
 Many of you know who I am, but for those of you that don’t, my name is Rebecca 

Stephenson and I am up here to tell you about what the Lord has been doing in my life during 

these last months.   It’s actually a very difficult story. It’s painful and rather tragic. It doesn’t 

have a happy ending in sight and at the end of it I wish that I could tidy up all the loose ends for 

you and tell you how it has all worked out for the best. But it hasn’t yet. So before I get ahead of 

myself,  here is a brief recollection of what the Lord has done in my life in the last year.  First, 

He brought our family to this body, Sovereign Grace Church of Louisville. What joy this 

fellowship has given to our family! All of you! Even the ones I don’t know. The time our family 

spent at Sovereign Grace was the highlight of our married life, of our family life. We loved being 

a part of this church body. Also last Summer, we were expecting our fourth child, our first little 

boy, and we were so excited about welcoming him into our family. Last summer however, God 

took our family down a sudden dark path. One morning that seemed like every other morning, 

my husband, my beloved best friend, my husband Wade’s car was hit by another driver and he 

was killed almost instantly. Many of you were there with me that morning in the hospital when 

we found out he was gone. We shared that first shock together and the first of many tears.  The 

following week, in a hazy cocktail of mixed emotions, our baby boy was born! We were so 

happy…. And we were so sad. We brought home little Nicholas, and the following week, when 

he was four days old, we had to rush our daughter, Phoebe, to the emergency room where she 

stayed in the ICU and then the hospital for several days with a septic infection in her leg.  When 

she recovered and we finally left the hospital and our family limped home, I realized I had been 

in the hospital three times within the space of two weeks—for the death of my husband, for the 

birth of my son, and for the illness of my daughter. As I relate this story—I still find it all to be 

surreal. Surely this didn’t happen to me…to my ordinary little family. 



 So when our pastors began preaching to us on the book of Job last September, I was 

listening with everything in me. Like a dry sponge soaking up water, I needed to hear about Job. 

Week by week, as we went through the book, we have been reflecting on the nature of God and 

the problem of suffering and it has been a time of great mental and spiritual wrestling for me. A 

time of questions and confusion and I have been tracking along with Job in some of my darkest 

moments. Asking, “What happened to me? Why does God seem to be against me? Did I do 

something wrong that caused this calamity? Is it even okay for me to be thinking these things 

and having these agonizing questions?” But I would hear Job articulating these feelings and 

submitting them to the Almighty and I found that I was waiting eagerly week after week for 

when God would finally speak and answer Job and we would get some answers, right? And the 

week finally came. God was ready to answer Job after chapters and chapters of difficulty. And 

CJ read these words that God spoke to Job. 

 

    “Where were you when I laid the foundation of the earth? Tell me, if you have 

 understanding. Who determined its measurements—surely you know! Or who stretched 

 the line upon it? On what were its bases sunk, or who laid its cornerstone, when the 

 morning stars sang together and all the sons of God shouted for joy? Or who shut in the 

 sea with doors when it burst out from the womb when I made clouds its garment and 

 thick darkness its swaddling band, and prescribed limits for it and set bars and doors, and 

 said, ‘Thus far shall you come, and no farther, and here shall your proud waves be 

 stayed’? - Job 38:4-8 ESV 

  



 And as I heard these words from God, a great sense of calm came over me, like warm 

honey.  I let the omnipotence, the omnipresence, the sovereignty, and the utter love of God 

absorb all my questions and all my bewilderment into Himself.  And we had a moment together 

that day, me and God,  so that I could remember. God knows that I do not need answers so much 

as I need the comfort and peace that is available by trusting in Him. And I found, like Job, that 

my questions could only be adequately answered in God Himself—that the only safety, the only 

comfort for me, was to be found in God’s magnitude, and in his complete goodness and love for 

me. And I also became increasingly aware that I had a huge Comfort that Job did not have. I had 

the comfort of the cross and what took place there for Wade and for me. And I had the 

Comforter, the Holy Spirit.  Jesus told us that He would come and be of immeasurable help and 

comfort to us. And I find that in my grief, the Holy Spirit dwells among my thoughts and helps 

me with them, guiding them and guarding them and soothing them and turning my hurt toward 

God.  I am amazed at the peace that passes understanding that the Spirit pours into me when I 

ask him, and when I pray for faith and for help.  

 As I say this, it might seem that all is now well with me—that this answered all my grief 

and my struggles. But in all honesty, the last few weeks have been some of the hardest mental 

battles that I have yet faced, with depression and fear pulling me down towards the pit. It is a 

moment by moment clinging to Christ, and to the truth that He is guiding me through this valley 

of the shadow of death. Moment by moment, He alone keeps me in His hand. 

         At the end of Job, another phrase stood out to me in the last chapter—and that phrase was 

this: “And they showed him sympathy and comforted him for all the evil that the Lord had 

brought upon him.” That the LORD brought upon him. There it is. Not Satan, not Job’s sins, but 

the Lord. How do I think about this?  I saw a quote from Spurgeon that spoke to this. He says, 



                   

  “It would be a very sharp and trying experience to me to think that I have an affliction 

 which God never sent me, that the bitter cup was never filled by his hand, that my trials 

 were never measured out by him, nor sent to me by his arrangement of their weight and 

 quantity.”  

 

 Could I believe this sentiment to be true for me? I find it odd that I can—and even more 

odd that it comforts. Certainly it would not be a comfort to think that Satan was in charge of my 

sufferings or my circumstances. But our Lord knows all things and no purpose of his can be 

thwarted. How reassuring that he has numbered our days and has kept every tear in His bottle.  

 When I look around this room, my heart is filled with love for all of you and I feel a deep 

bond of kinship in our Lord—a bond deepened by shared suffering. You have prayed with me 

and for me, you have cried with me, you have joked and laughed with me, you have hugged me, 

you have cared for my material needs and you have cared for my spiritual needs. You have loved 

my children.  All of these things you have done, and you continue to do them. And God uses you 

to encourage me tremendously. Because of Christ, and the work He has done in each of you, and 

in all of us, I have not had to deal with friends like Job did. My experience in this has been the 

total opposite of Job, and I have seen the name of the Lord go forth glorified to many 

nonbelievers because of the witness of this body of believers and how they handled Wade’s 

death and cared for our family. 

    While I still am working through many painful days, I know that God will not forsake me and 

I am counting on him to sustain me and to enable me by His Grace to speak of Him what is right, 

and to bear witness of His love. One day when Christ makes all things right, we will all be 



together again, and we will look back and see God’s goodness throughout our darkest nights, and 

we will delight in the Lord together with Wade, and with so many brothers and sisters and 

children who have gone on ahead of us into Jesus. I long for that day with all of you, and I am 

grateful to my Savior, who makes this hope possible. 

	


