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A  H E S E D W O R D S  A R T I C L E

Not Finished Waking
What Job and David staked everything on, before either of them had proof

— and what it gives a pastor standing at a graveside

✦     ✦     ✦

N O R M A N  R E E D  ·  J U N E  2 0 2 6

ou learn fairly quickly that nothing you say at a funeral will make the

loss smaller. You learn it less quickly, but you learn it, that most of the

phrases handed to you for the occasion are not actually comfort —

they are distance. She is in a better place. Time heals. He is not suffering

anymore. True, some of them, in their own register. But said to a person staring

at a coffin, they function less like balm and more like a hand on the shoulder,

steering toward the door.

What the room actually needs is harder to supply. Not an explanation of why

this happened. Not a reframing that makes the grief feel premature, as if the

bereaved have simply not yet arrived at the proper theological vantage point.

What the room needs is something solid enough to lean on that does not ask the

grief to apologise for itself first.

This is the place most funeral language quietly fails. It tries to resolve what it

should be holding.
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There is an old habit, in the pastoral guild, of reaching for resurrection too early

and too thin — stating it as information to be accepted rather than a hope that

cost someone everything to speak. Said that way, it lands as one more fact

competing with the fact of the body in the room. The family does not need to be

told that death is not real. They need something that has already stood where

they are standing and did not flinch.

Two men did, long before the resurrection had a name.

T W O  M E N  O N  T H E  F L O O R

ob’s situation needs no embellishing. Everything is gone — children,

wealth, health, the regard of his own wife. He sits in ash with a piece of

broken pottery, scraping his skin, and the silence of heaven has not broken.

His friends, to their credit, sit with him in that silence for seven days before

either side speaks. Then Job opens his mouth, and what comes out is not

measured. He curses the day of his birth. He wants his case written down,

inscribed in rock, so that what is happening to him is not lost to time the way his

children already have been.

And then, with no warning and no evidence to support it, in the middle of that

exact speech:

For I know that my Redeemer lives, and at the last he will stand upon the

earth. And after my skin has been thus destroyed, yet in my flesh I shall see

God, whom I myself will see, and my eyes shall behold, and not another.

J O B  1 9 : 2 5 – 2 7  ·  E S V
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Not I hope. Not I am trying to believe. The Hebrew is yada — the kind of

knowing that sits underneath argument, not on top of it. He says it with nothing

in his circumstances to justify it. The hedge is still down. The whirlwind has not

come. He says it anyway.

David’s ruin is a different shape, but the same floor. Psalm 17 opens as a legal

plea — hear a just cause, attend to my cry. He is surrounded by people actively

trying to kill him, and the psalm does not pretend otherwise. Worse, the men

doing it are thriving.

You fill their womb with treasure; they are satisfied with children, and they

leave their abundance to their infants. As for me, I shall behold your face in

righteousness; when I awake, I shall be satisfied with your likeness.

P S A L M  1 7 : 1 4 – 1 5  ·  E S V

David could have asked God to even the score — more wealth, more safety, a

longer life than his enemies get. He does not. He says something stranger: that

none of what they have is what he wants. What he wants, when this is over, is to

see God’s face.

Neither man’s circumstances changed before he spoke. That is the detail worth

sitting with before going further. The declaration came first. The evidence — if

it ever came at all — came after.

O N E  W O R D ,  S A I D  B Y  B O T H
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T he verb is chazah — to behold, to gaze on directly. Job says it: in my

flesh I shall see God. David says it: I shall behold your face. Same root.

Same first-person form. Two men who have nothing else in common —

different centuries, different griefs, different reasons for being on the floor —

reaching for the identical word to name what they are actually after.

It is worth noticing what they are not saying. Neither man asks for the pain to

end, or the record set straight, or his name cleared before his accusers. Job does

not even ask for his children back. What both of them name, when pressed to

their absolute limit, is a face. Not a concept. Not a state of being. A person,

looked at directly.

Job underlines it twice in one breath — whom I myself will see, and my eyes

shall behold, and not another. Not a report passed to him. His own eyes. David’s

version carries the same weight in a quieter key — he opens the psalm with an

emphatic I, setting himself apart from the men who are satisfied with what fills a

house. He will take a face. Let them keep their sons.

This is the place a pastor can stand without flinching, and it is worth saying

plainly: most of what we offer a grieving family, even with good intentions,

stays at the level of report. She is with the Lord now. He is at peace. True

enough, probably. But report is not what either of these men were after, and it is

not, in the end, what grief is actually asking for either. Grief is not asking to be

told a fact about the deceased’s location. It is asking whether the person it loved

is still being looked at — directly, by name, by someone who knows them.
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Job and David did not get an explanation for their suffering. They got the

conviction that they would, eventually, be seen and see in return. That is a

thinner promise than most funeral language pretends to offer, and somehow a

sturdier one.

A S L E E P ,  N O T  G O N E

avid’s seeing comes with a timestamp: when I awake. The Hebrew is

b’haqitz, from the root qitz — to wake from sleep. Read on its own, in

a psalm about being hunted by enemies, it could mean nothing more

than tomorrow morning. But the same root surfaces in the one Old Testament

passage that names resurrection without ambiguity.

And many of those who sleep in the dust of the earth shall awake, some to

everlasting life, and some to shame and everlasting contempt.

D A N I E L  1 2 : 2  ·  E S V

Same root, same verb. Once that is in view, David’s “when I awake” stops

sounding like an alarm clock and starts sounding like a grave.

Job had already said the harder version of the same thing without the soft word.

After my skin has been thus destroyed, yet in my flesh I shall see God. He does

not call it sleep. He calls it what it plainly is — the body gone, the seeing still to

come. David’s language is gentler, but reaching for the same shape of hope: an

interruption, not an ending.
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This is where the church’s old habit of calling the dead “asleep” stops being a

euphemism and starts being a claim. Paul writes about those who have fallen

asleep the way someone uses a word they did not invent and know the weight

of. He is standing in a line that runs back through Daniel’s dust and David’s

haqitz — people who looked at a body that had stopped, and refused to call it

the last word on that person.

It matters, pastorally, that the word is sleep and not silence. Sleep is not absence.

It is a state someone is held in, on the way to something else. Nobody at a

graveside needs to be told their loved one is now nothing. What this thread

offers, carefully and without overstating it, is the older and stranger claim —

that the one in the ground is asleep in the specific sense Daniel meant it, the

sense that has a waking built into the word itself.

W H O S E  W A K I N G  A L R E A D Y  H A P P E N E D

ob and David said what they said without proof. That is the part worth not

rushing past. Yada — Job’s knowing — was knowing without evidence,

spoken into a silence that did not answer back for chapters. David’s

echezeh was a resolve, not a report. Both men staked their hope on a seeing that

had not happened yet, on a waking still to come.

Then it happened to someone, and it was witnessed.

But in fact Christ has been raised from the dead, the firstfruits of those who

have fallen asleep.

1  C O R I N T H I A N S  1 5 : 2 0  ·  E S V
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Paul’s word for it is firstfruits — not a metaphor for general possibility but a

specific agricultural term: the first sheaf cut from a harvest, offered as evidence

and guarantee that the rest of the field is coming behind it. The same word —

asleep — Job and David were reaching toward without yet being able to use it

that way.

This is the difference between a conviction and a guarantee, and it is not a small

one to hold at a graveside. Job believed without seeing. The disciples saw.

Thomas put his hand in the wound. The women at the tomb were sent

specifically to go and tell, because what had happened to them was not a private

intuition but a fact with witnesses. My own eyes shall behold, and not another

— Job’s defiant insistence on direct seeing, decades before he could have

imagined it would be answered this literally, in a body, to people who knew the

man and recognised his face.

What changes, after the resurrection, is not the hope itself. Job and David

already had the shape of it exactly right — a face, a waking, not an ending.

What changes is that someone has already gone through it and come back,

which means the waking they were both staking everything on is no longer a

hope reaching forward into the dark. It has a guarantee, the same way the

firstfruits guarantees the harvest, not by resembling it but by being the first part

of the same crop.

A T  T H E  G R A V E S I D E

ot a script. That is the first thing to say about all of this. None of it

should arrive in the room as a Hebrew lesson. The family in front of
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you does not need to learn the word chazah. They need to be met by someone

who has done the work of believing this is true, and lets that belief shape the

room without performing it.

Lean into the order Job’s story actually follows. Seven days of silence came

before a single word of hope. If the family is still in the seven days — if the

wound is too fresh for anything but presence — give them the presence. Do not

reach for the resurrection too early just because you are uncomfortable in the

silence. Job’s friends earned the right to speak by sitting first.

When the moment for hope does come, let it be specific. Not “she is in a better

place” — a phrase that could mean anything and therefore comforts no one in

particular. Something closer to what Job and David actually said: she will be

seen, and she will see. Not absorbed into peace in the abstract. Looked at, by

name, by someone who knows her. That is a harder thing to say and a truer one,

and grieving people can tell the difference even if they could not name why.

Say “asleep” if you say it, and mean what Daniel meant by it — not a softer

word for gone, but a word with a waking built into it. Do not explain the

etymology. Just do not use the word as decoration either. Let your own

conviction about what it means do the work underneath the sentence.

And hold the harvest image lightly but firmly when you get to Christ. Not “he

showed us it is possible” — that leaves the family checking whether they

believe hard enough. Closer to: the first part of the crop is already in, which

means the rest of it is already coming, whether anyone in the room manages to
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feel it today or not. Firstfruits does not depend on the field’s faith. It depends on

what was cut and carried in already.

None of this makes the coffin smaller. Job did not get his children back. The

ache a funeral sits with is real, and nothing in this material asks anyone to skip

past it. What it offers instead is what Job and David had, before either of them

had any right to it — the conviction that the one being grieved has not stopped

being seen, and is not finished waking.

These reflections did not begin with artificial intelligence. They began with years of ministry, reading,

prayer, suffering, and conversation.

During the development of this manuscript, AI became a conversation partner. It challenged assumptions,

tested arguments, suggested structures, and helped refine expression. Many of the words that follow

emerged through that dialogue.

The experiences, convictions, interpretations, and conclusions remain my own.
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