
 

 



Preface 

This book is not a philosophy book, and it is not a traditional work of theology about suffering. It 

is a made-up courtroom story. In this story, we put the big claim that God is good even when 

people suffer on trial. 

For thousands of years, pain and evil have made people wonder, believe, argue, and sometimes 

walk away from faith. Thinkers, pastors, hurting people, and doubters have all asked the same 

hard question: How can an all-powerful, all-knowing, and all-loving God let so much suffering 

happen? Some people find answers in the Bible, especially in the cross of Jesus. Others look at 

the pain in the world and say such a God cannot be real. 

Instead of adding my own opinion, I let the voices on both sides speak for themselves in a 

courtroom trial. We hear from people in the Bible, from history, and from today. The prosecution 

and the defense each get a fair chance to make their case. 

You will see that the judge does not force a final answer. His ruling only says what the facts can 

and cannot prove. After that, the real question is for you alone: What does this mean for my life? 

I hope this story honors the serious questions and makes them easy to follow. Whether you are 

holding on to faith through tears, asking tough questions, or somewhere in between, come sit in 

the jury box. Listen closely. Make up your own mind. 

The trial is called to order. 

Mark Stroupe May 2026 

A Note About the Witnesses 

In this made-up trial, some witnesses are real people from the Bible (Job and the Apostle Paul). 

One is a real person from long ago (Augustine, an early church leader who lived from 354 to 430 

AD). The others are made-up characters created for this story. They stand for real ideas that 

many people believe today. This lets us hear honest arguments from both sides in plain, everyday 

words. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 1: The Courtroom Awakens 

Once upon a time, inside a grand old courthouse where sunlight bounced off stone columns like 

bright signals of truth, an important trial was about to start. Outside, a restless crowd pushed 

against the doors. Philosophers in wrinkled jackets wrote notes as fast as they could. Theologians 

held old Bibles tightly. Skeptics stood with arms crossed. Grieving parents clutched photos of 

loved ones. Believers watched with quiet hope in their eyes. Reporters held out microphones. 

Cameras flashed like lightning. A news anchor’s voice cut through the noise: “Today, in this 

special made-up trial, the claim that God is good even when people suffer faces its biggest test. If 

God is all-powerful and all-loving, why does the world hurt so much?” 

Inside, the courtroom felt alive with energy. Polished wooden benches creaked under the weight 

of the crowd. Whispers rose and fell like waves. Sunlight streamed through tall windows and lit 

up floating dust motes, as if old spirits had come to watch. The American flag and a state seal 

stood beside the judge’s high bench. Clerks shuffled papers with nervous hands. Suddenly, the 

bailiff—a huge man with a voice like rolling thunder—stepped forward. His boots echoed 

loudly. 

The judge, a sixty-year-old man with silver hair and a sharp gaze, walked in with strong steps. 

His gavel hit the bench with a loud crack that made the whole room go silent. 

 



 

The bailiff’s voice filled the chamber: “All rise! The Honorable Judge Elias Thorne is presiding 

in the case of The People versus The Claims of God’s Goodness Amid Suffering.” 

Everyone stood up quickly. The judge sat down, adjusted his glasses, and looked slowly around 

the room. 

Judge Thorne: “Be seated. This is not an ordinary trial. We are going to look at real human pain, 

deep questions of faith, hard facts of life, and big ideas about God. No ruling here will change 

any laws—but it may change hearts and minds. Counsel, are you ready?” 

The prosecutor—a sharp-featured woman in her forties wearing a perfect suit—looked straight at 

the judge. “The prosecution is ready, Your Honor.” 



 

The defense attorney—a passionate man in his fifties with a tight tie, burning eyes, and a small 

cross pin on his lapel—stood tall. “The defense is ready, Your Honor.” 

 

Judge Thorne: “Proceed with opening statements. Prosecution first.” 



The prosecutor stood up smoothly, buttoned her jacket with a quick snap, and walked to the 

center of the room. Her heels clicked on the marble floor like a ticking clock. She faced the 

judge. Her voice started calm and steady, then grew strong and full of feeling. 

“Your Honor, heavy shadows of doubt hang over these big claims. An all-powerful, all-loving 

God who sees children die from cancer? Who lets wars, floods, and terrible pain happen to 

innocent people? If God can stop the suffering and chooses not to, then He is not good. If He 

wants to stop it but cannot, then He is not all-powerful. The awful pain we see every day is not 

some puzzle that needs a clever answer. It is strong proof that the God believers talk about 

cannot be real. We will hear from people who have lost everything and from clear thinkers who 

say no easy answer has ever worked. This claim falls apart under the weight of real suffering.” 

She turned sharply, walked back to her seat, and gave a quick nod to her notes. The courtroom 

filled with low murmurs that rolled through the benches like a wave. 

The defense attorney jumped to his feet. He gripped the table so hard his knuckles turned white. 

His voice rang out like a loud trumpet. 

“Your Honor, light breaks through the darkness of suffering with unstoppable power! The pieces 

fit together like a picture from God. The cross of Jesus shows that God did not stay far away—

He stepped right into our pain. Job asked hard questions. The prophets cried out. Real people 

today have found hope in the middle of loss. All of them say suffering is not proof against God. 

It is where His goodness can shine the brightest. We do not pretend the pain is small. We say a 

world without real choices would have no real love. The defense will show that God’s goodness 

is not destroyed by suffering. It is the only hope that can fix it and turn the darkest night into a 

new day.” 

Judge Thorne nodded slowly. He tapped his gavel lightly for quiet. “Strong openings—honest 

and powerful. Prosecution, call your first witness.” 

The courtroom leaned forward together. Every heart beat faster as the drama began. 

Chapter 2: The Logical Challenge 

The prosecutor rose again with calm confidence. She buttoned her jacket and spoke in a clear, 

steady voice. 

“Your Honor, the prosecution calls Dr. Elena Vargas, Philosopher of Religion.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open with a long, low groan. A poised woman in her forties 

stepped inside. She wore a simple dark blouse and skirt. Her hair was pulled back neatly, and she 

carried a thin notebook under one arm. She walked with quiet, measured steps, her face calm and 

serious. The crowd leaned forward. A few skeptics nodded. Believers shifted uncomfortably in 

their seats. 



The bailiff met her at the stand. He held out a Bible. “Place your right hand on the Bible,” he 

said in his deep voice. “Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, 

so help you God?” 

Dr. Vargas placed her hand firmly on the Bible. Her voice was steady and clear. “I do.” 

She sat down in the witness chair. The prosecutor stepped closer, her heels clicking softly on the 

marble floor. 

“Dr. Vargas,” the prosecutor began, “please tell the court about your background so everyone 

understands why your words matter here.” 

Dr. Vargas nodded and looked straight at the courtroom. “I am a professor of philosophy of 

religion. I teach at a major university and have spent more than twenty years studying why 

people believe in God and why some stop believing. I have written books and articles about the 

biggest challenges to faith, especially the problem of suffering and evil.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “Thank you. Now, Dr. Vargas, can you explain in simple words what we 

call the ‘problem of evil’? Why does it make it so hard for many people to believe in an all-

powerful, all-loving God?” 

Dr. Vargas leaned forward slightly. Her voice stayed calm and easy to follow, like a teacher 

explaining something important to a classroom. 

“Yes. It is actually a very old and very simple question. If God is all-good, He wants to stop all 

suffering and pain. If God is all-powerful, He is able to stop all suffering and pain. If God knows 

everything, He sees every child crying, every person in pain, every terrible thing that happens. 

So here is the problem: If God is all three of those things—good, powerful, and all-knowing—

why does so much suffering still happen? Why do innocent children get cancer? Why do 

earthquakes bury whole families? Why do wars and floods destroy lives every single day? 

If God can stop these things and chooses not to, then He is not truly good. If He wants to stop 

them but cannot, then He is not all-powerful. Either way, the God that many believers describe 

does not seem to match the world we actually live in. This is not about anger or hate. It is a 

logical problem. The amount of real pain in the world makes the claim ‘God is good and in 

control’ very difficult to believe.” 

The prosecutor let the words hang in the air for a moment. The courtroom was completely quiet. 

A few people wiped their eyes. Others wrote quickly in notebooks. 

“Dr. Vargas,” the prosecutor continued, “is there any good answer that believers have given to 

this problem over the years?” 

Dr. Vargas shook her head gently. “Many smart people have tried. Some say suffering helps us 

grow. Some say we cannot understand God’s bigger plan. Some point to free will—people 



choosing to do wrong. But none of these answers fully explain the worst kinds of suffering—the 

pain that seems completely pointless, the suffering of babies and animals and good people who 

never hurt anyone. When you look at the full scale of evil in the world, these answers start to feel 

too small.” 

The prosecutor turned toward the courtroom. “No further questions at this time, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked at the defense table. “Defense, you may cross-examine the witness.” 

The defense attorney stood slowly. His face was serious but respectful. He walked toward the 

witness stand, his cross pin catching the light. The courtroom held its breath. 

“Dr. Vargas,” he began in a warm, steady voice, “thank you for being here. I know this is a hard 

topic for everyone in this room. I just have a few questions.” 

Dr. Vargas nodded politely. “Of course.” 

The defense attorney stopped a few feet from the stand. “You said that if God is all-good and all-

powerful, He should stop all suffering. But let me ask you this: Do you believe humans have real 

freedom to make choices — good ones and bad ones?” 

Dr. Vargas answered clearly. “Yes, most people do believe in free will.” 

The defense attorney leaned forward slightly. “Then isn’t it true that much of the worst suffering 

in the world comes from people choosing to hurt each other? Wars, abuse, greed, violence — 

those are human choices, not something God forces on us. If God took away our freedom to 

choose wrong, would we still be real human beings who can choose to love?” 

Dr. Vargas paused for a moment. “That is one common answer, yes. But it does not explain all 

suffering.” 

The defense attorney nodded, as if he expected that reply. “I understand. You also mentioned 

natural disasters and diseases — things that have nothing to do with human choices. Those are 

very painful to watch. But let me ask you something else. If this life is not the end of the story — 

if there is a future where God makes everything right and wipes away every tear — does that 

change the picture at all?” 

Dr. Vargas shook her head. “For people who already believe in God, perhaps. But for someone 

watching a child die right now, that future hope can feel very far away. The pain is real today.” 

The defense attorney’s voice grew quieter, more gentle. “You’re right — the pain is real today. 

No one here is saying it isn’t. But many people who have suffered terribly say they felt God’s 

presence in the middle of it. They say the suffering did not destroy their faith — it actually made 

their faith deeper. Does that surprise you?” 



Dr. Vargas gave a small, honest smile. “It does not surprise me. People find comfort in many 

beliefs. That does not make the belief true.” 

The defense attorney paused for a moment, letting his words sink in, then continued. “One last 

question, Dr. Vargas. You said the problem of evil is a logical problem. But millions of people 

throughout history — including brilliant thinkers, scientists, and ordinary mothers and fathers — 

have looked at the exact same pain and still believed God is good. Are they all being illogical? 

Or could it be that the problem of evil is real, but it is not the final word?” 

Dr. Vargas met his eyes steadily. “It is possible to believe something deeply and still be wrong. 

History is full of sincere people who were mistaken.” 

The defense attorney gave a respectful nod. “Thank you, Dr. Vargas. No further questions, Your 

Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Any redirect?” 

The prosecutor shook her head. “No, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne turned to the witness. “You may step down, Dr. Vargas. Thank you for your 

testimony.” 

Dr. Vargas stood, gave a small nod to the courtroom, and walked quietly back through the heavy 

doors. The crowd murmured softly. Some faces looked thoughtful. Others looked troubled. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel once. “The prosecution may call its next witness.” 

The courtroom leaned forward again, every heart beating faster as the drama continued. 

Chapter 3: A Mother’s Pain 

The prosecutor stood once more. She spoke in a calm but firm voice. 

“Your Honor, the prosecution calls Sarah Thompson.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open slowly. A woman in her thirties stepped inside. She 

wore a simple gray sweater and dark pants. Her eyes looked tired and sad, as if sleep had been 

hard to find for a long time. She held a small photograph tightly in her hands. The room grew 

very quiet. A few people in the crowd wiped their eyes. Sarah walked to the stand with slow 

steps, her shoulders slightly bent. 

The bailiff met her and held out the Bible. “Place your right hand on the Bible,” he said gently. 

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” 

Sarah placed her hand on the Bible. Her voice was soft but steady. “I do.” 



She sat down in the witness chair and looked straight ahead. The prosecutor stepped closer, her 

voice kind but clear. 

“Mrs. Thompson, thank you for being here today. Please tell the court who you are and why your 

story matters in this trial.” 

Sarah took a slow breath. She looked down at the small photo in her lap, then back up. 

“My name is Sarah Thompson. I am a mother. Three years ago, my five-year-old son, Tyler, was 

diagnosed with brain cancer. At first we prayed every day. We asked God to heal him. We had 

prayer chains at church. Friends and family came and prayed with us. Tyler was so brave. He 

went through surgery, then chemotherapy that made him so sick he could barely eat. He lost his 

hair. He lost his smile. Every night he would ask me, ‘Mommy, why won’t God make me 

better?’” 

Her voice cracked, but she kept going. 

“I watched my little boy suffer for fourteen months. He was in pain every single day. I held him 

when he cried. I told him God loved him. I begged God to take the cancer away. But the cancer 

only got worse. Tyler died in my arms on a Tuesday morning. The room was quiet except for the 

machines turning off. I kept praying even after he was gone. I kept waiting for some sign that 

God cared. There was nothing.” 

Sarah looked up at the judge, her eyes wet. “I used to believe God was good. I used to believe He 

was in control. But when your child is hurting and dying and nothing changes, those words start 

to feel empty. If God is all-powerful, He could have stopped the cancer. If He is all-loving, why 

would He let a little boy go through that? I don’t hate God. I just can’t believe in the God I was 

taught about anymore. Not after what I saw.” 

The prosecutor let the words settle over the courtroom. No one moved. The silence felt heavy. 

“Mrs. Thompson,” the prosecutor asked gently, “is there anything else you want the court to 

know?” 

Sarah shook her head slowly. “Just that real suffering is not a theory. It is not a puzzle. It is a 

child’s last breath. And if God is good, I still don’t understand why He stayed silent.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked toward the defense table. His voice was calm and respectful. 

“Defense, you may cross-examine the witness if you wish.” 

The defense attorney stood up slowly. His face was serious but kind. He walked toward the 

witness stand with careful steps, his cross pin catching the light. The courtroom waited. 



“Mrs. Thompson,” he said in a warm, gentle voice, “thank you for sharing your story. I know 

how hard that was. No one in this room can imagine your pain, and I won’t pretend to. I just 

have a few respectful questions.” 

Sarah nodded, her eyes still wet. “Go ahead.” 

The defense attorney stopped a few feet from the stand. “You loved Tyler with all your heart. 

You prayed for him every day. You begged God to heal him. When he died, the silence hurt 

more than anything. Is that right?” 

“Yes,” Sarah whispered. 

He spoke softly. “Many parents who have lost a child say the same thing. The pain feels 

unbearable. But I want to ask you something honest. In those dark months — even on the hardest 

days — did you ever feel any sense that you were not completely alone? Did you ever feel a 

small moment of comfort, or peace, or strength that you could not explain?” 

Sarah looked down at the photo in her hands. She was quiet for a long moment. 

“Sometimes… late at night when Tyler was sleeping, I would sit by his bed and feel a kind of 

calm come over me. I don’t know where it came from. I told myself it was God. But after he 

died, even that felt like it wasn’t enough.” 

The defense attorney nodded with understanding. “I hear you. And that is fair. No one here is 

saying your pain should feel small. But let me ask one more thing. You said you used to believe 

God was good. Many people who have walked through the same valley you did — parents who 

lost children — say that even though the pain never fully goes away, they later saw God’s love in 

new ways. Some say they felt closer to God in their suffering than they ever did before. Others 

say the hope of heaven — where Tyler is whole and happy and pain-free — has become their 

anchor. Does any of that feel possible to you now, or does it still feel too far away?” 

Sarah’s voice trembled a little. “The hope of heaven… I want to believe it. I really do. But right 

now, it doesn’t take away the empty chair at our table or the sound of his laugh that I’ll never 

hear again.” 

The defense attorney’s eyes were full of compassion. “No, it doesn’t take the pain away today. 

And no one should tell you it does. But many hurting people have found that God does not 

always stop the suffering — sometimes He walks through it with us. And one day, they believe, 

He will make it all right. Does that idea give you any comfort at all?” 

Sarah thought for a long moment. “It gives me a tiny bit. But it’s not enough to believe 

everything I used to believe.” 

The defense attorney gave her a respectful nod. “Thank you for your honesty, Mrs. Thompson. 

That is all I have. No further questions, Your Honor.” 



Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Any redirect?” 

The prosecutor shook her head. “No, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne turned to Sarah with a kind voice. “You may step down, Mrs. Thompson. Thank 

you for your brave testimony.” 

Sarah stood slowly. She clutched the small photograph to her chest and walked back through the 

heavy doors. The courtroom was silent except for a few quiet sniffles. Some faces looked moved. 

Others looked deeply troubled. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel once, the sound soft in the heavy air. “The prosecution may call 

its next witness.” 

The courtroom leaned forward again. Every heart beat faster as the trial continued. 

Chapter 4: The Cruelty of Nature 

The prosecutor stood once more. Her voice stayed calm and clear. 

“Your Honor, the prosecution calls Dr. Michael Reed.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open again. A tall man in his fifties walked in. He wore a 

dark suit and carried a thin folder under his arm. His face looked serious, like someone who had 

spent years studying hard facts. The crowd grew quiet. A few people shifted in their seats as if 

they already knew what was coming. 

The bailiff met him at the stand and held out the Bible. “Place your right hand on the Bible,” he 

said. “Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you 

God?” 

Dr. Reed placed his hand firmly on the Bible. His voice was steady and professional. “I do.” 

He sat down in the witness chair and adjusted his glasses. The prosecutor stepped closer. 

“Dr. Reed, please tell the court about your work so everyone understands why you are here 

today.” 

Dr. Reed nodded and looked out at the courtroom. “I am a scientist who studies natural disasters 

and the history of life on Earth. I have worked for more than twenty-five years at a major 

research university. My job is to examine earthquakes, floods, hurricanes, diseases, and the way 

animals suffer in the wild. I look at the data — the numbers, the patterns, the evidence we can 

measure.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “Thank you. Dr. Reed, can you explain in simple words what we mean 

by ‘natural evil’? And why it makes it so hard to believe in an all-loving, all-powerful God?” 



Dr. Reed leaned forward slightly. His words came out clear and easy to follow, like a teacher 

explaining something important. 

“Yes. Natural evil is the suffering that has nothing to do with what people choose to do. It comes 

from the way the world itself works. Think of earthquakes that bury thousands of children under 

rubble. Think of tsunamis that wipe out entire villages in minutes. Think of floods, wildfires, and 

deadly diseases like cancer or malaria that kill millions every year — babies included. 

These things are not caused by human greed or anger. They are built into nature. Animals suffer 

too — lions rip apart zebras, parasites eat their hosts alive, baby birds starve when their parents 

cannot find food. None of this is fair or kind. It is simply how the world runs. 

If God designed this world and is all-powerful, He could have made it different. He could have 

made a world without earthquakes or cancer or animals tearing each other apart. If He is all-

loving, why would He create a system where so much pain is built in from the very beginning? 

The facts we see in nature do not match the picture of a caring God who watches over every 

creature. This kind of suffering is not a side problem. It is part of the design.” 

The prosecutor let the words sit in the quiet courtroom. No one spoke. A few people looked 

down at the floor. 

“Dr. Reed,” the prosecutor asked gently, “is there anything else you want the court to know?” 

Dr. Reed shook his head. “Only this: I do not say these things to be cruel. I say them because the 

evidence is clear. When we look honestly at nature, the world does not look like the work of an 

all-good, all-powerful Creator. It looks like a place where suffering is simply part of the rules.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked toward the defense table. His voice remained calm and respectful. 

“Defense, you may cross-examine the witness if you wish.” 

The defense attorney stood up slowly. His face was serious but kind. He walked toward the 

witness stand with careful steps, his cross pin catching the light. The courtroom waited in 

silence. 

“Dr. Reed,” he began in a warm, respectful voice, “thank you for your clear and honest 

testimony. I know these facts are painful to face. I just have a few questions.” 

Dr. Reed nodded. “Go ahead.” 

The defense attorney stopped a few feet from the stand. “You described natural disasters, 

diseases, and animal suffering as ‘built into nature.’ And you are right — they cause terrible 

pain. But let me ask you this: Are the same natural laws that cause earthquakes and floods also 



the laws that make life possible? The same forces that create volcanoes and hurricanes also give 

us oceans, rain, and the seasons that grow our food. Does that change the picture at all?” 

Dr. Reed paused for a moment. “The laws allow life, yes. But they also allow a great deal of 

unnecessary suffering. A good designer could have made better laws.” 

The defense attorney nodded, as if he expected the answer. “I understand. Many people feel the 

same way. But here is another question. You study the history of life on Earth. Over billions of 

years, this world has also produced breathtaking beauty — sunsets, mountains, forests full of life, 

and the human ability to love and create. If God wanted a world where real love and real growth 

could happen, is it possible this kind of world — with its risks and its beauty — was the only 

kind that could work?” 

Dr. Reed gave a small shrug. “That is one way to look at it. But it still leaves a lot of suffering 

that seems pointless.” 

The defense attorney’s voice grew quieter and gentler. “You are right — some suffering does 

feel pointless in the moment. No one here denies that. But many people who study the same 

science you do still believe God is good. They say this world is broken because of human sin, 

and one day God will make a new creation with no more pain, no more disasters, no more death. 

Does the idea of a future where all the suffering is made right give any weight to the other side of 

the argument?” 

Dr. Reed met his eyes steadily. “For those who already believe, perhaps. But the evidence right 

in front of us — the suffering happening today — is what we can actually measure. Future hope 

does not change the data we see now.” 

The defense attorney gave a respectful nod. “Thank you for your honesty, Dr. Reed. That is all I 

have. No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Any redirect?” 

The prosecutor shook her head. “No, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne turned to the witness with a calm voice. “You may step down, Dr. Reed. Thank 

you for your testimony.” 

Dr. Reed stood, gave a short nod to the courtroom, and walked quietly back through the heavy 

doors. The crowd murmured softly. Some faces looked thoughtful. Others looked heavy with the 

weight of his words. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel once, the sound soft in the quiet room. “The prosecution may call 

its next witness.” 

The courtroom leaned forward again. Every heart beat faster as the trial moved on. 



Chapter 5: Hard Questions from the Bible 

The prosecutor stood once more. Her voice stayed calm and clear. 

“Your Honor, the prosecution calls Professor David Kline.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open again. A man in his sixties walked in. He wore a tweed 

jacket with patches on the elbows and carried a small stack of notes. His face looked thoughtful, 

like a man who had spent decades reading old books and asking hard questions. The crowd grew 

quiet. A few believers in the back row shifted uncomfortably. 

The bailiff met him at the stand and held out the Bible. “Place your right hand on the Bible,” he 

said. “Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you 

God?” 

Professor Kline placed his hand firmly on the Bible. His voice was steady and clear. “I do.” 

He sat down in the witness chair and adjusted his glasses. The prosecutor stepped closer. 

“Professor Kline, please tell the court about your background so everyone understands why your 

words matter here today.” 

Professor Kline nodded and looked out at the courtroom. “I am a professor of biblical studies. I 

have taught at universities for more than thirty years. I have written several books about the Old 

Testament and how we read it today. I started as a believer, but the more I studied the actual 

words of the Bible, the more questions I had.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “Thank you. Professor Kline, can you explain in simple words why 

certain parts of the Bible make it hard for many people to believe God is truly good?” 

Professor Kline leaned forward slightly. His words came out plain and honest, like a teacher who 

cares that everyone understands. 

“Yes. The Bible itself contains stories where God either commands great suffering or allows it to 

happen on a huge scale. In the book of Joshua, for example, God tells the Israelites to attack city 

after city and leave no one alive — men, women, and children. Whole populations are wiped out. 

In the book of Exodus, God sends ten plagues on Egypt that bring terrible pain and death to 

millions of innocent people, including babies. And in the story of the flood, God destroys almost 

every living thing on Earth because of human sin. 

These are not small events. These are acts of judgment or commands that cause massive 

suffering. The Bible also shows times when God seems completely silent while His own people 

cry out in pain. The prophets and the Psalms are full of honest questions: ‘How long, O Lord? 

Why do You hide Your face?’ 



If God is all-good, why would He command or allow such terrible things? If He is all-loving, 

why does He sometimes stay silent when His people beg for help? These are not made-up 

problems. These are the actual words of the Bible that believers say is God’s own book. When 

you read them honestly, it becomes very hard to call God ‘good’ in the way we usually mean the 

word.” 

The prosecutor let the words settle over the quiet courtroom. No one moved. The silence felt 

heavy. 

“Professor Kline,” the prosecutor asked gently, “is there anything else you want the court to 

know?” 

Professor Kline shook his head slowly. “Only this: I still respect the Bible and the people who 

find hope in it. But when I look at these passages, I cannot pretend they do not raise serious 

questions about the goodness of God. Real faith should be able to face those questions.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked toward the defense table. His voice was calm and respectful. 

“Defense, you may cross-examine the witness if you wish.” 

The defense attorney stood up slowly. His face was serious but respectful. He walked toward the 

witness stand with careful steps, his cross pin catching the light. The courtroom waited in 

silence. 

“Professor Kline,” he began in a calm, thoughtful voice, “thank you for your honest testimony. 

These are difficult passages, and I appreciate you bringing them into the open. I just have a few 

questions.” 

Professor Kline nodded. “Please go ahead.” 

The defense attorney stopped a few feet from the stand. “You mentioned some very hard stories 

in the Old Testament — wars, plagues, and judgments where many people suffered. Would you 

agree that in each of those cases, the Bible describes the people being judged as having done 

great evil for a long time — things like child sacrifice, extreme violence, and total rejection of 

God?” 

Professor Kline replied carefully. “Yes, the text often describes them that way.” 

The defense attorney continued gently. “So these were not random acts of cruelty. The Bible 

presents them as acts of judgment against societies that had become extremely wicked. Does that 

make the actions any easier to accept? Probably not for many people. But does it change the 

picture from ‘God is cruel’ to ‘God is acting as a judge against evil’?” 



Professor Kline paused. “It changes the context, yes. But it still raises questions about whether 

such total destruction was necessary.” 

The defense attorney nodded with understanding. “Fair enough. One more question. The same 

Bible that records these difficult stories also shows God being extremely patient, merciful, and 

slow to anger. He warns people for hundreds of years before judgment comes. He rescues slaves 

from Egypt. He forgives His people again and again. And in the New Testament, we see God 

Himself coming to earth in Jesus and suffering with us. When you look at the whole story of the 

Bible — from beginning to end — do you think it is possible to see a God who is both just and 

good, even if we do not understand everything?” 

Professor Kline met his eyes. “Many people read it that way. For me, the difficult parts still carry 

too much weight. The picture is mixed at best.” 

The defense attorney gave a respectful nod. “Thank you for your honesty, Professor Kline. That 

is all I have. No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Any redirect?” 

The prosecutor shook her head. “No, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne turned to the witness. “You may step down, Professor Kline. Thank you for your 

testimony.” 

Professor Kline stood, gave a small nod to the courtroom, and walked quietly back through the 

heavy doors. The crowd murmured softly. The mood in the room felt heavy after hearing all four 

prosecution witnesses. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel once. “The prosecution has finished its case. Defense, you may 

call your first witness when you are ready.” 

The defense attorney stood tall. “Your Honor, the defense calls Job.” 

The courtroom leaned forward with new energy. Every heart beat faster as the first defense 

witness was about to take the stand. 

Chapter 6: An Honest Cry from the Ashes 

The defense attorney stood tall. His voice rang clear and strong through the courtroom. 

“Your Honor, the defense calls Job.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open with a long, deep groan that seemed to echo from 

another time. A tall, weathered man stepped inside. He wore simple, flowing robes the color of 

desert sand. His long beard was streaked with gray, and he leaned on a wooden staff as he 



walked. His face showed deep lines of pain, but his eyes burned with quiet strength. The crowd 

gasped softly. Believers leaned forward in awe. Even the skeptics sat up straighter. 

The bailiff stepped forward holding an ancient-looking scroll. “Place your hand on the scroll,” he 

said. “Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you 

God?” 

Job placed his weathered hand firmly on the scroll. His voice rolled out deep and steady, like 

thunder over a distant mountain. “I do — as the Lord lives, I speak only what I know.” 

He climbed the witness stand with quiet dignity and settled into the modern chair. It looked 

strange under his ancient robes, but he sat tall and steady. 

The defense attorney approached with respect in his eyes. “Job, please tell the court who you are 

and what happened to you.” 

Job looked out at the courtroom. His voice was clear and honest, easy for everyone to 

understand. 

“I am Job. I once lived a good life. I had a large family, rich land, and many friends. I tried to 

live right before God. Then, in one day, everything changed. Raiders stole my animals. Fire from 

the sky burned my crops. A great wind knocked down my house and killed all my sons and 

daughters. Soon after, painful sores covered my whole body from head to foot. I sat in the ashes 

and scraped my skin with broken pottery. My wife told me to curse God and die. My friends 

came and sat with me for seven days in silence. Then they tried to explain why this happened. 

They said I must have done something wrong.” 

Job paused. His eyes looked far away, as if he could still see those dark days. 

“I did not understand. I had not done anything to deserve this. I cried out to God. I asked Him 

hard questions. I said, ‘Why do You hide Your face? Why do You treat me like an enemy? I am 

innocent!’ I poured out my anger and my pain. I did not pretend everything was fine. I told God 

exactly how I felt.” 

The courtroom was completely still. No one moved. 

“Then God answered me,” Job continued. “He spoke from a storm. He did not explain why it 

happened. Instead, He asked me questions about the world He made — the stars, the animals, the 

oceans. He showed me how small I am and how great He is. When I saw God’s power and 

wisdom, I realized I had spoken about things I did not understand. I put my hand over my mouth. 

I repented in dust and ashes. And in the end, I trusted Him again. Even though I never got a full 

answer for my suffering, I knew God was still good. He restored what I had lost — and more. 

But the most important thing I learned is this: God is big enough to handle our honest questions. 

Suffering does not mean He has left us. It can be the place where we meet Him in a deeper way.” 

The defense attorney nodded slowly. “Thank you, Job. No further questions, Your Honor.” 



Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Prosecution, you may cross-examine the witness.” 

The prosecutor stood. She walked to the stand with careful steps. Her voice was respectful but 

direct. 

“Job, your story is powerful, and your honesty is clear. But let me ask you this. You suffered 

terribly for no reason you could see. You cried out to God, and He finally answered. But what 

about the millions of people who suffer just as much and never hear any answer? What about the 

children who die young, like Sarah Thompson’s son? Does your story really help them?” 

Job looked at her with kind eyes. “I cannot speak for every person. I only know what happened 

to me. My suffering was real. The questions were real. God did not give me the answer I wanted, 

but He gave me Himself. That was enough for me. I do not pretend it is easy for everyone. But I 

believe God sees every tear. One day He will make it all right.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne spoke gently to Job. “You may step down. Thank you for your powerful 

testimony.” 

Job stood, gave a small bow of respect to the judge and the courtroom, and walked back through 

the heavy doors. The crowd sat in silence for a long moment. Some faces looked moved. Others 

looked thoughtful. The weight of real suffering and real faith hung in the air. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel lightly. “The defense may call its next witness when ready.” 

The courtroom leaned forward once more. Every heart beat faster as the trial continued. 

Chapter 7: Grace in Hardship 

The defense attorney stood tall once more. His voice rang clear and strong through the 

courtroom. 

“Your Honor, the defense calls the Apostle Paul.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open with a long, deep groan. A man in simple traveling 

clothes stepped inside. He wore a plain robe with a belt, and his face showed the marks of many 

hard years — scars on his forehead and hands, a slight limp as he walked. Yet his eyes shone 

with quiet fire and peace. The crowd leaned forward. Some believers whispered in awe. The 

room grew still. 

The bailiff stepped forward holding the ancient scroll. “Place your hand on the scroll,” he said. 

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” 

Paul placed his weathered hand firmly on the scroll. His voice was strong and steady, like a man 

who had faced kings and storms. “I do — by the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ.” 



He climbed the witness stand with quiet strength and sat down. The defense attorney approached 

with deep respect. 

“Paul, please tell the court who you are and what you have suffered.” 

Paul looked out at the courtroom. His words came clear and simple, easy for everyone to hear. 

“I am Paul, once called Saul. I was a strict religious leader who hated the followers of Jesus. 

Then the risen Christ met me on the road to Damascus and changed my life forever. I became 

His servant. For the rest of my days I traveled from city to city telling people the good news 

about Jesus. 

But the road was hard. I was beaten with rods three times. I was stoned once and left for dead. I 

was shipwrecked three times. I spent a night and a day in the open sea. I was in danger from 

rivers, robbers, my own people, and strangers. I went without sleep, without food, and without 

warm clothes in the cold. I was in prison many times. I felt hunger, thirst, and constant worry for 

the churches I loved. 

Yet none of this broke me. In the middle of my weakest moments, Christ’s power was strongest. 

I learned that when I am weak, then I am strong — because His grace is enough for me. My 

sufferings taught me to be patient. They built strong character in me. They filled me with hope. I 

came to see that our present troubles are small and short compared to the glory God is preparing 

for us. The pain does not have the last word. One day every tear will be wiped away.” 

The courtroom sat in silence. Paul’s words hung in the air like a quiet challenge to the pain they 

had heard earlier. 

The defense attorney nodded slowly. “Thank you, Paul. No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Prosecution, you may cross-examine the witness.” 

The prosecutor stood and walked to the stand. Her voice was respectful but direct. 

“Paul, your courage is clear, and many people find great comfort in your words. But let me ask 

you honestly. You chose to follow Jesus and accepted the suffering that came with it. What about 

the millions of people who suffer through no choice of their own — the children, the innocent, 

the ones who never asked for any of this? Does your message of ‘grace in hardship’ really 

answer their pain?” 

Paul looked at her with kind but steady eyes. “I cannot pretend to have every answer. I only 

know what I have lived. I did not choose all my suffering either. Much of it came because I 

followed Christ. But even in prison, even in pain, I found that God’s presence was real. He does 

not always take away the suffering right now. Sometimes He walks through it with us and uses it 

to make us more like His Son. I believe one day He will make everything right. Until then, we 

hold on to the hope that nothing — not death, not life, not any kind of suffering — can separate 

us from the love of God in Christ Jesus.” 



The prosecutor nodded. “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne spoke gently to Paul. “You may step down. Thank you for your honest and 

powerful testimony.” 

Paul stood, gave a small bow of respect, and walked back through the heavy doors. The 

courtroom remained quiet for a long moment. Some faces looked encouraged. Others still looked 

heavy with questions. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel lightly. “The defense may call its next witness when ready.” 

The courtroom leaned forward once more. Every heart beat faster as the trial continued. 

Chapter 8: The Risk of Love 

The defense attorney stood tall once more. His voice rang clear and strong through the 

courtroom. 

“Your Honor, the defense calls Augustine.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open with a long, deep groan. A man in the simple robes of 

an early church leader stepped inside. He had a kind but serious face, with wise eyes that seemed 

to have seen both great joy and deep pain. His hair was graying, and he walked with quiet 

dignity. The crowd grew still. Many leaned forward, recognizing the name from history. 

The bailiff stepped forward holding the ancient scroll. “Place your hand on the scroll,” he said. 

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” 

Augustine placed his hand firmly on the scroll. His voice was warm and clear, like a teacher who 

had thought long and hard about life. “I do — by the grace of God.” 

He climbed the witness stand with steady steps and sat down. The defense attorney approached 

with deep respect. 

“Augustine, please tell the court who you are and what you wish to say about suffering and 

God’s goodness.” 

Augustine looked out at the courtroom. His words came in plain, honest language that everyone 

could understand. 

“I am Augustine, a bishop who lived long ago in North Africa. I spent many years searching for 

truth. I once lived a wild life, chasing pleasure and my own way. Then God opened my eyes, and 

I gave my life to Christ. I became a leader in the church and spent the rest of my days thinking, 

writing, and teaching about God. 



One of the hardest questions I wrestled with was this: Why does a good God allow so much 

suffering? After years of study and prayer, here is what I came to see. Much of the suffering in 

the world comes from human free will. God gave us the freedom to choose — to love Him or to 

turn away, to do good or to do evil. Real love cannot be forced. If God took away our freedom, 

we would be like robots, not real people who can truly love. 

Because we have this freedom, people sometimes choose wrong. That choice brings pain — 

wars, abuse, greed, and broken hearts. It is not God’s plan, but the cost of giving us a world 

where real love is possible. God did not create evil. Evil is what happens when His good creation 

turns away from Him. 

I do not say this lightly. I have seen great suffering myself. But I believe God is good enough to 

work even through our bad choices. He entered our suffering in Jesus Christ. He promises that 

one day He will make a new world where every wrong choice and every tear will be gone 

forever. Until then, He walks with us and turns even our pain into something that can draw us 

closer to Him.” 

The courtroom was quiet. Augustine’s words hung in the air like a gentle but firm answer to the 

pain they had heard before. 

The defense attorney nodded slowly. “Thank you, Augustine. No further questions, Your 

Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Prosecution, you may cross-examine the witness.” 

The prosecutor stood and walked to the stand. Her voice was respectful but direct. 

“Augustine, your explanation of free will is thoughtful, and many people find it helpful. But let 

me ask you honestly. Free will explains some suffering caused by people. What about the 

suffering that has nothing to do with human choices — the natural disasters, the diseases in 

babies, the pain in the animal world? How does free will answer those?” 

Augustine met her eyes with calm honesty. “Those are harder questions, and I do not pretend to 

have every answer. I believe this world is not yet the finished creation God intends. It is broken 

because of sin, and all of creation groans under that weight. But I trust that God’s wisdom is 

greater than mine. He knows the whole story from beginning to end, and He has promised to 

make all things new. In the meantime, His love is strong enough to carry us through even the 

pain we cannot explain.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne spoke gently to Augustine. “You may step down. Thank you for your wise 

testimony.” 



Augustine stood, gave a small bow of respect, and walked back through the heavy doors. The 

courtroom remained quiet for a long moment. Some faces looked encouraged. Others still carried 

the weight of unanswered questions. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel lightly. “The defense may call its next witness when ready.” 

The courtroom leaned forward once more. Every heart beat faster as the trial continued. 

Chapter 9: Faith That Survives the Storm 

The defense attorney stood tall once more. His voice rang clear and strong through the 

courtroom. 

“Your Honor, the defense calls Pastor Rachel Morales.” 

The heavy courtroom doors creaked open. A woman in her late forties stepped inside. She wore a 

simple dark dress and a small cross necklace. Her face showed lines of both deep sorrow and 

quiet peace. She walked with steady steps, her eyes kind but tired, as if she had walked through 

fire and come out stronger. The crowd grew still. Some believers nodded with quiet respect. The 

room felt heavy with hope and pain at the same time. 

The bailiff stepped forward holding the ancient scroll. “Place your hand on the scroll,” he said. 

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” 

Pastor Rachel placed her hand firmly on the scroll. Her voice was warm and steady. “I do.” 

She climbed the witness stand and sat down. The defense attorney approached with deep respect. 

“Pastor Morales, please tell the court who you are and what you wish to say about suffering and 

God’s goodness.” 

Pastor Rachel looked out at the courtroom. Her words came clear and honest, like a friend 

sharing from the heart. 

“My name is Rachel Morales. I am a pastor at a small church. Ten years ago, a terrible hurricane 

destroyed everything I owned. My house flooded in minutes. I lost my home, my car, my 

pictures, and almost everything I had worked for. In the middle of the storm, I broke my leg 

trying to help my neighbor. I was trapped in the water for hours before rescuers found me. The 

pain was terrible. For months I could not walk. I had no place to live and no money to start over. 

I cried out to God every night. I asked Him why He let it happen. I felt angry and alone. But in 

the middle of that darkness, something surprising happened. People from churches I barely knew 

showed up with food, clothes, and help to rebuild. I felt God’s love through their hands. In the 

quiet hospital nights, when the pain was worst, I also felt a deep peace I could not explain. It was 

not the answer I wanted. God did not stop the storm or give me my old life back. But He walked 



through the storm with me. He gave me strength I did not have on my own. He opened my eyes 

to the suffering of others, and He gave me a deeper compassion than I ever had before. 

Today I still have a limp and some days are hard. But my faith is stronger now, not weaker. I 

have learned that God does not always take away the suffering right away. Sometimes He uses it 

to make us more like Jesus — more loving, more patient, more hopeful. And I believe with all 

my heart that one day He will make everything right. No more storms. No more pain. No more 

tears. That hope keeps me going. Suffering is real, but God’s goodness is real too — even when 

we cannot see it clearly.” 

The courtroom was quiet. Pastor Rachel’s words hung in the air like a gentle light after a long 

night. 

The defense attorney nodded slowly. “Thank you, Pastor Morales. No further questions, Your 

Honor.” 

Judge Thorne looked at the prosecutor. “Prosecution, you may cross-examine the witness.” 

The prosecutor stood and walked to the stand. Her voice was respectful but direct. 

“Pastor Morales, your story is moving, and it is clear you have walked through real pain. But let 

me ask you honestly. Your suffering led you to deeper faith. What about the people who go 

through the same kind of loss and walk away from God instead? Or the ones who never feel that 

peace you described? Does your experience really answer the suffering of everyone else?” 

Pastor Rachel looked at her with kind eyes. “No, it does not answer everything. I cannot speak 

for every person’s pain. Some people walk away from God after loss, and I understand why. I 

almost did too. My story is only one story. But I have sat with many hurting people over the 

years, and I have seen that God meets each one differently. He does not promise to explain every 

storm. He promises to walk through it with us. And for those who feel nothing but silence, I 

believe He is still there, even when we cannot feel Him. My faith does not erase the hard 

questions. It just gives me the strength to keep asking them while holding on to hope.” 

The prosecutor nodded. “No further questions, Your Honor.” 

Judge Thorne spoke gently to Pastor Rachel. “You may step down. Thank you for your honest 

and powerful testimony.” 

Pastor Rachel stood, gave a small nod of respect to the judge and the courtroom, and walked 

back through the heavy doors. The crowd sat in silence for a long moment. Some faces looked 

encouraged. Others still carried heavy questions. The weight of real suffering and real faith filled 

the room. 

Judge Thorne tapped his gavel lightly. “The defense has finished its case. We will now hear 

closing arguments. Prosecution first.” 



The courtroom leaned forward one last time. Every heart beat faster as the trial moved toward its 

end. 

Chapter 10: Closing Arguments 

The courtroom felt heavy with silence. Everyone sat forward on the polished benches. The 

prosecutor stood first. She buttoned her jacket with a sharp snap and walked to the center of the 

room. Her heels clicked on the marble floor. Her voice started steady and grew strong. 

“Your Honor, we have heard powerful testimony today. Dr. Vargas showed us the simple, 

logical problem at the heart of this claim: If God is all-good, all-powerful, and knows everything, 

why does so much suffering still happen? Sarah Thompson looked us in the eyes and told us 

what that suffering looks like when it takes your own child. Dr. Reed opened our eyes to the 

cruelty built into nature itself — earthquakes, diseases, and pain that have nothing to do with 

human choices. And Professor Kline reminded us that the Bible itself contains stories of God 

commanding or allowing terrible suffering. 

These are not small problems. They are not puzzles that clever words can easily solve. Real pain 

— the kind that leaves empty chairs at dinner tables and silent rooms where children once 

laughed — is the strongest evidence against the idea of an all-loving, all-powerful God. The 

prosecution does not ask you to hate God. We simply ask you to face the facts. The world we 

actually live in does not match the God many believers describe. The claim that God is good 

amid suffering does not hold up under the weight of real life. We ask the court to rule that this 

claim remains unproven.” 

She turned sharply and returned to her seat. The courtroom stayed quiet. A few people wiped 

their eyes. 

The defense attorney rose next. He gripped the table for a moment, then walked to the center of 

the room. His voice burst out like a trumpet, full of passion but still respectful. 

“Your Honor, light still breaks through the darkness. We have heard honest pain today, and we 

do not deny it. But we have also heard something greater. Job sat in the ashes and poured out his 

anger to God — and God met him there. Paul suffered beatings, shipwrecks, and prison, yet he 

discovered that God’s grace is enough and that his pain made him stronger. Augustine showed us 

that real love requires real freedom, and freedom carries the risk of pain. And Pastor Rachel 

Morales walked through a hurricane that took everything, yet found God’s love in the middle of 

the storm. 

Suffering is real. The questions are real. But so is the cross — where God Himself entered our 

pain and did not stay far away. The Bible does not hide the hard questions. It gives us honest 

voices like Job who cried out and still chose to trust. The same God who allows suffering 

promises that one day He will wipe away every tear. He does not always explain why the storm 

comes, but He walks through it with us. He turns even our pain into something that can make us 

more loving, more patient, and more hopeful. 



The claim is not that life is easy. The claim is that God is good — and that His goodness is 

bigger than our pain. History is full of people who looked at the same suffering and still 

believed. We ask the court to rule that this claim stands. God’s goodness amid suffering is not 

disproven. It is the only hope that can redeem it.” 

The defense attorney returned to his seat. The courtroom was completely silent for a long 

moment. The air felt thick with everything that had been said. 

Judge Thorne nodded slowly. His face was thoughtful. He tapped his gavel lightly. 

“Both sides have presented their cases with honesty and power. The court will now consider all 

the testimony. We will return shortly with a ruling.” 

The judge stood. Everyone in the courtroom rose with him. The heavy doors to the judge’s 

chambers closed behind him. 

The trial was almost over. 

Chapter 11: The Judge’s Ruling 

The heavy wooden door to the judge’s chambers opened. Judge Elias Thorne walked back to the 

bench with slow, deliberate steps. The entire courtroom stood in silence. He sat down, adjusted 

his glasses, and looked out at the faces before him. His expression was serious and thoughtful. 

“Be seated,” he said in a calm, clear voice. 

Everyone sat down. The room was completely quiet. 

Judge Thorne began speaking slowly and carefully, choosing each word with weight. 

“We have heard powerful testimony in this courtroom today. The prosecution presented a strong 

case. They showed us the logical problem of evil, the heartbreaking pain of a mother who lost 

her child, the cruelty built into nature, and the difficult passages in the Bible that raise hard 

questions about God’s goodness. These are not small matters. The reality of suffering is heavy, 

and the questions it raises are honest and important. 

The defense also presented a strong case. They brought forward voices from the past and the 

present — Job, who cried out in his pain and still chose to trust; Paul, who found grace in his 

many sufferings; Augustine, who spoke of the risk of real love and real freedom; and Pastor 

Rachel Morales, who walked through her own storm and found God’s presence in the middle of 

it. They reminded us of the cross, where God entered human suffering, and of the hope that one 

day all pain will be made right. 

After considering all the testimony, this is what the court can say: 



The problem of suffering is real and deeply serious. No honest person can deny the weight of 

pain in this world. At the same time, the defense has shown that many thoughtful people 

throughout history have found reasons to believe God is still good even in the midst of suffering. 

Faith does not always remove the questions, but it offers a way to live with them. 

This court rules that the claim ‘God is good amid suffering’ cannot be proven or disproven with 

certainty in a courtroom of law. The evidence allows room for both deep doubt and sincere 

belief. Some will look at the same facts and walk away from faith. Others will look at the same 

facts and hold on more tightly. 

Beyond these walls, the final verdict belongs to each person alone. You, the listener, must decide 

for yourself. What will you do with the pain you see in the world and the hope that has been 

offered here today? 

The case of The People versus The Claims of God’s Goodness Amid Suffering is now 

concluded.” 

Judge Thorne brought his gavel down with a final, solid crack. 

“All rise.” 

Everyone in the courtroom stood as Judge Thorne left the bench. The heavy doors closed behind 

him. 

The trial was over. 

But for many, the real questions had only just begun. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Witness List 

Prosecution Witnesses (These challenge the claim that God is good when people suffer.) 

1. Dr. Elena Vargas, Philosopher of Religion 

2. Sarah Thompson, Mother who lost her young child to cancer 

3. Dr. Michael Reed, Scientist who studies natural disasters 

4. Professor David Kline, Biblical Scholar and Skeptic 

Defense Witnesses (These defend the claim that God is good even when people suffer.) 

1. Job (from the Bible) 

2. The Apostle Paul (from the New Testament) 

3. Augustine (early church leader) 

4. Pastor Rachel Morales, Modern Christian who survived a terrible loss 

 


