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Images of terrible things flashed across the screen of the television. Susan wanted to shut her eyes, 

but somehow they couldn’t help taking in all the suffering that was being shown on the news. People in 

one country were starving. People in another country had been hit by a flood. And still another country 

had been rocked by an earthquake. It was awful. 

“Why do such bad things happen, Mom?” she asked. 

Mother sighed. “At the very bottom of it all,” she paused for emphasis, “—is sin. Sin is the reason. 

God is a holy God, and He can tolerate no sin at all, not even one. So suffering and death are the 

result.” She paused again. “Sin is the enemy.” 

Susan had to think about that for awhile. She had heard it said that suffering was the enemy, and 

that we must do all we can to stop it. People hate suffering, she thought, but not many people hate sin! 

Then another thought struck her. I sin too! 

“God will punish my sin, too!” she thought aloud. 

‘What’s that, Susan?” Mother asked. 

“Oh, n-nothing.” She was embarrassed that she had spoken when she hadn’t meant to. But Mother 

had an idea of what she was thinking. 

“Christ took the punishment for the sins of His people,” Mother reminded Susan. “You don’t have 

to be afraid. God won’t punish us. He might use suffering to correct us, but when He does, it’s to teach 

us and to help us for our good— because He loves us.” 

“Even when I had to get stitches in my knee? 

God used that for my good?” 

“Yes,” Mother nodded, “He did.” 

Susan looked at the scar on her knee and smiled. She had never thought of it that way before. Hmm, 

maybe this scar isn’t so ugly after all. 

Mother turned off the news. “Any more questions?” 

Susan shook her head. “No. But I still don’t like suffering.” 

“Neither do I,” said Mother. “But never forget—sin is worse. Much worse!”♦♦♦ 
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