TEXT: Job 3:1-26

SUBJECT: Meditations on Job #3: The Calamities


Today, with the Lord’s blessing, we’ll move on in the series we began two weeks ago; it’s called Meditations on Job.  I chose the word, meditations, on purpose, because I cannot expound the Book—and if I could, I wouldn’t want to.  Unlike the tightly reasoned Letters of Paul, Job does not aim at the mind; it goes for the heart.  Job does not explain the mysteries of life; it summons us to worship the One who is behind them.  


Even when things could not be worse.  

THE CALAMITIES


If you know Job’s story, you know his calamities came thick and fast.  They gave him no time to brace himself or to adjust to a life different than the one he had or expected to have.  The disasters fell like an avalanche or hit him like the bullets of a machine gun.  


The list is long and dreary.  It began with financial ruin.  Job was the wealthiest man in the East.  Three thousand camels he had, five hundred yoke of oxen, five hundred female donkeys, and a very large household.  But in one hour, he lost everything.  The Sabeans rustled his oxen and donkeys—and killed the hands who were working them.  While that man was giving the bad news, another servant breaks in on his master with more: the fire of God fell from heaven and burned up the sheep along with the shepherds who tending them.  Maybe lightning struck the dry field they were grazing and killed them all.


Job’s economy was not like ours; it wasn’t based on money.  It was like the tribal culture of Sudan, and centered on livestock.  You didn’t ask a man how much he made, but how much cattle he ran.  And Job now had none.  He was wiped out.  The tycoon didn’t know where his next meal was coming from.  


Then it got worse.  While listening to the terrified servants, another man came in and he was more scared than the others.  Job’s ten children were dead.  The loss of a child is a pain no man has the right to describe unless he has felt it for himself.  But it must be appalling; it must cut the heart of out the parents and leave a hole that nothing else can fill.  In time, the tears dry up, but the pain and the emptiness remain until they’re cured by heaven.  Job was bereaved.  At six o’clock that morning, he was praying for his children, by noon, they were no more.  


Not long after, another blow fell and fell hard.  Job’s health broke.  He was covered with boils from the sole of his foot to the crown of his head.  His itching was so savage that he went out to the trash heap and found a jagged piece of pottery, and scratched himself with it.  Doctors and our mothers tell us not to scratch because it only makes it worse, but who can obey the orders?  


There he is: the most respected man in his country, sitting on an ash heap, scraping himself raw.  


And without the support of his wife.   If a good man’s wife is behind him, there’s nothing he can’t do or suffer.  If the whole world is against him, her love and encouragement keep him going.  But Job’s wife was not with him.  When he needed her most, she was not there for him; she was there against him! 


She’s sneering at the man and maybe telling her friends what a scoundrel he is.  When he was on top, she was proud to be his wife, but now she’d rather be his widow!  Do you still hold your integrity?  Curse God and die!   An angry, unsympathetic, hateful wife!  She would crush a healthy man with millions in the bank.  But Job’s a broken man, and his wife is making it worse.  

[A quick word to wives: Nothing will hurt your husband more than your contempt—nothing!  Nagging, quarrelling, overspending, leaving the house a mess, bad cooking, and so on, are a feather on a man’s heart compared to the anvil of contempt.  You don’t have to yell and scream about it, he can see it in your eyes and hear it in your most courteous words].  

As though all this were not bad enough, Job’s friends came by.  They started off well, sitting quietly at his bedside for seven days.  But then they started comforting him.  Their words were salt in his wounds and a branding iron on his soul.  Of all the things he suffered, his friends were the worst.  Day after day they sat there without sympathy, telling Job what a villain he was and how he had it all coming—and more.  God exacts from you less than your iniquity deserves intoned the charming Zophar.  


Then there was the spiritual side of his pain.  Job begged God to help Him and He didn’t.  He asked for three things: relief, understanding, or death.  And he got none of them.  All he got was silence.  The Puritans called this desertion.  They didn’t say God really deserted Job, but that He seemed to.  And, in terms of our experience and feelings, seeming to is as bad as doing it.  


A woman is walking down a dark alley in a bad neighborhood.  She hears three young men behind her, drunk and calling out obscene things to her.  She’s scared to death, of course, but she doesn’t know that a policeman is right behind the men.  He’s there for her and will rescue her when she needs him to, but at the moment, the cop’s presence helps her not a bit.  


In the same way, the Lord was there for Job, but the man didn’t know it, and so it brought him no comfort.  The words are tortured,

Oh that I might find Him…Look, I go forward, but He is not there, and backward, but I cannot perceive Him!  


This is a torture Stephen did not know when the Rulers of Israel were stoning him to death; Shadrach, Meschach, and Abed-nego didn’t know it in the fiery furnace, and neither did Paul as he put his head on Nero’s chopping block. 


But Job knew it.  My God, my God, why have You forsaken me? 


Then God showed up.  The Lord seems absent through most of Job’s Story, but at the end, He shows up, and that makes things worse for the poor man!    The Lord doesn’t come to him in a still, small voice with words full of compassion.  No, He arrives in whirlwind and He’s mad at Job for putting Him on trial!  God’s not on the witness stand, Job is!  


Many are the afflictions of the righteous.  

THE SEVERITY


The afflictions of Job were not only many, but also severe and without any let-up.  In The Lord of the Rings a couple of hobbits travel from the Shire to Mount Doom.  The way is long and dark and dangerous.  A friend dies on the way and they all suffer terribly.  But every now and then, they get a break.  They rest in one place, they have a good meal in another, they meet friends and allies along the way, they even find some good tobacco!  Overall, the quest is dreary, but once-in-a-while happiness breaks through.  


This is true of most lives.  A man lies on his deathbed, but an old friend comes by to talk of the happy days they had together.  Someone tells the dying man a joke—and he laughs at it.  A close friend of mine is nearly bedridden with post-polio syndrome.  He’s in awful pain every day, but  every now and then he has good hour or two.  And he’s very thankful for them.  


Job had no good hours.  His problems piled up on him and kept getting worse. If only Eliphaz had been less spiritual, he might have told a funny story or got Job a glass of beer.  But he was too spiritual for that!  The times were too serious for laughing or smoking or whatever might have lifted Job’s spirit for a few minutes!  


God save us from our doggedly spiritual friends!  From the excessively prayerful and the relentlessly theological!  Faith is not business, it’s life!  

THE SURVIVAL AND FLOURISHING


Job survived his friends and the other calamities that befell him.  He didn’t kill himself, as his wife told him to, and he didn’t blaspheme God as the devil hoped he would.  He lived through it all and retained his integrity.  In fact, he did more than survive, he got better.  What he hoped for came true,

When He has tried me, I shall come forth as gold.  

Job’s old age was happier than his youth, wiser, and holier too.  You have heard of the patience of Job and the end that God intended for Him.  Job knew God’s glory and pity before his catastrophe, but he knew them better afterward.  

THE SECRET


How did Job get through his ordeal and come out of it a better man?  


It wasn’t the result of a cheerful disposition.  A good attitude can bear almost anything.  I knew a woman who was stricken with cancer, but you’d never know it by talking with her.  Yes, she was losing weight, but her spirit was young and strong and full of vitality!  She suffered and died with dignity, grace, and humor.  And she wasn’t a Christian. 


I can’t say what Job’s personality was like before his calamity, but in it, he’s angry, bitter, and sarcastic.  He doesn’t thank his dear friends for coming by and meaning well, he begs them to shut up and ridicules them!

Surely you are the people, and wisdom will die with you!  

It wasn’t the support of his family and friends that pulled him through.  

It wasn’t a warm devotional live that kept him in his trial.  


What kept the man?  It was grace that kept him—a grace unrecognized and unfelt.  He did not see the Lord’s wisdom or feel the Lord’s compassion, but they were there for him all the time.  

THE MEDITATION


Pain is not a concept or an idea; it’s not all in your head.  It’s real and it hurts.  Everyone must suffer some pain in life.  But some have a higher calling.  The Lord has called a few to suffer many things, deeply, and for a long, long time.  


If He wants to, He can relieve that pain on earth or to take you to heaven.  But He doesn’t always want to.  


Some believers, wracked by pain, will be full of comfort at the same time.  Paul had this experience.  His comforts were more and weightier than his losses and hurts. 


But not every saint feels comforted.  Some stagger around like Job, not knowing why they have to suffer so or why the Lord doesn’t help them or make it up to them in some way.  


But, whether you feel it or not, God has a grace for you.  He knows what you’re suffering and He loves you.  He does not afflict willingly, says the prophet, but for our good.   I won’t tell you what good will come of it or why you were chosen instead of somebody else.  No one can explain these things and no one should try.  


The Lord set His love on you before you were born and it’s still there—as firmly attached as ever.  What shall shake you loose from it?

Neither death nor life, nor angel, nor principality, nor things present nor things to come, nor height not depth, nor any creature, shall be able to separate us from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.  


This love is there for you even if you can’t see it or smell it or taste it or hear it or feel it.  When all things melt with a fervent heat, one thing will remain: God’s love for you.  


God give us the nerve endings to feel or, or the faith to know it even if we feel nothing!  

