent, caring and suffering with us, even if there is no earthly sense to our suffering. What we have is the Gospel message that we are infinitely worthy of the love we don’t always receive from each other or our broken world, even in our own brokenness. Suffering doesn’t need to be explainable for that to be true, and we can do for each other what Christ does for us, simply be present and loving.
Amen.
Music for Intercessions
Happy Pentecost by Bryn Kelly
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On Intellectual struggle
an interview with damien picard
Job 42
[image: Pop-Over Widget]
Sunday, 13 March, 2016
Question: Could you say a bit about who you are? Where were you born? Who are your parents and your siblings? What were you like as a boy? How did you come to be a doctoral student at KU Leuven? 
My name is Damien Picard, I was born and raised in Wallonian Brabant. I lived there until the age of 18 after which I decided to go to Leuven to study mechanical engineering. I did my bachelor and master in Leuven but I also went on Erasmus in Graz, Austria. I’m currently doing my Ph.D. at KU Leuven and it is about using renewable energy to heat and cool buildings.
Question: What was your experience of Christian faith and worship as a child?
My situation at home was a bit particular as my mom and her family are/were Catholic believers while my dad was an atheist. They got married in church. I have been baptized, but I haven’t been confirmed, which normally takes place when you are between 7 and 12 years old. But before the age of 12, I was mainly imitating my dad and not being a believer was not a reflective choice. As a teenager, however, I became a convinced atheist.
Question: The clear majority of students in Western universities profess no trust in the Christian faith. What were the first indications that you thought differently?
As few of us here are from Belgium or from France, it is important to put this into perspective. The church has a very bad reputation nowadays in our countries. It is considered to be hypocritical, seeking money and power over people, aspiring to kill the critical mind. In Belgium there are also these horrible stories of child abuse by the clergy. I actually do not know anybody of my age group who is Belgian and attends the Catholic service regularly. Most of my childhood friends are confirmed but everybody knows and accepts that this is done for the presents and to avoid a fight with the grandmothers.
But regardless of the reputation of the church, I was a convinced atheist like most of the students I knew. I thought, and sometimes still think to some extent, that God is a pure creation of humans because we need it. Carrying on with our lives is a strenuous task. We must go through challenges, pain, difficulties… and invariably, we ask ourselves why we do so if we are to disappear without a trace afterwards. We need to think that all these efforts make at least some sense and that they are not all in vain. A death which is a “full stop” is not very acceptable. Furthermore, we think we are at the top of creation and we can control or at least destroy and kill everything, even ourselves. So we have a lot of choices and a lot of responsibilities. This might feel too much and it would be comforting to feel that we are merely a toy or a child for which a higher power is responsible.
For all these reasons, which are, of course, a bit oversimplified, I was convinced that God was an invention of humans and that life (humans included) is the product of a random process which started and will end without a reason, as described by the sciences. I believed that our personality is coded in our DNA and shaped by the events we go through. This means that there is no free will as our past and our genes fully determine what we are and what we do. We are therefore similar to a very complex machine. That also means that in the long-term, nothing really makes sense and we will disappear just as we came, randomly. The only logical reason why we should not commit suicide is that we are instinctively against it because we would hurt the ones who love us, and in some cases perhaps also just because we enjoy life so much that we have no reason to end it.
Thus, my opinion was that believing was fooling ourselves. Where I might have differed from the vast majority of students was in my fondness of debate, my interest for the topic of life and beliefs, and my vanity. I thought myself clever and brave to have this coherent worldview, even though I was surprised that I was not more troubled by the fact that per my theory, my life did not make any sense.
My theory was that I don’t make any choices, so nothing I do makes sense. I’m here randomly, for no reason and I will disappear soon. These thoughts were logical and surprisingly, they did not bother me much.
But even though I was very conceited, I was still troubled by the fact that lots of very clever people disagreed with my view. I thought that I might have overlooked some points and I started debating everybody on the topic to see their flaws. I discussed it a lot, for example, with my wife, Zsuzska.
So I would have loved to answer you that I was deeply spiritual and in need of existential answers but it was much more the vanity of an intellectual struggle which had little to do with my life.
Question: Is it easy to be a research scientist and a Christian?
As you liked to say in your introductory sermon on Job, the answer is just not that simple.
I would firstly answer, yes, it is very easy. Science is not meant to be meaningful, or it depends on how we define meaningful. Science looks for connections between causes and effects and not for “human” meaning. Sciences are good for predicting. For example, science tells me that it is going to rain tomorrow (even though you don’t need to be a scientist to guess that in Belgium). Science could also describe the production of hormones in my body when I suddenly feel so much love for Zsuzska. Science and psychology might have even been able to predict that I would fall in love with Zsuzska, and that we would get married. They might even predict and describe how moved I was when we heard we were having a baby or how I will feel during the birth. But all these predictions are meaningless to me. They describe me as a machine, but inexplicably, I feel more like a human than a machine. It does not explain to me why I find it meaningful to be with Zsuzska. So meaningful that we wanted to promise in front of all our friends and family that we’ll stay together all our life. This is not a rational act. It is an act of belief. Belief in life-long love, belief that we have a place in the current world and in its future, belief in the goodness of people and in ethics. Belief that things surpass us, that we do not understand but inexplicably trust. Without these beliefs, we could not have married.
So sciences are a human, artificial method to predict things. Science works within its own framework and it is very successful. Faith is rather dealing with the fact that we feel that we are humans rather than predictable machines and faith tries to understand what the fundamental beliefs of humanity are and how we deal with them. So in that sense, there is no incompatible overlap between science and faith.
What is difficult is to be an engineer. If your spouse has a different major than you, you probably have noticed how different your way of thinking might be. As an engineer and a Ph.D. student I’m trained to think in a given manner, namely scientifically, rationally and in a solution-oriented way, and I apply this way of thinking every time I reflect on my life or on the world around me. However, I don’t work solely according to these rational, controllable rules. I’m also a bit human. And that part should be understood, and not be only by means of a scientific method. That’s why it is difficult to be a scientist.
Question: Describe how it felt to be confirmed in the Anglican cathedral in Brussels last year?
Maybe I should first tell you how I changed my mind about faith. A couple of years ago, I started to realise that my theory of the world as an atheist played no part in my life: in theory, I considered myself a machine, but I actually did not feel like being a machine and I did not act in my life as if I was one. So my theory was similar to a typical Ph.D. theory: too theoretical and too far from reality to be relevant for my life. I also realised that no matter how much of an atheist I was, there were still many things in which I believed without having a rational reason to do so. I believed (and still do), for example, in randomness. Randomness is something non-predictable by definition, not governed by deterministic mechanisms that we can explain. By believing in the existence of randomness, I believe that a part of the world is not understandable by humans and never will be. This means that I cannot consider the world as a very complex machine. And even if the world was such a machine and even if humans could understand each gear separately, they would never be able to grasp all the connections and remove the randomness from their life. Furthermore, I believe in the goodness of people and that there is a place for me in the world. I do and probably always did believe in randomness, in goodness and in a place for me in the world, and all this without any logical arguments to support it. The combination of these three beliefs is, in my opinion, the core of being a religious believer. I thus realised while I called myself an atheist, it would be more honest to call myself a believer.
At the same time that I realised these nuances, I also started to know church life better as I started to attend this Anglican church regularly. I enrolled in the confirmation classes out of interest. Going to church gave me the opportunity to reflect upon the world, on myself and on the meaning of being human on a regular basis and with other human beings, and I enjoyed it very much. It also encouraged me to define and state my ethical and spiritual convictions more clearly and therefore open myself to debate and dialog.
I decided to get confirmed because I started to call myself, after these intellectual reflections, a believer. I also wanted to show my support of a church which gave me the opportunity to reflect on life. I always thought that belief starts by a spiritual emotion; the feeling that God has suddenly touched you. I was hoping that during the ceremony I might feel something similar or at least might be moved by it but nothing like that happened. I was rather distracted by the ceremony. So I feel that my opinion has changed, more spirituality has entered my life, but I often wonder if I'm not still miles away from what it is to be a real believer for whom God is not just an abstract concept such as randomness or inexplicable convictions but a partner, a confidant or a force. But what I do feel is that religion and God are the perfect mirror of what it is to be human. When we went to Canterbury with St. Martha and St. Mary, we attended an evensong service where we sat in the middle of the choir. I felt very moved by the music. It was as if all these human beings would gather together to express that life is sometimes difficult, we don’t know why we are here, we feel lost but we remain—inexplicably—optimistic. The choir could remind us that not only us, but all humans are troubled by these thoughts and fears but that our optimism can transform it every day into beauty. This optimism is Faith.
Question: What do you make of the Book of Job? Do you find Job's position valid and authentic?
My first reaction was, of course, to be shocked. I fully follow Bob when he says that the text, when taken literally, is just outrageous. How can God play with Satan such a cruel game and let Job, just for the fun of testing him, be tortured in such manner? God is like a cruel child, playing with a powerless animal and reminding the animal that whatever it does, it should be thankful that he, God its master, does not kill it right away.
However, if we take the Bible as a mirror of what it is to be human, the text suddenly makes much more sense. David Ketch showed us in his excellent sermon that it is very difficult or even impossible for us to see and accept the seemingly pointless suffering of another human. It is impossible probably because we do not know why we want to continue to live, keep going, almost no matter what happens. We can't explain why we or others continue. And seeing somebody who suffers so terribly shakes our belief that life should be lived. Annie Bolger explained to us the suffering connected to chronic disease and I really wonder, which comforting words could have I found to comfort her in the deepest moment of illness? Maybe her husband Jacob could, but I’m sure that none of us have a simple answer to why keep going.
The Book of Job shows us exactly this aspect of us as humans and it also shows where God is in our lives. God is not the one who plays with humans to test them. For me all this pain and these difficulties happen randomly, which means that I can't make sense of it and probably never will. But God is there in the fact that, like Job, we do not want to commit suicide. We might be angry, lost and in total despair, but for an inexplicable reason, we continue living. As David said, we cannot understand why the others continue, especially when, like Job, they are suffering so much, but we can at least feel that we are pushed to continue. The story of Job, as it is very well illustrated by chapter 42, tells us that we do not understand the world we are in, the suffering we have to endure, and that nobody will fully understand our hardship. However, inexplicably, we still want to continue, we do not feel completely on our own and we simply trust.
Amen.
Music for Intercessions
Grande Doxologie performed by the monks of Chevetogne
Job 42Good News Translation (GNT)
42 Then Job answered the Lord.
Job
2 
I know, Lord, that you are all-powerful;
    that you can do everything you want.
3 
You ask how I dare question your wisdom
    when I am so very ignorant.
I talked about things I did not understand,
    about marvels too great for me to know.
4 
You told me to listen while you spoke
    and to try to answer your questions.
5 
In the past I knew only what others had told me,
    but now I have seen you with my own eyes.
6 
So I am ashamed of all I have said
    and repent in dust and ashes.
Conclusion
7 After the Lord had finished speaking to Job, he said to Eliphaz, “I am angry with you and your two friends, because you did not speak the truth about me, the way my servant Job did. 8 Now take seven bulls and seven rams to Job and offer them as a sacrifice for yourselves. Job will pray for you, and I will answer his prayer and not disgrace you the way you deserve. You did not speak the truth about me as he did.”
9 Eliphaz, Bildad, and Zophar did what the Lord had told them to do, and the Lord answered Job's prayer.
10 Then, after Job had prayed for his three friends, the Lord made him prosperous again and gave him twice as much as he had had before. 11 All Job's brothers and sisters and former friends came to visit him and feasted with him in his house. They expressed their sympathy and comforted him for all the troubles the Lord had brought on him. Each of them gave him some money and a gold ring.
12 The Lord blessed the last part of Job's life even more than he had blessed the first. Job owned fourteen thousand sheep, six thousand camels, two thousand head of cattle, and one thousand donkeys. 13 He was the father of seven sons and three daughters. 14 He called the oldest daughter Jemimah, the second Keziah, and the youngest Keren Happuch.[a] 15 There were no other women in the whole world as beautiful as Job's daughters. Their father gave them a share of the inheritance along with their brothers.
16 Job lived a hundred and forty years after this, long enough to see his grandchildren and great-grandchildren. 17 And then he died at a very great age.
Footnotes:
	a	Job 42:14 In Hebrew the names of Job's daughters suggest beauty both by their sound and by their meaning. Jemimah means “dove”; Keziah means “cassia,” a variety of cinnamon used as a perfume; and Keren Happuch means a small box used for eye make-up.
end of footnotes end of crossrefs
 

[image: ]
Chapter 6
[image: ]
Jesus Tortured: What, How, Why?
a sermon by jeremy heuslein
John 18 & 19
[image: Pop-Over Widget]
Friday, 25 March, 2016 
It is easy and it is tempting to read the story of Jesus’s trial, beatings, crucifixion and death as a story of Divine Child Abuse. In fact, the ease of this reading is why so many contemporary objections to the narrative are given. How can God be loving if He does this to His own son? This is especially easy when we focus on the torturous aspects of Jesus’s arrest, trial, crucifixion and death. The pain, the isolation, the humiliation, and the degradation that Jesus underwent (with divine permission, if not divine fiat) makes us question the goodness of God and the fatherliness of the Father. Different theories and different theodicies are offered up, not only to explain the suffering of Jesus, but to explain suffering in general. I was raised with very particular views, but over the last few years these have been changing, and I want to look at and look through the story of Jesus’s arrest, trial, crucifixion and death with a different lens. When Jack invited me to come and to speak tonight, he said, “Why not talk about ‘Jesus Tortured: What, How, Why?’” He asked me this, because I have recently written quite a lengthy article on the subject, but I want to focus on the why, and through that answer, understand the what and the how, which are important in order not to be a list of grievances against God as Divine Child Abuser, but to understand God as co-sufferer and redeemer of all that is lost.
Let’s begin with the question: what is torture? I do not want to detail all the possible actions or permutations of the act of torture; nor do I want to address the social and political concern surrounding torture, which is a fascinating topic and one that could be addressed from an understanding of the cross. I want to look at the structure of torture, the conditions and the consequences of torture, in order to understand the cross better, in order to understand the salvific nature of Jesus’s experiences better. So, what is torture? Torture, in short, is the intentional, active closure of possibilities of someone’s life and meaning-making capacities through the acts of painful physical and traumatic psychological experiences. Torture is enacted on someone, done to someone by another person. Torture turns the “I can” of a person’s subjectivity, into an “I cannot”. Torture strips the tortured person of a feeling or the reality of a capacity to act meaningfully in the world or in their own body. Torture empties a person, and in emptying them turns their experience into one of sheer passivity. A person who is tortured suffers. Not all suffering is torture, but all torture is suffering. Suffering is sometimes autonomic, arising from our own experience but not forced on us by another, although in many cases it is something we are exposed to, something causing suffering from the outside. To suffer is to be wounded, exposed, and made into a passivity in existence. Torture does this through pain written on and in the body. And death is the limit of torture and of suffering. In death, in dying, we enter the most sheer passivity. Our bodies literally become mere objects with no life in them anymore. Death is the promise of torture and of suffering.
Understanding now a little of the structure of torture and of suffering in general, we can see in the story of Jesus how God in Jesus embraced our own experiences and gave himself over to be tortured, to be killed, to suffer our own extreme capacity to suffer passivity. That is, to be stripped of possibilities, to die. God dies. Now, there are some that want to explain away this mystery, to come up with Trinitarian schemas and logics that can “account” for the death of God. To me, they all sound thin. Jesus dies, and so God experiences death. The closure of possibilities, the final end of the torture Jesus had experienced. Let’s look at the whole story, though, to see the movement that Jesus undertakes, the moments of torture and of suffering, where Jesus empties himself and experiences what we experience.
John 18 opens with an interesting story of the arrest of Jesus: the betrayal by Judas is already a moment of suffering, but the Gospel writer wants to remind us who Jesus actually is as this story unfolds. “Who are you looking for?” Jesus asked them, and responds to their answer with, I am. Our translations contain the word he, which is not the Greek, although it is an implication of the phrase. The stand-alone phrase is simply I am. And to this answer, they fall backwards, and why would they if they had not glimpsed some of the divine glory? Jesus is the I AM. Jesus is God, and God is the one who will experience the betrayal, the denials, the mock trial (which includes the first physical humiliations), as well as the beatings, the pain and the humiliation of the cross. He experiences the closure of familial possibilities, entrusting his mother to his disciple. He experiences the closure of bodily possibilities, in thirsting and in dying. These are our own experiences too. We may not be tortured, with our lives closing in around us through the power of another, whether that be envious religious leaders or an opportunistic government official. But we experience pain, suffering; we experience abandonment and loss. And we will experience death. The I AM, in the end, is taken down from the cross by another: he is carried and laid into a grave meant for another. In the end, Jesus dies the death that we all will die, entering the pure passivity of death.
I have mentioned the fact that these experiences are our own experiences, and the Gospel writer emphasises this fact in subtle but important ways, especially as we look forward beyond Good Friday and into Easter. The Gospel of John is one about the creator God taking on flesh and dwelling among us. It begins with an homage to Genesis, “In the beginning…” And here, at the climax of the story, we receive others. I want to point out two and then turn briefly to Easter and the ultimate why of Good Friday. First, when Pilate presents the tortured Jesus to the crowd, in order to appease them and abate their anger and try to release him, he cries out, “Here is the man!” Or more succinctly, “Behold, man!” All of humanity is present in the tortured Jesus. He suffers what our entire existence in the old order of creation amounts to: a flight toward death. And we remember here that all of this is happening on a Friday, on the sixth day of creation, in which man came into being. And when Jesus cries, “It is finished,” perhaps we should take the other translation of the Greek word: “It is completed!” Creation, the old order of creation, has been completed. Jesus is swallowed up into death; the Life and the Resurrection dies, so that he and a whole new order of creation may be raised. Easter, the first day of the week, is coming. On it, the new creation will come. On it, the new creation, the life and the hope of all humanity, was raised from death and into new life. The I AM is, and what he is, we shall be too, for we shall be raised by the same Spirit. We will be raised in the same way, for Jesus suffered in the same way.
Jesus suffered for us. Jesus suffered for me. Jesus suffered for you. This was not divine child abuse: this was the divine taking on our experiences, so to know us and so to overcome them for us and to offer us new life. The first creation was an act of kenosis, of self-emptying and self-limiting of God: the new creation, the resurrected creation that has moved through death into new life is also brought about by the self-emptying and the self-limiting of God. Through Jesus Christ, his life and his death and his resurrection, we can be brought into that new creation. It is new creation wrought in love. It is new creation birthed in love. It is new creation filled with life, because death, torture, suffering have been overcome. They had to be suffered, so that they could be overturned.
May we remember the sufferings of Jesus; may we know that he suffered like us, for us, in order to bring us back into the fullness of life and possibility. May we embrace the solemnity of tonight and the joy of Easter, when Jesus is, and when we are promised to be, raised to new life. May we hope beyond hope, and may we love with the love that was shown to us by Jesus Christ, who emptied himself and died for us.
Amen.
Music for Intercessions
His Humanity by Michael Card
John 18  Good News Translation (GNT)
The Arrest of Jesus
18 After Jesus had said this prayer, he left with his disciples and went across Kidron Brook. There was a garden in that place, and Jesus and his disciples went in. 2 Judas, the traitor, knew where it was, because many times Jesus had met there with his disciples. 3 So Judas went to the garden, taking with him a group of Roman soldiers, and some Temple guards sent by the chief priests and the Pharisees; they were armed and carried lanterns and torches. 4 Jesus knew everything that was going to happen to him, so he stepped forward and asked them, “Who is it you are looking for?”
5 “Jesus of Nazareth,” they answered.
“I am he,” he said.
Judas, the traitor, was standing there with them. 6 When Jesus said to them, “I am he,” they moved back and fell to the ground. 7 Again Jesus asked them, “Who is it you are looking for?”
“Jesus of Nazareth,” they said.
8 “I have already told you that I am he,” Jesus said. “If, then, you are looking for me, let these others go.” (9 He said this so that what he had said might come true: “Father, I have not lost even one of those you gave me.”)
10 Simon Peter, who had a sword, drew it and struck the High Priest's slave, cutting off his right ear. The name of the slave was Malchus. 11 Jesus said to Peter, “Put your sword back in its place! Do you think that I will not drink the cup of suffering which my Father has given me?”
Jesus before Annas
12 Then the Roman soldiers with their commanding officer and the Jewish guards arrested Jesus, tied him up, 13 and took him first to Annas. He was the father-in-law of Caiaphas, who was High Priest that year. 14 It was Caiaphas who had advised the Jewish authorities that it was better that one man should die for all the people.
Peter Denies Jesus
15 Simon Peter and another disciple followed Jesus. That other disciple was well known to the High Priest, so he went with Jesus into the courtyard of the High Priest's house, 16 while Peter stayed outside by the gate. Then the other disciple went back out, spoke to the girl at the gate, and brought Peter inside. 17 The girl at the gate said to Peter, “Aren't you also one of the disciples of that man?”
“No, I am not,” answered Peter.
18 It was cold, so the servants and guards had built a charcoal fire and were standing around it, warming themselves. So Peter went over and stood with them, warming himself.
The High Priest Questions Jesus
19 The High Priest questioned Jesus about his disciples and about his teaching. 20 Jesus answered, “I have always spoken publicly to everyone; all my teaching was done in the synagogues and in the Temple, where all the people come together. I have never said anything in secret. 21 Why, then, do you question me? Question the people who heard me. Ask them what I told them—they know what I said.”
22 When Jesus said this, one of the guards there slapped him and said, “How dare you talk like that to the High Priest!”
23 Jesus answered him, “If I have said anything wrong, tell everyone here what it was. But if I am right in what I have said, why do you hit me?”
24 Then Annas sent him, still tied up, to Caiaphas the High Priest.
Peter Denies Jesus Again
25 Peter was still standing there keeping himself warm. So the others said to him, “Aren't you also one of the disciples of that man?”
But Peter denied it. “No, I am not,” he said.
26 One of the High Priest's slaves, a relative of the man whose ear Peter had cut off, spoke up. “Didn't I see you with him in the garden?” he asked.
27 Again Peter said “No”—and at once a rooster crowed.
Jesus before Pilate
28 Early in the morning Jesus was taken from Caiaphas' house to the governor's palace. The Jewish authorities did not go inside the palace, for they wanted to keep themselves ritually clean, in order to be able to eat the Passover meal. 29 So Pilate went outside to them and asked, “What do you accuse this man of?”
30 Their answer was, “We would not have brought him to you if he had not committed a crime.”
31 Pilate said to them, “Then you yourselves take him and try him according to your own law.”
They replied, “We are not allowed to put anyone to death.” (32 This happened in order to make come true what Jesus had said when he indicated the kind of death he would die.)
33 Pilate went back into the palace and called Jesus. “Are you the king of the Jews?” he asked him.
34 Jesus answered, “Does this question come from you or have others told you about me?”
35 Pilate replied, “Do you think I am a Jew? It was your own people and the chief priests who handed you over to me. What have you done?”
36 Jesus said, “My kingdom does not belong to this world; if my kingdom belonged to this world, my followers would fight to keep me from being handed over to the Jewish authorities. No, my kingdom does not belong here!”
37 So Pilate asked him, “Are you a king, then?”
Jesus answered, “You say that I am a king. I was born and came into the world for this one purpose, to speak about the truth. Whoever belongs to the truth listens to me.”
38 “And what is truth?” Pilate asked.
Jesus Is Sentenced to Death
Then Pilate went back outside to the people and said to them, “I cannot find any reason to condemn him. 39 But according to the custom you have, I always set free a prisoner for you during the Passover. Do you want me to set free for you the king of the Jews?”
40 They answered him with a shout, “No, not him! We want Barabbas!” (Barabbas was a bandit.)
 
 
John 19   Good News Translation (GNT)
19 Then Pilate took Jesus and had him whipped. 2 The soldiers made a crown out of thorny branches and put it on his head; then they put a purple robe on him 3 and came to him and said, “Long live the King of the Jews!” And they went up and slapped him.
4 Pilate went back out once more and said to the crowd, “Look, I will bring him out here to you to let you see that I cannot find any reason to condemn him.” 5 So Jesus came out, wearing the crown of thorns and the purple robe. Pilate said to them, “Look! Here is the man!”
6 When the chief priests and the Temple guards saw him, they shouted, “Crucify him! Crucify him!”
Pilate said to them, “You take him, then, and crucify him. I find no reason to condemn him.”
7 The crowd answered back, “We have a law that says he ought to die, because he claimed to be the Son of God.”
8 When Pilate heard this, he was even more afraid. 9 He went back into the palace and asked Jesus, “Where do you come from?”
But Jesus did not answer. 10 Pilate said to him, “You will not speak to me? Remember, I have the authority to set you free and also to have you crucified.”
11 Jesus answered, “You have authority over me only because it was given to you by God. So the man who handed me over to you is guilty of a worse sin.”
12 When Pilate heard this, he tried to find a way to set Jesus free. But the crowd shouted back, “If you set him free, that means that you are not the Emperor's friend! Anyone who claims to be a king is a rebel against the Emperor!”
13 When Pilate heard these words, he took Jesus outside and sat down on the judge's seat in the place called “The Stone Pavement.” (In Hebrew the name is “Gabbatha.”) 14 It was then almost noon of the day before the Passover. Pilate said to the people, “Here is your king!”
15 They shouted back, “Kill him! Kill him! Crucify him!”
Pilate asked them, “Do you want me to crucify your king?”
The chief priests answered, “The only king we have is the Emperor!”
16 Then Pilate handed Jesus over to them to be crucified.
Jesus Is Crucified
So they took charge of Jesus. 17 He went out, carrying his cross, and came to “The Place of the Skull,” as it is called. (In Hebrew it is called “Golgotha.”) 18 There they crucified him; and they also crucified two other men, one on each side, with Jesus between them. 19 Pilate wrote a notice and had it put on the cross. “Jesus of Nazareth, the King of the Jews,” is what he wrote. 20 Many people read it, because the place where Jesus was crucified was not far from the city. The notice was written in Hebrew, Latin, and Greek. 21 The chief priests said to Pilate, “Do not write ‘The King of the Jews,’ but rather, ‘This man said, I am the King of the Jews.’”
22 Pilate answered, “What I have written stays written.”
23 After the soldiers had crucified Jesus, they took his clothes and divided them into four parts, one part for each soldier. They also took the robe, which was made of one piece of woven cloth without any seams in it. 24 The soldiers said to one another, “Let's not tear it; let's throw dice to see who will get it.” This happened in order to make the scripture come true:
“They divided my clothes among themselves
    and gambled for my robe.”
And this is what the soldiers did.
25 Standing close to Jesus' cross were his mother, his mother's sister, Mary the wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. 26 Jesus saw his mother and the disciple he loved standing there; so he said to his mother, “He is your son.”
27 Then he said to the disciple, “She is your mother.” From that time the disciple took her to live in his home.
The Death of Jesus
28 Jesus knew that by now everything had been completed; and in order to make the scripture come true, he said, “I am thirsty.”
29 A bowl was there, full of cheap wine; so a sponge was soaked in the wine, put on a stalk of hyssop, and lifted up to his lips. 30 Jesus drank the wine and said, “It is finished!”
Then he bowed his head and gave up his spirit.
Jesus' Side Is Pierced
31 Then the Jewish authorities asked Pilate to allow them to break the legs of the men who had been crucified, and to take the bodies down from the crosses. They requested this because it was Friday, and they did not want the bodies to stay on the crosses on the Sabbath, since the coming Sabbath was especially holy. 32 So the soldiers went and broke the legs of the first man and then of the other man who had been crucified with Jesus. 33 But when they came to Jesus, they saw that he was already dead, so they did not break his legs. 34 One of the soldiers, however, plunged his spear into Jesus' side, and at once blood and water poured out. (35 The one who saw this happen has spoken of it, so that you also may believe.[a] What he said is true, and he knows that he speaks the truth.) 36 This was done to make the scripture come true: “Not one of his bones will be broken.” 37 And there is another scripture that says, “People will look at him whom they pierced.”
The Burial of Jesus
38 After this, Joseph, who was from the town of Arimathea, asked Pilate if he could take Jesus' body. (Joseph was a follower of Jesus, but in secret, because he was afraid of the Jewish authorities.) Pilate told him he could have the body, so Joseph went and took it away. 39 Nicodemus, who at first had gone to see Jesus at night, went with Joseph, taking with him about one hundred pounds of spices, a mixture of myrrh and aloes. 40 The two men took Jesus' body and wrapped it in linen cloths with the spices according to the Jewish custom of preparing a body for burial. 41 There was a garden in the place where Jesus had been put to death, and in it there was a new tomb where no one had ever been buried. 42 Since it was the day before the Sabbath and because the tomb was close by, they placed Jesus' body there.
Footnotes:
	a	John 19:35 believe; some manuscripts have continue to believe.
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Job And Holy WeeK
a sermon by Jack McDonald
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Sunday, 27 March, 2016  Easter Sunday
Those who know me well know that my favourite poet is George Herbert, an Anglican priest of famous saintliness who died in 1633. If you want to understand the wonders of the Anglican Christian tradition, there is no better place to begin than Herbert.
Herbert was not immune from polemics, and in his Jacobean day he was a noted high churchman, passionately hostile to Anglican puritans. His criticism of puritanism still holds today: that they weren't interested in Jesus Christ as such, as a person, as the Son of God, but only in the cross as a divine alchemy for ridding them of sin. The puritan cross has no Jesus on it because Jesus isn't their point: what matters for the puritan is that on the cross the solution to my human problem of sinfulness is achieved. For Herbert, this isn't Christian faith, it's “pharisaism”—seeing faith not as a relationship but as submission to rules. In contrast, Herbert speaks richly, psychologically, of his walk with Christ, in English unsurpassed in our history. As I say, I like him...
In his sermon to us on Good Friday, Jeremy Heuslein picked up on this point (unconsciously—although he is someone I frequently bore about the great moral virtues of George Herbert...) when discussing the last words of Jesus on the cross in John's version: tetelestai—'it is finished'. The Puritan interpretation of this word is that Jesus had paid a debt (either to the Father or to Satan) and was presenting his receipt. For Herbert, to claim this is to slide into synecdoche, taking a part for the whole (like saying sails instead of ships, or head instead of cattle); it is to mistake a detail of the cross for its principal force. Whereas for Herbert, to be a Christian is not to clutch a promissory note to present to a divine bank, it is to see a new creation. This week, after the terrible events in Brussels, we need to understand this more than ever.
The original creation isn't bad. Genesis 1:31 describes it as 'very good' as it was completed on the sixth day of the first week. But by whatever process this creation produces ill-effects, entropy, dinosaurs with arthritis, the destruction of species, and after the establishment of homo sapiens we can add jaw-dropping levels of moral cruelty to the physical pain of animal life. Job, we have repeatedly seen this semester, lived this first-creation life and found himself alone, abandoned by family, friends and God. This is the world into which ISIS members have so cynically bought: a world of summary justice, resentment, moral corrosion, self-righteousness, violence, fear and intolerance of human difference, torture and death.
But Job sees in and through this first creation the possibility of another creation, distinctive and unexpected. Job is grimly aware of his own mortality, of his imminent death, and he appeals to the future so confidently that he wants his appeal to be recorded in a book or engraved on stone in lead letters. What is this unexpected appeal to the future? In the best translation, here is Job 19:25:
I know that my vindicator lives, and that at last he will stand in judgement on this world of dust; and after my skin has rotted, then without my flesh I shall see God, whom I shall really see for myself.
It is this future, this new creation that Jesus brings into being in Holy Week and Easter. The kingdom of nature is taken up into the kingdom of grace, and the world as we know it is turned upside down. The sordid plots of men, the cruelty, torture, abuse, rivalry, conflict, resentment, crime, fantasies, killings and bombings all receive their answer on the cross, where Jesus shows that God's response is not the same old same old silence or punishment or bullying, but forgiveness, love and resurrection. When Jesus says 'It is finished', he means that this new creation is completed, on the sixth day of the week, just like the first creation.
So for us, Job's trust in the future is realised in Jesus. To trust in Jesus is to trust that there is a new creation, a kingdom of grace in which the horrors and the cruel banality and baseness of the Brussels bombings are answered and transfigured in the empty tomb.
Christian belief in the kingdom of grace is here now. It is for us to accept it, live it, spread it, whatever the provocation and the natural inclination to refer always to the revenge and the violence of the kingdom of this world.
'I know that my Redeemer liveth.'
Then Simon Peter came, following John, and went into the tomb; he saw the linen cloths lying and the napkin which had been on his head not lying with the linen cloths but rolled up by itself.
Jesus Christ is risen. Jesus Christ is Lord.
Alleluia!
Music for Intercessions
I Know That My Redeemer Liveth by George Handel
performed by The Academy of St. Martin in the Fields
Job 19
Good News Translation (GNT)
19 
1-2 Why do you keep tormenting me with words?
3 
Time after time you insult me
    and show no shame for the way you abuse me.
4 
Even if I have done wrong,
    how does that hurt you?
5 
You think you are better than I am,
    and regard my troubles as proof of my guilt.
6 
Can't you see it is God who has done this?
    He has set a trap to catch me.
7 
I protest his violence,
    but no one is listening;
    no one hears my cry for justice.
8 
God has blocked the way, and I can't get through;
    he has hidden my path in darkness.
9 
He has taken away all my wealth
    and destroyed my reputation.
10 
He batters me from every side.
He uproots my hope
    and leaves me to wither and die.
11 
God is angry and rages against me;
    he treats me like his worst enemy.
12 
He sends his army to attack me;
    they dig trenches and lay siege to my tent.
13 
God has made my own family forsake me;
    I am a stranger to those who knew me;
14 
    my relatives and friends are gone.
15 
Those who were guests in my house have forgotten me;
    my servant women treat me like a stranger and a foreigner.
16 
When I call a servant, he doesn't answer—
    even when I beg him to help me.
17 
My wife can't stand the smell of my breath,
    and my own brothers won't come near me.
18 
Children despise me and laugh when they see me.
19 
My closest friends look at me with disgust;
    those I loved most have turned against me.
20 
My skin hangs loose on my bones;
    I have barely escaped with my life.[a]
21 
You are my friends! Take pity on me!
    The hand of God has struck me down.
22 
Why must you persecute me the way God does?
    Haven't you tormented me enough?
23 
How I wish that someone would remember my words
    and record them in a book!
24 
Or with a chisel carve my words in stone
    and write them so that they would last forever.[b]
25 
But I know there is someone in heaven
    who will come at last to my defense.
26 
Even after my skin is eaten by disease,
    while still in this body[c] I will see God.[d]
27 
I will see him with my own eyes,
    and he will not be a stranger.
My courage failed because you said,
28 
    “How can we torment him?”
    You looked for some excuse to attack me.
29 
But now, be afraid of the sword—
    the sword that brings God's wrath on sin,
    so that you will know there is one who judges.[e]
Footnotes:
	a	Job 19:20 Verse 20 in Hebrew is unclear.
	b	Job 19:24 last forever; or be on record.
	c	Job 19:26 while still in this body; or although not in this body.
	d	Job 19:26 Verse 26 in Hebrew is unclear.
	e	Job 19:29 one who judges; or a judgment.
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Sunday, 10 April, 2016
A prayer I wrote when in the hospital, inspired by the theologian Walter Brueggemann.
When my world spins crazy,
	spins wild and terrifying and dark,
		I will meet you hiding there.
		I will meet you there, watching, sweating blood.
When my body spins into ruin,
spins bruised and tired and torn,
		I will hear you there.
		I will hear you whisper, “This is my body, broken...”
When my world spins to loneliness,
	spins me into isolation and invisibility,
		I will find you in these scars.
		I will find that you have these scars, that this is the fellowship of your suffering.
And when I meet you hiding there, 
and when I hear you whisper, 
and when I see those scars and plunge my hand into your side, 
I will still be spinning. 
But the spinning will not be so unnerving, 
because in you my world has another chance.
For healing.
For vision.
For resurrection.
So I pray, spinning.
Amen.
 
Question: Can you tell us a little about yourself and your story?
In 2008, I was diagnosed with ulcerative colitis, a chronic illness and an autoimmune disease and close cousin of Crohn’s, for those of you like Jack who are familiar with that disease. In the space of three years, while I was working on my bachelor’s degree, my health plummeted. Just after my college graduation in 2011, I began to experience the worst symptoms of my colitis history: my days were comprised of bathroom trips and bleeding and my energy was so low that I could hardly walk a city block. I would stop at every crosswalk, unable to catch my breath and dizzy with exhaustion. I had swollen lymph nodes under my arms that restricted my upper body mobility… lifting my arms and dressing would bring tears to my eyes. My knees and back were frequently covered with inflamed skin infections and I lived with daily fevers, aches, and trembling. I was working full-time and planning my wedding with Jacob, until one day I found myself unable to get up off the bathroom floor after a lunch break. I couldn't make it back to my desk. I crawled to the bathroom door, hoisted myself up, and found my supervisor and told her that I felt very sick. She took one look at me and said, "You need to go to the emergency room." Miraculously, I made it to a bus that took me to Northwestern, a research hospital, where I was hospitalised for ten days. We tried IV fluids, steroids, anti-inflammatory drugs, a colonoscopy, but one month after my release, I was back in. After a failed attempt at using an immunosuppressant drug, we experimented with a chemo-related medication called Remicade which bears serious side effects. It did nothing. I consulted with the surgical team and my colectomy (the total removal of the large intestine) was unexpectedly scheduled to occur three weeks later. It would take place thirty-six hours after our wedding. When the surgeon made the first incision, she realised that I was going septic and that I had about two hours left to live. Nine hours later, she had kept me alive.
I thought that devastating operation and impossible recovery was my great cataclysm. But instead my life spiraled into a sort of hell. I was plagued by unidentifiable and untreatable infections, unexpected complications, and additional surgeries. In our first two years of marriage, I was hospitalised nine times, underwent four massive operations and countless smaller ones, and took medications with hair-raising side effects. Because I needed health insurance, and because the US does not have socialised medical care, I was forced to work full-time throughout the whole ordeal to maintain an insurance policy. I wished that I could die.
Question: Can you tell us how this experience has shaped you and your sense of God?
Flannery O’Connor once journaled, “Lord, help me to get down under things and find where You are.” She described God as a crescent moon, waxing and waning and at times very difficult to see for all of the shadows cast across its surface. I find Flannery’s words compelling. We are always, by the nature of our existence, buried under our painful experiences. At times, our deep burial obscures God from sight. Chronic illness is one kind of burial. Life with chronic illness means that when you wake up in the morning, you discover that you've lost that prospect of a better day. Similarly to Jeremy Heuslein’s description of torture as limited possibility, with chronic illness, there is no better day. Chronic illness feels like an endless, cyclical loop of drudgery punctuated by pain. It is not interesting, not stimulating or energising. It is like a vacuum which obscures a patient’s sense of community, sense of self, and sense of meaning. It is the felt absence of meaning.
David Ketch related the various passages that detail Job’s physical and mental suffering in his beautiful sermon. You might remember from chapter 2 that the adversary struck Job with severe sores, and Job had to take a potsherd and scrape the boils for relief. The image of Job scraping his boils is particularly familiar to me. One of the extraneous symptoms of my ulcerative colitis when I was still at theological college were these infected lesions that used to cover my knees and back.
One topic we neglect to talk about when we talk about suffering is the area of extraneous loss. Job lost all of his children, his livestock and livelihood in an instant. And then in the wake of all of that, his wife walked away from him and his friends deemed him unholy. That is extraneous suffering. Suffering and loss is always a complex, layered affair. People hear my story and they know instantly that I’ve lost my health. What they don’t know is that my experience of sexuality was impacted by these surgeries, that Jacob and I barely escaped crushing medical debt, that I can’t have children because of the surgical complications, that I had to relinquish my sense of calling to remote outreach missions. They don’t know the sense of shame and embarrassment I live with. They don’t know what Jacob has suffered as he has nursed me along and has literally mopped up my vomit and feces night after night and has accepted that he wasn’t going to have a fairytale marriage. How do we as a faith community help each other cope with extraneous suffering? How do we help each other cope with the disappointment of unfulfilled dreams and dormant senses of vocation? Extraneous loss can be the most painful because it is the least supported. People are consistently compassionate when they hear that I don’t feel well and for that I am grateful, but the hard part is dealing with extraneous loss. The hard part is sitting alone in the ashes and scraping the boils.
Question: What is your current condition and what does the future hold for you?
So my present condition: my energy is spent navigating a new lifestyle of chronic infections, persistent fissures, anemia and malabsorption. Life without a colon is too distasteful to describe in public, but you have imaginations, so I’ll leave you to it. My biggest hurdle at the moment is that the antibiotics that I need to take are not covered by insurance in Belgium. I’m trying find an alternative, but that process is stressful.
I hesitate to offer any kind reason for my suffering. I am leery of theodicy that offers a reason for suffering. God’s rebuke of Job’s friends’ theology in chapter 42 is one that every Christian should take very seriously: “you have not spoken of me rightly… therefore my servant Job will pray for you and I will accept his prayer not to deal with you according to your folly.” However, there are results that come from suffering because suffering brings about change. These results are not reasons for suffering and observing these results is not an attempt to justify suffering, however, suffering brings about change nonetheless. I asked to speak on Job chapter 42 because the results of Job’s suffering are most evocative.
And the Lord blessed the latter days of Job more than his beginning. And he had sheep, camels, yokes of oxen, and donkeys. He had also seven sons and three daughters. And he called the name of the first daughter Jemimah, and the name of the second Keziah, and the name of the third Keren-happuk. And in all the land there were no women as beautiful as Job's daughters. And Job gave them an inheritance among their brothers. And after this Job lived 140 years, and saw his children, and his children's children, four generations. And Job died, an old man, and full of days.
In Job’s Daughters by Joan Chittister, Chittister presents Job’s suffering as the archetypal experience of women. Because his voice is one of marginalisation, victimisation and suffering, Job expresses the female experience of his ancient near eastern culture.
The Job we meet at the beginning of this epic poem is a Job who has daughters, but they are nameless, faceless, and in all likelihood without inheritance. His daughters, like all women at that time in history [and still today] were locked out of social, political and theological power. They typify the most basic, though not solitary, victims of their culture.
The Job we meet at the end of the poem, shattered by immense pain, is a Job who sees with empathy. The shattered, suffering Job sees the full humanity of the marginalised sufferers around him. He sees his daughters. He names his daughters. He bestows upon his daughters inheritances and all the social, political and theological power thereof. The result of Job’s suffering is vision: he sees. He sees the other and responds with empathy.
I stand in tremendous awe of the redemption of human suffering depicted in Job. We are never trapped in our pain unless we chose it. The true protest we can make of suffering and pain is to see the other with empathy. It is here, to steal some words from Victor Hugo, that Sisyphus has thrown his rock and Job his potsherd. In light of Easter, it is worth remembering that when Christ was dying on the cross, as it seemed His life and ministry had both come to an end, he saw John the Beloved and his mother. And He created something new: He gave them a sense of belonging to one another, and that sense of belonging is the community of Christ called the church. In his dying, Christ saw those around him. Do we believe that our own burial experiences, our own suffering, can likewise result in vision and relationship? Christ’s suffering, Job's suffering and our suffering are sacramental doors to vision and empathy.
So what is my vision and what is my protest? My sense of vocation since I was a little girl had been missionary service in an underdeveloped country. Such a lifestyle was put out of the question by my physicians. After that news, I experienced a long season of dormancy and pain. Like Flannery, I needed help to get under things, and find where God is! Today I can say that my sense of vocation has stirred again. The result of my suffering is a vision and empathy for the ill. I am excitedly pursuing my calling to be a priest to the ill and the dying as a hospital chaplain. That is my vision and my protest.
Amen.
Music for Intercessions
Ashokan Farewell Performed by Lake String Quartet
Job 42
Good News Translation (GNT)
42 Then Job answered the Lord.
Job
2 
I know, Lord, that you are all-powerful;
    that you can do everything you want.
3 
You ask how I dare question your wisdom
    when I am so very ignorant.
I talked about things I did not understand,
    about marvels too great for me to know.
4 
You told me to listen while you spoke
    and to try to answer your questions.
5 
In the past I knew only what others had told me,
    but now I have seen you with my own eyes.
6 
So I am ashamed of all I have said
    and repent in dust and ashes.
Conclusion
7 After the Lord had finished speaking to Job, he said to Eliphaz, “I am angry with you and your two friends, because you did not speak the truth about me, the way my servant Job did. 8 Now take seven bulls and seven rams to Job and offer them as a sacrifice for yourselves. Job will pray for you, and I will answer his prayer and not disgrace you the way you deserve. You did not speak the truth about me as he did.”
9 Eliphaz, Bildad, and Zophar did what the Lord had told them to do, and the Lord answered Job's prayer.
10 Then, after Job had prayed for his three friends, the Lord made him prosperous again and gave him twice as much as he had had before. 11 All Job's brothers and sisters and former friends came to visit him and feasted with him in his house. They expressed their sympathy and comforted him for all the troubles the Lord had brought on him. Each of them gave him some money and a gold ring.
12 The Lord blessed the last part of Job's life even more than he had blessed the first. Job owned fourteen thousand sheep, six thousand camels, two thousand head of cattle, and one thousand donkeys. 13 He was the father of seven sons and three daughters. 14 He called the oldest daughter Jemimah, the second Keziah, and the youngest Keren Happuch.[a] 15 There were no other women in the whole world as beautiful as Job's daughters. Their father gave them a share of the inheritance along with their brothers.
16 Job lived a hundred and forty years after this, long enough to see his grandchildren and great-grandchildren. 17 And then he died at a very great age.
Footnotes:
	a	Job 42:14 In Hebrew the names of Job's daughters suggest beauty both by their sound and by their meaning. Jemimah means “dove”; Keziah means “cassia,” a variety of cinnamon used as a perfume; and Keren Happuch means a small box used for eye make-up.
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Suffering at the end of life
A Sermon by Dr. berthold aman 
English translation by jane mcBride
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Sunday, 17 April, 2016
Sterven. 
In de kerk vroeger, maar ook in die vandaag de dag, is daar veel rond te doen geweest, het sterfbed vormde een belangrijk moment in het leven van de stervende en van de mensen die hem omringden. Was de worsteling groot? Is hij vredig heengegaan? Wat waren zijn laatste woorden? Waarbij als het ware het sterfbed een heilige van iemand kon maken. Ook voor de omstaanders is het vaak afgetekend als een belangrijk moment, het toont de omstaanders waar het echt om gaat in dit leven. Is het geen roep die tot ons allen komt? Ben jij klaar om te sterven? Ben je klaar om het lijden te dragen wat God je geeft te dragen?
Dying.
In the church of the past ages, but also in today’s church, this is an important topic. The moment of dying was crucial in the life of the one who was dying and as well for the people surrounding him. Did he suffer a lot? Did he go peacefully? What were his last words? It was as if the last moment could make someone a saint. And for those who surrounded the person dying it is important too, it shows what life is really about. Isn’t it a cry that comes to all of us? Are you ready to die? Are you ready to bear the suffering that God puts on your shoulders to carry?
Mijn ervaring in de praktijk is vaak anders, de periode van lijden voorafgaand aan het sterven, lijkt vaak zinloos. Het kleurt het mooiste leven zwart. Het lijkt of zelfs de sterkste mens zijn waardigheid verliest… Ik zou graag twee voorbeelden geven van zulk lijden wat ik dichtbij heb gezien.
Mijn opa overleed 2 jaar geleden. Hij had last van verschillende aandoeningen: hij had een trage vorm van bloedkanker, daarnaast had hij Parkinson, die het hem moeilijk maakte om te bewegen. In de laatste jaren van zijn leven kreeg hij een vorm van prostaatkanker, waarvoor hij regelmatig naar het ziekenhuis, voor chemotherapie, of voor omdat hij niet meer kon plassen. Toen uiteindelijk de chemotherapie niet meer werkte, besloot hij samen met zijn kinderen, dat hij geen nieuwe therapie meer wilde starten, hij zou niet meer naar het ziekenhuis gaan als hij ziek zou worden, hij wilde niet meer gereanimeerd worden.
Na enkele weken werden mijn ouders gebeld dat mijn opa een longontsteking had, die hem fataal zou worden als hij niet naar het ziekenhuis zou gaan. Mijn opa bleef bij zijn besluit. Uiteindelijk duurde het nog een week voordat hij overleed, een lange week, waarin de pijn moeilijk te controleren bleek en waarin hij steeds benauwder werd. Vooral de laatste 2 dagen vielen hem buitengewoon zwaar. Elke keer als hij wakker werd was de teleurstelling in zijn ogen te zien, nog altijd hier, nog steeds niet thuis. Hier op aarde was het genoeg geweest…
My experience in daily life is often different, the period of suffering before the end, most of the time seems to make no sense at all. It turns the brightest life dark. The strongest man is weak. I would like to give to examples of such suffering which I witnessed close by.
My grandfather passed away two years ago. He suffered from multiple pathologies: he had a slow acting blood cancer, he also had a form of Parkinson, that made his movements difficult. In the last years of his life he got a form of prostate cancer, so that he had to go to the hospital at a regular base, for chemotherapy, or because he was unable to go to the toilet. Then, in the end, the chemotherapy didn’t work anymore, he decided not to start new treatments anymore, he didn’t want to go to the hospital anymore, he didn’t want to be resuscitated anymore.
After a few weeks, my parents received a phone call, my grandfather had pneumonia, which would be fatal if not treated in hospital with antibiotics. He didn’t change his mind. In the end, it took still a week before he died. A long week, in which pain was difficult to manage, and he was out of breath more and more. Especially the final 2 days came very heavy to him. Every time he woke up, the disappointment was visible in his eyes, still here, not home yet. Here on earth it had been enough…
Er is pijn en lijden. Naar het einde van het leven toe worden deze begrippen nog wel eens door elkaar gehaald. Pijn wordt vaak gebruikt om de ervaring van fysieke gevoelens tot uiting te brengen. Lijden lijkt veel breder te kaderen en gaat over verschillende niveaus. Het gaat over fysiek lijden, waaronder pijn valt, maar ook niet meer kunnen eten, niet meer naar het toilet kunnen, of juist incontinent worden… We komen in de medische wereld steeds verder in het bestrijden van deze kwalen. En toch wordt het lijden niet minder groot. Het lijden situeert zich ook op niveau van psychisch lijden: angst, depressie slaat toe, wat ga ik meemaken in de komende dagen? Er is geen lichtpunt meer te zien. Er is een morele component van het lijden: Heb ik het wel goed gedaan in dit leven? Heb ik iedereen datgene gegeven wat hem of haar toebehoorde? Heb ik mijn kinderen, mijn echtgenoot genoeg gegeven? Het lijden plaatst zich dan ook in sociale context, mensen die gaan sterven voelen zich vaak heel eenzaam, voelen niet die herkenning en erkenning die ze nodig hebben in het lijden. En juist op die momenten van het leven kan er ook nog een spirituele component aanwezig zijn: God, waar bent u nu? Juist nu het zo aardeduister is? Ik heb toch niets misgedaan?
In life, there is pain and suffering. Towards the end of life both of these expressions are quite regularly used. Pain is more often used to express the physical feelings. Suffering seems to speak about more levels in a broader context. It is about physical suffering, such as pain but also the inability to eat, to go to the toilet, or even incontinency… In the medical world, we seem to be able more and more to control these conditions of physical suffering. However, the suffering itself doesn’t get less. It situates itself also on the level of psychological suffering: fear and depression attack us. We wonder, What will I have to face in the following days? All is dark, I cannot see the light. There is a moral component to suffering: Did I do well in this life? Have I given to the others what belonged to them? Have I treated my spouse, my children well? Suffering places itself in a social context too, dying people often feel very lonely, do not experience the recognition they need so much. And exactly at those moments there can be a spiritual component to suffering: God, where are you now? Right now, when it is so dark? I didn’t do anything wrong, did I?
Dan kan het lijden wel teveel worden. Als ik dat zie dan geloof ik niet dat God het lijden geeft. Het is er, spijtig genoeg. En als het lijden tot ons komt is het zinloos, het raakt ons diep in ons binnenste en laat ons gewond achter. Dan zie je mensen bij wie het lijden groter is dan de schouders kunnen dragen. Waarbij je je afvraagt waar dat raam dan is als de deur dichtgaat. Of waar de voorkant van dat borduursel is wat God aan het borduren is. 
Than can it be that suffering is too much. And when I see that, I cannot believe that God is responsible for our suffering. It exists, sadly enough. And if suffering comes to us, it is useless, it hurts us deep inside and leaves us wounded. Then we see people for whom the suffering is more than they can carry. And you might ask the question: where is God when he carries us through the most difficult times? Or where is the beautiful side of the tapestry he is weaving?
Dit is iets waar Job ook tegen aan lijkt te kijken in het gedeelte wat we vandaag lazen. Verlaten door zijn vrouw en vrienden, verlies van alles wat hij had. De dood staart hem vanuit de verte in de ogen, maar wil nog niet komen. Nog langer de zweren, de pijn, de jeuk, de veroordeling. Hij roept het uit tegen Elifaz: ‘ik ben het moe, ik blijf toch niet altijd leven! Laat van mij af, mijn dagen zijn een ademtocht’, zelfs tegen God, ‘Snel zal ik nederliggen in het stof dan zult U mij zoeken, maar ik zal niet meer zijn’. Die ervaring had niet alleen Job, maar ook patiënten die in het ziekenhuis komen:
This seems to be a situation Job is faced with too in the reading of today. Left by his wife and friends, he has lost everything he had. Death stares him in the eyes from a distance, but doesn’t want to come yet. Still longer the boils, the pain, the itching, the verdicts. He cries out to Elifaz, his friend: ‘I am tired of this, I won’t stay alive forever! Leave me alone, my days are like a breath’, and even towards God, ‘soon I will lie down in the dust and you will search for me, but I won’t be there’. That experience is not only Job’s, but also one of several patients in the hospital:
‘Ze was 65 jaar, familie had ze eigenlijk niet meer, alleen een zoon. Toen ik haar op de zaal kreeg, werd al snel duidelijk dat ze niet meer te lang zou leven. Kanker had zich uitgezaaid in heel haar lichaam en maakt haar kapot. De morgen dat ik er weer kwam, lag er een handgeschreven briefje naast haar bed: Dokter, ik wil dat je me helpt te sterven. De angst en de eenzaamheid waren niet te bestrijden met pillen. Ze kon het niet meer houden. Twee dagen later heeft mijn supervisor haar uit haar lijden verlost door euthenasie.’ Ik kies deze woorden bewust, omdat tot op de dag van vandaag me bij zal blijven hoezeer ik de tweestrijd voelde…maar euthenasie is toch slecht? en tegelijk het intense, ondragelijke lijden van deze vrouw. Dan vallen alle theologische, ethische beschouwingen weg en kijken we met heel andere ogen. Dan weet ik het niet meer zo zeker…
Als we komen aan het einde van het leven, dat kan het lijden een belangrijke stempel drukken. Ook op diegenen die eromheen staan. Wat is het leven nog waard? Is het nog menswaardig? Prof. M. Steen zegt hierover: de manier waarop we naar de lijdende kijken en over hem spreken, bepaalt mede de waardigheid van de lijdende. Vaak verdraagt de lijdende meer dan de buitenstaander, dit moet ten eerste stemmen tot nederigheid, respect en verwondering. Maar ook zien we vaak door de psychische en lichamelijke aftakeling de persoon zelf niet meer. In de ontmoeting met de lijdende ander moeten we op zoek naar de persoon van hem of haar. Waarom maakt hij keuzes voor het een of het ander? We worden uitgenodigd om de ander te zien in alle kwetsbaarheid waarmee hij zich tot ons richt. De kunst is om ondanks deze kwetsbaarheid wel te blijven luisteren. Om niet te zeggen tegen diegene die het niet meer aankan dat euthenasie een verkeerde keuze is, en daarmee zijn afwijzing en verlatenheid groter te maken. Maar ook niet om alleen het lijden en de aftakeling te zien, waardoor alle waardigheid ons ontgaat.
As we come to the end of life, suffering can leave an important mark. Also for the ones that stand together with the person dying. What is the worth of life? Is it still humane? Professor Steen says about this: the way in which we look to the suffering person and the way we speak about them, determines whether the suffering is rendered humane. Often the suffering person can handle more than the outsider, this should make us humble, respectful and fill us with amazement. Often we don’t see the real person anymore due to their psychological and physical declination. In meeting the other, we should search for the person behind all the suffering. Why does one make a choice for this or rather for that? We are invited to see the person in all the fragility with which he or she comes to us. It is an art to still listen to this person, in all their fragility. Not to condemn a decision we don’t understand, not to say euthanasia is a wrong choice, and by saying that to make their loneliness and rejection even worse. It is an art to not only see the suffering and declination, for in seeing only suffering and declination, we can’t see any dignity anymore.
In ons gedeelte van vandaag treffen we Job die een antwoord geeft op de preken van zijn vrienden. Ze verdedigen God, God als rechtvaardige, ‘Job, je zult wel wat verkeerd gedaan hebben’. Het antwoord toont het grote lijden van Job, ‘zodat ik de verworging verkies, ik ben het moe, ik blijf toch niet altijd leven…’
De Evangelielezing van vandaag toont echter een heel andere God, een God die zich bewogen weet met de meest broze en breekbare mensen. In de Evangeliën zien we Jezus die arme, gebroken en zieke mensen bijstaat. In hem wordt de bewogenheid weerspiegeld van een God die het opneemt voor wie het moeilijk heeft. Een God die zich het lot aantrekt van gekwetste mensen, met een climax in Jezus lijden en dood. De gekruisigde Jezus toont Gods vergevingsgezindheid, maar ook Gods solidariteit met wie lijdt, met wie gekwetst en gebukt door het leven moet gaan. Daar zien we de eerste tekens van die nieuwe schepping, waarover Jack met Pasen sprak. God nodigt ons uit om zo naar de naaste te kijken in de gemeenschap met Christus, vol bewogenheid, passie en liefde. Ik durf te geloven dat ondanks dat we de keuze niet altijd begrijpen, er ook mensen aanzitten in het koninkrijk der hemelen, die geen andere uitweg zagen dat euthenasie, of dokters, die hun patiënten op dat laatste moment niet wilden verlaten. 
Ik wil eindigen met een citaat van de Franse schrijver Paul Claudel: ‘Jezus is niet gekomen om alle lijden uit te leggen of weg te nemen. Hij is gekomen om het lijden met zijn aanwezigheid te vullen’
In the reading of today we meet Job, who gives an answer to the sermons of his friends. They defend God, God the righteous, ‘Job, you must have done something wrong’. The answer shows the deep suffering of Job, ‘so that I would choose strangling and death rather than my bones. I loathe my life; I would not live forever…(ESV). 
Our Gospel reading today shows a completely different God than the friends present, a God who feels for fragile and vulnerable people. In the Gospel, we see Jesus standing with the poor, broken and sick people. In him the compassion of God is represented, a God who takes up for everyone who struggles. A God who is moved by the hurt of his creation, with a climax in Jesus suffering and death. The dying Jesus shows God’s forgiveness, but even more God’s solidarity with the suffering, with the ones who struggle, who are bent and broken. There we see the first signs of the new creation, about which Jack preached with Easter. God invites us to look in this to the neighbor, in communion with Christ, full of compassion, passion and love. I believe that, however we do not always understand their choice, there will be people at the table in heaven, who didn’t see a different way out than by euthanasia, or doctors, who didn’t want to leave their patients in that last hour.
I want to finish with a citation of the French writer Paul Claudel: “Jesus didn’t come to explain or erase all suffering. He came to fulfill the suffering with his presence.”
Amen.
Music for Intercessions
Officium Novum by Jan Gabarek
Job 7
Good News Translation (GNT)
7 
Human life is like forced army service,
    like a life of hard manual labor,
2 
    like a slave longing for cool shade;
    like a worker waiting to be paid.
3 
Month after month I have nothing to live for;
    night after night brings me grief.
4 
When I lie down to sleep, the hours drag;
    I toss all night and long for dawn.
5 
My body is full of worms;
    it is covered with scabs;
    pus runs out of my sores.
6 
My days pass by without hope,
    pass faster than a weaver's shuttle.[a]
7 
Remember, O God, my life is only a breath;
    my happiness has already ended.
8 
You see me now, but never again.
    If you look for me, I'll be gone.
9-10 
Like a cloud that fades and is gone,
    we humans die and never return;
    we are forgotten by all who knew us.
11 
No! I can't be quiet!
    I am angry and bitter.
    I have to speak.
12 
Why do you keep me under guard?
    Do you think I am a sea monster?[b]
13 
I lie down and try to rest;
    I look for relief from my pain.
14 
But you—you terrify me with dreams;
    you send me visions and nightmares
15 
    until I would rather be strangled
    than live in this miserable body.
16 
I give up; I am tired of living.
Leave me alone. My life makes no sense.
17 
Why are people so important to you?
    Why pay attention to what they do?
18 
You inspect them every morning
    and test them every minute.
19 
Won't you look away long enough
    for me to swallow my spit?
20 
Are you harmed by my sin, you jailer?
    Why use me for your target practice?
    Am I so great a burden to you?
21 
Can't you ever forgive my sin?
    Can't you pardon the wrong I do?
Soon I will be in my grave,
    and I'll be gone when you look for me.
Footnotes:
	a	Job 7:6 A small device in the loom which carries threads back and forth rapidly in weaving cloth.
	b	Job 7:12 A reference to ancient stories in which sea monsters had to be guarded so that they would not escape and do damage.
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Ageing
a sermon by jane mcBride
Job 2:11-13
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	Now when Job's three friends heard of all these troubles that had come upon him, each of them set out from his home...They met together to go and console and comfort him. When they saw him from a distance, they did not recognise him and they raised their voices and wept aloud; they tore their robes and threw dust in the air upon their heads. They sat with him on the ground seven days and seven nights, and no one spoke a word to him, for they saw that his suffering was very great. Job 2:11-13
In Chapter Two of Job we are told that, having been robbed of much of his wealth, and following the deaths of his sons and daughters, the Lord now gives Satan the power to afflict Job physically with sores and boils. Job's wife, angry and frightened, and witnessing the deep suffering of her husband, scolds him: 'Do you still persist in your integrity? Curse God and die.' A row ensues where Job calls her 'a foolish woman' and then he says: 'Shall we receive the good at the hand of God, and not receive the bad?'
My mother, not at all a foolish woman, recently said something to me which put me in mind of Job's words. For those of us who are fortunate enough to have come from loving, stable homes with strong marriages like my parents' (they celebrated 50 years of marriage in 2012), as my parents enter their eighties we enter a new phase in our family relations where we live with the pathos of watching our parents grow old. My parents have received much good at the hand of God: they have been happy and loved one another but now my father has health problems which include being cruelly robbed of memory.
Job's wife and friends are struck by the unfairness of what has happened to him. Is it more unfair, I wonder, to watch the normal nastiness of ageing being inflicted on good people than on the feckless, the reckless or the parents who didn't love us, didn't put us first, didn't care and didn't provide? I don't know.
My parents have been blessed with great health until very recently when my father has begun to slide into memory loss. It is a cruel process for the man who loved words, stories and jokes. He told me recently: 'I can't tell the good stories anymore, I can't make people laugh like I used to, I can't remember the words'. This saddens him because it was a huge part of his personality which is now lost to him. But he's resourceful and so he resorts to visual humour now, one-line quips that he can remember: it's all in the timing as he always said.
My mother says: 'My world has become small and restricted. I know that I need to keep myself fit and active because he needs me to look after him. He would do exactly the same for me if the roles were reversed. Our options have merely become fewer but I love him'. She also said, 'We've been so happy and have had so many wonderful years and experiences together. Now we have this, and this too we will go through together'. Another way of saying perhaps, 'Shall we receive the good at the hand of God and not receive the bad?'
We know that later in the story life gets better for Job and we hear that 'God blessed the latter days of Job more than his beginning.' I wonder if, like Job, the old age we are permitted has any connection with the life we have lived. I think that the ravages of heart disease, cancer and dementia don't care about the life you have lived. But I believe that those who love you and are there for you in your latter years do and I believe that God also cares.
The last time my parents visited they came to Gent where I was preaching and serving communion. As they came up to receive communion my mother ended up in one line and my father in another. I watched as his face clouded momentarily with confusion and then, as he recognised me, temporarily a stranger to him in my clergy robes, his face cleared and he came to me, beaming with the joy of recognition, with the words: 'Oh, my darling, it's you.' He hugged me tight and then went back to his seat. It was one of those moments when heaven touches earth, when the world around us disappears and we glimpse the divine. For me, my father's words embodied one aspect of what the Eucharist is all about: a moment of mutual recognition, rejoicing, relief, homecoming. In the Eucharist God says to us: Oh, my darling, it's you, and we say to Jesus and to one another: It is you! We recognise Jesus and are recognised by him in the breaking of the bread. It is a foretaste of heaven, that recognition of our Redeemer and of one another.
When Job's much criticised friends visit him, they begin by doing what I believe is the main thing that needs to be done when our friends and loved ones are suffering: they leave their homes and they come to him, they recognise his suffering and weep with him, and then they sit down in the dust with him and say—nothing at all. Of course, once they start speaking and trying to find explanations for what has happened they are less comforting. But first and foremost, they come just to be with their friend and to bear witness to what he is suffering. They acknowledge him as a suffering person, and by being there they show their love and support for him. My mother does this for my father. She stays with him, listens to him, brings him his pills, holds his hand, cooks his food, talks to him. She doesn't want him to be in a nursing home, she wants to be with him, however painful it is to watch someone you love slip away from you. She dares to witness his suffering, to bear witness to it and thereby in some way to dignify it, to sanctify it. By doing this, by becoming a witness to my father's suffering, my mother is giving of herself, (this is brought home more strongly when we remember that the Greek word for witness, martys, gives us our English word, martyr). To bear witness is costly.
What my mother does for my father I believe all of us are called to do for one another, as a church community, as friends and fellow pilgrims. This isn't always easy but we are not alone and we should not leave one another alone either.
Ageing is something that will come to us all and it always ends in death. As Christians, we believe that this is a happy end, the fulfilment of our Eucharistic moments of mutual recognition, a homecoming, as God opens the doors of heaven to us with a beaming smile and says, 'Oh, my darling, it's you.'
Amen.
Music for Intercessions
Bridge Over Troubled Water by Paul Simon
Job 2:11-13
 
Good News Translation (GNT)
Job's Friends Come
11 Three of Job's friends were Eliphaz, from the city of Teman, Bildad, from the land of Shuah, and Zophar, from the land of Naamah. When they heard how much Job had been suffering, they decided to go and comfort him. 12 While they were still a long way off they saw Job, but did not recognize him. When they did, they began to weep and wail, tearing their clothes in grief and throwing dust into the air and on their heads. 13 Then they sat there on the ground with him for seven days and nights without saying a word, because they saw how much he was suffering.
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Question: Tell us a bit about your family (brothers, sisters, parents), growing up, was it a happy home?
I grew up in the middle of Texas in the USA with two brothers and two sisters. For the most part, it was a relatively happy home. When I was younger, we lived on a huge ranch and both of my parents were active Christians and were connected in our community. But death struck my family early on, when my mother passed away just a few days after giving birth to my youngest sister. We spent the next few years in obvious transition and my father remarried a couple of years after that. We moved into town and changed public schools and spent a lot of time travelling during the summers. In a way, our family began to re-shape itself, and my siblings and I did get to experience a pretty normal childhood.
Growing up with an older brother and older sister, as well as with a younger brother and younger sister was sometimes chaotic but never lonely. There was always someone to do things with. Being the middle child, I was close with whichever sibling was around more often. At times, it was my sister who is just a year and a half older than I am, and at other times it was my younger brother John.
Question: Tell us about your younger brother John (whatever details you wish to tell) and what happened to him.
When I turned 18, I moved all the way across the country to Chicago to go to college for four years. I remember, the night before I left, I told everyone in my house goodbye and hardly felt any remorse about leaving. I settled into my new life and about 8 weeks into college, one night I received a phone call from my step-mom. I was riding on the train downtown to attend something for a class with a large group of students I didn’t know that well. When I didn’t answer the phone, and received several more phone calls- I picked up the phone and heard my step-mom’s voice on the other line telling me to get to a quiet place. I ran to the train bathroom—the only place I could think of—and locked myself inside. That’s when she called me back and told me that my brother had died. Honestly, I thought it was a joke, or some sort of accident. It wasn’t a joke, or an accident. My brother had committed suicide by shooting himself that afternoon while my parents were away from home. We know that it was planned and pre-meditated, he knew exactly what he was doing. My family was open about hunting and fishing, and we all had access to many tools and weapons that were kept around the home. Besides my Dad, my brother knew the most about all of them, including gun safety and animal cruelty—all things that families where I grew up were very open about.
I remember hanging up on my stepmom and dropping my phone to the floor. I just stood in a train bathroom that smelled like urine feeling like the air had just been sucked out of my lungs. I remember feeling the sheer weight of losing a life like that—especially one that was so full and vibrant—was enough to make me feel like I’d never be able to properly breathe again.
To tell you a little bit more about John—he was the last person you would ever expect to end his life. He was a year and a half younger than me, but it felt like he was really an old soul. He loved to run, fish, hunt, read, and make things out of nothing. If there was one person I would have wanted with me if I was trapped out in the wilderness in an emergency, it would have been him. Even at age 16, he was the most well-read person I’d ever met and he took his faith more seriously than anyone I knew at the time. He could recite almost any Bob Dylan lyric and people loved him because he really didn’t care about what anyone else thought about him. In a lot of ways, I used to be embarrassed by him. Embarrassed because he was more outgoing and serious about life than I was—he was really willing to think through and answer the hard questions in life. Everyone at school knew and loved him, and because we were so close in age we were only a couple of grade levels apart. In between classes, I could hear him coming down the hallway because he would whistle while he was walking to his next class. People would always come up to me exclaiming, “John’s your brother? That’s crazy! You’re so lucky. He’s such a great guy. I wish I was more like him.”
It’s not that he didn’t have any flaws, but there are just things you realise about a person after they die. Most of the time, when you hear someone his age has committed suicide, you expect to hear a follow up story. You expect to hear they were struggling with depression, or a drug addiction, or the aftermath of a teenage relationship that went sour. You hear these stories and no matter how horrible they are, you find a place in your brain where the situation makes sense. But my brother’s death didn’t make sense. He wasn’t secretly struggling with any of those situations. Why would anyone who had a loving family, a deep relationship with Christ, and who was loved by everyone they met willingly chose to die? Honestly, it’s a question I ask myself every day and one that I still don’t have an answer for.
To me, love is more confusing than death. My love for my brother continues, even though he has died. His questions remain my questions.
Question: You've chosen Job 3 as the passage that speaks to you in the light of your experience. Why is that? Is there a sense in which you relate to Job? In what ways?
Job 3 comes immediately after a conversation Job has with his wife where he says “Shall we accept good from God, and not trouble?” (vs 10).
And yet following this, Job starts speaking and begins to curse the day of his birth.
Why did I not perish at birth, and die as I came from the womb? Why were there knees to receive me and breasts that I might be nursed? For now, I would be lying down in peace; I would be asleep and at rest with kings and rulers of the earth, who built for themselves places now lying in ruins, with princes who had gold, who filled their houses with silver. Or why was I not hidden away in the ground like a stillborn child, like an infant who never saw the light of day? There the wicked cease from turmoil, and there the weary are at rest. Captives also enjoy their ease; they no longer hear the slave driver’s shout. The small and the great are there, and the slaves are freed from their owners. “Why is light given to those in misery, and life to the bitter of soul, to those who long for death that does not come, who search for it more than for hidden treasure, who are filled with gladness and rejoice when they reach the grave? Why is life given to a man whose way is hidden, whom God has hedged in? For sighing has become my daily food; my groans pour out like water. What I feared has come upon me; what I dreaded has happened to me. I have no peace, no quietness; I have no rest, but only turmoil.
What I see in this chapter is Job’s emphasis on relief. He looks at the world around him and longs for a time when his troubles will end. It is not that Job looks towards death because he relishes in death and the end of all things to come. His longing for death is not sick or twisted, or the kind that is seen today in the news or in movies. Job feels the burden of not understanding God’s plan for him. He cannot see beyond his immediate suffering and longs for a time when the answer is clear. When I read this Chapter, I see parts of my brother in it. When he died, he left a letter that, without meaning to, mentions this sentiment. The relief he longs for to meet God—why should he have to wait for that? Of course, I cannot prescribe a reason for why my brother choose to die or why Christians in general choose to end their own life, but I can see why this line of thinking—this longing for relief—is so tantalising. I’ve spent a lot of my life in the last several years longing for relief, longing for the most difficult things in life to be over with. Job’s longing, and my brother’s longing, many days is more attractive to me than anything else.
But there is an inherent flaw in this longing for relief. Something my grandmother said to me before my brother’s funeral was about our— “our” meaning the church and people in general—emphasis on life after death. On how beautiful and wonderful it will be, how we won’t experience pain and suffering. As a result, we overemphasise relief in death. We tend to neglect the beautiful and worthwhile things set before us, both now and in the future, that we cannot even hope to know about. We neglect to properly place weight on the reasons why we are here on this earth. Why else would God have put so much effort into making all of this if his desire for us was to be born and to die shortly after? Of course, many people die all of the time and there are no good reasons for why this happens. But surely, life here—for as long as we have—in its mundane and simple moments has meaning beyond the pain and suffering we feel today. That’s what I have to believe.
The picture that was handed out by Jacob Smits reminds me of this sentiment. It’s a dark and dim reflection of people doing a normal everyday activity. It doesn’t look particularly interesting or warm or inviting and yet there Christ is in the middle of it with them. 
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Question: You're a Christian and your faith is important to you. What effect has John's death had on your faith?
My faith has definitely shifted. I haven’t turned away from it but for a long time I was really angry with God. Angry that I lost a brother, angry that I had to watch my father experience death for a second time—a wife and now a son. Angry that other people tried to prescribe a reason for it. Angry that people blamed my parents, not for any particular reason, but simply because they were his parents.
So for a while, it felt like radio silence. I was hearing nothing and I had nothing to say. I retreated from a lot of friendships and walked around my university campus feeling like I was dragging a boulder behind me. Since I attended a private Christian school, I had to academically discuss the goodness and grace of God. I remember in the first week I was back at school, I was in an English Literature class reading Hamlet and someone raised their hand and said, “I just don’t even understand how a Christian could commit suicide—that’s the worst sin.” It was a horrible thing to have to sit through.
I was definitely unkind to myself. I never gave myself the time or space to slow down, to be angry in all the ways I felt I deserved to be. I expected God to show up. I was fortunate enough to have a really wonderful group of friends, who in their own way, acted on behalf of God or rather for him. I ended up marrying one of them… To me, God used them to show me that things will be okay and that life on earth does has meaning.
Over the past few years, I’ve found that there is a huge difference for me between expecting God to show up and actively seeking what he has to say. When you’re in a relationship with a partner or friend or whomever, it’s usually more difficult and straining when you end all communication with them- As opposed to being in the same room yelling at the top of your lungs. It’s that distance and silence that is straining. I’ve had to learn the hard way that the times when I don’t connect with God are the same times when I’ve ended all communication with him. I think that comes up in Job as well. Job is full of a dialogue that expresses a wide range of emotions, but the point is that at least there is dialogue! That’s really the area where my relationship with God has changed: I stopped expecting him to explain my situation. That’s something I’ll always be working on—keeping that line of communication open—whether it’s anger or joy or just gratitude for the day in front of me, no matter how horrible it turns out to be. 
Amen.
Music For Intercessions
An Ending (Ascent) By Brian Eno
Job 3
Good News Translation (GNT)
Job's Complaint to God
3 Finally Job broke the silence and cursed the day on which he had been born.
Job
2-3 
O God, put a curse on the day I was born;
    put a curse on the night when I was conceived!
4 
Turn that day into darkness, God.
Never again remember that day;
    never again let light shine on it.
5 
Make it a day of gloom and thick darkness;
    cover it with clouds, and blot out the sun.
6 
Blot that night out of the year,
    and never let it be counted again;
7 
    make it a barren, joyless night.
8 
Tell the sorcerers to curse that day,
    those who know how to control Leviathan.[a]
9 
Keep the morning star from shining;
    give that night no hope of dawn.
10 
Curse that night for letting me be born,
    for exposing me to trouble and grief.
11 
I wish I had died in my mother's womb
    or died the moment I was born.
12 
Why did my mother hold me on her knees?
    Why did she feed me at her breast?
13 
If I had died then, I would be at rest now,
14 
    sleeping like the kings and rulers
    who rebuilt ancient palaces.
15 
Then I would be sleeping like princes
    who filled their houses with gold and silver,
16 
    or sleeping like a stillborn child.
17 
In the grave wicked people stop their evil,
    and tired workers find rest at last.
18 
Even prisoners enjoy peace,
    free from shouts and harsh commands.
19 
Everyone is there, the famous and the unknown,
    and slaves at last are free.
20 
Why let people go on living in misery?
    Why give light to those in grief
21 
They wait for death, but it never comes;
    they prefer a grave to any treasure.
22 
They are not happy till they are dead and buried;
23 
    God keeps their future hidden
    and hems them in on every side.
24 
Instead of eating, I mourn,
    and I can never stop groaning.
25 
Everything I fear and dread comes true.
26 
I have no peace, no rest,
    and my troubles never end.
Footnotes:
	a	Job 3:8 Some take this to be the crocodile, others a legendary monster. Magicians were thought to be able to make him cause eclipses of the sun.
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 	כג  מִי-יִתֵּן אֵפוֹ, וְיִכָּתְבוּן מִלָּי:    מִי-יִתֵּן בַּסֵּפֶר וְיֻחָקוּ.
	23 Oh that my words were now written! Oh that they were inscribed in a book!

	כד  בְּעֵט-בַּרְזֶל וְעֹפָרֶת--    לָעַד, בַּצּוּר יֵחָצְבוּן.
	24 That with an iron pen and lead they were graven in the rock forever!

	כה  וַאֲנִי יָדַעְתִּי, גֹּאֲלִי חָי;    וְאַחֲרוֹן, עַל-עָפָר יָקוּם.
	25 But as for me, I know that my Redeemer liveth, and that He will witness at the last upon the dust;

	כו  וְאַחַר עוֹרִי, נִקְּפוּ-זֹאת;    וּמִבְּשָׂרִי, אֶחֱזֶה אֱלוֹהַּ.
	26 And when after my skin this is destroyed, then without my flesh shall I see God;

	כז  אֲשֶׁר אֲנִי, אֶחֱזֶה-לִּי--וְעֵינַי רָאוּ וְלֹא-זָר:    כָּלוּ כִלְיֹתַי בְּחֵקִי.
	27 Whom I, even I, shall see for myself, and mine eyes shall behold, and not another's. My reins are consumed within me.


Context: “I Know That My Redeemer Lives”
In Chapter 19, Job laments—this follows a typical lament structure (complaint, rationale, doxology of confidence in God), that we find in many of the Psalms. And many of his laments statements will ring bells with Christian readers who will associate them with the ‘suffering servant’ of the prophet Isaiah and ultimately with the suffering Jesus.
Job describes how God has attacked him and the bitter results of God’s attack. But then Job proclaims his trust in God as his redeemer (go’el) and judge—the text I just read in Hebrew.
Oh, that my words were written!
Oh, that they were inscribed in a book!
That they were engraved on a rock
With an iron pen and lead, forever!
For I know that my Redeemer lives,
And He shall stand at last on the earth;
And after my skin is destroyed, this I know,
That in my flesh I shall see God,
Whom I shall see for myself,
And my eyes shall behold, and not another.
For I know that my Redeemer lives, and he shall stand at last on the earth. 
The word translated Redeemer—go’el—presents us with a unique and ubiquitous concept in the Hebrew Bible. We’ll come back to this important idea below.
I want to reflect briefly on three questions against this background… three questions that might present a different perspective on Job than a traditional Christian reading might.
•	Who is the Job of Traditional Judaism?
•	Who is the Job of Post-Traditional Judaism?
•	Who is Job’s Go’el?
According to Alan Mittleman of the Jewish Theological Seminary in New York, “The Book of Job presents its chief protagonist in two discrepant ways: Job the patient and Job the rebel. Ancient Jewish interpretations of Job praise Job the patient and condemn, or at least do not praise, Job the rebel. Modern Jewish interpretations, by contrast, praise Job the rebel of the central part of the text and not the patient, pious Job of the framing story. Job the rebel becomes a model of sincerity or authenticity, a chief value of modernity. Job the patient and pious sufferer so celebrated by antiquity is at best an ambivalent figure” (2009, 25).
Mittlelman asks how the Jewish tradition deals with this discrepancy?
1. Who is the Job of Traditional Judaism?
1.1 The stance of traditional Jewish commentators towards Job is complex. It is generally negative, but also ambivalent. Rabbis did not identify with the pious Job of the prose frame story and turn him into a hero. Ultimately God is just and Job errs in his challenge of God.
Talmud: Was Job a real person? If he was an imaginary figure in a parable then God did not ‘really’ inflict any suffering on an ‘actual’ righteous man.
Rashi (RAbbi SHlomo Itzhaki): Job as a parable “[...] provides examples of how to answer heretics who blaspheme against God’s justice, and it shows that people cannot be held accountable for what they say when they are in pain. While Rashi’s first pronouncement indicts Job, his latter view lets him off the hook, or at least excuses him. Traditional rabbinic ambivalence toward Job is in full flower” (2009, 29).
The rabbis concluded more or less that Job was a Hebrew. The Gemara even parallels him with Abraham in terms of righteousness but they never ignore Job’s flaws. 
To quote Mittleman once again: “Does the ambivalence toward Job, the partial being let off the hook, open up a narrow space for legitimate Jewish “blasphemy”? Do the rabbis insinuate that the accusations of the Jewish people against God in the pain of exile are not without foundation? This may press the text too far. The text excuses the “blasphemy” of Job; it does not justify it. God is fully entitled to be God, to do with Job what he will. Although God apparently regrets his rough treatment of Job, there is no suggestion that God has acted unfairly or unjustly. What the Talmud does is allow the rabbis room for both psychological release—the expression of anguish that might almost verge on heresy—and keeping the belief in God’s sovereignty and justice intact for the Jewish people. Albeit in a very unsystematic fashion, the Talmud upholds both a justification of God’s actions and a morally excusable opportunity for protest against them” (2009, 31).
1.2 The Jewish thinkers of the Middle Ages: Saadia (882-942) thought the Talmudic approach would confuse people. He believed that God always acts justly and reads Job as an account of a righteous man who is tested by God so that he will receive an even greater reward. “God only tests those whom he knows can withstand his trials. He imposes ‘sufferings of love’ upon them. They do not deserve these as punishments. Rather, their very righteousness motivates God to provide them with opportunities for greater heavenly blessedness” (2009, 31-32). 
As modern readers we are inclined to reject Saadia’s view and prefer the ambivalence of the Talmud. With Saadia, Job is no longer a challenge to the traditional view casual view of punishment and reward. 
Maimonides (Moshe ben Maimon: 1138-1204) is Aristotelian, who believed that divine providence was equivalent to natural law. “God governs the entirety of the universe through fixed laws; he ensures the continuity of each species. He does not, however, take account of the individual members of the species. Evil, in a physical sense, is a necessary feature of a material world full of contingency. The existence of natural laws and the eternity of the species are sufficient proof of divine providence” (2009, 33) 
Maimonides, like Saadia, would have had difficulty with the ambiguity of the Talmud. Unlike Saadia, he would not have been able to accept the idea of God testing ‘individuals’ like Job. 
2. Who is Job of Post-Traditional Judaism?
According to Mittleman, “There is an almost categorical difference between the ancient and medieval interpretations and modem ones. In the traditional interpretations, Job deserves in some measure what he gets [...] Job, according to the traditional account, is a flawed and ambiguous figure. Job on the modem account, however, is a heroic figure: a model [...] who rejects the facile pseudo-answers of the official ‘orthodoxy’ and insists on the truth of his own experience” (2009, 41).
Mittleman explores two examples of modern Jewish thought. 
2.1 Hermann Cohen, is a modern philosopher in the Kantian tradition who relates religion to the work of practical reason: “God, free will, the soul, etc., are necessary [...] for the deployment of practical reason on which moral action depends” (2009, 42). It is when Cohen’s looks at suffering, in the context of the Day of Atonement, that he considers the meaning of Job.
Cohen insists that the question of the cause of suffering—‘Why is this happening to me?’—must be rejected as a metaphysical question raised by pure reason. The question we should ask rather is that of practical reason—‘What must I do given the fact of suffering?’. So human suffering is a reality that should not be assigned a divine causality. If we insist on a cause, all we can account for is ourselves and how we manage our world. Death, disaster and sickness are simply part of the world and cannot be questioned in metaphysical terms. “Following Kant, the proper context is that of practical reason and the imperative of practical reason is: alleviate suffering! In the first instance, then, the only suffering that bears meaning is humanly induced suffering, such as poverty and other injustices [not death, disaster and sickness]. These can and must be alleviated. Suffering is therefore a call to recognition and response. Suffering teaches us about ourselves and the moral universe we inhabit. Suffering is an occasion for the moral growth of the individual and for the historical progress of humanity. The Jewish people, suffering throughout history on behalf of humanity, serve to remind humanity of its higher moral purposes, namely, to cease doing injustice and turn toward a Godly path” (2009, 43; italics mine).
2.2 Martin Buber “offers a far more existentialist interpretation than that of the rationalist Cohen” (2009, 44). In Buber’s understanding, Job’s friends represent what he himself dismissively terms ‘religion’: “the assertion of an all-embracing empirical connection between sin and punishment” (2009, 46). According to Mittleman, “Job’s own view amounts to a repudiation that God is just. Job continues to believe in justice and he continues to believe in God, but he cannot believe in both with a single faith. He believes in justice in spite of believing in God and believes in God in spite of believing in justice. He does not understand how God can violate his own justice. This irresolvable dilemma drives Job into isolation from both God and other human beings. His friends, he knows, do not contend for the true God. The true God must be “near and intimate,” a “nearby person” rather than the silent and “sinister power” that seems to confront him now” (2009, 47). 
In the last analysis, Buber’s Job is a ‘hero of authenticity’. “Buber’s Job learns the deepest truths about individual existence through suffering. Suffering enables Job to grow in authentic selfhood in a way that inherited religious ‘truths’ [i.e. the traditional sin and punishment paradigm] could not” (2009, 48).
So, unsurprisingly, Talmud, medieval rabbis and philosophers and modern Jewish thinkers all understand Job differently. Two Jews, three (or more) opinions.
3. Who is Job’s Go’el?
In response to the question “Who is Job’s redeemer in verse 25 of chapter 19?”, John Telgren insists that “[w]e must first define the word usually translated ‘redeemer’ before we try to identify who or what this redeemer is. Because the English word, ‘redeemer’ carries many Christian overtones, a translation of ‘vindicator’ might be preferable” (1). So the word used in Job is the participle form of the Hebrew root ga’al or go’el, and it refers to someone who has the responsibility to redeem or restore within a family context. A kinsman had a duty as a go’el to help his relatives in need (poverty, slavery). But the word go’el, as Telgren reminds us, is also is also “[...] used of God in passages like Psalm 19:14; 78:35; Proverbs 23:11; and Jeremiah 50:34 [...] Isa. 41:14; 43:14; and 44:6 [...] Exodus 6:6; 2 Samuel 7:23; and Nehemiah 1:10” (2).
Telgren lists a number of possible identifications of Job’s go’el. I outline just a few of these here together with Telgren’s potential objections.
3.1. The kinsman redeemer. To quote Telgren: “Perhaps Job is clinging to the hope that he has a relative who will redeem him from the hand of God. It could be argued that Job could not have a kinsman redeemer because all of his sons were killed in Job 1:19. In chapter 19, Job says that in addition to his friends and associates, all of his relatives have abandoned him. There could be no kinsman redeemer for Job because his sons were killed and the rest of his relatives are estranged from him.”
As Telgren rightly observes, however, “The biggest difficulty here is the actual situation Job is in. How do you redeem (or vindicate) a kinsman who is being wronged by God? Is it even conceivable? In Job 9, Job himself claims that if he were to actually have the opportunity to contend with God, he would still lose even though he were in the right and God were in the wrong. So how in the world could a human being act as a vindicator in this unique case?”
3.2 Another heavenly being. Exegetes generally agree that the ‘witness’ and ‘advocate’ in Job 16:16 and the ‘redeemer’ or ‘vindicator’ of Job 19:25 are the same person. As Telgren observes, “Job says that his ‘witness’ is in Heaven and his ‘advocate’ is on high. If the ‘redeemer’ is the same as the ‘witness’, then Job’s go’el is in Heaven, another heavenly being other than God. The problem with this interpretation is that the overall outlook of Job and his friends is monotheistic. Not only does Job affirm God’s omnipotence, but Job states that he has been faithful to God, not gods (Job 12:13-25; 14:5; 23:11-12)” (5) 
3.3. Job’s go’el is God himself. Elsewhere in the Hebrew Bible (see above), as Telgren points out, we have already observed that the term go’el is used for God as a deliverer. “An objection to this interpretation is that Job clearly perceives God to be his adversary. He believes that God will find him guilty regardless of whether he is innocent or not (Job 9:29-31). What Job wants is deliverance from God, not deliverance by God. However, it is precisely for this reason that Job turns to God. Human beings cannot win against God even when they are righteous, according to Job (Job 9:19-20). What good would any other mediator do? Indeed, Job cries in despair that there is no umpire between him and God (Job 9:33). That leaves only one being to whom Job can appeal to, who is God, himself. Both Job and his friends agree that Job needs to turn to God; there is no one else to turn to. However, they differ on the reason Job should turn to God. For Job, it is to contend with God and receive justice [the modern Jewish perspective]. For Job’s friends, it is to ask God for forgiveness [the traditional Jewish perspective].”
So who is then is Job’s go’el? All of Job’s relatives are either dead or have forgotten him. He is clearly a committed monotheist so it can’t be another Heavenly being. “Repeatedly, Job states his desire to contend with God. Only God can be Job’s go’el. Job is not the one who has the ability to vindicate or redeem himself, only God can do that. So who else is there to appeal to other than God himself?” (9). While one might argue that it would be strange for God to be both ‘prosecuting advocate’ and ‘witness on behalf of the defence’, this would imply that the heavenly court had to comply with the norms of an earthly court. In the Hebrew Bible, God can be both judge and jury. 
4. Conclusion
While I like the idea of Rashi that you cannot blame people for what they say or do when suffering, I’m more inclined to Cohen’s Kantian idea that we shouldn’t throw metaphysical questions at suffering, that there is a kind of planetary suffering that we can do nothing about, and our real questions should focus on human suffering, the kind we induce ourselves. The practical reason answer is: ‘end suffering’. And I believe it is legitimate to call God as a go’el to help us end suffering, not by setting it up as something worthy of reward in heaven, but by ending suffering here and now.
Shalom.
Music for intercessions
Compassion, Symphony of Songs by Nigel Westlake performed by the Sydney symphony
Job 19
Good News Translation (GNT)
19 
1-2 Why do you keep tormenting me with words?
3 
Time after time you insult me
    and show no shame for the way you abuse me.
4 
Even if I have done wrong,
    how does that hurt you?
5 
You think you are better than I am,
    and regard my troubles as proof of my guilt.
6 
Can't you see it is God who has done this?
    He has set a trap to catch me.
7 
I protest his violence,
    but no one is listening;
    no one hears my cry for justice.
8 
God has blocked the way, and I can't get through;
    he has hidden my path in darkness.
9 
He has taken away all my wealth
    and destroyed my reputation.
10 
He batters me from every side.
He uproots my hope
    and leaves me to wither and die.
11 
God is angry and rages against me;
    he treats me like his worst enemy.
12 
He sends his army to attack me;
    they dig trenches and lay siege to my tent.
13 
God has made my own family forsake me;
    I am a stranger to those who knew me;
14 
    my relatives and friends are gone.
15 
Those who were guests in my house have forgotten me;
    my servant women treat me like a stranger and a foreigner.
16 
When I call a servant, he doesn't answer—
    even when I beg him to help me.
17 
My wife can't stand the smell of my breath,
    and my own brothers won't come near me.
18 
Children despise me and laugh when they see me.
19 
My closest friends look at me with disgust;
    those I loved most have turned against me.
20 
My skin hangs loose on my bones;
    I have barely escaped with my life.[a]
21 
You are my friends! Take pity on me!
    The hand of God has struck me down.
22 
Why must you persecute me the way God does?
    Haven't you tormented me enough?
23 
How I wish that someone would remember my words
    and record them in a book!
24 
Or with a chisel carve my words in stone
    and write them so that they would last forever.[b]
25 
But I know there is someone in heaven
    who will come at last to my defense.
26 
Even after my skin is eaten by disease,
    while still in this body[c] I will see God.[d]
27 
I will see him with my own eyes,
    and he will not be a stranger.
My courage failed because you said,
28 
    “How can we torment him?”
    You looked for some excuse to attack me.
29 
But now, be afraid of the sword—
    the sword that brings God's wrath on sin,
    so that you will know there is one who judges.[e]
Footnotes:
	a	Job 19:20 Verse 20 in Hebrew is unclear.
	b	Job 19:24 last forever; or be on record.
	c	Job 19:26 while still in this body; or although not in this body.
	d	Job 19:26 Verse 26 in Hebrew is unclear.
	e	Job 19:29 one who judges; or a judgment.
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Chapter 13
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Service for Healing and the Laying-On of Hands
Opening Hymn — Lord Of All Hopefulness​

Call to worship
From the rising of the sun until its setting
God's holy name be praised
The earth is the Lord's and all that is in it.
We rejoice in the gift of your presence this day
 
For I know that my Redeemer lives and that he will stand in the last days upon the earth... And though worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God. Job 19:25
Genadig is de Heer: wij zijn nog in leven! Zijn ontferming kent geen grenzen. Elke morgen schenkt hij nieuwe weldaden. Veelvuldig blijkt uw trouw! Klaagliederen 3:22-23
 
Because of God's great love we are not consumed, for his compassions never fail. They are new every morning. Great is your faithfulness. Lamentations 3:22-23
Confession
Hear the words of Jesus: Come unto me, all that travail and are heavy laden and I will refresh you. So come you who have strayed and are lost and let God find you now. Do not struggle, do not strive. Be not overwhelmed but come as you are, cast your cares upon him and let your spirit be revived.
 
God laat zijn liefde voor ons zien in dit, namelijk dat Christus voor ons gestorven is toen wij nog zondaars waren. Laten wij dan onze liefde voor hem laten zien door onze zonden te belijden in berouw en in geloof.
 
God shows his love for us in that, while we were still sinners, Christ died for us.
Let us then show our love for him by confessing our sins in penitence and faith.
 
Heilige God, Schepper van alles,
Wees genadig met ons.
Jezus Christus, die ons pad bewandelt,
Wees genadig met ons.
Heilige Geest, levensadem,
Wees genadig met ons.
 
Holy God, Maker of all,
Have mercy upon us
Jesus Christ, who walks our path
Have mercy upon us
Holy Spirit, breath of life,
Have mercy upon us.
 
Absolution
May the God who out of love made us, by the cross of Jesus saved us and by the grace of the Spirit heals us, draw us to himself and cleanse us from all our sins, that we may behold the glory of his Son, the Word made flesh, Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.
 
Old Testament Reading — Job 38: 1-15  [image: Pop-Over Widget]
New Testament Reading — Acts 2:1-21 [image: Pop-Over Widget]
​
 ​

Hymn
King of glory, King of peace, I will love thee
And that love may never cease, I will move thee
Thou hast granted my request, thou hast heard me
Thou didst note my working breast, thou hast spared me.
 
Wherefore with my utmost art, I will sing thee
And the cream of all my heart, I will bring thee
Though my sins against me cried, thou didst clear me
And, alone, when they replied, thou didst hear me.
 
Seven whole days, not one in seven, I will praise thee
In my heart, though not in heaven, I can raise thee
Small it is in this poor sort, to enrol thee
E'en eternity's too short, to extol thee.
(George Herbert)
 
Gospel reading — John 14: 8-17 [image: Pop-Over Widget]​

 
Job 38:1-15 
The Lord Answers Job
38 Then out of the storm the Lord spoke to Job.
The Lord
2 
Who are you to question my wisdom
    with your ignorant, empty words?
3 
Now stand up straight
    and answer the questions I ask you.
4 
Were you there when I made the world?
    If you know so much, tell me about it.
5 
Who decided how large it would be?
    Who stretched the measuring line over it?
    Do you know all the answers?
6 
What holds up the pillars that support the earth?
    Who laid the cornerstone of the world?
7 
In the dawn of that day the stars sang together,
    and the heavenly beings[a] shouted for joy.
8 
Who closed the gates to hold back the sea[b]
    when it burst from the womb of the earth?
9 
It was I who covered the sea with clouds
    and wrapped it in darkness.
10 
I marked a boundary for the sea
    and kept it behind bolted gates.
11 
I told it, “So far and no farther!
    Here your powerful waves must stop.”
12 
Job, have you ever in all your life
    commanded a day to dawn?
13 
Have you ordered the dawn to seize the earth
    and shake the wicked from their hiding places?
14 
Daylight makes the hills and valleys stand out
    like the folds of a garment,
    clear as the imprint of a seal on clay.
15 
The light of day is too bright for the wicked
    and restrains them from doing violence.
Footnotes:
	a	Job 38:7 See 1.6.
	b	Job 38:8 See 26.12.

Acts 2:1-21
The Coming of the Holy Spirit
2 When the day of Pentecost came, all the believers were gathered together in one place. 2 Suddenly there was a noise from the sky which sounded like a strong wind blowing, and it filled the whole house where they were sitting. 3 Then they saw what looked like tongues of fire which spread out and touched each person there. 4 They were all filled with the Holy Spirit and began to talk in other languages, as the Spirit enabled them to speak.
5 There were Jews living in Jerusalem, religious people who had come from every country in the world. 6 When they heard this noise, a large crowd gathered. They were all excited, because all of them heard the believers talking in their own languages. 7 In amazement and wonder they exclaimed, “These people who are talking like this are Galileans! 8 How is it, then, that all of us hear them speaking in our own native languages? 9 We are from Parthia, Media, and Elam; from Mesopotamia, Judea, and Cappadocia; from Pontus and Asia, 10 from Phrygia and Pamphylia, from Egypt and the regions of Libya near Cyrene. Some of us are from Rome, 11 both Jews and Gentiles converted to Judaism, and some of us are from Crete and Arabia—yet all of us hear them speaking in our own languages about the great things that God has done!” 12 Amazed and confused, they kept asking each other, “What does this mean?”
13 But others made fun of the believers, saying, “These people are drunk!”
Peter's Message
14 Then Peter stood up with the other eleven apostles and in a loud voice began to speak to the crowd: “Fellow Jews and all of you who live in Jerusalem, listen to me and let me tell you what this means. 15 These people are not drunk, as you suppose; it is only nine o'clock in the morning. 16 Instead, this is what the prophet Joel spoke about:
17 
‘This is what I will do in the last days, God says:
    I will pour out my Spirit on everyone.
Your sons and daughters will proclaim my message;
    your young men will see visions,
    and your old men will have dreams.
18 
Yes, even on my servants, both men and women,
    I will pour out my Spirit in those days,
    and they will proclaim my message.
19 
I will perform miracles in the sky above
    and wonders on the earth below.
There will be blood, fire, and thick smoke;
20 
    the sun will be darkened,
    and the moon will turn red as blood,
    before the great and glorious Day of the Lord comes.
21 
And then, whoever calls out to the Lord for help will be saved.’

John 14:8-17  
8 Philip said to him, “Lord, show us the Father; that is all we need.”
9 Jesus answered, “For a long time I have been with you all; yet you do not know me, Philip? Whoever has seen me has seen the Father. Why, then, do you say, ‘Show us the Father’? 10 Do you not believe, Philip, that I am in the Father and the Father is in me? The words that I have spoken to you,” Jesus said to his disciples, “do not come from me. The Father, who remains in me, does his own work. 11 Believe me when I say that I am in the Father and the Father is in me. If not, believe because of the things I do. 12 I am telling you the truth: those who believe in me will do what I do—yes, they will do even greater things, because I am going to the Father. 13 And I will do whatever you ask for in my name, so that the Father's glory will be shown through the Son. 14 If you ask me[a] for anything in my name, I will do it.
The Promise of the Holy Spirit
15 “If you love me, you will obey my commandments. 16 I will ask the Father, and he will give you another Helper, who will stay with you forever. 17 He is the Spirit, who reveals the truth about God. The world cannot receive him, because it cannot see him or know him. But you know him, because he remains with you and is[b] in you.
Footnotes:
	a	John 14:14 Some manuscripts do not have me.
	b	John 14:17 is; some manuscripts have will be.

Section 1
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sermon: untimely death
a sermon by Jack McDonald
Job 38:1-18
[image: Pop-Over Widget]
Our series on Job began fourteen weeks ago. Since then, we have been privileged to hear several people in our church and faculty family speak on how the Book of Job has impinged on their lives and experiences. David Ketch spoke about the untimely death of his friend Nathan, who had lived with a disability. Michaël Rubens spoke about the significance of money. Bob Blasdel spoke about his experience of being removed from a church's fellowship. Annie Bolger spoke about living with a chronic and incurable medical condition. Berthold Aman spoke about his experiences as a doctor faced by the reality in Belgium of legal euthanasia. Damien Picard spoke about his intellectual struggles with faith. Mary Noll spoke about the suicide of her brother John. Brian Doyle spoke about Jewish readings of Job. Jane McBride was prevented from speaking by someone else's illness, but I have read her sermon about the ageing of her father and very moving it is.
I have preached twice in this series: first to introduce it, then on Easter Day. Now it falls to me to gather together the strands of our parish's thoughts and feelings. Faced by such biting honesty from my own flock, I can only honestly do this by telling part of my own story.
I am the fourth of five children, Simon, Lizzy, Dominic, Jack and Ben, raised in a happy family in the north of England. My memories of childhood are contented and convivial. My three brothers, my sister and I made our own fun, played our own games, had friends and cousins to join in. I am fortunate enough to look back on my childhood with unalloyed pleasure as a time of security, laughter, stability and modest school success. I wasn't good enough at sport to be Marcus Rose or Chris Tavaré, but I got good marks and passed the exams to go to Cambridge. When I contemplate the suffering, poverty, neglect and abuse which some children are forced to suffer, I am reminded of how fortunate I am to have these happy memories of childhood.
My brother Dominic was three years older than me. He was the artist of the family: he could draw and paint; unlike his brothers, he had excellent personal hygiene and taste in clothes; he was actually interested in fashion. He got poor marks at school but had a lively wit and repartee: his pointing out than an amoeba had the intellectual edge over my dim and sullen Skye terrier Hector remains a family anecdote to this day, and there are plenty of other anecdotes which won't alas serve well in church. In his late teens, Dominic announced that he was gay. The response of my younger brother Ben and me was to pretend that nothing had been said, but we were aware of fraught conversations happening elsewhere in the family. This was the north of England in the early 1980s, a place of firm social conservatism: I think that Dominic might as well have announced that he was a UFO. But the family got on with life, Dominic moved to the bright lights of London where he worked as a window-dresser, full of bright and artistic ideas and always brilliantly turned out: I am a very good-looking man, but Dominic was even better looking. It transpired in the London of the mid-1980s that he caught HIV. In the 2010s in Western Europe, I am glad to say that this is a serious but not lethal diagnosis, but thirty years ago HIV often meant Aids and death. He was diagnosed in April 1987, just as I was studying for my BA finals in Cambridge. He came home to Ilkley to live out his last few months. He died peacefully on 14 October 1987, with the whole family present, except Simon, who was working in Saudi Arabia at the time. He was 24.
One lamentable theme of this semester's sermons has been the piss-poor response of the church to our suffering. I was by this point studying theology and fancied myself as an academic. My reading of the way in which our local parish handled Dominic's plight was that there was a truce in operation: as long as Dominic accepted the role of victim and penitent, all was well and the church gladly offered support. But there was no question of any attitude other than submission and compliance. I think that Dominic was too weak and too bored by the church to care either way, but I became silently enraged by the situation: I was enraged by being part of a church which I felt could do better; I was enraged at God for allowing the grotesque humiliation of Dominic's Karposi's sarcoma, bedsores, skeletal appearance and imminent death; I was enraged at myself for being so utterly powerless in the face of this. After Dominic died, I was so terribly unhappy, and all the themes evoked this semester at the random cruelty of human suffering were fully at work in me.
I had come to Dominic's deathbed by train from Durham, where I was training to be an RE teacher. But very paradoxically the idea began to grow and grow in me that I was being called to priesthood by the same God who had let Dominic die. A clever chap, I was alert to the inherent tension in this idea—one which would have had Dominic rolling his eyes with disdain and quoting Dorothée Soelle on how Christians knavishly and snivellingly worship their own executioner. But that is how I began to feel.
And to cut a long pilgrimage short, I was ordained, served my curacy in a parish in South London for three years, worked in Cambridge for fourteen years, then in Metz for three years, before coming to Leuven in 2011. As a priest, my job is precisely to grapple with the issues raised this semester by the Book of Job. And I do this grappling not just as a fascinating intellectual exercise which far surpasses anything an amoeba could do, but as someone who has been burned by life's suffering.
I have in the end three points to make to you.
The first is that I have been cauterised against superstition, whether it takes the form of New Age cures or religious dualisms and tribalisms. To eschew superstition is a firm teaching of the Reformation, and I see a world so neck-deep in superstitions that part of the church's mission for me involves being a people of faith without resort to superstition. I do not believe that it is superstitious to believe in God and I do not accept atheism's claim that there is no principle superior to humankind. (On the contrary, I see this as a potentially dangerous belief.) My Christian faith involves trust in God as the absolute of all existence. I search for explanations which avoid the lure of an easy religious dualism which divides the world into 'good' and 'bad'. I believe in God who is beyond my own Anglo-Saxon tribe, that is for me the lesson of the incarnation of Jesus Christ.
The second, related to the first, is that I don't like or accept tight or easy explanations. When I hear my fellow-Christians speaking about suffering as a punishment from God (this was a very common theme with Dominic, because, so this narrative goes, God obviously had to punish evil gay people with a gay plague, and the majority who contracted HIV through heterosexual sex or shared needles or in childbirth were justified collateral) I tune out: these theories are neat and tidy, and conform to our human ideas about justice and punishment, but I detect the total absence of Jesus from them. We end up with a God more vicious even than we are, and that is not the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ.
The third is perhaps the most common theme this semester: we have a practical duty as Christians to alleviate suffering wherever we encounter it, to care for those with HIV and Aids, to be compassionate, to offer the LGBTI communities a place of real and sincere support, to celebrate together our refusal of cynicism and tribalism and our embracing of confidence, trust, optimism and faith. I look to Jesus to see what that care and that community look like.
So, avoid superstition, avoid over-easy explanations, embrace care. That's my conclusion as a reflective, damaged person.
To say this is to admit that I don't have the wonderful theodicy Leibniz dreamed of. I don't have it, but I don't mind about that lack.
I believe even so in the God of Job who is beyond our human limitation. I believe that God has come to us in perfect love in Jesus Christ. I watched my brother Dominic die of Aids. Because of all these factors, I will never give up on the struggle in the Anglican Church for equal treatment for gay people. I sense God's Spirit as I struggle on. I sense that the church will change, that gay people will be treated as true brothers and sisters, and that from Dominic's point of view my priesthood will not be in vain. May it be so.
Amen.
music for intercessions
Why by Annie Lennox
The cross is divested of prayers
 
 
Job 38:1-18  
 
The Lord Answers Job
38 Then out of the storm the Lord spoke to Job.
The Lord
2 
Who are you to question my wisdom
    with your ignorant, empty words?
3 
Now stand up straight
    and answer the questions I ask you.
4 
Were you there when I made the world?
    If you know so much, tell me about it.
5 
Who decided how large it would be?
    Who stretched the measuring line over it?
    Do you know all the answers?
6 
What holds up the pillars that support the earth?
    Who laid the cornerstone of the world?
7 
In the dawn of that day the stars sang together,
    and the heavenly beings[a] shouted for joy.
8 
Who closed the gates to hold back the sea[b]
    when it burst from the womb of the earth?
9 
It was I who covered the sea with clouds
    and wrapped it in darkness.
10 
I marked a boundary for the sea
    and kept it behind bolted gates.
11 
I told it, “So far and no farther!
    Here your powerful waves must stop.”
12 
Job, have you ever in all your life
    commanded a day to dawn?
13 
Have you ordered the dawn to seize the earth
    and shake the wicked from their hiding places?
14 
Daylight makes the hills and valleys stand out
    like the folds of a garment,
    clear as the imprint of a seal on clay.
15 
The light of day is too bright for the wicked
    and restrains them from doing violence.
16 
Have you been to the springs in the depths of the sea?
    Have you walked on the floor of the ocean?
17 
Has anyone ever shown you the gates
    that guard the dark world of the dead?
18 
Have you any idea how big the world is?
    Answer me if you know.
Footnotes:
	a	Job 38:7 See 1.6.
	b	Job 38:8 See 26.12.

Section 2
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Laying on of hands for healing
Prayers for one another
May those who seek your healing be restored to themselves and to God the Maker of lights from whom every good gift comes, who looks upon us with love and knows no shadow of turning.
We have remembered in our sermons and intercessions this semester:
All those who struggle with disability and long-term illness, and with pain and suffering in all its forms, whether physical or mental,
Those who face fearful choices as they near the end of their lives, and those who stand with them,
People faced with financial and intellectual dilemmas which dim the brightness of your love for them,
Friends who face the darkness of the loss of a beloved sibling from suicide or from illness.
We have brought all of these griefs we carry to your cross which holds them there for us, and we have sat beside one another and borne witness to the darkness and cruelty of this world.
And now we ask for your healing touch as we bless one another, trusting firmly in the light of your resurrection, believing that one day you will wipe away every tear from our eyes.
 
We join hands as we say to one another:
God's cherishing, God's aiding, God's keeping, God's shielding, God's comforting, God's delivering, be yours each day that you rise up, each night that you lie down. May you remember how precious is your place in the heart of your Maker and trust in the light of God's presence within you, today and always. Amen.
 
Most powerful Holy Spirit, come down upon us and subdue us. From heaven where the ordinary is made glorious and glory seems but ordinary, bathe us with the brilliance of your light like dew.
 
(Those who wish may come forward for prayer and the laying on of hands for healing)
In the name of God and trusting in his might alone, receive Christ's healing touch to make you whole. May Christ bring you wholeness of body, mind and spirit, deliver you from every evil and give you his peace. Amen.
 
The Iona Creed
We believe that God is present in the darkness before dawn;
in the waiting and uncertainty where fear and courage join hands,
conflict and caring link arms, and the sun rises over barbed wire.
 
We believe in a with-us God who sits down in our midst to share our humanity.
We affirm a faith that takes us beyond a safe place:
into action, into vulnerability and onto the streets.
 
We commit ourselves to work for change and put ourselves on the line;
to bear responsibility, take risks, live powerfully and face humiliation;
to stand with those on the edge; to choose life and be used by the Spirit for God’s new community of hope. Amen 
 
The Peace
God has made us one in Christ, He has set his seal upon us and, as a pledge of what is to come, has given the Spirit to dwell in our hearts.
The peace of the Lord be always with you.
And also with you.
Let us offer one another a sign of peace.
 
Offertory Hymn
Brother, sister, let me serve you; let me be as Christ to you;
Pray that I may have the grace to let you be my servant too.
 
We are pilgrims on a journey, and companions on the road;
We are here to help each other walk the mile and bear the load.
 
I will hold the Christlight for you in the nighttime of your fear;
I will hold my hand out to you, speak the peace you long to hear.
 
I will weep when you are weeping; when you laugh I'll laugh with you;
I will share your joy and sorrow, till we've seen this journey through.
 
When we sing to God in heaven, we shall find such harmony,
Born of all we've known together of Christ's love and agony.
 
Brother, sister, let me serve you; let me be as Christ to you;
Pray that I may have the grace to let you be my servant too.
 
 
 
Section 3
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Holy Communion and Blessing
 
 
Holy Communion
The Lord be with you
And also with you
 
Lift up your hearts.
We lift them to the Lord.
 
Let us give thanks to the Lord our God.
It is right to give thanks and praise.
 
It is indeed right, it is our duty and our joy, at all times and in all places to give you thanks and praise, holy Father, heavenly King, almighty and eternal God, through Jesus Christ your Son our Lord.
 
And now we give you thanks that you have shown the greatness of your love for us by sending him to share our human nature and accomplish our forgiveness. He embraces us in our weakness, he suffers with the sick and the rejected, and, bringing your healing to the world, he rescues us from every evil.
Sanctus
Therefore with angels and archangels, and with all the company of heaven, we proclaim your great and glorious name, for ever praising you and singing:
		 
Holy, holy, holy is the Lord, Holy is the Lord God Almighty, who was and is and is to come, holy, holy, holy is the Lord.
Eucharistic Prayer
Thanks be to you O Christ for the many gifts you have bestowed on us gently and generously. We give thanks to you for dwelling among us, for your hanging on the tree and rolling away the stone so your Spirit may flow with healing graces and be present with us now, in our lives and at this table. Come, warm-winged Spirit and brood over these earthly things, this bread and this wine, that they may become for us the body and blood of Christ. On the night that he was betrayed, Jesus was gathered with his disciples around a table in an upper room. He took a loaf of bread, offered a blessing, broke it and gave it to them saying: 'Take, eat, this is my body broken for you. Do this in remembrance of me.' Then he took a cup of wine, saying: 'This cup is the cup of life, sealed with my blood and shed for you and for many for the forgiveness of sins. Drink from it, all of you, in remembrance of me.' Come Lord Jesus be our guest and make yourself known in the breaking of the bread.
 
Christ has died, Christ is risen, Christ will come again.
 
The Lord's Prayer
Onze Vader die in de hemel zijt, Uw naam worde geheiligd. Uw koninkrijk kome. Uw wil geschiede, op aarde zoals in de hemel. Geef ons heden ons dagelijks brood. En vergeef ons onze schulden zoals ook wij onze schuldenaars vergeven. En leid ons niet in verzoeking, maar verlos ons van de boze. Want van U is het koninkrijk en de kracht en de heerlijkheid in eeuwigheid. Amen.
 
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us. And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for ever and ever. Amen.
Agnus Dei
Invitation to Communion
Come to this table, not because you must but because you may, not because you are strong but because you are weak. Come not because any goodness of your own gives you the right to come, but because you need mercy and help. Come because you love the Lord a little and would like to love him more. Come, because he loved you and gave himself for you. Come and meet the risen Christ, for we are his body.
Prayer after Communion
God of all compassion, by the dying and rising of your Christ you restore us to yourself and enfold us in your love. May we who have been refreshed with the bread of life and the cup of salvation be renewed by your healing Spirit and made ready for the coming of your kingdom; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.
 
Final Hymn — Praise My Soul The King Of Heaven​

Blessing
Go forward from here in peace, know that you are beautiful in the sight of God and that God's mercy is more powerful than all that causes you sorrow. Let the risen Christ refresh you with hope and journey with you towards a new horizon. Amen.
 
May God the holy and undivided Trinity preserve you in body, mind and spirit, and bring you safe to that heavenly country where peace and harmony reign; and the blessing of God almighty, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, be among you and remain with you always.
Amen.
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