
Only One Almighty, Only One Savior 
… your own right hand can save you.  Job 40.14 

 
In the previous chapters God has given Job a lesson that involves creation.  The lesson 

was not how to create, or even why create, but “Were you there when I created?”  

Throughout these chapters Job’s answer would have to be “No; I wasn’t there, and I 

don’t know anything about how you did it”.  But before Job can say that, God drives the 

point home: 

God Continues:  40.1-2 

Shall a faultfinder contend with the Almighty?  He who argues with God, let him 

answer it.   

A faultfinder?  Perhaps we don’t see it like that, but maybe that’s because we do the 

same thing that Job does.  Finding fault with God about various issues in our lives.  I 

won’t ask you if you have done it; I won’t even ask when the last time was—this past 

week?  Yesterday? 

My point is simply that Job is not alone in this situation, and if we have paid any 

attention at all to the previous 2 chapters we know how Job feels at this point. 

The beginning of Job’s Humility (40.3-5) 

Job’s response is humble, for sure:  Behold, I am of small account; what shall I answer 

you?  I lay my hand upon my mouth.  I have spoken once, and I will not answer; twice, 

but I will proceed no further. 

This sounds like an admission of defeat by a soundly defeated foe.  This is the dog that 

goes belly up in submission to an aggressive adversary.  Job is now willing to retreat to 

his corner, to give up the fight. 

And if God had considered him a true adversary, then likely Job would have been taken 

out at this point, and our author could have written a single closing paragraph. 

Instead, God continues to challenge this faultfinder for 2 more chapters.  Maybe you 

think that this is like the coach of a winning team that lets’ his players humiliate the 

losing opposition by running up the score to some incredibly high number. 

But God is not trying to humiliate Job.  Humble, yes.  But there is something else going 

on.  God is driving home the point that not only is Job not THE creator, or a counselor 

to the creator, he is virtually powerless in matters of utmost importance. 

Job’s 3 friends, you may remember, stop their speeches (32.1) because Job was 

righteous in his own eyes—he could see no other condition but his own righteousness, 

though admittedly not quite perfect.  Likewise Elihu burns with anger (32.2) because 

Job justified himself rather than God.  In other words, if someone is going to be in the 

right, it would be Job; meaning that God was the one who made the mistake, who got it 

wrong. 
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And now God presents the challenge:  

God’s Challenges:  (6-24) 

How Self-righteous Are You?  (7-9) 

“We aren’t done yet, Job.  There is more I have to say on the subject.  Put on your big 

boy pants.  I’ll do the questioning, you do the answering.  Are you condemning me so 

that you can be in the right?”   

So here is the issue, plain and simple.  Job’s 4 previous conversation partners had it 

right.  Job is self-righteous to the point of accusing God of wrongdoing. 

God’s next like almost sounds like a defense for “might equals right”:  Have you an arm 

like God?  Can you thunder with a voice like his?  “Arm” is a symbol for strength.  A 

voice of thunder certainly speaks of power let loose. 

What follows is series of commands or challenges followed by an admission of what Job 

would be able to do if he could meet the challenges, and then 2 illustrations of the 

creative power of God of very magnificent creatures.  Those we will look at next week.  

What is important for us this week is the challenge in which  Job will ultimately be 

unable to succeed. 

Are you powerful enough to save yourself?  (10-14) 

“Job, put on majesty and dignity—adorn yourself with them; put on glory and splendor 

as your garments.”  Maybe if he were a Solomon, there might be glory, splendor, dignity 

and majesty, but not Job, sitting in the ash heap with sackcloth for clothes, scraping 

open sores with broken pottery.  Nothing glorious or majestic about Job, especially now. 

“Go ahead and pour out all of your anger; see the proud, arrogant man, and break him 

into tiny pieces.”  Come on Job, you know what anger is like, you have expressed it with 

your 3 friends.  Pour it out on the self-righteous, arrogant person who needs to be 

broken down to size.  Of course Job cannot, for he is that person, now still being cut 

down to size. 

“Look on the proud, take him down to size, and walk all over the wicked right where 

they are, don’t let them escape.  Job, deal with the unrighteousness that is in the world 

around you.  Clean it up, bring judgment on the wicked.” 

“Now Job, once you have done all of that, now bury them.  Send them to the nether-

world, in the hidden place.  Bind them there so that they cannot escape.” 

Job, can you do that?  What’s the problem? 

“If you can do all that—judge the wicked from the place of glory, majesty, dignity and 

splendor, and then execute their punishment, then something else will happen.”  Then I 

will also acknowledge to you that your own right hand can save you. 

When we were kids—12, 13, something like that—we challenged one another.  It might 

be to see how close we could come throwing a pocket knife to our foot without hitting it.  

Running down a hill towards a stream to grab a rope, that if successful thus far, we 
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could swing across the stream.  If not, we got wet and landed on rocks in the stream.  

Another was jumping off a low bridge onto a sandbar. 

If we could meet these challenges, then we had made it—I’m not sure what the ultimate 

point was, but we did it anyway.  We met the challenges or else got a pen knife in our 

foot, got wet in a stream, or sprained an ankle in the jump.  Maybe it took some practice, 

some dry clothes, some bandages, but we did it. 

We were up to meeting our own contests that we sort of knew we could make anyway, 

otherwise we would not have agreed to them in the first place. 

Our youthful challenges were nothing like what Job is facing—and failing.  He can do 

none of them. 

Because he is not God. 

In the event that he didn’t catch that in the previous 2 chapters, this is yet one more 

indication that he as a creature, and a fallen, self-righteous creature at that, clearly is not 

the Almighty. 

If he could do those things, then God would agree to something:  Then I will 

acknowledge to you that your own right hand can save you. 

But he can’t.  And because he is not the Almighty, here is what he cannot do:  he cannot 

save himself.   

Even though God has already stated that Job before his troubles was blameless and 

upright, he feared God and turned away from evil (1.8)—even with those qualifications, 

he is not able to save himself.  Salvation is outside of a person’s ability. 

Remember Micah’s words?   

With what shall I come before the LORD, and bow myself before God on high?  

Shall I come before him with burnt offerings, with calves a year old?  Will the 

LORD be pleased with thousands of rams, with ten thousands of rivers of oil?  

Shall I give my firstborn for my transgression, the fruit of my body for the sin of 

my soul? 

These are words of a person already in covenant with God.  Yet they are the words of 

someone who knows how unfit he is to stand before the Almighty. 

The words that follow are not given as a means to enter into a relationship with God, to 

find justification for sin, but how to live before God as his child, his subject, as one of 

his.  

He has told you, O man, what is good; and what does the LORD require of you 

but to do justice, and to love kindness, and to walk humbly with your God? 

These requirements are not to make peace with God, but to live rightly before him as his 

redeemed, forgiven, justified child. 

Even an upright man, a blameless man, a God-fearing man, cannot save himself.  Only 

God can do that.  No effort on Job’s part could meet the requirements. 
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Not what my hands have done can save my guilty soul; 

not what my toiling flesh has borne can make my spirit whole. 

Not what I feel or do can give me peace with God;  

not all my prayers and sighs and tears can bear my awful load. 

Nothing in my hand I bring, simply to thy cross I cling. 

And that is why Jesus came to save us.  Because there was no other way.  Jesus met the 

challenge that we could not, given any amount of time.  God so loved the world, that he 

gave his only begotten son, that whoever believes on him should not perish, but have 

everlasting life.  That is love. 

 


