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“That Irritates Me” 

 
READING: Ecclesiastes 10:1-9 – As dead flies give an ointment a bad smell, so a little folly outweighs wisdom 
and honor.  The heart of the wise inclines to the right, but the heart of the fool to the left.  Even as he walks 
along the road, the fool lacks sense and shows everyone how stupid he is.  If a ruler’s anger rises against 
you, do not leave your post; calmness can lay great errors to rest.  There is an evil I have seen under the sun, 
the sort of error that arises from a ruler: Fools are put in many high positions, while the rich occupy the low 
ones.  I have seen slaves on horseback while princes go on foot like slave.  Whoever digs a pit may fall into 
it; whoever breaks through a wall may be bitten by a snake.  Whoever quarries stones may be injured by 
them; whoever splits logs may be endangered by them. 
 
I have spoken several times lately about my jogging three days a week.  There is one mystery that baffles 
me; there is one thing that irritates me often and much.  I run on pavement and on concrete, yet time and 
again, almost every time I run, I get a stone in my shoe that hurts me enough for me to notice.  Where do 
they come from? 
 
If I was running on a dirt path, I could understand it.  If I were running on gravel roads, I could understand it.  
But running on pavements and sidewalks I should think would save me from the awful effects of those 
irritating, unnerving, dreadful little stones that find their way inside one of my shoes, settles to the bottom, 
and then proceeds to roll back and forth.  First it hurts the sole of my foot.  Then it rolls back and hurts my 
heel.  Next I feel its devilish touch under my big toe.  And see, they’re never BIG enough to force me to stop, 
take off my shoe, and shake the little beast out of it.  No, every time they are just big enough to cause me 
irritation, but not big enough to make it worth my while to stop and eject them.   
 
I hate to break my stride once I get into a rhythm in my run.  In the rhythm arms, legs, lungs, and mind are 
all operating on automatic.  I can think about an upcoming sermon or work out a scheduling difficulty or 
think about a visit I’ll be making later in the day.  All the while my body is on autopilot.  But if I stop to take 
off a shoe and shake out that little offender, my rhythm is broken and I have to THINK about running again, 
and I hate that!  So that little piece of stone rolls around in my shoe stride after stride and just irritates me 
until finally it gets trapped between my sock and the shoe or moves to a place where it doesn’t make itself 
known. 
 
I chose the reading for today because it talks about the “fly in the ointment”, a term that has found itself 
into our common idioms.  The “fly in the ointment” is often an irritation of some sort that finds its way into 
our lives or our plans.  It’s usually not a major problem, but it is just troublesome enough to draw our 
attention away from more important matters.  It’s a piece of foolishness when seriousness is really called 
for.  It’s a foolish person who never seems to take hold of important matters but is content to jabber on 
about unrelated and unimportant items.  It’s an officious person in an office, a government bureau, or at 
our workplace who just can’t help but irritate us by their attitude or manners.  Not really a major obstacle, 
but an irritating, energy-draining, joy-stealing, pain in the neck that would improve things just by going 
away!  You know what I mean.  These things show up in our lives almost daily.  Not a dead-end, but a cul-
de-sac or a road filled with potholes or a three-lanes-down-to-one lane irritation.  Arrgghhh! 
 
Jesus had these too!  How often did the disciples irritate him by their selfishness or their incessant arguing 
about “who is the greatest in the kingdom”.  They only half-listened or half-understood some of his simplest 
lessons.  They dwelt on earthly smallness when heavenly greatness stood before them.  “Are you still so 



dense?” he asked them on one occasion.  “How long must I put up with this generation!” he said in irritation 
on another.  His humanity made him vulnerable to irritations and they challenged his divinity more than 
once.  He knows how we get irritated.  He knows how we get frustrated, sometimes in the simplest of tasks, 
when something doesn’t work the way we wanted it to or thought it would go. 
 
Thanks be to God that when you and I come to him in prayer; when we make confession of our failings and 
lament our irritations and frustrations, we are talking to One who has been there and done that.  He has the 
t-shirt and the commemorative snow globe!  He walked in our sandals and more than once got that little 
stone under his heal.  It didn’t cause a bruise.  It just IRRITATED him just as it irritates me when I’m jogging.  
Only people like us can dig a hole and then fall into it!  Thanks be to Jesus that he loves us, redeems us, and 
knows just what it’s like to be HUMAN.  Amen. 
 
PRAYER: 
 
ANNOUNCEMENT(S):    
5-8 Graders and at least one of their parents will be meeting tomorrow, Wednesday, August 10, to be 
orientated for our confirmation classes.  Then next Wednesday, August 17, Grace on Wednesday will kick 
off once again.  Supper at 5:30.  Classes 6-7:30.  Encourage any parents you know to get their kids into these 
classes.  And we’ll have at least one adult class that starts that evening, too.  Join us.  It’s one of the best 
ways for young and old to learn the stories and lessons of the Bible. 


