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Tic Tac? One of my favorite movies is You’ve Got Mail (picture). There’s one scene where Tom Hanks is trapped in an 

elevator with three other individuals, one of which happens to be his self-absorbed girlfriend. As they’re waiting to be 

rescued, everyone is sharing their hearts. Tom Hanks’ character is just about to share his heart and his narcissistic 

girlfriend goes off because she can’t find her Tic-tac’s? That would be a 1st world problem.  

  It seems that we who have the most, we in the 1st world, complain so easily. Here are some actual complaints. “You 

know the worst part of buying a new golf club? Having to wait until the next time you go golfing to use it.”  

  This one was to a childcare worker: “I have a concern about the snacks that you’re serving to the kids. Today we were 

in the store and Kaylyn pointed out the type of snacks that you served at the teddy bear picnic. Much to my dismay they 

weren’t a name brand. My husband and I pay very good money for childcare and we expect that corners won’t be cut in 

the care of our child. That and we don’t want to instill the sorts of values in her that make her think that it’s okay to 

settle for less than the best. That might be hard for you to understand but it means a lot to me.”  

  This was a response to a valet sticker that described the car as “white.” “I can’t stand it when people think that my car 

is white. It’s ivory.” Oh, the car…it was a Rolls Royce.  

  “I don’t understand how families spend just $100ish a week on groceries. Berries and avocados alone run us $42 a 

week.”  

  This was an actual news report. “Sunchips Bags are too noisy.”  But the news on the bottom feed is about 14 people 

who were killed when their vehicle plunged over a cliff in Nepal.  

  “Slow Internet is this generations Vietnam.”  

  “The server at Subway didn’t tesselate my cheese.” “Tesselate” means to tile the cheese so it fills up the bread.  

  But the very worst one, a tweet accompanied by an obscenity, “This church doesn’t have WIFI.” Was that one of you?  

  Does whining drive you nuts? Yet, we know from God’s Word that whining isn’t a 1st world problem. It’s our problem. 

The Children of Israel were notorious for their whining. The church at Philippi had more going for it than any other 

church in the New Testament. Yet, in Philippians 2:14-16 Paul writes to them: “Do everything without grumbling or 

arguing, so that you may become blameless and pure, ‘children of God without fault in a warped and crooked 

generation.’ Then you will shine among them like stars in the sky as you hold firmly to the word of life. And then I will be 

able to boast on the day of Christ that I did not run or labor in vain.” 

  Are you addicted to whining? What are you most likely to complain about? Do you complain about your job? Do you 

complain about your spouse? Your children? Are you in the habit of complaining about almost anything? It’s a sin that 

in the Church we give a pass to and rationalize as “not so serious.” But God doesn’t give it a pass. We’re either Whiners 

or Worshippers. Which one are you? Which one would your spouse, kids, or co-workers say you are? How about your 

fellow-believers?  

 

1. Whining is an evil sin. If there had been a secret camera recording my life or your life this past week, how much 

grumbling would have been caught? What Paul calls “grumbling” is what we call “complaining.” Whatever its name, not 

even a hint of it is to be found in God’s people. Complaining is evidence that we’re not trusting the Lord and think we 

can do a better job with our lives than He is doing.  

  “Grumbling” is negative whining, murmuring from disappointment, making verbal accusations, an audible expression 

of unwarranted satisfaction. The key aspect of this word is that it’s a low, mumbling, under-the-breath attitude of 

discontent. It’s what’s known as an onomatopoeia, meaning it sounds like what it means—a mumbling, growling, 

muttering discontent.  

  We’re to be free of this evil quality. We’re to be free of whining 24/7. We’re to do all things at all times without 

grumbling. And Paul tells us why?  

  We’re not to whine because it hurts our walk with the Lord. Christians are “children of God.” When a child 

misbehaves, we often think “where are her parents?” Children reflect on their parents, don’t they? It may be that the 

parents are truly loving, caring, people who discipline and provide well for their kids. But the child’s bad behavior makes 

others think poorly of the parents, no matter how good of parents they really are.  

  That’s the point we must keep in mind as children of our Heavenly Father. God is perfect in all His ways. When we 

gripe, we make Him look bad and encourage others to not trust Him.  

  Just a sidebar: Children take on the behaviors, attitudes, and words of their parents. If a parent is arrogant, the child will 

often be arrogant. And if the parent is a griper, the child will often be one too. So, if your children get on your nerves 

because they’re whiners maybe they learned it from _______.  



  We’re not to whine because it hurts our witness for the Lord. My son, Ben works at WVA. I’m always encouraging 

people to apply for a job there. Why? Because Ben loves it and is always talking about how great they treat their 

employees. What are we telling others about our Savior by what we say and our attitude?  

  We’re not to whine because it discourages spiritual leaders. “in the day of Christ I may be proud that I did not run in 

vain or labor in vain.” I truly have it easy here at Grace. There is very minimal complaining.  

  Yet, I’m often shocked at what folk will complain to pastors about. Church Consultant, Thom Ranier (picture) has 

collected some actual complaints: “Our expensive coffee is attracting too many hipsters. “Your socks are 

distracting.” “I don’t like the color of the towels in the women’s restroom.” “We need to start attracting more normal 

people at church.” “Not enough people signed up for the church golf tournament. You have poor leadership 

skills.” “You shouldn’t drink water when you preach.” “The toilet paper is on the wrong way in the ladies restroom. It’s 

rolled under.” “You don’t have ashtrays in the fellowship hall.” “Did you see me waving in the back of the worship 

center? You preached too long. It was time to eat!” “You don’t look at our side of the worship center enough when you 

preach.” “We are leaving the church because you have a red cross on the building. That’s the color of the devil.”  

  When we rejoice even in suffering it enhances the testimony of the Savior. “among whom you shine as lights in the 

world.” “Lights” means luminaries, things that shine. When do stars shine the brightest? When the night is the darkest. 

Stars shine during the day, but we can’t see them because the light of the sun blocks them out. But on a pitch black night, 

they really shine.  

  When do we shine brightest for Jesus? When we’re in the darkest place! It may be a place of personal trial where you 

radiate with God’s joy in spite of your situation. Maybe you’re in a dark situation at work or school, or your marriage or 

family. If you do all things without whining, but rather are blameless and above reproach, filled with joy in the Lord, 

you’ll shine! Many people will never read the Bible, but they do read you. 

  Remember Paul wrote this from a dark place, prison, facing possible execution by Nero. Yet, Paul says that if his life is 

poured out, if it was on the sacrifice and service of the Philippians’ faith, he rejoiced and shared that joy with them. 

Grateful Christians shine the brightest during dark times!  

  Paul Tripp (picture), in The Journal of Biblical Counseling: “Passing through New Delhi, in one of the most horrible 

slums in the world, Paul stood transfixed before a three-year-old boy leaning against the cot of his ailing, perhaps dying, 

mother.  The boy’s eyes were hollow, his stomach distended, his face fly-infested, the very picture of massive, helpless, 

noxious poverty. The tears that streamed down his cheeks in observing this tragedy were indeed the heartfelt evidence of 

his compassion. He longed to sweep this boy and his mother into his arms, away from these dreaded depths of sorrow 

and endless need. 

  Not long after he arrived back home, Paul was visiting with a church leader from India who had come to the States to 

study. In the midst of their conversation, he asked the man what he thought of Americans, to which his guest responded–

in polite, Asian style–‘Do you want me to be honest?’ ‘Yes, I do,’ Paul answered. But who could be ready for this: ‘You 

have no idea how much you have, and yet you always complain.'” 

 

2. Our focus determines our output. Two women were chatting over the back yard fence. One of the women says to 

the other, “We are going to be living in a better neighborhood soon.” The other woman replied, “So are we.” “Oh, are 

you moving too?” “No we’re staying here.” 

  U2 (picture) was wrong…you always find what you’re looking for. Viktor Frankl’s words (picture) are powerful: “We 

who lived in concentration camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away 

their last piece of bread. They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything can be taken 

from a man but one thing: the last of the human freedoms – to choose one's attitude in any given set of circumstances, to 

choose one’s own way.” We’re not victims. We whine because we choose to.  

  What instigates whining? If this morning, we flipped an X-rated movie on the screen, everyone would be appalled. 

Yet, whining is socially acceptable among God’s people. Our homes and churches suffer from its contamination. If you 

don’t think that it’s abhorrent to God, please read the history of the Children of Israel and their wilderness journey. When 

it comes to whining, we’re “conformed” to this world (Romans 12:2).  

  It’s imperative that we guard our hearts. It’s vital that we help each other when we stumble. We must be alert to the 

telltale signs, feelings and attitudes that can set it off in us; things such as:  

  Unrealistic expectations. We start to expect a lot from life until no matter what we’re receiving in terms of blessing, 

it’s never enough or what we’d hoped for. Needing God yet not always wanting God, we expect others to satisfy us and 

take His place in our lives. We expect them to love us unconditionally, to provide for us emotionally, physically, 

socially, totally. When they disappoint us, as they will, rather than being grateful for God’s unchanging love and 

faithfulness, unfulfilled expectations turn to resentment, bitterness and complaining.   



  Forgetfulness. God repeatedly warned Israel to be careful once they entered the Promised Land to not forget the One 

who had rescued them from the brutal slavery of Egypt and brought them to this good land. “Remember” is a key word 

for a healthy walk with God. Forgetfulness and whining go hand in hand. To forget God’s goodness is to put out the 

“Welcome Mat” for ingratitude in your soul. It’s why we’re celebrating our Anniversary on February 28th. We need to be 

rememberers not forgetters.  

  Entitlement. Most Christians are conservative in their worldview and bothered by those who live off of entitlement 

programs. Yet many of us believe that we’re entitled when it comes to the government of heaven. When we take simple 

blessings for granted as if they’re owed to us, when we start to think that our house, our car, our wardrobe, our marriages 

and family…even our health is beneath the status of what we deserve, ingratitude finds all of the oxygen that it needs to 

thrive.  

  One of the unseemly side-effects of affluency is that the higher our standard of living, the more demanding and 

discontented we often become.  

  Comparison. Scripture warns us that those who give in to comparison are stupid (2 Cor. 10:12). Comparison steals our 

joy and burns a hole in our communion with God and our relationships with those nearest us. It gives birth to envy, pride 

and ungratefulness. When we compare our lives with others, we show we’re ungrateful for the many gifts we’ve received 

from God. Comparison drives us to sinful competition and discontent. 

  Andrew Carnegie (picture), the wealthy industrialist left a million dollars to one of his relatives. But this relative 

became very angry toward Carnegie because he had also left $365 million to charitable causes.  

  Self-pity. Feeling sorry for yourself has been developed into an art form. The sniveling that wiser generations ridiculed 

with satire is given best-seller status among us. It’s an erroneous belief that the world is rigged against us, so blaming 

others and lashing out is somehow justifiable.  

  John Piper in his book, Desiring God (picture), points out that self-pity is a form of pride and the flip side to boasting. 

While boasting is the response of pride to success, self-pity is the response of pride to suffering. Boasting says, “I 

deserve admiration because I have achieved so much.” Self-pity says, “I deserve admiration because I have suffered so 

much.” Boasting is the voice of pride in the heart of the strong. Self-pity is the voice of pride in the heart of the weak. 

Boasting sounds self-sufficient. Self-pity sounds self-sacrificing. 

  While boasting is usually obvious, self-pity is subtle and arises from a wounded ego. It’s a spiritual deadener, choking 

faith, draining hope, killing joy, smothering love, fueling anger, and robbing any desire to serve others. And it’s a feeder-

sin, encouraging us to comfort our poor selves with all manner of sinful indulgence like gossip, slander, substance abuse, 

pornography, and binge entertainment, to name a few.  

  Blindness to God’s grace. We’re the ones who owe. We’re the debtors. The mercies of God are “new every morning” 

(Lamentations 3:23). They’re not graces that we deserve but graces given from our Father’s loving hand to sinful 

creatures. To ignore such unmerited favor is to miss out on the enjoyment, security and satisfaction of His love and grace 

that’s sufficient for anything and everything that this life can throw at us. Ingratitude is poison in our souls. It steals our 

enjoyment and the sweet walk with Christ that provides our only access to the abundant life. 

  A man joined a monastery where, in addition to the vows of celibacy and poverty, he was required to make a vow of 

silence. According to the rules of the monastery, the man was allowed to speak only two words a year and to utter them 

only during his annual review. The new monk served his first year in absolute silence. At the year's end when his 

performance was being evaluated, he was permitted to speak. The two words he uttered were “Food cold.” The monk 

served his second year in absolute silence. At that year’s end, his two words were “Bed hard.” He then served his third 

year in absolute silence. At the end of the year when he showed up for his final review, his two words were “I quit.” The 

Abbot, head of the monastery responded, “Your decision doesn't surprise us. After all, you've done nothing but complain 

since you got here.” For far too many Christians, it seems like that all we ever do is whine.  

  What motivates us to worship? If you were going to learn how to make money, you’d listen to Warren Buffet 

(picture). If you wanted to be an entrepreneur, you’d listen to Elon Musk (picture). If you wanted to learn how to play 

basketball, you’d listen to Michael Jordan (picture). If you wanted to learn how throw a football, you’d listen to Tom 

Brady (picture). 

  If you want to learn how to be a person of praise and worship, you need to listen King David (picture), who wrote most 

of the psalms. When the prophet Samuel wanted to meet all of Jesse, his father’s sons, they all forgot David. Falsely 

accused of being a competitor for the throne, he was hunted like a dog by King Saul. His wife was given to another. His 

baby died. Later his son, Absalom, launches a coup and tries to kill him. If anyone had reason to whine, it was David. 

But his life, though honest with God about his trials, is filled with praise and worship. To become people of praise, we 

need to know, as David did, practically how to flee to God and trust Him as our refuge in the midst of intense troubles. 

Three things will help us. 



  We must know who God is. We can’t trust in or flee for refuge to a God we don’t know. The many metaphors David 

uses show that he knew God in a practical and personal way: “My rock and my fortress and my deliverer, my God, my 

rock, in whom I take refuge; my shield and the horn of my salvation, my stronghold” (Psalm 18:2). A number of these 

metaphors recall particular incidents in David’s history. David’s praises celebrate actual deliverances which he and the 

men with him could authenticate. He didn’t just know about God; he knew God as his own God. If we want to be able to 

flee to God as our all-sufficient refuge, we must know Him.  

  We must know how God acts. In Psalms 18:7-15, David describes God’s deliverance through a thunderstorm. It could 

be a poetic description to tell in general of God’s awesome power in rescuing His people, or refer to an actual battle, not 

recorded in Scripture, where David was about to be defeated by a powerful enemy. But David didn’t say, “Wow, I sure 

was lucky!” No, David knew God’s way of delivering His people. He was very clear that it was God who rescued him, 

not his own strength or cleverness. Without God’s working, David was helpless. If we want to know God as our all-

sufficient refuge so that we can flee to Him in our trials, so that we praise Him and worship Him, we must know who He 

is and how He acts.  

  We must know how to trust God experientially. This wasn’t just head knowledge for David. He knew practically how 

to lay hold of God in desperate situations. First David knew how to pray. The repeated word, “cry,” throughout the 

Psalms shows the urgency of his prayers. Our prayers are more fervent when we sense how needy we really are. 

  Then, David was a man of God’s Word. He knew Scripture. Through God’s Word we can know how God wants us to 

live. God’s Word gives us examples of others who trusted God in incredibly difficult trials so that we can imitate their 

faith. If we aren’t feeding on the Word when things are relatively calm, we won’t know how to trust God when calamity 

strikes. 

  Finally, David lived in obedience. David not only knew God’s Word, but he also obeyed it. He wasn’t perfect but he 

lived in the light he had. He never denies his own sinfulness but acknowledges repeatedly that any integrity or strength 

that he had came from God, not from himself.  

  The point is, if we cry to God in prayer, if we know what His Word says about how we should live, and if we have a 

clear conscience that we’ve obeyed His Word, then we’ll be able to trust Him experientially in times of trial. And praise 

and worship will spring from our heart and lips.  

  MacNeil Jordan was born in Barbados on Christmas Day in 1902. On his 100th birthday, he could still recite pages of 

scripture and poetry. He could tell you the name of the ship that brought him to Ellis Island, the street where he got his 

first job as a garment worker, and the name of the cafeteria where he ate 70 years ago. A month before his 100th birthday, 

his family made a CD on everything he wanted to say. His 8 children, 23 grandchildren, 33 great-grandchildren and 3 

great-great-children all got copies. Here is his recipe for long life: “I eat well. I sleep well. I walk quite a bit.” -- And 

every week there's church, where “I praise my God.” MacNeil said that’s what is most important: “Give God praise 

every day. That's all. That's my life.”  

   

Conclusion: “Some people will change when they see the light. Others change only when they feel the heat.” 

  This morning if we did a show of hands that we know whining is wrong and sinful, it’d be unanimous. Everyone would 

raise their hand. If we did a show of hands that we know we should thank the Lord, again it’d be unanimous. If we did a 

show of hands that we know we are so blessed and that our praise pleases God and helps our witness before a lost world. 

Everyone would raise their hands.  

  So what will it take to get us to change? Biblical repentance is like a heart transplant. You don’t put a Band-aid on the 

problem. You don’t deny its severity. You don’t hope it will somehow get better or go away on its own. You must 

acknowledge the problem, cut it out and replace with a new heart. It's time for believers to repent and replace whining 

with worship.    

  I thought of all this when I read a newspaper story about Michelle Eskinazi. The Eskinazis, her husband and two sons 

had vacationed in Costa Rica. The family explored the rain forest (picture), dormant volcanoes and beautiful flora and 

fauna, looking for monkeys and birds. One day, Michelle went for a wonderful solitary walk by herself. When she 

returned home, she noticed two red bites, one on each leg. Evidently some form of fauna had nibbled on her. The bites 

became inflamed and began to ooze, sometimes a clear liquid, sometimes blood. The area around the bites itched. 

Around each bite was a bright red ring with a poison-ivy-like rash. 

  Sometimes at night she felt incredible stabbing pains, as if something was moving inside the bite. She went to her 

internist, who decided that they were tick bites and put her on antibiotics. But the bites continued to ooze and grow. A 

second doctor put her on another antibiotic, this one for staph infection and Lyme disease. Nothing worked.  

  So she called her internist again. He sent her to a dermatologist. The dermatologist spent about two minutes with her 

and said, "I'm an expert on this. You have an allergic reaction to a bite. Stop taking the antibiotics and it will go away in 

two weeks." Michelle explained to him that she thought she’d been bitten in the rain forest. Also, she told him she was 



feeling something moving at the site of each bite and that she had stabbing pains there, particularly at night. The doctor 

pointed to his head. "I think it meant he thought I was crazy," she said. But the bites’ swollen, weeping, blue-green 

mounds were not in Michelle’s head. The sharp, moving pain was more intense. By now two months had gone by.  

  Disheartened, frustrated and exhausted, she made a routine trip to the library, where she came upon a travel book. Its 

chapter on insect-borne disease caught her eye, particularly when it described her symptoms perfectly. This was 

reassuring…until she realized that the mounded-infections were caused by tropical botfly larvae. In other words, she had 

maggots living in her legs. The book advised smearing peanut butter, Vaseline or raw bacon on the lesions to suffocate 

the resident maggots.  

  Michelle took a deep breath and got out the Jif. After she coated each bite with peanut butter, a white, worm-like 

creature started to push through to the surface. She tried to pull it out with tweezers, but couldn't grasp it. The next day 

she covered the bites with duct tape for an hour. The pain was paralyzing. She yanked off the duct tape and saw a little 

white piece come out of the bite and tried again to yank it out. It was too quick and gross for her to do alone. 

  It was time to bring in the professionals. A dermatologist confirmed the botfly diagnosis and prepared Michelle for 

outpatient surgery. After giving her a local anesthetic, she opened the wound on the left leg with a tiny scalpel and 

removed long, gooey, white-thin strings that looked like tiny worms, about an inch long and a quarter-inch wide. The 

doctor then cut through the second bite and extracted an even larger worm.  

  Why am I telling you this? Well, no one who ever hears story this will ever forget it. But aside from grossing everyone 

out, though we often miss it, there’s something much more repulsive often growing in our hearts. If we don’t take action, 

that revolting stuff grows and festers. It’s painful. It’s shameful. King David, who would know, said: “When I kept silent 

[about my sin], my bones wasted away through my groaning all day long…my strength was dried up as by the heat of 

summer” (Psalm 32:3-4).  

  Too many of us are living in pain and are spreading the pain. It’s time to kill the worms of whining. Any pain involved 

from the repentance and change is well worth the freedom and praise that will fill our hearts and lives. Let’s kill the 

worm! 

 

 

   

 


