
Why me, Lord? 

Do you remember the first time you ever got angry at God? I’m not talking a little miffed, here. I’m 

talking about the throwing-your-hands-up-in-the-air, demanding-to-know-how-he-could-let-something-

so-awful-happen-to-you kind of angry. Maybe you even cursed His name.  

I vividly recall the first time I got that angry with God. It was 3:27 a.m. on December 26, 1997. I had just 

found out in the most publicly humiliating way that a person I’d known, loved, and trusted for five years 

lied to me. And not a little lie, either. It was the kind of lie that changes lives forever and ends 

relationships. I was so blazing mad (and in deep despair) that I dragged my fully decorated Christmas 

tree from my apartment to the Dumpster outside, loudly proclaiming, “Why me, Lord? What did I do to 

deserve this?” the entire way there and back. I’m pretty sure there was some cursing, too. I am ashamed 

to even admit that, but I share it with you today because I feel God has laid it on my heart to do so. 

(John 10:4-5) That’s the short version of this story. The longer version is messier and not entirely 

necessary for making my point.  

It took me a long time (and the guidance of some very influential Christian people in my life) to get past 

my anger and realize that God hadn’t done anything to me. Despite what we may think, God doesn’t 

cause bad things to happen to us. God may know the hardships we’re about to endure. He isn’t the 

architect of them. What He is, my friends, is the provider of the grace needed to see us through those 

hard times. (1 Peter 5:10) (Isaiah 41:10) 

Do you know why those Christian influencers in my life were so effective at convincing me that God 

wasn’t plotting and scheming to make my life miserable? It’s because they didn’t pile on spiritual 

platitudes when I was hurting. They never used the Gospel to try to minimize my pain because that’s not 

how Jesus treated people. Instead, they showed me the fruit of God’s spirit. They were loving and 

patient and kind. They validated that what I went through was awful and that they were sorry I had to 

endure it. Their compassion reflected the love they each had for Jesus (and the love He has for us). 

Instead of turning away from God when I was so angry, I embraced him harder than I ever had before.  

If we’re honest, I think we can all recall a time when we’ve felt completely abandoned by God. We’re 

only human. It happens. The question is, do we continue to feel that way? I’m happy to say that’s the 

last time I’ve ever been so angry at God that I’ve considered abandoning my faith. It doesn’t mean it’s 

the last time I’ve ever gone through difficult times that have tested my trust and love for God. Lord 

knows there have been plenty. Now, instead of cursing God for letting bad things happen to me, I thank 

Him for giving me the strength to bear them. (Nehemiah 8:10) 

 


