Just Thinking
Ralph V Harvey
I have often read the book of Job and I once did a series of sermons on this faithful servant of God. One cannot help but be impressed with Job’s spiritual stamina in the face of every conceivable type of trouble and opposition. He lost his possessions, his family and health in rapid succession, but he didn’t lose his faith. His friends tried hard to convince him that he should repent of some secret sin for which God was punishing him. Job was not perfect, but when has there ever been a man who showed himself to be more righteous and faithful than Job?
Recently, I heard a radio sermon about Job, preached by the late Dr. Warren Wiersbe. I am now 85 years old and as I listened to that sermon, I began to think about my own life and 40 years of missionary service. 
I thought to myself, “Why have I never been subjected to similar circumstances?” I was hospitalized as a child to have my tonsils out and my second visit to a hospital came after our retirement in 2003. My wife had a hysterectomy, but recovered well. The children are healthy and none of us has ever broken a bone. We have both had fractured ribs, and I fractured my collar bone when an angry bull hit me and threw me into a fence, but none of these required a doctor’s services. 
Our children love the Lord and are faithfully serving him in their churches. Two of our seven grandchildren recently married fine Christian partners and both couples are praying about the possibility of a missions or ministry career. I pray that they and all seven grandchildren will be blessed of God like we have been blessed.
My thinking was interrupted by Dr. Wiersbe, who mentioned Jobs’ wife. She told him, “Dost thou still retain thine integrity? curse God, and die!” 

I thought about my own wife, Verna who has always been my encourager and comforter in troubling times. She never, ever suggested that I do something evil and after 60 years of marriage, I can honestly say that I have never met a couple that had a better marriage than ours. At times when things were not going smoothly in my life, I asked “Why me, Lord?”  Now, I was asking God that same question, but for a different reason. “Why have you spared me all of those difficult tribulations that Job faced?” I didn’t deserve such a wonderful life, marriage, family and ministry! 
In the early years of our missionary service, Verna spent much time in the home while I was involved in evangelism and other ministries. Before long, nearly every believer in Austria knew me personally, but many had not met Verna. When they saw her at a conference or other event, some would ask, “Who is that woman?” The reply was something like, “Oh, that is Ralph’s wife.”  During the second half of our missionary career, it went the other way. People would ask, “Who is that man?” and the answer would come, “Oh, that is Verna’s husband.”

Like most missionary wives, Verna was much involved in church ministries. She led children’s and women’s ministries, played accordion to accompany hymns and helped with whatever needed done. At some point people also discovered that she was a fantastic cook! She was soon being swamped with requests to cook for church gatherings, camps and conferences. After we founded the Austrian Bible Institute, Verna cooked for the students and staff for the first seven years. Graduates still like to talk about her cooking. If a small fork or spoon was included in the place settings, the students called it “the minor prophet.” It meant dessert was coming. They always looked forward to Fridays. That was when they had what they called “the week in review.” This was the title of a TV news show, but for the students it was a delicious meal made mostly from leftovers. Verna always wanted to author a cookbook for “Leftovers” with an index of leftovers that led to recipes for meals that could be made from them. Every time I enter a bookstore and see the many cookbooks for sale, I think, “Verna’s Cookbook is missing.” It certainly would have been a best seller! 
We retired from Austria in October, 2002 because I was beginning to have health problems. Since 1995, I have had many procedures to remove skin cancer and in 2003, I had hydracele surgery and another surgery for an umbilical hernia. In 2004, came an orchiechtomy and a year later, I had open heart surgery with four bypasses. 
Verna enjoyed good health until 2019 when the first signs of dementia appeared. I read all I could find about this disease.  Experts and doctors agreed, that there is no cure. Dementia keeps getting worse until its victims die. By Verna’s 81st birthday in 2021, she could no longer cook or do most other things that she was so well known for. I asked how she made pancakes and she said she could not recall making them. I found her recipe and they were okay, but not as good as the ones she used to make! I wanted to make egg salad sandwiches for supper and asked her if I should first bring the water to boil and put the egg in, or put the egg into cold water and bring it to a boil. She didn’t know. I had made this meal before and remembered that I had just scrambled the eggs and then mixed in the mayonnaise. 

In 2022, Verna spent eleven weeks in hospitals and rehab centers.  It was sad to think that my dear wife would never get better or be healed, but even sadder, knowing that she would soon be confined to bed. She entered hospice care in our home on September 19th and quietly passed into the presence of her Savior 48 hours later. She seldom opened her eyes in those final days and didn’t drink or eat anything, but she seemed to have no pain and was at peace. 
Since Verna’s departure from this world and entrance into heaven, I have done much thinking.

When the children were younger, Verna tried her best to help with homework and free me up for ministry. The fluctuating exchange rates and missionary salary kept us dependant on the Lord and each other, but we never experienced personal tragedies and losses like Job. I am now more aware of the many jobs that Verna used to do so efficiently. She did the shopping, kept an attractively decorated, clean and welcoming home, paid bills and balanced our bank account in addition to regular housework and ministry obligations. Verna was not computer literate and did everything manually, but we never had a problem. 

After we retired, Verna had over a thousand work-outs at a local Curves studio, served as official photographer and co-hosted flower shows for the Country Garden Club and raised eight puppies for The Seeing Eye. 

Just thinking about my wife distracted me from Dr. Wiersbe’s sermon about Job and it was a delightful excursion, but then my thoughts returned to the reason for writing this. 
God began speaking to me. He seemed to say, “You are not Job, nor are you anything like Job.”  Verna was definitely not anything like Job’s wife! I see no good reason why Verna married me except that God put us together! How he got us together was just as miraculous as how he used us to serve his purposes. 
In the first five verses of the book of Job, he was already married, had ten children and he was extremely wealthy in this world’s goods. Were his parents poor or wealthy? Godly or worldly? Was Job always a good boy, or had he once been a rebellious and selfish kid like me, who then gave his life to God? The Bible just tells us that Job was recognized as a godly man, the greatest man in the East, upright in all his ways. That is certainly something to think about!
I can imagine that in his youthful years, girls dreamed of becoming his wife. He probably had many beautiful and gifted girls to choose from. Because life had always been good to Job, potential faults remained hidden in the background, but when hard times hit, it all surfaced. Job remained humble and faithful to God, but his wife became bitter and urged Job to curse God and die. 
We read that Job had several close friends with whom he had spent many hours of good fellowship, yet when they learned of Job’s troubles, they could not think of any good advice. They just made observations and drew conclusions that were common to man.  

When one considers the marriages of many great men of God, many had serious faults, but God used and blessed them. He also prepared, enabled and used us in his work. 
People used to say that I was rebellious and incorrigible. When I think back, I believe I was just critical. I always questioned authority, but not because I was antiauthoritarian. If I asked “Why?” and got the answer, “Because I said so!” I lost respect for that “authority.” Fortunately, I found Christians whom I respected and learned from. Many of the latter didn’t just tell me and others what we should do, but demonstrated it in their lives and relationships. They earnestly wanted others to have that same faith and relationship to God that they enjoyed. 
As long as I thought things were going my way, I was not interested in giving my life to Christ. At 19, I had a good job and was driving my fifth car, a nice convertible. It was after a midnight police chase in May of 1956, that my world began to crumble. I was able to outrun my pursuer, but the following morning, an officer knocked on our door and handed me a summons to appear in court. 
I knew that the officer had not gotten my license tag number and denied before the judge that it was me he had been chasing. The judge replied, that if I could show him another customized pink Ford convertible, with tailfins and airbrushed flames flowing across the hood and down the sides, he would consider my innocence.  

I was the last to leave the courtroom and when I saw a folder with my name on it lying on the unattended clerk’s desk, I took it with me. I thought that I could get away without paying that huge fine! 
A month later, there was another court appearance but this time, the judge had me locked up in the County Jail! The huge fine had gotten much bigger! 
I am still thinking of Dr. Wiersbe’s sermon about Job. 
It dawned upon me that we too experienced numerous attacks of Satan, but we never considered them personal attacks. Satan’s attacks on Job were of a personal nature; his possessions, his family, his health, his wife and even his friends. Satan’s attacks on us were mostly directed at our ministries. God also blessed these greatly, but when attacks came, they were painful and even cruel. 
That is when I started asking, “Why me?” Most prayer requests we hear are also of a personal nature. We are asked to pray for health issues, financial needs, wayward children, a job, a lost key or many other things. How often do people ask you to pray for their relationship to Christ, about the Lord’s leading in attending a Bible College, in the choice of a marriage partner or for wisdom in making an important career or ministry decision?

Most of the attacks we experienced were painful, but we didn’t take them personally. Satan’s attacks were aimed at God and our ministry which we viewed as God’s work. Some of those attacks came from the government, evil people, or secular institutions and businesses. Other attacks came from Christians, even co-workers.  I was accused of misappropriating funds of the Bible Institute, but I saw it as an attack on God’s work and left the matter with him to take care of (he did). We just happened to be involved. 
When I think about it, I suppose we could have avoided ministry attacks by giving up missionary service, but personal attacks would likely have taken their place and these are much more difficult to deal with. In the mid -90s, a series of ministry attacks nearly led to me ending our missionary career. I crashed and even wrote a letter of resignation to the mission. By God’s grace, I had been asked to deliver a mission challenge based on II Peter, chapter 1. God used that passage to pull me out of my sinkhole of despair and we enjoyed ten more years of fruitful ministry in Austria. We continued serving God together in retirement.
I thought that my article was finished and had already posted the above pages on my website, but the next day was Sunday and I read Psalm 44 in my morning devotional time. The similarities between this chapter and the book of Job are astounding! I had to read the chapter a second and third time to digest what it was saying to me. 
The first verses of Psalm 44 seem like a repeat of the first verses of the book of Job! Everything is fine and God is on his throne, protecting, blessing and looking after his own. In Psalm 44:1-8, the writer (King David?) thanks and praises God for protection and deliverance from [Israel’s] enemies. He pledges to continue praising and thanking him - all day long and forever!  

As in the book of Job, there comes an abrupt and unexpected change (verse 9). The psalmist observes that God has deserted his people without any reason or explanation. The description of this puzzling situation continues through verse 17. 
In verses 18-21 the writer repeatedly states that God’s people had not sinned grievously nor turned from God nor committed sins worthy of such a change in God’s care and protection. In the final verses of the chapter, the writer is desperate for some sign or word from God and even asks God if he was sleeping! Unlike the book of Job, however, Chapter 44 ends without any satisfactory explanation or happy ending. We just have the confused psalmist saying, “God, I thought that I knew you!” 
This is the reason why I am adding this Post Script to "Just Thinking." I hope and pray that readers can learn what I hope I have learned.

---- * ----
I mentioned earlier that there must have been many girls who dreamed of becoming Job's wife. Job’s wife must have been lovely to look upon, intelligent, well-educated, gifted and in every way impressive. 

When she said to her husband, "Curse God and die!" Job must have said, "I thought I knew you!" or perhaps, "I thought you loved me!"

Not long after my conversion I recall thinking, "How can God expect people to believe and trust him when we never hear his voice, sense his presence, see his face or even get to shake his hand?" After considering the statement of Job's wife, it occurred to me that this was the answer to that question. How many friends did Job have that he thought he knew? How many close friends did I have (or think I had) before I was saved who never cared to see me again after I gave my life to God? 
Knowing God is much more than knowing of him or seeing visions of him. It is not just experiencing his protection and blessing. There will likely be times when we too will be saying, “God, I thought that I knew you!” When we commit our lives to Christ, he begins a genuine, long-lasting relationship in love and truth! Someone who can only love and serve God in good times, is probably not a seasoned believer and perhaps not one at all. There will be times when we cannot see the end of a tunnel. If it is the first time, we may yield to the temptation to question whether we really know God at all. In time, however, our faith will be strengthened and we will be able to thank God for helping us through even before we can see the end of the tunnel.
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