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Several years ago I preached a different sermon on Job—rest assured it was not this one—and I talked
about the German word ‘hiobsbotschaft’ which means ‘Job’s news’ and also ‘bad news.” Therefore, Job’s news is
bad news. This is worse than any news about a political election race. Have you heard the news about Job? It’s bad.
He was “blameless and upright, one who feared God and turned away from evil.” He was “the greatest of all the
people of the east.” Actually, Job was inducted into the Hall of Fame for the religious and righteous. He had seven
sons and three daughters, thousands and hundreds of sheep, camels, oxen, donkeys, and many servants (he gave
Elon Musk a run for his money!). According to the Wall Street Journal, Job had it alll Then one day, he lost it all—
his property and his children—and almost his life. He’s even inflicted, according to ancient near eastern news
reports, with “loathsome sores...from the sole of his foot to the crown of his head.” The only thing a TikToker
could say in summary is that “his suffering was very great.” Job’s news is bad news. It is bad, ya’ll. Bad to the bone.
Literally, Job’s bones cling to his skin.

He's loathsome, abhorred, and despised. The entire book is a wordy grappling with his painful predicament.
Flung words, frustrated words, furious words. But words cannot erase his bad news.

Words can’t wash his wounds and sores away, but words can name them and write about them. And this is
what Job wants to do—write his wotld of wounds into the annals of religious history. "O that my words were
written down! O that they were inscribed in a book! O that with an iron pen and with lead they were engraved on a
rock forever!” Job wants to pen his story, pen his pain. Tell it in his own voice, with his non-NRSV Updated
Edition translation, through his lived experience. You can’t blame him; his friends don’t even seem to understand
and it’s his burden, his suffering, his bad news.

This desire to write his life—what is called ‘life-writing’ which includes autobiographies, memoirs, blogs,
personal essays and so on—occurs at the junction of thinking about his death when his “skin has been destroyed”
and in his flesh, he sees God. In his book on spiritual memoir, Our Hearts are Restless, Rick Lischer notes that much
of life-writing occurs in situations of “massive disorientation.” This is true for Job. A massive hurricane Melissa has
hit his life and so he wants to write.

Throughout history, there’ve been people who’ve endured their own disorienting suffering in prisons or
other harsh circumstances and through their piercing discover incarnate words to pen. People like Dietrich
Bonhoeffer and Martin Luther King, Jr. and Corrie ten Boom and Phyllis Wheatley. They pen their pain, they
inscribe their truth, they write their life story into existence, even as their life is threatened by military might or
political forces or illness.

You’ve heard me talk about my niece Christiana over the years. She died over 20 years ago at the age of 10.
She had a rare autoimmune disease called juvenile dermatomyositis. Most children survive this condition, but she
did not. Near the end of her life, IV needles became her nails and a hospital bed, her cross. But while in the
hospital, she kept a journal and wrote. She penned her pain and prayers, even as her skin was being destroyed like
Job. She had a faith that her flesh would eventually see God. Her words were inscribed in a journal and maybe not
with an iron pen or lead on a rock, but are appropriately now shared in this technological age, on a website
www.alsotouch.com, named as a tribute to the last two written words in her journal which were the beginning of a
sentence of a prayer for other people—*"“also touch.”

Written words during massive disorientation. Christiana penned her story in her own voice, through her
own heart and mind, with her own hands. Her written words are an inscribed witness to 2 human life and an eternal
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memorial of suffering, faith, hope, and love. Of course, writing can be therapy in times of trouble and suffering, but
it can also be theology, an expression of one’s walk with God, through love and suffering, which so often are the
two experiences that envelop our lives.

Dorothy Day once said, “We write what we suffer,” so how appropriate that Job yearned to write his words
about suffering in a book and with an iron pen and lead on a rock. “O that my words were written down! O that
they were inscribed in a book!” His wish came true because ironically, what are we doing? We’re reading his words
in the Book of Job. His words are a witness to his wounds and the mysterious wonder of life with God. Through
his chaos, Job wanted to write it down to try to bring order to his life.

In the face of his imagined end on earth and before his skin is destroyed, one might say he wants to write
his own obituary. He wants to shape how he will be remembered. His story in his voice, through his own eyes, with
his own flesh and bones. Several executive coaches whom I know encourage leaders and others to take a stab at
writing their own obituary as an exercise of self-reflection to prompt them to name how they want to be
remembered when they die. And this may prompt reflection on how they want to live and their priorities and their
values. “O that my words were written down!”

Life-writing can be a witness to not only who you are but who you desire to be. To pen your story is to
leave a witness to your life. So what kind of witness will your story be? Job’s earthly life was threatened, so he
possessed the desire to engrave his story on a rock to ensure his story lives on for generations. Life-writing inscribes
your story in human memory forever. For Job, that includes his story of suffering and loss and faith. What story is
your life writing?

Job’s news most certainly is bad news, but it is also a story of resilient faith. There’s so much wisdom to
glean from here. This story of Job is part of the wisdom literature in the Bible. We gain wisdom from reading the
words of Job. Wisdom is not philosophical; it is practical, and it accompanies all people in their search for
understanding. It accompanies Job as he seeks to understand and figure out what Leong Seow calls “the art of
coping with life,” especially when life, even our life, falls apart and we’re disoriented. “Wisdom theology ... starts
from the place of suffering therefore Job's suffering is the beginning of theology” (Seow). That means his words are
not only autobiography or his writing psychological and emotional therapy, they are theology because he engages
God.

Wisdom from God comes through suffering. Wisdom tells us that we all suffer. It’s not a matter of why we
suffer but when we will suffer and how we will suffer. The what of suffering is inevitable. We all will experience the
stripping of our existential altars. Wisdom says don’t deny it or ignore it. Wisdom says to write it as people of faith;
outer the inner. Inscribe it with a pen. Pen your story honestly. Job attempts to do this. It’s an ancient spiritual
practice that we have literally at our fingertips. This isn’t texting or tweeting or emailing or ChatGPT-ing. This is
good ole fashioned handwriting and it’s a wise method for dealing with our suffering.

Think about it. The Bible consists of written words as our sacred scripture. And in Exodus, we hear that the
Ten Commandments were written with the finger of God. In Habakkuk, God tells the prophet to write the vision.
In the Gospel of John, Jesus wrote on the ground in the story of the woman caught in adultery. It’s almost as if a
reality isn’t truly real until it is in writing; HR folks in our institutions understand this, which is why they always say
to keep a paper trail. Get it in writing.

Put it in writing. Make it real. Make it seen. Make it matter. Pen your story like Job. Testify even to your
trouble because by inscribing your own words it’s as if you open a door to the incarnate word. Your words written
become ink, no longer invisible but visible. It’s as if Job’s yearning to write his words down is an invocation for the
Incarnate word to come down, a longing for the Word made flesh on the canvass of the world. Your penned word
can be a hope for the Incarnate word; your writing can be a prayer. Your written memory can be your ministry
because your penned story is actually part of another story.



Philosopher Alasdair MacIntyre teaches about how who we are or what we do is shaped by what story we
are a part of. That is, whose or what story helps us make sense of our life?

I don’t ever remember meeting my maternal grandfather. But I've seen his actual handwriting in a journal
where he wrote my name on the day I was born, as he kept track in writing of all of his children’s children’s births.
Mind you, he had 18 children and 13 of whom lived into adulthood, so there were a lot of birthdays written down.
My grandfather’s writing reminds me that I am a part of his story, which helps me make sense of my own life
history.

Even though Job wants to write his story, we can see from today’s reading that he sees his story as a part of
another one, a Holy Other one, which is a wise reminder for us all. There is wisdom in what he says. Although he
grapples with God, questions God, wonders if God forsakes him, possesses doubts, is uncertain, suffers immensely,
his relationship to God and God’s relationship to him are never broken. His story that he wants to engrave in a rock
forever is linked to a story of One who is forever. “For I know that my redeemer lives and that in the end he will
stand upon the earth; and after my skin has been destroyed, then in my flesh I shall see God, whom I shall see on
my side, and my eyes shall behold, and not another.”

Job’s story, like many of ours, is not just one of suffering but one of faith amid suffering. A story that
includes a redeemer that will rescue him and a God who will welcome him in the end. Pen your story but know that
your story is only possible because of the grand story of God, a story that has included you from the very beginning
of time—from creation to redemption to new creation. The same fingers that wrote on the stone tablets of the Ten
commandments are part of the same hands that formed us from the dust of the earth. And those hands of flesh
were eventually nailed to a cross. And the blood from that cross will be the ink God’s hands use to write your name
in the Lamb’s book of life in the New Jerusalem.

God has been writing a story of love for eternity. And we have been ingrafted into it so that we can testify
to its truth and tell the story of Jesus and his love. “There is a Redeemer, Jesus God's own Son, Precious Lamb of
God, Messiah, Holy One.” Like Job, I know that my redeemer lives. That’s my story. What’s yours?



