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Oh, blessed be GOD! 

    He didn’t go off and leave us. 
He didn’t abandon us defenseless, 

    helpless as a rabbit in a pack of snarling dogs. 
7 We’ve flown free from their fangs, 
    free of their traps, free as a bird. 

Their grip is broken; 
    we’re free as a bird in flight. 

8 GOD’s strong name is our help, 
    the same GOD who made heaven and earth.  Psalm 124 

 

From whence comes our trouble? What is the trouble that we experience? There are so 
many ways that we could answer these questions. Our trouble comes from the hazards 
of the earth, from the world of nature and earthly powers. But our trouble also comes 
from relationships, defined through spiritual realities and neglect that cause us pain. 
Who has not experienced the trauma of guilt that has paralyzed us, as we try and put 
the pieces of our life together? Trouble is everywhere. It is in temptation, love, desires 
and the weaknesses that exist in all of us. But even though we feel defenseless against 
many of our troubles, we have a God whose strengths are no match for the trouble that 
meets us every day. We can fly up free as a bird, as the dangers that come our way 
seem to fall short from our powerlessness to fight them.  
 
It is common for us to question ourselves and God when various troubles infect our lives 
with pain. I remember my father turning to me, in the last months of his life battling 
cancer, and asking me, “What did I do to deserve this?” I saw the longing in his eyes as 
he asked me. Being a pastor, I know he thought I had the secrets to all the mysteries of 
life, including the reason for the pain he was enduring. When I turned to him and said, 
“You did nothing Dad, to deserve this. Nobody deserves this. The world is a cruel place, 
sometimes. You just happened to be in the way when the world decided to dish out 
some of its pain. But I am here, and so is God.” My dad never cried before, but at that 
moment the tears that had been pressurized for years, erupted with love and sadness. I 
never felt as close to him than at that moment, or in the next few months before his 
death. Sometimes help means saying the truth, instead of trying to find a clever or 
profound answer, that in the end is conjecture or a lie. To this day I believe he 
appreciated my honesty, that for him was translated into love.  
 
Help comes from the strangest places, but always from God. God knows how to help, 
not just to eradicate pain. Help means standing with a person as they struggle with their 
fear, it means trembling in the thought that we know nothing about the suffering of the 
world, but decided to shake our fist at it and then bow to its inevitability. It also means 
relaxing, as we experience God putting us on the back of a bird to fly above the dangers 
below. Help can mean so many different things for us, but only God knows us and 
knows what help means in our situation. Most of the time it boils down to this----
compassion and honesty. There are no greater healing agents. Honesty gives us a 
chance to evaluate our life of trouble without the need to invent strange conclusions to 



our problem. Compassion helps us stand in the center of the trouble without fear, 
knowing that others hurt with us. Of course, this is God’s wisdom and love for us. God’s 
strength is in God’s truth. We cannot run away from God’s truth. It is better to run to it. 
We may be surprised on what we find.   


