


Letter from the editors
Welcome to the first issue of Well Thought, a collection of articles, reviews, and 
artwork by members of the Jacob’s Well community. 

In creating this publication, we’re seeking to live out one of our church’s core 
identities: to be Thoughtfully Engaged. We want to interact with the people, 
institutions, worldviews and life situations present in our cities, workplaces 
and homes. Our model and guide in this is Jesus Himself. Jesus loved well by 
understanding the stories of individuals and the challenges to faith posed by the 
larger culture in which he lived. He was not reluctant to speak truth into people’s 
lives because He felt it was the nourishment for which their souls hungered. Jesus 
came into the world full of grace and truth. In some small way, we desire to see this 
publication extend Christ’s grace and truth.

We’re calling this first issue our “Sampler Plate,” as it’s providing just a taste of 
what’s to come. We’re hoping to talk about major cultural issues of our day – like 
Tim Dees’ piece on debt and Dave Kurz’s perspective on the intersection of faith 
and science. In future issues we’d love to publish reviews of some of the day’s most 
discussed albums, movies, television shows and books. Adel Stemen, with some 
help from Tiffany Siu, offers a photo composition that you’ll see in the middle of 
this issue. In future issues, we’d love to include more art: everything from photos, to 
poetry to fiction. 

We also want to share the stories of our lives; in this issue Danny Weiss regales us 
with tales of his travels, and Becky Garcia explains why she cares so much about 
the color of her kitchen appliances. We also want to provide some lighthearted 
features that will allow us to savor this unique place in which we live. Toward 
that end, Tiffany Siu—our resident food critic—keeps things close to home by 
recommending five unexpectedly delicious restaurant choices in our area. Finally, we 
want to engage big questions that are often avoided in casual conversation. In this 
first issue, Scott Jones takes on the perennial conundrum of how we might approach 
suffering from a posture of faith.

This “Sampler Plate” is just the start of the meal. We’re hoping you’ll sit at the table 
and join us for what’s next. If you’re a talented writer or artist, we’d love to have you 
contribute. Or if you simply have a topic, story, or passion you want to share, we 
want to hear from you! Email us your ideas and consider joining the  
Well Thought crew.
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evils of materialism, of getting wrapped 
up in this world. And even beyond 
lessons from the pulpit, I knew from 
experience that the amazing flannel 
shirt that I spent weeks pining for in 
seventh grade (which was supposed to 
skyrocket me to new heights of beauty 
and popularity) was a major letdown. It 
turns out shirts can’t change your life.

On the other shoulder, I still really 
loved shirts. And furniture. And color. 
And architecture. And the list went 
on. And by the time I got to college 
I couldn’t ignore that my heart came 
alive when I was studying things. While 
my friends and classmates argued 
philosophy, tackled social justice 
issues, interned with politicians, and 
applied to medical school, I was quietly 
writing a term paper on crayons and 
the cultural implications of their color 
names. And I nailed it. But with the 
people around me striving toward so 
many (seemingly) noble pursuits, I had 
to wonder: was it sinful of me to be so 
very engrossed in things, even if it did 
feel like a God-given passion?

Now, of course, I realize the 
essential error in my thinking: material 
and materialism are not one and the 
same, and things are not inherently 
sinful. We are inherently sinful; Jesus 
said “the things that come out of a 

person are what defile him” (Mark 
7:15). If things are sinful, it is only 
because we make them so.

The truth of the matter (or the truth 
of matter) is that this world and all 
that is in it is the active and continual 
work of God. Scripture tells us (and 
let me say that this verse is obviously 
employing a broader definition of 
“things” than just objects) “by [Christ] 
all things were created, in heaven and 
on earth, visible and invisible…all 
things were created through him and 
for him. And he is before all things, and 
in him all things hold together”  
(Col 1:16-17).

In him all things hold together. 

Present tense. Meaning right now he 
is actively sustaining our world as we 
know it. He has created the colors, the 
shapes, the textures of our everyday 
lives, and he chooses to sustain them. 
They were created through him and 
for him. So, I ask, why should we not 
expect to find him in our everyday  
material world?

Most of us probably wouldn’t have 
a hard time connecting this idea to 
certain material things. Like nature. 
Or art, for instance—even if you aren’t 
interested in it, I doubt you would deny 
that there is some validity to the idea 
that God can be found in great works 
of painting, sculpture, literature, and 
music. And we often connect basic 
material things like food and shelter to 
spiritual understandings of nourishment 
and refuge. Yes, you say, God can 
certainly be found in such things. But 
for me (and I realize this doesn’t apply 
for everyone), He can also be found in 
the simple objects of everyday life: from 
furniture, to clothes, to the temporary 
sanctuary we set up underneath 
Hooters. I’m affected by the layout of 
a space, the design of an object, the 
color of a KitchenAid mixer. Just as an 
environmentalist might love trees, clean 
air, flora and fauna, I love buildings, 
spaces, everyday objects – because 

in them I find the glimpses of beauty, 
power, and design of our God. I connect 
with God as much through creations as 
through Creation.

My internal struggle over things, 
over material, seems downright myopic 
when you consider that thingness, 
matter, materiality, is in some way 
what Christians hinge their entire faith 
on. Think about it: does the Bible 
not continually celebrate this crazy 
notion that the God of the universe 
set foot into our material world? That 
He became a thing among us? That 
He walked on our planet, slept in our 
buildings, ate our food, clothed himself 
in our garments, walked on our water, 

True Things by Becky Garcia

I spent my first adult paycheck on a KitchenAid Artisan stand mixer. It was a difficult decision. Well, to clarify, the decision to shell 
out significant bucks for a quality mixer was actually really easy—my mother taught Home Ec and was known to recommend to 
fifteen-year-olds that they consider purchasing one. “I’ve had mine for twenty years and if it broke today, I’d go out and buy a new one 
tomorrow,” she’d say.

I’ve realized that to love a thing is not to 
sin, and material and materialism are most 

certainly not the same.

For me, the real quandary was what 
color to get. My mother’s twenty-year 
testimony made me apprehensive. 
Surely the chic 1970s housewife who 
purchased pea soup colored kitchen 
appliances was regretting the decision 
less than a decade later. With any luck 
this mixer would sit on my countertop 
for years, silently echoing Ruth’s words 
to Naomi: “Where you go I will go, and 
where you lodge I will lodge.” What 
mixer color would I choose to spend my 
life with?

Please understand that I knew the 
decision didn’t really matter. I’ve not 
missed Jesus’ exhortation to not lay 
up “treasures on earth,” a familiar and 
convicting phrase to many American 
Christians trying to follow God in this 
land of excess. But, at the same time, 
I don’t feel too bad having spent a little 
time hemming and hawing over color 
because, you see, the mixer was going 
to be a big part of my kitchen, and my 
kitchen a big part of my home, and 
my home a big part of my life, a life in 
which I hope to meet and honor God. 
But perhaps I’m getting ahead  
of myself.

I should probably just come right out 
and say it: I love things. Objects. Stuff. 
I cannot get enough of this physical 
world and the way it’s all put together—
from the completely natural to the 
completely manmade. I love things so 
much that I actually have two degrees 
(yes, two) in “material culture” – which 
is pretty much “things” dressed 
up in academic terms. I’ve studied 
buildings, clothing, furniture, food, 
tools, toys, and even garbage. Things 
are art, things are commerce, things 
are history, things can tell the stories 
of family, tribe, and nation. Things help 
us express ourselves, delineate our 
relationships, they protect us, feed us, 
strengthen us, teach us. How do I love 
things? Let me count the ways…

There was a time when I never 
would have admitted this love. Like a 
clichéd sitcom character, I found myself 
waging an internal battle, with opposing 
viewpoints seated on each shoulder, 
whispering in my ear. On the one side, 
I grew up in church hearing about the 
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becky Garcia – Becky is a New Jersey native who runs her own creative business from home. 
She thinks every day should include comfy jeans, delicious food, bright colors, and a podcast 
or two. She’s been attending Jacob’s Well since the fall of 2009. 

bled on our cross? In this sense, isn’t 
He the most glorious thing ever? And 
aren’t followers of Christ devoting 
their lives and souls to the idea that 
eventually they will meet God face to 
face, materially? Not as formless spirits 
communed with God in the clouds, 
but walking in the 
garden with our Father 
in a material world 
made right. Have you 
considered the reality of 
a new heaven and new 
earth that will house us 
forever? Yes, I’ve realized 
that to love a thing is not 
to sin, and material and 
materialism are most 
certainly not the same.

The problem, of 
course, is that we are 
endlessly prone to taking 
the fruit of something 
good and gorging 
ourselves on it. The 
things of our material 
world are right in front 
of our eyes, immediately 
available for taste and 
touch, so we lose sight 
of God and give things 
much more power than 
they were ever intended. 
Like the wandering 
Israelites who grew weary of waiting 
for God, we fashion golden calves to 
worship. We make idols of our homes, 
electronics, clothes, food, bodies…and 
in so doing, we corrupt our relationship 
to both God and things. “Idolatry has 
two faults. It is not only a slur on the 
true God, it is also an insult to true 
things1.” When we make idols of our 

things, we take away any rightful beauty 
that could have been found in them. 
In making a golden calf into a god, 
the Israelites lost sight of the simple 
loveliness of the object itself. They lost 
the ability to appreciate a beautiful 
golden statue as a beautiful golden 

statue, to love a thing for what it is and  
nothing more. 

As far as I’ve come in my journey 
of understanding my relationship to 
God and things, idolatry is constantly 
rearing its ugly head. Perhaps my more 
common offense is not that I love 
things more than God, but that I often 
love things more than people— that I 

sit in a room with friends and spend 
more time redecorating in my head 
than listening and responding to the 
stories of their lives. But if God can 
teach me to love a thing for what it is 
and nothing more, might I not apply 
that lesson to people as well? Might I 

look at and love what is 
there, and not allow sin 
to transform it into more 
or less? Could it be that 
God created me to love 
things, so that in some 
odd way I might learn 
how better to  
love people?

In the end, I chose 
hot pink for my mixer, 
which many will 
undoubtedly think was 
as unwise a choice as 
a 1970s avocado oven. 
Oddly enough my rather 
conventional father 
(who would probably 
have purchased a very 
sensible white) tipped 
the scales when he 
off-handedly remarked 
that I have always loved 
pink. He was right—hot 
pink and I have been in 
a committed relationship 
for thirty years, we’re 

not breaking up. Plus, in the light 
of eternity, living with a regrettable 
mixer color for a few decades is small 
potatoes. Choosing a mixer color for 
eternity? Now there’s a big choice. But 
sometimes I can hardly wait to see 
what sights, colors, and textures my 
real Home will hold…

1 Robert Farrar Capon in The Supper of the Lamb, a book to which I owe significant praise for helping me develop my thoughts on things.
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To me, it seems remarkable that 
Yunus is so widely praised.1  Regardless 
of one’s opinion of Yunus’s project, 
praising a banker in today’s world is 
a strange and counter-cultural thing. 
Whole political movements in the US 
are animated by frustration with the 
way that modern-day finance functions, 
as both the Tea Party on the Right and 
the Occupy Wall Street movement on 
the Left decry the avarice of banks. 
Perhaps no statement better sums up 
the national mood than Matt Taibbi’s 
now-legendary description of Goldman 
Sachs: “The world’s most powerful 
investment bank is a great vampire 
squid wrapped around the face of 
humanity, relentlessly jamming its 
blood funnel into anything that smells 
like money.”  

I think one reason that praise for 
Yunus is so enduring is the unshakeable 
– and deeply American – belief that 
credit, used properly, is restorative. 
If you want to really help someone in 
America, you loan them money to buy 
a house or a car. The American Dream, 
taken to its logical end, is really just a 
different answer to the old catechism 
question “What is the chief end of 
man?” And since owning a home is part 
of that dream, credit becomes part of 
secular sanctification. Credit, to most 
Americans, is the good news.2

This view of debt and credit is 
diametrically opposed to the biblical 
view. In the Bible, a central metaphor 
for the gospel is not the extension of 
credit, but rather the forgiveness of 

debt. This pattern is present in both 
the Old and New Testament, but begins 
with the economic system that God put 
into place over the ancient Israelites.

A brief discussion of context is 
important here. In the world of the 
Old Testament, most people relied on 
subsistence agriculture to make ends 
meet, and a single failed crop could be 
disastrous. When a poor crop forced 
the head of a household to buy food on 
credit, he would likely go into enormous 
debt to keep his family alive, and the 
end result of this debt could be his 
land being taken, his sons being sold as 
slaves, and his daughters being pressed 
into service as prostitutes. With 
starvation close at hand, the creditor 
held almost limitless power over the 
debtor to take what he pleased.3 

It was into this climate that the Old 
Testament law introduced the concept 
of Jubilee.4 To put it in today’s terms, 
Jubilee is the ultimate debtor bailout. 
Jubilee happened every fifty years, 
and would begin with a loud blast on 
the shofar, a trumpet, which would 
announce that the time of Jubilee had 
begun. In the year of Jubilee, all land 
would return to its original owners. 
Since most land sold in those times 
was sold to settle outstanding debts, 
this essentially amounted to a mass 
reversal of foreclosures. The biblical 
rationale for this is deeply challenging. 
In the OT Law, God says, “The land 
shall not be sold in perpetuity, for the 
land is mine. For you are strangers and 
sojourners with me.”5 In addition to 

the reversion of property to its original 
owners, indentured servants were 
released from their servitude. Again, 
the central theme was debt forgiveness.

But Jubilee was not the only lending 
restriction in Ancient Israel. While it 
could be easy to write off Jubilee as an 
infrequent occurrence, the biblical laws 
against lending with interest are even 
more at odds with modern economic 
structures. “If you lend money to any 
of my people who are poor, you shall 
not be like a moneylender to him, and 
you shall not extract interest from 
him.”6  These prohibitions are repeated 
a number of other times in the Old 
Testament law codes, but do appear to 
be limited to loans extended to fellow 
members of the Israelite community.7 

It is difficult to imagine today how 
an economy with these constraints 
would function. Modern economists 
would surely argue that such a system 
would constrain credit immensely, 
causing significant drag on economic 
growth. This had to be an enormous 
complication and inconvenience to 
the business community in Israel, 
but the Bible is filled with purposeful 
challenges to convenience. 

As in the Old Testament, Jesus talks 
at length about debt, and in fact uses 
it as a way of explaining the fullness 
of the Gospel. The parable of the 
unforgiving servant is a good place to 
start on this matter.8 In this parable, 
a man owes a king an enormous sum 
of money. The man owed him 10,000 
talents, to be exact, which is the 

Debt in God’s World by Tim Dees

In 2006, Muhammad Yunus won the Nobel Peace Prize for his work with Grameen Bank in Bangladesh for “efforts to create economic 
and social development from below.” Grameen isn’t a typical bank: it provides loans to the poor of Bangladesh, and operates without a 
profit-maximizing mandate. Ninety-five percent of its loans are given to women, most of whom work in small agricultural or handicraft 
industries. The recipients of Grameen loans would generally not be able to acquire credit otherwise.

1 His praise is not universal. Forces within Bangladesh are currently working to push Yunus out of Grameen, and microfinance in general has attracted significant 
criticism in recent years. To cite just one problem, high payback rates in some places are buttressed by large regional loan-sharking operations. Borrowers will take 
usurious loans from local strongmen and use that money to pay back their microfinance loans, which have comparatively low interest rates. Problems like this have 
caused complete breakdowns in some regions, most notably in the Indian state of Andhra Pradesh.

2 There is perhaps no greater example of this idea than the classic 1946 film It’s a Wonderful Life. George Bailey’s good creditor is contrasted with Henry Potter’s 
bad creditor. George is eventually revealed to be the town’s unwitting savior.

3 We ought to remember here the story of Joseph’s brothers going to Egypt to buy food during the great famine (Genesis 42-43). The story is often sanitized, but 
imagine Joseph’s brothers, haggard and sickly, prepared to offer everything they owned for a starvation ration of grain. Joseph held infinite power to exploit them, 
but he did the opposite.

4 For a full understanding of Jubilee, Leviticus 25 is the key passage.

5 Leviticus 25:23

6 Exodus 22:25

7 See Leviticus 25:35-37 and Deuteronomy 23:20-21.

8 Matthew 18:21-35
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biblical equivalent of saying “a zillion 
zillion”. The man promises to pay back 
the debt, which, given the amount of 
money, is completely unrealistic. In an 
act of mercy, the king forgives the debt. 
Immediately after leaving the king, the 
man goes and shakes down someone 
who owes him a small pittance, choking 
him and throwing him in jail. The king 
hears of the man’s cruelty, and the king 
rescinds the order to forgive the debt, 
throwing the man in prison.

At its core, this story is not about 
debt, but about forgiveness. Christ 
uses an unpayable debt as a metaphor 
for humanity’s condition before God. 
The forgiveness of God is seen as the 
forgiveness of this debt. This ties the 
gospel story back to the Old Testament 
Jubilee provision, which now seems like 
a precursor of the forgiveness of sins 
that comes through Jesus Christ.

But this is hardly the only time 
that the New Testament employs this 
metaphor, although space will limit 
how many of these passages we can 
explore.9  There is one place, however, 
where this metaphor turns more literal: 
the Lord’s Prayer. The familiar phrase 
is “forgive us our debts, as we also 
have forgiven our debtors.”10  Millions 
of Americans repeat this line on a 
nearly daily basis, but what does it 
actually mean? The challenge is clear: 
this sentence asks God to forgive your 
own debts only insofar as you forgive 
the debts of others. This seems like 

spiritual suicide. If God acted toward 
me the way that I act toward others, 
then I am infinitely lost. Nonetheless, 
this is how Christ teaches his disciples 
to pray. If we aren’t unsettled by it, 
then we simply aren’t paying attention.

Up to this point, I have been 
careful not to offer specific ethical 
recommendations regarding debt, and 
I think the biblical texts do leave room 
for diversity of opinion on a number of 
points. But I think the central challenge 
is clear: when the Bible seeks to tell 
good news, they often illustrate it in 
terms of debt forgiveness. On the 
other hand, being in debt in the Bible 
is always bad news. Debt is being 
subjugated entirely to the will of the 
creditor.11 The archetypal biblical story 
shows that the good creditor forgives 
debt, whereas the evil creditor extracts 
maximum usury.

With that in mind, what does it 
look like to live out the gospel story 
in a debt-ridden world? It’s a difficult 
question, but I will make a few short 
recommendations that hopefully will 
leave room for more discussion.

First of all, we should be very careful 
about acquiring debt and should be 
intensely skeptical of the culture of 
consumption that debt supports. This 
does not mean – nor should it mean – 
that student loans and mortgages are 
always and forever a bad thing, but 
debt limits our generosity and often 
clouds our decision making.  

Secondly, we should constantly ask if 
we participate in financial structures 
that oppress the poor. This sounds 
simple enough, but the ethical 
questions get thorny. For instance, 
should a follower of Christ work in 
the credit card division of a bank that 
lends to the poor at high interest rates? 
Should they buy stock in such a bank? 
These are not simple questions, and I 
will not attempt to give trite answers 
to them. But I do think this should 
be something that we work out in 
our lives together as Christians. The 
end result of this conversation would 
hopefully involve many of God’s people 
prophetically confronting the economic 
status quo, and speaking the power of 
the gospel against the oppression  
of the poor.

Third and finally, we should seek 
opportunities to forgive debts in our 
own lives. If we feel the force of the 
Lord’s Prayer in our lives, Christians 
will be quick to forgive financial debts, 
and I believe that small generosities 
mushroom into larger ones. The year 
of Jubilee starts with the blow of a 
trumpet and the forgiveness of debts, 
and God’s greatness is revealed. I 
pray that all Christians consider what 
it would look like to declare a year of 
Jubilee in their own lives. “The land is 
mine”, says the Lord, and indeed, we 
are too.

9 Luke 7:41-50, for instance, is another example. Paul also refers very explicitly to this metaphor in Colossians 2:13-14.

10 Matthew 6:12. The more traditional translation is “forgive us our trespasses”, but “debts” is much more appropriate. The Greek οφείληματα means very simply 
“that which is owed”. “Trespasses” seems to over-spirtualize an otherwise obvious translation. “Obligations” would probably work as a secondary translation, but 
sounds overly prim to American ears.

11 “The rich rules over the poor, and the borrower is the slave of the lender.” (Proverbs 22:7)

tim dees - Tim currently lives in Edison with his wife and two dogs. He works for Prudential 
and enjoys running.
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Tiffany Siu - Tiffany is a Canadian Saudi Arabian who has been in the US for the past 9 years. 
She loves Jesus, food, photography, community, and neutral colors. She has been a happy 
JWellian for about a year and fist-pump free since June 2011.

Costa Chica
314 Handy Street
New Brunswick, NJ 08901
732.545.2255

Initially, I avoided Mexican and Tex-Mex 
restaurants like the plague. I was afraid 
it would never live up to my experiences 
in Texas. This place is pretty authentic 
– complete with roving mariachi bands. 
The tacos are flavorful and juicy (try the 
barbacoa) and portions are generous. 
The menu is extensive and will cater to 
all tastes. They have pizza but I’ve yet 
to try it…if you’re looking for a safe but 
adventurous beverage, ask for horchata 
or jamaica.

Thai Thai Cuisine
775 Route 1 South
Edison, NJ 08817
732.572.9222

Basil chicken, you complete me. 
The food here is fresh and expertly 
seasoned. I don’t understand how so 
much flavor is packed into each bite. 
Service is great and the décor is a step 
up from other places I’ve been in the 
area. It’s hidden in a complex with 
Shop-Rite, but I assure you that it’s 
well worth the trip.

Goodfellows
736 King George Post Road
Fords, NJ 08863
732.738.7500

Fast and delicious Italian food. They 
have an extensive menu from pizza, 
pasta, salads and sandwiches to Philly 
cheesesteaks, hamburgers, and seafood 
entrees. Try a specialty pizza (penne 
vodka pizza for those who want pizza 
and pasta in the same bite)! 

Midori Sushi
237 Raritan Avenue
Highland Park, NJ 08904
732.246.4511

Food around here is tasty, fresh, and 
beautifully presented. Great lunch 
specials are available during weekdays. 
I highly recommend the hibachi dishes 
– salmon in particular – and sushi rolls. 
There are some creative rolls to be seen 
and eaten here. 

efes Mediterranean Grill
32 Easton Ave
New Brunswick, NJ 08901
732.249.4100

When I want Mediterranean food, I go 
to Efes. It’s not quite like home (I grew 
up in Saudi Arabia), but it’s close. I 
like the humus, baba ganush, chicken 
doner, cheese rolls, and baklava. If you 
like your coffee strong, try the Turkish 
coffee. Be sure not to drink the dregs at 
the bottom!

Foodventures: Diamonds in the Rough by Tiffany Siu

Confession: I am a food addict. A good meal brings me pure joy and contentment. My college years were blissfully spent in Houston, 
Texas eating my way through as many restaurants as I could on a student budget. There are many cuisines of varying quality and price 
range available. One of my biggest concerns when moving to Jersey (after finding a good community and liking my job) was the food 
scene. Would it be varied and appetizing enough? Fortunately for me, Jersey far exceeded my expectations. Here is a short list of 
places that delighted my taste buds:
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Hope is meant to be shared. Therefore, each piece of this work will be distributed 
to individuals in my life who have shown me hope. I hope to provide them with a 
bit of hope in return and a reminder of redemption.
Project by Adel Stemen  |  Photos by Tiffany Sui

broken. . .
shattered by iniquity,
crushed to a million pieces.

a new creation—
together
He draws us back—

because we are broken.
beautiful
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At a recent debate held at Princeton 
University, a noted atheist philosopher 
discussed the topic of suffering with a 
Christian mathematician and apologist. 
The atheist attacked the God of 
Christianity as a moral monster who 
allows the death of innocent children. 
Such a God is not worth worshipping, 
he argued, and ought to be cast into 
the pile of long-abandoned myths, 
alongside Baal, Ra and Zeus.

Given the apparent soundness of 
this logic, it is remarkable that well 
over a third of the world’s population 
has not cast aside this God, but 
embraced him as their Sovereign King. 
That reality kept tossing around in 
my mind as I listened to the various 
viewpoints offered on both sides that 
night. How can that be? Suffering – 
either in one’s own experience or as a 
philosophical topic – surely presents 
one of the strongest obstacles to faith. 
However, given 
the persistence 
and continuing 
growth of 
Christianity, it 
is apparently 
not an intractable objection. There is a 
path that allows us to move toward faith 
while not ignoring or minimizing the 
devastation that surrounds us in a world 
torn apart by disease, war and famine. 
The following is my own attempt to 
wrestle with these deep questions.

Many claim that the suffering 
observed in this world serves as an 
insurmountable indictment on God and 
a glaring endorsement of naturalism 
(the belief that physical matter – that 
which can be seen, felt, tasted – is the 
sum total of reality). The indictment 
on God may seem valid if we’re talking 
about some vague, Deistic God: God 
as cosmic watchmaker – one who 
created the mechanism of creation, set 
it in motion and then stepped aside to 
let it run its course. However, much 
of the same argument fails when we 
center our discussion on the God of 
Christianity. Far from a watchmaker 
who botched his original design, the 
God of the Bible seems to have created 

a world in which He knew that He 
himself would suffer. The Scriptures are 
at pains to show that the Incarnation 
– God taking on human flesh in the 
person of Jesus Christ – was not Plan B 
for this world. First Peter 1:20 says that 
Jesus’ sacrificial death was “foreknown 
before the foundation of the world.” 
Christ’s entrance on the world stage 
was not a divine knee-jerk reaction to 
the “Uh oh!” of humanity’s rebellion in 
Eden. Christ’s death was the point all 
along (cf. Colossians 1:15-20). So why 
would God create a world in which He 
would suffer? The only answer seems 
to be that, to God, it was worth some 
greater end. Why do some people wake 
up at ungodly hours and run miles at 
a time? Some would say they’re crazy. 
However, if pressed, most runners 
would respond that they believe their 
suffering is worth some greater end.

So what might that greater end be 

for God? Again, the Scriptures seem to 
speak with one voice that the greater 
end of God’s suffering is to bring us 
into relationship with Himself. Christian 
theology is built on an understanding 
of a three-person Divine Being. These 
three persons – Father, Son and Holy 
Spirit – are so perfectly in relationship 
with one another that the only way 
to express what God is, is to say that 
“God is One.” Think of the most high-
functioning couple or friendship you’re 
aware of – the sort about which we say, 
“They’re like peas in a pod” or “they’re 
practically like one person” – now 
multiply that out by a factor of infinite 
divinity. That is the Godhead. God 
created the world to welcome others 
into that perfect relationship. The great 
18th century theologian Jonathan 
Edwards – a one-time president of 
Princeton University – once said that 
God’s decision to create humanity 
is reflected in a husband and wife’s 
decision to create a child. Why would a 

perfectly happy couple choose to create 
something as potentially disruptive as a 
child? As resonant as that question is 
to me personally – having just survived 
my first year of parenthood – its answer 
is equally as resonant. Perfection – or 
in the case of human parents, relative 
good – seeks to welcome others in. 
We love to bring friends to restaurants 
we’ve recently discovered for this 
same reason. When we experience 
true joy and satisfaction, we want 
to bring others along. God set his 
creation project in motion with similar 
motivations. As I think Edwards would 
say, God did not create us because he 
needed us but because he desired us.

The complexity comes when you 
realize that welcoming Another into 
relationship necessitates the existence 
of genuine choice. God could have 
made robots that were preconditioned 
to give a favorable response to God’s 

invitation. In the 
same way, my 
wife and I could 
have purchased 
a Build-a-Bear 
that gleefully 

exclaimed, “I loooooove you” when we 
hugged it. Instead, we took the risk 
of bearing a child who may one day 
walk away from us. God did the same, 
but he foreknew the chaos that would 
ensue. In creating real, sentient beings, 
God accepted the inevitable trajectory 
of self-centeredness that would come 
to characterize His creatures. My own 
child’s occasional tantrums have never 
shocked me. As strange, unnecessary 
and destructive as they can be, I find a 
measure of acceptance in me that says, 
“This is just part of the territory.” God 
knew the ultimate outcome and what 
it would cost Him to bring His children 
back home. He chose to create us as 
genuine human subjects rather than 
horde His goodness for Himself for all 
eternity or create us as playthings for 
his amusement. Relationship was the 
greater good.

The life of Jesus gives several other 
clues as to how we might understand 
the existence of suffering in light of an 

The God Who Suffers by Scott Jones

The Christian faith is the most exciting drama that ever staggered the imagination of man—and the dogma is the drama. It is the 
dogma that is the drama—not beautiful phrases, nor comforting sentiments, nor vague aspirations to loving-kindness and uplift, nor 
the promise of something nice after death—but the terrifying assertion that the same God who made the world, lived in the world and 
passed through the grave and gate of death. Show that to the [skeptic], and they may not believe it; but at least they may realize that 
here is something that man might be glad to believe.” - Dorothy Sayers

Jesus believed that the alleviation of human suffering 
was not humanity’s greatest need. Sickness and even 
death are but symptoms of a much deeper illness.



all-powerful and perfectly good God. 
One of the most remarkable things 
about Jesus was his ability to perform 
miracles. However, just as fascinating 
– and scandalous – is the fact that 
Jesus performed only a set amount 
of miracles during his time on Earth. 
Jesus, you’ll notice, never waved his 
hand and instantaneously alleviated all 
human suffering. Given his incredible 
power – I’d submit walking on water 
as Exhibit A – this seems well within 
his capacity to achieve. So why didn’t 
he? Why do the gospel writers seem 
unashamed of this fact? The primary 
reason seems to have been that Jesus 
believed that the alleviation of human 
suffering was not humanity’s greatest 
need. Sickness and even death are but 
symptoms of a much deeper illness. 
The illness is the reality of sin in this 
world and more specifically in the 
heart of every human being that’s 
ever lived. The world is out of whack 
because we’re out of whack. The world 
is a mixed bag because, frankly, we’re 
a mixed bag. Jesus knows that our 
deepest need is not relief from pain 
and suffering. We’ve all had times in 
our lives when we’ve said, “If only I 
could get through this trial, get over this 
illness, have this taken off my plate, 
then I’d have no worries, no issues.” 
Sometimes the desire is realized – the 
illness subsides, the finances come 
through – and within days we’re right 
back at a place of despair having found 
the next issue that, if resolved, would 

mean salvation and freedom. 
Our true enemy, our real “issue” 

is much deeper. It’s alienation from 
God. It’s the rebellion we all have 
participated in, insisting we can run 
our own lives apart from God. That’s 
the virus, that’s the disease. So Jesus 
comes to deal with that and the way 
he conquers that reality is the most 
shocking thing of all. He does it by 
going to a cross to suffer a criminal’s 
death, bearing the separation from His 
father that sin deserves. He conquers 
through suffering of the highest degree. 
The deepest wound of the cross is not 
Christ’s bloodied forehead or the scars 
on his back. Rather, it is the cry of “My 
God, my God why have you forsaken 
Me?” that ultimately reveals the depth 
of what that moment involved.

Tim Keller, a pastor in New York City 
and noted author, illustrates this well 
in comparing the criticism of a relative 
stranger with the criticism of a close 
companion. If a random stranger tells 
me he didn’t appreciate this article, 
I’ll be hurt for a moment but likely 
write it off as the thoughtless musings 
of an embittered curmudgeon. If my 
wife comes to me, article in hand, 
and declares that she’s ashamed to 
call me her husband, the devastation 
will run exponentially deeper. The 
level of suffering I experience from a 
person’s rejection is directly related 
to the closeness of the relationship. 
Let’s return to the cross. Here we 
have Jesus, eternally united in perfect 

union to His Father, experiencing the 
emotional and spiritual separation 
from the Father that sin produces. 
The perfect relationship experiences 
complete rejection and separation. In 
that moment, we glimpsed the deepest 
kind of suffering. Miracles are like the 
medicine that deals momentarily with 
the symptoms of the deeper illness. 
The cross is where Christ absorbs the 
underlying illness, once and for all. In 
doing so, he brings us back to God, he 
restores to us the very purpose of our 
existence: relationship with the three-
person God.

Here’s the point: a world in which 
God suffers – and not just experiences 
discomfort for a while but suffers to the 
fullest extent imaginable – suggests 
the deep purpose intrinsic to all human 
existence. This life is more than meets 
the eye. Tennyson once wrote: better to 
have loved and lost than never to have 
loved at all. The story of God suggests 
something a bit different: better to have 
lived (and suffered) in order to be loved 
than never to have lived at all. The very 
fact of existence – however inundated 
by the reality of suffering – makes 
relationship with God possible and 
therefore is - in a deep and admittedly 
mysterious sense - “worth” the 
suffering we see around us. As difficult 
as that idea is for us to stomach, God 
endured unimaginable pain to convince 
us of its truth. That is  
the Gospel.

Scott Jones – Scott lives with his wife Sara and son Drayton in Princeton. Scott works as a 
campus minister at Princeton University with an organization called Christian Union and is one 
of the elders at Jacob’s Well.
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As a college student studying 
Ecology & Evolutionary Biology and 
as a Christian, I had the privilege of 
pursuing truth every day through my 
academic studies as well as through 
my faith. My day-to-day life involved 
significant time spent reading scientific 
articles, discussing evolution, and 
rubbing shoulders with pioneering 
scientists – as well as reading the 
Bible, connecting with the Holy Spirit, 
and praying with seminary-trained 
theologians. I love this lifestyle of both 
science and faith activities, because it 
allows me to pursue truth from multiple 
angles. As I continue to become a 
more disciplined scientist and a more 
committed Christian, I find that I can 
see an increasingly greater piece of the 
same absolute truth. It is something 
like finding more and more pieces to 
a giant jigsaw puzzle; each piece (e.g. 
a new facet of God’s character that I 
experience or a newly learned scientific 
principle) fleshes out the overall picture 
of reality a little more.

Let me give two personal examples. 
Before coming to college, my prayer 
life was dull, and my relationship with 

God stale. I would pray every night, but 
my prayers were impersonal, more-or-
less rote requests for vague ideals like 
world peace, rather than conversations 
with my heavenly Dad and best friend. 
As my faith has grown these past few 
years, my prayer life has become much 
more dynamic, and I have seen God 
respond to my prayers in direct and 
undeniable ways. From casting light 
on my own character flaws to seeing 

how accurately the Bible’s teachings 
are reflected in the real world, my faith 
has shown me truths about the world 
that I could never have arrived at by the 
caravan of rationality alone.

At the same time, extensive biology 
coursework has exposed me to a wealth 
of fascinating scientific literature that 
presents robust evidence of the myriad 
genetic, developmental, behavioral, and 
morphological links between species 
past and present. For instance, in my 
evolution class last semester I learned 
that humans share 85% of our genetic 
material with mice, due to a host of 
fundamental biological processes that 
all mammals share in common. To give 
another example of an amazing truth 
learned from science: you and I had 
tails as embryos! How wild is that!

All this is to say that, through 
completely different means, I 
have come to believe truths such 
as the power of prayer and the 
common ancestry of humans and 
mice. Accepting these two truths 
independently as I have, I do not see 
any need to pit the one against the 
other. Rather, my reaction is something 
along the lines of “Wow, the same God 
who hears my prayers and responds 
also seems to have made me and other 
humans through the beautiful work 
of evolution.” Thus, little by little the 
jigsaw puzzle can be filled in.

What I’m driving at is this: learning 
more about Jesus leads us to truth, 
as does using our God-given reason to 
explore the natural world He created. 
In each case, earnest exploration can 
lead to mind-blowing, earth-shaking 
truths that reflect the glory of the God 
who designed and continues to sustain 
the universe. With that said, I do want 
to avoid over-simplification: while God 
is very generous in giving us example 
after example of his goodness that 
enable us to plant our feet firmly in 
him, an absolutely essential part of the 
Christian faith is also believing that 
which we cannot see (John 20:29). 
Christians believe that reason alone 

cannot complete the puzzle of reality. 
As a result, any scientist who aspires 
to gain a complete picture of truth 
solely through experimentation and 
empiricism is bound to fail, because he 
depends on the consistent operation 
of scientific processes across the 
universe. He must have faith that what 
he discovers about light in a laboratory 
in Geneva is also true of light in 
galaxies billions of light years away – a 
faith that a Christian would suggest 
stems from God’s consistent, constant 
upholding of the universe 
(Hebrews 1:3).

A very important similarity we 
should keep in mind is that scientific 
investigation and Christian faith both 
lead to objective goodness in the world. 
To give one example, studying biology 
has helped me appreciate the beautiful 
intricacy of the human body. I’m in awe 
of how our knowledge of immunology, 
bone growth, development, and 
other medical sub-fields allows us to 
alleviate immense suffering around the 
world. And within the strong Christian 
community I am blessed with, I 
have seen and heard amazing ways 
in which the pursuit of God’s truth 
leads to undeniable good in the lives 
of many: freedom from sin, newfound 
joy and purpose, miraculous provision 
in times of need, and life-changing 
transformation of people’s hearts  
and minds. 

While the beneficial effects that 
stem from scientific investigation and 
Christian faith are easy to enumerate, 
for many there remains an undeniable 
chasm between the two. Most 
Americans tend to identify with either 
science or faith, rather than opening 
themselves to the idea that both camps 
could lead to truth. Why has this 
division become so fierce  
and polarizing?

It seems to me that the stereotypical 
anti-religion scientist and the anti-
science Christian are right about 
some things, and wrong about others: 
each latches fervently onto his own 

Seeking Truthby Dave Kurz

Truth is, I think, inherently linked to good – everything good that humanity has ever created has stemmed from institutions, ideas, 
or innovations that are rooted in truth. I define truth according to the general principle that true beliefs and statements correspond 
to the actual state of affairs. That is, internal reality and external reality are objective and should correspond; this view is directly 
opposed to subjective truth, the idea that each person can figure out “his or her own” form of reality. Thinking about what truth is and 
how we find it is far from trivial: truth guides our understanding of the world, our actions, and our faith. In this article, my aim is to 
convince you that finding truth is not a simple either/or approach to the pursuit of science or faith; I feel strongly that God wants us to 
use both avenues – our heads and our hearts, so to speak – as we seek truth.

As I continue 
to become a more 
disciplined scientist 
and a more committed 
Christian, I find that I 
can see an increasingly 
greater piece of the 
same absolute truth.



about the universe and has given us 
everything from cancer cures to electric 
toothbrushes. My life experiences also 
tell me that Christ is legitimate: he is 
my God, Savior, and friend who has 
transformed my habits, my thoughts, 
my purpose, and my destiny for good, 
when I had only sinfulness to offer.

My call to you is this: challenge 
yourself periodically to ask, “Am I living 
my life based on truth? Could there be 
more truth out there that I’m missing? 
What are my motives for believing what 
I believe? Have I really exhausted every 
avenue available to figure out why I’m 
here, why I’m reading these words, and 
what will become of me in 100 years?”

In answering these questions, I 
recommend that you pick up a science 
book in one hand and a Bible in the 
other. To be sure, they will be different! 
The Bible gives a lot of answers to the 
Who and Why questions about our world 
and ourselves; science textbooks tend 
to reveal more about the How, Where, 
and When. And this is the beautiful 
thing: together science and faith paint 
a beautifully complementary picture 
of the universe we live in and the God 
who created it. While Christians have 
different ways of fitting science and 
faith together, I am confident that the 
church is increasingly recognizing that 
- at the very least - science belongs 
somewhere within a Christian worldview 
as a God-given way of investigating the 
world around us. And my sense is that 
God gets a lot of pleasure and glory in 
seeing us learn more and more about 
his creation’s stunning workmanship 
and its applications for human good. 
As we explore his world, I think He 
often leads us back to the origin of 
the universe’s elegant order - Himself. 
Thus, I implore you to not toss aside 
either the textbook or the Bible; to do 
so would be to throw out the proverbial 
(or perhaps Proverbial) baby with the 
bath water. WT

truth while decrying the claims of his 
counterpart’s tradition. The problem, 
then, comes when each side lumps all 
assertions made by the other side into 
the same pile, and both correct and 
incorrect statements by each party 
are reflexively labeled “WRONG” by 
the other. That is, when the atheist 
scientist denies all miraculous healing 
as delusion, all religious revivals as 
emotionalism, and every born-again 
Christian’s testimony as the misguided 
ramblings of a gullible heart. Similarly, 
the fundamentalist Christian can be 
guilty of rejecting vast quantities of 
demonstrable scientific evidence as 
ungodly heresy, regarding life-saving 
medication as an abhorrent lack of faith 
in God’s healing power, and holding 
hateful, ingrained conclusions about the 
world to the exclusion of reason.

My hope, then, is that more people 
would be real seekers of truth by 
objectively testing the claims of science 
and Christianity. Anti-science Christians 
should realize that God has nothing 
to hide; it’s not as if he’s expecting 
us to shield our eyes from physics, 
biology, chemistry, and medicine with 
an irrational fear about where they 
might lead us. And anti-Christian 
science buffs should sincerely listen 
to the stories of Christians who are 
true followers of Jesus, and should 
actively investigate the claims of the 
man who is – quite objectively – the 
most influential person in the whole of 
human history. 

After all, if the God of the Bible is 
utterly incapable of deceit (1 Peter 
2:22), then why on earth would he want 
to lead us astray by tricking us with 
scientific realities like dinosaur bones, 
genetic sequences, or clues to human 
ancestry? God is perfectly good (Psalm 
18:30) and He never tempts anyone 
to sin (James 1:13). In fact, the Bible 
tells us that God’s glory is revealed 
in the things that have been made 
(Romans 1:20). I feel very strongly that 

God wants us to discover, explore, and 
revel in the wonder of His kingdom, 
which is why I find science so fulfilling. 
Watching a 200-lb mother sea turtle 
lay perfect white ping-pong ball eggs 
in the dead of night, or understanding 
why sound waves can fashion a mass 
of sand into a beautiful design, or even 
thinking about my own thoughts, and 
the complex ways in which the human 
brain works – these and hundreds of my 
other experiences as a young scientist 

have consistently pointed me to a 
greater reverence of God’s handiwork. 
How beautiful is the world around us!

One of my favorite quotes is a 
statement about truth in William 
Buckley Jr.’s God and Man at Yale: 
“At any given time, a responsible 
individual must embrace those values 
he considers to be truth or else those 
values he deems closest to the truth. 
Truth will not of itself dispel error; 
therefore truth must be championed 
and promulgated on every level and at 
every opportunity.” As so many before 
me have done, I am in the process of 
wrestling with what is true and what is 
not. Thus far, my life experiences tell 
me that science is legitimate: it is a 
demonstrable, rigorous, and incredibly 
self-policing approach to the world 
that has taught us breathtaking truths 

Dave Kurz - Dave recently graduated from Princeton University with a degree in Ecology and 
Evolutionary Biology. He enjoys tennis, Calvin & Hobbes, reading, and travel. He has attended 
Jacob’s Well since his junior year at Princeton.
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You see, there’s no staleness in 
the wide world of old women. No, 
in fact they are more wonderful and 
vibrant than anyone. They mumble 
unintelligibly and make very strange 
smiles through their wrinkle-pleated 
cheeks, and sometimes they shout 
things and they often roll their eyes. 
They move very slowly and when they 
talk at you or they groan near you, 
you inexplicably know a little bit less 
about what you really thought you 
knew. Most of them have very nimble 
fingers, probably full of magic. And 
with a waggle of their finger or a thick 
sniff, a hacking cough or a grunt as 
their curtain-thick eyebrows are hoisted 
in either indignant offense or disbelief 
(one can never quite distinguish), 
you’ll walk away a changed man, 
dumbfounded as they waddle away at 
waist height, smelling faintly of Mother 
Earth. Every old woman I encountered 
in my travels made me more and more 
curious, more and more confused. I 
went out of my way to follow old women 
around Turkish markets, buy flowers 
from Romanian gypsies, offer my hand 
with luggage off the train into Athens, 
or my seat to Latvian women all 
bundled in fur coats the size  
of comforters.

I distinctly remember an old frail 
woman I shared a bus bench with in 
the most northern part of Norway, the 
snow-covered fjords fading beyond the 
window, as she poured out her deepest 
innermost soul to me in a recounting 
of her most recent trip to the dentist. I 
was enraptured! 

But each old woman I met drew me 
painfully closer to the truth that our 
relationship could only be fleeting. And 
I don’t mean that to be grim, I mean 
that in the sense that I was always on 
the move. I was a traveler. Just passing 
through. And for a while I thrived on 
that short-term interaction. I could see 
and take and add another to the list, 
give them my ear for a minute or twelve 
and nothing more, and never have to 

worry about the lasting repercussions 
of actually building a relationship with 
these wonderful women. But I began to 
grow weary and restless.

It was Estela Claros Claure who 
opened my eyes to what I had been 
coming to realize all this time – I had 
become terrified of commitment. She 
was a terrifically confused old woman 
who wandered up while I was reading 
my Bible on a bench in a Bolivian 
plaza. I had just been interrupted by 
an old man, who, after taking a lucky 
guess that I was American from my 
white-white-whiteness, set out to try 
and convince me that the September 
11th attacks didn’t in fact happen. Poor 
old Estela, who had been walking by 
rather aimlessly, had overheard and was 
stopping to check her facts. For the 
next 45 minutes she told me just about 
everything, from her lack of access to 
the news channel, to her daughter off in 
the States, to the piano she had sitting 
in her house that no one was around 
to play anymore. And that was all she 

really wanted, was to talk to anyone 
who’d listen and for someone to play 
her piano. Well, turns out I did know 
how to play the piano. And yes, this 
opportunity to take a relationship to the 
next level was nearly everything I had 
been dreaming about for the last year. 
So you think it would have  
been perfect.

But when the time came, I didn’t 
go. I couldn’t go. And to be honest it’s 
bothered me for months.

And now I think I finally know 
why. When you’re traveling, when you 
have no home and nowhere to root 
down, all you can do is take. You have 
nothing to give of yourself and no way 

to do it; nowhere to settle down, no 
one to invest yourself in, nothing to 
contribute. I had spent so much time 
taking, moving, skirting around, seeing 
for myself, adding experience after 
experience to my ‘list’, that I didn’t 
even know how to give any more. All 
I had, all I was zipped up in a bag of 
worthless souvenirs. You spend enough 
time living out of a suitcase and that’s 
suddenly all you know how to do. You 
keep everything close and folded tidily 
and wrapped away because it’s worth 
too much to lose. You can’t afford to 
drop your heart anywhere that it’d be 
too hard to pick up again when the time 
came. And all this taking, without the 
opportunity to give left me frozen when 
the opportunity finally presented itself. 
All she wanted was for me to play the 
piano. That’s all  
she wanted.

That’s when it hit for me. All this 
running, all this seeing, and I didn’t 
belong anywhere in it because I 
couldn’t make myself useful. That’s 

when ‘home’ meant everything. That’s 
when New Jersey became home for me, 
half way around the world.

Sometimes we don’t get a say in 
where our hearts end up. We find 
ourselves places that we had no 
intention of being, with people we 
had no intention of meeting, and we 
can’t help but stand in the middle of 
it wondering how we got there. But 
there is work to be done. There are 
people to invest in, people who need 
it, people who deserve it, people who 
welcome it. And when you can invest, 
when you can give, well… you’re home. 
And maybe you didn’t choose that 
place to be New Jersey, but somehow 

Personal Reflection by Danny Weiss

I’ve been away from home for a while. I remember there being a bunch of reasons I left, not all of which were the most mature, but 
I remember one more than the others; this feeling of being fed up. Of needing to get away, to go “expand my horizons”, to see and 
explore and make a new home and a new name for myself, and truly start living! But I learned that seeing the world doesn’t make you 
any better than anybody else, nor does it really solve anything. What seeing the world does is open your eyes. Not only to the beauty 
of the natural world, or the beautiful advantages of increased perspective and awareness of social injustice, or the beautifully quaint 
shortcomings of third-world infrastructure, or even the not-so-beautiful-but-doubly-intriguing horrors of overpopulation where you 
can’t breath because the cities are so overcrowded with bodies and cows and this clogging stench…But the most transformative, 
affecting, influential new world I unexpectedly stumbled upon, was the beautiful world of old women.

You spend enough time living out of a suitcase 
and that’s suddenly all you know how to do. You keep 
everything close and folded tidily and wrapped away 

because it’s worth too much to lose.



Danny Weiss - Danny grew up with his family in the suburbs of Chicago before moving out east 
to attend Princeton University. Having graduated in June, he’s now preparing to transition into 
full time international ministry. He is a committed “Survivor” enthusiast.
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it happened. There is so much freedom 
in the opportunity to give of yourself, 
to sacrifice, to really root down and 
be worth something! Because when 

you actually can’t, when you have 
nothing you can give to people who 
so desperately need it, the wheels 
just spin and spin without catching 

anything. All the old women in all 
the world aren’t enough to make 
up for the rest that comes in finally 
arriving home. WT




