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July 27/28, 2013 

I Know God is Good but… 
Psalms 73 

Pastor Bryan Clark 

 

(Bryan Clark via video): Hi, everybody.  I’m kind of excited, maybe not so much, to introduce to 

you our speaker this weekend.  Our speaker’s been around a long time.  He’s been on staff about 

nineteen years.  Nobody’s exactly sure what he does most of the time.  A lot of people think maybe 

it was just an act of charity to hire him in the first place. Mostly it seems like he wanders around the 

building and tells the same, tired stories over and over again.  But he’s here this weekend to share a 

little something with us, so I would like to introduce to you this weekend’s speaker—me. 

 

(Bryan Clark): I think probably, like most of the speakers this summer, it’s really hard to figure out 

what is my favorite Old Testament story.  There are so many great stories.  But the assignment I 

gave the other speakers is: I want this to be personal.  I want you to tell your own story and then 

connect it with an Old Testament story.  So that’s what I need to do as well. 

 

I have to be honest with you; words could not describe how much I DO NOT want to do this, this 

weekend.  I have spent the week rummaging through very painful memories.  But I believe with all 

my heart God is asking me to do this, and I will be obedient to that. 

 

My story has a lot to do with pain and suffering and trying to make sense of life when it makes no 

sense.  So you think of Old Testament stories like maybe Joseph, like maybe the story of Job.  But 

one of the reasons we love those stories is, at the end of the stories, they resolve themselves in a 

significant way.  Joseph ends up being the second most powerful man in the world, and Job has 

basically everything restored to him.  That’s why we love those stories.  But would you love those 

stories as much if Joseph just died in prison or if Job simply died lonely and penniless?  What do 

you do with a story when it just ends with no real resolution? 

 

I chose my story to be the story of Asaph as told in Psalm 73.  If you have a Bible, I invite you turn 

with us to Psalm 73.  Asaph was a worship leader in Israel and he tells his own story in Psalm 73:   

 

Surely God is good to Israel,  

To those who are pure in heart!   

But as for me, my feet came close to stumbling;   

My steps had almost slipped. (*NASB, Psalm 73:1-2) 

 

Asaph starts his story by saying, “I know God is good to those who are pure in heart.  I know God 

is good but….”  There were things happening that simply did not make sense, that simply did not 

line up with this idea of God’s goodness, and he said, “My feet are starting to stand on slippery 

ground.  I start to feel the ground under my feet starting to crumble.”  What was his problem?  

Verse 3: 

 

For I was envious of the arrogant,  

As I saw the prosperity of the wicked.   

For there are no pains in their death;  

And their body is fat.   

They are not in trouble as other men;  

Nor are they plagued like mankind.   
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Therefore pride is their necklace;  

The garment of violence covers them.   

Their eye bulges from fatness;  

The imaginations of their heart run riot.   

They mock, and wickedly speak of oppression;  

They speak from on high.   

They have set their mouth against the heavens,  

And their tongue parades through the earth.   

Therefore his people return to this place;  

And waters of abundance are drunk by them.   

They say, “How does God know?   

And is there knowledge with the Most High?”   

Behold, these are the wicked;  

And always at ease, they have increased in wealth. (Vs. 3-12) 

 

Basically what Asaph is saying is he doesn’t understand why the wicked prosper.  It seems like life 

just works out for the wicked.  Their children don’t get sick.  Their business flourishes.  Everything 

works for them.  The idea of fatness in the ancient world was symbolic of prosperity.  They have so 

much to eat, they’re fat.  In verses 10, 11, and 12, he’s actually saying these people mock God.  

They say, “Hey, if your God knows what’s going on, why doesn’t He do something about it?”  The 

more they mock God, it seems the more they prosper and, in the midst of that, he says in verse 13: 

 

Surely in vain I have kept my heart pure,  

And washed my hands in innocence;  

For I have been stricken all day long,  

And chastened every morning.   

If I had said, “I will speak thus,”  

Behold, I would have betrayed the generation of Your children.   

When I pondered to understand this,  

It was troublesome in my sight... (Vs. 13-16) 

 

Asaph looks at the wicked and they seem to prosper and then he looks at his own story and he says, 

“I suffer pain and affliction every single day.”  For Asaph life is hard; it is full of pain and suffering 

and he starts wondering ...maybe it’s in vain that I have trusted God.  Why is it that I trust God and 

my life is full of pain and suffering, and the wicked mock God and they prosper?  And you can hear 

it in his words; he’s thinking about throwing in the towel and walking away.  What’s the point if 

God isn’t going to be there? 

 

I can’t tell you how deeply those words resonate in my own soul.  I was in my mid to late twenties 

and I could feel the ground under my feet starting to crumble.  There was a part of me that believed 

in the goodness of God but there was a part of me that was deeply questioning, “How could God be 

good, having experienced what we experienced as a family?”  Like a lot of speakers this summer I, 

too, have a father wound.  It isn’t a father wound because my dad was abusive, because my dad was 

mean, because my dad was unfaithful, because my mom and dad divorced.  None of that’s true—as 

a matter of fact—just the opposite.  My dad was the most godly, faithful, humble Christian I had 

ever known in my life and therein lies the problem!  Why is it that the wicked prosper?  Why is it 

the wicked get to go through life without a problem?  Why is it that half-hearted Christians seem to 

make it work and the most spiritual, the most godly, the most humble man I had ever known 

suffered excruciating pain every single day that I ever knew him?  And I was trying to make sense 

of where is God in all of this?   
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When someone hurts you, when someone abuses you, you at least have a focal point for your anger.  

You have somebody to be angry at.  But when the enemy is disease and your dad is the victim, you 

have no one to blame, no one to blame...except God.  So God becomes the target, the focal point of 

that disappointment, of that anger, of that disillusionment.  And you wonder: where is God in all 

this?   

 

My dad was a musician—a phenomenal talent—played the piano, played the organ, was a 

composer.  In college he began to experience health problems that started with problems in his eyes.  

He had iritis and glaucoma and all kinds of complications from that.  And then his body began to  

experience rheumatoid arthritis and basically, to make a long story short, just a couple of years after 

my mom and dad were married, my dad was a hundred percent blind and confined to a bed in 

excruciating pain.  My mom was my dad’s caregiver twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, 

for over twenty years.  She slept on a couch for over twenty years next to his bed so she could get 

up time and time again in the night to help my dad get through another painful night.  She did it 

seven days a week, every week, every month, every year for over twenty years.  The nature of the 

disease was that it relentlessly turned and twisted the parts of his body. 

 

I have a picture of my dad, just so you can get a peek at him.  You can see this is pretty early on in 

the story, but you can see it in his hands, in his fingers, and in his wrists. The thing that is striking to 

me; I had not seen this picture in years; when I saw that picture, what was striking to me is: he looks 

so healthy!  In my mind that’s the healthiest I ever saw my dad.  As a matter of fact, the images that 

are stuck in my head are not those images.  They are the images of the last couple of years of his life 

and they are images that simply wouldn’t be appropriate to show you here this morning.  

 

My dad basically was frozen in a position.  If you imagine a hospital bed, which is what we had, 

that was up about 45 degrees at the head and then the knees up and kind of in that position.  For all 

practical purposes, he was frozen that way.  He had lost all his muscle mass.  He was literally just 

skin and bones.  The only thing that would bring some relief is: they would flatten the bed and roll 

him on his side.  He would stay in the same position, but roll on his side.  Any time my mom moved 

my dad, it was a production.  Everything was so brittle; everything was so painful.  The risk of 

something breaking was so high that it would take fifteen to twenty minutes just to go through this 

process of rolling over.  And I can hear him clearly, still in my head today.  Every time my dad 

would roll over, he would let out this audible cry of pain, just trying to get through that moment.   

 

My dad, just because of the way he was frozen, it also worked to basically turn him and set him on 

the side of the bed.  That was the other way he found some relief.  So my mom would go through 

this whole process.  She would pick him up; she would turn him on the side of the bed and once she 

got him balanced and situated, which was a deal in itself, she would get basically a hospital table, 

and wheel it over and he would kind of lean on that table and maintain his balance.  And he would 

do that in the early days especially, for fifteen to twenty minutes.  I remember vividly, one evening I 

was sitting on the hearth right in front of my dad’s bed; I was probably in elementary school.  My 

mom turned my dad, sat him up—I had seen her do it over and over again—had him situated and 

balanced.  When she turned to go get the hospital table, he started to tip over, and you just have to 

understand, my dad had no capacity to stop that.  He had no ability to reach out to stop that fall in 

any way.  And I just remember him crying out to her and, by God’s grace, instead of walking away 

to get the table, she was still standing there and she literally caught him and put him back on the 

bed!  And I remember that night going to bed, and every time I closed my eyes, that’s all I could 

see.  I was well aware of the fact that if my dad had fallen off that bed, he would have literally 

broken into dozens of pieces.  I can’t imagine how horrific that moment would have been.  Night 

after night after night, every time I closed my eyes, that’s all I could see.  And I believed that it was 
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only inevitable; it was only a matter of time till something like that would happen—which gives 

you just a snapshot of what it was like to life that way.  

 

My dad’s room was blocked off by this folding door and there were occasions when the pain simply 

was too much to face life, and my mom would close the accordion door, sometimes for hours, 

sometimes for days, but it was just necessary to survive.  For us, strangely enough, that was normal.  

I had literally never known any other way.  I see pictures of me as a little boy with my dad not in 

bed, but to me that’s just a picture.  I have no memory of that.  The only memories I have are of my 

dad in bed and in pain.  But that was normal.  That’s what we grew up with. 

 

My dad had a tremendous attitude.  He never complained.  He was almost always happy.  He was 

almost always positive.  In many ways our home was a place of happiness and joy.  We had a 

wonderful family.  My parents were wonderful parents.  My dad, in 1972, was selected as the 

Alumnus of the Year for the Moody Bible Institute.  That’s a really big deal.  In the ‘70’s my dad’s 

song, Nothing Is Impossible, was chosen to be the theme song for the Billy Graham Crusades for a 

couple of years.  I remember vividly sitting in the living room around my dad’s bed, watching 

television and watching the Billy Graham Crusades and listening to Cliff Barrow actually explain 

my dad’s story before that stadium of people would sing the song, Nothing Is Impossible.  Those 

were great moments for us as a family.  Some of you are probably familiar with the song.  It 

sounded like this: 

 

(Recording): 

  

Nothing is impossible when you put your trust in God; 

Nothing is impossible when you’re trusting in His word; 

Hearken to the voice of God to thee: 

‘Is there anything too hard for Me?’ 

Then put your trust in God alone, and rest upon His Word; 

For ev’rything, O ev’rything, 

Yes, ev’rything is possible with God. 

 

In 1979 the Moody Press published a biography of my dad’s life and I think that book has touched a 

lot of people’s lives.  For us, that was normal.  My dad died in 1982.  Literally weeks after that, 

Patty and I threw everything we had in our little Subaru and we headed for the west coast in order 

for me to attend seminary.  I buried myself in seminary—full-time student, working almost full-

time hours.  Patty was working.  We were newlyweds.  We just kind of enjoyed all of that.  

 

Out of seminary, I took my first pastorate in Broken Bow and we settled in.  We settled in and we 

began to have children.  We began to have a normal life and, in those years, I began to realize: this 

is normal.  And I began to struggle with the fact that what I had experienced growing up wasn’t 

normal.  And having my own wife and my own children, I began to realize what my parents had 

gone through and what we had experienced together as a family and really, for the first time, started 

to come to grips with all this.   

 

As a pastor I was preaching every weekend about the goodness and the faithfulness and the love  

and the compassion of God.  But something deep within me was questioning whether I believed that 

is true.  I wasn’t sure.  As a pastor, people would come to me with their problems and their hurts 

and their pain and their suffering and I would try and give them answers, but I found not only 

weren’t my answers convincing to them, they weren’t convincing to me.  I found something deep 

within me saying, “I don’t even buy this, and I’m not sure what I believe anymore.”  I believed in 
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the goodness of God, but I felt the ground under my feet starting to crumble.  I was well aware of 

the fact I was going to a very dark place.  I just didn’t know what to do about it.  I was wrestling 

with the question: how could a God give someone that kind of musical talent and ability and then do 

that to them?  How do you see that as good and loving and faithful and kind?  How do you not see 

that as cruel?  And how do you make sense of that?  

 

In some ways the biography of my dad’s life just bothered me because it was published in 1979 and 

my dad died in 1982 and every time I looked at that book I thought: there’s still a chapter missing.  

And the chapter that is missing is the last chapter, and the last chapter was the most horrific of all.  

About the time you come to grips with this and think you can make some sense of it, it’s like God 

turns up the heat, and it went from horrible to more horrible, and you wonder: what is God doing in 

all this?  The last thing that the disease affected was his head and his neck and it literally just turned 

his head around, until it finally killed him!  Trust me; that’s not pleasant to watch.  And you wrestle 

with: this is a man who wanted nothing more than to use his talents and his life to please God.  He 

was the most godly, caring, faithful Christian I’ve ever known.  

 

And I found myself in a very difficult position.  Like the psalmist, like Asaph, it was troublesome 

and I was headed to a bad place.  I found relief the same place that the psalmist finds his relief: 

 

...Until I came into the sanctuary of God;  

Then I perceived their end.   

Surely You set them in slippery places;  

You cast them down to destruction.   

How they are destroyed in a moment!   

They are utterly swept away by sudden terrors!   

Like a dream when one awakes,  

O Lord, when aroused, You will despise their form.   

When my heart was embittered,  

And I was pierced within,  

Then I was senseless and ignorant;  

I was like a beast before You.   

Nevertheless I am continually with You;  

You have taken hold of my right hand.   

With Your counsel You will guide me,  

And afterward receive me to glory.   

Whom have I in heaven but You?   

And besides You, I desire nothing on earth.   

My flesh and my heart may fail,  

But God is the strength of my heart and my portion forever.   

For, behold, those who are far from You will perish;  

You have destroyed all those who are unfaithful to You.   

But as for me, the nearness of God is my good;  

I have made the Lord GOD my refuge,  

That I may tell of all Your works. (Vs. 17-28) 

 

Now the circumstances with Asaph and me may be different but where he was finding his 

resolution was in the world to come—that someday in the world to come, God sorts it out and God 

rewards the righteous and He will deal with the wicked, and God will ultimately make sense of the 

world to come.  God promises and I found myself realizing: there’s going to be no resolution in this 

world.  In my story, Joseph died in prison.  There was no resolution.  The story just ended.  But God 
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promises that there’s resolution in the world to come.  Somehow He’ll make sense of this.  

Somehow He’ll sort it out.  Somehow He’s promised He’ll make things right.    

 

I found myself at a fork in the road.  I couldn’t keep going like this.  I had to make some sort of a 

decision.  I realized one decision would be to become angry and bitter at God and throw in the 

towel and walk away.  What kind of a God would do this?  And, trust me, I considered that option.  

But I am practical enough to realize: that’s really no solution.  It doesn’t make the pain go away.  It 

doesn’t solve any of the problems.  It just puts me in a prison of my own anger and bitterness and 

separates me from the only source of hope I have.  That’s really not an answer.  The only other 

answer was that I would have to surrender and believe, by faith, that God is who He says He is.  

God has revealed Himself as being good, as being kind, as being compassionate, as being loving, 

and I would have to choose, by faith, to believe that God is who He says He is, in spite of the first 

twenty plus years of my life. 

 

Surrender would mean I would have to surrender the questions.  I would have to surrender the need 

for explanations.  I would have to surrender wanting this to make some sense.  I would surrender 

my pain.  I just simply would lay it down and choose, by faith, to have the courage to believe that 

God is who He says He is. 

 

As I wrestled with that, I remembered that what had been modeled before me beautifully by my 

parents was their decision to trust that God is who He says He is.  In the midst of these 

circumstances, they really didn’t complain.  They didn’t ask why; they just simply chose to trust 

God.  That had been modeled for me and I believed that was the path that I needed to take.  So, in 

what I would consider the greatest faith-step in my spiritual faith journey, I chose to surrender my 

pain, surrender my circumstances, surrender life that didn’t make sense to me and just, by faith, 

believe that God is who He says He is. 

 

I suppose the surrender came in layers, but I absolutely know what night was the final night of that 

surrender.  I had no question in my heart that God was asking me to surrender Patty and the girls to 

Him.  And deep within my heart there was a part of me that believed that, if I did that, He would 

torture them as he had tortured my dad.  And, strangely, I believed if somehow I held on to them, I 

could prevent that for them.  And I wrestled with this in the midst of the pain that night.  I actually, 

audibly, said to God, “God, I have seen Your handiwork; I have seen what You’ll do to my family.”  

That was my Abraham and Isaac moment.  That wasn’t exactly my finest hour as a Christian but it 

was in my heart, and it came out of my mouth, and that’s what I was feeling.  But, by the time the 

night ended, I had finally surrendered.   

 

Hebrews 11:6 says, “Those who come to God must believe that He is and that He is a rewarder 

of those who seek Him.”  In essence, what that is saying is: we want to see and then I’ll believe, 

and God says, “It doesn’t work that way.  You believe and I’ll meet you there.”  And I found 

Hebrews 11:6 to be true.  When I surrendered, when I had the courage to take God at His Word and 

believe, by faith, God met me there in my hour of pain and began a process of healing, a process of 

healing of my pain.  No answers for my questions...  no explanations...no making sense of that.  Just 

God becoming, for me, a place of refuge and beginning a process of healing that I might find again 

the joy of my salvation. 

 

So here we are roughly twenty-five years later and I can say with all my heart: I have never looked 

back.  I made my commitment.  I made my decision to trust God and through the ups and downs of 

life, I’m not going to ask questions.  I don’t need it to make sense.  I don’t need explanations.  I’m 

just going to trust Him.  And today, twenty-five years later, I can tell you I believe with all my heart 
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in the goodness and the faithfulness and the love and the compassion of God.  There is not the 

slightest bit of doubt in me today.  I believe that God is who He says He is and He has revealed 

Himself to me in so many ways over the years. 

 

There are still things in life that don’t make sense.  I have things in my life today that don’t make 

any sense.  I don’t understand why they have to be the way they are.  I wish they were different, but 

I can honestly say I don’t really wrestle with the questions.  I don’t ask why; I don’t dwell on that.  I 

walked that dog once.  I’m not going back there again.  I simply choose to trust God and I believe 

He will be faithful and I do believe that, on the other side, things will be resolved and that’s where I 

find my hope. 

 

I believe this morning there are some of you here this morning who, deep within you, my story 

resonates with you.  You, too, have pain.  You, too, have struggle.  You, too, have questions and 

you wonder: why does it have to be this way?  And how come it doesn’t make sense? And where is 

God in all this?  And there’s something deep within you that connects with that.  There’s a tendency 

to think: I hope someday I get over that.  I hope someday I just kind of get past that, and everything 

will be okay.  I’m going to tell you: that doesn’t work.  You just get deeper and deeper into a dark 

place.  The only way out is to surrender.  You have to surrender the need for answers.  You have to 

surrender the need for everything to make sense.  You have to surrender the experiences of life and 

simply, by faith, trust that God is who He says He is, and you choose, as an act of your will, to 

believe that and trust that God will meet you in your hour of pain and begin a process of healing, 

and restore to you the joy of your salvation. 

 

Is there still pain in these memories?  Of course there is.  There always will be.  How do you take 

the pain out of that?  It’s like a parent that loses a child.  When is that memory not painful?  Of 

course it’s painful, but there’s no anger left there; there’s no bitterness there, and I can guarantee 

you those circumstances do not define my view of God today.  I’m going to invite the worship team 

to come back on stage.  As they do this final presentational song, I’m going to invite those of you 

who know that pain, who know those questions, who have that struggle—you know exactly what 

I’m talking about.  I’m going to give you a chance, to invite you to respond, to come down here, to 

kneel on these steps, and to surrender that to God. 

 

Trust me; you won’t just get over it; it isn’t going to fix itself.  You have to lay it down.  You have 

to surrender it.  For you, like me, this may be your courageous moment of faith, to believe, in spite 

of circumstances, that God is who He says He is.  But, as they are singing, I invite you to come 

down.  I realize you can do this in your seat, but I would like for you, for it to be more of a 

definitive moment, where you say, “You know, I’m going to lay this down.  I’m going to surrender.  

I’m going to give it up, and I’m going to choose, by faith, to believe God is who He says He is, and 

I’m going to believe that God will touch me in my place of pain and begin to bring healing.  Just 

come down and kneel on the steps.  Do your business with God.  I’d invite you to stay here, and 

then I would like to pray for you, and then we will close the service.   

 

Trust me that someone who has walked in these shoes, the only way to find relief is to surrender.  

You’re just not going to get answers.  It’s not going to make sense.  There’s nothing somebody’s 

going to say, that someday there’s going to be an “Ah ha” moment.  You just have to lay it down 

and choose to believe.  Let me pray for you. 
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Father, there’s a lot of pain represented on these steps this morning.  And I believe You 

feel the pain as deeply as we do.  God, I believe for every tear we shed, You shed two.  This 

isn’t the world You wanted.  It just breaks Your heart, so much so, You gave up Your Son 

to make a way back and, Lord, we long for that day when we live in a better place.  So 

we’ll say with the psalmist, “Whom have I in heaven but You?”  And besides You, God, 

there is nothing on earth we desire.  “Our flesh and our heart, they may fail, but You are 

the strength of our hearts and You are our portion forever.”  Lord, I pray for every single 

one of us, that we might find our healing, might find our refuge, might find again the joy of 

our salvation, as we surrender what just makes no sense, what’s filled with pain, and we 

just to choose to believe by faith that You are a good, compassionate, faithful, lover God.  

Lord, I commit each one of these to You and pray that You would meet them in their 

moment of pain and begin to bring healing.  In Jesus’ Name, Amen. 
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