
 Sacrifice of Thanksgiving 

 To You I shall o�er a sacrifice of thanksgiving, and call upon the name of the Lord. 
 Psalm 116:17 

 Many  people  have  received  the  dreaded  and  dreadful  news  of  failing  health,  a  death 
 sentence  in  many  cases.  Ahead  of  them  lies  pain  and  su�ering,  as  well  as  the  terminal 
 boredom  of  waiting.  Waiting  for  results,  for  progress  or  decline,  for  decisions.  For  some, 
 ahead  of  them  lies  nothing  but  the  cessation  of  this  life.  As  we  all  know,  it  is  not  just  the 
 one  with  the  diagnosis  who  is  a�ected.  In  some  ways,  their  loved  ones  also  carry  that 
 same  diagnosis.  If  it  is  happening  to  one,  it  is  happening  to  all.  All  consciousness  begins 
 to  revolve  around  the  diagnosis.  It  is  di�cult  to  find  something  to  be  thankful  for  in  those 
 times. 

 I  have  been  studying  in  Jeremiah  but  skipped  back  to  this  verse  in  Psalms  because  I  was 
 listening  to  a  speaker  read  Psalm  116  and  the  phrase  “sacrifice  of  thanksgiving”  jumped 
 out  at  me.  I  thought  about  what  a  sacrifice  means  to  me.  I  looked  up  the  definition,  of 
 course,  but  the  “o�cial”  definitions  don’t  seem  to  do  the  word  justice.  To  me,  a  sacrifice  is 
 giving  something  in  spite  of  my  own  need,  love,  or  want,  in  some  cases  to  the  detriment  of 
 my  own  welfare.  I  think  of  parents  who  sacrifice  an  easy  life  so  that  their  children  can  go 
 to  college.  I  think  of  those  parents  who  sacrifice  their  own  meals  so  their  children  don’t  go 
 hungry.  To  me,  a  sacrifice  costs  something.  It  is  often  painful,  almost  always  hard-won, 
 and usually hard to give. 

 When  I  take  these  thoughts  back  to  the  feature  verse,  I  think  about  how  hard  it  is 
 sometimes  to  o�er  our  thanksgiving  to  Creator  God,  to  our  Father,  when  we  are  sitting  in 
 the  middle  of  disaster.  I  think  particularly  when  the  disaster  is  not  of  our  own  making, 
 when  it’s  not  involving  rescue  or  redemption  from  our  own  disobedience,  our  minds 
 immediately  jump  to  just  how  unfair  this  is.  We  don’t  deserve  this!  We  don’t  like  this,  it 
 hurts, it’s hard, and it’s immensely painful. 

 I  know  that  our  God  does  not  enjoy  our  pain.  He  su�ers  with  us,  He  cries  with  us,  He 
 mourns  with  us  when  we  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death.  He  catches  each 
 of  our  tears  in  a  bottle  and  cradles  our  hurt  in  His  own  heart.  When  a  heart  that  is  hurting 
 can  look  to  the  Father  and  o�er  genuine  thanksgiving,  I  believe  this  is  a  beautiful, 
 fragrant o�ering to our King. 

 Thanksgiving  in  the  face  of  dire  circumstances  is  di�cult,  but  those  di�cult  moments  I 
 believe  are  when  we  truly  see  our  Creator.  Blessed  are  those  who  mourn,  for  they  shall  be 
 comforted. 

 Father, we o�er our thanksgiving to You today, in the middle of our pain, in the middle of our 
 mystery, in the face of uncertainty. We know that our hearts, our souls are in Your hands, and 

 we believe that You are good. 
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