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"JOB AMONG THE ASHES"
It was the week before Christmas, 1958, that a new play opened
on Broadway with only two letters for a title. Called "JB", it
was a great success and later 1r1as avJarded the Pulitzer prize for the outstanding
drama of 1958.
INTRODUCTION

The more you know about the play, the more you wonder why it was such a hit.
For one thing, it vJas written in poetry and not prose, and generally speaking, we
are not a poetry reading people. Such plays are box office risks. Then, too,
this particular play was dealing with a Biblical theme, for "JB" was short for
Job. The author, Archibald MacLeish, was presenting the modern story of the
ancient Job. People today respect the Hible, but they do not read the Bible the
way people did one hundred years ago. And when they go to the theater, they do
not expect to be entertained by it, let alone by the difficult Book of Job, a
book that requires a great deal of a man's mind, imagination and faith. Added
to this is the fact that there was in this play no real comedy, no romance or
love interest, no dancing, no nudity, no hit tunes, no vulgarity - none of the
things that usually add up to good box office. In view of all of this, why was
this play so successful.
DEVELOPMENT

That's not an easy question for us to answer, but the reason for
its great success was found in the underlying theme of the play's

subject.
This play was attempting to grapple with the age-old problem of human
suffering. Human suffering is one of the most intriguing and universal SUL)jects
in the world. This particular play was doing more than simply dramatizing in a
factual fashion the tragedy of human suffering; it 1vas searching for the very
meaning of suffering. And because it 1..ras magnificently conceived and because the
lines seemed to sing with the music of authentic poetry, it spoke to the hearts
of most who witnessed it.
I remember that we saw it twice that year. Some of you may recall that Pat
Hingle, the actor who played the lead role of JB, fell down an elevator shaft
one night several weeks after the play opened. He had gone to get his car after
a performance. This unfortunate accident took him out of the play and he vJas in
a wheel chair for close to a year. Fortunate to be alive after that 50 foot fall.
In the sermon today, and on the next three Sundays, I would like to introduce
you to Job - the Biblical Job. Some of you vlill be meeting him for the first
time; others of you have met him before, and for you it will be a renewal of your
friendship with him.
JOB'S STORY

"I wish that I had never been born!" Have you ever felt this
way, or said this to yourself or to a close friend? If you have
never felt this way, or even come close to feeling such depression, then I suppose
that Job isn't going to have a great deal to say to you and these sermons may
turn out to be empty blanks. For Job, you see, begins by saying, "I wish that I
had never been born". \'llhat made him feel this way? vJhat 1o1as it that could bring
Job - a mature, intelligent and sensible human being - to this low point where he
could say, 11 I wish that I had never been born" •
As far as we can tell, Job was a highly successful man in every good way.
would say that he was well adjusted to life. We would call him a respectable
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citizen of his comrmmity. He had a good wife; he had ten fine children. He had
great possessions, most of which vJere in livestock. He had a happy home and
above everything else, he was a good man, a man of integrity. His conscience
was clear as a bell - no ambiguities in his character, no split in his soul.
Whatever wealth he had, he had come by it honestly. He wasn't proud, or vain, or
overbearing the way a great many successful people sometimes can be. He was
modest, reverent and grateful for all life had given him.
But then suddenly, almost overnight, everything he had was wiped out. First,
an Araq tribe came and stole all of his cattle and donkeys and killed all of his
men save one. Then a storm came and lightning fell from the sky and burned up
his sheep and goats and his shepherds. A tribe of Cha.ldeans came from another
direction and carried off all his camels. A hurrican struck the house where all
of his children 1-vere gathered for a. banquet, and killed every one of them. And
on top of all this, his health broke and it's no wonder. He was afflicted with a
loathsome infection of the skin. And about all he could say was this (and mind
you these words that have come down to us through the centuries are among some
of the most famous words ever uttered by a human being):
"Naked came I out of my mother's womb, and naked shall
I return thither; the Lord gave and the Lord hath
taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord".
His wife, however, was still alive; she was his one remalnmg comfort, or
should have been. But to top it all off, she couldn't understand him. She could
not go along with him; she scorned his acceptance of what had happened to him,
and you can almost hear the tone of her voice as she looked at him and screamed,
"Curse God and die now •••• and get it over with!" The one person who might have
shared his trouble was alienated from him so that he was cut off from everyone.
She didn't understand him.
At this point, three friends of Job, having heard of his trouble came to see
him in order to comfort him. Their names are not important, but i f you love stories
than you love the names in those stories and you want to hear the names. In this
case, their names are not Tom, Dick and Harry - but Eliphaz, Bildad, and Zophar
They had heard that their friend, Job, was in trouble and they wanted to help, but
at first they didn't know what to say. They didn't know hm..r deep the trouble went.
They remind us of ourselves. How often w·ords fail us, and how often 1r.re fail to
understand the depths to which the anguish travels in another person.
vfu.en they saw him at a distance, they didn't even recognize himl' They said
to themselves, "Can that be our friend, Job - our dear fr·iend who was so rich, so
good, and the leader of his people?" They found it difficult to take in what had
happened. They had the incredible understanding to say nothing. There was
nothing they could say. And so they sat with him for seven days and seven nights
and said nothing. Finally Job broke the silence and spoke, and listen to some of
the things that pourded out from his inner depths. (Job, Chapter III)

These are just .cyffew of the verses from this long soliloquy, and there are
three comments I would make in connection with this soliloquy.
I.

GOOD FOR JOB TO EXPRESS HIS FEELINGS

One, I would suggest that it was
probably a good thing for Job to say
what he said, to express his feelings, to get it out of his system. To be sure,
this emotional outburst did not bring back his children, nor restore his health,
nor bring back his possessions. However, by saying it, he began to relieve his
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- 3 emotions. It began to restore some of his dignity as a man - to 'say what he
felt and not what he thought he ought to feel and to say.

real~

This is one of the perils of religious people. So often we say what we think
we ought to say, and not what v..re really feel and~are itching to say. Not always,
of course, but sometimes I think we are guilty of this. liJe say the things that
people expect us to say, and not what we really feel we'd like to say. Occasionally,
it doesn't hurt to come out and say what you really would like to say.
Of course, there are those on the other hand who tend to carry this to an extreme, and such persons can be found in religious circles, too •••• always saying
just what they feel, always speaking their own minds -vrithout any regard for the
feelings of others. Needless to say, this is not good. It can be destructive
in terms of relationships. We need to know that precious and sacred moment when
to speak out and when to remain silent, and blessed is he who knows when that is.
Here I feel the friends of Job performed a great service by keeping still,
by just sitting there, by letting him talk, by listening to him curse the day he
was born. There's something here for us, too. If only you and I in our day to
day relationships would talk a little less and think more, if only we would give
others the opportunity to express their feelings, to listen to them, to let them
release some of their inner burdens and anxieties, we would have fewer distraught
persons on our streets~and in the offices of doctors.,
II.

GOOD TO READ THIS SOLILOQUY

Second, I would suggest that it doesn't
hurt for us to read a soliloquy like this.
I think it puts into words "tvhat 1-1e sometimes feel, but cannot adequatly express.
There are those times in life when life wipes out all of the things that mean so
much to us, perhaps not in such a dramatic way. We do not have the skill to
put into words what we feel at such times and how we ache inwardly, and it helps
to find someone who is more sensitive and who can put into words the things we
may be feeling.
To me, there is something about the -vmy that Job describes all of this ••••
something about his words. They are of such grandeur that they begin to lift you
up and out of the ashes, and even as you sit there among the ashes, -why, even
the ashes themselves begin to glow.
III.

ANOTHER DIMENSION OF SUFFERING

Thirdly, I would point up the fact that
the Book of Job is introducing us to
another dimension of suffering. The reason Job felt the way that he did was not
so much because he suffered. He was a strong and tough man, mind you. He could
take it; he wasn't a chronic complainer. It wasn't that he couldn't bear the
pain or take what life was dishing out. Part of the reason he felt this wa'!f was
because he just couldn't understarlrl it. He couldn't make sense of it. He kept
asking questions: if there is any justice at all in this universe, how can these
things happen to me? If God is at all the kind of God I thought He was, then
why - why is all of this happening to me? \,]here is He? What is He doing through this?
Archibald MacLeish, in commenting on his play about Job, said this: 11 He
needs to know the reason for his wretchedness". This is what makes us human.
Animals suffer, but they never long to know the reason for their vJ"retchedness. You
and I experience suffering and some suffer more than others, and in those moments
of dark desperation we want to have a reason for it. We want to know "why"?

- 4A woman once said to me in the hospital, "Why is this happening to me?
1rJhat have I done to deserve this? Is God punishing me for something I 1 ve done?"
And if she asked me once, she asked that question several times. It is not only
the pmver and the strength and the stamina that we want in order to take what
life puts into our path, but we want to knmv why. 11\Te want to know the meaning
of suffering in the total perspective of the universe.
CONCLUSION

And so we come to the end of this first sermon in a series of
four dealing with the story of Job. We came to no conclusion~.
And it isn't good, I know, for a sermon to leave people sitting among the
ashes wondering why. But in this series it must be done.
There is this one thought for those who will not be back for the sermons
that are to come. It's a line from Thornton 1rJilder 1 s "The Idea of lVIarch", and
he puts a though provoking line ::imto the tongue of Julius Caesar, "Only those
who have grasped their non-being, are capable of praising the sunlight". It can
be paraphrased in different ways. It will suggest different things to you.
"Only those who have grasped their non-being are capable of praising the sunlight". Think about it. Perhaps we could say this that only those who have
sat with Job among the ashes are ever likely to sit with Jesus near the throne
of glory.
PRAYER

Guide us, Our Father, as we move into these great mysteries of life
and reveal to us those things that are far beyond our minds to comprehend and our mouths to convey. As we face the experiences of suffering in
our lives and in the lives of loved ones, help us to search for meaning. ~·.Te ask
this in the name of Him who for us is the meaning of everything, even Jesus
Christ, our Lord. Amen
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AN INVITATION

FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EASTER
May 20, 1973
ORDER OF WORSHIP
11 A. M.
Bach
ORGAN
"Prelude and Fugue in E Minor"
CALL TO WORSHIP
HYMN NO. 293 "Glorious Things of Thee Are Spoken"
PRAYER OF CONFESSION (seated)
Most merciful Father, we have done little to
forward · thv kingdom in this world, to foster the
brotherhood of ntan, and to establish love as the
law of life. We have allowed self to blind us;
pains to embitt~r us. Pardon our shortcomings;
forgive our neglect; give us a pure heart intent
on pleasing Thee' . Help us in all our seeking to
seek first thy }.ingdom and thy righteousness.
And make us to come as came thy Son, not to be
ministered unto, but to minister. We ask this
in the spirit of Jesus Christ. Amen
SILENT HEDITATION • WORDS OF ASSURANCE - LORD'S PRAYER
***
No. 572
"God's Steadfast Love"
PSALTER
GLORIA PATRI
No. 740
AE'FIRHATION OF FAITH
* * '~

ANTHEH

·'Thee Will I Love, 0 Lord"
(King David)
Job I
(selected verses)

ALTAR FLOWERS
The flowers on the Altar today are given in memory
of loved ones by Miss Elody Hoelscher.
USHERS
The ushers today are Mr. Parks, Mr. Cherpoot, Mr.
Allen, Mr. McDonald, Mr. Morales, and Mr. Proctor.
CHURCH SCHOOL
Today is the final session of the church school for
this s eason. Classes will resume on September 30th.
Nur sery care for infants and toddlers will be provided
during the Summer months on the third floor of the
church.
THE ORGAN PRELUDE

Honegger

SCRIPTURE
PASTORAL PRAYER
ANNOUNCEMENTS OF CONGREGATIONAL CONCERN
Palestrina
ANTHEM
"Sicut <;ervus "
PRESENTATION OF THE OFFERI NG WITH THE DOXOLOGY
HYMN NO. 79 "Fairest Lord Jesus"
"Job Among the Ashes"
Mr. Clarke
SERMON
HYMN NO. 271 "Guide Me, 0 Thou Great Jehovah"
BENE!HCTION
"Prelude in C"
Bach
ORGAN
*** Int erval for Ushering

Coffee and tea will be served in the Community Room
after the service. Members and friends are invited to
share in these moments of fellowship made possible for
us today by Miss Ledingham, Miss Bowen, Miss Filep, Miss
Salmon, and Miss Wilska.

The service of worship begins with the music of the
organ prelude. Through its power and brilliance, may
you feel the majesty at1d glory of God; in its quietness,
His peace and healing benediction.

The churches of the city a.re vulnerable to theft,
so please exer cise some caution with your belongings
wh ~ le here in the building.
As we discovered last Sunday afternoon, not everyone who passes through our
doors ha.s been converted.

JOB AMONG THE ASHES
INTRODUCTION

Last December, (I think it was the week just before
Christmas), a new play opened here in New York on the
Broa~wal stage with only two letters for a title.
The play, of course,
was JB • In spite of the fact that all of the newspapers were on
strike at that time with the result that no notice or review of the
play appeared in print, its success was complete and immediate, and I
understand that the Phe~te~ has been practically sold out for every
performance since that time. Early this past week the announcement
was made that this same play was to receive the Pulitzer prize for the
outstanding drama of 1958.
The more you know about the play, the more you wonder why. For
one thing, it is written in poetry and aot in prose. And we are not,
generally speaking, a poetry reading people, and any play that is
written in the poetic style is apt to be something of a risk at the
box office. And then this too, this particular play deale with a
Biblical theme for JB is short for Job. The author presents in the
play the modern drama of the ancient Job. People today respect the
Bible but generally speaking they do not read the Bible the way that
people did one hundred years ago, and when they go to the theater they
do not ordinarilly expect to be enterta1nted by it, let alone by the
Book of Job which is perhaps one of the most difficult books in the
Old Testament demanding the most of a man'e· mind, imagination and
faith. And then added to these things is the fact that there is in
the play no real comedy, no romance, no love interest as we normally
think of it, no music, no dancing, no hit tunes, no plot, no vulgarity,
none of the things that normally make for a good box office. In view
of all this, why has the play been so successful. Why have people
been drawn to it?
That's not an easy question for us to answer, but I think the
reason for its great success is to be found in the underlying theme or
subject of this play. For this play is attempting to grapple with
an age old problem - the quest ion of human suffering. ·_Suffering human suffering 1e ~ne of the moat intriguing and universal subjects
in the entire world. Of course some of you who are closely tied in
with the developmen s in the world of the theater, will immediately
say that the modern stage is stricken with suffering, that it's fairly
paralyzed with the suffering of modern man - from the despair of the
frustrated salesman, to the fury of Britain's angry young men, to the
smouldering of Tennessee William's pathological Southerners, to the
deep pathos of the Diary of Anne Frank. But this particular play does
nora than simply dramatize in a factual and pictorial fashion the
tragedy of human suffering; it is searching for the very meaning of
suffering. And because it ie magnificently conceived and bec·ause the
lines just seem to sing with the music of authentic poetry, it speaks
to the hearts of most people who witness it.
In the sermon today and on the next three Sundays, I would like
to introduce you to Job. some of you will be meeting him for the
first time; others of you have met him before and for you it will be
a freshening of your acquaintance. 'l'he modern play will always be in
the background. If you haven't seen it, I hope you will make an effort
to see it some time this month. But it is Job hiself, the Biblical
Job to whom I should like to introduce you.
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UEVELOllMJ!;N '!'

"I wish that I had never been born! 11 Have you ever
said that to yourself? Have you ever suggested such
a thought to another person? I remember once having said that to mv
;'Parents. It was a Sunday afternoon about this time~of year. I can,t
help but smile as I look back upon the experience. I was about twelve
or thirteen years old and some of the boys in the neighborhood were
go•ng out to play baseball. I desparately wanted to go along with them.
But my father who was a Methodist minister ruled against me and
suggested that it was out of place for a preacher's son to play baseball
on a Sunday afternoon. I was terribly disappointed and my disappo:ntment
was reflected in my terrible tamper and when things became rather tense
I suggested to my parents that I was going to run away from home, and
when I discovered that that had very little effec't upon them, I then
suggested to them that I wished I had never been born. (or at least born
into a preacher's family). It embarrasses me now to think about it; I
realize how silly I was to have said it. I wouldn't be at all surprized
if there are some people here this morning who have felt that way, who
as grown adults may have expressed this thought, who under circumstances
and conditions that were tragic and filled with a great deal of
unbearable suffering may have felt like saying: 11 I wish that I had never
be_en born 11 •
If you've never felt that way, it' you've never come close to even
feeling like that then I suppose that Job won't have a great deal to say
to you, and these sermon:.e (four of them) may just turn out to be empt.y
blanks for you. For Job, you see, begins by saying ·•I wish that I had
never been born••. If you knew nothing about Job, if you were hearing
the story of Job for the first time, you would wonder I'm sure what
it was that made him feel that way. Normally it is true 1B it not that
we say even under the most extreme circumstances that anything is batter
than death, and when you hear someone saying just the opposite that
anything is better than life, then we want to know what it is that has
brought him to such a state of mind. what was it that could bring
Job - a mature, intelligent and sensible human being to the point where
he could say "I wish that I had never been born?"
JOB AND HIS STORY

As far as we can tell, Job was a highly successful
man in every good way. We would say that he was
well adjusted to life; we would call him a respectable citizen of his
community. He had a good wife; he had ten fine children. rte had great
possessions, most of which were in livestock. He had a happy home
and above everything else he was a good man.
His conscience was clear
as a bell; there were no ambiguities in his character; his soul was not
split in two. Whatever wealth he had, he had come by it honestly. He
wasn't proud, or vain, or overbearing the way a great many successful
pe-ople sometimes are. He was modest, reverent and extremely grateful
for all that life had given him.
But then suddenly, almost overnight, everything that he had was
wiped out. First an Arab tribe came and stole all of his cattle and
hie donkeys and killed all of his men except one. 'l'hen a stl017m came
and lightning feel from the sky and burned up hie sheep, his goats and
his shepherds. A tribe of Chaldeans came from another direction and
c·arried off all of his C'amels. A hurr,1cane struck the house where
all of his children were gathered together for a banquet and kill~d
every one of them. And on top of all this, his health brole. It e
no wonder. He was afflicted with a loathsome infection of the skin.
And about all he could say was this (and mind you these words that have
come down to us through the c·entur1ee are perhaps some of the most
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- 3 famous words ever spoken by a human being):
"Naked came I out of my mother's worn~, and naked shall
I return thither; the Lord gave and the Lord hath taken
away; blessed be the name of the Lord 11
His wife however was still alive; she was his one remaining comfort. But to top it all off, she didn't understand him. She couldntt
go along with him; she scorned his acceptance of what had happened to
him, and you can almost hear the tone of her voice as she looked at him
and screamed: !!Curse God and die now, and get it over with!' 1 The one person who might have shared his trouble was alienated from him so that he
was cut off from everyone. Bhe didn't understand him. Oh 1f only we h!:td
the time here on this Mother's Day to pause and reflect upon what this
rwoman did to her husband what we couldn't say. tihe didn't understand
er husband. How many wives and how many mother~ fail at this very
oint? Granted, we're not easy to live with, we're not easy to get
long with, but don't follow the example of Job's wife. ~ry if you can
o share 1n your husband's problems and aspirations and headaches.

U

At this point, three friends of Job, having heard of his trouble
came to see him in order to comfort him. Their names are not important,
but if you love stories then you love the names connected with the
stories and you want to hear those names. In this case thett names were
not Tom, Dick and Marry, but El1phaz, Hildad and Zophar. They had heard
that their good friend Job was in trouble and they wanted to help him,
but at first they didn't know what to say, they had no idea just how
deep all of this went. They remind us of ourselves. We often do not
know what to say andhotten we do not know how deep the trouble really
goes. When they saw him at a distance they didn't even recognize him.
They said to themselves: "Can that be our friend Job - our friend who was
so rich and good~ the leader of his people?" They found it difficult to
take in what had happened; they had the incredible understand (shall we
say) to say nothin,g·. There was nothing they could say. and so they
sat down with him and for seven days and seven nights they said nothing.
Finally Job broke the silence and spoke and I'd like to read to you
a few verses of what he said ••... (Job: chapter 3: •..• )

'.i.'tirtEE ·J:HOUGHT.S

These are just a few of the verses from this long
soliloquy. 'l'here are three t hinge that I'd briefly
like to draw you attention to that have to do with this soliloquy. The
first thing 1 would suggest to you concerning this emotional outburst
on the part of Job would be this that it was probably a good thing for
Job to say what he said, to express his feelings, to get it out of his
system so to speak. fo be sure it didn't bring back his children, 1t
didn't resttre his health it didn't bring back all of hie possessions.
By saying it however, he began to relieve his emotions; it began to
restore some of his dignity as a man - to say what_he really felt and
not what he thought he ought to feel and to say. ~his I suppose is one
of the perils of religious people - so often we say what we feel we ought
to say ana not what we really feel and would like to say. NOt always
of course but sometimes we're guilty of this. We say what people expect
us to sa 'and not what we really feel we would like to say. Occasionally
it doesn~t hurt to come out and say what you'd really like to say.
Of course there are those people and some of them can be found in the
church too who carry this to an extreme, always saying just what they
feel, always speaking their own minds, ~a~axlilt!!D:SXl!:fxWRIIXllllltJ without any
regard for the feelings of others. Nee·dless to say this is not good· We
need to know that precious and sacred moment when to speak out and when
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to remain silent, and blessed is he who knows when that is.! I think
the friends of Job performed a great service for him by keeping still,
by ju.st sitting there, by letting him talk, by listening to him curse
the very day of his birth. And there' a something here for us. Oh if
only you and I in our day to day relationships would talk less and think
more, 1t' only we would give others the opportunit-y to express their
feelings, to lll.stlen to them,, if only all of us could practice the art
of creative listening, we would I'm sure have fewer people under the
care of the psychiatrist and fewer people in our mental hospitals.
the second thought I would suggest that grows out of this soliloquy
would be this that it does us a great deal of good to read it. It puts
into words what we sometimes feel but cannot express. ·.L·here are times
when life wipes out all of the things that mean eo very much to us oarhaps not in such a dramatic way, however. But you and I do not . ha.~e'· the
e kill to put into words what we feel at such t 1mee and it helps us to
find someone who is more sensitive and who can put into words the things
we feel out cannot express. and there's something about the way that
Job describes all of this, something about hie words - they're of such
grandeur that they begin to 11ft you up out of the ashes. I don't know
how you will resp<b.nd to the Book of J 0 b, or how you 1 11 respond to the play
if and when you see it, but I felt something in reading it and seeing
it. It 1 s on a. tremendous scale and it moves on a high level with great
beauty that even though you are sitti~1g among the ashes, (as you read it
or see it) even those ashes begin to glow.
And finally in the third place, I would suggest that the book introduces us to another dimension of suffering. The reason Job felt the
way that he did was not so much bec·a.use he suffered. He was a strong
man mind you; he wasn't what we would call a chronic complainer. It
wasn't that he couldn't bear the pain; it wasn't that he couldn't take
what life gave to him. Part of the reason he felt this way was because
he just couldn't understand 1t. He couldn't make sense of it. He kept
asking questions: If there is any justice at all in the universe. how
can these things happen to me? If God is at all the kind of God I thought
he was, then why is all this happening to me? Where· is he? What is He
doing through all of this?
Archibald MacLeish in commenting on his play said this about Job:
"He needs to know the reason for his wretchedness 11 • This, I suppose is
what makes ue human. Animals suffer, but they never long to know the
reason for their wretchedness. You and I suffer and some suffer a great
deal more than others, and in those moments of dark despeaation we want
to have a reason for it, we want to know why. I remember one of the
first hospital calls I made as a minister. I was serving as a chaplain
1n Massachusetts General Hospital in Boston. I was talking to a woman
who was quite 111, who was suffering from a great deal of pain, and 1f
she asked me once "Why was this happening? What hav~ I done to deserve
this? Is God punishing me for something I have done?
If she asked me th
once she asked me six times. It is not only the power and the strang
and the stamina that we want in order to take it, but we want to knowv
why. We want to know the meaning of suffering in the total perspect1 e
of the universe.
And eo we come to the end of this first eermo.n dealing w1 th Job.
We have come to no conclusions. I suppose it isn't good for a sermon
to leave people sitting among the ashes wondering why ••••• but in th1e
sort of series 1t must be done. There 1a this one word for those who
will not be back for the sermons that are yet to come. It's a line
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- 5 that I ca,me ac·ross as I was doing some reading fl!ll~ 1n preparation for
this aeries of sermons. It's from Thorton Wilder's 11 The Idee of March"
and he puts this line into the mouth of Julius Caesar. "Only those 11
he said "who have grasped their non-being, are capable of praising
the sunlight". I'd like to leave that thought with you to think about.
"Only those who have graspe·d their non-being, are capable of praising
the sunlight". It can be paraphrased in different ways; it will suggest
different things to you. Think about it. Perhaps we could say this
that only those who have sat with Job among the ashes xtli: are ever
likely to sit with Jesus near the throne of glory.
LET US PHAY:

God, Our Father, guide us as we move into these great mysteries of
life and reveal to us those things that are far beyond our minds to
comprehend and our mouths to convey. As we face the experiences of
suffering in our own lives, help us to search for meaning. We ask
this in the name of him who for us ie the meaning of everything, even
Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.

