
The  Value  of  Suffering:  A
Christian Perspective
Sue Bohlin looks at suffering from a Christian perspective. 
Applying  a  biblical  worldview  to  this  difficult  subject
results in a distinctly different approach to suffering than
our natural inclination of blame and self pity.

 This article is also available in Spanish.

There is no such thing as pointless pain in the life of the
child of God. How this has encouraged and strengthened me in
the valleys of suffering and pain! In this essay I’ll be
discussing the value of suffering, an unhappy non-negotiable
of life in a fallen world.

Suffering Prepares Us to Be the Bride of
Christ
Among the many reasons God allows us to suffer,
this is my personal favorite: it prepares us to be
the radiant bride of Christ. The Lord Jesus has a
big job to do, changing His ragamuffin church into
a  glorious  bride  worthy  of  the  Lamb.  Ephesians
5:26-27 tells us He is making us holy by washing us with the
Word—presenting us to Himself as a radiant church, without
stain or wrinkle or any other blemish. Suffering develops
holiness in unholy people. But getting there is painful in the
Lord’s “laundry room.” When you use bleach to get rid of
stains, it’s a harsh process. Getting rid of wrinkles is even
more  painful:  ironing  means  a  combination  of  heat  plus
pressure. Ouch! No wonder suffering hurts!

But  developing  holiness  in  us  is  a  worthwhile,  extremely
important goal for the Holy One who is our divine Bridegroom.
We learn in Hebrews 12:10 that we are enabled to share in His
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holiness through the discipline of enduring hardship. More
ouch! Fortunately, the same book assures us that discipline is
a sign of God’s love (Heb. 12:6). Oswald Chambers reminds us
that “God has one destined end for mankind—holiness. His one
aim is the production of saints.”{1}

It’s also important for all wives, but most especially the
future wife of the Son of God, to have a submissive heart.
Suffering makes us more determined to obey God; it teaches us
to be submissive. The psalmist learned this lesson as he wrote
in Psalm 119:67: “Before I was afflicted I went astray, but
now I obey your word. It was good for me to be afflicted so
that I might learn your decrees.”

The Lord Jesus has His work cut out for Him in purifying us
for Himself (Titus 2:14). Let’s face it, left to ourselves we
are a dirty, messy, fleshly people, and we desperately need to
be made pure. As hurtful as it is, suffering can purify us if
we submit to the One who has a loving plan for the pain.

Jesus  wants  not  just  a  pure  bride,  but  a  mature  one  as
well—and suffering produces growth and maturity in us. James
1:2-4 reminds us that trials produce perseverance, which makes
us mature and complete. And Romans 5:3-4 tells us that we can
actually  rejoice  in  our  sufferings,  because,  again,  they
produce perseverance, which produces character, which produces
hope. The Lord is creating for Himself a bride with sterling
character,  but  it’s  not  much  fun  getting  there.  I  like
something else Oswald Chambers wrote: “Sorrow burns up a great
amount of shallowness.”{2}

We usually don’t have much trouble understanding that our
Divine Bridegroom loves us; but we can easily forget how much
He longs for us to love Him back. Suffering scoops us out,
making our hearts bigger so that we can hold more love for
Him. It’s all part of a well-planned courtship. He does know
what He’s doing . . . we just need to trust Him.



Suffering Allows Us to Minister Comfort
to Others Who Suffer
One of the most rewarding reasons that suffering has value is
experienced by those who can say with conviction, “I know how
you feel. I’ve been in your shoes.” Suffering prepares us to
minister comfort to others who suffer.

Feeling isolated is one of the hardest parts of suffering. It
can feel like you’re all alone in your pain, and that makes it
so much worse. The comfort of those who have known that same
pain is inexpressible. It feels like a warm blanket being
draped around your soul. But in order for someone to say those
powerful words—”I know just how you feel because I’ve been
there”—that person had to walk through the same difficult
valley first.

Ray  and  I  lost  our  first  baby  when  she  was  born  too
prematurely to survive. It was the most horrible suffering
we’ve ever known. But losing Becky has enabled me to weep with
those  who  weep  with  the  comforting  tears  of  one  who  has
experienced that deep and awful loss. It’s a wound that—by
God’s  grace—has  never  fully  healed  so  that  I  can  truly
empathize with others out of the very real pain I still feel.
Talking about my loss puts me in touch with the unhealed part
of the grief and loss that will always hurt until I see my
daughter  again  in  heaven.  One  of  the  most  incredibly
comforting things we can ever experience is someone else’s
tears for us. So when I say to a mother or father who has also
lost a child, “I hurt with you, because I’ve lost a precious
one too,” my tears bring warmth and comfort in a way that
someone who has never known that pain cannot offer.

One of the most powerful words of comfort I received when we
were grieving our baby’s loss was from a friend who said,
“Your pain may not be about just you. It may well be about
other people, preparing you to minister comfort and hope to



someone in your future who will need what you can give them
because of what you’re going through right now. And if you are
faithful to cling to God now, I promise He will use you
greatly to comfort others later.” That perspective was like a
sweet balm to my soul, because it showed me that my suffering
was not pointless.

There’s another aspect of bringing comfort to those in pain.
Those who have suffered tend not to judge others experiencing
similar suffering. Not being judged is a great comfort to
those who hurt. When you’re in pain, your world narrows down
to mere survival, and it’s easy for others to judge you for
not “following the rules” that should only apply to those
whose lives aren’t being swallowed by the pain monster.

Suffering often develops compassion and mercy in us. Those who
suffer tend to have tender hearts toward others who are in
pain. We can comfort others with the comfort that we have
received from God (2 Cor. 1:4) because we have experienced the
reality  of  the  Holy  Spirit  being  there  for  us,  walking
alongside us in our pain. Then we can turn around and walk
alongside others in their pain, showing the compassion that
our own suffering has produced in us.

Suffering Develops Humble Dependence on
God
Marine Corps recruiter Randy Norfleet survived the Oklahoma
City  bombing  despite  losing  40  percent  of  his  blood  and
needing  250  stitches  to  close  his  wounds.  He  never  lost
consciousness in the ambulance because he was too busy praying
prayers of thanksgiving for his survival. When doctors said he
would probably lose the sight in his right eye, Mr. Norfleet
said, “Losing an eye is a small thing. Whatever brings you
closer  to  God  is  a  blessing.  Through  all  this  I’ve  been
brought closer to God. I’ve become more dependent on Him and
less on myself.”{3}



Suffering is excellent at teaching us humble dependence on
God, the only appropriate response to our Creator. Ever since
the fall of Adam, we keep forgetting that God created us to
depend on Him and not on ourselves. We keep wanting to go our
own way, pretending that we are God. Suffering is powerfully
able to get us back on track.

Sometimes we hurt so much we can’t pray. We are forced to
depend on the intercession of the Holy Spirit and the saints,
needing them to go before the throne of God on our behalf.
Instead  of  seeing  that  inability  to  pray  as  a  personal
failure, we can rejoice that our perception of being totally
needy corresponds to the truth that we really are that needy.
2  Corinthians  1:9  tells  us  that  hardships  and  sufferings
happen “so that we might not rely on ourselves but on God, who
raises the dead.”

Suffering brings a “one day at a time-ness” to our survival.
We get to the point of saying, “Lord, I can only make it
through today if You help me . . . if You take me through
today . . . or the next hour . . . or the next few minutes.”
One of my dearest friends shared with me the prayer from a
heart burning with emotional pain: “Papa, I know I can make it
through the next fifteen minutes if You hold me and walk me
through it.” Suffering has taught my friend the lesson of
total, humble dependence on God.

As painful as it is, suffering strips away the distractions of
life. It forces us to face the fact that we are powerless to
change  other  people  and  most  situations.  The  fear  that
accompanies suffering drives us to the Father like a little
kid burying his face in his daddy’s leg. Recognizing our own
powerlessness is actually the key to experience real power
because we have to acknowledge our dependence on God before
His power can flow from His heart into our lives.

The disciples experienced two different storms out on the
lake. The Lord’s purpose in both storms was to train them to



stop relying on their physical eyes and use their spiritual
eyes. He wanted them to grow in trust and dependence on the
Father. He allows us to experience storms in our lives for the
same purpose: to learn to depend on God.

I love this paraphrase of Romans 8:28: “The Lord may not have
planned  that  this  should  overtake  me,  but  He  has  most
certainly permitted it. Therefore, though it were an attack of
an  enemy,  by  the  time  it  reaches  me,  it  has  the  Lord’s
permission, and therefore all is well. He will make it work
together with all life’s experiences for good.”

Suffering Displays God’s Strength Through
Our Weakness
God never wastes suffering, not a scrap of it. He redeems all
of it for His glory and our blessing. The classic Scripture
for the concept that suffering displays God’s strength through
our weakness is found in 2 Corinthians 12:8-10, where we learn
that  God’s  grace  is  sufficient  for  us,  for  His  power  is
perfected in weakness. Paul said he delighted in weaknesses,
hardships, and difficulties “for when I am weak, then I am
strong.”

Our culture disdains weakness, but our frailty is a sign of
God’s workmanship in us. It gets us closer to what we were
created to be—completely dependent on God. Several years ago I
realized that instead of despising the fact that polio had
left  me  with  a  body  that  was  weakened  and  compromised,
susceptible to pain and fatigue, I could choose to rejoice in
it. My weakness made me more like a fragile, easily broken
window than a solid brick wall. But just as sunlight pours
through a window but is blocked by a wall, I discovered that
other people could see God’s strength and beauty in me because
of the window-like nature of my weakness! Consider how the
Lord Jesus was the exact representation of the glory of the
Father—I  mean,  He  was  all  window  and  no  walls!  He  was



completely dependent on the Father, choosing to become weak so
that God’s strength could shine through Him. And He was the
strongest  person  the  world  has  ever  seen.  Not  His  own
strength; He displayed the Father’s strength because of that
very weakness.

The reason His strength can shine through us is because we
know God better through suffering. One wise man I heard said,
“I got theology in seminary, but I learned reality through
trials. I got facts in Sunday School, but I learned faith
through trusting God in difficult circumstances. I got truth
from  studying,  but  I  got  to  know  the  Savior  through
suffering.”

Sometimes our suffering isn’t a consequence of our actions or
even  someone  else’s.  God  is  teaching  other  beings  about
Himself and His loved ones—us—as He did with Job. The point of
Job’s  trials  was  to  enable  heavenly  beings  to  see  God
glorified in Job. Sometimes He trusts us with great pain in
order  to  make  a  point,  whether  the  intended  audience  is
believers, unbelievers, or the spirit realm. Quadriplegic Joni
Eareckson  Tada,  no  stranger  to  great  suffering,  writes,
“Whether a godly attitude shines from a brain-injured college
student or from a lonely man relegated to a back bedroom, the
response of patience and perseverance counts. God points to
the peaceful attitude of suffering people to teach others
about Himself. He not only teaches those we rub shoulders with
every day, but He instructs the countless millions of angels
and demons. The hosts in heaven stand amazed when they observe
God sustain hurting people with His peace.”{4}

I once heard Charles Stanley say that nothing attracts the
unbeliever  like  a  saint  suffering  successfully.  Joni  Tada
said, “You were made for one purpose, and that is to make God
real to those around you.”{5} The reality of God’s power, His
love, and His character are made very, very real to a watching
world when we trust Him in our pain.



Suffering Gets Us Ready for Heaven
Pain  is  inevitable  because  we  live  in  a  fallen  world.  1
Thessalonians  3:3  reminds  us  that  we  are  “destined  for
trials.” We don’t have a choice whether we will suffer–our
choice is to go through it by ourselves or with God.

Suffering teaches us the difference between the important and
the transient. It prepares us for heaven by teaching us how
unfulfilling  life  on  earth  is  and  helping  us  develop  an
eternal perspective. Suffering makes us homesick for heaven.

Deep suffering of the soul is also a taste of hell. After many
sleepless nights wracked by various kinds of pain, my friend
Jan now knows what she was saved from. Many Christians only
know they’re saved without grasping what it is Christ has
delivered  them  from.  Jan’s  suffering  has  given  her  an
appreciation of the reality of heaven, and she’s been changed
forever.

I  have  an  appreciation  of  heaven  gained  from  a  different
experience. As my body weakens from the lifelong impact of
polio, to be honest, I have a deep frustration with it that
makes  me  grateful  for  the  perfect,  beautiful,  completely
working resurrection body waiting for me on the other side. My
husband once told me that heaven is more real to me than
anyone  he  knows.  Suffering  has  done  that  for  me.  Paul
explained  what  happens  in  2  Corinthians  4:16-18:

“Though outwardly we are wasting away, yet inwardly we are
being  renewed  day  by  day.  For  our  light  and  momentary
troubles are achieving for us an eternal glory that far
outweighs them all. So we fix our eyes not on what is seen,
but on what is unseen, for what is seen is temporary, but
what is unseen is eternal.”

One of the effects of suffering is to loosen our grasp on this
life, because we shouldn’t be thinking that life in a fallen



world is as wonderful as we sometimes think it is. Pastor Dick
Bacon once said, “If this life were easy, we’d just love it
too much. If God didn’t make it painful, we’d never let go of
it.” Suffering reminds us that we live in an abnormal world.
Suffering is abnormal–our souls protest, “This isn’t right!”
We need to be reminded that we are living in the post-fall
“Phase 2.” The perfect Phase 1 of God’s beautiful, suffering-
free creation was ruined when Adam and Eve fell. So often,
people wonder what kind of cruel God would deliberately make a
world so full of pain and suffering. They’ve lost track of
history.  The  world  God  originally  made  isn’t  the  one  we
experience. Suffering can make us long for the new heaven and
the new earth where God will set all things right again.

Sometimes suffering literally prepares us for heaven. Cheryl’s
in-laws,  both  beset  by  lingering  illnesses,  couldn’t
understand why they couldn’t just die and get it over with.
But after three long years of holding on, during a visit from
Cheryl’s pastor, the wife trusted Christ on her deathbed and
the husband received assurance of his salvation. A week later
the wife died, followed in six months by her husband. They had
continued to suffer because of God’s mercy and patience, who
did not let them go before they were ready for heaven.

Suffering  dispels  the  cloaking  mists  of  inconsequential
distractions of this life and puts things in their proper
perspective. My friend Pete buried his wife a few years ago
after  a  battle  with  Lou  Gehrig’s  disease.  One  morning  I
learned that his car had died on the way to church, and I said
something about what a bummer it was. Pete just shrugged and
said, “This is nothing.” That’s what suffering will do for us.
Trials are light and momentary afflictions . . . but God
redeems them all.
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Trusting  God  on  the  Other
Side of Bizarre
In my last blog post, Trusting God in the Bizarre,” I shared
how a diagnosis of tongue cancer had blown up my world and how
I was wrestling with my fear—again—of pain and suffering.

It has now been 11 weeks since a surgeon removed a third of my
tongue. I am still healing, both my tongue and my neck, from
which he removed 20 lymph nodes—which were cancer free. I
still thank the Lord for that graciousness. My speech is no
longer impaired although it is affected. I sound like I have a
cough drop in my mouth when I talk, and the “s” sound is still
a challenge.

Let me share with you what “Trusting God in the Bizarre” looks
like on the other side of surgery.

I continue to believe that this cancer is a form of spiritual
warfare, and it was a very personal attack as retaliation for
continually speaking out about the goodness of God’s design
for sex, gender, and sexuality. According to Ephesians 6:13,
the outcome of successful spiritual warfare is to just stay
standing. (“[W]hen the day of evil comes, you may be able to
stand your ground, and after you have done everything, to
stand.”) I dug in my heels, so to speak, and determined to
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keep standing in the goodness of God, not allowing the enemy
to knock me down. And to keep standing in my trust of His
sovereignty, that a good and loving God is in control. As I
praised Him for using pain as a sculpting tool to shape me
like Jesus, my heart of thanksgiving repelled the enemy, for
the Lord abides in the praise of His people (Psalm 22:3). I
love the image of the God of light dwelling in the heart of
the believer, because darkness cannot stand before light. It
has to flee. And so did the enemy, as I thanked and praised
God for His lovingkindness to me.

Before  the  surgery,  I  was  pretty  much  terrified  of  the
physically torturing pain that never came—a source of wonder
and deep thanksgiving. What I was not prepared for was the
emotional pain of soul-wrenching loss. The grief of losing my
life before the surgery; the grief of losing a body part; the
grief of losing my clear speech, which I had always taken for
granted. In the first couple of weeks, my husband Ray told
people at church, “She almost never smiles anymore,” and when
I did, it was lopsided, still affected by the surgery, the
numbness, the cut nerves.

I journaled, I am depressed and sad and grieving and unhappy
and feeling crummy. My life is not lost, it’s put on hold. . .
. STUPID HARD. That’s my phrase for this. And the shock of it
shows I’m blessed by how beautiful my life has been up to this
point.

For two of those early post-op days I was deep in the weeds of
grief,  exhausted  from  frequent  tears  that  came  unbidden.
Instead of a tissue box, I kept a stack of napkins next to my
recliner and it was amazing how many I went through. Then the
third day, I received such moving encouragement via texts from
my son in California that tears of gratitude and appreciation
flowed. I actually started to feel dehydrated from the crying.
When the fourth day proved to be tear-free, I was amazed by
how  much  energy  I  had!  What  a  poignant  reminder  of  how
exhausting tears are, and why people overtaken by tears need



to be given extra-large doses of grace and compassion.

Before my surgery, I asked God to give me a handle to hang
onto when I woke up and then afterwards, and He gave me this:
“Be a window.” I journaled, A window doesn’t work at being
transparent  and  clear,  just  as  a  branch  doesn’t  work  at
receiving the life of the vine. I just need to ABIDE. I will
have the IV right there as a visual reminder to be “actively
passive” in receiving the Lord’s life and letting Him shine
through me.

Wincing internally because of my speech, I kept using the
phrase, “I’m not ready for prime time,” but the Lord showed me
that oh yes it is. I noticed that when people knew about my
tongue cancer surgery, they were able to understand me easily,
not like strangers who didn’t know and would ask me to repeat
myself. He impressed on me that I am in a window of time,
ever-closing as I slowly heal, where people are listening more
closely  to  me  than  ever  before.  I  don’t  know  if  God  is
anointing me, or if He’s anointing the ears of people I’m
talking to, but something special is happening.

When I realized that rather than putting my life on pause,
waiting for “prime time,” I am in a limited-time window of
blessing, I prayed, “Please don’t let me miss any opportunity
You are opening for whatever You want to do through me?”
Various doors opened to speak or teach—at church, at a women’s
luncheon,  in  a  couple  of  classes  at  a  Christian  high
school—and  when  I  am  able  to  share  about  recovering  from
tongue cancer surgery, people listen extra hard.

So the first direction I got from God was, “Be a window.” Now
that’s been expanded to, “Be a window IN this window.”

Before  the  pathology  report  for  my  lymph  nodes  came  back
clear, I wrote:

I have been begging God for no cancer in the lymph nodes, but
what if He says no? What if my path goes into the radiology



unit?

God is good even when there is cancer. He loves me even if He
has given a green light to more cancer. If He says yes to
lymph nodes then He has a plan for me to bring glory to
Himself through me, through my response. He will show others
what the response of faithfulness and trust looks like, as I
seek to “be a window.” Lord, give me direction and wisdom in
how to show YOU off without showing ME off. You know—oh, how
You know!!—how I struggle with pride. I want to be the best
example of a faithful suffering Christian—but I don’t want to
suffer to do it! Thank You for using this trial to make me
more like Jesus. Thank You that I will look back on this
“light  and  momentary  affliction”  (2  Corinthians  4:17)  and
think, “TOTALLY WORTH IT!!” Thank You that this is how I glory
in my suffering (Romans 5:3)—by focusing on You and on what is
true, and not the pain. Just as Peter needed to focus on You
and not the storm when he walked on water.

I recorded several videos for social media to give updates on
how I was healing and how I was sounding. In this one, I was
transparent about the fact that sometimes I have a hard time
with the “s” sound. But it struck me that there is more value
in people seeing the Spirit-enabled grace of self-acceptance
in the face of loss, than if my speech were unaffected in the
first place.

https://www.facebook.com/559034244/videos/1924001134618178/

Several people have asked, “What do you think God wanted you
to learn from this trial?”

I honestly don’t think it’s about gaining more information
about God or learning more life lessons. I think it’s about
building my character and perseverance. I think it’s about
growing  my  roots  deeper  in  my  dependence  on  Christ  and
maturing me spiritually, to make me more like Him. That’s the
spiritual fruit that the Lord wants to see His people bear, I
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think.

I’ll keep you posted. *still a little lop-sided smile*

 

This blog post originally appeared at
https://blogs.bible.org/trusting-god-on-the-other-side-of-biza

rre/ on March 22, 2023.

What  Difference  Does  the
Resurrection Make?
Sue Bohlin suggests four ways the resurrection of Jesus can
make a difference in the lives of believers today.

What difference does the resurrection make—in our lives? It’s
the most important event in all of human history. Where’s the
“so what” for today?

I meditated on this question for weeks, eventually creating a
list  too  long  for  this  blog  post.  So  let  me  share  my
favorites.

All pain and suffering will be redeemed and resolved.

I’ve lived in a body with a disability since I got polio at
eight months old and was paralyzed from the waist down. I got
some use of my left leg and hip back, but I had to wear a
steel and leather brace for the first several years of my
life. Every step I’ve taken, I have limped. I had several
orthopedic surgeries and 14 years of physical therapy.

We used to sing a song in church that made me cry Every.
Single. Time.
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You Hold Me Now {1}
For eternity
All my heart will give
All the glory to Your Name

No weeping, no hurt or pain
No suffering
You hold me now
You hold me now

No darkness, no sick or lame
No hiding, You hold me now
You hold me now

The first time I walk without a limp will be in my resurrected
body, in heaven where there will be no polio, no weakness, no
limping. There will be no scooters in heaven. No wheelchairs.
No walkers.

No insulin pumps.
No percussion vests for cystic fibrosis.
No cochlear implants for the deaf.
No braille books or signs for the blind.
No dentures or dental implants.
No prosthetics.

All the technology and tools we have developed to help people
deal with life in a fallen, broken world will be obsolete and
never  needed  again.  The  fallen,  broken  world  will  be
resurrected too! Full of glory and beauty and strength and
perfection.

What difference does the resurrection make? It affects how I
live through times of pain and suffering. I know I can bear it
if there is a purpose and God is going to make everything
right.

The resurrection means all pain and suffering is temporary,
and there is meaning to it.
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The resurrection means God sustains me through the difficult
times because He is doing a beautiful thing in me that I will
only be able to see and appreciate in my resurrection body.

A second difference the resurrection makes is that heaven is
real, so we don’t have to fear death.

The resurrection means that if we are believers, if we have
trusted in Christ, when we cross over from life on earth to
life in heaven, we will be with Jesus and with all the people,
starting with Adam and Eve, who put their trust in Him.

It means we can look forward to being reunited with our loved
ones who have died.

I’m looking forward to seeing my daughter Becky again. She’s
been with Jesus 42 years. I’m looking forward to being there
when our sons Curt and Kevin meet their sister, who was born
and died before they came along. I’m looking forward to seeing
my mom and dad, my grandparents and other family members,
including my wonderful cousin George who just moved to heaven
last week.

We can look forward to meeting super distant family members
and  even  people  we  heard  about  but  never  met,  like  the
apostles and Saint Augustine and Corrie Ten Boom and Billy
Graham.

And since heaven is real, it means we don’t have to fear
death.

When  we  put  our  trust  in  Jesus’  death,  burial  and
resurrection, death is merely a doorway into the next life. We
leave our bodies and step across the threshold of heaven to be
with Jesus.

There  are  so  many  stories  of  what  a  difference  the
resurrection makes in the life of a believer as they face
death!



Recently I posted a question on Facebook asking friends to
share dying stories of heaven-bound believers. I got so many
delightful responses!

“My friend Charla was a hospice nurse for many years. She
tells of one man, O.J., on his deathbed. His best friend,
Floyd, had gone to heaven several years earlier. O.J. had been
comatose for a day or so. Charla said he was peaceful and
close to death as she sat with him, holding his hand and
speaking soothing words to him. All of a sudden, with his eyes
still closed, O.J. broke into a brilliant smile, lifted his
other hand up into the air and said expectantly, ‘Floyd!’ and
he went right to heaven! Charla said she’d held his hand on
Earth as Floyd grasped his hand in heaven.”

“In the last moments of my father’s life, he was beaming with
joy as he saw his friends on the other side waiting for him.
He held up his hands, greeting them by name, ‘Brother Harold!
Brother Bob!'”

3 weeks before my believing aunt passed, she saw her husband
who had died several years before, in white robes reaching out
his arms to her. Then while in the hospital, Aunt Rose walked
by a statue of Jesus and paused as if talking to him. My
cousin asked, “Mom, are you talking to Jesus?”

She said, “Yes, and He said, ‘Hang in there Rosie, you’ll be
with Me shortly.'” A few days later, she told my cousins what
she was seeing as the curtain between heaven and earth grew
more and more transparent.

She exclaimed that heaven was so beautiful, so filled with
warmth and kindness. Her daughter asked her if it was like
Hawaii and she laughed and said, “No, it’s like a warm summer
afternoon in Wisconsin.” The week she died, she started seeing
Jesus in a white robe, and then the day before she died the
robe turned gold. That night she told my cousin, “Go to bed.
You’re keeping me from meeting Jesus.” She died several hours



later.

What difference does the resurrection make? It means when
loved ones die, it’s just a “see you later” rather than a
forever goodbye.

It means that as you get rolled from pre-op to the operating
room and get ready to undergo anesthesia, you can relax in
peace  knowing  that  if  anything  were  to  go  wrong  during
surgery, you’d wake up in heaven.

It means being legitimately concerned about the dying process
hurting, but not concerned about what happens one minute after
death.

The resurrection means death has been robbed of its power and
its sting.

Another difference the resurrection makes is that we become
more aware of the unseen, eternal world.

Since Jesus said He had come from heaven, and that He would
rise from the dead in 3 days—and then He did!—that validates
everything He taught about the unseen and eternal dimension of
life.

We can become more aware of the fact that we live in two
worlds at the same time, the seen and physical world and the
unseen spiritual world (2 Corinthians 4:18).



I  love  to  snorkel  in  the
Caribbean. I love being able to
look  at  the  beautiful  fish  and
corals  of  the  underwater  world
while effortlessly breathing the
air of the above-water world. I
love functioning in two worlds at
the same time.

What difference does the resurrection make? It means we can
operate in two worlds simultaneously.

It means we can learn to focus on the unseen, eternal realm as
more real than the temporal realm.

It means we can intentionally become so much more effective in
our prayers because we start to see we truly do release God’s
power into other people’s lives and situations when we pray.

Operating in two realms at the same time means we can sit in
our living rooms and release the light of God’s truth and
power into legal and political situations in our nation’s
capital.

We can be walking or driving in our cars wherever we are and
pour the grace of God’s power into the hearts of persecuted
Christians on the other side of the world.

We can read or hear the news on the internet or the newspaper
and lift up events and needs and problems to the throne of God
no matter where they are.

The resurrection means we can wear “invisible snorkel gear”
and operate in the earthly realm and the spirit realm at the
same time.



A final difference the resurrection makes is that we will be
married to Christ.

The  church,  the  body  of  Christ,  will  be  married  to  our
heavenly bridegroom Jesus.

The greatest earthly marriages are still only a foretaste of
the ultimate, perfect marriage between the Bride of Christ and
the Lamb.

The best, healthiest earthly marriages are still between two
broken, fallen sinners who hurt and irritate and annoy each
other and are in constant need of forgiveness.

The very best marriages are not ultimately fulfilling and
completing because only Jesus can fill and complete us. There
are still times of loneliness and not being understood and
wondering, “Is this as good as it gets?” Yes, because earthly
marriages are not the ultimate purpose of your life.

If you are single, even if by God’s grace you are content in
your singleness, there is still a longing for connection that
eludes you on earth because you were made for a deep and
perfect union and connection with Jesus.

What difference does the resurrection make? It means we will
be bound up with the rest of the body of Christ to become His
bride.

And these three differences that the resurrection make, I
believe, are only the tip of the iceberg.

1. Hillsong Music, words and music by Joel Houston & Aodhan
King

 

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/what_difference_does_the_res

urrection_make
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on April 16, 2019.

I’m Scared, Lord
My  daughter-in-love  recently  sent  me  a  video  of  my  son
introducing their new Golden Retriever puppy to a swimming
pool  in  which  he  coaxes  little  Judah,  “Don’t  be  scared!
Bohlins don’t get scared!”

. . . While I’ve been working on this blog post about being
scared. Well yeah, sometimes we do.

For  four  years  I’ve  been  living  with  the  pain  of  severe
arthritis and the late effects of polio (muscle weakness,
pain, and fatigue). In a few weeks, Lord willing, I will have
hip replacement surgery. When my husband had his hip replaced,
he was in excellent physical condition and his experience was
as close to perfect as you can get.

But I’m in a different place physically. I haven’t walked in a
year. I haven’t been able to stand up straight for a couple of
years, and even lying flat in bed is extremely uncomfortable.
My pelvis and hip joints have lost the flexibility that is a
sign of good health, and I just don’t know how my post-polio
will affect recovery from surgery.

On top of this, I’m a pain weenie. It turns out that the
poliovirus  affected  everything  in  my  body,  including  pain
receptors, and we polio survivors are twice as sensitive to
pain as everyone else. So . . . yeah, I’m scared of what I
will wake up to after surgery.

My fear level kept rising. It didn’t help when people would
ask, “Are you excited about your surgery? To get rid of the
pain?” No! No, I’m not excited, I’m actually quite fearful of

https://probe.org/im-scared-lord/


the post-op pain, and not knowing what to expect from physical
rehab.

One thing I’ve learned in life, though, is that if we’re
focused on our fears and anxieties, it’s because we’re leaving
God out of the equation. He gives no grace for “what ifs” and
our vain imaginations of potential scenarios where any number
of things could go wrong.

That’s why worrying is a sin.

And the Bible says “fear not” 365 times.

So what do I do with my “scaredness”? [Note: Microsoft Word
really,  really  wants  to  keep  flipping  “scaredness”  to
“sacredness.” Not the same thing. Not by a long shot.]

I sensed the Lord nudging me to share it.

So I did.

And I discovered, once again, the power of prayer.

It started when I needed a CT scan for the robotic assistance
of my surgery, but I couldn’t lie flat on the table. The pain
was unbearable. So I rescheduled the procedure and asked the
surgeon to prescribe me some heavy pain meds to be able to lie
down. I posted a prayer request on Facebook, asking for “lying
flat grace.” I was able to tell the CT tech that over a
hundred people had said they were praying for me—and she could
see with her own eyes the answer to their prayers as I was
able to lie flat and remain still for the scan.

https://probe.org/vain-imaginations/


So I was doing my part,
by  confessing  Psalm
56:3—”When I am afraid,
I will trust in You,”
and reminding myself of
the  power  of
Philippians  4:6-7—”Be
anxious  for  nothing,
but  in  everything  by
prayer and supplication
with  thanksgiving,  let
your  requests  be  made
known to God; and the
peace  of  God,  which
surpasses  all
comprehension,  will

guard  your  hearts  and  your  minds  in  Christ  Jesus.”

But, in obedience, I also shared with another large group of
people that I was working daily on surrendering my fears of
post-op pain and inviting the Lord into my concerns about what
lies  ahead.  Just  like  with  the  CT  scan.  God  blessed  the
others’ intercession for me. To my delight, after I shared my
struggle  with  fear,  it  was  evident  that  lots  of  people
prayed—because  the  next  day  I  realized  that  my  fear  had
dissipated like letting air out of a balloon.

The bottom line of this “adventure with God” is that I am
learning,  yet  again,  the  importance  of  trusting  God  and
relying on the prayers of others to deal with my fears. The
importance of not indulging in scary mental scenarios where
pain  is  bigger  than  the  presence  of  God  Himself.  And  of
choosing to throw myself wholly on the grace of God and keep
speaking truth to myself:

It will be worth it.
This too shall pass.
God will help me and uphold me.



It’s going to be okay because God is good.

 

This blog post originally appeared at
https://blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/im_scared_lord on

May 29, 2018.

What  a  Day  of  ThanksLIVING
Looks Like
“Always giving thanks for all things in the name of our Lord
Jesus Christ to God, even the Father . . .” (Ephesians 5:20).
That’s a pretty tall order: all the time? for all things?
Seriously?

When I was first challenged to obey this scripture, some 44
years  ago,  I  thought  that  surely  it  wasn’t  translated
properly.  Or  maybe  there  was  a  footnote.  Or  an  asterisk.
Surely some kind of loophole, right?

Nope. It means just what is says. We can continually give
thanks for all things because if God is truly in control, then
everything  He  allows  us  to  experience  comes  with  His
permission-and thus He has a plan. For everything He allows.
Even if we can’t see it.

It became a way of life for me, and has been a habit for over
four decades. With the celebration of Thanksgiving looming
next week, I paid attention to what that long-standing habit
sounds like in the course of a day.

[Upon waking] “Oh, it’s morning. Thank You, Lord, that my
radio  came  on  at  the  right  time.  That  means  we  had
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uninterrupted electricity all night.” Alternatively, “Oh, it’s
morning. Thank You so much for the blessing of being able to
sleep till I woke up, with no alarm! What a blessing!”

[Upon turning over in bed] “Lord, thank You so, so much that I
can shift position without pain now! Thank you again for the
stem cell treatment that made it possible!”

[Upon getting out of bed into my mobility scooter] “Lord,
{ouch ouch ouch} I thank You that the pain of moving from the
bed to my scooter will dissipate quickly. And thank You again
that I have a scooter for getting around.”

[Standing up to transfer from the scooter to the commode]
“Owwwwww! But Lord, I thank You for the grab bars to lean on,
and thank You for the new tall handicap toilet. It is so much
easier to use this than the regular ones everywhere else.”

[Riding  to  the  kitchen]  “Lord,  thank  You  for  speed  and
painlessness! I love being the fastest one in the house!”

[Making coffee] “Lord! Bless You for creating coffee! Thank
You for caffeine! Thank You for my coffee maker, and half and
half, and sweetener. Thank You for mugs. Thank You for Central
Market and the wonderful flavored coffees I can get there.
Thank  You  for  blessing  [our  son]  Kevin  in  the  coffee
world—Lord,  order  his  steps  today  in  Nepal  while  he’s
investigating becoming coffee partners with farmers there, and
use him to help fight sex trafficking through coffee instead.”

[Moving to the couch] “Oh Lord, owwwww—thank You that the pain
will subside quickly, and thank You for our couch and the
table to hold my coffee while I read Your word. Thank You for
a Bible in English and the ability to read. Thank You for the
Holy Spirit to illumine its meaning to me. Thank You for an
online Bible reading program from my church that allows me to
join with thousands of people worldwide in reading the same
passage and then reading a devotional from one of our members.
Thank You for the technology that allows me to affirm the devo



writer and share my take on today’s reading.”

[Preparing to take a shower] “Thank You again, Lord, for this
magnificent  roll—in  shower  You  gave  us  in  the  recent
renovation to make our house handicap-friendly. Thank You for
the grab bars and for the bench seat that lets me sit down.
Thank You for the hand-held shower. And for hot water. And for
clean hot water! And for 24/7 clean hot water! Thank You for
the blessing of being able to take it for granted, but Lord, I
don’t want to take it for granted.”

[Getting in the car] “Thank You, Lord, for [our son who lives
with us] Curt’s availability to help me get in and out of the
car  and  take  care  of  the  scooter.  Thank  You  that  the
barometric pressure is stable today so my pain level is lower.
Thank You that no rain is forecast. Oh, there’s our trash bin
at  the  edge  of  the  driveway;  thank  You  for  helping  Ray
remember to get it out before the garbage truck came by. And
thank You for garbage pick-up, Lord! Thank You for people
willing to take care of that for us!”

[Driving] “Thank You for paved roads, Lord. And for traffic
lights. And for the engineers who set all that up. Thank You
that everybody drives on the same side of the street. And
thank You for everybody honoring that red lights mean stop and
green lights mean go. Thank You that I can read all the road
signs and street sights because they’re in English. I remember
sounding  out  the  Cyrillic  letters  in  Belarus  like  a
kindergartner, and thank You for helping me do that when I was
able  to  go,  but  today  I’m  thankful  to  be  surrounded  by
English!”

[Arriving at church for Bible study] “Thank You, Lord, for the
growing number of friends in ‘Sue’s Scooter Army’ who are
trained to help me by getting the scooter out of the car and
bringing it to me at the driver’s seat. Thank You for their
sweet joy in genuinely being glad to help. Thank You for
making my love language acts of service, so it makes me feel



so loved!”

[Riding into the church] “Lord, thank You for electricity, and
comfort because of the heating and air conditioning. Thank You
there’s  nobody  threatening  to  arrest  or  persecute  us  for
coming to church. Thank You for the freedom to study Your word
publicly . . . and Lord, today I am so very very grateful for
the privilege of teaching Your word to precious women who are
so teachable and so appreciative. Thank You for the ramp that
allows me to ride my scooter onto the stage. Thank You for the
face mic that lets me keep my hands free. Thank You for the
lights, and the padded chairs, and the audio system, and for
Powerpoint that’s working so everybody can see the slides I
prepared. Thank You for the other leaders who helped me do my
run through the other day so I could make my lecture even
better. Thank You, Lord, for your Holy Spirit to empower me to
speak Your truth in Your strength, to Your glory.”

And that takes me to 10:30. That’s what thanksLIVING looks
like.

 

This  blog  post  originally  appeared  at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/what_a_day_of_thanksliving_l
ooks_like on November 14, 2017.

“This Too Shall Pass”
I wrote this blog post on May 7, 2012, not quite five years
ago. I had no idea that by this point, I would hardly be
walking, using a scooter 95% of the time and unable to move
without a walker for the rest. Pain and serious weakness are
my  daily  companions.  As  I  noticed  the  counts  on  my  most
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popular blog posts and discovered this one among the top, I am
grateful that the wisdom God gave me five years ago is even
more true today. And I am grateful that I can even minister to
myself . .

Sometimes it’s the simplest things that help us navigate life.
The old, old adage “this too shall pass” is one of them.

No matter what trial, grief, trouble or challenge we face,
there is comfort in reminding ourselves that it’s temporary.
Some are very short-lived—the time crunch of a deadline, the
pain of recovering from surgery, waiting for results of a test
or an application. We can remind ourselves, “By this time next
week (or month), this will be behind me. This too shall pass.”

Some are very long-term—a permanent disability like my polio
or  my  dear  friend  Lael  Arrington’s  painful  rheumatoid
arthritis. The death of a loved one, or a marriage, or a
cherished dream. The realization that God is choosing to give
us grace for, not deliverance from, our thorn in the flesh.
Even so, when we remember that our time on this earth is short
compared  to  our  life  on  the  new  earth,  we  can  remind
ourselves, “A hundred years from today, this trial will be
just a memory. I can either be glad for how I handled it, or
regret the short-sighted choices I made. Because this too
shall pass.”

It’s helpful to remember that even the good times, the fun
times, the stress-free (or low-stress) times will also pass,
because life is like that. When we remember everything is
temporary, it helps us hold onto sweet moments and days with a
looser grasp while reminding ourselves to be grateful for the
blessings we’re enjoying because “this too shall pass.” If we
are mindful of the transience of the good days, we won’t be
devastated when they dissipate.

“This too shall pass” is one way we can live in light of
eternity, keeping our earthly life in perspective. When the
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hard times come, whether moments or years, we can comfort
ourselves with the truth that “our momentary, light suffering
is producing for us an eternal weight of glory far beyond all
comparison because we are not looking at what can be seen but
at what cannot be seen. For what can be seen is temporary, but
what cannot be seen is eternal” (2 Cor. 4:17-18).

When the good times come, we can give thanks for the way they
point like signposts to heaven’s unending joy.

Which will NEVER pass away!

 

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/tapestry/sue_bohlin/this_too_shall_pass on May

8, 2012.

Pain: God’s Just-Right Tool
I wrote this blog post on May 7, 2012. When I ran it again
almost five years later, I added this introduction:

Not quite five years ago, when I originally wrote this, I had
no idea that by this point, I would hardly be walking, using a
scooter 95% of the time and unable to move without a walker
for  the  rest.  Pain  and  serious  weakness  are  my  daily
companions. As I noticed the counts on my most popular blog
posts and discovered this one among the top, I am grateful
that the wisdom God gave me five years ago is even more true
today. And I am grateful that I can even minister to myself.

It’s now almost ten years later, and I certainly had no idea
that  by  THIS  point,  the  Lord  would  have  so  incredibly
graciously allowed me to have had both hips replaced so that I
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live free from pain. Never, ever saw that coming. But I also
know that this is a sweet but temporary season, as I keep
getting  older  and  the  late  effects  of  polio  continue  to
threaten. So I live with a deep sense of gratitude for this
season of respite, knowing that any point I may be forced to
re-enter the place of pain.

“You know, you’re like the Martha Stewart of kitchen gadgets
and tools,” my friend observed as she unloaded our dishwasher.
“You’ve got stuff I never knew existed.”

I really do like having just-right tools. I only use my cherry
pitter during cherry season, but it’s perfect for the job. I
don’t use my electric knife sharpener every day, but when I do
pull it out to put a finely honed edge on a knife, it brings
joy to my culinary tasks. I love being able to chop up nuts in
my food chopper in no time flat—and no mess. Tools like these
are a reason I enjoy cooking and baking.

Once as I was using a razor blade holder to scrape paint off
the windows on our garage door, I said, “Thanks, Lord, for the
blessing of a just-right tool.” I sensed Him say, “Do you
think it’s any different for Me? I enjoy having the just-right
tool in My hand as well.” At the time I got the impression He
was  talking  about  using  us  as  instruments  of  grace  and
blessing  in  His  hand,  but  lately  I’ve  become  aware  of  a
different kind of just-right tool in God’s hand.

Pain.

Physical  pain,  emotional  pain,  the  pain  of  trials  and
suffering of all kinds. Pain is an incredibly effective tool
to  achieve  God’s  purposes  in  our  lives:  transforming  His



children  into  the  image  of  His  Son  Jesus,  tearing  down
strongholds that keep us from being all that He made us to be,
restoring what was lost in the Fall.

Since God has no magic wand and no Easy button (that’s only
for  Staples  commercials),  He  has  to  use  other  means  to
accomplish the considerable task of changing people who are
far more broken and messy and less than we were created to be,
into the people He intended us to be from the beginning.

Some of the just-right tools I have personally seen in God’s
hands:

George and Pam (not their real names) found the wheels coming
off their lives when they learned their middle-schooler was
doing drugs, followed shortly by dealing them. Though they
were faithful church attenders, neither of them actually knew
Jesus.  They  were  directed  to  a  grace-drenched,  gospel-
preaching church where they both trusted Christ and everything
changed.  George  told  me  recently  that  as  he  had  learned,
“Suffering keeps us from the delusion of self-sufficiency.
This delusion was my main problem. When the sufferings of my
failure  as  a  husband,  father  and  man  became  crushing,  I
surrendered.” They are now leaders in several ministries at
their church.

Jennifer Clouse’s second battle with cancer, which she shares
generously  via  her  blog  and  her  friendships  with  about  a
gazillion people. Jen is teaching many people what the grace
of humor looks like from inside a cancer diagnosis that moves
her closer to heaven every day. Her ability to see God in
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everything is as instructive as when she stood before women
teaching the Word. (Note: Jennifer has been with the Lord
since 2016.)

Barbara  Baker  is  a  missionary  in  Mexico  whose  desire  to
minister to people is far greater than her body’s ability to
support it. As her frailty and weakness grows, so do her
limitations. When Ray and I visited Barbara and Jonathan in
Puebla last year, I saw what happens when the diameter of a
spotlight  is  reduced;  it  becomes  like  a  laser!  Barbara’s
physical  limitations  mean  that  the  things  she  is  able  to
participate in are that much more valuable, that much more
grace-filled. Her light is that much more concentrated.

Holly Loughlin has been fighting Cystic Fibrosis her whole
life, which has now reached what used to be the upper limit
for  CF  patients.  On  her  most  recent  hospitalization,  she
started daily blogging what life was like for her, and I
absolutely loved what she wrote on Day 10:

“The Lord is always in the business of redeeming. Sometimes
I see that so clearly here. Everyone gushes about what a
great CF patient I am and they are all eager to introduce me
other  CFers  who  are  struggling  because  of  my  hope  and
outlook and work ethic. But, I wasn’t always like this. I
went through 3 really rough years where I refused to do
anything that had anything to do with CF. I didn’t take any
pills, do any treatments, or even eat the way I was supposed
to. All of those things felt like chains that held me at the
mercy of CF. I suffered needlessly and went in the hospital
many more times than was actually necessary during those
years, but the Lord was gracious and allowed me to survive
it. Somewhere around the time I went off to UNT at 18 I
realized that CF wasn’t something I was going to be able to
escape, no matter how I lived and that I had been given a
specific set of tools that, if anything could, would help me
achieve the goals and dreams I had for my life. I realized
that eating, sleeping, doing my treatments and taking my
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pills were the things that were going to give me the best
shot at having a great life.

“I had no idea then how great my life was going to be one
day. Some of my dreams didn’t come true. I had to give them
up because my body just wouldn’t accomplish them no matter
what I did, but the Lord was so gracious to give me new
dreams, better dreams. And here I am 20 years later with the
best husband anyone could dream up, a daughter more amazing
than I could ever have imagined, and a lot of life still
ahead of me. That’s our God. He loves to gives His children
good gifts. He loves to be called upon. He loves to surprise
us when we least expect it. And I’m thankful that He is even
now using the folly of those years so long ago to reach out
and give hope and encouragement to others.

“I could never have imagined that I would be sitting up in
the hospital at this age being the go-to person for giving
hope, love, and light to people who are as lost in the weeds
of CF now as I was then. I’m so thankful that the Lord has
let me live to see this, to be this. I know how much I
would’ve given to have had someone for me like I am able to
be for these folks.”

Daniel and Kelly Crawford received the devastating news that
their  unborn  son  Abel  had  Trisomy18,  a  genetic  condition
incompatible with life. Shortly after he was born, they wrote
on their blog,

“[W]e’ve been living in this challenging tension since last
July… a total inability to control or manipulate an outcome,
which forces you to make a decision: we can fall headlong
into depression & despair, or we can return to the promises
of the Faithful One.

“So just as we’ve tried to do all along, we want to live out
Psalm  143:8  and  remind  ourselves  of  God’s  steadfast
trustworthiness  every  morning.  We  want  to  cling  to  2
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Corinthians 4:16-18, setting our gaze on our great eternal
Hope  amidst  affliction.  And  we  want  to  remember  James
4:14-15, seizing every precious hour of every precious day
and knowing that even you & I are never guaranteed tomorrow.

“God’s  sovereignty  is  something  I  have  subscribed  to
wholeheartedly for a good long while, but you really ‘put
your money where your mouth is’ in these scenarios that
truly are out of your hands.”

Their precious little boy lived for 15 days before slipping
out of his mama’s arms into Jesus’ arms. The just-right tool
of Trisomy18 was what God used to fulfill what the Crawfords
confidently told the thousands of people who prayed and wept
and followed their story: “The ultimate plan and purpose for
Abel’s life (and our life) is to glorify the Glorious One.”
 And he did.

And then there’s me.

Advanced arthritis on top of Post-Polio Syndrome means I now
need a walker instead of just a cane to walk and stand. Most
steps hurt. Two ortho docs have said I will need both hips
replaced, but post-surgery rehabbing is questionable when one
of my legs is basically worthless. Could this be a just-right
tool in God’s hand?

I choose to believe it is. Every day I have the choice to
remember and give thanks that a good and loving God is in
control. I’ve always lived with a lot on my plate, but He has
allowed my “plate” to get smaller. As I upgraded to a walker,
I  downgraded  from  a  dinner  plate  to  a  bread  plate.  Like
Barbara, limitations abound and I have to check with the Lord:
what do You want me to do?

I have seen God do some marvelous things in my family through
this new challenge. He is good. I may be falling apart on the
outside, but my “inner man” is more vibrant than ever, as long
as I cling to the truth that God is good.



My new life verse is 2 Corinthians 4:16-18—

Therefore we do not despair, but even if our physical body
is wearing way, our inner person is being renewed day by
day. For our momentary, light suffering is producing for us
an eternal weight of glory far beyond all comparison because
we are not looking at what can be seen but at what cannot be
seen. For what can be seen is temporary, but what cannot be
seen is eternal.

That’s my story and I’m sticking with it.

 

This blog post last appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/pain_gods_just-right_toolon

May 31, 2016.

When Life Hands You Bananas .
. .
My friend Jonathan Baker handed a banana and a knife to every
student in his Bible classes at Puebla Christian School in
Puebla, Mexico. He told them to cut up their bananas any way
they wanted. Junior high boys pretty much decimated theirs
while other students cut their bananas into large pieces.

Then Jonathan passed out cellophane tape and told them to put
the bananas back together again. It was, of course, a mess.
The students who had made neat cuts with their knives were
able to reassemble their bananas, but even with tape it was
clear they were in parts. The mashed bananas, needless to say,
were hopeless. Even with tape.
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Jonathan  made  the  observation  that  our  choices  have
consequences, and we can’t ever go back to the way it was
before we made our choices. No amount of tape can possibly
make a banana whole again. We can certainly make a mess of our
lives when we make bad choices and have to live with the
consequences.

We cannot fix our bananas.

We cannot undo the damage we inflict on our bananas.

It’s sad.

But then he went into the next room and brought out ice cream,
chocolate  syrup,  nuts,  whipped  cream,  cherries,  bowls  and
spoons. With a smile, Jonathan said, “You can’t do anything
with cut up, mashed up bananas, but God can! He can make a
banana  split!  He  can  take  broken  pieces  of  our  lives,
unfixable messes and painful consequences of bad choices, and
make  something  sweet  from  them.  He’ll  make  something
unimaginably more wonderful of our broken pieces—IF we’ll let
Him.”

I love that story. And I love how it hit the students’ hearts
with hope.

But there is another layer to my enjoyment of this story.
Jonathan shared it with me in Puebla, where my husband and I
are here for a week to teach some of Probe Ministries’ Mind
Games material at the school. We also spoke at a weekend
conference where I shared “How to Handle the Things You Hate
But Can’t Change,” my story of living with polio my whole
life. (I was six months old when I contracted it, just a few
months before the vaccine was developed.)

I learned that here in Mexico, as in many countries around the
world, Americans are often dismissed as lightweights because
surely we don’t know anything about suffering. But when my
audience could see me limp painfully and slowly to the podium,
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leaning on my cane, I had instant credibility. I could see it
on their faces: I guess she really does know something about
suffering.

The power of my message, that a good and loving God is in
control so we can trust Him, has nothing to do with me and
everything to do with God’s grace. But first, my audience had
to be open to receiving what I had to say. And once again, I
saw how polio is God’s good gift to me, to open the doors of
people’s hearts to hear what I have to say, so that it blesses
them and honors God.

The banana of my broken body is being used for a spiritual
banana split. And that is a sweet, sweet blessing. With a
cherry on top!

 

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/when_life_hands_you_bananas

on March 10, 2015.

If God is So Good, Why Does
He Let Me Hurt?
This  is  probably  the  biggest  question,  and  the  biggest
obstacle to trusting God, in Christianity. It’s a legitimate
question, and it deserves a thoughtful answer that honors the
amount of pain attached to it. Disclosure: I am writing this
while beset by the most physical pain I’ve experienced since
post-polio syndrome started attacking my body with the “unholy
trinity” of pain, weakness and fatigue. It hurts to stand, it
hurts to walk. Every single step.
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Why does God allow it? And my pain is nothing compared to the
horrific suffering of millions around the world. Doesn’t He
care? Why doesn’t He stop it—surely He can. He could stop it
all  with  a  single  word.  So  why  does  He  let  innocent
people—especially  children,  for  heaven’s  sake—suffer?

We need to put evil and suffering into perspective, and that
means the Really Big Picture. Starting before the beginning of
time. When all there was, was God: Father, Son and Spirit,
engaged in a three-Personed “holy hug” that had no beginning
and has no end. A continual celebration of love, adoration,
respect, and delight in each other. At some point Father God
decided to create mankind and draw us into His circle of love,
adopting us as sons (Eph. 1:4-5) and creating a Bride for His
eternal Son (Rev. 19:7), a fit companion who would reign with
the Lamb (Rev. 22:5).

But God knew that all of human history would unfold between
the bookends of the creation of mankind and the Marriage Feast
of the Lamb. The God of light and life, of love and truth,
knew that all those things are found only in Him; He knew that
to reject Him meant choosing darkness and death, isolation and
deception. He knew that Adam would rebel, that His perfect
creation would crash and burn in the Fall, and that everything
would be infected and corrupted by sin. He knew that every
human being would be born with a compulsion to reject Him, to
live  disconnected  from  Him,  independent  from  Him—something
like  spiritual  HIV+,  insuring  a  death  sentence.  And  sure
enough, the mortality rate is still 100%.

God knew all this, and He created us anyway. Because He knew
the end result was worth it.

Because God is love, He created people to love, and He created
people to love Him back. In order for us to choose to return
His love, we needed to be free to choose NOT to love Him. God
made us with the very real option to say no to Him, so that
our yes would mean something. The alternative would be the



equivalent to making a phone say, “Good morning, I love you.”
The words might be there but there is no heart and no choice
behind  them—they  are  nothing  more  than  the  result  of  a
programming code. God wanted real and actual love, and that
meant that some people He made and dearly loved, could and
would say no.

When people say no to God, they not only cut themselves off
from relationship with Him, they open the door to all kinds of
evil. Some of it comes from sinful human hearts; some of it
comes from the demonic realm, angels who also said no to God
and  became  devils.  Evil  was  unleashed  by  Adam  when  he
disobeyed God in the Garden of Eden (Gen. 3) and it has been
causing havoc, pain and suffering ever since. Sometimes we
need to remind ourselves that this world plagued by pain and
disease, deliberate meanness and selfishness, is not God’s
original perfect creation. If it were, God would indeed be a
horrible monster. He knew Adam would open the door to all
kinds of evil and suffering, and He allowed Adam to do it
anyway. Because He knew the end result was worth it.

Why does God let people suffer?

God uses suffering to cleanse us, to mature us, to burn up
shallowness. (Please see my article The Value of Suffering.)
He uses pain as His instrument to shape us into the image of
His Son (Rom. 8:28-29). God has no magic wand that instantly
transforms us from something broken and dirty (and we are far
more broken and dirty than we have any idea) into something
whole and beautiful. There is no divine “Bibbity-Bobbity-Boo.”

Instead, the Son left heaven, wrapped Himself in human flesh,
and came to earth where He lived a perfect, sinless life.
Every  day  of  His  earthly  life,  He  suffered  as  a  human,
limiting  Himself  to  a  body  that  would  get  tired,  hungry,
thirsty and dirty. What the first Adam messed up, Jesus the
Second Adam corrected. Where Adam disobeyed the Father, Jesus
learned obedience through suffering (Heb. 5:8). Jesus suffered
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throughout His incarnation simply because of His limitations
as  a  human,  then  suffered  an  unimaginably  horrible  death
through crucifixion, made even worse because He absorbed all
the sin of every human being who had ever lived, was living on
the earth at that time, and would ever exist in the future. He
took our sin into Himself, actually becoming our sin (2 Cor.
5:21), so that when He died, our sin died with Him. But the
Father raised Him from the dead, and He is alive at His
Father’s right hand right now in heaven.

This means that God knows what it means to suffer. There is no
pain, no suffering we can endure, that God Himself did not
experience even more during Jesus’ time on earth. This same
suffering God promised, “Behold, I am making all things new”
(Rev. 21:5). The Father knew He would send the Son to suffer,
and the Son knew that’s what He would leave heaven for.

He did it anyway. Because He knew the end result was worth it.

God allows pain and suffering and evil because He has a plan,
and He’s working His plan. The end result is that He is
redeeming and restoring all the evil, pain and suffering of
this sin-sick world. He will set all things right in the end.
The last chapter of the Bible makes it clear that there is a
happy ending to what is NOT a fairy tale. What started out as
a Three-Personed holy hug of the Father, Son and Spirit loving
each other while still remaining one God, will be a hugely
enlarged  circle  of  love  that  includes  millions,  possibly
billions of people God made in His image, marked “Mine,” and
drew into the divine circle to love and be loved forever.

At that point I believe we will agree, as we look back on
evil, pain and suffering on earth, that it was so, so worth
it.

 

This blog post originally appeared at If God Is So Good, Why
Does He Let Me Hurt? on July 15, 2014
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The Stink of Self-Pity
When I got polio as an infant in 1953, just before the vaccine
was developed, my parents were instructed by the doctors and
the therapists that the very worst thing that could happen was
for me to wallow in self-pity, and to never let me go there.
Maybe they all thought that if no one ever talked about the
huge assault of this life-changing trauma, it would never
occur to me to think about it, and so I’d never end up in the
Self-Pity Mudpuddle. So what was modeled to me, and which I
dutifully followed, was a constant response of denial.

So I grew up wondering, but never able to put into words, why
it was that no one seemed to understand how really, really
rotten it was that I have to live my entire life with a
disability,  with  restrictions,  with  growing  weakness  and
fatigue and pain.

Fast forward to a recent mini-vacation in Cozumel with my
sister and her husband. I have a lightweight travel scooter
that enables me to zip around, covering distances too great
for me to walk, even with my cane. Well, one night we left the
scooter outside our bungalow door while we charged the battery
inside, but during the night there was a torrential downpour.
Scooters and rain, I learned, are mortal enemies. It was dead.
I called the front desk to ask for a golf cart to come get me
to take me to the resort restaurant for breakfast, but no one
came and it was too far to walk.

At one point, my husband Ray lovingly said, “You know you
can’t go into town without your scooter, and there are no
wheelchairs here.” (He knows me well; well-trained in denial
from toddlerhood, it’s easy for me to say, “Oh, it’ll be
fine”—and then later I am in excruciating pain after walking.
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He needs to speak the truth in love to me so I don’t overdo
things.)

Hit with the realization that I couldn’t walk to breakfast,
much less be able to go shopping with my sister, something I’d
looked forward to for MONTHS, I was confronted again with the
loss of mobility and the loss of independence that a scooter
provides.

So I sat there, choosing to stay present in the feelings that
overwhelmed  me,  paying  attention  to  what  I  was  feeling:
Sadness. Grief. Loss.

Tears.

I invited Jesus into my feelings and looked to Him to help me
process them well.

And then I wondered, Am I feeling self-pity too?

You know, the worst of all sins for polio survivors?

That’s when the lightbulb came on. I realized that self-pity
isn’t a primary feeling like sadness, grief and loss. Self-
pity is a secondary event, a choice to respond to legitimate
negative feelings. But it’s not the only choice. I could also
choose to respond with trust that God knows my pain, He sees
and understands, and I can trust Him to redeem every scrap of
my pain and my grief—for His glory and my good.

I suddenly saw self-pity as analogous to the stink of body
odor. When we’re hot or we exercise, our bodies are designed
to release excess heat through sweat, which doesn’t smell.
It’s natural—it’s God’s gift to us. But if we let the sweat
linger without showering, if we don’t process it by bathing,
bacteria multiply and excrete what DOES stink.

To  draw  the  analogy  out  further,  experiencing  grief  and
sadness is natural and not sinful at all. There’s no stink to
those legitimate feelings that come from life in a fallen



world. But when we don’t bring our feelings to the Lord,
allowing Him to cleanse and purify them as we trust that He is
good and He loves us even when we hurt, they can disintegrate
and start to stink.

So I sat there, for the first time seeing the line between
sadness and self-pity. Sadness happens because of the effects
of  sin  in  a  fallen  world;  Jesus  was  “a  man  of  sorrows,
acquainted with grief” (Isaiah 53:3). But self-pity springs
from the wrong belief that “I don’t deserve this. Life should
treat me better than this. Garbage always happens to ME while
good things happen to others”. . . ad nauseum.

I think we can avoid self-pity by seeking to respond with
truth: “I deserve nothing but hell. Life in a fallen world is
just painful, and this is my share today. Bad things happen to
everyone,  and  good  things  happen  to  everyone,  and  the
difference is the willingness to look for and see them. God is
still good even though He has allowed pain into my life, and I
can trust Him that there is a purpose for my pain.”

By the way, we had to replace the dead scooter, but in His
goodness, the Lord prompted some dear friends to pay for it as
a gift. Now that feeling was on the opposite end of the
spectrum from self-pity!

 

This blog post originally appeared at
http://blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/the_stink_of_self-pit

y on June 19, 2012.
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