
Glory in Our Sufferings 

The Apostle Paul declares in Romans chapter 5, “Therefore, since we have been justified through 
faith, we have peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ, through whom we have gained 
access by faith into this grace in which we now stand. And we boast in the hope of the glory of 
God. Not only so, but we also glory in our sufferings, because we know that suffering produces 
perseverance; perseverance, character; and character, hope. And hope does not put us to shame, 
because God’s love has been poured out into our hearts through the Holy Spirit, who has been 
given to us.” How can we possibly glory in our sufferings? Sufferings hurt. Sufferings are 
inconvenient. Some of us spend our lives trying to avoid suffering.  Yet our scars have made us 
who we are.   

Monica Dickens, in her book Miracles of Courage, tells a touching story about David, a 2-year old 
with leukemia, who was taken by his mother, Deborah, to Massachusetts General Hospital in 
Boston, to see Dr. John Truman who specializes in treating children with cancer and various blood 
diseases. Dr. Truman’s prognosis was devastating. “He has a 50-50 chance of surviving,” he said. 
The countless clinic visits, the blood tests, the intravenous drugs, the fear and pain--the mother’s 
ordeal can be almost as bad as the child’s because she is forced to stand by, unable to take the pain 
upon herself. Young David never cried in the waiting room, and although his friends in the clinic 
had to hurt him and stick needles in him, he hustled in ahead of his mother with a smile, sure of 
the welcome he always got. When he was three, David had to have a spinal tap--a painful procedure 
at any age. It was explained to him that, because he was sick, Dr. Truman had to do something to 
make him better. “If it hurts, remember it’s because he loves you,” Deborah said. The procedure 
was horrendous. It took three nurses to hold David still, while he yelled and sobbed and struggled. 
When it was almost over, the tiny boy, soaked in sweat and tears, looked up at the doctor and 
gasped lovingly, “Thank you, Dr. Tooman, for my hurting.”  He knew as painful as it was the 
doctor and the nurses where only trying to help him. 

There are some hurts that you and I experience for which we will never be able to find any good 
purpose. There are experiences that this side of heaven will never make sense to us.  We will never 
be able to say “thanks for the hurting” in this life. But do not loose heart and do not give up!  In 
Christ, our understanding and perspective will be opened and all of God’s graces will be revealed. 
In faith we hold on to Paul’s words in Roman 8:28 that proclaim, “We know that in all things God 
works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose.” 
Perhaps we will discover someday that God was seeking to do something wonderful in our lives 
despite the struggles. When that day comes, we just might one day whisper to our Heavenly Father, 
Thank you for my hurting. Thank you for my scars. Thank you for taking my brokenness and 
making something blessed and beautiful. Thank you for taking that which the world meant for bad 
and making good in my eternal life! Thank you for the peace that you gave me during the storms 
of this life!  Thank you for never leaving me or forsaking me! 


