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From the Bible:  Romans 8: 31, 35 and 37 

In the face of all of this, what is there left to say?  If God is for us, who can be against us? 
Can anything separate us from the love of Christ? 
Can trouble, pain, persecution?  Can lack of clothes and food, danger to life and limb, the threat of 
force of arms?  No, in all these thing we are more than conquerors through Him who loved us. 

 
Sermon : 
A few years after Shodie and I were married, we found ourselves living in suburban Chicago. 
I had taken a position working with middle school and high school youth on the staff of a 
Presbyterian church there.  Towards the end of our first summer there, the church received word 
that one of our high school students had not come home the night before, and neither his parents 
nor his friends knew where he was.  Needless to say, it was an anxious couple of days until Tim 
reappeared and the story unfolded.  He had run away after his parents were either unable or 
unwilling to stop his brother from going on a rampage and stabbing him in the leg with a meat fork.  
The family’s craziness had finally reached a breaking point and Tim knew he had to get out of the 
house.  Long story short, after several meeting and a number of phone calls back and forth, the 
pastors of the church asked Shodie and me if we would consider having Tim live with us.  And just 
like that, two twenty-somethings became surrogate parents to an 18 year old senior in high school. 

One afternoon that fall, I walked into our house to find Tim pacing back and forth in our living room 
obviously upset.  When I asked him what he was upset about, he said: 
 “It’s not fair.  It’s just not fair.” 
And, for the first time as an adult, but certainly not the last, I realized how right he was. 
Despite all the efforts of my parents to treat my brothers and me fairly; 
And, despite all of the efforts of teachers and coaches to teach me to play fair and to treat others 
fairly, in that moment I came face to face with the stark reality that life did not play by those rules. 
Brokenness; 
And heartbreak; 
And tragedy; 
And illness; 
And injustice; 
Intrude upon our lives with absolutely no rhyme or reason and through no fault of our own and 
even when we have done everything right. 

In that moment we find ourselves asking “Why?” 
Why do bad things happen to good people? 
Why does cancer strike a young mother?  Or, anyone for that matter? 
Why does a 17 year-old boy wearing a hooded sweatshirt get shot on his way home from the store? 
Why do some children have such a struggle finding their way or fitting in? 
Why? 
And, this… 
If God is good, how can God let things like this happen? 
And, if God is all powerful, why doesn’t God do something about it? 
Questions that run in circles in our head. 



2 | P a g e  
 

And this… 
Why me? 
What did I do wrong? 
What did I do to deserve this? 
All these questions are gut-wrenchingly real in those moments when we stand face-to-face with the 
brokenness of life in whatever way we, or those whom we love and care about, experience it. 
And, we probably all know people who have become trapped in those questions. 
Who remain lost in the wilderness created by the brokenness they have experienced. 
Whose lives then become consumed by bitterness or anger or resentment or sorrow. 
 
Now, this is the tricky part for me. 
Because, I don’t want to sound like I am glossing over or minimizing the pain or heartache or 
heartbreak that you and anyone else experiences.  And neither do I want to sound glib by seeming 
to say something that sounds like “Let go and let God.” or “God must have a plan for you in all of this.”  
Those words have never made much sense to me; 
And are often heard as hurtful when someone is struggling to make sense of life. 
And, yet, here is what I believe… 
Amidst the brokenness of our lives, in whatever way we experience it, the place we discover 
something of God is when we turn from the question “Why me?” to the question “What now?” 

 What does it mean to hold onto the promise of Life even when surrounded by the grip of 
Death?   

 What does it mean to hold onto God and the promises of God rather than to blame God for 
what has occurred? 

 
It is in moments like that when the words of the Apostles Paul push their way back into my life. 
     In the face of all of this, what is there left to say?  If God is for us, who can be against us? 
The apostle is not surprised by the brokenness of life. 
He is not surprised by the reality of pain or persecution or trails or tribulations. 
What he is surprised at is that in all those moments there is also God. 
Not magically making everything better. 
Not magically changing the circumstances of life. 
But, God right there, right now, in the midst of life just as it is; 
Doing all God can do to help us hold onto hope and to turn our lives, once again, in the direction of 
Life. 
 
Does all that sound glib? 
Or, only like religious fluff or pie in the sky preaching? 
I hope not. 
At least for my sake, if not for yours, I hope not. 
Because it is the only way I know how… 
To find my way… 
From Why me? to What now? 
From heartbreak to hope. 
And yes, from brokenness towards wholeness. 
Holding onto God for dear life through the maze of life as it actually is. 
 
 


