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Someone is reciting the one hundred and thirtieth Psalm. I pray along, but my faith 
doesn’t rise up to believe it. I am disturbed; my soul is troubled. My eyes fail looking for hope. I 
am not sure where I stand with God. I’ve talked with Him in the past. He has even been to my 
place, but I’m not sure how things are between us now. At first I didn’t recognize His presence 
or even His name, but that gradually changed. I could say it was just coincidence, but looking 
back over how so many things came together, both things inside of me and in my circumstances, 
I can’t really believe it hasn’t all been intentionally arranged. 

It seems God really does know what is going on all the time. Details of life that I would 
hardly think should matter to God apparently do. Things like how we pay our bills or what we 
eat--not in a controlling way, not like the preachers and teachers put it. To hear them tell it, God 
wants to control every aspect of our lives. They follow rules about what to eat and wear and 
touch. And while I know they come from the Scripture, and I believe they are best and good, I 
just can’t believe that I can follow the Law close enough to satisfy God. I’ve done what I can, 
but I don’t have any confidence that I’ve done enough. 

And that’s what is peculiar about Jesus. He doesn’t talk a lot about the rules. Mostly He 
teaches about our relationships. It’s deeper than the rules and in many ways it’s harder than 
simply obeying the Law because Jesus says it’s not enough to just do the right thing, you have to 
also do it for the right reason. He says motives matter--not that motives are an excuse for doing 
right--but that good deeds without love are hollow. 

And I can’t say I really understand His motives either. The more that I have interacted 
with Him the more I realize that I matter to Jesus. I didn’t think that at first. At first I couldn’t 



imagine any reason God would want anything to do with me. But He kept coming around. He 
kept accepting my invitations. He kept talking with me. It’s like God wanted to be with me. 

I would listen and watch how He treated others and I came to realize that He cared about 
them too. It moved me deeply to see how He was so tender to my sister when she was so broken. 
His love put light back in her eyes. 

That may be the most amazing thing Jesus has shown me—that God loves people.  

That is why I’m struggling now because I’ve been very sick and so far He hasn’t helped 
me. I know I don’t deserve a miracle, but I hoped that His love would move Him to help me. 
And although I don’t want to die, it’s not just me I’m concerned about. My family depends on 
me. They will struggle and suffer if I die. So, my motives are right. I’m not being selfish. But 
God hasn’t shown up. Does His distance indicate that God has forsaken me? Have I failed God 
in some way or offended Him?  

That thought, that God is displeased with me, causes fear to rise up in me like a flood. It 
comes on me in waves of terror. It just keeps coming, fear after fear. Will I get better? Will my 
family be ok? Will I die and if I die like this, in this state of doubt, will that disqualify my soul 
from going to God? 

I can’t shake the fear that somehow I have done something to make God to withdraw His 
love from me. I know He is holy and just and I would not be able to argue against His judgment. 
God has every reason to not love me. I know what a sinner I am. I know what I have done. 

I am so weak and my breath is slipping away from me. The world is dark around the 
edges and growing colder. Through my teary eyes I see the tear-stained faces of my friends and 
family. They move around like shadows. I lack the strength to speak to them, but I still love 
them. I hear their far off voices and feel their love, but not God’s love.  

I’m empty for its lack and I’m so weary.  

I’m now even too tired to feel fear.  

My eyes close under the power of another and sleep or death, I can’t tell which, is 
overcoming me. 

On the other side I hear another distant voice. There is no tunnel of light. Just deep darkness. 
There are no angels. I am alone. Fear begins in me again. I try to move, but I can’t-- I am bound 
tight! I want to scream but I can’t!  

In that tomb I hear my name, “Lazarus, come forth!”  

And I rise up. 
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