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A friend from seminary posted a meme on his Facebook page… one of these pictures with a cheeky little
saying on it. This one was of Yoda, the little green wisdom figure from Star Wars. The saying was a modified
version of the speech he gives Luke Skywalker in the second movie: Empire Strikes Back.
“Fear leads to Anger. Anger leads to Hate. Hate leads to suffering.”
Instead, the meme’s quote read, “Suffering leads to endurance. Endurance leads to character. Character leads
to hope.”
This really bugged me. I get that my suffering has taught me things. But I have never liked the idea that
suffering is inherently good. And moreover, I have become convinced the more I’ve read the Bible and very
smart people who have written about the Bible the past couple of millennia that God does not want
humankind to suffer. FULL STOP.
On a special day like Trinity Sunday, when we celebrate the wonderful and mysterious nature of God: Father,
Son, and Holy Spirit; why on earth would we want to talk about human suffering? And why would we want to
talk about it in a way that could risk encouraging suffering people to suffer more for Jesus?
About a year after my ordination, I was planning to take part in a special program called, Study Refresher. My
seminary had received a grant to bring new clergy back to campus for a week of reconnecting and refreshing
academic skills and knowledge. I was living off of highway 99 and a hundred and fifth in Seattle’s Northgate
neighborhood in a duplex. My bags were packed and I was getting ready to head to bed to catch the early
flight the next day, a Sunday.
There was a knock on the door. I asked my fiancé to get the door. I heard scuffle and two men with guns
pushed their way in. I saw them holding a gun to my fiancé’s head as they told me to stand against the wall.
The one who did the talking oriented us to what was happening. They were here for the drugs. If we just told
them where the drugs were, they wouldn’t hurt us.
Despite being in total shock, a couple clues let us know what had happened. First, the robbers kept telling us
they wouldn’t hurt our baby. The couple next door had a baby. We did not. Second, they believed we had
large quantities of illicit drugs and we did not. We surmised quickly that they had come to roll our neighbors
and steal the drugs they had apparently been selling. The neighbors knew something was up and had left town
for the weekend. The robbers got the wrong duplex.
By the time we figured out what was happening, my fiancé and I were laying face down in a tiny kitchen with
our hands duct taped behind our back and a man with a gun chatting us up.
When he asked what I did and I said I was a minister, he responded, “I was raised by a minister.” When I was
scared he was going to shoot my fiancé and I began to cry and pray. He saw my distress and got me a pillow
from the coach to make me more comfortable.
When they realized we weren’t the right targets, they tried to access the other unit but couldn’t. They
threatened us some more so they could make a clean getaway while we cowered and they left us.

When I sought treatment for Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, I asked my therapist to include my spirituality as
it is a very important part of how I make sense of events like these.
One day, when I was really struggling, she asked me, “Where was God when you were laying on the floor,
Arienne?”
In that moment I was so shaken and hurt I didn’t really have a good answer. “Jesus was laying on the floor
next to me weeping.” Was all I could come up with. “That doesn’t sound very satisfying,” she answered. And I
realized she was right. The more I thought about it, Jesus wasn’t the one I was talking to the most after the
robbery. Jesus knew my suffering and I knew eventually his saving help would be mine if I loved him.
But that wasn’t what saved me.
God the Creator had made a person with the ability to survive such a traumatic event. The Holy Spirit came
along side me to comfort me and to cause me to do something I never would have otherwise done: slow
down. I needed to process what had happened and remember who God had made me to be.
I wonder if the reason we hear Paul’s account of how to think about the present suffering in his letter to the
church in Rome is that we encounter each of God’s persons viscerally in our suffering. It’s one of the easiest
places to see our suffering.
We ask ourselves if God created us to suffer.
We ask ourselves if God understands how much it hurts.
We ask for help, comfort and goodwill from human and divine connections while we re-form our being after
we have experienced something that tears at our sense of being.
Lately, people around the world have experienced a lot of suffering: COVID, War, political violence.
And even the world itself is beginning to endure the suffering of humankind as we accelerate the acidification
of our oceans, severe weather and wildfires reshape landscapes.
Do Christians really believe this sort of suffering produces endurance? Maybe. But that does not mean that
suffering is good.
Christians do not believe that God wishes humans to hurt. We humans choose to hurt each other because God
gave us the power to choose.
But God also created us for Love and Life. When we walked away and became increasingly unsure God could
still love us or that we could fix the problems we created, God sent a Son, his only Son to be a witness to our
suffering and to show us how to fix the problems our sin had wrought on the world. Then God gave us an
advocate. Now that we knew Jesus’ way, we needed to be connected together in a Body so we could multiply
our holy effort and walk in it.
As I gaze upon you holy people, I think about what St. David’s has faced in the past couple of years. The loss,
the frustration, the hurt, the suffering.
God the Creator made you for goodness. God placed you here in Shelton and called you together in Christian
community.

God sent you Jesus to show you how to live together and walk alongside you in times of suffering.
And God has sent you the Holy Spirit to be with you as you try to find hope in these strange and painful days.
As we move into a new season of healing and understanding, we would do well to remember that God was
always with us: Creating us with the very stuff we would need for this moment, laying next to us when we are
down on the ground, and connecting us to the people who can help us heal.
Amen

