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Sermon, St. David’s, 10/24/2021, Job 42: 1-6, 10-17 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

This morning we wrap up four weeks of the forty-two chapter book of Job. I preached about Job 

three weeks ago, after Job lost everything and went to the ash heap. While we heard readings 

about Job lamenting and about God speaking to him from the whirlwind the past two Sundays, I 

didn’t preach about those passages, focusing on the Gospel instead. But last Wednesday night I 

had a dream that Job’s mother came to him on the ash heap and tried to convince him to take the 

shingles vaccine, which I still can’t figure out four days later but have decided at least means I 

should preach about Job today, since I won’t get another chance for three years. 

Unfortunately, this ending—known as the epilogue— is my least favorite part of Job. “And the 

Lord gave Job twice as much as he had before.” He had many many sheep and camels and oxen 

and donkeys, and his (new) daughters were the most beautiful in the land, and Job lived to be 

140, the end amen. 

We do have some verses missing between Job’s comments in this reading and the happy ending 

epilogue, and you know I always love that part. The missing verses are God chastising Job’s 

friends. In my sermon three weeks ago, I told you about these friends: how they originally came 

to Job and sat with him in silence, but then argued with him and tried to explain away his 

miseries. This was about as effective as his mom showing up suggesting a shingles vaccine: 

perhaps even less so. 

In the missing verses, God says to the friends, “My wrath is kindled against you for you have not 

spoken of me what is right, as my servant Job has.” Job, who lamented about God being absent 

then spent several chapters with God asking him unanswerable questions before admitting he 

didn’t know anything and repenting.   

The way God spoke to Job’s friends indicates that God doesn’t want us to explain to each other 

why God acts in certain ways. I know that some of you are frustrated sometimes by my lack of 

certainty about God, but passages like this one convince me that anyone who claims to have all 

the answers is misguided. Only God has all the answers. We can’t explain why all of this misery 

happened to Job. We can’t explain why the Holocaust happened. We cannot explain away 

terrible things, and such explanations are not just annoying: they kindle God’s wrath. 

In Bible study a few weeks ago, we looked at the passage in second Chronicles where King 

Solomon prayed at the temple dedication. The glory of the lord filled the temple and priests 

couldn’t enter. People bowed down on the pavement with their faces to the ground.1  

In Bible study, we talked about times in our own lives that we had been blown away by holiness. 

Someone mentioned a service at the National Cathedral. Another mentioned a service at General 

Convention among thousands of other Episcopalians. I was struck by how both of those 

examples, and the dedication of Solomon’s temple, and the whirlwind through which God spoke 

to Job all show our smallness. Sometimes we get swept up when we participate in something so 
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much bigger than ourselves. Sometimes experiencing holiness means seeing our own relative 

insignificance. 

Our Christian faith helps us step out of the center of our lives and focus on Christ as the center of 

everything. This is a lifelong process, and we will never have this exactly right. We are human. 

We are self-centered.  

And, every one of us is precious to God, significant to God. God counts the hairs on our head 

and observes the births of deer and treasures every sparrow. We hold these things in tension: we 

are precious to God. We are unique.  

And, we are also terribly small, and the world and the universe and the holy are massive beyond 

imagining. We gather here to hear sacred words and participate in a sacramental meal to taste a 

piece of the holy, and hopefully we carry that little piece back into our little lives, and to use our 

little lives to make a small piece of the big world a little better, because that’s the example Christ 

set for us. Like he did in today’s Gospel, when one man was making a bunch of noise and had 

one wish. “Go: your faith has made you well,” Jesus responded. 

What do you think happened next for that man? How did his life change, and did he then change 

anyone else’s life? 

We know how Job’s life changed, but we didn’t hear anything about what happened to Job’s 

friends after Job prayed for them. I wonder if they were as moved by the appearance of God as 

Job was. I suspect that, like Job, they felt small, and realized that they didn’t have any answers.  

I hoped they begged for Job’s forgiveness for their arrogance for trying to explain why he had 

been afflicted.  

I hope that after hearing God speak from the whirlwind about the wild ox and the ostrich and the 

horse, they never looked at animals and nature again without being overcome by wonder. 

I believe that Job’s experience of God in the whirlwind took him, at least for a moment, out of 

his own painful skin, so that he was at least for a moment only in awe of the holiness of God. 

Even though he had suffered horrible losses he was dazzled by God, overcome by the sacred, the 

God who has gone to the sea’s sources and walked in the chamber of the deep, who commands 

the eagle and plays with the Leviathan according to the book of Job. 

Have you ever tried to explain something holy to someone else? How do you experience holiness 

yourself? Can that experience be shared? 

  


