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I’m Mad, But That’s OK 

 

Circumstances have occurred to all of us over the past week, the past month, the past year, the 

past lifetime that have just really ticked me off. Have made me angry. Have filled me with 

righteous wrath and indignation. Have driven me to raise my voice (OK, metaphorically 

speaking) in lament. Why do things sometimes feel so unfair? And then I immediately feel guilty 

for feeling angry, because that’s how I roll. 

You know what? I’m at the point now where I think it’s ok to be angry, to acknowledge 

unfairness and just go with being really mad about it because to me, at least, that feels easier than 

being sad. I often feel a piquant combination of the two, a hefty dose of “You know what? This 

really stinks” followed by a soupcon of “OK, now I’m really mad about this”. And you know 

who to blame about it all, right? Why, God of course. He (or she) who allows bad things to 

happen to good people. 

Blaming God for when things go wrong is certainly nothing new. I was actually really 

disappointed in the scripture readings appointed for today.  What did we get? A psalm praising 

how God has helped and shown his favor, a gospel that’s another agricultural parable, and a 

letter from Paul to the Romans about waiting with hope and patience for the kingdom, for glory 

and for punctuation. I would have preferred a main course of Job or even better, the lesser-

known but refreshingly cranky Habakkuk: “Oh Lord, how long shall I cry for help, and you will 

not listen? Or cry to you ‘Violence!’ and you will not save? Why do you make me see wrong-

doing and look at trouble? Destruction and violence are before me, strife and contention arise. So 

the law becomes slack and justice never prevails. The wicked surround the righteous- therefore 

judgment comes forth perverted.”  Yeah, that’s a good start. And then follow it with maybe one 

of the 65 or so psalms of lament or complaint for dessert. “I am like a man without strength. I am 

set apart with the dead, like the slain who lie in the grave, whom you remember no more, who 

are cut off from your care. You have put me in the lowest pit, in the darkest depths. Your wrath 

lies heavily upon me; you have overwhelmed me with all your waves.” I really like it when 

scripture reinforces the way that I am feeling and doesn’t challenge me to change.  

But in the beginning, when I mentioned that feeling angry with God makes me feel guilty? I’m 

working on letting that go. A Lutheran pastor, the late Herbert Hohenstein said in an essay called 

Oh Blessed Rage that whining at God (that would be a lament) is totally compatible with a life of 

faith. Authentically and genuinely human, the laments “proclaim and affirm the ambiguous 

nature of faith. God’s sons and daughters believe and doubt, trust and despair, hate and love 

simultaneously.” And about anger, he asks who else should you yell at?  



Be angry at God instead of going out and kicking the cat. He writes “Angry laments tend to 

vitalize prayer. It is extremely fortunate that God is an incurable insomniac or I am convinced 

that the emotionless prayers which frequently ascend to his throne would put him to sleep. That 

cannot happen when the prayer becomes an angry lament. If there is one truth that stands out in a 

study of the biblical lament,” he says, “it is that God does not ignore the lamenter but instead 

always listens to the plaintive cry. Angry laments keep God awake.” The squeaky wheel DOES 

get the grease. 

A couple of years ago, I was in Dallas at a workshop and was introduced to a contemporary book 

of laments written by poet Ann Weems after the loss of her son at 21. Her poems are 

excruciatingly painful and beautiful and each, after questioning God, pleading to God, yelling at 

God and doubting his wisdom they amazingly, always circle back to faith. Back to the assurance 

that God lives for her, even in the unexplainable and the unimaginable. She is one of the 

righteous who lives by faith, even when that faith seems to make no sense.  

Nadia Bolz-Weber (no, we’re not tired of referencing her yet) says that scriptures of anger and 

complaint are an indication that the ancients took their faith and God’s promises seriously and 

that we as a society have lost a sense of that covenantal relationship with God. She writes “We 

don’t seem to have retained that part of the life of faith very well. Maybe our society’s general 

lack of covenant-keeping diminishes the power of promises these days. We don’t trust the 

promises of the government, we don’t trust the promises of public schooling, we don’t trust the 

promises of each other and we certainly don’t trust the church. So it’s understandably acceptable 

to just walk away when things get hard. When we no longer enjoy our partners, or our cars, or 

our sneakers, we just dispense with them and get something better. So maybe it’s no surprise 

how easy it is to dispense with God when things get tough, rather than have it out with him, as 

though it’s impolite or impious to remind God of God’s promises. To say “you promised and all 

evidence points to the fact that you, God, are not following through’.” 

But that’s exactly what we should do. Like Ann Weems, like Habakkuk, like the authors of the 

many psalms of complaint, we seek righteousness. Nadia writes that “to be righteous is to rely on 

God, to trust God, to speak of God, to lean into God. To be righteous is to rely on God so deeply 

that we refuse to leave…and to take the promises of God seriously enough to be unafraid of 

lament.”  

“The righteous who live by faith’” she concludes,” are not the good people who, because of their 

goodness, are blessed by God, but those who live in reliance to this God who is present not only 

at times of joy but also in times of real suffering. So we lean into the promise that God makes all 

things new even when it doesn’t seem like that is happening. And when these promises seem so 

far from being realized, then faith is just how we live in the meantime.” 

Me? I’m beginning to hope, I’m beginning to believe that being angry with God then, is alright. 

To feel that life is treating us or those we love unfairly doesn’t mean that I have turned my back 



on God or that God has turned God’s back on me. I’m beginning to hope, I’m beginning to 

believe that crying out with lament isn’t going to choke out a whispered breath of gratitude and 

faith. So like in this excerpt from Ann Weems, I’ll listen to the lament and be amazed and 

wonder at the faith and trust that follow. 

Lament Psalm 5 by Ann Weems (excerpt) 

O God, find me! 

Come into this valley 

and find me! 

Bring me out of this land 

of weeping. 

O you to whom I belong, 

find me! 

I will wait here, 

for you have never failed 

to come to me. 

I will wait here, 

for you have always been faithful. 

I will wait here,  

for you are my God, 

and you have promised 

that you counted the hairs on my head. 

Amen. 

 

 

 

 


